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Chapter I. A MILLION-DOLLAR MYSTERY

T ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) Y

THE NEW Y ork water front wasin the grip of excitement. Expectant, curious crowds milled in the
digtrict, and more were arriving.

Nearly every pier end - these offered the best views of the harbor - held acluster of staring individuals.
There was much talk, and the watchers bought numerous newspapers.

Perfect strangers argued over the headlines as though they had been lifelong acquaintances. These
discussions dways ended with both participants fixing intent stares upon the bay surface.

The absence of amoon made the early evening darkness rather murky. Many spectators secured
binoculars and tel escopes from hawkers who offered these articles for rent. Newshoys were yelling
themselves hoarse. Peanuts, pretzels, hot dogs, and soft drinks were sdlling fast. But even the peddiers
frequently took off long enough to scamper out on the piers and gaze at the bay.

Taxi after taxi crowded down to the water front, horns blaring, and unloaded passengers. Often as not,
the drivers deserted their machines and hurried out on the wharvesto watch.

Many of thetaxi riders were newspaper reporters and cameramen, the latter burdened with equipment
for taking flashlight pictures.
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In the genera hubbub, it was doubtful if any one noticed one cab which behaved differently than the
others. For one thing, this machine did not head for the center of excitement, but made for a spot where
warehouses cast degp shadows.

Once, in signaling aturn, the driver held out his hand. The hand was enormous. Indeed, it was such a
huge hand that amotorist, an observant fellow, who chanced to be driving behind, blinked in
amazement.

The cab pulled to aquiet, furtive stop in the gloom

A traffic cop hurried up, caling: "Hey, fella, who d'you think you are? Thisisano parking zone aong
herel™

The amazingly big hand of the driver swung out of the window, the massive thumb jerked expressively at
the rear of the cab, which wasin darkness.

The cop was puzzled, but he obeyed the invitation to inspect the taxi passenger. He tugged the door
open, and used his flashlight When he saw who occupied the cushions, his eyes flew wide. He stepped
back and executed a smart saute.

"Begging your pardon, Sr!" he exclamed. "'l didn't know who it was! Y ou can park anywhere, of
course!”

THE MY STERIOUS personage in the rear of the cab did not speak.

Shifting his flashlight from one hand to the other, the officer seemed to be triving to swallow an
overpowering curiosity. But it got the best of him.

"| thought - that is, the newspapers have been saying you were out of town," he stated uncertainly. "No
one has been ableto find you!"

"| returned to the city lessthan an hour ago.” The mysterious man in the cab had aremarkable voice. It
was pleasant, yet it possessed aquality of vibrant power which was ingtantly impressive.

The cop saluted again. "If | can tell you anything about this strange business, I'll beglad to do it!”
"Do you possess any information the newspapers have not published?”

"No, sir. The darn newspaper reporters know as much as we do, and they've smeared it al on the front
page. That'swhy there's such a crowd down here."

"I have read the papers,” said the personagein the taxi. The officer shifted uneasily, then finally mastered
the determination to suggest, "The police are naturally curious about this affair, so we'd be mighty glad to
know anything you cantdl us"

A pleasant laugh came from the man in the cab. "Thisis as much amystery to me asto anybody,
officer.”

The cop offered: "1 thought perhaps your five associates- "

The driver - he of the enormous hand - interrupted in avoice so deep it amost sounded asif alion had
dtarted roaring.

"We don't know anything more than the newspapers!" he declared. "A radio message came from the
seamer Y ankee Besautty, in mid-ocean, seeking to get in touch with Doc Savage. It was signed smply,



'Imperiled!" We radioed back that Doc was out of town, and that nobody could locate him. The next
thing we knew, this'Imperiled’ person had gotten in touch with the newspapers and offered the reward.”

The officer peered at the big-fisted driver. "Y ou are Renny, Colond John Renwick, the engineer, aren't
you? | should have recognized thosefids."

"That'sright,” said Renny.

Once more the policeman addressed a salute to the personage in the rear of the cab. "Anything you wish
meto do, Mr. Savage?"

"Just don't advertise the fact that I'm around herel”
"Very well, Mr. Savage!”
The cop drifted away.

THERE WAS some movement in the taxi. Then the remarkable passenger got out. From timeto time,
the headlights of distant cars splashed faint luminance over the vicinity. These sporadic glows disclosed
the figure of Doc Savage.

A grest man of bronze! His appearance was the more striking because, having shucked off arobe, he
stood clad only in abathing suit!

The muscular development of the bronze man was such asto command attention anywhere. Sinews
wrapped hisform like great cables. Their Size, the way they seemed to flow like liquid bronze, denoted a
srength little short of superhuman. Y e, because dl the musclesin his giant figure were developed to an
equd degree, Doc's form possessed an unusua symmetry. There was none of the knotty, bull-necked
look of the professiond strong man about him.

Perhaps the most impressive thing about him were his eyes. They resembled pools of fine flake gold. And
there wasin them aquality of power and determination. They seemed to radiate limitless energy.

Doc took from the cab abag which was fitted with awaterproof fastener.

Renny, still seated in the cab and with both big hands resting on the whedl, asked "Want me to wait
here?"

"That'sright,” Doc told him.

It was only afew seconds later that Renny glanced around, some question on histongue. But he did not
ask it. He blinked.

Doc Savage was gone - swalowed silently by the evening darkness. There was no sound, no stir, to
show what direction he had taken. After the one blink of dight surprise, Renny settled back to wait. He
was accustomed to the uncanny silence with which Doc Savage moved.

Long association with Doc had made Renny, and aso the other four men who comprised Doc's group of
five aides, accustomed to the unusua things which the giant bronze man did. Festswhich, if given
publicity, would have been good for newspaper headlines, were taken without undue surprise by the
five

A man of mystery, the newspapers called Doc Savage. Thiswas because it was next to Impossibleto
interview Daoc. To the reporters, he was one of those rarities - aman who redly did not want to see



himself splashed dl over the front pages.

Rumors about Doc's feats were plentiful, however, and from these some of the most inventive scribes
had turned out yarns which, athough abit careless of the factsin pots, made interesting reading. They
ascribed to Doc the ability to do almost anything. Since the bronze man was something of a phantom,
about whom few facts were obtainable, the writers et their imaginationsrun riot.

Few knew it, but the laugh was on the reporters. This man of mystery, this strange giant of bronze, wasa
personage every bit as remarkable as they depicted. The truth would have surprised nobody more than
the reporters.

Doc Savage was, had the facts been published, aman of wonders, aswell as probably being the
supreme adventurer of dl time.

RENNY, SEATED in the cab, was not thinking of these facts. He was straining his ears to understand
the headlines the distant newsboys were shouting. The words were loud enough, but the news es needed
afew lessons on how to speak distinctly.

Renny at length ascertained what they were shouting.

"W-u-xtral P-oi-per!" they bawled. "Advertisement offers one million dollars reward for information
leading to location of Doc Savage!™

Renny had a sober, puritanica face which habitudly bore the expression of aman who gresatly
disapproved of theworld in general. But now awide grin warped hisfesatures.

"A million reward!" he chuckled. "I don't wonder that the crowd came down hereto get alook at the
party who would offer areward like that!"

Renny was not exactly awed at the sze of the sum - he was considerably more than amillionaire himself.
However, theideaof amillion-dollar reward was astounding. It was somewhat unbdievable. Privately,
Renny thought there must be ajoker somewhere.

His ears suddenly caught anew headline, one which the newsboys were not yelling very much.
"Ghost Zeppdin sghted in Mainel" wasthe cry.
Thoughtfully, Renny's big knuckles tapped the steering whesd!.

"A ghog arship!" he muttered. "That's dmost as fantastic as this million dollar reward business! | wonder
if the two can have any connection? Probably not! Anyway, somebody up in Maine must have seen a
cigar-shaped cloud and let their imagination get the best of ‘em!”

This explanation of the spectral Zeppelin seemed the most likely one. Indeed, several newspaper
reporters standing on the end of a pier were echoing exactly the sameidea.

"Forget the Zeppdin!™ one scribe sngpped at his companion. The second news hawk was only afledgling
at the game, acub newly out of journalism school.

"But theairshipisagood story!" he objected. "Think of it! A mysterious Zeppelin! What could its mission
be?'

"Maybeit's comin’ down from the north pole to get a bunch of dumb cubs and take 'em on avisit to
Santa Claud" gritted the older head.



"But that Zeppdin-"

"Shut up!" roared the other. "When we get back to the city room I'm gonna drown you in a paste pot!
Zeppeling Zeppeling Blazes with 'em! Here's the hottest story of the year, in case you don't know it!
And it ssemsyou don't!"

"Publicity stunt!" jeered the cub. "Probably this Doc Savage offered the reward to himsdlf, just to get his
namein the paper!"

The older reporter made agesture of tearing out hishair inrage. "Am | burned up! Am | acinder! Y our
head will never make anything but a pgperweight!”

The cub was not fazed. "It looks like a publicity stunt to me! Theideaof anybody offering amillion
dollarsto get hold of any manisridiculous!”

"Did you ever interview Doc Savage?' the other asked fiercdly.
"No."

"Did you ever hear of anybody who had interviewed 'im?"
"No."

"Then shut up! Doc Savage hasn't been interviewed because he don't go for publicity. That showsthisis
not astunt!"

The cub scratched his head. He was obvioudy impressed.
"Just what kind of abird isthisDoc Savage?' he asked curioudly.
"Didn't you read my by-line story in the bulldog edition?’ snorted the other.

"Yes. You told meto do that so I'd know how agood reporter writes, but | don't mind telling you |
thought it was lousy. Was what you put in the story al you know about Doc Savage?!

"Just about,” replied the older head, deciding to be patient instead. " Savage don't brag about himsdlf; but
who have met him - people he's helped - havetold plenty. Some of it is hard to believe.

"For onething, they claim thisbronze guy is qudified as a specidigt, not only in surgery and medicine, but
in eectricity, chemigtry, geology, engineering in about everything else! A specidist, mind you! Not a
dabbler! They say none of the big shotsin those lines are superior to Savagein learning. He can tell 'em
al things about their own rackets."

"| don't bdieveit!" confided the cub.

"Well, that's your privilege. They say furthermore that Samson was a piker dongside thisguy Savage
when it comesto physicd strength. They say Savage can take ahorseshoe and tieit in knots."

"| don't believe that, either!" said the cub.
Theother glared. "D'you believe anything | tell you?'
"No," grinned the cub. "They told me at the office that you were the biggest liar on the paper.”

The veteran gnashed histeeth, but his mock rage gave way to laughter.



THE SEARCHLIGHT of atub swept the bay at this moment, and both reporters staring at it, forgot their
conversation.

A short distance from shore, asmall steamer wasvisible. The vessd was primarily afreight carrier, but
her superstructure held passenger accommodations. She was neatly painted. Asthe searchlight swept the
craft, the | ettering on the bows was momentarily readable:

YANKEE BEAUTY

"That'sthe tub!" gaculated the older reporter. "Weve got to get aboard and interview the mysterious
party who signed himsdlf 'Imperiled!’ and offered the reward. Imagine what a story must be behind that!
I'd give alot to scoop these other birds on theyarn!”

"Why isn't the steamer tying up at the pier?* asked the cub.

"The company which owns her issmal and has only one pier, which is occupied by another boat of the
sameline until midnight; then the boat sails. The Y ankee Beauty will come adongside the dock when the
midnight boat leaves and makes room."

The veteran reporter cast awily glance at other gentlemen of the press and their photographers, who
were near by. Then he nudged the cub. "Let'sgo!"

The cub exclamed, "But what - "

"Sh-h-h-h!" The journalist dean guided his satdllite away from the other scribes, taking care that their
exodus attracted no attention. When well out of earshot, he made explanations.

"I've got anideal” hewhispered. "WEell rent alaunch and go out to the Y ankee Beauty. WEII interview
whoever offered that reward, or know the reason why!"

"But the captain of the Y ankee Beauty sent aradio message saying he would not let any reporters
aboard! And when the ship reporterstried to go aboard down the bay, when the boat stopped at
quarantine, they were prevented.”

"I know al that. The steamer captain was hel ping the person or persons, who offered the reward, to
avoid publicity.”

"They'll kick us off if wetry to go aboard," declared the cub.
"Not mel" boasted the other. "I've never seen the place yet that | couldn't get into!”

The two newspapermen moved off in search of asmall craft which they could rent. They kept inthe
shadows, so as not to he seen by other members of their profession.

They were passing a darkened warehouse when the cub gave aviolent start. Leaning forward, he peered
into the murk.

"Hey!" he gaculated. "l just saw anaked man!"
"Where?' demanded the other.

"Over therel" He pointed, but there seemed to be little more than a heavy gloom. He explained: "I didn't
get much of alook."

The older man snorted unbelievingly.



"Firg it was ghost Zeppelins, and now it's ghost men!" he growled. "Y ou didn't see anything! Come on!
Weve got to find asmall boat!"

The cub permitted himsdlf to beled off. He was not positive he had actudly seen aform.

The young fellow had forgotten to mention the most important detail - the unusua bronze color of the
man he had seen. Had he spoken of that, his more experienced companion would have known instantly
that the phantom figure wasred - that it was Doc Savage!

Chapter 2. THE FLUTTERING DEATH

WHEN THE two reporters had moved on, Doc Savage appeared from a recess into which he had
stepped to avoid discovery. He approached the water, keeping to the shadows. His bathing suit was
amost the color of his bronze skin, and both blended well with the night.

Halting where smal waves doshed gently against wharf piling, he opened the waterproof bag which he
carried. But of this came aluminous-diad compassfitted with awristband. He donned it.

The next object to appear was the end of aflexible hose, equipped with amouthpiece, and terminating in
an atificiad "lung" - the latter contained in the bag. There was also asmall metal clamp for holding the
nogtrils closed.

Doc grasped the mouthpiece in histeeth, fitted the nose clamp, and adjusted the oxygen-feeding and
breath-purifying mechanism in the bag. Then he closed the container, sedling it to make it waterproof. He
dung it tightly to his back with straps provided for that purpose.

Hardly a splash sounded as the giant bronze man entered the water. He swam far beneath the surface,
using an experienced, easy stroke. He glanced often at the luminous, watertight compass, so asto keep
going in the direction he desired.

Doc Savage was headed for the little steamer, Y ankee Beality, to investigate the source of the fabulous
reward. He was taking this unusua means of reaching the ship because he wanted to learn whether there
was anything sinister about the fantastic offer. He desired to know what was back of it before he showed
himsdif.

There might conceivably be men who would pay amillion dollars to have Doc Savage killed.

Inaway, it was part of Doc's life work to make enemies. Many of those whom he antagonized were
powerful. Doc played no favorites. Doc's career, his purposein life, was a strange one. He hel ped those
who needed help, and punished those who deserved it. He traveled to the far corners of the earth in
doing hiswork.

Naturally, his career was one calculated to make bitter foes of all evildoers. So Doc was taking no
chances about this fantastic million-dollar reward business.

It was nothing unusua for abad man, fearing Doc's vengeance, to come seeking to murder the bronze
man. Thismight he such aplot.

No ripple appeared on the bay surface to betray Doc's presence, athough searchlights frequently
sprayed the water.

He made great speed, a speed few professional swimmers could have equaled.

Doc wasawizard in the water, just as he was awizard at many other things. Hislife work was one



which called for the abilities of a superman, and Doc had been trained from the cradle, that he might have
the strength to arise to any occasion. Each day, he went through an intensive exercise routine to develop
his great brain and body. Two hours of intense practice!

Therewas no mystery about Doc's powers. Histerrific daily exercise accounted for them.

The necessity for asanctum in which to study, that he might periodically increase his vast fund of
knowledge, had led Doc to establish amysterious retreat known as his"Fortress of Solitude.” None but
Doc knew the whereabouts of this place, or what amazing scientific equipment it contained. No human
could get in touch with Doc during the periods when heretired to hisretreat for study. His strenuous
mental [abors brooked no interruption.

Doc had returned tonight from his Fortress of Solitude. Just how thoroughly. amystery hisretreat was
could be realized by the fact that not even an offer of amillion dollar reward had located him. Doc'sfive
men, those closest to him, could not find him.

DECIDING HE was near the Y ankee Beauty, Doc stroked to the surface. He had calculated well. The
ship lay only afew yards distant.

Doc sank once more, and when he came up, he was near the stern.

Heremoved the artificid "lung" and placed it in the bag. Out of the container, he took acoil of thin, stout
slk line. To one end of thiswas affixed agrapple hook of light aloy metas.

Doc flipped the grapple upward. It dropped over the rail and hooked securely.

The silken cord, because of its small diameter, would have presented quite a problem to an ordinary
climber. But so toughened were the big snewsin Doc's hands, that he gripped the line and climbed it
with what |ooked like comparative ease.

He surmounted the rail, making no noise, and whipped behind a near-by capstan, which was nearly as
large asabarrd. Lurking there, he wrung water out of the skirts of his bathing suit. Hisbronze hair,
graight and lying tightly to his head, possessed the remarkable quality of seeming imperviousto

water-like the pelt of some water-dwelling animal. Scant moisture clung to his fine-textured bronze skin.

Doc was soon dry enough that he did not |eave wet footprints on the deck. A great form which seemed
to flow from shadow to shadow, he glided forward. The waterproof bag reposed under an arm.

Doc was hardly out of sight when a creeping figure appeared around the opposite corner of the deck
house. A man! Thefelow carried alarge revolver, cocked for aquick shot.

Hewastal, but with abody so wasted that it was composed of little el se than bones. His skin was
unnaturaly white, asif it were a sheet stretched over hisbony frame. His eyes werefeverish, saring,
sunken far in hishead. He was not an old man - yet hishair was entirely white! A man physicdly
broken!

It was apparent he had discerned some movement on the deck, but did not know what it meant. He
crept dowly ahead.

A distant searchlight, its glow reflected by the white-deck house, lighted the deck faintly.

The skulking man discovered the damp spots where water had dripped from Doc's bathing suit. The sight
set him shaking as with the ague.



Whirling, he fled down the deck. His eyesroved incessantly, and he pointed his gun at every patch of
darkness. His movements showed the grip of aconsuming terror.

He made hisway to a passenger cabin. He rapped twice On the door, then made a scratching noise with
hisfinger nails. A sgnd!

"Who isthere?" asked a shaking, scared voice from within the cabin.
"Eet eesme - Jules!" gulped the first man. "Let me een, M'sieu’ Red! Sacre | have ze worst of news!™

The cabin door opened, framing aman who also held arevolver. Thisindividua had agreet, bristling
thatch of fiery red hair. Once he had been stocky, powerful; but now he was hardly more than a gaunt
frame of bones.

They were strangely dike, these two men, with their wasted bodies and their haunted, ridden faces. It
was asif they to the same brotherhood of terror. Both were broken men.

"What isyour bad news, Jules?' asked the flame-haired one.
Jules shivered. Hiseyesrolled.
"Let usgoto ze Lady Ndia," he suggested. "Eet ees better that we three be together, oui.”

This seemed agreeable to "Red.” He and Jules moved down the passage afew yards, where they gave
the knock-and-scratch signd upon a stateroom door.

The panel opened dightly, to disclose agun muzzle.
"Oh - it'syou two!" said amusicd femdevoice. "Comein."

THE Y OUNG woman who admitted them, presented a striking figure. Her features were aristocratic,
findy molded. shewas astall aseither of the men, and an athletic grace marked her movements. Her hair
and eyes were shades of brown; her lipswere an inviting curve.

She was a queenly beauty, yet there wasin her manner an air of restrained panic, apervading terror.
"What iswrong?' she questioned tensdly.

"Lady Nelia, M'seu’ Red!" Jules gasped. "Some one ees come on ze ship secretly! | am on deck and |
tink | see somet'ing zat move! Me, | go for ze look. Sacre! | fin' on ze deck wet prints of ze human
foot!"

Lady Nelia's dender hand tightened visibly on her gun. "It must have been Y uttal or Hadi-Mot! No one
else would have reason to come aboard furtively!™

Red hefted hisrevolver grimly. "Y uttal and Hadi-Mot know we're on the Y ankee Beauity, | guess.”

"Of coursethey do!" Lady Nédiaagreed emphaticdly. "The Y ankee Beauty was the only boat sailing
from Africaaround the time we reached the coast in our flight. The fact that several timeswe heard the
moan of engines overhead showsthey were trying to find the boat. The only thing that saved uswasthe
cloudy, foggy westher which the Y ankee Beauty met during the first days of the voyage. They could not
locate the boat."

"Youreright,” Red assented. "It wasthe infernal Zeppelin we heard. If it hadn't been for the fog, they'd
have dropped bombs and blown usto pieces.”



"But ‘ow could Y uttal and Hadi-Mot arrive at New Y ork ahead of us?' Julesput in.
"Intheairship!" Red pointed out "The craft is easily capable of anon-stop ocean flight!™

"They will seek to murder us, of coursel” Lady Neliasaid in agtrained tone. " Should wefindly escape, it
would mean the collapse of their whole hideous project!”

The young woman's words had the effect of shattering Juless remnant of nerve. He emitted atortured
sob of acry, covered his emaciated face with his hands and sank trembling into achair.

"Clest trop fort!" he moaned. "Eet eestoo bad! Eet eesmore zan | can stand! | am defeat!”

"Jules" Lady Ndiaexclaimed sharply. "Brace up! Y ou cannot lose your nerve after we have gone
through so much and gotten thisfar!”

Julesrocked hisface in his hands, whimpering, "Non, non! We 'ave no chance to escape! Y uttal and
Hadi-Mot will trap us. They will turn upon us zat horrible death which they command! Zat death of ze
darkness! Sacre! Eet will get us! Me, | cannot stand ze t'ing no longer! | will end eet!”

The broken, dread-stricken voice had lifted hysterically toward the last. Mad desperation suddenly
seized him. He whipped up his gun and clamped the muzzle againgt his own temple!

"Jules!" Red snapped out the yell as he leaped. He knocked the weapon aside. The two men struggled a
moment. Red findly got possession of therevolver.

Julesfell upon aberth and lay there shaking, sobbing from weskness and shame.

LADY NELIA and Red exchanged glances. There was no disgust in their eyes, only pity for the man on
the berth. A man who had undergone an experience o frightful that it had reduced him to afrall,
tremulous hull!

In their eyeswas some of the dread and despair which racked Jules, even though they tried hard to mask
it.

Lady Neliamoved to Juless side and dropped a sympathetic arm across his trembling shoulders.

"Y ou mugt not take acoward'sway out, Jules," shetold him gently. ™Y ou must help us. We mugt fight this
thing out together."

"Non," mumbled Jules. "Eet eesno use"

Redlizing sympathy was not going to bolster Juless nerve, Lady Ndiatried another method. She drew
away from the frightened man. Scorn came upon her aristocratic features.

"Very wdl!" shesad bitingly. "If you wish to think only of yourself, do so. Red and | will carry on. Were
going to save those hundreds of poor soulswhom we left behind, if it is humanly possible!”

Julesflinched under her words asif they were lashing whips. "Those others - those others,” he mumbled.
"Sacrel | have amos forget zem!"

"So | thought!" Lady Neliasnapped witheringly. ™Y ou would leave them helpless, doomed to aghastly
living death! In usreststheir only hope. And you haven't the nerveto carry on for them, even if not for
yourself."

The scathing words obtai ned the effect desired. Jules straightened his shoulders. He even managed a



drained twist of asmile

"Non, non!" hesaid grimly. "Juleswill seezisting to ze end. He promise zat he will not try again to teke
isown life

Lady Neliasmiled and dapped his shoulder. "That's the attitude, Jules! Things are not so hopeess! If we
can manage to keep away from Y uttal and Hadi-Mot, we should eventually find Doc Savage. Then, if
what | have heard of Doc Savageistrue, our troubleswill be in competent hands."

Jules nodded. "Oui! Our offer of amillion dollars reward should find ze M'seu’ Savage!™

"The million reward offer found plenty of other people,” Red interposed, forcing levity into hisvoice.
"From the crowd on shore waiting to get alook at us, you'd think a circus was coming to town. ThisDoc
Savage can't very well hdp but hear werre hunting him."”

"Maybe zisM'seu’ Savage ees not want to aid us," Jules muttered. "Maybe zat ees why he not answer
our pless.”

"l do not think so!" Lady Neliasaid sharply. "Although | do not know Doc Savage, | have heard of him.
Getting others out of trouble and punishing those who need punishing is hisliféswork. He turns no one
down."

Jules brightened somewhat. "Bon! Maybe ze radio operator ‘ave a las get amessage from M'seu’
Savage. Me, | go see”

"Becareful,” Red warned him' "I'll stay here and guard Lady Ndlia."

Opening the door, Jules cast anervous glance up and down the passage, then stepped out. The door
closed, and the lock clicked as Red secured it.

THE RADIO cabin was alittle box of a structure on top the deck house. Jules climbed a companion and
made hisway through aforest of ventilators and skylights. He kept hisrevolver in hand.

In the wirdess room, Jules met disappointment.
"Sorry, no message,” advised the single operator on duty.

Disheartened, feet dragging, Jules descended a companion to the sun deck. The darkness there was
intense. Lifeboats, cradled dong therail, shut off whatever illumination that 'night have come from street
lamps on the near-by shore.

A ghastly event occurred there in the sepiagloom. A listener might have heard Jules take afew steps.
Then came astrange sound. A hideous sound! It was low, fluttering. It might have come from some foul
cloth, gently shaken, for there was aloathsome odor.

Jules heard. He screeched - aripping cry of terror which seared the membranes of histhroat! Hisfeet
banged the deck as he ran wildly! Hisgun crashed again and again! Frenzied shots!

The gruesome fluttering became louder, more violent It overtook Jules. A thud! The sound was not loud.

Jules shrieked - shrieked again and again! It was as though he were crying out his very life stream. His
screeching became aspasmodic gurgling. The gurgling weakened, weakened until at last nothing at all
could be heard.

A dreadful silence followed. It persisted for some seconds. From far off In the darkness sounded a series



of tiny, squeaky whistles.

Asif thiswere some sort of asignd, the hideous fluttering sound arose where Jules had falen. Therewas
awave of thefaint, nauseating odor. The fluttering receded in the darkness until findly swallowed by
distance.

Chapter 3. THE HORROR TRAIL

EXCITED SHOUTSrang from various parts of the Y ankee Beauty. The human screams had been
heard below decks. Indeed, they must have carried to the crowds of curiousindividuas on shore. Feet
clattered as men ran about searching for the source of the cries.

A flashlight beam, long and thin as awhite cord, appeared near where Jules had met misfortune. Roving,
thelight picked up Julessform.

The man lay on his back, limbs contorted in frightful fashion. His hand till gripped the revolver. Hiseyes
protruded, his teeth were bared. His expression was that of a death mask of ghastly terror. A single
horrible tear gaped in Julessthroat. Through this, it was evident much of his blood had been sucked.

For ten seconds, perhaps fifteen, an ominous silence enwrapped the deck.

Then there cameinto being aweird sound. It wastotally unlike the eerie fluttering which had preceded
Juless death. This note wasingpiring. It was musical, yet possessed no tune.

A strange, mellow, trilling note, it might have been the song of some excatic bird, or the sound of wind
filtering through ajungled forest. Most uncanny of al was the way the sound seemed to come from no
particular spot, but from everywhere, asif the very darknesswere giving birth to it.

A moment later, the flashlight beam widened as some adjustment on the lens was turned. The deck
planks, white from much scrubbing, reflected a glow which disclosed the man who held theflash - a
statuesque giant of bronze.

Doc Savage had heard the uproar, and had lost no time in locating its source.

The strange trilling was Doc's sound, omen of his presence. It was part of Doc, that mellow sound - a
small, unconscious thing which he did in moments of utter concentration. Only when hewasthinking
furioudy, or on the eve of some course of action, did the trilling come. And rarely did Doc redlize he was
making it.

Doc's smdl bag opened slently under his bronze fingers. He removed asmall container. Thisheld a
rather bilious|ooking powder.

Doc sprinkled athin film of the powder upon the deck, covering an areasevera feet in dl directionsfrom
the body. The ingtant the powder came from the container, it glowed brilliantly. It becamelikeliquid firel

But after the stuff came to rest on the deck; it ceased to glow except in spots.
The spots which still shone marked theill-fated Julessfootprints, aswell as Doc's own!

Doc Savage had many weird chemical mixtures at his command. Probably none were more unique than
this powder. It had the quality of glowing only when jarred. The jarring caused the particlesto bresk,
exposing new surfacesto the air, and these shone momentarily because of areaction between the
compound and the air.



Why the footprints glowed was smply explained. Jules and Doc, stepping upon the deck planks, had
depressed the wood to a microscopic degree with their weight. The wood fibers, still in the process of
springing back into position, were jarring the unusual powder enough to cause it to expose new surfaces
to the air, thus creating a phosphorescent reaction.

In Doc's hand was aruler. He glanced about, intending to measure the murderer's footprints.
But there were no printg!

DOC'S GOLDEN eyesroved unbdievingly. But there was no question about it! The only footprints
were hisown and those of Jules. He measured the soles of Jules's shoes, to make sure.

Hisflashlight roved up and down the deck, then skyward. Above, and perhaps twenty feet sernward,
there was arigging cable. On this glistened awet, crimson stain.

If the stain was blood, it ssemed incredible that any human murderer could have operated from the
cable.

Doc glided down the deck. Leaping, he grasped the hawser and mounted. The wet stain was human
blood, beyond question! Clinging to the cable with one hand, Doc played hislight dong it

The Y ankee Beauty was an oil burner, and the hawser bore alayer of sticky soot which had been
deposited by the oil smoke. Had any one climbed the cable recently, the soot would have been rubbed
off. But it was not disturbed!

The gtain on theline was inexplicable, unless some gory, agrid thing had brushed againgt it!

Doc doused hislight. Men were running down the deck. Stewards. They carried scorm lanterns. They
passed below Doc, never redlizing he was clinglng to the cable over their heeds.

"Hey - look!" gulped one of the sailors, catching sight of the horribly contorted body.

It required only two or three minutesfor acrowd to gather. "What's this stuff on deck?" demanded a
man, indicating Doc's strange powder. "It shineswhenever you disturb it.”

"What killed thisman?' pondered another.

"Pipehisthroat! That'swhat got 'im!"

"Yeah! Lookslikethe work of avampire!™

"Thereant no suchthing.”

"Whoishe?' asked afellow in the oily garments of an engineer.

"Name Is Jules Fourmdier," replied asteward. "He had cabin No. 12. A passenger.”

Doc Savage had been awaiting information such asthis. He ran, hand over hand, up the cable. He made
no perceptible sound. The waterproof bag was swinging upon his back.

Reaching amast, he located arigging line which led to the opposite side of the ship. He descended
swiftly. A very few minutes later, he was before the door of Stateroom No.12.

The door was locked. Doc's bag disgorged atiny kit of locksmith'stools. The cabin door soon opened
under his practiced manipulation. He switched on the light.



The place was awreck! The rug wastorn up; the mattress on the berth was literally shredded. The
washstand had been taken apart. A life preserver had been ripped open and the cork stuffing whittled to
pieces. The search had missed nothing.

Doc hardly moved from where he stood just within the door. His gaze missed nothing, however.

Offhand, it might have seemed impaossible to gain from the condition of the room the dightest inkling of
what the searcher had sought. But to Doc's sharp eyes, severa things had ameaning.

Thefact that the backs of three or four books had not been ripped off told him the hunt had not been for
anything in the nature of a paper. Otherwise, the search would have extended to the book covers.

A bottle of colored shaving lotion had been emptied so that the container might be inspected. The
quickdrying liquid was gtill quite wet. The search had been conducted only afew minutes ago!

Doc decided to try for the prowler's footprints. He got his chemical from the bag, decided the nap of the
corridor rug would be the most effective spot for its use, and stepped outside.

He noted casudly that the lock on the door was a spring type. Whoever had ransacked the stateroom
had no doubt merely dammed the door in departing.

The powder blazed resplendently as Doc scattered it. Then, after it had settled, the luster dowly faded,
except for patches where feet had recently depressed the rug pile.

Ruler in hand, Doc bent to measure printsimmediately before the door.

Down the corridor some distance, a hand appeared from around a cross passage. It held an automatic.
Thegunleveled a Doc. It crashed noisily!

THE POWDER flash flushed redly on the corridor walls. The report thumped like thunder, piling echoes
into the corridors, the lounge and deep into the steamer'svitals. The bullet screamed down the passage
and hit nothing but wal panding!

Doc had vanished asthough by magic. Literally disgppeared from before the bullet! Asamatter of fact,
Doc had whipped from sight into Jules's cabin even before the shot wasfired.

The bushwhacker down the corridor had dipped off the safety on his automatic a moment before
shooting. Thishad made afaint click, asound Doc had heard. A single glance had shown him his danger.
His reaction was instantaneous,

Another shot thundered, proving the gunman to be somewhat excited! In the stateroom, Doc was delving
into hisbag. He brought object about the size of asmall condensed milk can, twisted akey on this, then
hurled it down the passage toward the marksman.

The object began spewing adense black smoke. This swiftly filled the corridor.

More shots dammed. Doc counted them. When the automatic had emptied aclip, he flung into the
corridor. He sped the opposite direction of the gunman. Once clear of the pall from the smoke bomb, he
found a short passage and a door which gave out on deck.

Behind him, he heard a great hissing and splashing of water. Spray and an occasiond splatter of water
even reached to where he stood.

The bushwhacker had turned the fire hose down the passage to blot out hisfiery footprints, so they could



not be measured!

Doc stepped out on deck. There was nothing in his manner to show he had just engaged in agrim joust
with death. It was not hisfirst peril. Nor wasit likely to be hislast. Hazards were his heritage.

From forward, a chorus of excited yellswas sounding! The shots had interrupted the paaver over the
body of Jules. But not one of the sailors seemed willing to do more toward investigating than bellow
encouragement & hisfelows.

Doc glided dong the deck. He found the cross passage from which the shot had been fired and dashed
his flashlight in, knowing from long experience that he could duck back before an accurate bullet could be
driven at him.

The passage was empty. Doc tossed his flash beam up and down the deck. No one wasin sight. He
gprinkled aquantity of his powder on deck. The fiery imprints which appeared were somewhat
shapeless. Neverthdess, they told him the gunman had been hopping on one foot, around which he had

wrapped a padding - probably cloth.

A few spots showed where the unmuffled foot had been employed as a prop. But there was certainly
nothing which offered identifying measurements.

Doc bent closer to the deck, golden eyes searching intently. A moment later, his bronze hand descended.
It lifted, with ayarn of gray wool gripped between thumb and forefinger. The yarn had been caught under
adeck splinter, and it showed the cloth, muffling the man's shoe, was coarse, gray.

DOC NOW evidenced adesreto go forward, glancing severa timesin that direction. But the sailors ill
dilly-dalied about investigating the shots. They were not inclined to risk becoming targets.

"Frel" somebody howled suddenly. "All handsfdl to! Fire! Fire!”

Doc evinced no darm, knowing the cries meant the smoke bomb smudge had been discovered. But not
s0 the seamen around Juless body. They charged, aft, filled with visions of the ship's burning, with the
consequent loss of their jobs.

Not aman remained to guard Julesslifelessform.

Doc Savage hurried forward. Twice, he stepped behind lifeboats to escape the notice of running men.
Reaching the murdered man, he began a swift search of pockets, something there had been no timeto do
earlier. The proximity of deeth did not bother him. Histraining as a surgeon had inured him to such

things

The contents of the pockets were meager. There were anumber of coins. Dashing the flashlight on them,
Doc saw they were silver piadtres, coins of various denomination, together with some United States
money. He examined the Arabic characters on the piasires.

"Egypt!" he said softly, voicing the source of the coins.

Aningde coat pocket held the most surprising find of al. Thiswasasmall bundle of magazine clippings,
snapped around with arubber band. Doc examined the clippings curioudly.

Each item had to do with Zeppdin-type airships. Evidently they had been snipped from shipboard copies
of generd science magazines, sncethey covered the newer developmentsin lighter-than-air craft.

Doc played hislight on the clippings, many of which bore pictures. Some of these held penciled



notations, usudly reproductions of the new developments depicted, asif the dead man had sought to
familiarize himsdf with them.

Included in Doc's dmost universal knowledge was a nice fund of information on the history of airship
congtruction. Heriffled through the sheaf of clippings, putting hislearning to use.

He made adiscovery. The stientific attainments which had comein for the unfortunate Juless attention,
as denoted by the penciled sketches, had al been made within the past dozen or 50 years. It was asiif
Jules had been unable to secure information on airship development for that period, and had been
catching up.

In one place, the lifting capacity of agas compartment was accurately cal culated, showing Jules had been
an expert on lighter-than-air craft, even though alittle out of date.

On apicture portraying an entire Zeppelin, Doc made the most interesting discovery of al. Near the
bows of the craft, asif absentmindedly penciled there, were the identification letters ZX 03.

The dead man had placed the caption there, it might safely be believed. Thetitle of aZeppelin! It must
have played avitd part in thefellow's past or he would hardly have penciled its designation upon the
picture.

Doc made amenta noteto look up the airship ZX 03.

Recalling the ransacked condition of Jules's stateroom, Doc continued his search. Some one had wanted
something Jules had.

On the man'slegs, below the knees, he found severd knotty protuberances. Five of them, to be exact.
These proved to be objects the size of small walnuts held in place by crisscrossed strips of adhesive

tape.
Doc removed and investigated them.

Each object was an uncut diamond of the first water. The stones were undoubtedly of enormous value.

Doc appropriated the gems. They might be useful in hisinvestigation, and he could later deliver them to
the heirs of the dead man. Or to whoever was the rightful owner!

He thought deeply. Diamonds - Egyptian money - aknowledge of air ships adozen years behind the
times! The clewsdid not lead to any sort of adirect explanation.

From the stern, shouts drifted. The sailors had evidently discovered the source of the supposed fire.
Officers were bellowing questions and contradi ctory orders which only added to the confusion.

The murderer - be he human or some diabolic vampire thing - would have no trouble moving about
unobserved in the turmoil.

Stowing the diamondsin his bag, and dinging the container on his back, Doc moved forward in the
gloom. He was going to confer with the captain of the Y ankee Beauity, as well asthe radio operator, to
learn who had offered the million dollar reward.

THERE CAME an interruption. Toward the stern, ashrill feminine cry pealed out! It wasavoice
saturated in horror! A door dammed noisily. The scream continued, coupled with noises of astruggle!

A blurred flash of speed, Doc shot forward, he rounded the deck house. His flashlight beam licked down



the deck.

The luminance disclosed aghostly sight - avision calculated to bring acold swest! It was a scene which,
had Doc not schooled himsalf through the years until he was proof againgt al emotion, the bronze hair
would have crawled on the nape of his neck.

A woman was writhing about on the deck before a closed door, evidently the door which had dammed.
Her hands fought the air above her, striking mad blows! With each frenzied swing, the woman cried out
in horror!

Y et, there was no visible assailant near her! Shewasfighting thin air, asfar as could be seen.

She seemed to redize thisas Doc's flash lighted the spot brilliantly. Springing to her feet, she stared
graight into the blinding eye of theflash.

She was aremarkable beauty, brown of eye and hair, features thin and aristocratic. She was very tall.

Thefact that thiswas Lady Ndia, was something Doc had no way of knowing. Nor, blinded by thelight,
could sheseehim.

Unableto distinguish Doc, Lady Neliawhirled and fled. She reached a door which gave into the lounge,
wrenched it open and sprang through.

Doc Savage did forward in slent, swift pursuit. He was not certain what had provoked the woman's
gpasmlike behavior upon the deck. She might have fled through the door from some unimaginable horror
and dammed the pand upon it. So hideous, so frightsome must have been the attacking thing, that she
had kept on fighting, not realizing in her hysteriathat she had escaped.

But there was another angle more important. The unknown who had shot a Doc afew moments ago had
muffled one shoein agray coat of coarse weave.

The fleeing woman was wearing a coat of such description.

Suddenly the door through which the woman had gone whipped open again. A man sprang out. He was
gaunt as a skeleton. Red hair was like ablaze on his head. He held arevolver.

The young lady was at his back.

"Therel" she gagped, and pointed at Doc's brilliant flashlight beam.

The red-headed man flipped up hisweapon, yelling, "Put up your hands, you!"

They had - these two who were seeking Doc Savage - mistaken the bronze man for their enemy.
Chapter 4. TWINS OF EVIL

DOC SAVAGE did not fed the urge to surrender himsdlf, not knowing what the intentions of the young
woman and the brick-haired man might be.

Hisflashlight beam seemed to collapse in mid-air as he switched it off. A noiselesslegp to theright put
him in the shelter of alifeboat.

An angry grunt came from the man with the carroty hair. He produced aflashlight of his own and spilled
its brightness down the deck.



"He jumped behind the lifeboat, Red!" snapped the young woman.

"Get indoors, Lady Nelial" Red directed her. "I'll take care of thisbird, whoever heis. Did you get a
look a him?"

"No. Hislight blinded me." Lady Neliamade no move to seek safety inside the deck house, as she had
been commanded. "1 do not know who he could be. But he was acting suspi cioudy.”

Red growled: "WEell darn soon find out who heid"

Raising his voice, he addressed the lifeboat. Y ou - back of there! C'mon out! C'mon, or I'll uncork a
few bulletd”

Therewas no reply from behind the lifeboat where Doc had taken shelter.

Red repested his command and thresat to shoot. Getting no results, he advanced gingerly. Hisflashlight
beam did a spooky dance, so shaky was the hand which held it. The revolver muzzle wavered, Red's

finger twitching.

In histottering, terror-haunted condition, Red was amost unreliable foe. He might a any moment begin
shooting in an excess of nervous excitement.

"Come from behind that boat!" he rasped, till hoping mere threats would get results.

No response. Red sprang around the prow of the lifeboat. His flashlight fanned aglare; hisrevolver
menaced. Them hisjaw fell. There was no one behind the boat.

Very few seconds had € apsed since the moment of Red's appearance on deck. He was alittle stunned
at theideaof hisquarry escaping from behind the lifeboat in such short order. There had been no splash
to denote aleap over therail.

Red leaned far out and cast his light downward. The black sted plates of the hull were unbroken below
and for manv feet toward the bow and stern - unbroken except for portholes. And Red well knew the
portholes were not large enough to admit aman.

"Where could he have gone?' Lady Neliagasped.
"Searchme," Red muttered, striving to quell the nervous twitching of hismuscles.
Low voices became audible. The sound of them seemed to drift along the hull of the steamer.

Red cast hisfiashilght beam in the direction of thevoice. Thefunne of luminance disclosed asmdl launch
adongsdethelanding stage amidships.

Two men in the launch were arguing heatedly with asailor of the Y ankee Beauity crew.

THE PAIR of wranglersin the small boat were the two newspaper reporters - the veteran scribe and his
cub understudy - who had decided on this means of reaching the Y ankee Beauty. They had heard the
shots, the screams and the other excitement, and were wildly anxiousto get aboard.

The sailor who barred their way held a boat hook. He was promising to belabor the first man who set
foot on thelanding Stage.

Red addressed Lady Neliain alow voice: "Weve got to get off thisboat. Sol Y uttal and Hadi-Mot are
aboard. The death of poor Jules showsthat."



"And the attack on me." Lady Ndia shuddered violently and covered her face with her hands, asif to
shut out afrightful vison. "I got out on deck and got the door dammed before the thing reached me. The
horror of it must have made me hysterica, because | imagined the thing was till after me, even after | had
shut the door upon it!”

"It'stoo dangerous to remain aboard,” Red muttered. "We are dmost helpless againgt Y uttal and
Hadi-Mot and their devilish way of doing murder!”

He pointed at the launch holding the two newspaper reporters. "Let's grab that boat and get away from
here."

Lady Ndianodded. "All right."

Thetwo moved away, Red glancing over his shou]der asif Hill trying to fathom how the mysteriousfigure
with the fiashlight could have vanished from behind the lifeboet.

"Keep asharp lookout!" Red warned uneasily.
"Right-0," agreed Lady Nédlia. "And let us make no more noise than necessary.”
Sailors came gdloping dong the deck, intent on investigating the feminine screams.

Lady Neliaand Red hagtily entered the lounge to escape hotice. They made their way to Lady Nelias
cabin.

Lady Ndliatugged the stateroom life belt out of itsrack. Her dender fingers explored and made sure that
certan small, hard objects were sl embedded in the cork blocks, under the canvas covering.

"My share of the diamondsarein here," she said grnly. "Have you yours, Red?"
Red pointed at his own ankles. | fastened mine to my shinswith adhesive tape, the same way Jules did."
"Let'sgo!" suggested Lady Nédlia, donning the life belt so that her hands would be free.

The two descended the main staircase, passed the doors of the dinhig room, and gained the deck from
which the upper platform of the landing stage could be reached.

The sailor and the two reporters till argued loudly at the foot of the stage.

Red ran down the stairilke stage, holding his revolver out of sight behind his back. Reaching the sde of
the sailor, he whipped the weapon into view.

"Get back!" he rapped. "Y ou two mugsin the launch - come on up herewith thissailor.”

THE TWO reporters stared, popeyed, into the revolver muzzle. There was an eectric light at the top of
the landing stage and it showed the weapon to advantage.

"Get amoveon!” growled Red.

The scribes clambered from the launch. For once, they were both speechless. Trailing the seaman they
retreated up the landing stage, passing Lady Nelia

Both journalists gave the young woman admiring glances, in spite of the menacing gun Red held. She
impressed them both as about the most entrancing bit of feminity they had seenin sometime.



"She'sawow!" breathed the veteran scribbler. Lady Neliaand Red entered the launch. They had the
little craft to themsealves, the newspapermen having done their own piloting.

When Red showed unfamiliarity with the operation of the launch, Lady Neliatook charge of the controls.
Thefacility with which she started the engine showed she possessed no little knowledge of machinery.

Lifting his gun, Red smashed the e ectric bulb at the head of the landing stage with asingle well-placed
dug. Both reporters had stopped on the upper platform to stare. They dived from view, thinking they
were being shot at.

In the darkness, and over the noise of the launch engine sarting, Lady Neliaand Red failed to discover a
bronze hand which appeared at the stern of the craft. The metalic fingers of thishand made asilkenline
fast to the base of the inevitable flagpole socket on the stern.

Like athing disembodied, the hand retreated, paying out the line. There was no audible splash - hardly a
gir in thewater. Thetwo in the boat had no inkling of the bronze presence near by. The sk linewasof a
color which blended with the darkness.

It wasthis same silk line, the grapple affixed to the end, which had lowered Doc Savage to the water
from behind the lifeboat. Once be had entered the water noiselessy, Doc had but to flip theline,
didodging the grapple.

Sinking below the surface, he had stroked afew yards away from the hull. Thus smply was his
mysterious disappearance explained.

The launch got into motion. Doc gave the line aturn in the strap harness which held the waterproof bag
upon his back. The straps were stout enough to hold.

He wastowed after the launch. Lying upon his back, arching his powerful body, he created a surf-board
effect. The speed of the boat mounted, yet he fdlt little discomfort

Doc's position in the water was such that he could see the Y ankee Beauty. A winking light under the
bows of the steamer caught hisattention. A smal boat! Thelight glowed again. It disclosed the figure of a
man clambering down the anchor chain!

The fellow seemed to have a great basket of an affair tied to his back. Thething was o hugeit was
giving him greet difficulty in his descent.

The light went out, and the strange sight was bl otted from view.

THE RATTLE of thelaunch exhaugt, the gurgling roar of water past Doc'strailing form, made it
impossible to hear the conversation of Lady Neliaand Red. Whether or not they had glimpsed the
mysterious little drama under the bows of the Y ankee Beauty, Doc could not tell.

The launch headed for shore, angling northward abit so asto land at apoint lessinfested by curious
spectators. This aso happened to be where Doc had |eft big-fisted Renny and the taxi.

Somefifty yardsfrom shore, Doc jerked adipknot in the silk cord. Thisleft him floating freein the
darkness. He dug his hands benegath the surface in powerful and silent strokes.

No one saw Doc pull himself out of the water, dthough not many feet distant, some half dozen men stood
rubbering &t the Y ankee Besatty.

Doc's ahility to move slently was dmost uncanny. Renny gave agreat start when Doc appeared



alongside the cab.

"Two people are just getting out of alaunch down the street,” Doc advised swiftly. "They'll probably
want ataxi. Pick them up. Let me know what you learn about them and where they go."

"Sure," said Renny.

"And watch out!" Doc continued. "I am not yet sure whether these two are friends or enemies. Keep
your eyes peeled. Y ou may be attacked or they may be attacked. In the latter case, | want you to guard
them."

"Sure" said Renny, and meshed the taxi gears. The machine negotiated aturn, then loafed down the
gloomy thoroughfare. Sure enough, Red ran into the street. In the cab headlights, he looked like a
skeleton in clothing.

Renny, feigning the part of ahack driver, stopped and opened the door.

Lady Neliaand Red entered the machine. Lady Neliahad removed her life belt and was carrying it under
an arm. Renny drove them away.

Thetaxi had not progressed half ablock when aboat dammml noisily into anear-by pier.

Doc madefor the sound. He had been listening to this boat. It had come from the direction of the
Y ankee Beauty. He thought it was the mystery craft he had seen under the anchor chain.

He saw two men spring from the launch. The pair ran forward. One carried an enormous wicker basket,
Doc saw asthey dashed through the milky glow of a street light.

Theillumination aso gave Doc agood chance to see what they looked like,

One of them was by far the fattest man Doc had ever seen. The felow was hardly more than fivefeet in
height, and he seemed almost that thick. Hewas agrest, lardy ball, with flapping sacks of fat for arms
and legs.

The fat man's head narrowly missed being a part of hisround body. It was hardly more than ahump. His
mouth was a gigantic curve; his nose was enormous, hiseyeswerevery large.

Amplefesatures usualy lend a pleasant aspect to the human face. They did not do so to thisfellow. His
features were S0 evil asto be gppalling.

The other man was dender, flashily clad. He by no means missed being a handsome fellow. His brown
skin and the cast of hislineaments caused Doc to think of the Egyptian coins he had found in the pockets
of Jules.

If the second man was not an Egyptian, he was of some closely allied race. He wore a coarse-woven
gray topcoat. Thiswaswrinkled. Here, Doc hazarded a guess, was the man who had shot at him.

It wasthisfellow who carried the great wicker basket. It was rigged with sort of aharness - astrap over
the forehead for easier carrying. The wicker wasfinely woven. There was no chance of seeing what was
ingde.

The pair passed out of the lighted area.

"Qawam, bil' agal!" puffed the fat man. "Make haste! We must not let them escape us, oh Hadi-Mot!"



"Akhkh!" grunted Hadi-Mot. "I travel asfast as| can, Yuttall!”

The two had spoken partidly in aforeign tongue, partialy in English. Doc's studies had embraced most
known languages. He had no difficulty recognizing this one. Egyptian!

Thefew words had dso given him the names of the two - Y uttal and Hadi-Mot.

Doc st out after the pair. In Egyptian, he reflected, the name Hadi-M ot meant something like quiet
death. Probably it was anickname.

"Yadlah!" Hadi-Mot cried out suddenly. "Tayyib! Good! They arein yonder taxi! | caught aglimpse of
Red's hair as the machine passed under the street light.”

"Imshi, imshi!" rgpped Y uttdl. " Step on it! We have got to get hold of another cab!”
Although Y uttal spoke the tongue fluently, it was gpparent he was white rather than néative.

Thetwo sprinted acrossthe direet, trailing Renny's cab. Doc followed them, gliding slently inthe
darkness.

He promptly encountered bad luck. A car came dong the street and splashed him brillianfly with light The
driver was evidentlysomething of awag, for he blew hishorn upon sighting the inoongruous figure of Doc
ntnning in abathing suit

Y uttal and Hadi-Mot looked around.

"Wadlah!" gulped Hadi-Mot. Heand Y uttal halted.

Doc aso stopped.

The motorist rolled on past, leaving the Street rather dark.

Doc had observed anarrow alleyway to the left He ran toward it bare feet making his progress silent.
The place was black and smelled of stalefruit. He loitered there, waiting to seewhat Y uttal and
Hadi-Mot would do. He found out in amost unpleasant fashion.

Out of the gloom before him came a hideous fluttering sound. A soft, repellent pulsation! 1t approached
with aswiftness that wasterrible. With it came afaint, obnoxious odor.

DOC WHIRLED and ran. He possessed an iron nerve, but he also had good sense. The smplest
method of avoiding this mysterious horror was to get somewhere else quickly.

The fluttering thing was overhauling him! Sprint as hewould, he could not outdistanceit! The brick walls
of the aley were high, unbroken, except for heavily barred windows and ponderous doors, most of
which were probably padlocked.

The doors seemed the best bet. Doc veered for them. His bare feet landed on an expanse of pebbled
metd, to the accompaniment of afaint clank. A manhole.

Doc braked to astop, wrenched up theiron lid, and eased into the space below. He lowered the cover.
The manhole was the entrance to one of the numerous tunnels carrying telephone wires, which run under
New York streets.

Over Doc's head, afaint scraping rasped at the manhole lid. Something gritted on theiron - it sounded
like needles digging at the metal. The redolence of the thing, whatever it was, penetrated the crack



around the manhole, reaching Doc's nodtrils.

With both big bronze hands, Doc kept a grip on the underside of thelid. It would take tremendous
drength to lift the cover againgt hispull.

A seriesof tiny, squeaky whistles penetrated the noises atop the manhole. The scrapings and raspings
stopped. There was a soft fluttering. The odious creature of the night was departing - answering the
sgnd!

Doc sat where he was and kept a grip on the manhole. He listened. His ears possessed a senditivity
attained by few other men, thanksto the part of hisdaily exercise routine which was calculated to
develop the ear mechanism.

He had an apparatus which made sound waves of frequencies, so high and low, the ordinary human ear
could not detect them. Asaresult of years of practice, Doc had perfected his ears until the sounds
registered. He could detect noises beyond the ken of others.

He heard no sound of further attack, however. At length, he quitted hisretreat and searched the
neighborhood.

Nothing did hefind. Y uttal and Hadi-Mot had |eft the viciulty, taking their fluttering horror of the night
with them. Perhapsthey had followed the taxi driven by Renny and carrying Lady Neliaand Red. It was
impossbletotdl.

Doc halled acruising cab. The driver of this machine was stricken speechless by the unique sight of a
gigantic bronze man walking the city streetsin abathing suit.

Doc gave him the address of one of the tallest skyscrapersin New Y ork. The driver recognized this
address. He made a correct guess at who Doc might be.

"You're Doc Savage!" he gulped. "Say, migter, there wouldn't be a chance of me collectin' that
million-bucks reward, would there? The dough was supposed to be paid to the guy that found you!™

"It happensthat | found you," Doc pointed out sardonicaly. "Anyway, you're afew hourstoo late.”
Chapter 5. TROUBLE BUSTER, INC.

DOC SAVAGE'S headquarters. in New Y ork, occupied the eighty-sixth floor of a spike of brick and
stedl which towered nearly a hundred stories above the street.

Doc, paying off histaxi, strodeinto the building. He was an incongruous spectacle in his bathing suit, but
the hour was late and no one chanced to be in the lobby but an elevator operator. The latter wastoo well
trained to make aremark.

"Are my friends upstairs? Doc asked.

"Yes, gr," sad the devator attendant. " Johnny and Long Tom came in sometime ago. Monk and Ham
just arrived, but there has been no sign of Renny."

"Renny isout on ajob," Doc smiled.

"Monk and Ham were hot at it when they camein,” chuckled the operator. "I thought they were going to
murder each other on theway up.”



Doc showed no concern over thisominous news. It was arare occasion when "Monk” and "Ham" were
not on the verge of violence, according to appearances. Actudly, they were pas. They would have been
lost without each other.

This state of affairs dated back to the Great War, to the incident which had earned Ham his nickname.
Asajoke, Ham - then known only as Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks - had taught Monk
some French words which were highly insulting, telling Monk they were the proper sdlutation for a
French genera. Monk had used the words innocently - and landed in the guard-house.

But within aweek after Monk's release, Ham was hailed a charge of stealing banns. Somebody had
planted the evidence. Never able to prove Monk had framed him, Ham rankled to this day over the
incident.

Doc could hear them quarreling as he stepped into the eighty-sixth floor corridor. Ham's sngpping,
caugtic voice - Monk's gentle, mild tones!

It was deceptive, that voice of Monk's. It did not match his appearance. The bellow of abull ape would
have been morefitting to Monk'slooks. He was agrest hairy gorillaof aman, with armsinches longer
than hislegs. He weighed near two hundred and sixty pounds His strength wastterrific.

Monk might resemble the missing link, but there was a keen brain back of his beetling brows. He was
one of the greatest of living chemigts.

Ham was the physical opposite of Monk. He had sharp, intelligent features. He wore the latest and most
fashionable clothing obtainable. He was never seen without a straight, somber-looking cane. Thiswas, in
redlity, asword cane with a blade of finest stedl.

Ham looked his station in life. He was one of the wisest lawyers Harvard had ever matricul ated.

"Y ou keep on riding me, you hairy accident,” Ham was promising Monk, "and one of these days|'m
going to whittle you into the shape of ahuman being!"

Monk's Snort of mirth shock dl of hisgorilldike hulk. "Y eah? Ain't that anice way to talk? What've |
done?

Doc himsalf wondered what latest act of Monk's had got under Ham's skin. He soon saw what it was.
Monk was wearing an outfit of clothing, from hat to spats, which exactly matched Ham's garb. On Ham,
the somewhat flashy attire was sartoria perfection. But the garb made the homely Monk look like he was
rigged up for acarniva spidling job.

Ham was touchy about his garments. This had burned him up.
Both men sprang to their feet when Doc entered.
DOC LOST no time getting down to business. "Where's Johnny and Long Tom?"

These two men answered that question by appearing from an inner room. That room wasalibrary,
holding one of the most complete assortments of scientific hooksin existence.

Johnny - William Harper Littlejohn on his business stationery - was atall man who seemed half starved.
His coat hung on his bony shoulders asif on ahardwood cross nick. Hewas a geologist and
archeologigt, formerly of the natura science department of afamous university. Therewaslittle about the
rocks and minerals composing the earth that Johnny did not know.



"Long Tom" seemed the weskling of the crowd. He was undersized and aso had an unhedlthy
complexion. As Mg or Thomas E. Roberts, he had aworld-wide reputation as an dectricd wizard.

In their particular lines, the men were dmost unexcel led.

Thefour of them, along with the absent Renny, made up Doc Savage's group of five aides. Together,
they comprised probably the strangest company of men to he found. They were together for one purpose
- to go to the ends of the world looking for excitement and adventure, striving to help those in need of
help, punishing those who deserved it. They might have been designated asthe firm of Trouble Busters,
Inc.

The four men waited for Doc Savage to speak.

"It looks likewe have alittle job ahead of us," Doc told them grimly. "That'swhy | summoned you
fellowsto meet here as soon as | got back and saw that fantastic million dollar advertisement in the

newspapers.”

He got extra clothing from alocker and began donning it. The men gathered close. They had not seen
Doc for many days, had no ideawhere he had been, except that be had been avay studying in his
mysterious retreat of solitude. They were ddighted that he was back.

Speaking swiftly, Doc told them what had happened.

He drew the diamonds from his waterproof bag and placed them upon acostly inlaid table with which the
outer office was furnished.

"Johnny," he said, "herés ajob that you, asageologist, will find right up your dley. | want you to take
these diamonds and examine them. Stones from various pans of the world possess different
characterigtics. Seeif you can find where these came from." Johnny picked up the diamonds. He
removed hisglasses. Theleft lens of these spectacleswasin redlity a powerful magnifying glass. Johnny's
left eye had been rendered usdlessin the World War, and he wore the magnifier there for convenience.

He inspected the gems briefly, then said: "They'refrom Africa

"| reached the same conclusion,” Doc told him. "But what part of Africa?'

"That will take some research,” said Johnny.

He entered Doc's library, knowing he would find in the tomesthere, al the data he needed.

Doc now addressed long Tom, the dectrical wizard. "We must perfect ameans of fighting that fluttering
death of the darkness, whatever it is. Suppose you rig up aprojector of infrarayswhich areinvisbleto
the naked eye. Then equip us with thin fluoroscopic spectacles sengtive to therays.

"l get you." Long Torn grinned. ™Y ou want us fixed up so we can seein the dark, without using an
ordinary flashlight or seerchlight”

"Exactly!"

Long Tom passed into the library, then into achemical and eectrical |aboratory beyond. Thislaboratory
was fitted completely with modern devices, aswell as many of Doc's own inventions, which were entirely
unique.

"What about me?' Monk questioned, anxiousto use his chemical skill.



" Suppose you concoct powerful, quick-spreading gas for battling the inferna things,” Doc suggested.
"Make avapor which will produce instant unconsciousness, yet which will not provefatal. And you can
look over our collection of gas masks to make sure they're serviceable."

Monk lumbered for the laboratory.

Doc now spread upon the table the clippings from science magazines which be had found in ill-fated
Juless pockets. He addressed Ham.

"Seethat designation ZX 03, penciled on one of the airship pictures," heindicated. "1 want you to get on
abattery of long-distance telephones and find out what airship, either present or past, bore that
identification number.”

HAM FINGERED through the clippings. Ferreting information was something for which histraining asa
lawyer eminently fitted him. More than once. Ham had coaxed startling testimony from reluctant
witnessesin courtroom cross-examinations.

"I wonder if there is some connection between this ZX 03 Zeppelin and the mystery craft the newspapers
say was sghted over Maine?' Ham pondered.

"That possibility occurred to me," Doc admitted. "When you make your phone calls, ask each person if
they are acquainted with the names of Lady Nelia, the red-headed fellow, Y utta, or Hadi-Mot. Also ask
about the dead man, Jules Fourmdlier."

Ham nodded thoughtfully, saying nothing.

"Jules showed a knowledge of arshipsfrom thefiguring hedid on the clippings,” Doc explained. "He may
be known to the lighter-than-aircraft profession.”

"Y ou want meto try Europe, too?' Ham questioned.
"It might be advisable to do that thefirgt thing."

Nodding, Ham busied himsdlf at,the telephone. The names of those to be called were supplied by a
businessdirectory of the aircraft profession, which Doc brought from thelibrary.

Thefirgt cal Ham made was to England. While the radio-land-line connection was being put through, he
requested linesto certain American builders of Zeppdin-type ships.

Doc entered the library. He possessed agrest file of newspaper clippings, kept up to datefor him by a
firm engaged in such work. He glanced under the subheed of "English Royalty."

He was hunting something on Lady Nelia. And befound it dmost a once! There wasapicture of thetall,
arigtocratic young lady. Shewasin flying togs, and stood beside a small monoplane. The headlines below
the picture read:

LADY NELIA SEALING GIVEN UPASLOST

Hope of finding Lady Ndia Sedling, young Englishwoman aviatrix who waslost while attempting a
nonstop flight from London to Cape Town, Africa, has been abandoned. All searching has ceased.

What happened to Lady Nelia Sealing seems destined, therefore, to become another of those mysteries
of aviation. Whether her planefd| in the Mediterranean or in the trackless deserts of Africa, no one
knows.



Therewas more. It merely recited information about Lady Nelia's career. She was abrilliant young lady,
aswdl as afamous beauty. She had been lost some four months ago.

Ham cdlled while Doc was il reading. saying. "Here's Renny on the phone!™

Doc ran to theinstrument. Renny was acaldron of news. "Lady Nelia, Red, and the dead man, Jules, are
the oneswho offered that fantastic reward to get hold of you,” he explained, "1 overheard them talking in
the cab."

"Where are you now?' Doc queried.

"In the lobby of the Hotel Rex. Lady Neliaand Red are registered here. Lady Neliais on the sixteenth
floor and Red on the seventeenth.”

Doc swiftly described Y uttal and Hadi-Mot
"Have you seen any sign of two birds answering that description?" he asked.

"Why, sure." Renny said innocently. "They just registered for aroom. They were carrying abig wicker
basket between 'em. They wouldn't let abell hop touch it!"

"Get hold of Lady Neliaand Red - quick!" Doc rapped. Tdl them Y uttal and Hadi-Mot are in the hotel.
Get them out of the place - no, don't try that. Have them lock their doors and windows and wait for
me”

BANGING THE receiver down, Doc hurtled for the door. He was through it and into an elevator before
the men heleft behind could get organized.

Doc was gone when his four aides ran into the corridor. They were disgusted. Doc's dam-bang
departure showed there was action ahead! They hated the thought of missing it. Excitement was the thing
they enjoyed most. It was the nectar which they drew from their association with Doc.

But they had lost out thistime; they did not know where Doc was bound.

The Hotd Rex was anew hostdry. It contained more than two thousand rooms, which placed it among
the larger hotels of the city. Thelocation was only three blocks from the skyscraper which harbored
Doc'soffice.

Doc did not trouble to get ataxi. He took the center of the street, where the going was less hampered,
and ran.

More than one pedestrian gaped in surprise a sght of the flashing bronze form.

A policeman drew his gun and started after Doc. He had recognized the bronze man and thought he
might be of some help. He knew Doc held ahigh honorary commission on the New Y ork policeforce.

Doc cameinto view of the Hotel Rex. Confusion was rampant in front of the hostelry. One of the
uniformed taxi Starterslay prone on the sdewalk, crimson spilling dowly from agash in his head.

Frightened employees were dashing in and out of the lobby.
Doc did not need to ask questions. A dozen excited yellstold him what had happened.

"Two men ran out, dragging awoman!™ aman shouted. "They crowned the taxi starter when hetried to
interfere. Heain't hurt bad.”



"Did yaget agood look at ‘'em?" demanded some one.
"Sure. One wasfat; the other dim and dark.”

"Them'sthetwo that just registered for aroom," vouchsafed abell boy. "They had a strange-looking
basket when they camein.”

"They had the basket when they went out too. The tan guy was carryin' it while the fat one handled the
woman."

Doc dived into the lobby. Renny, it seemed, had gotten on the job alittle too late.

A GLANCE at the register cards showed Doc the numbers of the roomstaken by Lady Neliaand Red.
He glanced about and located the elevator starter - the fellow who was stationed at asigna board in the
lobby to keep the cagesrunning at regular intervals.

"Just alittle before the excitement started, a big fellow with huge hands probably dashed into one of the
elevators," Doc explained. "Did you see what cage he entered?”

The elevator starter pointed. "That one.”

Doc collared the operator of the indicated lift "What floor did you let the big-fisted fellow off upon?”
"Sixteen."

That meant Renny had goneto Lady Neliafirst Doc rode upward, dighting at the sixteenth.

The door of Lady Nelia's room gaped open, lock torn out. Inside, the rug was wadded in a corner and
coverings were off the bed. Bureau drawerslay on the floor. The rapid search had even been extended
to the cover on the telephone bell box, which was ripped off.

Doc, thinking of the diamonds Jules had carried, guessed accurately that more such stones had been the
object of this hunt.

He sped to the stairs, mounted one flight and made for Red's room. There, also, the door was gar.

On thefloor, twisted grotesquely, lay Red's gaunt body. The features were set in death. They held an
expression of horror that was hair-raising.

A holewastorn in the man's neck. There was no question but that he had been avictim of the same
weird, fluttering death-dealer who had dain Jules.

The man'strouserslegs were drawn above his knees. Certain marks showed where several small
objects, fastened there with adhesive tape, had been plucked away.

Doc's golden eyesroved. There was no sign of Renny. The window waslocked on the inside.

Hurrying down to the lobby, Doc made inquiries. Y uttal and Hadi-Mot had taken Lady Ndiaaway ina
taxi, but no one had thought to get the taxi license number in the excitement. So small a chance there was
of following it, the machine might aswdl havevanished inthin air.

Most disquieting of dl, Doc discovered Renny had not come back downstairs. No one had seen him
regppear in the lobby. The big-fisted fellow must be somewhere in the upper regions of the great hotel!

Doc went up to give Lady Ndias room amore thorough ingpection, and to search for Renny. On hisfirst



vist, one fact about the ransacked chamber had come to Doc's attention.

The bed pillows had been missing There was no blanket, either. And hotel beds were usualy supplied
with an extra blanket.

AsDoc surveyed the place, be observed the window was unlocked and open widely. He glanced out of
it.

A four-story building adjoined the hotdl. The roof of thislay directly below the window. Theflashing of a
neon sign on the hotel jerked light over the roof at twenty-second intervals.

A form was spread-eagled on the roof!

Doc's golden eyes acquired hot little lights as be studied the figure. For he could make out the suit Renny
had been wearing. And Renny's hat lay near by.

The form reposed about where a man would land, were he to be shoved from thiswindow.

Chapter 6. GRIM QUEST

LEAVING THE figure below, Doc's gaze traveled up and down the sheer brick walls. A dozen stories
to the rooftop where the sprawled object lay. Twice that many above. Overhead, however, thewalls
stepped inward at ten-story intervals, pyramid fashion.

The abrupt expanse was rather scantly ornamented. Above the window from which Doc leaned, a
narrow ledge passed. It was hardly two inches wide. But a man, by standing on tiptoes on the window
sll, could reach it and swing over to the next gperture.

"Renny!" Doc called.
The adjacent window opened. Renny's head appeared. He gave Doc awryly sheepish grin.
"Reckon you think I'velost my nervel™ herumbled. "But | didn't haveagun!”

Doc shook his head dowly. "Therés an old saying that he who retreats wisely may liveto fight other
battles, or something likethat. | did some fast moving to get away from the thing, mysdf. What

happened?'

"| charged up here after calling you,” Renny explained. ""The young woman wasn't in her room. | started
up to find Red, but met Y uttal and Hadi-Mot. | retreated into Lady Nelias room when they started
fumbling with their inferna basket.

"Thelights went out. They opened the power switch on thisfloor, | guess. | could hear them preparing to
smash open the door So | made up adummy with my clothes and threw it out of the window. Then |
shinned adong the ledge to this place. It evidently worked, making them think | had tried to get away and
hed falen."

Renny |eft the window. A moment later, he appeared in the halway. He was wrapped, togafashion, ina
shest.

"The main part of my clothes are on the dummy down below," he explained. Discovering the plundered
condition of the room, he emitted a grunt of surprise. They must have pulled this search after | gave 'em
thedip! Yeah - surethey did! | could hear 'em scuffling around, but didn't know what they were up to.”



"Didn't you get alook at the thing in the basket - the thing of death?"

"Nope. | never waited. | figured that if | saw the thing, it might hetoo late.” Renny wiped perspiration off
hisforehead. "I tell you, Doc, that thing, whatever it is, must be frightful. Lady Neliaand Red were
scared to degth, riding up herein the taxi."

"I wish we could have had atak with them,” Doc said thoughtfully.

Renny looked disgusted with himself. "I didn't dream trouble would come so quickly. Blast it, | wish I'd
have had agun.”

"If you were not armed, your retreat was awise mow," Doc assured him. "Did you overhear Lady Nélia
say anything other than that they had inserted the reward advertisement.™

"A little" Renny wrinkled his brow. "1t didn't make much sense. They spoke of other personswho had
been | eft behind somewhere. They talked like these other poor devils must be existing in aghastly sort of
davery. It seemed Lady Nelia, Red and Jules had escaped from the same fate, and were anxiousto help
those they had left behind.”

Finishing, Renny rubbed his square jaw and looked his soberest sdif.
"A very drange sate of affairs" Doc meditated aoud.

Helifted bed coverings and moved the rug aside, foraging for anything of interest. He came upon alate
newspaper. A portion was missing from the front page. It lay near by, partly folded.

Lady Neliahad apparently been in the act of removing the item when interrupted by Y uttal and
Hadi-Mot.

"They bought the newspaper en route up here," Renny offered.

Doc examined the torn segment, expecting to see the story of the fabulous reward. Lady Neliawould
naturally be interested in that. But he got asurprise.

The item concerned the Sighting of a phantom Zeppelin. over aremote section of Maine.
"It would seem that the airship fitsinto thispuzzle,” he said grimly.

DOC PLACED atdephone cdl to hisfour friendsin the skyscraper office, advisng them where be was.
He suggested they come over as soon as they had completed their allotted tasks.

Johnny, the gaunt geologi<t, wasfird to arrive. He camein wiping his glasses, which had the magnifying
lensontheleft Sde.

"I learned something a bit my<tifying about those diamonds,”" he reported. “They come from Africa, dl
right but from no known field! The stones, for their Sze, are remarkably perfect.”

Johnny pawed to adjust his glasses on his bony nose. "Now, hereisthe mystifying part. Other gems, with
characterigtics akin to these, have been appearing on the world markets, afew at atime, for the past
years. The stones naturaly attracted attention. Persons connected with the diamond trade sought to learn
where they came from. But they had no tuck. Whoever has been sdlling the diamonds has taken great
painsto cover histracks."

Doc nodded. The completeness of Johnny'sinformation was not surprising. Records are kept of large
gems, just asthe serid numbers of large bills are preserved. Doc's wonderfully complete library held such



data

Long Tom and Monk put in an gppearance. Long Tom was burdened with a device which might have
been acomplex magic lantern. Thiswas a projector for light rays below the visble spectrum. Hedso
carried six oversized goggle affairs. These could best be described as fluoroscopic glasseswhich
convened the infra-rays into beams visible to the human eye.

There was a st of the gogglesfor Doc, and for each of hisfive aides.

"Areyou amagician? Renny grinned, marveling at the swiftnesswith which Long Tom had materidized
the apparatus.

"I've had this stuff on hand for an emergency,” Long Tom told him. "All | had to do was check it over to
make sure it wasin working order.”

Monk hefted an egg-shaped blob of metd, one of many which he carried in a canvas sack.

""Each one of these holds enough gasto lay out aherd of dephants,” he said, afiercenessin hismild
voice. "Doc had these metd eggs on hand. All | had to do was mix the yolk for them."

"You're surethey won't kill? Doc asked sharply.
"Pogitivel" declared Monk.
"That iswdl," Doc replied. "We don't want any killing except when necessary in defense of human life.”

Swinging over to the window, Doc stood looking down at the night traffic in the street. His back wasto
his men. Histowering size, his enormous physica build, was very evident in contrast to the proportions of
the window.

Doc'slow, melow, trilling sound abruptly became audible to those in the hotel room.

THE MEN exchanged glances. They had heard thisweird, meodious, untuned note many times. They
knew the varied occas ons upon which it sounded. Often it came when Doc was thinking.

They decided be must be thinking now, seeking some means of aiding Lady Nédliaand of punishing Y uttdl
and Hadi-Mot. Probably, aso, searching for a salvation for those others, those mysterious endaved
beings, the existence of whom Renny had overheard.

The men maintained sllence. They had faith in this sirange bronze man. They knew the things of which he
was capable - rather, knew be was equal to any occasion, for Doc's bag of tricks seemed bottomless.

They waited, believing Doc's mellow, unearthly sound meant he was devising ways and means of rescue.

They werewrong. In the street, nearly two blocks distant, Doc had noted a peculiar incident. A taxi had
entered aparking lot and backed into position with an array of other cars. There were no other taxisin
thelot, and the parking fee wasfifty cents. Thiswas unusual. Cab drivers do not usually pay such asum
to park, sinceregular stands are dlotted them.

A few moments later aman left the cab, getting out at the mark. From that distance, and dueto the
gloom, even Doc's sharp gaze could tell little except that he was avery fat man

Y uttal was of such pudgy build.
In the hotel corridor an elevator door opened. Ham appeared, dapper and swinging his sword cane



briskly. He swung into the room.

"I dug up some hot stuff!" he announced.

Doc, without taking his eyes from the distant cab in the parking lot, said, "Let'shaveit!"
"Ever hear of the airship Aeromunde?' Ham countered.

"Probably there are few living people who have not heard of it,” Doc replied. "That isthe Zeppelin which
vanished more than adozen years ago while on aflight over the Mediterranean. The body of the
commander was found floating in the sea. But no trace of the ship itsalf was discovered. What happened
to the Aeromunde is one of theworld's great myseries.

"The Aeromunde wasthe ZX 03, in European military filed" Ham said dramaticdly. "And Jules
Fourmaier was amember of the crew of thelost airship! There was aso ared-headed man in the crew -
afdlow who answers the description of the dead chap upstairs.”

Doc said nothing. He was watching.
The fat man had walked out of the distant parking lot and lost himself on the darkened streets.
Moving with decison, Doc turned out the lights.

"Come over here" he directed Long Torn and Renny. Then he indicated the cab in the parking lot. " See
that machine?'

"The hack?' said Long Tom; and Renny echoed, "Y eah!™
"Wemay want to trail it," Doc told them meaningly. "Y ou know whét to do?'

"You bet," Long Tom grinned. He hagtily quitted the room, Renny at hishedls. They werein agresat
hurry.

LONG TOM had been gone perhaps five minutes when the night manager of the hotdl strode into the
room. He nodded and rubbed his hands briskly when he caught sight of Doc.

"A party isasking for you on the telephone," he explained, "This person said it was very important, and
that you might be found on thisfloor or the one above. This phone was out of order, so- "

But Doc was dready in the corridor, making for the desk of the floor clerk. The room phone had been
wrecked in the search. He wed the instrument on. the floor clerk's desk, and asked to be connected with
thecdler.

For thefirgt time, he discovered the floor clerk, adickhaired young man, unconscious behind his desk.
Hewas breathing noisily, seemingly not greetly damaged. Y utta or Hadi-Mot must have given him arap
over the head during their raid.

"IsthisMr. Savage?" questioned alow, snarling voice over the phoneline.
It was Y uttal.
"Thisis Savage," Doc told him.

"Wewill not wastetime!" Y uttal growled. "I want the diamonds.”



"Y ou mean the five which Jules Fourmafier carried?' Doc asked quietly.

"I mean the others - the ones Lady Nélia Sealing had. | have come to the conclusion that you have them.
Lady Ndliamust have gotten them into your hands in some fashion. | want them! Asfor the gems Jules
Fourmdier had - pouf! Y ou may keep those asareward for promptly returning the others.”

Doc'svoice was dryly expressonless. "'l presume thereis some good reason why | should do this?

"Y ou bet thereis! Y ouwon' livelong unlessyou do!" Hot lights danced in Doc's golden eyes. "1 may
flatter mysdlf, but | believe you'retaking in alot of territory, my friend.”

"You heard me!"
Doc spoke hadtily, histone still easy: "What about Lady Ndlia Seding?"
"Youan'tinterested.”

Y uttal, Doc decided from the man's fluent use of dang, was the product of some American city dum,
even if he had spoken Egyptian to Hadi-Mot.

"I might," Doc suggested, "swap the diamondsfor Lady Nelia"
"Nix."
"Y ou had better give that proposition some thought before you declineit, Y uttal!”

"Ligten, you ain't got anything you can swap for the dame. Y ou'll never have anything valuable enough to
swap for her! Do you know why?"

"l can guess," Doc said grimly. "The information she could give mewould mean your finish. Isthet it?'

"Y ou don't know the half of it," Y uttal sneered. "But that's enough, | want them diamonds. Y ou take 'em
and get on the next train bound for Washington. Stand on the back platform, and when you see alight
flash Threetimes-"

"Never mind the details," Doc interrupted. ™Y ou're wasting your breath.”
"Youwon' return 'em?"

"No!"

"You'd better think

"No!" Doc repested. "That isfinal."

A curse crackled in the receiver. Then the wire went dead, Y uttal had hung up.

Doc returned to the room where his three men waited. Night air drifted in damply through the open
window. With it came alow sound, a cross between a hiss and awhine. This noise was so vague that
only asharp ear could detect it. It seemed to come from the sky overhead.

"That's Renny," grinned the dapper Ham. "He's flyin' low too!"
DOC DID not lean from the window to peer into the night heavens. He knew what was up there.

Manhattan isanarrow strip of land surrounded by water. A fast car can reach the water front in afew



moments from any part of theide. In aboathouse on the Hudson River side of theidand, Doc Savage
kept two amphibian planes. One was a monster high-speed trimotored craft, The other was an autogyro,
aso of rather large Size. Both craft had silenced motors.

The autogyro was hovering overhead now. The hissng was the note of its muffled engine. Renny was at
the controls.

Doc and his men watched the tart in the distant parking lot

"Did Long Tom get to the machine?' Doc asked.

"l don't know," muttered gorilldike Monk. "If hedid, he pulled adick job. We never saw him."
The men continued to scrutinize the cab.

Long Tom walked into the hotel room. He was grinning broadly.

"| fixed it!" be declared. "I dso got alook at theinside of thetaxi. It was empty. If Yuttal drovetherein
the machine, he must have left Hadi-Mot and Lady Neliasomewhere e

Aningant later, the fat man appeared in the far-off parking lot. He made for the hack. It was
undoubtedly Y uitdl.

Monk knotted his hairy hands. "'If we were just down there, we could nab that guy!"

"That's about your style," Ham offered bitingly. "It would wipe out our chances of finding Lady Nélia, but
you never thought of that."

Monk bent a bilious eye upon the sartoridly perfect Ham. He screwed his homely face into the most
frightful of grimaces. From hislips came a perfect imitation of apig squeding.

Ham's neck reddened. His hands clenched on his sword cane. He looked asif he could havedain
Monk.

Any reference that Monk made to pigs caused Ham to remember the ancient ham-stealing charge. It got
his godt.

Monk knew this. How well he knew it! He had practiced for many hoursto perfect arepertoire of piggy
gruntings and squedlings for just such occasonsasthis.

Thelights of the cab in the lot came on. To the unaided eye, they presented nothing unusud.

But Long Tom had attached to the rear of the cab asmall, lanternlike device which gave off infra-rays
which became very digtinctive when seen through fluoroscopic eyepieces.

Renny, lurking overhead in the autogyro, possessed such an eyepiece. He should have no difficulty
trailling the cab, thanksto Long Tom'sdevice. Theinfra-light was unlike anything esein the city!

Thetaxi pulled out of thelot. It was soon |lost to view from the hotel window.
Doc listened to the hissing from the night-mantled sky. The sound receded. Renny was on the trail.
Asthey moved toward an eevator, Doc told hisfour friends of Y uttal's call, and of the threat.

"We couldn't give him the diamonds if we wanted to,” Monk snorted. "We haven't got ‘em!™



To this Doc replied nothing. But he stopped the elevator on tubefifth floor of the hotel. Thefloor clerk let
him into aroom, the window of which gave upon the roof of the adjacent building.

On thisroof lay the dummy composed of Renny's outer clothing, and pillows, and blankets.

Monk snorted softly. "Renny made aswell-lookin' sheik in that sheet! I'll bet he stirred up a panic when
heleft the hotd.”

"It'slucky it wasn't you!" Ham retorted bitingly. "Every guest would have been scared out of the hote.”

While Monk groped for asuitable insult in return, Doc eased out of the window. A narrow ventilator
shaft separated the two buildings. He sprang across easily-he could jump many times that distance if
necessity required.

He got Renny's clothing. Then he dgpped his bronze hands over the pillows. Finding nothing, he shook
out the blankets.

A life bdt, marked with the name of the Y ankee Beauity, topped from the woolens. Ten seconds later,
Doc had located hard objects inside the belt.

He ripped off the canvas cover. A clicking wedth poured out in his hands. The gemswere uncut, but all
were flawless diamonds.

He carried them back into the hotel room, examined them under the lights, then handed them - more than
adoublefistful - to Johnny.

"Brother," hesaid quietly, "I doubt if you have ever seen afiner group of stones. Cut and polished, |
believe they would be a perfectly matched collection. I'd be willing to bid agood round million for the
lot."

The gaunt geologist employed the magnifier in the left Sde of his glassesfor an ingpection. He knew
diamonds - knew amost as much about them as Doc knew.

"I believe I'd raise your bid, Doc," he declared.

Chapter 7. PHANTOM PURSUIT

DOC SAVAGE and hismen now repaired to the skyscraper headquarters. They lost no time doing so.
In the [aboratory, Doc clicked a short-wave radio transmitter and receiver into operation. Twirling the
dias, he soon had Renny's voice roaring from aloudspesker.

Renny had an efficient two-way radio in the autogyro.

"Thetaxi bearing Y uttal went uptown,” Renny reported. "It stopped in aside street for awhile. It wastoo
dark to tell what happened, but | think Y uttal must have picked up Hadi-Mot and Lady Ndlia. Thecar is
headed north now. It looks like they're leaving town."

"Y uttdl seemsto be nobody'sfool,” Doc replied, speaking into amicrophone. "He evidently called mein
the faint hope of scaring meinto giving up the diamonds. The degath threat was a b]luff. HE's not going to
try to carry it out.”

"Have you got the diamonds?' Renny boomed in surprise.

"They were in the blankets you used to make the dummy.”



"Holy cow!" Renny exploded. "Say, | wish | had my clothes. | fed like an angel up herein my
underwear, with this sheet flgpping around my shankd!"

"Tel him held better enjoy the sensation while he can,” put in the sharp-tongued Ham. "It's probably as
near to being an angel ashell ever get.”

The microphone was sensitive. Renny heard the crack.
"Sic Monk on that shyster lawyer,” he requested.
Ham hastily subsided.

Doc addressed the four men in the [aboratory. "Get your usud outfits together. Were going after this
gang, and no telling what welll tieinto before were through.”

"And bring my clothes!" Renny chimed in plaintively from somewherein the ky, severd milesdistant.

Doc's aides busied themsdlves. Thiswas old stuff to them. They knew exactly what they needed, and had
the equipment where they could lay hands on it

Doc locked the diamondsin asafe.

Long Tom garnered wire, tubes and coils from which, should the need arise, he could concoct a
surprising variety of eectrica devices.

Monk secured a case which contained a compact abbreviated chemical laboratory. He also packed his
assortment of gas bombs.

Johnny, the geologist, and Ham, the lawyer, Snce most of their equipment wasin their heads, busied
themselves packing a supply of ammunition and Doc's specid machine guns.

Theserapid-firerswere marvelsin themselves. Little larger than ordinary automeatics, they werefitted with
curled magazines and fired at tremendous speed. In operation, the wegpons made aroar like the note of
agigantic bull fiddle.

Renny's voice suddenly boomed out of the loud-speaker. "Say! Y uttal and Hadi-Mot just threw a body
out of that taxi!"

A body! Thewordsjangled like bregkingice.
"There's no doubt about it!" Renny roared. "l can seetheformin the lights of an automobile.”

A ghastly silence seized Doc and his men. Gone was their bantering air. They were men inured to peil, to
horror, to violent death. Monk and Ham rarely surrendered their good natured quarrel. Doc himself
seldom showed the dightest emation.

But they were cold and grim now. All their thoughts were the same. Could that body be thelifelessform
of Lady Nelia?

Doc's powerful voice, frozen as his men had seldom heard it, crashed out: "Drop down, Renny, and take
alook."

"Yes, dr," came Renny's dull rumble from the loud-spesker.

DOC AND hisfelows now left the eighty-sixth floor quarters. Thet initsdlf gave ahint of the grim



efficiency with which they operated. Momentous news impended. But they went ahead at their
self-gppointed task.

That task was the smashing of Y uttal and Hadi-Mot, and whatever snister organization they stood for.
Thiswork would go on. If beautiful, stately Lady Nelia Sedling had been dain, it would but serve to
harden their determination, to speed alittle the justice they intended to inflict

In agarage, constructed to his specificationsin the skyscraper basement, Doc kept hiscars. The
machines could be lifted speedily to the street. Few individuals not connected with the grest building
knew of the garage or the unusud vehiclesit held.

It had cost agreat sum, that garage. The automobilesin it were expensive. But Doc Savage had vast
wedlth at hisdisposal, afabulous trove of gold which lay, lost to the rest of the world, in aremote valley
in Centrd America. A clan of Mayans, self-exiled from the rest of civilization, kept Doc supplied with
funds, thereby paying a debt of gratitude they owed the Strange bronze giant

Doc chose alarge sedan of inconspicuous color.
The men piled in, stowing their equipment and Renny's clothes.

Asthe machine wasllifted to the street, Doc switched on the powerful radio transmitter and receiver with
which the car was equipped. In amoment, he was again in touch with Renny.

"There's a pasture dongside the highway,” Renny re ported. "I'm preparing to land in that.”

Shortly afterward, severd jarring noises came from the speaker. Renny had evidently |eft the autogyro
transmitter in operation, and it had broadcast the shock of landing.

Silence ensued. Hissing of the muffled plane engine poured from the radio.
Doc's car swerved silently into the street. It spun northward.

Doc rolled the windows shut to close off outside sounds. On the front of the car, abig red light began to
glow. Alongsdethisgory eye, asren started moaning softly. Scarlet light and whimpering Sreninsured a
clear way through. traffic. The Sren was not loud enough to interfere appreciably with the radio.

"Holy cow!" Renny's voice reached them suddenly. "Am | relieved | - "
"Who was the person thrown out of the taxi?' Doc demanded.

"Thetaxi driver!" Renny explained from the distant autogyro. "Y uttal and Hadi-M ot evidently whacked
him over the head and took his hack. He wasn't in the machine when it was parked. in the lot near the
hotel, so he must have been a prisoner with Lady Nelia They threw him out to get rid of him.”

"'Shebadly hurt?'

Renny's chuckle mingled with the louder hissing of the autogyro motors as he took off. “The guy was
awake and cussing a blue streak when | left him. He just got hit on the head.”

"Did you question him?

Doc'slimousinerolled past an dectric power plant at this point, with the result that Renny's reply waslost
In acackling bedlam of locd interference.

Doc waited until they were well beyond the plant then spoke into the microphone, asking Renny to



repesat.

"l questioned him," Renny asserted. "It seems Y uttal and Hadi-Mot engaged his cab down at the water
front. They must have done that shortly after they encountered you, Doc. Anyway, they told the taxi
driver they were detectives, and had him follow my machine to the Hotel Rex.”

Kenny interrupted himself briefly. Probably he was scanning the highway bel ow through his fluoroscopic
glassesin an effort to locate the gleam of infrarrays on the rear of Y uttal's fleeing cab.

"The driver said he overhead none of Y uttd and Hadi-Mot's conversation,” Renny continued. "when they
came dashing out of the hotel dragging Lady Nelia, and kayoed the cab starter, the driver dso tried to
interfere. He got knocked cold for his pains. And that was everything he knew."

DOC SAVAGE wheded the sedan across a bridge over the Harlem River, the northern water boundary
of Manhattan Idand.

"Where are you now? he asked Renny.

"Following the Hutchinson Rider Parkway," replied the voice from the autogyro.
"Haveyou got Y uttd'staxi located?"

"I'll say! That machineissure making timel™

Doc now settled himsdlf to the grim task of overhauling their quarry. Asthey entered the fringes of the
city, streetsturned into wide boulevards, gently curved. They were built for motoring speed, these
thoroughfares, with underpasses and overpassesinstead of crossroads. Fast driving wasthe rule, with
dowpokes frowned upon. But it was doubtful if the turnpikes had seen afaster pace than Doc was
Seiting.

The sedan was heavy, yet a such aclip werethey traveling that dight risesin the pavement often flung
them entirely into the air. Agphat-chinked joints in the concrete passed under the big tiresin a stuttering
procession. Air whistled past the tightly-closed windows.

Long Tom rode in front with Doc, nursing his packet of eectrical equipment lest the jarring should smash
some of the delicate apparatus.

Johnny, so gangling and bony that be seemed to mule with each bump, sat in the rear between Monk and
Ham.

From timeto time, Ham favored Monk with ascowl. Hewas till piqued at the garish imitation of his
own natty attire which Monk wore.

Monk's unlovely features bore ablissful look. He was never happier than when annoying Ham.
"Y uttal has turned into fanning country!" Renny reported suddenly from the far-off auto gyro.
Speaking swiftly, he gave Doc the location of the side road which their quarry had taken.

Doc eventuadly turned off upon this thoroughfare. It proved to be incredibly rough and crooked. The
sedan bucked like a cow-country bronc. Several times, it nearly |eft the road.

Sowing the machine, Doc turned into a clearing.

"Can you come back and pick us up without losing the taxi? be asked Renny.



"l believe 0," Renny replied. "That infrdight showsplainly.”
Doc and his aides unloaded from the sedan.

A few minutes|later, with a swishing as of astrong "wind, the autogyro spun down into the clearing,
guided by flashlightswaved by Doc's men.

The machine was a cabin craft, easily capable of accommodating six passengers. The men inserted
themsdavesin the wicker seats. Renny lost no time taking off again.

EVERY ONE at once donned the somewhat bulky fluoroscopic eyeglasses. These were near the size of
shoe boxes, for their functions were intricate. They were not very heavy, however. In addition to being
padded to fit the face, they were held in position by straps.

The earth was discernible as effectively aswith the naked eye, the gpparatus being sensitive dso to
normd light rays. But the gloominess of the night made it difficult to see much.

They soon located Y uttal's taxi. An eerie fleeting glow marked its pogition. A luminance like no other!

Leaning from the autogyro window, Long Tom focused hisinfra-ray projector on the terrain beneath. To
the naked eye, these rays were invisible. The fluoroscopelike spectacles converted them, by an intricate
process, into a colorful luminance which reacted on the eye in the fashion of aprosaic searchlight.

But the autogyro was too high to permit the infralight to be effective.

"Blagtit!" Long Tom grumbled. "Thislantern isnot powerful enough. Thefirst chancel get, I'm going to
equip al our planeswith strong infra-ray searchlights. But that don't help us now.

"Wewill have no trouble keeping track of the cab, anyway," Doc declared.

"Yeah, but it'd be swdl if we could watch the machine asif it were running dong in broad daylight,” Long
Torn muttered.

Minutes dragged past. It wasimpossibleto tell much about the country below, due to the smudging
darkness. But the cab seemed to he traversing avery crooked road over wooded hills. The course bore
steadily northward.

Monk peered up gloomily at the cloud-swathed heavens. "If the moon wasjust shining," he wished. "But
inthat case, wed haveto fly alot higher to keep from being discovered.”

The autogyro overhauled the taxi. At an dtitude of some thousands of feet, it whirled steadily forward.

"Get well ahead of the maching," Doc told Renny. "WEell drop afew fistfuls of Monk's gas bombsin the
path of the cab. When the car runsinto the vapor, those aboard win be made unconscious. Pick a spot
where the road is crooked-where the taxi will be traveling dowly. We don't want any one hurt.”

Drawing ahead of its quarry, the plane began settling earthward.
"What are we gonnado with Y uttal and Hadi-Mot?' Monk pondered. "They're murderers.”
"Y ou know very well we have a place for them,” Doc said dryly.

Monk's question had been somewhat unnecessary. He knew quite well what would happen to Y uttal and
Hadi-Mot, oncethey werein Doc's hands. But it till seemed a bit incongruousto Monk that all
wrongdoers, from master killer to petty crook, received the same treatment from Doc.



Trestment it indeed was! Doc maintained an eaborate institution in upstate New Y ork-a strange place,
unknown to the general public. Here great brain surgeons, trained by Doc's skill, operated on such
criminals as Doc sent to them. The operations took from the crooks al knowledge of their past. Then the
fdlowsrecaived intengve training in the ways of an upright citizen, including atrade with which to make
an honest living.

No former criminal, once having undergone trestment, had ever returned to shady ways. From murderer
to cheap racketeer, they underwent the same metamorphosis.

"We shdt induce Y uttal and Hadi-Mot to talk, of course, before we send them to our institution,” Doc
sad.

Monk nodded. "Y en mean to learn where the diamonds came from?'

"'Something agood dedl moreimportant than that istroubling me," Doc told him gruffly. "Those
mysterious daves of whom we heard.”

"Saved" Monk grunted. "Do you redly think - "
"We're going to probe very deeply indeed into that mystery,” Doc assured him.

THE EARTH was now close enough for Long Tom's portable infracray projector to be effective.
Accordingly, he leaned over the side and adjusted the various switches and knobs on the device.

The others studied what was disclosed. A strangely unreal panorama, it was.
"There's an excellent spot!" Doc declared.

Below them, there lay a stretch where the road was more narrow and crooked than before. It also
wended up a steep grade. It was aroute acar could not travel at excessive speed.

Bedt of dl, apasture afew hundred feet distant offered alanding place.

Doc glanced back, searching for the taxi. There was no sign of the machine. The compact infra-ray
lantern, being secured to the rear of the vehicle, was naturally obscured from view by the body.

The autogyro landed. The men piled out, carrying Monk's gas grenades and donning gas masks.
Fortunately, these masks consisted merely of mouthpieces and nose clips and fitted under the boxlike
fluoroscopic spectacles.

Doc, huge and swift, his complexion retaining its bronze hue even in the infralight, led the way toward
the road. They were aweird group, like warriors from another sphere, sprinting through the uncanny light
with their features rendered. fantastic by the apparatus.

To the unaided eye, they werein intense darkness. But Long Tom's projector of infralight illuminated
their way clearly.

They laid abarrage of gasin the road. The vapor would hang there, since practicaly no wind was
blowing. The gas cloud could easily be replenished.

They listened. A bit uneasily, their eyes sought Doc. They knew the keen qudity of hishearing.

Presence of the gas made it inadvisable to remove the masksto talk. So Monk asked a question - using
the deaf-and-dumb sign language. Each of Doc's men could finger out sentenceswith fair proficiency.
Doc himsdlf was quite adept at it. They had more than once found this knowledge of the Sign language a



useful ast.
"Do you hear thetaxi?' Monk queried with hisfurry fingers.
"No," Doc spelled back.

They waited. A subtle change cameinto Doc metallic eyes. The others shifted uneasily. Thetaxi should
have reached them. But they could not even beer it!

The machine was not coming. They became sure of that. Then they received amost unpleasant shock.
Back aong theroad, not more than two miles distant an airplane engine suddenly began to drone.
Doc and his men knew what it meant. They spun and raced for their autogyro..

Long before they reached if, however, the far-off plane lifted noisily into the night sky. It hooted away at
great speed, losing its sound swiftly in the darkness.

Wrenching off his mask - they were now clear of the gas cloud they had spread so uselesdy upon the
road - Monk groaned, "WElIl never be ableto follow that plane through this black cat of anight! It
sounded like afast ship.”

Chapter 8. NIGHT SNARE
MONK'S STATEMENT was the truth

Doc used strong binoculars on the packed soot of the heavens. He detected no flame lipping from
exhaust stacks. That dispelled their last hope of trailing the departing plane.

Taking the controls, Doc lifted the autogyro into the air. He climbed rapidly to aconsiderable height, then
shut off the motor and glided forward.

"Useyour infralight,” he advised Long Tom. "Let's see if we can learn where they had that plane
cached.”

It had hardly been a cache, they soon discovered. At the edge of aweed-grown field stood two
ramshackle hangars. Evidently thiswas somerura flying field built afew years ago, when aviation was
experiencing aboom.

Thetaxi was parked near one of the frowzy sheds.

"Look!" Doc said sharply. "There are men down there - three or more of them! But they're not our
quarry!”

Grabbing binoculars, the others discerned what Doc's somewhat uncanny vision had revealed.

Two men stood before a hangar. At least one more was partidly in the shadow of the Structure - Long
Tom'sinfraight cast a shadow very much asdid ordinary light, except that it was agood dedl blacker.

All three men were staring upward straight at the spot where the autogyro hovered.
"Holy cow!" Renny gulped his pet gaculation. "D'you suppose they can seethisinfralight?”

"No!" Long Tom sngpped. It irked him to have any one cast doubt on hisingenious devices. "I put filters
on thething which stop dl visblewavelengths of light!"



Doc cast agaze upward at the heavens. The clouds were quite thick. It was hardly likely the autogyro
had been glimpsed againgt the sky.

Herocked the ftick, trod the rudder-sent the craft diding away from the tumble-down landing field. The
ship sank rapidly - the enginewas still dead. They would have to land soon, or start the motor, which
meant they would probably be heard. The plane had yet to be built which did not make noise.

They werein luck. A patch of level ground materiaized below. It wasafind, for therest of theterrain
was matted with timber.

Doc made a deadstick landing, which was something for an airman to dream about. Therewas hardly a
jar. A few rods digtant, it could not have been heard. If anything, Doc's skill as aflyer exceeded some of
his other abilities.

The loudest noise - it was only adull thump - was made by Monk, who tripped inexplicably getting out
of the gyro, and fell on his head.
"You little shyster!" Monk addressed Ham fiercely. "Y ou stuck that sword cane between my feet!"

"Ligten," Ham sneered, "when | get ready to stick you, I'll pick aspot right in the middle of your
gizzard!"

"And|," big-fisted Renny put in grimly, "am gonna pound both of you guysinto the ground so deep they'll
need ashovel to dig you up! Pipe down, will you!"

Doc moved toward the ancient flying field. It was nearly amile distant. He held no gpprehension that
Monk and Ham's encounter had been heard. Ham had known there was no danger of that before he
tripped Monk.

THEY MOVED forward in purposeful silence, lighting their way with Long Tom's device. Whenever
they could, they ran.

Once Renny did achill whisper between histeeth. "I'm glad we have thislight, what | mean! If they turn
their inferna fluttering death loose on us, we can at least seewhat it idl”

"Thefdlowsat theflying field may know nothing of the gridy thing," Johnny suggested. "Y uttal and
Hadi-Mot may merdly have chartered a plane from them.”

"But you don't redlly think that isthe truth," Renny said pointedly.

"No-0-0-0," Johnny admitted. "An honest bunch of flyerswould hardly be on the job at thistime of night.
That airport is certainly not fixed up for night flying. Anyway, if they were on the up-and-up, they
wouldn't stand by and see Lady Nedliahauled away forcibly inaplane.

Johnny fdll silent. An ugly thought had gripped him. Wasit possible Lady Ndia Sedling had been dain
and flung from the taxi somewhere en route? Such a hideous event might have escaped their notice from
the autogyro.

Half amile from the antiquated airport, Doc sgnaled ahalt. So that quiet might be preserved, he
addressed his companionsin sgn language.

"l am going to leave you felowsin the dark,” he explained with hisdigits. "I will take our lantern and size
up the dtuation.”



Possibly the others did not think much of theidea. It meant they might miss some action. But there was
no argument. They were well aware that Doc could go with ease where the most careful of them would
he discovered.

Carrying the lantern, Doc continued onward. He made speed considerably greater than when they al had
been together. He evaded twigs which might crackle or leaves which might rustle. The dry bed of agully
led him part of the distance.

He worked through afringe of brush. The old airport lay before him. He turned the infra-light boldly upon
the hangars, knowing it could not be seen. It smacked of the supernatura, this casting of a brilliant
luminance upon men without their being aware of it.

The three men il sood near the hangar. This building, Doc now ascertained, was empty. A somewhat
decrepit brown monoplane reposed in the other shed.

Doc moved forward, keeping neat bushes where a chance appearance of moonlight would not betray
him. But he did not assume needless chances of discovery. He stopped some yards from the men.

They were avicious-looking trio, though their faces were intdligent in asharp, foxlike way. They
betrayed uneasiness, asif they were waiting for something to happen.

Much of thetime, they stared steadily at the sky and seemed to be Straining their ears.

Thisbehavior rdieved Doc of some anxiety, showing asit did that their strangely intensive gazing upward,
when he had first sghted them, did not mean they had discovered the autogyro.

A fourth man suddenly appeared. He came running up in the darkness.

The waiting three promptly drew guns, demanding, "Whoisit?"

"It'sme!" puffed the newcomer, who had apparently sprinted some distance. "' Say, they're here!™
The words carried to Doc's ears with afair degree of distinctness.

"Who's here?' demanded one of the others.

"The Savage guy and his crowd, | guess,”" wheezed the runner. " An autogyro landed in that clearing | was
watching. A gang of men got out and started for this place!”

Doc's bronze features did not show the disappointment he felt. Hisarrival had apparently not been as
secretive as he wished.

"BLAST THE luck!" gritted one of theflyers. "They may be closin'in on usright now!"

"They ain't quite had timeto get here!" retorted the messenger. "They'll come dow s0 as not to make any
noise”

"How many of 'em?"

"I dunno.” The runner wiped off perspiration. "It was too dark to tell. How they found that clearing
without showing alight beats me. They come like ghosts. There wasn't nothing but the whistle of air past
thewings. And that wasn't loud! And the way they walked off! Just like they could seein the dark!™

The fellow was closer to the truth than he thought. But the others were skeptical.



"Don't go talkin' through your hat! One of ‘em must know this neck of the woods, from the way they
found these clearin's. | was posted at the one up the road when they landed. The way they come down
there was spooky, too. But we located 'em, didn't we?"

Thiswasilluminating information. The gang had taken thorough precautions. They evidently had alookout
at each spot in the neighborhood where a plane could be landed. No doubt they had the road watched,
too. They were guarding well againgt asurprise.

"Quit gassin'!" snapped aman who seemed to be in charge. He addressed the panting messenger.
"There'sabomb in the hangar - aradio bomb. Y ou know how it works. It's got amidget receiving set
and arelay init. When we send a certain signal from the transmitter in our plane, the bomb will explode.
Takethething and hideit in Savage's auto gyro!™

"Sure, | can do that. But

"Don't wastetime! Do it! Then come back here. If you can get back without gettin' caught-flue! If you
can't, take to the timber!"

"Thismay not work - "

"1t1l work if you hide the bomb. Well take off in the mornin' to join Y uttal, and Savage will follow us. All
we gottado isdraw him thirty or forty milesaway from here, so it won't look suspicious, and transmit the
radio sgnd that'll explode the bomb."

"But what if that man grabs you tonight - "

"Hewon't! Were gonna play innocent around here. Not let Savage think we know he'swithin miles. Helll
come prowlin' around here, and welll let loose afew remarks about ustakin' off in the mornin' to join
Y uttdl. Savage will wait and follow us"

"Thisisarisky busness!"

"Thedickensitis! Even if Savage grabs us, we can spring astory about Y uttal and Hadi-Mot seizing a
plane by forceto take the girl away. There ain't nothin' wrong with that story."

Doc Savage, standing near by and viewing the men as though they stood in broad daylight, suddenly
experienced vast pleasure. So Lady Nelia Sedling was till divel

"Get goin'!" snapped the leader. "They'll be showin' up around here pretty soon, even if they do go dow
on account of the dark.”

The messenger got hisbomb - apackage of fair size - and skulked away.

The other three settled back to wait, blissfully unaware that Doc had been enabled, by theinfralight
lantern, to reach the airport much sooner than they had thought possible.

Thetrio nested their gunsin accessible pockets. One went to the brown monoplane and got a
submachine gun. He placed this near at hand and covered it with a coat.

"No need of takin' chances," he muttered in avoice so low that Doc, acute though his hearing was, barely
caught it. "Thisisafar-fetched scheme, if you ask me. I've heard of this Savage. He's bad stuff. They say
that if he wanted to, he could tear aman to pieces with his bare hands. I've heard the guy ain't human, at
al"



His chief snorted. "1 don't believe them fairy tales. What does get me, though, ishow hetraced Y uttal up
here."

The third man strode over to the taxi, using aflashlight, and got an object off the ground.
"If we could figure out what thisthing is, I'll bet we'd know how Savage trailed thetaxi," he declared.

He was right. The mechanism he had picked up was the infra:light lantern which Long Tom had secured
to the rear of the cab. One of the gang had found it. But their scientific learning was not extensive enough
to tell them what it was.

"Throw it down beforeit blows up on you!" snorted one of thetrio only half joking.
"Y eah - o that! We want you aong when wejoin Y uttal in the mornin!"

Thelatter satement was madein loud tones. It was obvious the words were intended for unseen
ligeners.

The men dropped their voices.

Doc moved closer. It did not matter greetly if they heard him. Employing aknowledge of lip reading, he
added to what he could hear, and managed to understand most of the low talk.

"l don't likethis, | tell you,” aman mumbled. "Were givin' oursaves away with that talk. If Savage does
grab us, we can't tel 'im Y uttal took our other plane by force- "

"Oh, dry up! If he getsus, well think up another pack of lies. Were good at that!"
There followed afew sentences which Doc, strive as he would, did not catch.
"What kind of ajob d'you reckon this Y utta isgivin' us?' came audible words.

"1t beet diamond smugglin'!" snorted another. "Whatever it is, I'll bet it's connected with the diamond
business, too! Y uttal knows the guy in Europe that we been runnin’ stonesin for. That's how hegot in
touch with us"

Doc made menta note of this. It told him these fdlows were recent recruitsto Y uttal's evil cause,
whatever it was. Their former following had been that of jewe smuggling.

That accounted for their using this out-of-the-way airport

"WEell find out what the job iswhen wejoin Y uttal in the mornin'." Thiswas spoken in the loud tone,
intended to be overheard.

Doc concluded not to disappoint them. He purposefully stepped on anear-by dry' weed. It cracked
loudly.

The three men showed extreme nervousness. But they maintained their acting.
"Yeah," one of them quavered. "WEell fly to Y uttal's hang-out with the crack of dawn."

Doc Savage, gliding slently away in apparent darkness, but actudly in abrilliant infra-light glow of his
own making, reflected that they no doubt redlly intended to join Y uttal and Hadi-Mot. Their talk hinted at
this.



Doc hurried to rgjoin hisfive aides. He had aplan. It was avery good plan. But it would require some
fast work to put it in operation.

No human eye could have discerned his passing, for he moved in a blackness that was not black. And
the slence of his going was as though no living thing had stirred.

Chapter 9. AIR MONSTER

POSSIBLY AN hour before dawn, strange things began happening in the night sky near where Doc
Savage had lost thetrail of Y uttal and Hadi-Mot and their prisoner - Lady Nelia Sedling.

The clouds, which had obscured moon and stars for most of the night, were gradualy dissolving. But a
few banks of vapor gill mantled the heavens. Far below one of these, only afew thousand feet above the
earth, avery small wad of gray suddenly appesred.

Thiswad seemed to Stretch like a gigantic woolly worm crawling out of aninvisible holeinthe sky. It
raced on for thousands of yards, then turned sharply and strung agray column aongside thefirst.

A close observer might have noted a fleeing dark speck at the head of the gray worm, seeming to pull it
aong.

This speck was amongter trimotored plane, the engines silenced as perfectly as modern knowledge
alowed. It was laying asmoke screen.

Back and forth, it swept. Back and forth! The smoke spread dowly, merging into avast cloud. Since
nature was dispersing her clouds, the aviator was making one of hisown.

He even flew off to the Sdes and loosened afew puffs of gray smoke so the larger cloud would not be
suspicioudy lonesome.

A red flush suffused the sky. The sun was arriving. The plane banked abruptly and vanished into the
cloud of its own making. There was abreeze at that atitude. But the aviator knew just how fast it was
blowing. He had released a number of test smoke puffs and, by watching their movement, obtained the
information he desired.

The big cloud was moving along at such a pace that it would be almaost above the ramshackle airport
when the sun appeared.

Onceingde his own cloud, the aviator remained hidden.

AT THE ancient airport, four very relieved flyers greeted the sun. The fourth man had returned sometime
ago, with word that he had hidden the radio-equipped bomb in the auto gyro.

"Savage will never find that pinegpple!™ heleered, very brave now that daylight was upon them. "I stuck it
in the back of the fuselage, but close enough to the cabin to blow 'em all to blazes!"

The four rolled their brown monoplane out of the old hangar. They glanced about nervoudy, then got in,
after one had turned the propeller over until the engine started.

"D'you reckon Savage was redlly around here last night?' one pondered, asthey waited for the cylinders
to warm.

"Sure! Didn't you hear that stick crack?"



In duetime, they took off. They pointed the noisy snout of their plane into the north.
"Theresthe autogyro!" one shrieked over the engine howl.
"Pretend you didn't seeit!" the man at the controls was warned.

They watched, breath bated. They saw six men enter the autogyro. One of these six seemed to be
suffering from an injury, sncetwo of hisfelowsal but carried him into the plane.

The autogyro eventualy took off. It climbed swiftly, asif those aboard were anxious to concedl
themselvesin the big, gray cloud overhead. The craft chewed itsway into the cloud.

For agoodly number of minutes, it lurked there. Those in the brown monoplane, which had been
Speeding away al thistime, became abit worried.

All four heaved asigh of relief when the autogyro appeared following them.

They let thewindmill planetrail dong for perhaps twenty five miles, dl the while dropping back dowly
until their brown ship was leading by no more than two miles.

"Now!" yelled onefiercdly.

Another man bent over the radio transmitter and laborioudy made a certain combination of dashesand
dots.

They watched the autogyro aslong as it was there to watch. For, asthe combination wasfinished, a
hideousjinni of smoke and flame seemed to pop out of nowhere and gobble up the gyro. An instant later,
the smokejinni spat out the smoldering bones of the craft. Thesefell earthward.

There was no audible explosion - the engine of the old brown monoplane had a deafening howl. Rut the
four schemers could see the bomb had done good work. They flew on.

"Thisoughtaput usin solid with Y uttal!" one hazarded, screaming to make himself heard.

THE BROWN monoplane receded to afly speck in the distance. Even the speck vanished. However, a
good pair of binoculars could makeit visible,

Good binoculars were trained upon it, too. Not one pair, but six. Those who stared were aboard the
giant monoplane which had findly come out of the cloud of its own spawning.

Ham wasflying the air mongter. At Doc's suggestion, Ham had sped to New Y ork for the plane, which
was Doc's private craft. Ham, in addition to being abrilliant lawyer, could fly with the best and weave a
mean smoke screen.

He had taken Doc and the others off the autogyro, which had then been alowed to fly away, controlled
by an ordinary robot pilat, in the wake of the brown monoplane. Asfor theilluson of sx men boarding
the gyro in the clearing - the sixth man had been a scarecrow of sticks and various garments. The bomb
hed finished him.

Ham was proud of his cloud. He looked back at it. "Pretty neat, eh?"

Monk surveyed the mass of vapor criticaly. "Yeah, it'sswdl! It'sjust the kind of acloud you'd make. It's
got the shape of a- "

Monk broke off to squawl asif he were atomcat accidentally stepped on in the dark. He had intended to



say the cloud had the shape of apig, which was not far from the truth. But Ham had given him acrack
with the cane.

"If you weren't flyin" thistin bird, 1'd sure throw you out!" Monk growled.

Doc suggested mildly: "A little more steam, please. Those felows are far enough ahead that we can Start
after them.”

Levity - it was merely away of celebrating the tricking of their enemies - vanished. Thetrail became grim.
They hoped that the brown monoplane would lead them to Y uttal.

Tomorethan Yutta! To Lady NdiaSeding! And to those beings who were existing in mysterious
davery.

The pursuit extended into hours. Doc kept far back. Only twice could he discern the brown monoplane
with hisunaided eye. The othersdid not seeit at al, except through their binoculars.

They passed over Connecticut, going dightly to the west of the State capital. Massachusetts dropped
behind. The sun beat warmly on the wings of the great speed plane. The cabin, literally ahuge vacuum
bottle, was noisdless and comfortable. The men took turns flying and watching, those off duty catching up
on ther deep.

In aremote corner of the cabin, Doc took his exercises. They were remarkable, those exercises. They
ran two full hours, and Doc had been taking them from his cradle days. They accounted for histerrific
strength, the keenness of his senses.

He made his muscles tug and strain againgt each other; he juggled complex mathematica problemsin his
head to sharpen his concentration. He had an apparatus which made sound waves of remote frequencies;
he had an assortment of scores of different odors which heidentified swiftly. A page or two of Braille
printing-the writing of the blind devel oped histouch.

He had many other thingsin hisroutine. Two hours of terrific work!

It made the other five men perspire to watch him. After seeing Doc's grudling daily work-out, it was no
mystery why he had become one of the most remarkable of living men.

THE SOUTHEAST corner of New Hampshire unrolled like a green carpet benegth the plane. Then
came Maine. Mile after mile of it The pursuit seemed to have no end.

Doc's men swapped looks. Monk voiced their thoughts.

"The ghost Zeppelin! It was Sighted up herel”

"Does any one want to bet that Zeppelinisany more of aghost than | am?* Johnny invited hopefully.
"Y ou dwayswant asurething!" Monk snorted.

Deep in the Maine woods country, the chase ended. Thefinish was, as they rather more than expected,
the Zeppdin!

Doc wasfirst to sight the craft, to catch the glint of sun on the greet, cigar-shaped envelope with its
coating of duminum paint to minimize the absorption of hest.

It lay in acup of ahollow among the hills, in the center of anatura clearing of consderable extent. The
bow was moored to alarge tree; the stern was drag-anchored to aweight, probably of logs, which



permitted the airship to swing with the breeze.

Doc, who wasflying the plane a the moment, banked dowly around, careful not to cant the ship enough
in the heavensthat it would reflect a betraying sun flash.

He could see the brown monoplane spinning dowly down into the clearing where the sky monster lay.
"Imaginethat!" Ham exploded. "Where did that thing come from?What'sit doing here?’

"It might have come from along way off," Doc told him. "Those things can make tremendous flights
without refuding.”

Ham scratched his head. "Do you think it is the vanished Aeromunde?’

"We are not near enough to be certain, of course. Thereis neither name nor identification numeras on the
craft, you'll notice. But her construction-sheisabit out of date, as shown by her streamlining-isthat of
the Aeromunde. Well have to get closer before we can be sure.”

"Going tofly over?
"No. Well land and go forward on foot. It'll mean atough afternoon of waking. But it isour best bet.”

"If the arship just don't pull out while were tramping through that wilderness!" Ham groaned, peering
dternately at the briar patches below, then at his own immacul ate garments.

Doc picked ahandy lake - the great speed ship was capable of alanding on land or water - and
dropped upon the surface. The beach was rocky, so they anchored the craft securely, some distance
offshore, and paddled to land in a collapsible rubber boat.

Fashioning back packs out of their supplies- chemicals, eectrical equipment, weapons - they trooped
into the timber. The going wastough - very tough. It began to look asif thetrek to the valley where the
ar mammoth lay, would be an dl afternoon affair.

"I think I'll run on ahead of you birds," Doc decided. "When you get on the scene, don't go too near the
ship. Hang around due south of the valley. There may be guards posted. I'd better say, there are sureto
be guards posted. They think we're dead now, and we don't want to destroy theillusion. Stay to the
south' and I'll find you.”

Doc swung on ahead, traveling easily, dthough he bore the heaviest pack of the group by agood many
pounds.

If it occurred to his men that south of the valey took in consderable territory for ameeting place, they
did not remark on it. They were cognizant of Doc's somewhat astonishing fund of wildernesslore. He
would havelittle difficulty locating them.

Mounting toward aridge, the way lay through evergreen trees and small brush. Doc settled into a
distance-cutting run. Mileslay ahead, but he gave no thought to fatigue. Not for nothing had he schooled
his muscles from childhood.

After crossing severd ridges and intervening valeys, he cameto aregion of swampy ground - not mire,
but damp earth covered with big, thickly packed trees. The ground was amat of brambles and thorny
vines

Doc stopped under a drooping branch, sank to his haunches, then leaped and caught the branch. A flip



put him atop it. He ran aong the swaying limb asif performing on atight rope. A plunge through spaceto
clutch another bough on the next tree - he made a good deal more speed than on the brush-cankered
ground.

It was no job for average muscles, that swinging along the aeria lanes. Nor for an uncertain eye or hand.
Often he was a score of feet above the earth, sometimes more.

He covered half amile before lowering to the ground where the timber was open, with many glades
where he could sprint. Doc was traversing in an hour the distance which his men would expend two
hours or more in conquering.

And Doc's friends were far from being inexperienced woodsmen. Their physical trim was of the best.
They smply fell agood ded short of Doc's ahilities.

Anxiety to solve thiswhole puzzling business was behind Doc's hurry. He wanted to get Lady Nelia
Sedling out of danger. He wanted to find and destroy that hideous thing of fluttering desth, whatever it
was.

Hewanted - and thislast was steadily growing in histhoughts - to probe the mystery of the daves. What
was this horrible existence to which they were enthralled? Who were they? Where were they?

Lady Neliawas one being in trouble. Those others were many. That was why their predicament was
growing inimport.

WELL ALONG in the afternoon, Doc cameto the cup of avalley inwhich thedirigible lay.

Encircling the depression, and at adistance of perhaps a mile, guards were stationed. They were not
many rods apart. This meant aconsiderable force of men were present.

Doc studied the guards with no little interest. They were natives of Africa, he concluded, for the most
part. Greet, Srapping fellows! Nearly al bore scars. Fighting men! And cruel men, judging from their
features.

They were armed with the latest automatic rifles, and handled the wegpons asiif they knew very well how
to use them.

Therewas aregular sentry system, with aroundsman visiting each man at short intervals.
"Opef! Dur!" the watchmen challenged each sound. "Imgshi! Yalah!"

Thewords were Egyptian for the military commands of hat, and move forward. These fellows apparently
knew no English.

Doc crept past them. With an aborigina stedth, he glided forward. Rarely was he visible amid the brush.
And seldom did aleaf flutter because of hispassing.

His progresswas dmost magical inits quiet. Doc had devoted study to this business of stalking; he had
observed the great predatory crestures of the jungle, masters of the hunt.

He was soon ensconced in acluster of evergreen seedlings, looking out upon the glade where the airship
was moored.

The craft was the Aeromunde, the vanishing of which had become one of the aerid mysteriesof al time.
The name and identification numbers had been daubed over with duminum paint, but from close range,



they could be discerned lill.
ZX 03! The Aeromunde!

Lady Nelia Sedling could be seen in the control cabin. She was seated, evidently, at achart table. But
she arose from time to time and paced nervoudy. Doc perceived she was chained to agirder. Thechain
was light, and fastened about her neck - dave fashion!

Y uttal and Hadi-Mot appeared. They rambled about, giving orders, aways together. It was apparent,
however, that Y uttal possessed the greater authority.

There was no sign of the sinister wicker basket.

A FEW hourslater, Y uttal and Hadi-Mot consulted with a strappmg, sepia-skinned native near the
clearing edge. When the native departed, the pair lingered, conversing.

Neither were aware of aman, agreat bronze man like atawny animal, who was harbored by near-by
shrub.

"Oh, that woman!" Hadi-Mot complained in Egyptian.
"Akhkh! | think it best that we use asingaupon her pretty throat, opening it from ear to ear!”

"Lal" snapped Y uttd. "Bi-zladah! No! That isenough! | do not want to hear any more about it! We take
her back, dive and unharmed! Fahemt? Do you understand?”

Hadi-Mot shrugged. " She has dready caused trouble. She may do so again. Wallah! Why do you want
such awoman?'

"Youll see!" Y uttal leered. "When we get her back, and she redizes there is no hope of escape, her spirit
will bregk."

Hadi-Mot shook with laughter. "Naam?Y es? We shdl see!™

"And you keep the men from harming her!" Y urta scowled. "Her spirit will break, dl right. It took abig
crack when she found out that Savage bird was dead.”

The two moved off, Hadi-Mot saying: "We shdl depart with night.”

Soon afterward, agreat, tawny figure moved from the concealing bushes. Noise ess as a shadow, the
bronze form quitted the vicinity.

Docwasno littlerelieved. Lady Nelia Sealing seemed to be safe for the time being, dueto arather
grotesque ideaof chivalry on Y uttd's part.

Once clear of the sentries, Doc put on speed. He had formulated a plan - adaring plan! One that risked
infinite peril. But he had five men to whom just that sort of thing was the spice of existence. They would
giveitatry.

Chapter 10. PERIL'S STOWAWAYS

DOC SAVAGE encountered hisfive friends some three miles from the valley. Angling back and forth, he
first found their trail, then came upon the group, perspiring and tired, cregping through athicket of
conifers,



"Whew!" Renny grinned, sagging on alog. "What ahike! I'll bet Daniel Boone never went through a
wildernessthe equa of thid"

"That," Ham assured him, "explainswhy this country is unsettled. Why, I've heard that deer in these
woods live out their whole livesin the same clearing in which they are born. The brush is so thick they
can't get out.”

"l @n'tinno mood for that stuff you call humor!" Monk grumbled. Then, to Doc: "1 hope you ain't gonna
tell uswe gottaturn around and go back?"

"Y ou will probably wish you had done that before we're through with thismess," Doc replied. "But were
not. Were going to stow away on that dirigible.”

"What?'

"Fromwhat | was ableto learn, the craft hasfinished its misson here" Doc explained. "Tha meansit
must have come for the sole purpose of intercepting Lady Nediaand the two men with her.”

Doc repested the conversation he had heard - so remarkable was his memory that he could give the
exact words,

"Lady Neliais safe enough for thetime being,” he went on. "Much safer than she would bewith us, if
Y uttd and Hadi-Mot were dtill at liberty.”

Renny picked briar thorns out of hisbig figts. "We have gas! By taking this gang by surprise, we could
make aswell stab at overcoming them.”

"Surewe could!" Monk echoed.

They had no conception of the proper odds for afight, these two. They would, and more than once had,
cast themsalves againgt an overwhelming force. Miraculoudy enough, they usudly got out without being
greatly damaged.

But Doc thumbed down the suggestion.

"Thereis hardly abreeze today," he pointed out. "We could not lay agas cloud and let thewind carry it
over. Moreover, these fellows bear complete military equipment. And that, my brothers, includes gas
masks.”

Johnny pulled at hisjaw with abony hand. Of the five, Johnny was the freshest. His qualities of
endurance were astounding. He never tired. Ham claimed this was because there was nothing on
Johnny's bonesto get tired, Johnny being only afew degrees more plump than a skeleton.

"Military equipment!" he gjaculated. "Does that mean they're the soldiers of some nation?"

"No," Doc replied. "They're not that, I'm sure. They look like the scrapings of African gutters. Some are
Europeans. Y uttal isan American. Hestheonly Yank, | believe. But | have the whole gang catal ogued
ascriminds”

"And we're going to sow away on the airshipg”
Doc nodded soberly. "Exactly! We're going to look into the mystery of those daves!™

The group moved into acluster of shrubs, that they might be less susceptible to discovery. They could do
little until after the sun went down. In the meantime, plans must be made.



THE SUN sank, amajestic, exaggerated scarlet salad on the green garnish of the wooded horizon. A fan
of engilded light made abeacon of thewest for atime, gradudly retreating. A few clouds hung like
crimson puddlesin the sky. Dusk came dinking in like ablack fog. The sky was cloudy.

About the time night reached the great duminum cigar of adirigible, Doc and hismen dso arrived. They
closed in warily, keeping together.

Doc had drawn from afund of knowledge concerning airships and their characteristics. He knew that the
cool ar of night would cause acontraction of lifting gasin the envelopes, with a consequent |oss of
buoyancy. If he and his men could but get aboard now, their added weight would be attributed by Y uttal
to shrinkage of thelifting gas. At this hour, the craft naturaly became heavier. Y uttal would not - if things
went right - suspect he had acquired stowaways.

A cable, swinging down from metail of the ship, was fastened to adrag of logs.
A swarthy fellow kept watch over thisdrag for the sake of safety. He carried a stubby autometic rifle.

Thiswatchman, Doc had noted during the afternoon, frequently retreated afew rodsto smoke. The fact
that he backed away a safe distance before lighting his tobacco showed the dirigible was charged with

explosve hydrogen lifting ges.

Shortly after dark, the man moved off once more. Preparations for departure were under way. He
wanted alast smoke.

Doc Savage glided to the cable. It was of wire, and offered, to his sinewed strength, smple climbing. He
ran up it with his hands, making no noise.

The gioomy darkness had come quickly in the cup of avalley conceded his presence.

The cable terminated, as he had expected, in asmall windlassroom. From this, a precarious catwalk led
forward toward the motor gondolas and control car. Another catwalk, even narrower, trailed back
toward the rudder and elevator structure.

The place was dark, athough wired with dectric lights. Doc did his exploring by the sense of touch.
Sliding back down the cable, hejoined hisfive men.
"Shinup!" he breathed. He did not tell them to be quiet - they knew the necessity for that.

Renny went first. Upon his back was a szable pack. Thisheld five arms, afew pills of concentrated
ration, and a collgpsible flask filled with water from abrook in the neighborhood.

Johnny was the second to ascend. He aso bore a pack, as did the others.

Doc circled afew yards from the group, watching dertly. Forward toward the control cabin, electric
lanterns were blazing. Men were loading food aboard, and adding gasto the ballonets. A greet pile of
five-gdlon gasolinetins attested to fud aready in the tanks.

These supplies had, Doc decided, been brought in by plane during the last few days. They had certainly
not been transported through the wilderness.

Long Tom and Ham clambered up the cable.
A red, glowing spot, perhaps a hundred yards distant, marked the cigarette of the guard.



Monk mounted the line, swinging with asimian ease by hislong arms.

Thered eye of the guard's cigarette flew in an arc and burst in ashower of jeweled sparks. Footsteps
sounded. The man was coming back to his post!

Grasping the hawser, Doc |eft the ground. He stopped thirty or so feet up. It would not do to crowd
Monk. That might mean noise.

Doc heard the guard arrive below, heard the thud of the man's gun butt on the drag logs. The cable
vibrated dightly. It was, due to the added weight in the rear of the dirigible, dightly dack.

Suddenly agasp swished below! A surprised grunt! The guard had chanced to rest ahand on the cable -
hed discovered thejarring.

"Min henak?" he rasped. "Who Isthere?!

Over Doc's heed afaint growl of disgust sounded. That would be Monk, no little irked to think they had
s0 nearly gotten aboard without being discovered.

"Mataharraksh!" grated the guard below. "Do not movel" Doc spoke to the man in his native tongue.
Thefacility with which the words were handled was high tribute to the retentive quaity of Doc's trained
brain.

"Oskut!" he growled in ahoarse, low tone. "Shut up! Thou fool! | am but adjusting the cable!™

"Ya, Samih ni!" muttered the watchman, evidently mistaking Doc for a hardboiled officer. "Oh, excuse
me. | thought perhapsit might be an enemy.”

Doc now climbed. The man below would probably never realize he had been tricked.
BUT THINGS were not to come off so nicely. From above came alow whistle. Doc stared upward.

The windlass room was now lighted. The hatch was areddish pand. Over the hatch rim, ahairy paw
appeared - Monk's hand! It gestured, beckoning upward.

But Monk'sfingerstwisted rgpidly, assuming different positions. The deaf-mute language! He was
spelling out words:

"We're caught!"

Doc hardly paused in his climbing, so quickly did he reach a decision. Some one must have come aong
the catwalks and trapped his friends!

The guess was correct. The instant Doc's bronze head topped the hatch, he found himsdlf facing the
muzzle of two automatic rifles. Fierce, crud, dark faces glared over the gun sights.

"ldkhol, hush!" hissed one of the pair. "Comein!" Doc complied with the command. Nothing had altered
about his bronze features. Things might have been going smoothly, for al the expression he showed.

"They crept dong the catwak from ether direction,” Renny said in alow, tense voice. "We heard them,
but afight would have soread an darm. Wefigured - "

"Oskut!" camethe grated order "Shut up!”

Doc's golden eyesroved over his men. His glance dropped meaningly to hisown chest. Then hedrew air



into hislungsand held it. The othersfollowed hisexample. In amoment, they were dl holding their
brezath.

The swarthy pair with the riflesfound this behavior puzzling. They blinked and scowled and dapped thelr
wesgpons meaningly.

"'Oa" one hissed. "Take carel™

Then hedrew air into hisown lungs, gpparently for the purpose of voicing an darm. Hislips parted. The
beginning of the shout convulsed histhroat.

He and his companion sagged forward slently upon their faces! The manner in which this happened was
uncanny. One moment they were dert, deadly. The next, they were adeep on their feet!

DOC AND hismen did not relax. They were ill holding their breath. Twenty secondsthey retained it!
Forty! Long Tom's pae face began to get mottled and purple with the effort.

Long Tom knew better than to inhale, however, for the air wasimpregnated with a powerful anesthetic
vapor. The stuff had been in apocket of Doc's coat, contained in glass globes. With a casua pressure,
unnoticed by the two captors, Doc had broken the globes.

A minute elgpsed. Doc released his breath. The others promptly did likewise.
After the anaesthetic had mingled with the air for aminute, it became ineffective.
The men eyed the two swarthy deepers.

Doc bent over them, asmal hypodermic needle in his hand. He gpplied the tip to the forearm of each
dumbering fdlow.

This needle held adrug which would keep the men in astrange stupefied state until they were
administered an antidote. It pardyzed certain portions of their brains, making it impossible for them to
speak or think for themselves. They would be able to eat, to walk about - but only when told to do so.

"El khabar eyh?" called the guard at the foot of the cable. He sounded suspicious. No doubt he had
noted that Doc, climbing into the lighted windlass cubicle, did not resemble one of the gang. "What isthe
meatter?'

"Wereinapickle" Monk muttered. "That guy isgonnagive an darmin aminute. Even if hedont, these
two birds are gonna be missed!"

The eectric bulb, illuminating the windlass compartment, was enclosed in a stout wire protector.

Inserting a pair of fingers between the mesh of the guard, Doc unscrewed the bulb. Therewasno timeto
hunt for the current switch.

Darkness gushed into the small cubicle. Out of Doc's pockets came more of the glass globes containing
the unusua anesthetic gas. He pegged four of them downward, aiming at the voice of the uneasy sentry.
The man himself was, of course, invisblein the murk.

"El khabar - " The sentry’s call ended suddenly. Silence followed.
"That got him!" grunted Monk. "Now - what'll we do with the three of 'em?"

Not answering, Doc bent over the two guards. They wore stout cartridge belts. He fastened them



together with these belts, tying their anklesin asecure bunch. Then, dinging them head-downward over
his giant, corded shoulder, he eased through the hatch. He did down the cable to the ground.

Up toward the control cabin, the excitement of preparing to depart had caused the encounter to go
unnoticed. But it would hardly escape discovery for long.

Doc restored the belts, with which he had tied the two men, to their proper positions. He found the
sentry dumped on hisface, snoring softly. With the hypo needle, Doc gave the fellow atrestment of the
peculiar brain-paralyzing drug. Then he arranged the threein aclose group.

Thewoodswalled in the glade at a distance of some rods. Doc ran for the nearest brush. He knew what
he wanted. They were plentiful at this season of the year. Berries!

Hefound a patch, broke off severa well-laden twigs, and carried them back. He smeared some of the
purple-tinted juice on the fingers of the senseless men. He stained their lipsin the same fashion.

Into numerous of the berries which remained, Doc probed the point of his hypo needle, depositing a
amall quantity of the drug.

A shout peded from the control cabin.
"Cadt off the stern mooring cable!”

Doc hadtily clambered up to the windlass room. The next few minutes would see the success or failure of
histrick.

THE STOWAWAY Sdid not linger in the windlass compartment, not wishing to invite discovery. They
moved forward, treading the narrow grid of a catwak which gave underfoot like banjo strings.

On ether sdeflared dloy metd girders-beams perforated and hollowed out to attain the greatest
possible lightness. Taut brace wires sang softly whenever they were jarred. The fabric envelope was
sretched over thewhole. It wasthin, that covering. A misstep meant they would plunge through. Thefal
to the ground, even though the craft was moored, was great enough to cause death or seriousinjury.

Above the catwalk, pressing down upon it, were the netting bags which retained the gas ballonets of
goldbeater skin and linen.

They went dowly, for the catwak doped downward steeply, following the flare of the plump craft. And
the way was cramped, especidly for Doc, Renny and Monk, who were men of greater than ordinary
gze

The framework of the dirigible was constructed of severd so-called ringgirder assemblies, joined
together by other longitudina beams, and the whole braced by wire. Insde these ringgirders were
ladderlike catwalks.

Coming to one of therings, Doc led his procession to theright. Their route curved upward. Soon they
were climbing verticaly. They reached a celluloid windowed observation port.

By pressing closeto the port, Doc could see what was happening back at the tail anchor.

The three stupefied men had been found. Over their forms, an excited conversation wasin progress. A
dozen or so eectric lanterns cast ample radiance.

"What in blazes has happened to these guys?* yeled Y uttd, speaking English.



"Maarafsh!" wailed dender Hadi-Mot. "I do not know! What are those stains upon their hands and
lips?'

"They've been eating berries" Y uttal snorted. "But berries like that are not poison!”

It began to seem that Doc's deception was not going to prove effective.

Only through the stupidity and greed of one of the gang, did it eventually succeed. Thisfellow had seized
upon the berrieswhen he first arrived, and had downed severd, never athought entering histhick head
that they might be unpaatable. No doubt he had eaten other berries just like them during his stay in this
remotevalley.

A hiliouslook now overspread his unlovely features. He emitted ahowl of fright. The drug, taken through
the digegtive tract, worked somewhat dowly. He staggered about wildly, and becoming listless, fell
prone.

"Wallah!" shouted Hadi-Mot. "It was the berries which poisoned them!”

Y uttal scratched hisfat knob of ahead. ™Y eah, | reckon. But danged if | ever knew them kind of berries
to be poison before! "

DOC AND hismen continued their climb upward, knowing their presence was undetected.
A gentle chuckle purred in Monk's barrel of achest

"They'll take them guys aboard and doctor em, of course,” he said softly. "I bet they find they've got the
strangest case of poisonin' on their hands that they ever met up with."

The others, thinking how the drug acted - it literally made living dummies out of itsvictims- sifled
laughter. They werein amood for mirth. Their plans were working out perfectly.

Only Doc was unmoved. Herarely laughed, unlessfor the purpose of putting some one at ease, or in
playing apart - which did not necessarily mean he was perpetudly gloomy. He merely did not show
ddight, just asherarely betrayed horror, disgust or other emotion.

Too, he wasthinking of other things - of the weird degath of the darkness! Of the young woman prisoner
aboard! Of their unknown destination! And of the endaved souls, the existence of whom had led him to
attempt this perilous business of owing awvay!

Reaching the ridge catwalk, the men sought a suitable spot for concea ment.

"Well stay near the stern,” Doc decided. "'In apinch, we may find it necessary to seize the controls. They
can be operated by hand from acompartment near the rudders, | believe.”

They took up their positionsin an ingpection tunnd which, being remote from catwal ks and motor
gondolas, was not likely to be used.

Water ballast, spilling with aroar somewhere below, denoted the air giant was being lightened for the
take-off. Soon thetall lifted, swinging lazily.

With a heave that was plainly perceptible, the dirigible left the earth. The motors started - five of them.
Noise of the unmuffled exhaust joined in amoaning symphony of power.

Speed gave the huge ship additiond lift, plane-fashion. It doped up into the night. A thousand feet!
Another!



The stowaways could sense the tightening of the gas bags as pressure of the surrounding air lessened.
Doc pricked ahole in the outer envelope and took astar bearing through arift in the clouds.
"Southwest," he announced.

"Does anybody want to bet we're not headed for Africa?' questioned Johnny, who never offered to
wager unless he had asure thing.

Hours later, the dirigible [eft the clouds behind and swam in a platinum haze of moonlight. Below lay what
looked like a great table top of blue-black, scratched here and there with thin creamy chalk.

It was the sea, with the moonlight upon wind-blown spindrift. A dark and somber sea, sullen and
threatful, it impressed the Sowaways.

The airship droned on. The six men dept, but with one always on watch.
Chapter 11. FIGHT IN THE SKY

TROUBLE WAS ahead. Doc and his men sensed its coming. It could not be more than an hour or two
distant. There was nothing they could do but wait. They did that, grimly.

Two days had gone. A third waswell under way. The dirigible had met favorable air currentsfor most of
the route across the Atlantic. No storms. Engines had been ran at an economical speed, yet progress had
been excdlent, dueto tail winds.

It sailed the sky lanes like amodern ship, did this craft which had been lost to the ken of mankind for
many years. The Aeromunde had been the queen of her day; she was till far from outdated.

They had entered Africa somewhere beyond the Canaries, flying fairly high to avoid attention. They were
now far inthe interior. For hours, desert had been swinging below. The heat and the glaring sun made the
earth like aplatter of molten copper.

The Aeromunde had lost much of her buoyancy - the flight had been avery long one. Much water ballast
had been expended. Practicdly al of it was gone from the tail water sacks. But the ship was il

tailheavy.

Y uttal, Hadi-Mot and their crew of villains were becoming suspicious. Severd times, men had ventured
aft to search for the trouble. They seemed to think there was aleak in one of the aft gas balonets.

Ham, who had been up scouting the ridge catwalk, clambered down to report He still carried his sword
cane.

"Severa men are making another ingpection,” he advised. "They are going over every ballonet thoroughly
asthey can. Thereisnot achance of them missng us."

Renny knobbed hisbig handsinto fists and inspected them. "Well, it wastoo good to last. And | can
stand afight. In fact, I'd be glad to see one.”

"Yeah,” Monk grunted. "About three days weve been in here. | never put in three longer ones, what |
mean! | could do with some water, too!"

Thelast of their water had trickled down their throats some hours ago. They till had concentrated
rations, athough these were not what could be called delicious egting. They tasted like wood.



Long Tom juggled one of the marveloudy compact little machine guns, then placed it aside, athoughtful
expression on his somewhat unhed thy-looking festures.

"We dare not do any shooting in these catwalks and inspection tunnels!” he declared. "They're |loaded
with leaking hydrogen gas. A spark would blow the works!™

Doc put indryly, "Don't get worried. | think we can hold them off. The narrowness of these catwakswill
prevent them rushing us. And they won't dare use firearms, any more than we will."

Taking several of Monk's gas bombs, Doc worked up to the ridge catwalk. He donned amask - hisfive
friends had started putting on theirs as he | eft.

One of the ring tunnels gaped ahead. Down the one to the right, he saw aman working. He unkeyed one
of the grenades and tossed it near the fellow.

The man whirled a the mushy smack of the grenade. They opened mechanicdly, by aspring effect, and
made no flame and little sound. A knife and a pistol decorated his belt. Heignored the gun, showing he
redlized thefatal consequence of ashot, and clawed hisknife from its sheath, The blade waslong and
curved. He sprang for Doc.

As he came down after thefirst leap, the fellow's legs became limber as strings. He sank, weaving from
sdeto side, and tumbled backward afew yards down the steeply curving ring tunnel, to become wedged
in brace wires. It worked swiftly, that gas.

From forward on the ridge catwalk, an excited ydl| peded. "Walah! Tadahenal Come here! Quickly!
The bronze devil has come back from the dead!”

DOC FLUNG agrenade a the shouting man. Almost ingtantly, the fellow caved down.

More swarthy figures leaped out of girder tunnels and catwalks as the trouble-shooting party answered
thedarm cry. But the gas accounted for them in swift succession.

Monk popped into view - amilky light penetrated the doped cloth skin of the great gas bag lighting the
cawalksfantly. He sgnaled deaf-mute talk with his hairy fingers.

"The jamboree has Sarted!"
The other four men trailed Monk. They dl wore gas masks.

Doc produced aflat case from his coat, opened it and distributed the contents. These were metd
thimbles which fitted tightly on the finger tips. And each held aneedle so sharp that it could penetrate a
man's skin without causing noticesble pain.

The needles were hollow; through them Doc's remarkabl e brain-paradyzing drug was forced.
Doc's men donned them, and their mere touch became capable of producing instant unconsciousness.

Ham bared his sword cane, flourished it and the fine sted twanged like a guitar string. Since the gas made
use of firearms unfeasible, Ham's sword was the best weagpon in the group.

Doc placed an ear againgt agirder, gesturing the others to do the same. The vibration of the five motors
was athrobbing moan. But over that came erratic thuds and patterings. Feet! Men climbing to the
attack!

Two husky brown knifemen came mincing down the catwak from the direction of the bows. They



gripped singas with razor-sharp blades haf aslong astheir arams. Both wore gas masks.

Fierce grins wreathed their toast-colored features as Doc advanced to meet them, bronze hands empty.
They knew how to use those singas, did these two. Many adesert Arab and bush country trader had
been spitted on the blades.

They were so confident that they elbowed each other on the narrow catwalk to befirst to dide stedl into
the bronze man.

They never did find out exactly what happened next. One got Doc's neck within easy reach; he stabbed
vicioudy, aiming for thejugular. He missed, hisarm passing over Doc's shoulder.

Barsof stedl seemed to trap the fellow's arm and wrist. The arm digointed. The singaflipped up and
suck inthe dirigible skin. But the man did not suffer long. Doc wrenched off his mask.

The second knifeman never even struck thefirst blow. A flashing movement, and he found himsdlf
without his gas mask. Surprise caused him to inhale the vapor. He collgpsed, faling atop his gassed
companion.

Doc removed boots and belts from his victims. Hetied the hootsinto atight bundle with the belts.

Thering tunnelsand afew vertica shafts extending from ked to ridge spewed attackers. They closed in
dowly, watching each step, for the cramped ridge catwalk had never been intended as a battleground.
Too, few of them had gas masks. They were wary.

Behind Doc, Ham's sword cane suddenly engaged a knife, to the tune of a high-pitched clicking and
rasping.

A scream! Theknifewidder plunged in flight, wrist tendon dashed.

Some onethrew aknife at Doc. He twisted aside, but instead of |etting the blade go by, caught it in the
bundle he had made of the shoes. He did not want the stedl to pass him and perhaps find lodging in one
of hisfivefriends.

Another blade came like an arrow. He caught it in the same fashion.

"Wallah!" shrieked the swart men, and began squawling their persona opinions of Doc, hisfive aides,
and their assorted ancestors. They used many expressive camel-driver words, expletives which would
have made a 'Y ankee mule skinner blush. But they were in no hurry to charge. There was no gas where
they stood.

IN THE background, far way aong the dimly illuminated catwalk, Doc caught sight of fat Y uttal. The
man evidently thought he was out of danger.

"Hugum!" he brayed angrily at hisreluctant followers. "Charge! Charge!™
Two more razor-sharp singas came hissing aong the cramped, girder-and-wire-walled corridor.

Doc caught them in his bundle of boots - so close together that the sound of stedl biting leather wasa
blended thud.

"By thelife of my father!" howled onewho had flung hisblade. "The manisin truth aghost! No son of a
woman could move so swiftly! Heisaruh! A spirit!"

"Hugum!™ shrieked Y uttal. "Charge! Areyou offspring of scared dogs, that you are afraid of alittle



megic?'

Doc had been waiting for the gasto reach the gang, but now he decided it was not going to penetrate
that far. Therewas afairly strong draft along the catwalk tunnel, due to the forward motion of the airship.
Thishad evidently swept the vapor back.

Hisgresat right arm turned into a bronze blur as he flung one of the long-bladed singas.
The brown men saw it coming. They ducked as though pulled by asingle string.

Y uttal suddenly found himself to be plainly exposed, which waswhat Doc had cal culated upon. Y uttal
was too fat to dodge quickly.

Chink! The sted glanced off Y utta's shoulder - Doc had intended to maim rather than kill - and passed
completely through the envelope fabric. Y utta wore, under his blouse, some sort of ajacket of chain
mal.

Like an overgrown desert rat, Y uttal popped from view.
Behind Doc, Ham's sword cane was singing and clicking again.

Monk emitted agreat roaring and bellowing, the sounds he aways made when in afight! Hisfists
smacked! Men howled and groaned! The taut metd of the catwalk jarred to the stamp of fighting feet.

The attack from the rear suddenly ceased. Doc's men were victorious.

The gang in front of Doc got up nerve enough to charge.

Heflung agas grenade.

The men who did not have masks, promptly fled. Those with masks wavered

Doc flung two knives. Both blades lodged in leg muscles. That settled it for thetime being. The
cinnamon-skinned crew retreated, dragging the pair who had stedl in their legs.

THEY ENCOUNTERED Y uttd, perspiring and somewhat pale, in avertica shaft. This shaft wasayard
in width and extended perpendicularly from theridge to the kedl, terminating in a hatch which admitted to
the control cabin.

"Wallah!" gritted Y uttdl, addressing them in their native tongue. "'Y ou are rabbitdl"

"Lal" wasthe muttered reply. "Not | - By your father's beard, we are wise men who know well when to
retreat!"

Fuming, Y uttal descended to the control cabin. He traversed the ladder with an agility that was somewhat
surprising, considering hisfigure was nearly asround asaball.

His men followed. The only casuaty of the fray then occurred. Onefellow logt his baance and fell upon
the gas balonets. Unfortunately, he was holding hisknifein one hand and it cut through the netting
retaining the bag, aswell as through the linen fabric and goldbeater skin of the balonet. Hefdl in the bag
and the hydrogen gas suffocated him before he could be hauled out.

Y uttd sent avolley of profanity, much of it English, up the shaft when he heard of the big leak inthe
ballonet. The fate of the man did not seem to bother him as much asthe holein the bag. They were
aready shy on buoyancy - thanks partly to the added weight of strapping Doc Savage and his five men.



Sender, handsome Hadi-Mot was in the control cabin, where he had been handling the big dirigible.
"| gather that you were unsuccessful,” he chided Y uttal.
Y uttal glowered, then scowled at Lady Nelia Seding.

The pretty young woman, bright-cheeked and extremely attractive, sat at the chart table. The only
incongruous note was the light chain which ran from her dender neck to an dloy girder.

She looked happy, and she was. Her delight was not because of her own lot, however, but came from
the recently acquired knowledge that Doc Savage was far from being as dead as Y uttal and Hadi-Mot
had claimed.

"You liedtome!" shetold them, dmast triumphantly. ™Y ou told me Savage had been killed by abombin
his plane, but you knew dl thetime hewasdive!™

Y uttal's scowl became darker. "Nobody was more surprised than meto learn the guy was till kickin'!"
he exclamed.

The four aviators who had set the bomb trap for Doc in far-away New Y ork State now put in asheepish
gppearance. They took abitter tongue flaying from Y uttal and Hadi-Mat.

"Wethought we got him!" was ail they could mutter in defense,

"Basd" Hadi-Mot finaly interrupted the wordy exchange. "That's enough! While wetak, we get very
near our destination. We must think of away to digpose of this bronze man. Wallah! He has caused us
much trouble!”

"And hewill cause you morel" Lady Neliacut in sharply. "He will smash thiswhole devilish busnessyou
are conducting! He will free those poor daves™

"Y ou have great confidencein this Savage!" sneered Hadi-Mot, speaking fair English. "Y et you have
never seen him.”

Lady Nelianipped her upper lip with white teeth. It was true she had not yet seen Doc Savage. Her one
encounter with the bronze man had been when she was blinded by aflashlight on the Y ankee Beauty in
New Y ork harbor. Moreover, on that occasion, she had mistaken him for an enemy.

"I have heard enough of him to know what he can do!" sheretorted. "He once did agresat favor for an
acquaintance of minein England, and the man who was helped, told me, should | ever beinterrible
trouble, to get hold of Savage. At thetime, littledid | think that the advice would ever comein handy!™

"Butit did," Hadi-Mot said absently.

"It did," the young woman said pointedly. "And | have succeeded in getting him to work against you and
your inferna plans. Y ou've noticed he's around, haven't you?'

Thelast was nothing if not anasty dig.
Hadi-Mot and Y uttal glared at her.

Suddenly apleased leer overspread Y uttal's oversize, hideous features. He scratched his tremendous
nose, pulled at hishuge, thick lip.

"I'vegotit!" he gloated. "WEell use our little pet in the wicker basket. It ain't so light in them catwalks but



that the thing will go to work!"

The words caused Lady Neliato become very pae. She sank back in the chair beside the chart table,
the chain about her neck clanking on the table as she did so. She blinked in dull horror. Then,
unexpectedly, she flung back her head. A piercing scream tore from her throat.

"Savage - Watch out for - "

Y uttal's puffy hand over her mouth choked off the cry. She struggled desperately, but the fat man held
her and managed to insert an effective gag between her even white teeth. Thiseliminated her last chance
of shrieking awarning, in hopes her voice would carry to Doc Savage and hisfriendsin the distant stern
of the gigantic gas bag.

ORDERS WERE now issued and relayed to the farthest reaches of the dirigible. Obeying the
commands, men came weaving aong the delicate catwalks.

Mogt of them went to along compartment in the kedl, which wasfitted with bunks and served them as
quarters. Entering, they closed the doors, which were of light veneer wood. They took great. painsto see
that the panels were securely fastened.

Other men clambered into the motor gondolas and shut the hatches, securing them tightly.

It was asif they were barring themsalves from some horror which was to be loosened on the air monster.
Some deadly terror of which, knowing well what it was, they werein greet fear!

Y utta, Hadi-Mat, the four villainous American aviators and three other men remained in the control
room. They drew their guns and ingpected them thoroughly. This showed that, so frightsome wasthe
thing about to be released, they were willing to risk firing shots which might ignite the inflammable
hydrogen, if only they could defend themsdves againg it They drew their knives.

Lady Neliasat, white as paper, trembling from head to foot and fighting the gag. There waslittle
possibility of her getting it out of her teeth, for Y uttal had also tied her hands behind her.

Y uttal now went to a storeroom. He returned with the bulky wicker basket.

He pressed thelid of the basket to the perpendicular ingpection shaft which led straight upward to the
ridge. Then he turned an uneasy face to Hadi-Mot.

"Y ou get over here," he said thickly. "The thing will come back to your cal. Y ou're the only onewho can
control it!"

"Very well," agreed Had i-Mot.

Taking his position, he jammed the basket to the shaft mouth. A single jerk would freethelid, letting the
thing in the wicker container go free to makeitsway up the shaft.

"Hurry up!" Y uttl mumbled. He was plainly scared of the caged horror.

Chapter 12. THE LOST 0ASIS
DOC SAVAGE and hisfriendswere having it so easy they fdt abit suspicious.
"Something isup,” Johnny muttered. "I fed itin my bones!"

"You couldnt very well fed it anywhere else!" said the sharp-tongued Ham, eying Johnny'sthin frame.



Monk scowled at Ham, then at the others. "I wonder if we could get dong without this shyster?* he
pondered. "If | thought so, I'd pitch him out. | sure get tired of him trying to be funny!"

"Funny!" Ham sneered. "This gang don't need any jokesto make 'em laugh! All we haveto doistakea
look at that homely face of yours and start chuckling!™

Monk only grinned amiably. If Ham could not think of a better comeback than that, he must be dipping.

"It'sstrange!™ Long Tom echoed the genera fedling of uneasiness. "Every one of our enemies seemsto
have disappeared!”

"Did you felows hear the start of awoman's scream a moment ago?' Doc Savage asked unexpectedly.

The otherslooked at him in surprise. They had heard nothing; only Doc's hearing had been keen enough
to catch the distant shriek. The scream with which Lady Neliahad tried to warn them of the horror about
to be unleashed!

Doc stood erect on the catwak. Leaning dightly to one Sde, hedrove abig, metdlic fist against the kin
fabric of the dirigible. The doped cloth burst with aloud report before the terrific blow. Tearing, Doc
opened the hole to a greater size.

Without aword, he swung outside.

A terrific blast of ar hit him. Thetitan of fabric and adloy upon which he stood wastraveling at afast clip.
Theair was very warm. Hest beat up from the a uminum trested back of the Aeromunde. The African
sun wasreflected inablinding glare.

Off to elther Sde, heat-scored desert flung away to the horizon. It was an ominous waste of shifting sand
dunes, astracklessas dl eternity.

Ahead, low mountains reared. They were chopped masses, asif atitanic mest cleaver had hewn and
beaten at the expanse of stone. Bald and hideous, repellent to the eye. Not even abush.

Doc's golden eyes were thoughtful as he surveyed the rugged fastness of rock. He had agood ideaasto
the dirigible's position. And maps did not show these mountains.

That was understandable, however. This portion of Africawas uninhabited - adesert which offered no
livlihood, even to the hardy Arabs. A few aviators flying across Africawere probably the only civilized
men who had ever seen much of it.

Thedirigible was heading straight for the low, bare mountains.

Doc moved toward the bows, bending against the tearing rush of wind. Footing was treacherous. A
misstep meant he might easily skid off the top of the airship into space.

Hewas wagting no time. His scrutiny of the earth below had been brief, and now he was running eadlly.

The unnaturd lack of life, the ominous tenson which had seized upon the craft, had conveyed warning.
Some plot was unfolding. Too, Doc had heard the portion of acry Lady Neliahad uttered!

The Aeromunde had originaly been constructed as a ship of war. Stationed aong the ridge were four
machine gun emplacements.

Doc, reaching thefirst of these, noted the rapid-firers were still in place, swathed in canvas westher
jackets.



Access to this machine-gun nest was through one of the perpendicular kedl-to-ridge shafts - the one
which terminated in the control cabin.

Doc lifted the hatch. His gaze sank through the vertica flue.

At the shaft mouth, plainly visible, he saw the wicker basket. The lid was jammed tightly to the opening.
A brown, supple hand fumbled at the lid and, as Doc watched, the lid was yanked back.

A hideous black shape lifted upward in the shaft.

THE DEADLY, fluttering creature mounted with amazing speed. It waslike atrembling, luridly black
cloth pulled on agtring. The thing shut off what illumination came from the bottom of the shaft. The
resulting murk concedled the exact nature of the horror.

Doc Savage carried no guns; he subscribed to the theory that the man who carries afirearm will cometo
put too much dependence upon it and will, as aconsequence, be virtualy helpless when without the gun.

No doubt cartridges were in the ammo drums cased beside the machine gunsin the ridge emplacement.
But it would take timeto rip off the rapid-firer covers, detach them and turn the muzzles down the shaft.

Time! Therewere only splits of seconds.

Not even Doc could get the machine gun into action. Anyway, copious quantities of hydrogen gaswere
pouring from the shaft maw, coming from the rent where the unfortunate brown man had fdleninto a
ballonet and suffocated. A powder flash would ignite the vapor.

Doc's bronze hand dived into his clothing and came out with severa of his anaesthetic-containing glass
globes. These, dthough they produced an effect smilar to Monk's gas, were not as potent. Moreover,
the anesthetic became ineffective after approximately a minute, whereas Monk's gas retained its power
until dispersed by abreeze.

Doc had a supply of Monk's grenades. Y e, for reasons of his own, he used the glass balls. He pegged
them into the shaft, causing them to break on the girders and brace wires.

Therevolting cresture in the shaft lifted with convulsive floppings. It entered the cloud of anesthetic
vapor. Onward, it came! The gas seemed to have no effect!

But no! The gloomy masswavered! It hung poised! It contorted in gridy fashion! Then it plummeted
back down the shaft!

Doc Savage, peering into the gloomy well of meta and fabric, found it impossible to ascertain the exact
nature of the creature.

The thing crashed back into the open cage, till being held against the shaft.
The shock knocked the man who held the cage to his knees.

Terrified ydlsdrifted upward! The men thought their monster had turned upon them. They did not know
Doc had overcomeit. The wicker basket with its gridy contents was dragged away from benesth the
shaft.

Deliberately, Doc dropped more glass spheres down the vertica passage. These, for the most part, fell
entirely to the bottom and burgt, their contents flooding the control room.

The shouting abruptly subsided.



Doc waited afull minute, ears tuned to penetrate the drone of the engines. The motors were not nearly as
loud as usud; they had apparently been throttled down. A minute gone! The gas had dissolved.

Traveling so rapidly that he might have been diding on a cable, Doc descended. He soon stood in the
control cabin.

Lady Nelia Sealing dumped at the chart table, deeping from the effects of the gaseous anesthetic.
Men - Y uttal, Hadi-Mot, the four aviators - sprawled in various positions.

Thewicker basket could not be seen. But the control car door was unlatched.

Doc stepped to awindow and glanced downward.

Below and to therear, atiny splotch could be discerned upon the hot desert sand. Doc seized binoculars
which dangled from ahook over the array of controls a the front of the compartment. He focused the
lenses upon the spot.

Thewicker cage! The men had flung the thing overboard in their fright, wishing to berid of their hideous
creature. The basket and its contents, a pulpy mass, had been buried in the sand by thefall. It was
impossible to tell what the horror had been.

The Aeromunde moaned through the hot sunlight like avehicle of the living dead. No one stirred. There
was no sound over the cadence of the motors, except for an occasional noisy snore.

The crew were till barricaded in their quarters, either unaware the wicker basket had been hurled
overboard or fearing the creature of fluttering death had not been in the container.

Doc's gaze ranged the controls, centering particularly upon the gauges showing the amount of fuel
remaining, the quantity of ballast still unexpended, and the status of the gas supply.

Fud was amost gone; little ballast reposed aboard; the ballonets were dack, the one above virtudly
empty. Thesethingstold Doc that the dirigible could remain in the air but two hours or so longer.

He had hoped he and his friends might seize the craft and sail it to civilization. No chance of that! They
would never get out of the desert!

The chain securing Lady Neliawas padlocked securely at her neck and a girder. Doc worked over the
padlock with one of the young woman's hair pins. He got it open.

Carrying her dender form eadly, he mounted the shaft.

Heleft Y uttal, Hadi-Mot, and the others behind, unharmed. He had an excellent reason for doing this.
The men would reviveintimeto direct the landing of the airship.

Thegod of theflight - thelair of these men - must be near, and Doc wished the leviathan of the air to
reach its destination. He was curious to fathom whatever the secret the spot held.

It was characteritic of the big bronze man, this permitting bun self and hisaidesto be carried into the
rookery of hisenemies. Reckless, overconfident, his move might have seemed to the uninitiated. It was
none of these. He was merely unafraid, and prepared for any jeopardy.

DOC'S FHIVE friends wel comed his return with astounded glances at the limp form of Lady Nélia. They
rattled questions, to which Doc gave terse, descriptive replies.



While Doc administered restoratives to hasten Lady Nélias return to consciousness, the others
clambered out on theridge of the sky giant to get first glimpses of the strange, bleak country ahead.

They beheld an awesome sight. The Aeromund was over the low, rugged mountains. The array of rocky
pesks lay in the shape of aring, miles across.

In the center of the stony ring lay an oasis. A lost oasis! For certainly no hint of its presence would have
reached atraveler on the desert

A vast platter of green! The utter denseness of the vegetation caused the men to turn binoculars upon it
They saw such ajungle asthey had seldom beheld.

Tropica trees were matted in such profusion that they seemed to grow one out of the other. Lianasand
aerid creegperstied the whole into an impenetrable mat. Orchids and other rare and brilliantly colored
blooms could be seen.

Luxuriant though the jungle was, and contrasting asit did with the blazing desert, the oasis, nevertheess,
possessed asinister and unwholesome air. It was like something green and hideous lying therein an
infinity of furnace-hot, wind-tortured sand.

Black, living specks sailed in the air above the strange oasis.

Johnny, after studying the dark birdswith hisbinoculars, said: "Pharaoh's hens!”
"Huh?" gulped Monk.

"Vultures" Johnny then eaborated. "They cal this species Pharaoh's hens.”

The others shivered. Scavengers! Birds of death! They hung over the repellent green of the oasis asif it
were acarrion thing.

"Say, the buzzards behave strangely.” Ham gjaculated after atime. "Watch 'em! They circleand circle,
but they don't go near thejungle. It dmost looks asif the birds were afraid of the vegetation.”

"Thething that impressesme," Renny muttered, "isthat there are no other birds. Only vultures!”

"Hey - the birds are not afraid to go down!" Monk gaculated, " There goes one black cuss now! See
il

The men watched, They witnessed aweird, horrible occurrence.
The black scavenger bird settled swiftly into the vegetation. Apparently, it grasped sometidbit of food.

The vulture sought to lift into the air again. It hideous black wingsflailed madly. But it did not get off! The
plant, the sickly-hued shrub upon which it had landed, seemed to have grasped the bird.

Sowly, the shrub closed its tentacle-like shoots. It enveloped the vulture.
"Holy cow!" Renny croaked,

Of the five men, Johnny seemed the least surprised. He possessed a knowledge of strange earthly plants
second only to Doc'slearning.

"Carnivorous plantd" he giaculated. "They grow in boggy regions, and trap insects and smal animals
which comein contact with them! That's the way they get food."



"That vulture wasn't 30 smdl!" Monk muttered.

"No-o!" Johnny admitted. “The carnivorous quaities must be devel oped to amore than ordinary
degree!™

Ham now pointed with his sword cane. "There seemsto be our destination!”

THE SPOT Ham indicated was a patch of rocky ground, higher than the surrounding jungle. This stony
prominence was split with adeep crack.

The airship was swinging over the rent. Steep, overhanging, the rocky walls were three or four hundred
feetinheight.

"Hey!" Monk ydled. "D'you seewhat | do?"
"A sort of natural dirigible hangar!" one of the others grunted.

The overhang of the cliff on one side of the deep rut in the rock formed a ready-made shed. In this, stout
fore-and-aft mooring masts of timber had been erected.

Men appeared on the ground, dozens of them. They were assembling in a compact group in the center of
the cut.

A landing crew to handle the Aeromunde!
It was Renny who called attention to one of the most disquieting discoveries of al.

A rectangular stockade! It was constructed of tall posts, set so closely together that nowhere wasthere
space for a man to squeeze through. At one point was astout gate. The tops of the posts were
sharpened to ugly points.

Within the stockade were human flgures - dgjected, wasted beingsl Many were little more than living
hulls

They were chained, neck to neck, in groups of ten.

The forlorn sight was blotted from view asthe dirigible svept over. The craft turned dowly and began
nosing down into the rent. A dight breeze sweeping steadily between the precipitous walls smplified the
landing, eiminating the menace of acrosswind.

It was while the giant duminum cigar was over the north end of the crack that Doc's men made an
additiond find - deep pit, not unlike amonster well.

Treacherous paths led down into the void. Chained figures shuffled along these paths. And, when the
Aeromunde wasin afavorable postion, they could observe many more shackled beingsdaving inthe
bottom.

Around the mouth of the digging, bluish piles of waste were hegped. The stuff seemed to be clay-blue
day, withafaintly greenish tinge.

"This clears up the mystery of the daves!" Ham declared grimly. "The daves are poor devils being forced
to work these diggings.”

"Y eah - being made to mine diamonds!” Monk muittered, forgetting himsalf so much asto agree with
Ham.



"The blue ground means diamonds, of course! This must be the source of the sionesLady Nelia
caried!"

The latter satement reminded them of something.

"Lady Ndlia" Renny grunted, "Wed better seeif Doc has got her consciousyet.”

"And we'd better get us some plans, tool” Monk asserted. "We're getting into a mighty tight spot!”
The men clambered back insde the airship body.

Lady Nelia Sedling was conscious. She gave them afaint, but entirely brave smile.
Chapter 13. SLAVES OF TERROR

DOC SAVAGE, in spite of their deadly peril - they were only six men against scores of heavily armed
opponents - went through aforma routine of introductions.

Thefact that they took the Situation so casualy obvioudy strengthened Lady Nélias aready fine courage.
She acknowledged the presentations, saying to Renny, "It is unfortunate we did not know we were alies
when | rode from the New Y ork water front to the Hotel Rex in the taxi you weredriving.”

Renny's usudly solemn face wreathed in the widest of grins. He liked this young woman. She possessed
anervethat was surprising for one of the feminine sex.

"WEell haveto postpone Lady Nelias story abit,” Doc said.

He clambered out on top of the dirigible to reconnoiter. The airship was barely moving. Landing wasa
ticklish business, for care had to be taken that the gigantic craft did not rub against the rocky cliffsand
tear her sdes out.

Somebody took a shot at Doc with arifle.

Y uttal or Hadi-Mot - both were certainly conscious by now - must have dropped anote, divulging the
Stuation to those below.

The bullet missed Doc by afew feet, tearing asmall hole in the Aeromunde. 1t had been fired from a spot
near the stockade which held the chained daves.

The big bronze man dropped back inside the hull before a second Sug could he discharged. He had seen
enough.

"Hereisour plan of action!" he declared, caling his aidestogether.

He spoke rapidly, each clipped sentence conveying an abundance of meaning. When he finished, no
questions were asked, S0 clearly had he outlined their immediate work.

Long Tom legped to hisbundle of electrica apparatus, opened it and began to assemble the device
which Doc had requested.

The other four spread out aong the ridge catwalk, taking up widely separated posts. In their hands, they
held stout pocketknives.

"Y ou had better stick closeto me," Doc told Lady Nelia



The young woman nodded quietly, not taking her eyes off Doc. She had, as amatter of fact, been
watching Doc dmost steadily, averting her gaze only when she thought the bronze giant might notice.

She seemed fascinated by Doc's strapping physique, his quietly gentle manner in the face of danger, and
not by any meanstheleast point - his undeniably good looks.

Men seldom noted that Doc's features were extremely handsome, being drawn more by his nearly
superhuman muscular build and his menta attainments. But women noticed - and could not help but be
fascinated.

Long Tom straightened from Iristask. "I've got it!" He had assembled a powerful induction coil. The
input terminals of this he had connected to the dectric light circuit which extended to a searchlight
mounted in one of the machine-gun emplacement. One of the output wires, he grounded to the metal
frameof thedirigible.

To the other output terminal, Long Tom connected along, heavily-insulated wire, to the free end of which
was ametal weight - he had dismounted one of the machine guns and was using apart of it for the
weight.

THE MEN waited. Of the six, Doc and Johnny understood the language of their enemies. Renny had
once handled an engineering job on the Nile, and possessed a smattering of the tongue.

They were dert for acertain command from below. The dirigible was now very near the ground - the
landing lines should soon be seized by the handling crew.

At lagt, the shouted words came;
"Shidd! Shidd! Ishtaghd yawdad!"
"Pull! Pull! Work, oh boy!"

The wire cable landing lines had been grasped. The groundsmen were being ordered to haul the air
monster down.

"All right!" Doc told Long Tom.

The dectrica wizard dropped the weighted end of hiswireto the earth. Current from hisinduction cail
would now make acircuit through the wire, the earth, the dirigible frame, the meta landing linesand the
bodies of the men handling thelines.

The airship frame was bonded, a protection againgt static and lightning, so there was no great chance of a
spark igniting the hydrogen. Long Tom had calculated the strength of his current, too, so asto lessen the
chances of a gpark which might prove disastrous.

Hethrew aswitch. A whine came from the induction coil interruptor. Invisible current spurted into the
circuit - not akilling current, but one which would deliver arobust shock.

A savo of ydlsarose from the men holding the landing lines! Taken by surprise, they wrenched their
convulsing hands from the metd cables.

The Aeromunde, free of restraint, was swept dowly and ponderoudy down the chasm.
Long Tom shut off hiscail.

The shouts had been the signd for Doc's other helpers. They went to work with their knives on the gas



ballonets. Sashing madly, they opened grest ripsin the linen and goldbegater-skin cells. They wore gas
masks, that the escaping hydrogen might not suffocate them.

Thedirigible began to sink, her buoyancy diss pating through the rents. In the control cabin, ballast levers
were wrenched furioudy. But there was not enough ballast aboard to lighten the airship sufficiently.

Down the ship settled. She touched the sandy floor with aloud scraping noise. She kedled!
Doc's bronze arm kept Lady Neliafrom being flung into atangle of girders and brace wires.

She rewarded him with aravishing smile for the service. The Aeromunde finally scraped to astop and lay
asif mortally wounded. The airship was not greatly. damaged. Theripsin the gas balonets could be
quickly repaired. And no doubt there was alarge supply of hydrogen on hand in thisweird, lost oasis.

Doc Savage's silken line, with the grapple on the end, came into use. Rapidly, hisfriendsdid down it,
over the bulging flanks of the dirigible, to the ground. They carried the packs which held their equipment.

Doc was last to go down. Doubting that Lady Nelia could navigate the line without injury to her dender
hands, Doc had her cling across his shoulder.

Reaching the ground, he found his men industrioudly pegging gas bombs at the crew of the airship.
Nobody dared begin shooting, because of the leaking hydrogen.

"Let'sget away from herel” Doc's powerful voice rapped.

THEY RETREATED, taking adirection such that the kegling hulk of the Aeromunde would shelter them
from the landing crew who had not yet caught up with the wind-borne ship. These latter men were out of
the hydrogen gas area, and could shoot without danger of causing afire.

"Wed better lay afew eggsaswe go!" Doc declared. Suiting action to the statement, he lobbed one of
Monk's gas grenades far behind them.

"Set the time fusesfor three or four minutes!” he warned. The grenades werefitted with atiny clockwork
fuse, whereby detonation could be delayed for as much as severad minutes. Their pursuers would be over
the bombs, or ahead of them, before they released. Thus the breeze would not sweep the vapor
harmlesdy away.

The ground crew rounded the extremities of the giant airship. Some encountered the first gas barrage
which Doc's men had lain down, and collapsed. Othersran on, and clear of the hydrogen, turned loose
with automatic rifles

Bulletsripped lines through the sand, made shiny smears on the cliffs or sngpped past the running group
with piping, sudden whistles.

Doc steered the retrest to the right. He did not offer to return thefire, nor did his men. They werefighting
men; they knew when the odds were too grest.

Large boulders, masses of stone toppled from the cliffs above down through the ages, offered them
shelter. They worked ahead, and |eft the crack,

"Do not try thejungle!" Lady Neliawarned. "Escape by that route isimpossiblel”

"We're not trying to escape,” chuckled the homely Monk. "Theideaisto get set some place where we
can fight off an attack!"



They swung around and mounted the rocky hill which the crack bisected. The going was easy, their pace
correspondingly rapid. They crossed a comparatively smooth stretch and came to a cluster of
wind-carved rocks. These stood clear of the surroundings, comprising anatura fort of sorts.

"WEell camp hereawhile,” Doc said dryly. "Long Tom, let's have acail of fineinsulated wire."
Long Tom extracted the wire from his pack.

Moving as swiftly as possible, Doc strung the wire around the rock pile a a distance of perhapsthree
hundred feet, carrying the two endsinto their shelter.

Pursuit seemed to have come to a sudden stop - the work, doubtless, of the timed gas grenades they had
strewn aong their back trail.

To the ends of thewire, a Doc's direction, Long Tom attached a device of vacuum tubes working on the
principle of the early-day radio sets which squeded when a hand was brought close to them. Only inthis
case, should any one come near the wire, a squeal would sound from a small loud-speaker.

"May comein handy after dark,” Doc explained. "It'l tell usif any onetriesto sneak in close enough to
throw abomb."

Two or three glances went skyward. The sun was nearing the horizon, dthough still blinding inits
superhested glory.

They worked in silence, piling small stonesin breastworks which would stop bullets. It was very hot - so
hot they did not perspire agreat deal. Or perhaps the lack of perspiration was due to the fact that they
had been without water nearly the whole day. Nor was any water to be had at this spot.

Tenminutes saw afair defense.

A few bullets drifted past dowly, or spanged on the rocks. The belated pursuit had arrived.

Doc's men did not return lead. The sharpshooters did not try a charge, showing they had become wary.
"We might aswell have your story now," Doc told Lady Nelia.

That Lady Nelia Sedling was ayoung lady with anerve as unusua as her beauty, was becoming more
and more evident. She ensconced hersdlf in the lee of aboulder and began spesking as calmly asthough
shewerein aLondon drawing-room. The qualities which had made her one of England's outstanding
aviarixeswere evident.

"Y uttal and Hadi-Mot have been partnersfor many years," she said. " Some fifteen years ago, they were
engaged intheivory and dave trade in this part of Africa. The dave trade was outlawed, of course, and
both men got into trouble with the law. There was a price on their heads - charges againgt them which
would have meant long prison terms.”

She paused to glance up at a procession of shiny freckles which had appeared magicaly on aspire of
rock-splattered bullets from an automatic.

"l am giving you their history as| learned it while a prisoner,” she explained. "Thefact that Y uttal and
Hadi-Mot were outlaws drove them to remote didtricts. In their evil moving about, trafficking in ivory and
daves, they came upon thisoas's.

"The jungle surrounding this spot isimpenetrable, due to the presence of carnivorous plants of huge size



aswadll as poisonous thorn trees and cregpers. Nothing livesin the growth. " She glanced upward and
shuddered. "Nothing except the vultures - and many venomous snakes, upon the carcssses of which the
vulturesfeed.

"While exploring the edge of the oagis, Y uttal and his partner saw the vulturesfly out of the place bearing
shiny objectsin their beaks. These shiny things proved to be diamonds. The birds, crowlike, were
evidently attracted by the glitter."

At thispoint, ashrill squea came from the wire warning device. One or more of the besiegerswere
cregpingin!

Doc borrowed Renny's compact little machine gun and began a careful watch. He soon located aleg
projecting from behind arock,

Thegun roared, firing so swiftly that it set the air throbbing asif a Gargantuan bull fiddle had cometo
lifel

Shrieking, the skulker dragged himself back! Hisleg was mangled.
The piping wail ceased to come from the alarm, showing the man had advanced aone.

LADY NELIA continued, seeking to speak as though nothing had happened, but not quite managing to
do so.

"For ayear or two, Y uttal and Hadi-Mot haunted the outskirts of the oas's, shooting vultures every time
they saw one which looked like it might be carrying one of the gems. They gathered afair fortunein
stones.

"But they were greedy. They wanted to get at the lode from which the stones came. They got aplaneand
flew over the oasis, discovering the deposit of blue ground which held the stones. They knew it was
fabuloudy rich. They could see gems glittering on top of the ground.

"Therewas no landing for aplane. Thereisnow, of course, because they have cleaned out the rubblein
the crack. But the bottom of the gash was originally too rough for alanding field.

"The upshot of it was that they took the money from the diamonds they had dready found, and hired a
gang of thugs. These men got aboard the Aeromunde and seized the ship. They tied weightsto the
officersand threw them into the Mediterranean. Y ou will recall that the body of the commander was
found years ago. It must have broken away from the weight.”

The sun seemed to be sinking much faster asit neared the evening horizon, apeculiarity of tropica
regions.

"The crew of the Aeromunde were endaved and made to work the diamond mine," Lady Neliawent on,
with adight shudder. "Other men have been seized and brought here. Y uttal has an organized ring in
Cairo which keegps him supplied with victims. Y ou see, the degth rate among the davesishigh. Thisisa
horrible climate for alaborer.

"The whole thing has been kept secret, because Y uttal and Hadi-Mot are wanted criminas. They havea
gigantic plant here, when you consider its secretive nature. Supplies are brought over the uninhabited
desert and into the casisin the arship. The originad crew of the dirigible have been kept dive and forced
to maintain the ship in repair, aswell asteach Y uttd's men how it is operated.”

"Where do you come in?' Doc interposed.



"I was making aL.ondon-Capetown flight, and my plane developed enginetrouble,” the pretty aviatrix
explained. "1 landed here. They took me prisoner.

"They didn't harm me." She shuddered violently. "Ugh! That was because Y uttd has someinsaneidea
that I'll marry himwillingly in the course of time."

Shegaveagrim littlelaugh. "Instead, | enlisted the aid of Red and Jules Fourmalier. We got to the supply
of linen and goldbeater skin kept to repair the airship, and made abaloon, filling it with hydrogen - a
large quantity of which isaso kept here. We got away - thewind carried us clear of the oasis.”

Bullets were screaming among the rocks with increasing frequency.

Doc interrupted the story while they did alittle fighting back, shooting dways at amsor legs. They were
al accomplished marksmen. They soon discouraged the attack,

"We three managed to cross the desert,” Lady Ndiaresumed. "But Y uttal and Hadi-Mot followed us."
"Y ou had some of their diamonds?' Doc queried.

"Not theirsl Those gemswere stones Red and Jules and | had mined ourselves, and smuggled into hiding.
The reason we were followed wasto kill us- to slence ud!

"We got to the coast and took the first steamer, which happened to be the Y ankee Beauty, bound for
New Y ork. Our pursuers learned we were on the boat. They tried to overtake usin the airship, but
fortunately the weather was too foggy for them to find the boat.”

Darkness came very suddenly, it seemed to the men enrapt in the strange tal e the young woman was
tdling.

"WE KNEW Y uttal and Hadi-Mot would stop at nothing to end our lives!" Lady Néliasaid in the murk.
"We decided against appedling to the law for help. Even had our story been believed, the authorities
could not have protected us from devils as clever as Y uttal and Hadi-Mot. Too, justice might never have
reached the pair. This part of Africaisso remoteitisamost like another world."

"Y ou decided to get hold of me?' Doc said quietly.

"Yes. | had heard of you. We radioed - and you know the rest. Y ou were not to be found. We each
contributed part of our diamondsto my pool to offer that tremendous reward. Y ou see, the diamonds
meant little to us. If we didn't find you, we would be killed, and money from the sde of the gemswould
be of no use. If we did find you there are plenty more diamondsin this oasis.”

Her voice lifted, became emphatic. "Diamonds! Y uttal and Hadi-Mot have untold wedlth in the stones!
Bushelsof them, amost! They have been sdlling them, afew at atime, down through the years. But only
afew in each sdle so asnot to glut the diamond market and bring prices down."

"Holy cow!" Renny muttered, overcome by the magnitude of the thing in which they were involved.
"When | first heard of that million-dollar reward, | thought it was about the most fabulousthing | had ever
heard of. Now it turns out that that was just a starter!”

"Well, | hopeit don't get too big for usto handle,” Monk grinned.

Squriming about, Monk projected his gorillaike head and shoulders above the bulwark, 1t was dark; he
had no fear of being selected as atarget.



Standing furtively erect, Ham swiped his sword cane above Monk's head, causing the blade to make a
bullet whistle of asound.

Monk ducked wildly, then discovered the hoax and emitted aroar!
Ham promptly scuttled away, with Monk prowling in pursuit.
Lady Neliamanaged astrained laugh. "They do not seem greetly worried.”

"They haven't got sense enough to worry!" Renny chuckled. Thiswas punishing the truth somewhat, since
Ham and Monk were leading lightsin the fields of law and chemistry, respectively.

Johnny wastying his glasses on with a string around the back of his bony head, a precaution againgt
losing them in afight in the darkness.

"Thingsarealittletoo quiet!" he grumbled. "I wonder if Long Tom'swhistler could be out of whack?'

Thewordsfrozeon hislips. A faint, gridy shuffling sound had reached their ears. It came out of the sky -
camefrom adozen different directions! From every side!

Lady Néliascreamed hysericaly.

Againgt the stars - the moon was not yet up - weird, hideous creatures appeared. They seemed like
bundles of dirty cloth folding and unfolding in the air. They swooped for the rock pile which sheltered
Doc and hisfriends.

Near by, Monk and Ham howled smultaneoudy: "Watch out! They've turned their infernd night killers
looseonud”

Chapter 14. SIEGE
THERE WAS no time to don gas masks so that the grenades could be employed.

Doc whipped to Long Tom's pack of electrica apparatus. He drew out the infra-light lantern and the
sack which held the fluorascopic glasses. One of his bronze hands was switching on the lantern asthe
other clamped the spectaclesin place.

"Get these goggles on!™ he rapped.
Theinvisblelight gushed out not amoment too soon.

It disclosed one of the flying crestures not more than a dozen feet above. The weird aspect of thelight
added to the frightful appearance of thething.

Doc's compact machine gun moaned deafeningly. Every third bullet was atracer - hehad putina
tracer-charged drum before darkness. The dugs ran upward so swiftly they resembled athin red string.

Shooting from the hip, Doc cut the flying horror dmost in haves with the scarlet thread of bullets.
Another came swooping. He got that one a so.

Then his men got the strange goggles on and went into action. The moaning of the rapid-firersmade a
sort of colossal music.

But more of the hideous things came. Hundreds! Fighting them off began to seem ahopelesstask.



With one hand, Doc clipped his gas mask in place. Then, redlizing there was no spare mask for Lady
Nelia, he removed it and prepared to offer it to the young woman.

He halted when he observed Monk and Ham, scowling with mock fierceness a each other, matching a
coin to see who should surrender his mask, at the same time doing some excellent shooting.

Ham lost, dooming himsdlf to an hour or so of enforced dumber.

Doc replaced his own mask. He had work to do in the course of the fight - work which he did not wish
interfered with.

When every one but Ham was masked, they began tossing gas grenades. Monk, adding insult to injury,
purposaly dropped one metd egg directly in front of Ham. Picking it up, Ham managed to fetch Monk a
nasty crack before he kedled over.

The attacking creatures began to collgpse, dropping with mushy thuds to the rock. For the next few
minutes, it fairly rained the things.

Then quiet came.

Monk, picking up one of the deadly flyers, ingpected it curioudy. His snort of surprise blew the
mouthpiece of his mask from between hisfeet. A strangely vacant ook upon hishomely features, helay
down dackly, amost beside Ham.

Renny kicked the creature Monk had been inspecting, then made deaf-mute talk on hisfingers.
"Vampirebats" He began dispatching the things with hisgun.

FIFTEEN MINUTES later, when the breeze had carried the gas cloud away, Lady Nelia Seding
imparted some additiond information.

"Ugh!" she shuddered. "They're just ordinary vampire bats, except that they are poisonous, and very
large. Hadi-Mot takes care of them. He has trained the things to come when he makes atiny squeaking
noise. He dways makes that sound for atime before he feeds them.”

Doc had been ingpecting the hideous snouts of the things. Now he straightened.

"| thought perhaps the fangs were artificialy poisoned,” he said. "Buit that is not the case. They seem to
be venomous by nature. Did you ever hear where they came from?"

"From some savage native tribefar in theinterior of Africa, | think," the young woman replied. "The tribal
witch doctors had developed the things, spending generations at the task. They used them to murder
savages upon whom they had cast aspell. At least, that iswhat Hadi-Mot boasted. He and Y uttal lived
with that tribe when they weretrading.”

"That probably explainsit,” Doc decided. "The things are bloodthirsty by nature, and when famished, will
go for any living form. The venomous quality might be developed through a process of feeding or
breeding.”

Artificia restoratives revived Monk and Ham, giving Ham achancefor the last laugh. Monk listened to it
ingrumpy slence.

"The poisonous bats are kept to be turned loose when any of the poor daves manage to escape,” Lady
Neliasaid in asomewhat unsteady tone. "If theinferna jungle does not stop them, the bats will."



She shivered, and sought Doc in the darkness. Ostensibly, this move was to obtain the encouragement
offered by the nearness of the big bronze man. Actualy, Lady Nelia could not get Doc's handsome
features out of her thoughts.

She made, however, adight mistake. She encountered the sour-featured Renny and seated herself very
close to him, which made Renny fed very warm and comfortable. He did wonder, though, why the
attractive young woman departed shortly after he spoke to her.The night dragged on. No one dept. They
could hear occasiond distant shouts. Commands! Their enemies were not idle, but there was nothing to
do but wait.

THE WAITING cameto an end some two hourslater, when alow wail from the wire darm broke the

tense gpell.

"1 wonder what they'll pull now," Long Tom muttered. He turned on hisinfra-light and swept the beam
about.

The eerie luminance cameto rest upon a strange-looking contraption. This conssted of acrude, but very
solid cart, upon which were lashed severd large stedl cylinders of the type used to contain hydrogen.

Men, sheltered by aplate of stedl, were [aborioudy shoving thisforward. So heavy was the device that
they seemed to be using light girders, no doubt from the airship spare parts supply, aslevers.

Renny boomed: "What isthat th - "

Hefound out the next instant. He observed wires being jerked. These opened vaves on the tapering
snouts of the hydrogen cylinders. With aroar, gas rushed out. From behind the bulletproof shield, a
blazing brand sailed forward to ignite the vapor.

Hame spurted a space of many yards. It flung awave of heat which reached Doc and hisfriendswith a
near-cooking temperature.

The men behind the sted plate urged their cart forward more rapidly.
Johnny yeled: "They'll roast usout!”

Doc's men opened with their machine guns. The scarlet tracer threads converged on the metal plate,
showering sparks, making the whole shield red with phosphorus.

Stopping the fiery carriage with bullets wasimpossible, they speedily saw.
Thething came ahead remorsalessy! The brown men pushing it howled glesfully in their native tongue.

From dl sides, automatic rifles spat cackling volleys. Torrents of dugs drove Doc and hisadesto prone
positions among the boulders.

Heat rolled in tifling waves. Their skin began to redden. Perspiration oozed.

Lying flat, Doc Savage fumbled in his pack. He brought out grenades. These did not contain gas. They
were blueblack, efficient looking.

Chancing the leaden storm, he hurled one.

Crack! The report was sharp, sharper even than apistol report. And it rendered them deaf for some
seconds, it was so loud! A blinding white flash accompanied the detonation.



The burning hydrogen was extinguished.

The generd relief was so great that for several moments no one spoke.

"What was that stuff?* Monk muttered at last.

"Did you ever hear of snuffing out an oil-wdl fire with explosive?' Doc questioned.
"Sure. They blow out gas-wdll firesthat way, too."

"Therewas avery powerful explosivein that bomb," Doc told him. "It was strong enough to put out the
flame™

They now turned their infra-light on the remains of thefire carriage. The thing was awreck.

They werejust in time to witness the disgppearance of the last of the gang who had been pushing the
unusud vehicle. Not one had been killed, athough three could hardly crawl! They had been knocked
backward many feet by the sted bullet shield, which had broken the force of the blast.

THE REST of the night gave promise of being moderately quiet, for the crackling of automatic rifles soon
ceased.

Long Tom kept his peculiar light going steadily, since the encircling wire had been broken and battered
by the explosion, rendering the darm inoperative.

"The batteriesin thislight won't hold out for another night,” Long Tom offered uneasily. "Thething draws
alot of juice, and the batteries are very small.”

"Turn it off for afew minutes" Doc suggested. "No need of using it steedily.”

Long Tom complied. Some five minutes afterward, he switched the device on again.
A difled shriek came from Lady Nelia

"Oh! Mr. Savageisgone!"

It took the men some time to soothe the young woman's anxiety by explaining that Doc had this
disconcerting habit of vanishing slently when he wished to depart on some misson of hisown.

"| guess he doesit that way so hewon't have to listen to us argue reasons why we should go with him,”
Monk said cheerfully. "Don't you worry, miss. Doc could climb in the devil's vest pocket, and the old
boy with the horns and tail would never know it!"

But Lady Ndiacould not repress her uneasiness.

Her frame of mind would have been even less settled had she been able to observe Doc at the moment.
He was standing hardly more than a double-arm length from four of hisenemies.

"Wallah!" one of the quartet muttered. "With the coming of the day, we shal find means of getting rid of
those sons of camels.”

"Naan!" agreed another. "Yes! But by thelife of my father, it pleases me that we shal see no more
fighting tonight!"

Doc moved on, abronze wraith lost in the murk of the African night. It waswell to know his companions



would not be attacked in his absence.

He descended to the entrance of the gash which dashed through the rocky hill, and entered. His going
was dow, careful, and he paused often to listen, hisears hearing al noises.

The darkness was more intense within the defile. But he had retained amenta picture of the place,
including distances within it. He made for the dave stockade.

As he came nearer, he was guided by piteous sounds - low groans and strange, unreal nightmare cries of
the men confined within the enclosure.

A match flared as awatchman lighted a cigarette, and the fitful gleam disclosed a peculiar pectacle. The
sentry was incased in a cage made of light, stout rattan. The wicker affair had no bottom. The fellow
carried it about him, looking not unlike an oversize, toast-colored canary in acage.

Doc needed only the one glimpse to tell him what the cage was - a defense againgt the venomous bats.

Why the guards should be wearing the cages continuoudy became gpparent afew minutes later. Drawing
closer to the stockade of the daves, Doc's sengitive nosirils detected a faint, nausesting odor. The stench
of the bats!

A faint shuffling ahead!

Doc waited. But the bat did not come nearer. For sometime, Doc listened. He heard other faint fluttering
sounds - sounds which told him the hideous vampires were picketed around the stockade like so many
watch dogs!

AN ELECTRIC lantern blazed brilliantly on the other side of the stockade, casting afaint grill of light
through the upright, sharp-pointed posts of the enclosure. Thefigures of the daves could be distinguished
- some adegp, sometoo tortured for dumber, and nearly al of them occupying the grotesque positions of
men in astate of physicd exhaustion.

The sentry with the light was making around to see that al the picketed vampires were in position.

Doc had entertained the idea of gassing the creatures. Now be dismissed the thought. Such an act was
certain to be discovered. Instead, he reconnoitered a bit.

Near the cliff, he soon found along, thatched shed. Within thiswere scores of spare cages of the type
used by the sentries. Doc appropriated one. Onceinsdeit, he walked through the line of picketed bats.

Two of the things fluttered against the wicker cage, making considerable noise. But it was evident the
vampires often struggled againgt the small chains holding them to pegs driven in the ground, because the
flurry attracted no unwel come attention.

Doc found an aperture between the stockade posts through which he could thrust a great bronze arm. He
made no sound, and none of the daves seemed aware of his presence.

In the sand inside the stockade, Doc scooped a hole. He drew arather bulky packet from a pocket and
buried it, smoothing the sand over carefully, that the cache might not be discovered. Then he retreated.

He got away without being observed, and made for the great shape of the disabled Aeromunde.
Although the gigantic cigar of fabric and meta was canted over on its Sde, the motor gondolas were
accessible. They had escaped damage.



In fact, the whole airship was not serioudy mutilated. It could be repaired in ashort time and sent into the
sky.

Doc clambered into the motor gondolas, his command of stealth enabling him to escape the notice of two
watchmen posted near by. In one gondola, he located awrench. Using this, he removed essentia parts
from each motor.

The purloined mechanism he buried in the sand, marking the spots by nearby boulders so that he might
find them again. The dirigible, he was now confident, could not be used to drop bombs upon their
defense.

The parts he had removed were articles which seldom wore out or broke. It was highly improbable that
pares were kept on hand in the oasis.

Doc was entirely human, so he mentally congratulated himself upon his good work. And like many a
self-satisfied individua who has encountered an unexpected setback, trouble pounced upon Doc when
hefdt the mogt like pluming himself.

One of the watchmen flung a casua beam from an dectric lantern. The glitter impinged upon Doc'sform.
"Walah!" shrieked the sentingl. "L ook! It isthe devil himsdf!"

Chapter 15. THE LIVING SHIELD

SHOTSrang out! But Doc Savage had covered many yards, and was traveling like adesert wind. The
bullets snicked harmlesdy through the night.

Doc veered dightly to one sde and seized the cage which gave protection from the vampires. Chances
were excdlent that he might need it.

A light spotted him. Lead pattered like vicious hail stones.

Dodging into arocky hollow, helost the light, then went on, the somewhat unwieldy cage held above his
head.

"Hazir ol!" The shouts spread with telegraphic speed. "Alert!™

At scattered points, eectric lanterns spat glaring white funnels. Then, at three widely separated spots,
brown men propped hydrogen cylinders up so they pointed at the night sky, opened petcocks and ignited

the escaping gas.

Theterrain became entirely too bright for safety. Doc's figure was sighted. He became the focus of volley
after valley from the automdtic rifles.

His means of return to hisfriendswas securely cut off.

Shooting with uncanny accuracy, Doc doused afew eectric lanterns. But that did not help much. The
flaming gas gave the greater illumination.

Doc found himslf driven to retreat toward the encircling jungle. It speedily became evident that his only
escape wasinto the deadly vegetation.

Once thiswas apparent, Doc wasted no time in useless debate. Dropping the rattan cage over hisform,
he entered the unlovely growth. The contraption had been built for aman of much smaller stature. Doc



was forced to crouch as he walked.

For someyards, the lights on the rocky hill brightened hisway. And for some yards, nothing untoward
happened. He might have been penetrating an ordinary tropical maze of plants. Then the horror of the
place began to make itsalf apparent.

There came adight tug at one side of the cage. Doc used asmall flashlight which he drew from a pocket
and came as near shuddering as be ever did.

The tentacles of a huge carnivorous plant had grasped the wickerwork of the cage. Bilious and
unwholesomein hue, the prehensle shoots closed dowly. They might have been embodied with a
duggishlife

Doc wrenched free. The plant aams were far from being strong. Indeed, most small animals could have
struggled clear. The growths reacted rather dowly, judged by human standards, making them dangerous
only to theunwary.

AsDoc progressed, however, the very numbers of the carnivorous verdure became a menace. Clutches
upon the cage camein increasing succession, until a last there was dmost a continuous drag.

Doc kept hisflash on. Some of these plants were poisonous, Lady Nelia had warned. Using hisknife,
Doc diced through such of the tentacles as projected through the cage bars, doing so with quick dashes.
Uncanny asthe behavior of the gridy shrubs might he, they closed only upon such objects as touched
them.

Furthermore, they did not seem to have the ability to distinguish between animal and plant tissue -
between Doc and his cage, for instance, and other herbage of their own species. At timesthe plantswere
shoved in contact and attacked each other with adow ferocity, cannibal fashion.

There came alow hiss. Through the thin bars of the cage projected a blunt, green-dappled serpent head.
A venomous snake, the color of which blended closdly with the surrounding hideousjungle!

Doc used hisknife before the reptile could wriggle in far enough to reach him. A single quick stroke
severed the repdlent head.

After that, Doc kept a sharper watch, the incandescent eye of hisflashlight blazing unwinkingly.

THE LIGHT furnished afaint glow visbleto Y utta's men. They drove bullets at the spot. Most of the
dugs were stopped by the jungle, but afew glanced unpleasantly close.

It had aready been noted by Doc that passage through the strange jungle was an impossibility, even for
hisvast strength, unless many hours were spent with along-bladed machete, hacking down the
carnivorous plants and the entangling creepers. He had, however, no wish to get out of the oasis.

The shooting at hislight suggested a plan. Working carefully, he plucked numerous dender, harmless
vines and wove them into the mesh of his cage. Soon he had the lower haf of hisrefuge closed tight
enough to keep out snakes.

He planted hisflashlight, still glowing, in the spongy earth, so that the beam played upon thejungleina
fashion to attract Y uttal's marksmen.

Sowly, Doc pushed along at right anglesto hisformer course. Behind him, the flash drew flurries of
automaticrifledugs.



Progresswas dow, |aborious, dangerous. To avoid noise, he had to dash through such of the tentacles as
seized his cage. He struck matches often, cupping the tiny flames carefully so that they might not be
discovered.

Once something grated underfoot. Stooping and using a shielded match, he saw he had come upon a
ydlowed human skeleton. The bones were still enmeshed in amass of the carnivorous plants.

This, Doc redlized, must be the remnant of some unfortunate dave who had sought to escape through the
jungle.

It took him the balance of the night to get out of the fearsome vegetation. Heleft thejungle a a point
some distance from where his enemies fill sniped at the flashlight. The glow of the light had faded a great
dedl, due probably to the battery nearing exhaustion.

Carrying the ussful cage, Doc rejoined hisfriends. He had little difficulty working through the ring of
besegers.

The embeattled group greeted him with exclamations of relief.

"'"The young lady, here, just about had us persuaded that we should launch a hunt for you," Monk
chuckled.

"| thought you might be trapped - they've been shooting al night!" Lady Neliaexplained, trying to keep
her voice from showing just how relieved shewas.

Doc imparted the information that the bullets had been aimed, for most of the night, at hisflashlight.
"They evidently think I'm Sitting out there waiting for daylight,”" he finished.
"What did you accomplish before they discovered you?' Renny wanted to know.

"I'll be badly disappointed if they can use their airship to bomb us," Doc advised, and eaborated about
the hiding of essentia motor parts.

DAWN CAME shortly, and with it heat. The lack of water had been no more than unpleasant during the
night. Now it assumed the proportions of torture.

Johnny, looking somewhat more bony than usud, studied their rocky surroundings. His glasses were il
in place, tied around the back of his head with the string.

"Thisgtoneisof avery imporous nature.” he said thoughtfully. "I noticeit is pocked in spotswith
potholes. Theré's just a chance we may find somerain water near. | think I'll look around.”

"Keep your head down,” Monk warned.

Johnny scuttled off, flattening as close to the terrain as he could, lizard fashion. He experienced little
difficulty. No bullets stung the boulders near him, athough at one point he thought certainly he had
exposed himsdlf by accident.

Onthefar side of their rock-pilefortress, he found arain-carved groove down which he could crawl
without great danger. He proceeded to do so.

Inacircular pit in the groove bottom, he found water!

THE POOL was clear, somewhat too clear! There was none of the usual moss on the bottom. Had



Johnny looked closely, he would have observed that there were no encircling rings stained on the pool
sidesto show that the level of the liquid had receded through the past weeks.

All of these things might well have indicated that the water had been poured into the rock pit the previous
night.

Johnny, however, wastoo dry to be suspicious. He was suffering more from thirst than the others,
despite hisremarkable qualities of endurance. It was a peculiarity of Johnny's gaunt physique that he
needed more drinking water than the average man.

The bottom of thislittle gully was where one might logically expect water. So Johnny drank. He only
downed severa swalows, however, knowing better than to overdo it.

Scooping up aquantity of the liquid in his hat, Johnny retraced his steps.

He dipped two or three times as he neared the others.

"Musgt bethe heat!" he muttered. Hefdt alittle dizzy.

The dizziness became more pronounced. Then came adull sensation in his scomach.

He suddenly understood what had happened. A wild look on hisfeatures, he plunged recklesdy forward.
He staggered. A deadly paralysis seemed to be seizing him. He collgpsed, entirely, amoment after he
cameinsght of hisfriends.

"Poison!" he gulped. "I've been poisoned!”

No medico in an emergency hospital ever worked with greater peed than Doc did in the next few
minutes. His smal medicine case held dl the restoratives necessary.

The others stood around anxioudly.
"What about it, Doc?' Monk muttered. "Is he too far gone?”
Doc worked in silence, making no reply. Bottlestinkled together as he concocted necessary potions.

AN hour later, Johnny awakened. He sought to Sit up, could not quite manage it, and wrapped both
hands over hismiddle, grimacing painfully.

"Youll bedl right,” Doc assured him, and offered a collgpsible flask filled with aclear liquid. "Here, drink
thid"

Johnny cocked an eye at the flask contents. "What isthat stuff?"
"Water," Doc told him.

Johnny groaned. "I don't want any more water!"

"Thiswon't hurt you."

"Whered you get it?"

"From the same pool you drank out of!"

Johnny'sbig jaw fdl. "Say - you wouldn't be trying to finish me off, would you?'



Monk snorted mirthfully at Johnny's surprise, then explained: "Doc analyzed the water and found out
what kind of poison wasin the stuff. Then he added chemicals which neutraized the poison, making the
water drinkable.”

"Y ou mean," Johnny gulped, "that Y uttal's gang planted that poisoned water, hoping to do usin - and
Doc madeit harmless?’

"That'stheidea," Monk grinned. "It turned out that they kindly furnished uswith asupply of water."
"And arethelr facesred." Ham laughed.

Asthe hour dragged on, there was sporadic shooting. The firing seemed but an attempt to convince the
beseged they were far from being clear of their difficulties. None of the bulletsinflicted damage or even
more than mild uneasiness.

Lady Ndlia, after abit of casual maneuvering, engaged Doc in conversation. As amatter of fact, Doc had
maneuvered alittle himsdf in an unsuccessful effort to avoid just that.

Lady Neliawas an extremedly attractive young woman. Doc had seen few of the feminine sex more
entrancing. She was educated, polished and finely mannered. But Doc could read the signs. The young
lady wasin theway of faling for him.

Doc had had this sort of thing happen before. It embarrassed him no little. There was no provision for
lovemaking in his scheme of things. The ladies, however, never saw hisviewpoint. Asaresult, they risked
broken hearts by letting themsel ves become enamored to the big bronze man - al of which, Doc sought
to avoid.

Noon camewithitsverticd, blazing sun rays. They crowded under what shade they could find and
suffered.

"This," Monk said emphaticaly, "is beyond a question the hottest spot on earth! I'm asroasted asa
turkey!"

To which Ham sneered: "No, you're not! Y ou can till gobble.”

More bullets were impinging upon the boulders. Whereas the shooting through the morning had been
erratic, there was a machine quaity about thefiring now.

Doc Savage detected thisfact at once.
"The sniping isabit too organized,” he declared. "It has dl the eermarks of being part of aplan!”

He moved about carefully, returning afew shotswhen he could place the bullets without killing. None of
the brown men had died at his hand thus far, athough there was ample judtification for daying them. Nor
would Doc kill, athough his enemies had away of meeting fate in death traps of their own concocting.

"They'retrying to get our nerves on edge,”" he decided doud. "But | am unable to learn the reason.”
The answer came like an echo to hiswords.

From haf adozen different points, compact groups of men appeared. They advanced, moving with a
dow, shuffling tread - atread of men going to their death Some of them shrieked wildly and sought to
break away from the groups! But chains held them back.

These men were the daves. They were being used by Y uttal and his gang asliving shidds.



"Holy COW!" Renny groaned. "Now they've got us! Our gasisno good! Y uttal's thugs are masked!"

DOC AND the others held their fire. They could not, of course, shoot down these defenseless, shackled
men - athough most of the daves seemed to think that might happen. It was astudy in human emotions
to watch them advancing. Some had stedled themselves to a sort of exaggerated unconcern. Others
trembled until they could hardly walk. Many strode mechanicdly, like men aready dead. A few had
collapsed and were being dragged.

It was no time, though, for delving into psychology and human behavior.

Doc's powerful voice crashed through the rattle of automatic rifles! So mighty was histone, such sharp
command did it carry, that the shooting halted.

"Auz eyh?" aydl peded. "What do you want?"
Doc replied in the native jargon, wishing all the attackersto hear.

"Asyou have learned by now, your airship is useless because of missing partd” heinformed them. "l
aone know the whereabouts of those parts. And if one of my group isdain, you'll never learn the hiding
place"

"Walah!" barked aman - it was Hadi-Mot himself. "We can find the motor partsl”

"I do not think you can," Doc replied. " And without them, you fellows are doomed. Y ou cannot escape
from this place. Y our supply of food will be exhausted eventudly.”

Thiswas gtretching possihilitiesabit - the gang might easily inflate the airship and free-baloon it into the
desert, from which atrek to civilization could be made.

Therewasagood dedl of talk among their enemies. Finally, an angry shout gave the result.
"Surrender and tell us where the motor parts are, and your liveswill be spared!”

"WEell surrender!” Doc caled back, without hesitation.

"Hey - Doc - they won't keep their part of the bargain!™ Monk wailed.

"Of course nat,” Doc told him. "But they'll keep us dive until they find out where the engine parts are
cached. And believe you me, brothers, it'll be along old day before they get the information!™

Howling delightedly, the brown men ran forward to disarm and seize Doc and hisfriends.
Chapter 16. SLAVERY

THE rocky hill seethed with jubilation as the prisoners were led downward and into the sheer-walled
gash. More than one villainous fellow fingered his singa edge hopefully and cast questioning glances at
Y uttal and Hadi-Mot

"Lal" growled Yuttal. "No! We have yet to find the missing machinery. Y ou - Savage - will take usto it
at once!"

"I'm not quite that Smple," Doc assured him in English. "Turning usloose was part of the bargain.”

"Nothing was said about turning you loose!" Y uttal snapped.



"That'sright - there wasn't. Well, welll add that clause to the articles of contract.”
"Nix," grated Y uttd, also reverting to dangy English.
"Suit yoursdf!”

Doc's unconcern got under Y uttal's plump hide. He squirmed, growling profanely in assorted Egyptian
and English.

"All right," he said findly, awily look in hisunpleasantly big eyes. "'l give you my word. Show usthe
machinery, then we will release you."

Monk snorted loudly. "Hisword! Did you hear that, Doc?"

"Hewasjoking, of course," Doc told Monk in mock seriousness. "He knows that we are aware hisword
isnot worth anything!"

Y uttal's big-featured face purpled with rage. He could not stand the hard-boiled calmnesswith which
these men were taking their predicament.

Even Lady Nelia seemed not too greatly concerned. Thislast irked Y uttal most of al. He had hoped to
see the pretty young woman reduced to such a state of dull hopelessness that she would accept his
advances.

"What do you think I'm going to do?" he snarled. "L et you go and expect you to mail me aletter telling
where the motor parts are?"

"WEell figure out some way in the course of time," Doc told him.
"And|," Yuttal sneered, "am gonnagive you afew reasonsfor workin' fast!"
Just what Y uttdl intended to do to make their servitude most unpleasant was soon evident.

Lady Nelia Sealing was taken to asmall thatched hut and secured ignominioudy to apost by achain
around her pretty neck. She was not, however, subjected to any worse abuse than this, except a copious
number of threets.

Doc and the others were herded into alarge shack and forced to denude themselves of clothing. The
garments were burned in abonfire.

Doc'sfinger nails were pared very close, as were those of his men. Thiswasto make sure no weird
chemical was conceded there. Their teeth were examined.

From the rear of Doc's jaws, an extrapair of molars were removed. These teeth were hollow shells
containing two chemica s which, when mixed, produced a powerful explosive.

One of the brown devils, in investigating these contents, chanced to mingle the ingredients. Asaresult,
therewas ablast in which he dmost lost hislife, and did lose ahand.

It looked for amoment or so as though Doc and his friends would be dispatched forthwith, so great was
therage of Y uttal's men over the mishap to their fellow.

Y uttal's profane use of their mother tongue prevailed, however, and there were no casudties.

WATER AND rank soap were produced, together with swabs made of ragstied on the ends of poles.



Doc and his men received awashing. The captors were taking no chances of anything being concealed
upon their bodieswhich might aid in an escape.

A bearded fellow manipulating a swab gave Monk an unnecessarily hard whack, which nearly
precipitated ariot.

Doc himsdf interfered.

"Y ou'd better not push ‘em too far,” hewarned. "They might get excited enough to think they can get
aong without us."

"A wisedecison, indeed!" sneered the deek Hadi-Mot, who had overheard.

Fragments of none-too-clean cloth were thrown Doc and his companions to serve them as garments.
These comprised little more than breechcloths.

Y uttal now ordered that they be taken to the diamond mine.
"You are going to do alittle useful work!" heleered at Doc.

The big bronze man replied nothing, meekly alowing himsdlf to be nudged out of the hut by the muzzle of
an automdicrifle.

En route to the diamond pit, his eyesroved dertly, adding to hisfund of knowledge about the place. The
outlook was none too pleasant. Every one of their captors was heavily armed. Moreover, none of the
fellowswere ever far distant from one of the rattan cages used as a defense against the vampire bats.

"Y ou have some of the batsleft?' Doc asked curioudly.
"Plenty of 'em!™ Y utta laughed harshly.

Doc had hoped the flock of the bats he and his men had disposed of the night before had comprised the
entire supply.

The venomous vampires, he learned upon reaching the gem mine, were kept in acave dug into the sde of
the diamond-bearing blue ground. The cave was deep, and its entrance so smdll that it had previoudy

escaped hisnotice,

Inside were cages, the doors dectrically operated from a distance by pressing buttons on an elaborate
alarm system. Pressure on the buttons, which were situated at strategic points, aso rang hells. These
signals warned the guards to seek shelter in their rattan baskets.

The whole device might have seemed a bit comical, had it not possessed such deadly possibilities.

Any concerted uprising on the part of the unfortunate daves would be disastrous, for the unarmed,
chained men were helplessto fight off the darting, bloodthirsty attacks of the poisonous bats.

Doc and his men were handed picks and shovels and put to work in the murderous heet of the afternoon
sun. Their task was that of loading blue ground into buckets and hauling it to the top of the pit where
other daves added it to the vast quantity already lying there. It had been exposed to the sun for some
weeks, until it was disintegrated. To hasten this disintegration, daves were forced to sprinkle frequently
the diamond-bearing earth with water, there being littlerain in thisarid region.

Other of the wasted, chained workers were sieving the weathered or "rotted” blue ground, then running it
into revolving washing pans. The "concentrates’ from these pans were then passed over pulsators with



greased plates. The grease on the plates did the find trapping of the brilliants.
Altogether, it was arather up-to-date plant.

DOC AND hisfriends found themsdlves the object of every conceivable indignity. They were cursed
fluently. When they asked for water, the liquid was brought - and poured on the ground in front of their

eyes.

A blacksmith came with iron collars and chains. Great pains were taken to make the collarsfit too
tightly.

"Y ou'll soon swest off enough to make 'em loose!™ Y uttal leered.

They were ordered back to the labor, and the abuse continued. They were forced to confine themselves
to the sunny, hot side of the pit. The heat was sickening; the sun like agasflame.

Doc's bronze skin was showing little burn, but the others were turning red.

Doc and his gang did not take things with entire meekness, however. They did aslittle work aswas
humanly possible. Their deportment was an education in laziness.

More than once, when no one was observing, aguard would suddenly drop, knocked senseless by an
accurately heaved clod of the blue ground. Their boyish enthusiasm for thisform of exercise became so
troublesome that the guards finally retreated a safe distance. This caused aletup in the indignities.

They had been ordered not to speak to the other daves. They disobeyed this order in fervent fashion.
Few of the chained unfortunates dared answer their questions.

"They beat and starve usl" one trembling wreck of aman whimpered. "But, worst of dl, they do not give
uswater unlesswe obey."

"Then we're probably in for along drought,” Monk muttered.

In two or three chained groups men were entirely unconscious, prostrated by the terrific heat. Sometimes
they were taken from the toiling human linkage, but more often, they were lft to be dragged about.

Whipswere plentiful and in free use. The lashes were ghastly things of knotted wires, bringing crimson
with their every stroke. Their use cdled forth screams and moans - piteous, blood-freezing cries.

Twicein the course of thefirst hour, daves were beaten into unconsciousness for no greater offense than
being unable to keep working.

"l voteadrike!" Ham said grimly.

Picking up handfuls of bard clods, Doc and his men rambled camly, chains clinking, to the shade. They
sat down, heedless of wrathful bellows from the guards. When the latter came near with their whips, they
were met by abarrage of clods.

Y uttal and Hadi-Mot arrived and added their cursesto the general benediction Doc and his gang were
recaiving. A few shotswerefired for the sake of intimidation. But Doc's crew could not be intimidated.

Nor did they do another lick of work.

"WE CAN'T keep thisup indefinitely, of course," Doc said as night approached and signs of knocking



off for the day became evident.

Monk, for sometime, had been industrioudy pegging rocks a the mouth of the cave which held the
venomous bats. For lack of anything elseto do, he wastrying to wreck the eectrical system whereby the
hideous crestures were released.

In this he was not successful. Guards, braving afusillade of clods, rushed in with whipsflying. For the
next few minutes, afinefree-for-al fight held sway.

Doc's ouitfit, handicapped by being chained together, was driven to the opposite side of the pit, out of
throwing distance of the bat cave.

Shortly after this, darkness stopped work in the mine pit. Reaching the top, the mutineersengaged in
fresh rowdyism. The day'stake of diamondswasin trays near the pulsators. Making alumbering rush,
Doc and his gang seized the gems, and after looking them over, threw some of them at guards and the
rest back into the pit, where they would have to be mined again.

For this outrage they were dl but shot. Only sweating efforts on the part of Y uttal and Hadi-Mot saved
them.

"Sons of donkeys!" Hadi-Mot berated his men. "These prisoners are our only hope of finding the missing
engine partd™”

At the points of fixed bayonets, Doc's gang was urged toward the stockade.

They saw hunting for the absent machinery had been in progress. Here and there, the sandy ground had
been dug up. They had not, Doc noted, excavated anywhere near the right spot.

Work was also going forward on the Aeromunde. A rigging crew had done considerable toward
repairing the ripped gas ballonets.

The stockade floor was decorated with numbers of short posts, equipped with rings. To one of these, the
human chain comprising Doc and his men was linked. Doc was given honor position next the pos,
without sufficient dack to Sit or lie down.

"Youll hang yoursdlf if you try to deep there!” Renny muttered uneesily.
"1 haven't the dightest intention of deeping,” Doc assured him.

They were not given water. Asacruel gesture at food, several packages of very salty soda crackers
weretossed at their feet. They knew better than to eat these thirst-increasers.

"These birds are old heads at the torture business,” Monk declared sourly.

Other davesin the stockade, those who still had enough life left to show interest in anything, cast
sympathetic glances at Doc's ouitfit.

"Do you ever try to make abreak?' Don asked one of them.
"Many times" theman said listlesdy. "It isno use. if you get freg, thereisthe jungle - and the bats!”
"Lady Neliaand the two men with her got away."

"Yes. And Lady Ndiais back - and the other two dead!" the spesker mumbled. "Anyway, they had an
advantage. Lady Ndiahad the run of the place, and she was able to get the stuff to make a balloon. That



won't happen again. They're keeping her chained.”

Doc said nothing more. 1t would be awaste of breath. These men were hopeless, resigned to their fate -
for which they could not be blamed. Thisfrightful servitude was enough to bresk the spirit of the
strongest.

"How many of the origind crew of the Aeromunde are dive?' Ham asked aneighboring vassal.
"Six or seven,” wasthe mumbled reply. "I don't know for sure. We - we lose track of identities here."

Asafind gesture before the night began in earnest, a sentry brought Doc and hisfriendsalarge, clean jar
filled with sparkling, delicious-looking water.

Thewater was sdtier than any ocean brine. Absolutely undrinkable!

Chapter 17. THE BREAK

THE night was extremely dark, due to the height of the frowning walls of the crack and the absence of a
moon.

Two hours after dusk Doc's outfit thrust hands into their ragged breechcl outs and each produced two or
three diamonds. Not for nothing had they rushed the gem trays at the pulsators. Their act had not been
rowdyism, but had been deliberately planned, so asto get their hands on these stones.

They had sdlected brilliants with sharp edges. They set to work on the chain links. The task was not
difflcult. Few substances are better cutters than diamonds.

Doc Savage was thefirgt to free himsdlf. He stood erect. He had cut through the link which hooked the
connecting chain to hisiron collar. The collar was till about his neck, so tight it was haf buried in hishard
bronze flesh.

"Y ou birds know what you areto do?" he breathed.
"I'll tell aman," Monk chuckled, dryness of tongue making hiswhisper sandy.

Each move they were making was part of an elaborate plan they had formulated during the afternoon of
griking in the diamond mine.

"Weve got to move fast!" Doc warned. " Some of these guards may comein at any timeto take alook at
lﬂ n

After the admonition, he glided away in the murk, stepping over deeping daves, after first carefully feding
out wherethey lay.

Doc was making for the side of the stockade where he had, on his nocturna foray of the night before,
buried the package. He had the location accurately in mind.

An dectric lantern blazed outs de the stockage as awatchman made his rounds, ingpecting the tethers of
the bloodhungry vampires.

Abruptly, the man came and popped hislight through the compound piles. No doubt, he wanted to gloat
alittle over the bronze giant who had caused so much trouble.

Doc thought the jig was up.



But the dertness of hisfive men saved the night. They had the foresight to be standing in a compact group
about the mooring pot, thus masking the fact that Doc was not among them.

The sentry finished hiscircuit.

Doc continued to advance. It was no mean foresight on his own part that he had thought to bury the
package insde the stockade. He had done so on the bare chance that need for it might arise. And it
certainly had!

The packet contained articles which he believed would enable them to make their escape. Certainly, they
stood scant chance of getting away without the bundle contents.

Doc found the buria spot. His tendon-wrapped bronze hands dug in. The ground was soft, showing he
was at the right place. He scraped more swiftly. His fingers encountered hard earth. The bottom of the
hole!

The package was gone!

DURING A period of perhaps aminute, Doc Savage crouched there in the hot African night, thinking as
he had seldom thought before.

The very fact that the hole had been filled in by whoever had taken the packet, caused him to reach his
decison. Thefinder was none of Y uttd's men. Those fdlows would not have bothered to refill the hole.

It must have been one of the daves! Probably one which had seen the burid.

Doc glided swiftly to the nearest human chain. He awakened one of the linked men, managing to prevent
the chap from emitting anoise.

"Were you fdlows staked to this post last night?" he breathed.

"No," wasthereply. "Wedon't have any regular stations.”

"Do you know what group was here last night?”

Theman - puzzled - considered. "Why - | think it was the gang who are nearest the gate tonight.”

"Thanks!" Doc whispered. "And you might aswell stay awake. Y ou're going to Ssee some excitement
beforelong.”

Making his precarious way to the ten captives chained closest to the stockade entrance, Doc began
awakening them. It was no mean task to do thisand at the same time maintain silence. But hefinaly
accomplished it.

"Did any of you fdlows dig up apackage near thewall last night?' he asked them.

The end man on the chain had the big news. "1 did. I thought it was somebody trying to dip us something.
| couldn't see who was burying it!"

"Where did you put the bundle?"

"| buried it again - right beside the post we were anchored to,” the man replied. "1 looked iniit, but there
wasn't anything but some bottles of stuff.”

"l hope you didn't break the bottles, or empty them?”



"Oh - no!™
FIVE MINUTES later, Doc Savage had his packet.

The sharp-pointed poles of the stockade were designed to offer an insurmountable obstacle to any man
of ordinary agility. But Doc wasfar fromfdling in that category.

A crouch, aslent spring upward, and he had grasped the top, cal culating neatly enough to avoid the
needled tip. An acrobatic swing put him over, sill without noise.

He dropped and cushioned his landing with great |eg muscles, the power of which had been lessened
hardly at al by the hardships encountered during recent hours.

Creeping forward, his keen nogirils soon advised him of thelocation of afetid-smelling vampire. Now
came aticklish job. He had ordinary chloroform in one of the bottles. With this, it was necessary to
stupefy the bat long enough to get past it, yet not cause the thing to pass out entirdly, as that would attract
notice from the next guard who made around of inspection.

Doc solved the problem by dousing chloroform on arag torn from his breechcloth. He did the tearing
with care. The instant the cloth was soaked, he tossed it at the vampire.

There was a snapping sound as the creature grabbed at the fabric, under the impression that it was
something dive.

Doc waited afew moments, then took a chance and glided forward. He found the hideous bat too
stupefied to attack.

Recovering the cloth for future use, Doc went ahead. He headed for the long, thatched shed which held
the supply of wicker cages. Once there, he entered and worked rapidly.

With aswab aready contained in one of the bottles which had been in the buried package, Doc daubed
chemical on each of the cages.

He worked swiftly, but the number of the rattan baskets made the job tedious.

When he had finished, he worked toward the more pretentious hut where Y uttal and Hadi-Mot had their
quarters. Outside the door, Doc found two rattan cages. He painted a bit of his chemical on each.

He operated with greater speed now, prowling about in the gloom, working upon each basket he
located. He even succeeded in getting to the cages which the stockade guards kept close at hand.
Findly, he madefor Lady Nelias prison.

The young woman was awake when Doc entered. Her chain rattled. Not being able to see him, she gave
agap of fright.

"Sh-h-h!" he warned. She had been working on her chain padlock.

"Oh!" she had recognized him. "I've been trying to pick this Jock with ahairpin, asyou did. But | can't
make ago of it."

"Therésatrick toit," Doc said softly, making no effort to keep admiration of her courage out of his
voice.

He took the hairpin and opened this padlock as easily as be had the onein the dirigible, a the time of the
first rescue.



"You'relucky," he whispered. "They did not padlock the chainsto our necks - they riveted them! We
used diamondsto cut thelinks."

She managed alow, somewhat shaky sound of attempted mirth. "Y ou fellows must have cut up terribly
this afternoon. | heard Y uttal and Hadi-Mot talking. They're afraid you will spread your mutinous attitude
to the other daves™

"Well spread more than that, if we have decent luck!" Doc assured her grimly. "Come on!"
They stepped to the door together - and halted.
A light was bobbing toward them. One of their enemies approaching!

"A guard comes here every haf hour or soto seethat | am safe,”" Lady Nélia breathed. "That must be
him!"

DOC SAVAGE urged the young woman back, directing:
"Arrangethe chain asif you were till fastened!"

Hedid not walit to seeif the command would be complied with - he knew it would be, for Lady Nelia
was certainly not going to become hysterical under this minor stress.

Doc glided around the corner of the hut and lurked there. The sentry approached, swinging hiseectric
lantern and making alow humming sound under his breath. He was entirdly unsuspicious. He cast hislight
into the hut.

"Yainta" he called loudly. "Oh, you!"

His purpose seemed to be to destroy whatever chance Lady Neliamight have had of dumbering. Hewas
gill grinning cruelly over hislittle joke when amighty hand of meta clasped histhroat. Air, which hetried
to expel in ashriek of terror, only pumped up and down in hislungs.

Thefdlow sought to fire hisrifle.

Doc delivered a snapping blow with the edge of one bronze hand. The thud asit landed was not loud,
but the victim collapsed ingtantly. Doc had struck for the temple nerve center.

Doc now did a somewhat inexplicable thing. He placed the unconscious sentry on the floor and covered
him carefully with adeeping mat which had been provided for Lady Nelia

"Why teke dl that trouble?" the young woman whispered.
"I'd rather not see an unconscious man die with no chanceto aid himself,” Doc replied.

The bronze giant did not elaborate his explanation. Grasping one of Lady Nelia's hands - something the
young woman did not mind at all - heled her toward the stockade

A few score of feet from theinclosure, just outside the area paced by the sentries and guarded by the
vampires, Doc left his pretty companion But first he found her ear in the murky night.

"Stay right here!" hewarned. "I'll be back soon. And be ready for action!”

A watchman came tramping around the compound, dangling alight beam over the bats.



Even as the man passed, Doc was soaking his fragment of rag with chloroform. Hetossed thecloth - a
vampire snapped at it. The bats possessed eyes more adapted to the darkness and could see the fabric.
Doc let this bat go into a permanent deep from the anaesthetic effects.

Whipping forward, Doc plucked softly at the gate fastenings. These consisted of a heavy diding bar and
apeg to hold it in place. Doc extracted the peg.

"Anybody there?' he asked softly.

"Me!" came Renny's harsh whisper. "We're dl set in here! Got the chains holding every single group of
daves cut through at the anchor posts. It was a dickens of ajob, though, But everybody isready for the
break!"

"Herewe go, then," Doc told him. "Tell them to run straight out from the gate. The vampire immediately
infront isout of commisson.”

THE GATE could not be opened without noise. Doc had noticed this when they were put in the
compound at sundown. So he made no effort a silence. Samming back the bar, he wrenched the great
porta open. Crude hinges squeaked loudly!

"Eysh huwa" bellowed asentry. "What isthis?'

Out of the gaping gate plunged Renny and the others. Behind them surged the daves, dtill chained in
groups of ten.

Doc and his men scattered, each charging a shouting sentry.
"Makefor theairship.!" Doc barked a Lady Nelia

The daves had a so been instructed to race to the Aeromunde. They did so, not understanding what
good that would do, sincethe dirigible was not yet airworthy. But the leedership of this giant bronze man
and his hard-boiled, devil-may-care companions offered the only real chance of escape which had come
their way. They were glad to take orders.

"Eysh huwa?' howled the guards. "What isthis? What is hgppening here?'

About the gate, all was chain-clinking confusion. Some of the linked men were sobbing in their
excitement. Not afew forms, davesill dmost to death, were being carried.

The guards approached, using thelr eectric lanterns.

Doc and his men had been foresighted enough to circle abit, coming upon the sentinels from the sdes.
A bearded fellow dropped under the mallet of Doc's big fist without ever knowing what had occurred.
An autométic rifle chattered. Another!

A man squawled as Renny's big hands found his neck.

Ham's sword cane spitted one of the riflemen through the shoulder, dropping the man in awrithing pile of
agony.

With aghostlike clanking of many chains, the dave groups retreated through the darkness toward the
Aeromunde,



Over toward the degping quarters, men were piling out of bunksto seizetheir arms.

Light brightened the doorway of Y uttal and Hadi-Mot's hut. Then both leaders bounded outside, waving
flashlights.

Bayoneted rifle thrust out, a sentry charged Doc.

Nimbly, Doc evaded the ugly blade. Lunging in, he seized the man and flung him againgt another, who
was clipping fresh ammunition into hisrapid-firer. Both went over in akicking, svearing pile.

Doc pounced upon them, fists driving expertly,

A watchman, who had been stationed around at the rear of the stockade, arrived on the scene. Glimpsing
Doc, heflung up hisrifle. The muzzle of the wegpon, glinting nastily in the gleam of the man'seectric
lantern, was headed upon Doc's back.

Lady Nelia Seding then paid whatever debt of gratitude she might have owed Doc. She had not
retreated to the Aeromunde - for once disobeying Doc's orders. She had gathered up apair of rocks and
waited, hoping she might be of someaid.

She flung one of her rocks - and missed. Her second heave, however, was abull's-eye. Hitting the
watchman in the center of hiswhiskered features, the stone bowled him overt

Thefdlow'srifle cracked, and so narrow was the margin of escape that the dug blew cold air on Doc's
features

"Y ou're sure handy to have around,” Doc chuckled, reaching the young woman's side and carrying her
aong toward the dirigible. Over his shoulder, Doc roared: "C'mon, gang!"

Chapter 18. SUICIDE

THE brief, furiousfight waged by Doc and his crew had given the dow-moving, chained strings of daves
time to reach the Aeromunde. With an eagernessthat bordered on frenzy, they were clambering into the
control cabin, thence on into the cubicles occupied by officers and crew when the leviathan of the skies
was cruisng.

Rifle dugs danked vicioudy upon the metawork of the airship. But the dectric lanterns furnished poor
illumination for shooting. None of the bullets were accurately placed.

Thewhole thing had happened abit too quickly for Y uttal and his followers to comprehend what was
going on. They were confused.

Y uttal's men were of astrain addicted to much yelling when in combat. This added to the uproar.
Moreover, it prevented any genera organization, because orders could not be heard above the din.

Doc gained the Aeromunde, swung Lady Neliainsde, and bent his strength to aiding some of the weaker
gringsof daves.

"Hurry!" he warned them. "We have very littletime!"

"Sacrel" whined a man, apparently anative of France. "What good zis do? We "ave no gun wit' which to
fight zem! Zey wed - "

Doc gave him aboost which sent him flying into the control car.



Only one string of ten captives now remained outside. As Doc's outfit lent their aid to the men, aloud
jangling of bells suddenly sounded!

From fully twenty assorted pointsin the night, the bells clamored out. None of them were especialy loud,
but the effect of dl ringing in unison was uncanny.

"File darm bells attached to the eectricd circuit that rel eases the vampires!" Ham shouted; then, to the
chained individuals whom he was hel ping: 'Get amove on! | know you guys are about dead, but get a
moveon!"

Doc and the rest did their best to redouble the efforts of getting every oneinside the airship.

The bell ringing had stopped every bit of the shooting stopped it as though the jangling clamor wasthe
voice of magic.

"That means Y uttal and the rest are getting into the rattan cagesfor protection againgt the vampires!”
Ham yédled, hoping the ominous information would spur on the aready frenzied dave chain.

At last they got the final man inside. They bounded through the door themselves. Doc dammed the panel
and latched it.

Fumbling, he located aswitch and clicked it. Thelights came on.
A bullet snapped through the metal-and-veneer control room wall below the windows!
Doc promptly turned the lights out.

"Account for everybody!" he rapped. "Make sure al hatches are battened. Crowd as many asyou can
into the crew quarters and fasten them in! Y ou'll have to do thejob in the dark!™

Hisfive men plunged to follow the suggestions, making much noise.

Doc turned to peer through the cabin windows. Lady Nelia Sedling materidized at hisside - thefirst he
knew of her presence being the touch of her hand upon hisarm.

" till do not know what will get us out of this" she said, excitement and recent exertion making her
words spasmodic. "Y ou seem to be working to a definite plan. What isit?"

Doc wasrather dow replying. Then, grasping Lady Nelias elbow, he guided her through the darknessto
adoor which gave entrance to the officers quarters.

"The plan isabout to seeits climax,” hetold her shortly. "That climax will not be pleasant. Y ou won't
want to seeit.”

Heleft her with that, and returned to the control at windows.

MANY ELECTRIC lantern beams danced about in the hands of Y uttal, Hadi-Mot and their
confederates. Frequently, their lights rested upon each other, permitting Doc to obtain afair idea of what
was going on.

Y uttdl and the rest were not acting like men confidently awaiting the dimination of their enemies. They
were struggling madly with their cagelike contraptions of rattan.

The cages were coming to pieces at their touch!



Shouts of fright arose! Wild questions were shrieked, showing they had no ideawhat was wrong with the
cages! Soon, though, terror, swiftly coming into their voices, indicated they redlized the fate ahead.

The bronze, regular features of Doc Savage for once were showing expression. They were grim, abit
sorrowful, asif he regretted this thing he had found it necessary to cause to happen.

For Doc had taken the only course which offered security to the unfortunate individuas he was aiding.

He had daubed an acid upon the lashings which held the rattan cages together. The powerful chemica
had rendered the lashings so weak that they were breaking as the cages were put into use.

A stray dectric beam cameto rest upon Y uttal and Hadi-Mot themselves. Standing close together, they
were sriving frantically to get their cagesto stick together. They were like evil little devilswhose toys hed
broken.

Time after time, they grasped toppling staves of the baskets and shoved them back in place. Their actions
seemed ludicrous, more than abit horrible, for death was very close upon them.

Out of the night that desth came! A black, fluttering object appeared in the light. Then several others. The
deadly vampires!

The creatures swarmed upon their masters!

Y uttal and Hadi-Mot sought to run, just as other men around them were striving to flee to safety. But
their flight was hopeless. The hutswere too far distant

Both Y uttal and Hadi-Mot went down together, stricken by the venomous fangs of the vampires.
The bats, lusting for blood, covered their prone bodieslike ablack living blanket.

Then, asif to mercifully blot out the frightsome vision, the dectric lantern was kicked over or flung aside
and buried itsglare in the sand.

Doc clicked on the switch which brightened the lights in the Aeromunde control cabin. There would be
no more bullets flying thisway now. The men out there were doomed, except perhaps for afew who
might bury themselvesin the sand, or reach the huts, or otherwise escape.

Victims of their own odious murder trap were Y uttal and Hadi-Mot, and the rest. They probably did not
know it but they were not the first of their kind to depart the world in that fashion, while seeking the lives
of Doc Savage and those he had chosen to aid.

Herein the dirigible was safety, providing no hatches chanced to be open. Doc made the rounds, turning
on lights, ascertaining that the hatches were secure,

WITH THE coming of dawn, it was merely ameatter of patience and akeen eyeto pick off the vampires,
using rifles and machine guns from the Aeromunde armament. Before noon, the task was done.

A scant handful of brown, bearded men had found shelter from the vampire attack. They came out of
hiding, trembling and fearful and even anxiousto surrender.

Repair work on the dirigible a once got under way. There was not much to do. But Doc Savage
directed that the task proceed dowly, that the endaved men, freed of their shackles, might have timeto
regain their srength.

More than onetrip to civilization would be necessary in order to transport every one, it was found.



The diamonds were gathered together and cased. They represented a fabulous sum.

"Whét're we gonna do with these things?* Monk pondered, hefting a collection of walnut-sized
sparklers.

"Dividethem," Doc said, giving voice to adecison he had reached. "Lady Neliawill get ashare. Therest
will go into our working fund - to be expended in construction of afew hospitalsand so on.”

Lady Neliastared at Doc wonderingly, surprised that he showed no particular eation over the wedth at
hand. She did not know that thistreasure, great asit was, hardly compared to the gold trove which was
Doc Savage's mysterious source of funds.

Four days had passed since the degth of Y uttal, Hadi-Mot, and their men, and the interment of the
bodies.

In that period, atruth had dawned upon the attractive young Englishwoman. She saw that Doc was not
for her. He was no woman's man. She had accepted the situation, and masked her inner fedingswith
determination.

"Wewill, of course, haveto sdll these stones over aperiod of years," Johnny pointed out. "Dumping such
aquantity of thefinest gemsadl at once would knock the bottom out of the market.”

"I will not accept ashare,”" Lady Neliasaid abruptly. "Perhaps | have not mentioned it, but | am
independently wedlthy. | do not need money.”

Doc showed no amazement - he had afine enough opinion of Lady Nelia Sedling to expect just this.

"Inthat case," he said, with one of hisrare amiles, "we will use your shareto create afund in England -
for any sort of hospital construction or charity you may wish.”

"Thank you," smiled the young woman.

On the morning of thefifth day, the Aeromunde took off on her firgt trip to civilization. The departure was
without mishap; the ship handled perfectly, with Doc and his five aides at the more important controls.

"Want meto set the course for Cairo?' asked Renny, who was navigating.
"That'sright," Doc agreed.

Long Tom, ahand under his eyesto shade them from the glare off the desert sands, peered into the
shimmering heat haze aheed.

"Cairo - on the banks of thelazy River Nile!" he chuckled. "That sounds peaceful enough.”
THE END



