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Chapter 1. THE COMING MIRACLE

IT just happened that Generd 1no was the first man who saw atruckload of policemen stop in front of
the skyscraper which housed Doc Savage's New Y ork headgtiarters. The general would have read
about it in his newspaper, along with the rest of the world, abit later, no doubt. But by seeing the
truckload of policemen arrive. he got in on the ground floor, in amanner of speaking.

The genera stopped to watch. He wasinterested in what the policemen had on their truck heavy lumber
posts, barbed wire, and akeg of staples.

The genera had avocationd interest in policemen, anyway, having spent many of hiswaking hours, as
well as manv hours taken from his deegping time, in figuring out ways of keeping out of their clutches.

The policemen began unloading their posts. timbers and barbed wire. The orncer in charge gestured and
called orders. Generd Ino's jaw dropped in astonishment. The cops were going to build a barbed-wire
barricade acrossone of the busiest streetsin New Y ork City!

Generd Ino crowded around with some other curious people who had stopped. The genera was not
afraid of cops. Not for nothing had he stayed awake nights, for he could walk New Y ork streets
undisguised and - practically - unafraid.
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There was acommotion at the other end of the block, and another truckload of policemen and the
makings of a barbed-wire barricade came to a stop near the giant skyscrapers.

It wastrue that General Ino had thus far operated in Egypt, Italy, Japan and e sewhere. Places far from
NewY ork, but places where they have rich men. Particularly rich are the new merchant princes of Japan.
One of them had paid aquarter of amillion yen ransom for his son, hisonly man-child.

More trucks were arriving. It seemed that the entire block was going to be barricaded. That meant the
building, redly. The building was ablock square and taler than ihe length of the longest ocean liner inthe
world.

Genera Ino had killed the Japanese merchant prince's man-child, but the merchant prince didn't know
that before the ransom was paid. Didn't know it yet, in fact. Y earslater, the generd had thought he might
work off some phony brat as the man-child. He had kept the baby clothes of the man-child and the bit of
jewdry it had worn.

There was quite a hullaba oo now, with the policemen stopping traffic and beginning to build ther
barbed-wire fences across the most teeming streetsin acity noted for itstraffic.

Generd Ino had played the races. That took money. He had practicaly kept himsalf aharem. That took
more money. Moreover, he had kept his old organization of crooks and killersintact. That took the most
money of dl. In that organization he believed he had some of the coldest, dickest crooksalive.

The generd had once added up the rewards hanging over the heads of his organization members. The
total had stunned him. But it was an asset which he hadn't yet been able to think out amethod of cashing
inon.

For Generd Ino was about broke. All ripefor one of the fabuloudy big, cleverly planned, cunningly
executed hauls which wasthe only kind he touched.

General Ino walked over to the nearest policeman.

"M'seu Gendarme," he said, "could you tell mewhy al thees ees happen?’

The generd could fake dmost any accent. Heloved to.

THE cop had come from along line of brick-throwing ancestors, and hisgrin was big.

"Y our guessis as good as mine, Frenchy.” The officer jerked athumb upward. " The powers that be say
fencein the sreets around here; so fence'eminwewill."

"But, m 'seu’, some reason you ‘ave give thees people why you not let zem pas, no?"
"Thisisthe only reason we haveto give 'em.” The cop tapped his badge.

"Vdly slange" said the generd, Sngsonging. "Vdly slange.”

The cop watched him walk off, then scratched his head.

"Dang me," he grunted. "First he'safrog, then he's alaundryman!™

The generd was at that moment aso much the master of evil - and profitable - schemes, He went directly
to the offices of Proudman Shaster.

Proudman Shaster gave hisvisitor adry smile and adried-up hand, then went back behind his huge desk



and sat down. The result was that Proudman Shaster about disappeared. Only hisbulging melon of a
head showed over the formidable desk.

Proudman Shaster's head was dl that counted, anyway. It wasfull of brainsand al theideasthey
hatched were bad.

"It'sredly awonderful day," he said. "Really wonderful." Proudman Shaster was awell-known attorney.
and everything was usudly "redly wonderful" with him. It wasasmall habit of speech he had.

"S, 9, senor,” said the generd, imitating a Spaniard. "L ook, | have anidea. A mucho buenoideal | want
it looked into."

Proudman Shaster folded his dry hands and looked asif he hadn't heard aword of it.

"I want al of mv men assemblcd herein New York at once,” said Genera Ino. "All of my hombres,
understand!”

"Can do," Proudman Shaster admitted, lighting a cigarette.

He should have been ableto d it. He was Ino's mouth, his eyes, his ears, even awee bit of hisbrains,
when the occasion demanded. He had furnished the acid that had disposed of the last bit of epidermis of
the Japanese merchant prince's man-child.

Generd Ino shook handswith himsdf, Chinese fashion, and murmured, "This humble oneis most proud
of such aworthy servant.”

Proudman Shaster looked at hisfinger nails, found grime under one and began to clean it with asmall,
sharp tooth.

"Who are we going to take to the cleaners now?" he asked.
"Doc Savage,”" Generd Ino said.

Proudman Shaster gave aviolent leap, closed his eyes, and seemed to stop breathing. He dropped his
cigarette.

GENERAL INO was plainly quite amused by the actions of hislieutenant - not his most vauable one,
incidentaly. Ino smiled, picked up the cigarette stub and extinguished it in abronze tray.

"Oh, don't worry, | knew you'd be quite surprised,” he said.
Proudman Shaster went through some convulsive facia expressions.
"Water!" be gasped faintly. "And one of the pills out of the box on the water cooler!”

General Ino seemed about to laugh, asif it were agood bit of acting; then be peered closdly at his
follower. Heran to the cooler, got the water and pill, then administered both to Proudman Shaster.

"Don't you know | have awesk heart?' were Shaster'sfirst words.
"l never expected merely mentioning anamewould kill you off," Inotold him.

Shaster got up shakily, helped himself to more water and another pill, and topped it off with adrink from
abrown bottle with ablack labdl. Helooked closdly at his chief.



"Look herel" he said grimly. "Don't you know about this Doc Savage?”
Genera Ino said, "It isnot my habit to go into things haf baked.”

"You'll come out of this one with your goose cooked,” said Proudman Shagter. "Doc Savage is one of
the most dangerous men in the world to meddle with."

"A reputation,” murmured Generd Ino, "islike asnowball.”

"Doc Savage isaman who was taken by his parents at birth and trained intensively and scientificaly to
become a catcher of crooks and arighter of wrongs," explained Shaster.

"The snowbdl," continued Generd 1no, "sarts off asalittle bal, but grows until it becomesashbig as
hdl."

"Doc Savage isascientific genius, amenta wizard, and as strong asthe Bull of Bashan!" snapped
Shadter.

"The snowball getsbig becauseit rolls down the hill," Ino reminded.

"Doc Savageis not entirely human. Everybody, dmost, has heard about him. Hisbusinessisrighting
wrongs, aiding the oppressed, and sort of putting the kibosh on crooked schemes.”

"Nature put the hill there," Genera Ino pointed out.

"Every crook aive, when he hears about Doc Savage, crosses hisfingers and hopesthe Man of Bronze -
they cal Savage that sometimes - will not get on histrail."

"A little shove gartsthe snowball. After that it grows by itself.”

"Doc Savage aloneis bad enough,” groaned Proudman Shaster. "But he a so has five assistants. One of
them | have persondly seenin action. Heisalawyer named Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks,
and those who are not afraid call him Ham. Not many people cdl him Ham."

"As| have been saying," said Generd Ino, "it does not take much to make abig snowball.”

"HAM amost got me disharred once," moaned Shaster. "Heisthe cleverest lawyer | ever saw. Doc
Savage's other aids are equally clever intheir lines. Oneis said to be an engineer, another achemist, a
third an archaeologist, and the fourth an dectricd wizard."

"Reputations are like snowballs," declared Ino.

"Doc Savage isthe master of any of hisaidsin hisrespective line, incredible asit seems, according to
reports.”

"A big reputation can grow out of alittle of nothing,” Tno reminded.
Shaster snapped, "I would rather commit suicide than tackle Doc Savage!™
Generd Ino camly drew arevolver out of his coat pocket and laid it on the desk.

"Then you'd better shoot yoursdlf," he said. He pressed asmal catch on one of his cuff linksand it flew
open. A whitish-looking powder fell out on the desk top. "Or touch your tongue to that. It's potassum
cyanide of anewer and more letha type.”



Proudman Shaster gulped, "But | don't understand!”

"Well, we are going to tackle Doc Savage," Generd Ino told him. "Doc Savage isaman after my style.
He goes after big things."

"And little ones, too, I've heard,” Shaster put in. "They say he hdpsan infinitely greater number of people
insmall ways, but only hisbig deedsfind their way into the newspapers- "

"Then wéll wait for one of hisbig ones" said Generd Ino.
"| till don't understand what you're driving a," Shaster told him nervoudly.

"Did you ever see aseagull wait until a pelican had dived, gotten afish and come up breathless, then the
seagull would pouncein and grab thefish?'

"My acquaintance with seagullsislimited.”

"Wéll, we are going to play seagull.”

"Onewill get you five" said Proudman Shaster, "that we adl wind up insgde looking out."
Genera Ino chuckled. He spoke like an Irishman.

"Sure, an' thot reminds me of what brought al thisto me mind," he said. "They're buildin' abarbed-wire
fence around Doc Savage's headquarters, no less!”

"THE afternoon newspapers had pictures of the barbed-wire fence. Fences, rather. They werefour in
number, one at each Street corner, and they completely blocked off, for anything lessthan atank, ingress
or egress from the cloud-piercing giant of abuilding.

Oneheadlinesad:

MY STERY MAN MAKESMY STERY MOVE!
A second read:

POLICE PREPARE FOR STARTLING EVENT!
Another:

MORE DOC SAVAGE GRANDSTANDING!

The stories were about the same. The police were telling nothing. Passes were being issued to persons
employed in the skyscraper which was being fenced off. Newspapermen and cameramen were not

getting passes.

Therewas alot of talk about it over dinner cocktails that evening. Some people went down to look at the
barricade, and the cops had traffic-jam trouble.

A littlemore of it developed the next morning. The newspapersal had a paid advertisement, onefull
page. It was dike in every paper, and in such plain type that some readers passed over it until they heard
about it; then they went back and read it.

Most of them got the fedling that something was coming, and that they'd better hold onto their hats.
The ad read:



PRELIMINARY ANNOUNCEMENT
We wish to give the public some facts about Doc Savage, athough the public may aready know them.

Doc Savageis Clark Savage, Jr., aman who has been devel oped scientificaly, exactly asagreat
scientific laboratory would develop a product. This scientific development has been carried on for many
years, and the results are amazing.

We persondly know Doc Savage to possess one of the most amazing scientific mindsin existence. Heis
awizard.

To-morrow, Doc Savage will print an announcement. It is an announcement that will stir the world.
We bdieveit will change the entire course of civilization. (SIGNED)

Lieutenant Colonel Andrew Blodgett Mayfair. Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks. Mgjor
Thomas J. Roberts. William Harper Littlgohn. Colond John Renwick.

Almogt every one knew the identity of the five men who had signed the advertisement.
"They're Doc Savage'sfive ads," those who didn't know were informed.

Of coursg, it was now generdly redized that something was coming, and that was why the barbed-wire
barricade was being erected around Doc Savage's skyscraper headquarters.

The police around the barricade had more traffic troubles.
Chapter 2. THE MIRACLE WASREAL!

GENERAL INO absorbed the morning papers and his coffee-and-spot-of-brandy simultaneoudy. Then
he descended to Proudman Shaster's offices.

Proudman Shaster was just Signing on the dotted line for a bustling young man who looked Generd 1no
over hopefully before he was shooed ouit.

""What have you been doing?' Generd 1no wanted to know.

"Taking out moreinsurance," groaned Proudman Shagter. "Insuranceis aredly wonderful thing. Redly
wonderful.”

"Theresalot of realy wonderful thingsinthis," said Generd Ino. "Uncle Sam makes alot of them and
cdlsthem dollars. By the way, what of the worthy gentlemen | call my colleagues?!

Proudman Shaster sighed and put away his new insurance palicy.
"I have been in touch with them.”
"All?

"Yes. And they are assembling. They will be together in three different hotels at four o'clock this
afternoon, awaiting your vist."

Generd Ino had long ago stopped assembling hismob dl in one body, where, if things went wrong, every
one would be nabbed at once by the police. Good, skilled, unscrupul ous followers were too difficult to
obtain to take such chances of losing them.



"Good," said Generd Ino. "I'll tell them we are going to tackle this Doc Savage. | believe | have picked
an excdlent time. Have you seen the late newspapers?”'

"I have," Shaster admitted, nervoudly.
"Doc Savage is getting ready to break something big."

"He has never doneathing like this before,” Shaster said, gloomily. "Always, he has shunned publicity.
Any one wanting his help goesto him. But now, he seemsto be coming out to the public for some reason
or other."

"It'shig, I'll agree," chuckled Generd Ino. "And we need something big to line our pocketbooks."
"It'sso big well chokeonit, I'll bet,” groaned Shaster.

Generd Ino eyed him narrowly. "Shaky, eh? | believe I'll give my men the choice of going up againg this
Doc Savage with me, or of not going. That'll insure me of having men who are not afraid.”

"It'll insure you of having no men at dl," Proudman Shaster predicted, gloomily.
Generd Ino considered.

"On second thought, | won't give them their choice," he decided.

Proudman Shaster wailed, "l wish | knew what this Doc Savageisup to!”

A LOT of others had Proudman Shaster'sidea. Nobody seemed to really have agnat's notion of what it
wasall about.

The newspapers - afternoon editions - didn't help any with their second paid ad:
A SECOND PRELIMINARY ANNOUNCEMENT

We, having faith in Doc Savage's scientific genius, and knowing him asfew - wereally believe none -
others know him, wish to pave the way for what is coming with some more facts.

For years, Doc Savage has been experimenting along a certain scientific line.

Doc Savage, in fact, has been trying to accomplish something that magicians and fakirs and charlatans
have from time immemoria been trying to make people think they could do.

Thisthing can be done! Some day, some onewill doit. That day has come.
Doc Savage can now doit!

But he can do it only once! Just once! And he wants that once to do the world as much good as
possible, so heisgoing to ask the aid of the United States public.

But we will |et the detailsremain for Doc Savage himsdlf to explain.
DOC SAVAGE WILL SPEAK OVER THE RADIO AT 7 O'CLOCK TO-NIGHT!
It was signed by the same five men who had signed the previous advertisement.

Quite afew radios which were out of order were hurriedly repaired that afternoon.



Statistically minded persons who figured it up decided Doc Savage had spent dl of aquarter of amillion
dollarsin advertising. Every newspaper daily in the country had carried the announcements. Theradio
proclamation, study of any radio column revealed, wasto be areally nation-wide network. Every single
radio station broadcasting in the United States was on the hook-up. And those who knew radio knew it
had taken plenty of money to swing that.

But every one knew that Doc Savage had, and had had for years, some secret source of fabulous
wedth.

A pin dropping would have sounded like a gunshot on the ether waves of the nation at seven o'clock that
night.

DOC SAVAGE came on the ar without any trace of a preliminary announcement.

Nobody was confused. Nobody thought for an instant that any one except Doc Savage was speaking.
And yet Doc Savage had never before spoken over the radio on a national hook-up.

There was something about the voice. It was controlled, modulated, deep, and it somehow conveyed the
impression that it was a voice which could do some amazing things, and that its owner was an individua
who could do even more amazing things.

Anyway, Doc Savage'sfirg thirteen words knocked the breath out of hislisteners.
"Itisin my power to bring a dead man back to life," he said.
Then he waited for that to soak in.

"Only one man can be brought back to life," he went on. "That is because the process requires the use of
anew eement in acombination which takes at least ten yearsto develop. Y ou al know how the juice of
an gpple must he alowed to ferment before it becomes vinegar. It isthe same with this el ement
combination, except that the time process coversyears."

Another pause for it to be absorbed.

"It does not matter how long the dead man has been dead,” the remarkable voice of Doc Savage
continued. "The body must be intact, or the mummy of it intact."

Again, apause.

"Now, so much for the statement of what can be done. Hereisthe red reason for dl of the display
behind this. Here iswhy we have gone to so much trouble to get the public attention of the country.

"We want help. We want suggestions. In short, we want to know who the people of the United States
want brought back to life."

The ether was remarkably quiet dl over the nation. Strangdly, it happened that there was practicaly no
dtatic, so dmost every listener got a perfect reception from his set.

"Who will do theworld the most good, if brought back to life? These are the names of the committee of
men and women who have been gppointed to make thefind decision. They will want your ingtructions.
Mail, telephone, or telegraph them to the committee members.”

Therefollowed alist of names and addresses, given dowly, and strangely enough, given in some uncanny
fashion so that even the listeners with poor memories had no trouble remembering at least one or two of



the names.

The newspapers commented on this the next day, but none of them hit on the truth - Doc Savage had
developed ateaching technique, the ability to tel athing so that it was not forgotten. It was smply inthe
manner in which the words were delivered, the dramatic emphasis put on them.

An announcer came on theair and said, "That was Doc Savage speaking.”

He nearly scared hislisteners out of their skins. The announcer had always been credited with a pleasant,
excdlent voice; but now, after that remarkable voice which had just finished speaking, he sounded likea

crow dying.

OF course, there was excitement. Talk, at least. Every one had probably at sometime or other dreamed
what agreat thing it would be to bring a dead person back to life; so the thing caught the popular fancy.

Thefollowing day was a holiday Sunday, so every one had plenty of timeto talk about it. A number of
hastily arranged sermons were preached on the subject. They were, remarkably enough, favorable. Let
Doc Savage go ahead, if he could, was their consensus. There was not much talk about mere man
keeping his hands off the celestial arrangement of things.

Telephone operators, telegraphers and mailmen had no time to think or talk, though. The suggestions
were aready pouring in. The judges had a phaanx of secretaries classfying the suggestions, and
numbering them.

Thefollowing day, Monday, newspapers printed everything they could find about Doc Savage. For the
first timein hishistory, Doc Savage permitted some facts about himself to get out. Mainly, they had to do
with his scientific training, and there was enough data to convince even the most skeptical that Doc
Savage waslittle short of an inventive wizard.

He had perfected, it seemed, innumerable scientific and surgica discoveries about which the public had
no idea of the inventor. The skeptics, and there were anumber, dug up plenty of proof that al thiswas
thetruth.

The suggestions from the public continued to pour in. Therewere dl kinds. Asto the man to be brought
back to life, they wanted the sublime and the ridiculous. Names advanced ranged from Napoleon to
Lincoln to agrieving neighbor woman's deed little daughter.

Innumerable parents wanted departed children resurrected, and living children wanted parents back.
These latter pleas were sincere, moving, and often came in on tear-stained stationery. On anumber of
occas ons the secretaries doing the classifying were found sobbing as the result of some particularly

heart-tirring apped.

The generd effect wasto bring home the undeniable fact that desth is one of the profound things of life,
and that the power of resurrection, by science or by amiracle, was athing of fabulous possibilitiesin the
bringing of joy to abereaved one, to say nothing of the fedings of the deceased who might or might not
he snatched out of a place where he or she didn't careto be.

One anonymous suggestor wanted L ucrezia Borgia brought back so she could administer poison to the
current crop of politicians.

ThE thing grew every day, and it was not, to use an old Dutch expression, al beer and skittlesfor Doc
Savage and hisideaand plan. Thereis probably no such thing as getting the press of the United States dll
in accord about one thing, and this was no exception.



While one newspaper would sing Doc Savage's praisesin print, another would demand that he be
drawn, quartered and hung out for ingpection so the public could see just what kind of amechanism he
was that be should get the country so stirred up over something he couldn't, obvioudy, accomplish. He
was afakir, that'swhat. A humbug, an overrated publicity snatcher.

The name and the fame, asit were, of Doc Savage were growing, of course. His picturewasin dl the
newspapers, and commentators on the radio discussed him, some reverently, some with the sharp
scapelsof ridiculing disbdief. The comedians on the stage began to crack their bum jokes, and those on
the radio, worse ones.

Naturdly, it dl took afew days. The barbed-wire fences around Doc Savage's skyscraper offices
proved awise precaution, because most of New Y ork City took turns at trying to pay the place avisit.
Newspapermen, writers, photogra phers and cranks and quacks and wise guys of every descrip tion
were turned away. Doc Savage was in seclusion on the elghty-sixth floor of the skyscraper.

Communication with the public was handled by two of Doc Savage's aids commonly called "Monk™ and
"Ham."

Monk was practicaly as broad as he wastall: he had no forehead to speak of, enough mouth for severa
men, and with only alittle more stubby, red hair his skin would have made afar gpe-skin rug. Hisfull
name was Lieutenant Colonel Andrew Blodgett Mayfair, and he had a pet pig named Habeas Corpus
which was as funny ahog as Monk was a human. Monk was aso one of the world's leading chemidts.

Ham was Brigadier Genera Theodore Marley Brooks, and Harvard acclaimed him asits greatest
law-school graduate, and the rest of the world admitted that might be right.

That part of the world interested in snappy clothes admitted aso that Ham was the best dressed man in
New Y ork, if not in the United States.

Ham not only admitted the distinction. He claimed it, and was practicdly willing to use his
innocent-looking black cane, in redlity asword cane with the tip chemically treated so that aprick
produced quick unconsciousness, on any one willing to argue the point.

Ham aso had a pet. Chemistry. Chemistry had been named after Monk's profession. That wasto
aggravate Monk. Chemistry by himsalf aso aggravated Monk, because Chemistry was arunt edition of
some kind of an gpe, and he was what they cdl in the Missouri hills, "just about a spittin' image" of
Monk.

Thesefour - Monk, Ham, Habeas Corpus. Chemistry - got dong, asfar as the outside world could see,
inan darming way. It seemed only aquestion of time until they ate each other up.

A NEWSPAPER REPORTER asked questions through the barbed-wire fence.

"Tell me onething, you two. Doc Savage has dways dodged publicity. Now he's handing it out by the
barrd. Why?'

Monk said, "It'sthisway. Doc can bring aguy tolife, and - "

"A guy?' said the newsman dryly. "The women of the country wili like that! Why not bring awoman to
life?"

"Doc an't never gonefor thefems," Monk grinned. "That end ismy specidty.”

Ham put in crisply, "Whoever the committee selects will be brought back to life. It will be necessary for



the country to have faith in Doc Savage and his scientific wizardry, or some peoplewill think thethingisa
fake.

"The person brought back to lifeisto be one who will do, it is hoped, infinite good for mankind. That
person will have to have the confidence of the public. The public will haveto believetheindividua isthe
redl, geniling, origind article who has been brought back to life; otherwise it will beimpossibleto
accomplish what we hope for.

"In other words, we are bringing agreat person back to this trouble-ridden world to aid humanity, and
humanity must believein himto be aided.”

Monk put in, "About haf the suggestions coming to the judges are to bring Jesus of Nazareth back to life.
That illustrates the point. If we tried to make the public think we were going to produce Chrigt, they'd
know we were fakes, because even Doc Savage's ass stance would hardly be necessary there.

"Thisthing is dead on the level, and one man, and only one, can be brought back to life. It might bea
woman. Thejudgeswill tell. Were trying to make the American public understand that Doc Savage can
do thisthing, incredible aswéll admit it sounds.”

"Doc Savage has spent aperiod of years perfecting the method,” Ham said.

"The judges,” Monk repeated, "will select the subject to be resurrected by modern science.”
Chapter 3. SCHEMES

SENATOR GUSTALL MOAB FUNSTON was one of the judges.

Thejudges met in Washington, in the senate office building using the suite of Senator Fungton. It wasa
night session, It was supposed to be secret, but the corridors outside crawled with newspapermen. The
janitors next morning were to cart out barrels of uised photographic flashlight bulbs.

The door opened about two o'clock in the morning, and the judges filed out.

"Sorry, gentlemen,” Senator Funston told the bes eging newshawks. " The announcement of the individua
to be brought back to life will be made one week from to-day.”

"But why not now?"
"That date was the one decided upon to make the announcement.”
"But why?'

Senator Funston didn't reply to that because he couldn't think of areally good answer. They had just
doneit that way for no good reason except that announcements generally had a date.

"Isthe one to be brought back to life an inventor?
"I'm sorry. | will not answer that.”
"There'sareport you selected Thomas A. Edison.”
Senator Funston kept hissilence.

"Isitawoman?'



"I'm sorry, gentlemen.”

"Isit George Washington?'

Silence.

"Abraham Lincoln?'

Moreslence.

"Rudolph Vadentino?'

Even more silence.

"How about the Sphinx?' anewspaper writer asked, dryly.

Senator Funston gave them the big, hearty laugh he had perfected for use on his congtituents, permitted
himsdlf to be photographed both with and without hisfive-gdlon hat - he was a senator from Wyoming -
and then excused himsdlf and went home.

Instead of staying at a hotel, Senator Funston occupied, al aone, an apartment on southwest Delaware
Avenue. A Negro woman camein, did the cooking and went homein the evenings, usudly about nine.
Named "Orchid" Jones, she had been recently hired.

Senator Funston camein, took hiskey out of the lock, put it into his pocket, then looked in surprise a
the dark mound of shadow in the chair by the window.

"Why, Orchid!" he said. "Why haven't you gone home yet?!
"It ain't Orchid," said the shadowy form. "But it'sliableto beliliesif you don't cobperate.”

THE voice sounded like a bulldog with a bone when another bulldog comes close, so Senator Funston
put his hands up beside hisbig hat and stood where he was.

"For the moment, my nocturna fellow, you are lucky," he said, heavily. "I carry, asahabit, agoodly bit
of money with me aways. Y ou are not welcometo it, but it isin achamois money belt around my
wad."

"How much?" asked the shadowy other.
"Twelve hundred dollars.”
"Poultry provender,” said the other. "Keep it."

Senator Funston tried to wet hislips, but histongue was as dry as arope, for this was not so good.
Moreover, he had caught sight of the wegpon his murky visitor was holding, and he didn't like the looks
of it. To al appearances, it was some kind of awater pistol.

"Theliquidinthisthing" - the visitor moved the water pistol dightly - "will kill you ingtantly. It throwsa
liquid gas sometimes used in warfare~ The muzzle gpertureis closed by atiny bit of wax, but when |
pressthe discharge dide, or trigger - "

Heleftit unfinished.

"What do you want?"



"The answer to aquestion,” said the other.

Senator Funston, an observing solon, had perceived by now that the unwel come person wore a
dark-blue suit little different from thousands of others being worn in Washington that night. The face was
completely encased in aremarkably black and enveloping mask, while black gloves were on the hands.

"Ahem," coughed Senator Fungton. "Let's haveit.”

"The name of the man or woman Doc Savage is going to bring back to life.”
"Nothing doing!"

"I'm not fooling!"

"Neither am I!"

"Then werewasting our timetalking!"

The masked man stood up, calmly extended hiswater pistol, and it was instantly evident he was going to
shoot - or squirt.

"Wait!" croaked Senator Funston. "I'm afool to resst you!™
"Of course."
"Therésadip in my pocket, adip of paper bearing aname."

The masked man came over and got it. He was not astall nor as burly as Senator Funston, and at close
range he smelled alittle like aflower shop. Helooked at the paper.

"I'll be damned!" he said. "Turn around and let metie your hands behind you."

Senator Funston turned around. The other man hit him on the head with a blackjack, stepped over his
sensdless body, and walked out into the kitchen. The Negro woman, Orchid, was there, bound and
gagged. The masked man walked on out.

He met lawyer Proudman Shaster on anear-by street, and got into the limousine with him. He had by
now removed his mask, reveding hisface.

It was General Ino.

"Do any good?" Proudman Shaster asked him.

"Wereal s&," said Ino.

"Y ou're not overlooking any bets?' the shyster lawyer asked uneesily.
"Not a bet."

"What was the name?*

Genera Ino produced the dip he had taken from Senator Funston and let Proudman Shaster read the
nameonit.

"Thomas Jefferson, the great democrat!” exclaimed Proudman Shaster.



SENATOR FUNSTON revived with aseries of lusty groans, rolled over severd times, got up, ssumbled
to his suitcase, and got a big single-action six-shooter, after which he went looking for hisvistor.

A policeman found him wandering up and down Ddaware Avenue with the gun and dmost threw him
into jail, after which Senator Funston stamped back to his gpartment, into the kitchen for adrink, and
found the poor Negro maid, Orchid.

When she was untied, Orchid said things that convinced Senator Funston that the lady of complexion had
either been atruck driver or married to some one who was.

The masked man, it seemed, had smply waked in early in the evening, tied Orchid up, then waited.

Senator Funston went to a telephone and called Doc Savage, long-distance, in New Y ork City. When
the remarkable voice of the bronze man answered, the senator explained what had happened.

"But | wastoo dick for them," he said. Then he turned his head and directed, "Quit that cussing,
Orchid!"

Orchid was draped on a couch near the telephone, saying blistering thingsin alow tone. The Negro maid
became quiet under the wintry eye of the senator.

Senator Funston told Doc Savage, "There was adip of paper in my pocket bearing the name of the
individual whom |, asagood and loya party democrat, consider the greatest man, mortal man, who ever
lived. That, of course, was Thomas Jefferson, founder of the democratic party.”

"| gather," said Doc Savage, "that he was not the one chosen?”

"Correct. The chosen name will not be announced until the date named. The resurrected man will not be
Thomas Jefferson. | was outvoted.”

"Thank you for thisinformation,” Doc Savage said, quietly.

"That'sdl right," said Senator Funston. "I guess you know more about what it might mean and what to do
about it than | do."

That ended the conversation.

WHEN Senator Funston had hung up, Orchid Jones got up off the couch, pulled arevolver out of a
voluminous dress bosom, and started to point it at the solon. Only started. For Senator Funston was il
mad, and the instant he saw the gun, he gave awrathful legp, and the next ingtant, there was afight.

Funston started ahaymaker. It missed. A figt hit himin the eye. Another mashed his nose. Another, or
the same one, loosened teeth. The senator snorted blood, teeth and cow-country profanity. He got hold
of Orchid. Cloth tore, garments gave, came away; they proved to be padding.

"HdI!" roared Funston. "You ain't afemadel”

Chairs upset. Fists smacked. The men groaned, hissed, cursed. Clawing, Funston got more of Orchid's
clothing.

"A white man!" Fungton gritted. "Damn my soul! I've been took in!™

He was going to be taken again. too. The white foe was too much for him. Y ounger, more skill, more
strength. The old senator, who had dieted too long on cigars, beer and speeches, went down.



Orchid'sgungot inhiseye.
"Whom has the committee selected for the resurrection?' Orchid asked, ugly-voiced.

Senator Funston was student enough of human nature to know when he saw threatened death, and he
saw it now.

He gave aname - aone-word name.
Orchid seemed surprised.
"Who suggested that name?’ Orchid demanded.

"Well, it was submitted by Doc Savage's aid, the eminent archaeol ogist and geologist, William Harper
Littlgohn."

"Yeah," said Orchid, thoughtfully. "1 don't know. For aminute, | thought Doc Savage might have asmdll
of our plan.”

"l wish," said Senator Funston, “that | had never heard of thisthing."
"Y ou would have been better off," Orchid agreed.

Orchid then used dl six bulletsfrom his revolver to splash the brains of Senator Funston thoroughly over
therug.

Chapter 4. CARSON ALEXANDER OLMAN

ORCHID JONES now did something that cost agreat many personstheir livesin the course of time.
Thething was donein an effort to save his own neck.

He smply attempted to cover up al clues by going over the place thoroughly for finger prints, using a
towel and abottle of rubbing acohol out of the senatoria bathroom.

The finger printswere not many, for Orchid had worn rubber gloves while washing dishes and cooking,
and cotton ones while dusting and making the bed - a circumstance to which Senator Funston had failed
to attach enough importance.

Orchid listened from time to time, but no soundsindicated any one coming. He was not worrying too
much about being discovered. He had a henchman outside to keep alookouit.

The murderer, satisfied that any clues were removed to the last degree, |ft the apartment, joined his
confederate in the street, and they drove away.

It was then that Orchid Jones observed his hands, but he did not redlize he was looking at what was the
equivaent of adeath warrant for many people. He merely noted that the alcohol he had used to remove
the finger prints had dissolved some of the unusudly good black stain with which he had given himsdlf a
Negro's complexion.

TWENTY minutes later, Orchid Jones walked into ahotel room where Genera Ino sat giving Proudman
Shaster agem of Orientd philosophy which he had composed himsdlf on the spur of the moment.

"The success of acareful planner looks like the success of adamn fool to an outsider who doesn't know
- " Ino stopped and eyed Orchid Jones. "Wdll, dark flower, what iswrong?"



"1 had to kill the damn senator,” said Orchid.

"Knowing you, I'll bet you did - not," said Genera Ino. "But what were the circumstances?’
"Thewindbag tricked us."

"Y ou don't say! Who ever heard of a senator being tricky!"

"They ain't bringing Thomeas Jefferson back to life," growled Orchid Jones.

"No?" Generd Ino made the one word sound like an inquiry. And he had become suddenly serious.
"| thought it'd be Thomas A. Fdison,” said Orchid. "Edison was my guess, see. But | waswrong.”
"Not an impossible circumstance," Genera Ino reminded, dryly. "But you can spare us the drama.”
Ino frowned and waited.

Orchid whispered the name which had been yielded by poor Senator Funston.

The name gave Genera Ino ashock. He was silent for moments.

"I've heard," Proudman Shaster put in uneasily, "that Savage does not miss many bets."

HAM, the other lawyer who was one of Doc Savage's ads, held about the same ideas - of Doc
Savage's habit of passing up no bets.

A big plane dammed over Washington with avolleying sound, coming from the direction of New Y ork,
and Ham sat in acomfortable seat in the plane and carefully daubed the tip of his sword cane with afresh
supply of the sticky chemical which produced harmless unconsciousness a very few moments after it got
into an open wound.

"Ligten, pitiful and stupid,” Ham said. "We're here in Washington in such a hurry because that attempt to
get the name from Senator Funston means somebody is up to something, and Doc wantsto look into it."

"Y ou're 0 bright you can't see nothin’ but your own glitter!" Monk complained in hissmdll, childlike
voice. "Don'tchathink I know why were here?"

Major Thomas J. Roberts, better known as"Long Tom," sat opposite Monk. He was athin, pale man
who would have been eyed speculatively by any undertaker. Despite his unhedthy gppearance, no one
could recall hisever having beenill. He was an electrica wizard, and one of Doc Savage'saids. The
name Long Tom had been earned long ago, after he had staged a hectic experience with one of those
old-fashioned cannons known asa"long tom."

"Y ou two have become pickled in your own bile," Long Tom told Monk and Ham.

Doc Savage wasflying the plane. He danted it down upon the airport just across the Potomac. Two
arport atendants sauntered out, one finishing off a sandwich, the other picking histeeth. They looked at
who was getting out of the plane and the one nearly choked on what was |eft of the sandwich.

"Doc Savage!"
"Yeah," agreed the other. "'I'd recognize him anywherel”

Thetaxi driver recognized him. So did two policemen, one of whom was standing on thetraffic circle



bel ow the Capitol building which you pass before you turn to get on Delaware Avenue.

They went into Senator Funston's gpartment house, and got no answer to their ring. The door lock
delayed Doc Savage about haf aminute, which waslong for him, and they went in and looked at the
Senator's corpse.

They had hardly glanced at the body the first time when a sirange and fantastic sound came into existence
- atrilling with aquality that defied description. So low that at times its existence seemed more
imagination than actudity. It rose and fdll, definitdy musical without having atune. It was exatic. It might
have been the result of asmall wind in anaked, deet-laden forest.

This fantastic sound was made, without conscious effort, by the giant bronze man who was the fourth of
the plane's party.

THE physica development of this bronze man was striking. Not aone because he was a giant with
Herculean muscles, but because his devel opment was so symmetrica that histrue size was apparent only
when he stood close to others to whom his proportions might be compared.

His skin had afine texture and a bronze hue that must have come from countlesstropica suns. His
features were regular, but not what could be caled finely chiseled, and the result was a striking
handsomeness.

But the bronze giant's eyes were the most unusua thing about him. Like pools of flake gold stirred away
by tiny, invisble winds, the eyes had something amost weird about them. They seemed to have a power
to compel, to do super-natura things.

There were many unusud qualitiesin this bronze giant who was Doc Savage.
Monk, the chemigt, said. "Wdll, herés my chanceto try out my new finger print suff.”

Hewas carrying it with him - asmall case containing what looked like aflat perffume atomizer. He
pressed the bulb of this, and threw an amost invisible spray over the telephone, the backs of wooden
chairs, the table and anywhere € se that hands might have touched. Wherever the vapor settled, finger
prints came out instantly.

The printswere as plain asif they had been painstakingly printed there.

Monk looked at Doc Savage. "By George, you were right about me mixing thisjunk up wrong, Doc!
The suggestion you gave me made an improvement!”

They began to go over the prints, Doc Savage employing asmal pocket magnifier.

"Senator Funston apparently had no viditorsat dl a his apartment,” the bronze man said quietly at last.
"There are no prints around except the senator's.”

Eventudly, the bronze giant picked up the towe and the bottle of rubbing acohol with which Orchid
Jones had wiped off hisfinger prints.

"There was some one here when the senator telephoned me," Doc said. "He spoke to the person, his
exact words being, 'Quit that cussing, Orchid!" Ham, you see the gpartment superintendent, and ask
about Orchid."

The dapper lawyer did not take long to report back. " Orchid was Orchid Jones, the cook," Ham stated.



Doc Savage'sflake gold eyes seemed occupied by the towel he was holding. "Negro?'
"Black as Monk's conscience,” Ham admitted.

Doc glanced at Monk, and the homely chemist at once declared, "Ham's aliar, asusua! My conscience
isaspureand whiteas- as- "

Doc said, "Have you got your pocket laboratory with you?'

"I've got some key chemicas," Monk said. "'l dways carry 'em. Stuff you can make alot of basic tests
and combinations, and - "

"L et me have them amoment.”
Monk passed them over.

Doc made several smple chemical tests on dark areas of the towd . These were hardly smears, more like
sections where the linen had darkened.

"All right," hesad. "Wewill leave now."
"But thekiller!" Ham demanded. "Therés no clue, and we can hardly passthiskilling up!”

"On the contrary,” Doc corrected. "Thereisavery definite clue. It should lead us directly to Orchid
Jones."

ORCHID JONESwas not afraid. He leaned back, lolling acigar around with histongue. He dearly
loved cigars, and playing the part of Orchid Jones had not permitted him to smoke them. He angrily
threw down awashrag with which he had endeavored to make some imprint on the dye on hisface and
hands. The rag smelled of acohal.

"No dicel" he complained. "I thought acohol would take the Stuff off, but it only getsalittle of it & first;
then it don't do any more good.”

Generd Ino looked vagudly interested. "What made you think acohol would help?!

"Some of it came off on the towel when | waswiping off my finger printsin the senator's apartment,”
Orchid explained.

"l see. Where'sthe towe ?*
"Leftit. It wasn't sained enough that anybody'll notice."
ll| %II

Genera Ino got up and went into another room. When he came back, he was holding asmall packet in
his hands, and adlip of paper.

"Ligten," hesaid. "1 told you the only thing that will take that Stain off isacertain combination of three
rather unusual chemicals. Y ou can purchase them at achemica supply house. Thereissurely onein
Washington."

He handed over the dip of paper.

"The names of the chemicasarewritten on that," he said.



Orchid Jones|ooked at them, frowned while his lips made futile twistings trying to pronounce the
chemical terms; then he said, ™Y ou mix one part of each, and add enough water to make a paste, eh?"

"Right." Generd Ino leaned forward. "Now, here's something else | want to talk about.”
Orchid put away the paper with the chemica names. "Let fly."

Genera Ino unwrapped his package. "Y ou see this?

Heheld up atiny jar of something that might have been asalve. Thejar had no labdl.
"What isit?' Orchid asked.

"You takeit and put some under your finger nails,” said Genera 1no, not answering the question directly.
"When they catch you, if they do, you do something that |ooks perfectly naturd. Y ou gnaw your finger
nals”

Orchid wet hislipsand looked asif he didn't like the ideamuch. "1 gnaw my finger nails, eh?"

"The stuff under them will make you unconscious for about aweek," explained Generd Ino. "They can't
question you, and by that time, well have things straightened out.”

"l see" Orchid said uneasily.
Generd Ino stood erect.

"Ever'thing bane sat," he observed, sounding something like a Scandinavian. "Ayetank Aye ban' go
home."

Hedid.

ORCHID JONES dept well the rest of the night. He had been one of Genera Ino's men for years, and
he knew the general was about as smooth an article aslived; or, at least, asfollowed criminal ways.

Came nine o'clock and Orchid Jones turned up at the town's leading drug house, to ask for the chemicals
on hisligt. Therewasadelay of perhaps ten minutes while the order wasfilled because, it was explained,
these chemicals were a bit rare and would have to be gotten out of stock.

Orchid Jones was dressed as a Negro.

He got hischemicas, paid for them, walked out of the door, and two men came dongside of him and
grasped him by the elbows.

Orchid looked at the men and nearly had heart failure. One of the men was squat and hairy, the other
dender and very dapperly clad. Orchid knew they were Doc Savage's two aids, Monk and Ham.

Hetried to get out hisgun. They hit him on the head, and while he was stunned, took his gun away from
him. They got Orchid into a curtained car.

"Pretty soft,” Monk said. "Orchid Jones has changed his sex, but that didn't make no difference.”

Orchid swallowed severd times and managed to get his heart back somewhere near where it belonged.
He had not been so scared since he was asmdll kid and had been caught stedling arevolver.

"H-how'd you find me?" he gulped.



"Doc anadyzed the stuff on the towel and learned the dye on your skin was a type which had to be
removed by a certain mixture of chemicals,” Monk informed him. "All we did was check on dl thedrug
concerns around here to see who had bought that combination of chemicals. Nobody had. So we waited
for somebody to buy ‘em. All the drug concerns were to notify us. When they telephoned about you, we

Zipped right over."

ORCHID JONESwas sillent and looked at his hands. The stuff under hisfinger nailslooked as innocent
astracesof grime.

"What you gonnado with me?" he asked.

"Nothing,” Monk said, "but ask you some questions. | mean, maybe we won't do nothing to you, if you
answer the questions.”

Orchid Jones glanced furtively at his captors and read that they meant what they said and that hewasin a
very bad jam. He looked at hisfinger nailsagain.

He began gnawing hisfinger nalls.

Hetook only acouple of gnaws and he began to shake, avile-looking foam cameto hislipS. He shook
more violently. His eyes popped. He made some gargling noises.

A horriblelook got into his eyes and showed that Orchid Jones understood what was happening to him.
"Arg-aw-r-gr!" he said, and it was no more understandabl e than that.
"What the heck?" exploded Monk.

Orchid Jones continued to make noises that he hoped were words, but among the words, only aname
was understandable.

"Carson Alexander Olman,” was the name. Orchid Jones stopped shaking and frothing after atime,
Monk examined him.

When the homely chemist looked up from his examination, he wore an expression both artled and
disgusted.

"Orchid Jones," said Monk, "is as dead as he can be."
Chapter 5. MASTER PLOTTER

IT took Doc Savage |l ess than two minutes to find the cause of Orchid Jones's degth - the poison under
thefinger nalls

"Thereisno hope of reviving him," the bronze man said.

Monk muttered, "I don't believe the fellow knew he was takin' poison.

"I'm sure of it," dapper Ham snapped. "He did alot of muttering, a dying statement, as he passed out.”
"Any words understandable?'

Ham said three of them had been, and gave the name.

"Carson Alexander Olman," Doc Savage repeated, quietly. "Wdll, our best bet -



"I'll be superamalgamated!” put in anew voice.

The speaker was very tall and so thin that it made a person acheto look at him. He had ahigh forehead,
the aesthetic face of athinker, and it was a bet whether or not, when he sarted to walk, his clothing
would fdl off. From hislapel dangled aribbon, and to the end of thiswas attached amonocle with a
thick lens.

"I'll be superamagamated,” said this person. "My acquaintanceship congenerates a conamilarity of
nomenclaure.”

The user of the words was William Harper Littlgjohn, oftener known as" Johnny," aworld-famed
archaologist and geologist, and aman who never used asmall word where he could think of abig one.
Johnny was another of Doc'saids.

Monk looked dizzy and said, "Will somebody please trand ate that for me?"

"Johnny means," Doc suggested, "that the only Carson Alexander Olman he knowsis arather
well-known archaeologist by that name."

"A supereminent - "
"Whoal" Monk said. "Them words istoo much for me before bregkfast. Try little ones, please!”
"Carson Alexander Olmaniswell knownin hisfield,” said Johnny, reluctantly.

Pale, feeble-looking Long Tom, the ectrical wizard, who had been in the background, saying little, now
spoke up

"What I'd like to know iswhy al thistrouble!" he growled. "Can't wetry to bring a person back to life,
somebody who will really do thislopsided world some good, without alot of trouble coming to camp on
our exrs.?'

Monk snorted, "Y ou'd waste away if you didn't have any excitementi”

Ham eyed Long Tom's pale thinness speculatively. "1'd like to know how he could waste awvay any
more."

Long Tom sniffed. "Arewe going to look up this Carson Alexander Olman?”

"Weare," Doc Savage said. "Wewill telephone him, long-distance, now. Then, if we cannot get any
satisfaction, we will have Renny, the member of our organization who is<till in New Y ork, look into the
metter."

Doc Savage went to the tel ephone and asked the long-distance operator for the home of archaeologist
Carson Alexander Olmanin New York City.

IN the home of Carson Alexander Olman, the telephone rang in regularly spaced janglesfor along time,
and was not answered, athough there was one man in the house who could have answered it.

This man was bending over Olman'sfiling cabinet, where al the archaeologist's persond correspondence
was kept. The room was gloomy, and the man wore araincoat, collar turned up, and a hat with the brim
yanked down all around. Big, horn-rimmed spectacl es otherwise made the red lines of the man'sface
hard to distinguish.

Carson Alexander Olman had inherited great wedlth from an old pirate of an indudtridist father; but he



had aways been aman of very systematic methods. It was thistrait which had made him aleader in his
field, with one of the greatest private museumsin existence. He carried system into his persond life. For
instance, every scrap of his correspondence for years past was carefully filed in the cabinets beside his
dek.

The furtive man was going through that correspondence.

He was concentrating on the file marked, "FOREIGN." Time after time, he removed a paper and stowed
it into an ingde coat pocket.

Outside, it rained steadily. Water stood on the walks, streamed off roofs and ran furioudy in gutters.
Inside, the telephone rang on.

Carson Alexander Olman did not answer it because his body lay on the floor beside the desk; his head
was over cooking againgt ahot radiator. The head had |eft quite a crimson trail rolling across the carpet,
and the sword which had parted it from the body lay beside the body. It was a big, two-handed sword
of the sixteenth century, English.

The searcher seemed to be about done. He went back over the file once more, rapidly, checking to see
that there had been no mistake. Then he went to the door, pulled his collar higher, and went out.

Histrouser legs, from the knees down, got wet in the rain before he reached the sedan parked near by,
and got into the rear, where General 1no sat.

The car moved away, making sounds somewhat like adog swimming hard.
"Wdl, minefran'?' queried Generd Ino, imitating an East Sde New Y orker.
The prowler turned his coat collar down from hisface - the very paeface of Lawyer Proudman Shaster.

"| got everything." He shuddered. "It was horrible! His head - against the radiator - and | couldn't bear to
moveit - thesmel - "

He shook asif hewere out in the cold rain.

"Vy don't you try for to be cdm,” suggested Genera Ino.

Proudman Shaster shook harder, gulped, "I'm ahell of acrook to get so scared, but | can't helpit!”
"It's the crooks who don't get scared who get caught,” 1no assured him. "L et's see what you've got.”

Proudman Shaster passed the papers over, and Genera Ino, when he had read them, seemed satisfied.
"Thiswasd|?'

"All. I'm sure of that. Not atrace of this matter remainsin Carson Alexander Olman's correspondence
files"

"No one, by searching the effects of the dead man, will be able to learn that agentleman named Sir
Rodney Dillsworth is selling acertain article to Olman?* the general mused.

"Exactly.”

"Verrry, verrry goot,” murmured Generd Ino. "'In vun hour, no less, you find yoursdf mit some other
gentlemenson alot of vater."



"A LOT of vater" proved to be the Atlantic Ocean, and the "other gentlemen” proved to be agroup of
six ladswho were as choice alot of throat cutters as General 1no had in his organization.

Proudman Shaster, somewhat the gentleman, although he had lopped off one head with asword that
night, had been abit uneasy about the socia status of the six who wereto aid him, and whom he had
never before seen.

Heredized immediately when they introduced themselves - this did not take place until the liner wastwo
daysout - that the Six were, figuratively speaking, wolvesin sheep's clothing. Gentlemen, yesindeed -
outwardly.

The liner docked in Southampton on Tuesday.

On Wednesday, the dignified British Ide had amurder. Sir Rodney Dillsworth's butler was walking past
his master's study when he noted the cat licking at something red that was crawling out from under the
door.

Sir Rodney wasin his study with hishead cut off.

An old-time battle-ax had done the work. Sir Rodney had been rather abit of an archaeologist, and most
of his manse was a museum containing innumerable relics, including the battle-ax. Scotland Y ard was
caled in, and there was a hubbub.

Proudman Shaster sat at ease in aL.ondon hotel and advised his associates, "It's not the first job we've
pulled in England in our time, so don't get worried. General Ino planned dl this out, and we're operating
exactly according to plan. Nothing will go wrong.”

The other men sat around and looked. bilious and uneasy, and it was not aone because the heavy loca
food had given them indigestion.

Proudman Shagter fingered a pile of papers. They were receipts, invoices - such papers as aman might
have after he had bought something in aforeign country and had it shipped to hishome, then solditto a
man named Carson Alexander Olman in the United States, city of New Y ork.

"Sir Rodney had dready shipped the darn thing to Olman,”" grumbled Proudman Shaster. "WEell haveto
take the same steamer and grab it. One consolation: There's nothing whatever to show that Sir Rodney
ever owned thisthing, or who he sold it to.”

"Them two killings might not have been necessary to cover our tracks," one of the mob suggested.

"Generd 1no never takesachance," advised Shagter. "Our next moveisto get hold of thisthing before it
isdeliveredin New York."

"You'resureit'stheright one?'

"Yes, positive." Proudman Shaster tapped the papers. "The name is given here. Pey-deh-eh-ghan.”
"Pey-deh-eh-ghan?'

"That'sthe name."

The man shuddered. "What'll it hein?"

"Aniron-bound box," Proudman Shaster said.



THE iron-bound box was about four feet high, the same width, and twice aslong. It left England on the
freighter Boisterour, and somewhere between there and New Y ork City, it apparantly vanished.

But no one noticed the vanishing. The name disappeared from the freight lists as completely as the box
did from the hold. There was nothing on paper to show it had ever been aboard.

Anyway, everybody aboard was excited over something ese. Thethird mate - hewasin charge of the
cargo holds - was found dead. He was atough guy, had alot of enemies, so his demise surprised
nobody; but the manner of it did. The third mate was found with his head cut off, and afire-ax sticking in
the ssump.

Proudman Shaster told Generd Ino, "It's horrible! | think I'm going to have a nervous breakdown!"

"Quien sabe?' murmured the genera, speaking Spanish, "They cannot talk with their heads off. The mate
discovered you moving Pey-deh-eh-ghan, eh?'

Proudman Shaster wrung hishands. "1 wish | could control myself! When | get in atight place, it seems
al | canthink of iscutting their heads off!"

They were in asmall warehouse in adiscreet part of Jersey. General Ino walked back and looked at the
big, iron-strapped box which histruck had just unloaded. Rather, the truck was hired, and the driver was
oneof hismen.

"How did you get it off the freighter?" he asked.

"I lowered it into the launch dongside after night.” Proudman Shaster explained. "Wetaked to the
look-out, and one man was on the bridge to hold his attention while the box was hoisted overside.”

"You didn't dropit inthewater?' the generd demanded, anxioudly.
"Oh, no! We were very careful!”

"And we will continue being careful.” General Ino eyed the big box which contained Pey-deh-eh-ghan,
and sighed rapturoudy. "We are dl set to cash in on one of the biggest thingsin history - Doc Savage's
resurrection stunt.”

Chapter 6. WISDOM

REGARDLESS of whether or not it was one of the biggest thingsin history, the United States was going
for it in abig way. Skeptics had about disappeared as the day of the final announcement drew close, and
thiswas probably duein large to the astute publicity campaign which Doc Savage and hisaids had
conducted.

Asthe bronze man had explained, in order for the person they were going to bring back to life to do real
good in the world, the world would have to believe him genuine, and that meant believing that Doc
Savage could actudly bring one man back to life. If the selection was George Washington, every one
would naturaly haveto believe it was George. People would not be likely to take ordersfrom afellow
they considered afake George. More than likely, they would have him throwninjail.

The day before the announcement, the newspapers carried in paid advertising:

DOC SAVAGE TO ANNOUNCE
OVER RADIO AT 7 O'CLOCK!



At seven o'clock, they stopped the street cars so people could get off and listen to theradiosin the
corner drug stores.

Every one knew Doc Savage's remarkable, trained voice by now.
Doc Savage sad:

"Many are going to be disgppointed and more surprised by the name sl ected by the committee. Here
are some of the reasonswhy certain names were passed over.

"Napoleon Bonaparte, suggested by many, was not selected because he was primarily awarrior, and this
poor world has enough of those now. William Shakespeare was passed over because it will take more
than awriter and dramatist to do thisworld lasting good. George Washington, Abraham Lincoln and
Thomas A. Edison were prominently discussed. Of these three, the field was narrowed down to Edison,
the grest inventor, whose va ue to mankind perhapswill not be fully recognized for another hundred
years"

There was arather long pause, and any number of persons reached over hagtily and tested to seeif they
could gtill bear agtation hiss, thinking their radios had gone haywire.

"Edison isaman of inventions. He stands for materia progress, for the introduction of new machinery.”
Another pause.

"But it isdoubtful if more scientific progresswill help theworld,” Doc Savage continued. "What we want
isagreat thinker. Not aman of profound mathematica propoundings such as Eingtein, but a man who
can keep hishead and think out the right and wrong way of doing things."

The pauses came just often enough to permit what was being said to soak into the minds of the listening
public.

"The judges went back into history for their man," Doc Savage said. "The name which they findly
decided upon isthat of an ancient whose mortal remains were recently found and positively identified.
Thereisabsolutely no doubt but that the body of thisindividua, or hismummy, isavailable. So that man
will be brought back to life."

Once more, a pause.

"The world does not need inventions."

Another moment of silence.

"It needs profound wisdom."

Thefind pause, and:

"Solomon isthe man to be resurrected,” said Doc Savage, and went off the air.

FOR the next hour or so, the nation sat around with adoubtful look and talked. Solomon! Almost no one
knew whether Solomon's body was available. And eveniif it was, it would have to be intact, and that,
after the passing of many centuries, was not exactly reasonableto believe.

But the extra editions of the papers enlightened everybody. It seemed that Solomon's mummy had been
found not many weeks before!



The find had been made by an eminent group of archaeol ogists, included among whom was Doc
Savage's ad, William Harper Littlgohn. There had been no fanfarein print over the discovery, and
nobody had been invited in to make news reds. The gentlemen who had found Solomon's mummy did
not need money or publicity; hence the affair had been quiet. Solomon's mummy was available. There
was not the dightest doubt about it. The archaeologists had identified it positively, and they were too
eminent for their words to be doubted.

Solomon, it seemed, waslying in state in the private museum of William Harper Littlgjohn.
Generd Ino read thisand smiled athin smile.

"We are now ready to function further," he said. "The mummy of Solomon isto be taken to Doc
Savage's [aboratory at ten o'clock to-morrow morning. We shal be on hand.”

"Y ou have aredly wonderful mind - of itskind," Proudman Shaster said, nervoudly. "Redlly wonderful.
But it strikes me you have waited too long. We have known for days, thanks to your spies, where
Solomon's mummy was lying. Why haven't we acted before?’

"Hewho eats hisfish hastily ismost gpt to choke on abone," Genera Ino murmured, Sngsonging in
Chinese fashion.

"Yeah," said Proudman Shagter. "And it'safact that the kind of fish who play with the bait and take it
dowly usudly got hooked in the ssomach.”

"Vly tlue" agreed Ino. "That's onething | like about you, Proudman, my sweet. Y ou alwaysthink of the
worgt things that could happen. It'savery good trait.”

Shaster Sghed nervoudy. " So we put on your next act a William Harper Littlgohn's private museum?”
"Si, 9," said Generd Ino. "Wedo."

WILLIAM HARPER LITTLEJOHN'S private museum had been practically unknown, but there were at
least ten thousand peoplein the block in front of it before daylight the next morning. The police took one
look and decided the hearse that would come for Solomon's remains would need a police escort.

A motor-cycle squad was ordered to be on hand and to wait for the hearse.
At eight o'clock, a hearse drove up to the waiting motorcycle squad.

"Wadl, wereready to go get him," said the driver.

"l wonder if Solomon isn't going to miss histhousand wives?' acop caled out.
"If I washim," chuckled the hearse driver, "1 would."

The police motor-cycle squad roared into formation, and acted as a convoy for the hearse, guiding it
through the mob toward the building which held Johnny's museum. The building matched William Harper
Littlgohn in architecture. It wastaler and thinner than it seemed any building could be and still not upset.
The museum was near the figurative waistline of the thin building, and the hearse driver and his assistant -
both nice-looking men - staggered in under the weight of awicker basket holding the mummy. The
elevators were barely large enough to accommodate the length of the basket.

Onthe way up, haf adozen other nice-looking men got into the cage. They al got out on the museum
floor and walked to a door.



Johnny looked tal and thin enough to fit into the crack of the door which he opened afew inches at their
knock.

"Weve comefor Solomon," one of the men said.
Johnny said, "I'll be superama gamated!”

Heinade ahalf gesture at bringing the monocleto his eye, an empty move because he hadn't needed it
for years, and nowadays it was a high-powered magnifier.

"Y ou're not the men who were to come!™ he snapped, forgetting himself and using small words. "Monk
and Ham were to come! Y ou're abunch of fakes!"

"Thisain't afakel" the spokesman said, and showed Johnny the business end of the biggest six-shooter
he remembered having seen recently. " Open up, long and lean!™

Johnny tried to dam the door in the face of the leader. The gunman lunged &t it. Johnny, who was not
weighty, was bowled across the room. The door flew open. The men dived insdeand into a human
tornado.

Another man had been in the room. Hewas avery big felow, distinguished by along, gloomy face and
figts of stunning size. The big fistswere swinging and he fell upon the men asif the gun the leader carried
meant nothing &t al.

Thiswas"Renny," or Colonel John Renwick. Hisarmswere enormous, in keeping with therest of his
huge body, which tipped the scales close to two hundred and fifty pounds. His features had amost
puritanical look, one that convinced people that his head conssted of nothing more than a spoonful of
brains. Which was wrong, for Renny was known throughout the world for his engineering
accomplishments.

"That's Renwick!" barked the man with the gun. "Watch 'im! He's supposed to be tough!”

Renny's toughness was more than supposition, as the men soon found out. He moved like greased
lightning. Hisincredible fisgs whistled through the air, pummeled mobsters heads with blows that echoed
throughout the room.

One big fist took aman under the chin. The fellow rose straight up into the air, squirming like afish that
had come out of the water, caught on ahook, and who was trying to shake himself loose. Fdling, he
seemed to melt against the floor.

Thefdlow had hardly touched the floor when Renny's other mongter fist had another mobster in the same
position.

"| gottashoot 'im!" yelled the leader of the attacking group.

Hisgun leveled a Renny's heart, roared, spouted flame.

RENNY said, "Oof!" very loudly, grabbed the gunman by the throat and whirled him off the floor bodily.
It was a breathlessfeat of strength. Renny seemed actualy going to wring the fellow's neck.

Bony Johnny was dancing around, whirling achair over hishead. He hit athug with it, and changed the
shape of the man's shoulder. The bony archaeologist didn't look it, but he packed abig wallop. The man
screamed, fell on the floor, screamed louder and got up again.



Thefdlow jumped around like ajumping jack, asif he didn't know what he wanted to do, his shoulder
pained him so much.

Johnny looked at the fellow asif he enjoyed the antics.
A telephone hit Johnny on the back of the head. He dropped asif poled.

The man who had torn the phone loose and thrown it, ran to it, picked it up and took aim at Renny. His
arm whipped forward. Renny saw the motion, ducked, dived, and got clear. But not the second time.

The telephone made clunk! of anoise againgt Renny's skull. Renny weaved. Three men pounced on him.
Feet, figs, findly aclubbed chair, got Renny down.

Gasping and cursing, the raidersfel on Johnny and Renny and tied them up, al out of breath from their
exertions.

"It'slucky you guys had abasebd| player dong, like me!™ gasped the man who had thrown the
telephone.

The one who had fired the shot tore Renny's vest open and |ooked.

"Bulletproof vest!" he snarled. "'l oughta shoot you in the eye, big fistsl™

There was aloud knock on the door.

The raiders dragged the two prisoners out of sight; then the leader went to the door.
It was an elevator operator.

"What'sthe trouble?' he asked. " There's been enough noise up hereto darn near shake the building
down!"

Without batting an eye, the other said, "William Harper Littlgohn and hisfriend were throwing some
smart-aleck newspaper reporters and cameramen out. They wanted to get a picture of Solomon before
he was resurrected.”

"Where did the newspapermen go?"
"Down the airs, probably, if you didn't see them.”
The elevator operator said, "1 thought | heard a shot.”

"That was a photographic flashlight bulb bresking," grunted the other. "Y ou tell everybody everything'sal
right.”"

"Yes, dr," sad the elevator operator, and went away.
The leader went back to hismen and said, "L et's get on with therest of thig!”

THEY carried the wicker basket in, opened the lid, and carefully dumped out something about aslong as
aman. It waswrapped in asheet. The care they used with it was extreme.

"Where's Solomon?" they asked.
"Holy cow!" rumbled big-fisted Renny. "What's dl this about?"



There was another knock at the door.

The leader went to the door, kept his gun in his pocket with ahand on it, and peered out.
"Hdl!" hesad. "Thisisafinetimeto show up!"

Lawyer Proudman Shaster smiled cheerily at the other.

"I was waiting downstairs to see how you came out,” he said frankly. "If you had failed to take thefort, |
would smply havefailed to come up. Therewas no need of usal taking a chance of getting caught.”

"| cdll that ahdl of anotel" snarled the other.

"It'smy privilege asone of your leaders,”" said Proudman Shadter. "1 see everythingisinhand. That is
redly wonderful, redly wonderful.”

He whipped out alarge purple handkerchief, tied it over hisface, and waked into the room, faking a
shuffling limp.

"Weretrying to make'emtdl which is Solomon,” said the gunman. "Thereésalot of mummies here.”

"Solomon? Y es, of course," murmured Proudman Shaster. Shaster glanced about, observed awallpiece
consisting of two crossed swords, a battle-ax and a shield. He went over and got the battle-ax down,
then stood above Renny. The ax glistened as he swvungit.

"All right," hesaid. "Which is Solomon?*

A shocking change had come over Proudman Shaster. His eyes were too bright, and he had started
breathing in short spurts. His gaze was fixed hungrily on Renny's muscular-looking neck.

Suddenly, without another word, he lifted the ax. It was abig thing. Probably it had chopped off many
headsin itsday. At least it had been made for that.

It would not have taken a psychologist to redlize that some queer, hideous quirk in Proudman Shaster's
nature made him a madman when he was in atense situation with abig sword or an ax in hishand. He
had amaniafor chopping off heads.

He was going to chop off one now, without more fuss abot it.
"Wait!" Renny ydled. "That oneis Solomon!"
Renny pointed.

Renny had a sense of vaues. He was not going to lie there and have his head chopped off smply
because he did not want to tell this purple-masked maniac which of the mummies was Solomon.

But it was not going to save him! Proudman Shaster bunched his muscles, and the ax whistled downward
for Renny's neck!

Renny wastied so he could not dodge. He shut his eyes.
Sug!
"Damn you!" yelled Proudman Shagter. "Why'd you do that?"

The leader of the mob snarled shakily, "The guy told you what you wanted to know, didn't he?"



Renny opened his eyes and saw that the ax was sticking in the floor beside his neck. He gathered that the
gunman had leaped and deflected the would-be killer'sarm at the last instant. The two were now glaring
at each other, and it looked asif there would be trouble.

Proudman Shagter findly shrugged. With the ax out of his hands, sanity had returned.

"All right," he snapped. "Take the two prisonersinto the other room. All of you go in there and waich
them.”

"What're you gonnado?' asked the gunman.

"I'm gonnaswitch mummies,” said Proudman Shagter. "1'm gonna- 1I'm going to exchange the mummy we
brought with usfor that of Solomon.”

THE gentlemanly looking thugs carried Renny and Johnny into the outer room, then stood over them
watchfully, gunsinther hands.

Fully fifteen minutes el gpsed. It was such along interva that the men became impatient.
"What's keeping you?' one called.

"Shut up,” directed Proudman Shaster from the other room. "I am changing the wrappings of the
mummies. Taking the wrappings off Solomon and putting them on our mummy.”

“Why?

"Doc Savage must think our mummy, the one we are going to leave here, isthe mummy of Solomon, so
that he will go ahead and resurrect it."

Renny and Johnny exchanged stunned glances.

"Holy cow!" said Renny. "These lugs are trying to get some guy of their own brought hack to lifel™
Renny had aremarkable voice. It sounded like avery big anima in abig cave, highly enraged.
Proudman Shaster came out dragging the wicker basket.

"Takethis" hedirected. "It'sgot Solomoninit."

"What'll we do with it?' the gunman wanted to know.

"Takeit over to theriver and dump it with aweight tied to it," said Shaster.

"But what about the cops - the motorcycle escort?"

"Easy. Tl them you were adummy expedition to get the remains of Solomon. Tell the copsyou were
sent so the crowd would see you, think Solomon was gone, and then clear out. Doc Savage would
logicaly do that. He don't like crowds."

THE men picked up the wicker basket. They al seemed abouit to leave.

"Wait aminute!" barked Proudman Shaster. ™Y ou're forgetting! Only the two who came with the hearse
will leave. They can digpose of Solomon. Therest of you stick here?”

"And do what?"'



"Point guns a Renny and Johnny here, when Doc Savage sends for the mummy of Solomon,” Shaster
directed. "Renny and Johnny will see that Doc takes the mummy and don't suspect athing. Shoot them if
they don't act their part.”

"Righto," agreed the gunman, reluctantly.

Proudman Shaster smiled while the two who had arrived in the hearse struggled out with the wicker
basket.

"Everything isgoing to be realy wonderful," Shaster assured them. "Just do your jobs and don't worry.
Remember, you have something to fal back upon asalast resort.”

Hewent out.

Chapter 7. THE MUMMY SWAPPERS

THE door made ametallic click behind Proudman Shaster's departing back, and the leader went to it,
tried it to make sure it was locked, then whirled on hisaids.

"Get thefdlowswho are hurt out of sight,” he directed. "Stick ‘em in acloset or something. If any of you
have got narcotics on you, give 'em alittle to sort of easetheir pain.”

They bustled around.

The private museum, instead of being the dark place that such establishments usualy are, was
modernistic, with alot of windows. However, it carried out a one-color scheme of decoration. The
purpose of this was the same as the reason for some museums being dark. The exhibits seemed more
effective, stood out better, by contrast.

"Besure everything is cleaned up,” directed the leader. He came over toward Johnny and Renny. "I'm
gonnauntie you mugs, after | take your bulletproof union suits off. And if you make funny moves, you're
going to find yoursalves bucking astorm of lead.

"Whet is behind this?" Renny asked.

"That's our own business," the other told him. "We want a certain fellow resurrected in place of Solomon.
Weve goneto alot of troubleto get that fellow, and were going to alot moreto get what he -

"There's such athing astaking too much," aman reminded the leader, dryly.
"Thanks," said the leader, and shut up.

Johnny and Renny were rdieved of their unusudly light aloy chain-mail undergarments; then they were
untied and stood on their feet.

"You live here," the leader told Johnny. "Where's the bathroom? Y ou've got some blood on your puss
that needs washing off."

Johnny grumbled, "I'll show you, you thug!" and led the way to aplain door.
"Perhaps | had better goinfirst,” said the leader of the mob.
He opened the door and backed in, covering his prisoners with his gun.

That was abad move. He never saw hisfate in the shape of two bronze hands that suddenly took bold of



his neck. The tendons on the backs of the bronze hands somewhat resembled large round files. The
fingers sank deep into the man's neck flesh asif they were sted in redlity, and the leader of the mob was
lifted off thefloor.

Heflailed hisarms. One of the bronze hands detached and clamped hisarms. The other fist released his
neck and hit hisjaw in acombination move that took agood eyeto follow.

Renny and Johnny stood perfectly till. They knew those hands. Doc Savage! Neither gaveasignto
betray the presence of the bronze man to the other members of the mob, who were in a position where
they could cover Renny and Johnny, but could not see what had happened to their chief.

Doc drew the victim out of sight, deposited him in the bathtub, and straightened. The bronze man'sthroat
tendons tensed, and he held his mouth in apeculiar position.

From hislips came a perfect imitation of the mobleader'svoice.
"Comein hereaminute, acouple of you guys" Doc invited.

ONE of theraiders had been put out of commission in thefirst fight with Johnny and Renny. Doc had just
disposed of asecond. There had been six to start with, excluding Shaster and the two carrying the
wicker basket.

The four in the room behind Johnny and Renny were now unsuspicious. Two stepped through the
bathroom door. They saw Doc-about the time he took hold of them.

"What the - "' one managed to gasp.

"Well have to movethisthing," Doc Savage said, loudly. "I1t'l be quite astruggle!™
He had hold of them both in such away that they couldn't yell.

"Well haveto kick the darn thing loose," the bronze man added.

Thetwo victimskicked and flailed madly. Time after time, they hit the bronze man with their fists. Their
blows seemed to have no effect.

"Kick it again," Doc sad.
The bronze man wasimitating the voice of the leader he had overpowered.

The two men he held managed to flail him with their legs. He worked to get their headsin aposition for
cracking together.

"We're just about to makeit,” Doc said. "Once more! Hit it!"
The two heads went thump! and the men stopped struggling. Silence followed.

The talking Doc had done had been pitched in aloud, encouraging voice. It had led the two in the other
room to think their companions were merely doing abit of heavy work.

Doc took advantage of the silence, which would sound like arest interval.
"WElIl haveto have more help,” Doc called. "Bring the two prisonersin here and make them help us.”

Therest of it was Smple. The two survivors of the mob walked in unsuspectingly, and Doc, hidden



behind the door, hit them in turn, one sharp blow for each, and they fell to the floor.

After he had made sure the prisoners were al unconscious, Doc Savage's flake gold eyes rested on bony
Johnny.

"It might be advisable," he said, quietly, "to move your living quarters and museum down alittle closer to
headquarters. It took me amost twenty-five minutes after the dlarm rang to get bere. Of course, thereisa
terrific traffic jam below, but even without that, it takestoo long. We are dways in danger. We should be
in aposgtion to help each other quickly.”

"Alarm!" Renny boomed. "What kind of an alarm brought you here, Doc?"

Johnny answered that. "1 had my place wired some time ago. For instance, there are certain spots under
the rug over which tables ordinarily st, or chairs. When the chairs or tables are moved, and the certain
gpots pressed it rings abell in Doc's headquarters. | saw to the pressing.”

Doc Savage added, quietly, "It just happens that Johnny's fire escape goes past his bathroom window.
Now, what happened here?"

They told him what had happened.

THE police, when Doc Savage got them on the telephone, were not too happy about being doped by the
fake hearse. For five minutes, things crackled. Five minutes, no longer, for that wasthe interva required
to catch the fake hearse.

The hearse was driving near the river when two radio-patrol cars crowded it to the curb. The driver and
his assistant pulled out their guns, then took another 1ook at the cops, and changed their minds.

A sergeant telephoned Doc Savage about the capture.

"Bring them to William Harper Littlgohn's place," Doc requested. "We will question them, aswell as
somefriends of theirswho are dready here.”

"Y%, S'rlll

The sergeant had considered the request an order, because Doc Savage held ahigh honorary
commission on the New Y ork police force. It had been given him in recognition of work donein the

past.

Doc glanced out of the window and saw that the crowd was still jamming the Street - held there because
word that the bronze man was present in person had gone around, no doulbt.

Doc said, "Renny, you watch the prisoners.”

Renny blocked out hisbig fistsand rumbled, "It be apleasurel™

Doc took Johnny, the archaeologit, into the room where the mummy lay.
"They swapped on us?' Doc questioned.

"Yes" Johnny said, so puzzled be used smal words. "1 cannot understand it!"
Doc sad, "L et's examine the mummy they left for usto resurrect.”

Themummy wasin aplain black case, amodern one.



THE cadaver would probably have given an ordinary person the creeps. It hardly looked lifdike. It was
taller than an average man, and had agood breadth of shoulders. An aged man, the mummy had been
quite aphysical specimen, even at thetime of his degth.

Mummies are usually seen done up in ancient wrappings, but this one was naked, except for aplain white
gown such as patients wear before they are taken into operating rooms. It was split up the back after the
fashion of such gowns.

Johnny scratched his head and |ooked amazed.

"I'll be superamalgamated!" he murmured. "This mummy is of amost exactly the same period asthat of
Solomon! | can say. positively, thet thereis no more than a hundred years differencein their agel™

He fingered his monocle, miraculoudy unbroken throughout the excitement.

"Solomon's physica build and that of thisman are practicdly identicd," he said. " The deception might
very well have succeeded.”

He sghed deeply.

"I hope they have not damaged Solomon,” he finished. "They were going to throw him into theriver."
A policeman knocked on the door.

"The hearse is downgtairs with Solomon," he reported.

"What about the two prisoners?' Doc queried.

The cop shook his head. "Dead.”

"What?'

"Begorra, it was the queerest thing,” the oflicer muttered. " Them two feilers sat there in the squad car
bitin' their finger nalls; then dl of a sudden they both had fitsand died.”

That seemed to remind Doc Savage. He spun and |eaped into the room where Renny was guarding the
prisoners. It was a bedroom.

Renny waved one big fist. "I spread 'em out on the bed. They're behavin'.”

Doc ran to the prisoners, examined them, then glanced at Renny

"Did they chew their finger nailsany?" he asked.

"Sure." Renny admitted. "They were worried. Why not?"

Doc Savage said, quietly, "And now they're dead.”

THE story of the dead men got into the newspapers. It couldn't very well have been kept out.

Lawyer Proudman Shaster put a paper bearing the story in front of General 1no a the small hotel where
the latter had his headquarters for the moment.

"Quien sabe?' murmured Genera Ino. "Haven't you ever heard of the Oriental custom which spies have
of committing suicide?'



"These men didn't commit suicidel”

"A meretechnicality,” stated Ino. "They thought the poison was a drug that would make them
unconscious so they could not be questioned.”

"Y ou told them that!"

"Some one must have," grinned Generd 1no. Heleaned forward suddenly. "Don't be asap, minefran'!
Those men would havetold dl they knew! Doc Savage would have made them! This Savageisas clever
aman asthereisdiveto-day! Don't get any other idea. | have been outfoxing people for many years. It
ismy trade. | am merdly trying to best Doc Savage at my own game. And believe me, if | succeed, | am
going to retire, becauseit will be the crowning achievement of my career. There will be no more worlds
to conquer.”

"Thisonewill pay well enough that you can afford to retire," Proudman Shaster pointed out.
"That'san angle, too," the general admitted.

There wasasmall portable radio in the room, and it began to give forth anews broadcast as General 1no
adjusted the knobs. The announcer was saying that Doc Savage and his aids were on the way to the
bronze man's |aboratory with the mummy of Solomon, which had nearly been stolen.

Generd Ino, listening, began to chuckle. His chuckle was queer. It sounded like a hen cackling.
"Vely good," he chortled.
"Y ou are absolutdly satisfied with the way things are going?' demanded Proudman Shagter.

"Perfectly! exclaimed Genera Ino. "It isgoing exactly as| have planned it. Asyou might say, my dear
Shader, itisdl redly wonderful!™

THERE was such a crowd around Doc Savage's skyscraper that the hearse could not get close. They
transferred the mummy to asubway train, had the subway stop near Doc's building, and entered the
structure by an underground passage which Doc used for leaving and coming when he did not want to be
seen on the sireet.

They put the mummy on awhite dab in the laboratory.

"The public seemsto think thisresurrection will be ashort affair, merely amatter of turning on amachine,
and presto-Solomon isdive," Doc said, addressng homely Monk. "Y ou had better announce
differently.”

"0.K.," Monk said. "How long will it take, Doc?'
"Hours. Maybe days."
Monk went out to make this announcement.

Doc Savage's laboratory was probably exceeded for completeness only by one other, the existence of
which the world knew nothing about. Even Doc's five assistants did not know where it was Situated,
except that it was a some remote spot on the globe which the bronze man called his"fortress of
solitude," and to which Doc visited at intervas to spend weeks and sometimes months, shut off
completely from the world, studying and working out scientific experiments.

It wasredlly at this"fortress of solitude" that Doc had perfected his resurrection process. It was there that



he had gotten together the extremely rare chemicals, so rare that even now he only had enough to revive
one patient.

Monk came back, said, "I told 'em. They didn't believe me, of course."

Monk, whose skill as achemist was amazing, understood enough of Doc's processto be of some
assistance. The others, experts at other lines, could only stand back and watch. But they were anxiousto
help.

"Anything we can do?"' pade Long Tom asked.

Doc Savage conddered. "There is something sinister underfoot. Y ou two might make some
invesigations”

The pdlid dectricd wizard grunted, "But weve got nothing to go on!™

"Renny," Doc said, "you say one of these men to-day, the one with the mask, diowed an insane desireto
cut your head off?"

"Holy cow, did hel" Renny boomed. 'I'll say!"

"There have been three beheading muirders since this affair of the resurrection started,” Doc told him.
"One was Carson Alexander Olman of New Y ork, the other Sir Rodney Dillsworth of England, and the
third amate on afreight steamer. Investigate them. See what you can turn up that connects the three
killings, and connectsus”

Renny, Ham, Johnny and Long Tom immediately went to telephones and got to work.
They spent money on long-distance calls asif it were water to he dipped up out of an ocean.

Doc Savage and Monk filled alarge glass tank with achemica mixture. The tank was about the size and
shape of abathtub, and the chemical mixture had areddish tinge.

"Thisisthefirst step at softening and revitalizing the mummified tissue," Doc said. "Electric currents
passed through the bath will quicken the process.”

Monk eyed the mummy criticaly. "Helooks like he's gonnatake alot of revitaizing. If it was anybody
but you, Doc, trying this, I'd go out and make myself some money by betting fifty to onethat it couldn't
be done."

"How about the vital organsbeing missing?' Renny cdled from thelibrary. "Didn't they tekethe entrails
out when they emba med the old mummies?”’

"Not in this process," Doc told him. " Preservation was accomplished by immersion in abath, the exact
nature of which has been lost to knowledge.”

"Reckon the bath was poison?' Monk queried.
"Probably,” Doc admitted. "Wewill have to eradicate the poison. That may take time."
Monk stood back and scratched his nubbin of ahead.

"It's been easy to talk about resurrecting somebody," he squeaked. "But it beginsto look like quite ajob
al of asudden.”



IN thelibrary - ahuge room containing thousands of scientific tomes- Renny, Long Tom and Johnny
worked on three tel ephones. In the reception room, Ham kept another line busy. There were occasions
when Doc Savage needed many tel ephone hook-upsin ahurry, so he had the facilities.

The bronze man aso frequently needed information abruptly. Hisfive aids were experts at getting it. Not
only did they do the work themsealves, but they had a number of good detective agencies who would go
to work at the drop of a hat.

Detective agencies being tools to fight the crimina's, Doc Savage had long ago subsidized anumber, and
on occasion, took ahand in training their operatives. Since the bronze man paid a part of the expenses,
these private detective agencies were able to work cheaply enough to help many an ordinary fellow take
care of some persond difficulty.

The private agencies, as amatter of fact, was Doc Savage's method of taking care of the innumerable
calswhich he received from personswho werein trivid jams. Little troubles which did not require the
bronze man's developed skill were taken care of by the agencies which Doc had established.

Within two hours, Doc Savage's information-gathering machine had dug up some interesting facts.

"There's a connection between the beheadings,” Renny reported. " This Englishman, Sir Rodney, sold
something to the American, Carson Alexander Olman. The article sold was shipped on the freighter of
which the third beheading victim was mate.”

DOC had the mummy out of the bath now. It looked lesslike amummy, and the bronze man was going
over it with an X-ray machine.

"How did you get your information?" he asked.

"From the New Y ork offices of the line which owned the freighter,” Renny explained. "They had thisone
article, which they had received ahill of lading or whatever they caled it for, but the article never got
here. It disappeared somewhere in the process of shipment.”

Monk said, "It looks asif this article was stolen and every one who would know anything about it was
killed."

"Any clue asto what the thing was?' Doc queried.

"Nope," said Renny. "Except that it was marked down on the steamship company bill as
Pey-deh-eh-ghan.”

Doc was slent amoment. An dmost weird livelihood seemed to come into hisflake gold eyes. "Repesat
thet name!”

"Pey-deh-eh-ghan,” said Renny.
Doc was slent.

"Pay day again,” Renny grunted. "I guessthat'sthe way you'd pronounce it. Name mean anything to you,
Doc?!

The name obvioudy did, for there came into being the small, fantastic trilling sound which wasthe
peculiar property of Doc Savage, the strange thing which he did in moments of menta excitement. It was
not loud but every onein the skyscraper headquarters heard it. The trilling seemed to have astartled

qudity.



"Cadll the Paris National Museum in France and see if amummy was recently sold to Sir Rodney, the
Englishman who was beheaded," the bronze man directed.

Transatlantic telephone being efficient, Renny was back in fifteen minutes.

"Yep," hesad. "Four months ago, the Paris Nationd Museum sold amummy named Pey-deh-eh-ghan
to Sir Rodney."

"That explainsit,” Doc sad, quietly.

"Explanswhat?"

"Later," Doc told him. "Just now, thisresurrecting istaking my attention.”
Chapter 8. RESURRECTION!

THE resurrection was taking the attention of the rest of the world, too.

Almost every onewas making agaladay of it. Nothing for years had so caught public attention. The fact
that severad men had died mysterioudy that morning did not cool the excitement. The circumstances of
the deaths were so fantastic that they merely added to the genera fever.

Hawkersin the throngs on the Street were aready sdlling Solomon balloons, Solomon noisemakers, and
handkerchiefs with Solomon's picture on them.

"Solomonice cream!™ they yelled. "As cold as Solomon's thousandth wife! Five cents!”

An enterprising burlesque press agent came out with the announcements that his entire troupe of beautiful
girlswas going to offer to marry Solomon.

"Theres not athousand of 'em,” he stated, modestly, "but they're o pretty they make up for it!"
Bookstores had their windows full of books about Solomon.

Signs on the backs of sandwich men parading the streets read, "Be as wise as Solomon and et at
Jobowski's Steak Emporium!™

Besides dl this chegp display, there was serioustalk, and level-headed editorials.

Some ambitious soul got afinger in the publicity by being thefirst to organize a™Solomon for Presdent”
club. He advocated an amendment to the congtitution so that the president would not have to be native
born, just thisonce.

The crowd got thicker around Doc Savage's skyscraper. For blocks, a peanut could hardly have been
dropped out of atal building without hitting a spectator.

Not that there was anything to see, except, after night came, the brilliantly lighted top floor of the
enormous building, which was Doc's aerie. Two dirigibles and umpteen airplanes buzzed around the
building, keeping three police arcraft busy chasing them away.

DOC SAVAGE had put the mummy through six complicated stages of the resurrecting process. He was
in the seventh now, which consisted in treating the body - it looked like abody now - with ultra-violet
and other rays.

He had explained that thiswasto replace in it the necessary vitamins which had deteriorated through the



centuries. The lights by no means supplied al the vitamins. Other processes had helped.
The bronze giant was completely encased in agermproof white garment. So was Monk.
The otherswaited in the library. They could see through a glass door into the |aboratory.
They stood with their noses flattened againgt the glass throughout the night.
"It'samiracle” Johnny stated, watching the mummy become more and morelifdlike.

"It'sthe longest durn miracle | ever had anything to do with!" complained pale Long Tom. "'l wish Doc
would take a short-cut or something!”

Johnny, the archaeol ogist, was as excited as a hen whose chickens are hatching. Johnny believed that
Solomon, once he was dive, could solve many great archaeological puzzles. Johnny, asthe firsd manto
interview him - he intended to write abook, too - saw his name going down in history. It would probably
go down in history anyway, but he was too modest to believe that.

"How can you beimpatient!" he sngpped at Long Tom. "Thisisthe greatest thing of al time!™
"Fooey!" said Long Tom. "I'm tired!"

Johnny said, scathingly, "Y ou look something like amummy yoursdlf, and it might be agood ideaif Doc
did some resurrecting on you!"

"S0, you bonepile!" Long Tom sniffed; "For two bits, I'd hang you out in the wind and listen to you
ratlel"

Big-fisted Renny put in, "Now, don't you two start Monk-and-Hamming it!"
They grinned at each other.

"We'retired," Ham said, dryly. "But look at Doc. He's been working steadily.”
"And poor Monk," said Renny.

"Monk!" Ham jeered. " Solomon will take onelook a Monk, and think the human race has gone
backward since hisday!"

Monk came to the door.
"Doc says you fellows had better get some deep,” he said. "Thismay go on and on.”
MONK called them at four o'clock that evening.

"The crowd downgtairsisraising cain,” he said. "They think the resurrection has turned out adud or a
fake or something, and they're throwing bricks a the cops. Ain't people funny?*

"You are, anyway'!" snapped Ham, eying Monk's apish physique. "Why did you awaken us?'
Ham had awakened about every third minute throughout the day. His nerveswere raw.
"Solomonisinthelast process” Monk said. "Comeon in if you want to seeit.”

They entered the laboratory and stood around, after pulling on white germproof garments. What they
saw was S0 spellbinding that they at times forgot to breathe.



A number of movies, usudly the horror type of pictures, had been made in which people or monsters
have been brought to life, and Doc's aids had seen them - even erudite Johnny, who publicly declared
movies below hisdignity, but occasionaly dipped out to see one.

The motion picture resurrections usualy consisted of putting a corpse under abunch of big eectrodes,
showy glass vacuum tubes, and a bearded scientist pushed a switch, after which there was a blinding,
deafening. display of dectrical sparks. The favorite gag wasto tap the heavensfor alightning bolt. There
was aways enough eectricity in evidence to execute a penitentiary full of convicts.

Doc, for hisfinal stage used no dectricity at al. He used no tubes, bulbs nor elaborate apparatus.
The only device employed was along hypodermic needle which he inserted into the heart, emptied it.
Next, be turned the resurrection patient over hisknee and spanked him violently.

"Theidea" Monk exploded. " Spanking Solomon!"

"Shut up, you baby scarer!" Ham advised. "They spank new-born children like that. It gartsthem to
breathing, or the pain revivesthem, or something." He eyed Monk nastily. "They must have forgotten that
inyour casg!"

It was characteristic of Monk and Ham that they carried their quarrdl into the most critical Situation. so it
did not surprise the others that they would still fight while Solomon was being revived.

"He's breathing!™ Johnny gasped, and pointed. " Solomon is breathing!”
Johnny was jumping up and down in his excitement.

The former mummy was undoubtedly breathing. He began to tir. The tirrings became movement.
Findly, the patient sat up. His eyes, which had been tightly closed, opened. He looked around.

Thefirgt individua he saw chanced to be the homely Monk.
The mummy stared intently at Monk. His eyes shut. He lay down again.

"I knew it!" Ham told Monk. "He saw you, and thought evolution had backfired! It was too much for
him!"

HAM was kidding, because they could al see that the mummy was il breathing. The chap had merdly
lain back to rest.

"I will administer some energy in achemica form which can be assmilated ingtantly by hisbody,” Doc
sad.

Hedid this - with a hypodermic needle. Then he massaged various parts of the patient's body. He used
amall dectricd thergpy devicesinthis.

"Stirring up the circulation,” Doc explained.

The mummy man on the table had his eyes open. and was looking a them. He had not moved
perceptibly, nor spoken.

The man was arather handsome fellow, being tall, robust, with an aquiline nose and a fine upstanding
shock of white hair, aswell as an impressive white beard. Doc's revitalizing process had extended with
effect, evento the hair, returning itslife and luster.



Doc said at last, "He should be able to talk now."
"But what language will he speak?’ Long Tom asked.

"The tongue native to his country in hisday, of course,” put in bony Johnny. "I happen to know that Doc
knows enough of that ancient tongue to converse after afashion. And I, mysalf, may be ableto do the
samne”

Unconscioudy, they dl had spoken in alow voice. The power of the moment was having its effect on
them.

Doc Savage stepped back and motioned Johnny forward.

"To William Harper Littlggohn will go the honor of first addressing the patient.”

Johnny was overcome. It was unexpected. No archaeologist could wish for agreater moment.
Johnny stepped forward. Hislips worked, but no sound came. Hetried again. Still no noise.
"Holy cow!" rumbled big-fisted Renny. "For once, Johnny can't think of abig word!"

Johnny, fully redlizing he had flubbed his great opportunity, stepped back.

Doc Savage spoke to the mummy. The bronze man's voi ce was encouraging, inspiring confidence, and
the words he spoke were, while dow, well articulated. Johnny redlized they were words of the language
of Solomon's day, well spoken.

The mummy understood. That was obvious, because he looked startled.

But the fellow did not answer.

Doc tried again and again. After fifteen minutes, he had no answer.

"WE'VE got a speechless Solomon on our hands," complained Monk. "Imagine that!"

Johnny, who was gloomy over histongue-tied interval, snapped, "Don't joke about it! Thisis serious!”
Doc Savage had apparently been thinking.

"Perhaps association with familiar objects would move him to speak,” he said. "After dl, thismust bean
utterly strange environment.”

"But what'll we do about it?' Monk asked.
"Take him to the Metropolitan Museum,” Doc said. "L et him look around the ancient exhibits."

They took their guest who had lately been amummy to the museum, and severa interesting things
happened en route. Firgt, the fellow screamed out in terror when the elevator started downward.

The abject fright in the cry moved Monk to mutter in an asideto Ham, " Solomon ain't avery nervy
cuss”

Ham said, scathingly, "If the same thing happened to you that's happened to him, you'd bejittery, too!"

They left the skyscraper by the underground route. They had trouble getting the late mummy into a
taxicab when they reached the street.



Doc blindfolded the fellow.

"To spare him alot of surprise,”" the bronze man explained. The Mummy peered about vacantly when
they firgt entered the museum. Although the ingtitution was open to the public, there were no visitors
to-day, probably due to the excitement downtown.

Doc led the way to exhibits of Biblica times and ancient Egypt. Immediately, their guest perked up. Doc
stopped in front of an exhibit of extremely antique tablets, and watched the strange man he had
resurrected.

The fellow became more excited. He shuffled forward and thoughtfully touched anumber of articles. He
showed great interest in an ancient picture donein colors so fine that they had withstood the ravages of
centuries, deep within the tomb walls on whose stone corridor they had been painted.

Johnny, the archaeologigt, said, "Unquestionably, heis genuine!”
"Eh?' Monk grunted.

"That ishisown picture heisstudying,” Johnny explained. "It isa hieroglyphic representation of King
Solomon.”

The mummy man glanced from the painting to Doc Savage. He seemed to be trying to read the bronze
man'sfeatures, but they told him nothing. This seemed to disturb him.

He said something guttural in astrange tongue.
Tdl, bony Johnny looked asif he had been hit by alightning bolt.

Doc Savage was startled, too. For thefirgt time hisface reveded surprise. Histrilling, ethereal and amost
without redlity, was audible for an instant - an eerie note.

Monk blinked, gulped, "What'n blazes?'

Johnny waved the long bones that were his arms. He made explosive gargling trying to get words out,
then succeeded.

"Pey-deh-eh-ghan!" he squawked. "This - this - fake! He's not Solomon! He's Pey-deh-eh-ghan!™
Chapter 9. THE STRANGE MUMMY MAN

MONK madefigts, afierceface, and legped forward. "The crook! I'll hit 'im so hard helll turn back into
amummy!"

Doc got in front of Monk. "Wait. It isnot hisfault."

"Then whosefault isit?' Monk yelled.

Doc was slent amoment.

"We have one consolation,” the bronze man said, dryly. "We are not taken in often.”

"Y ou mean we've been foxed?'

"Thoroughly," Doc agreed.

Understanding apparently exploded like firecrackersin the heads of Johnny and Renny smultaneoudly.



"Holy cow!" Renny rumbled. "In Johnny's museum! That swap of mummies! 1t wasatrick! They weren't
swapped!"

Johnny groaned, "Thoseraidersredly hauled off this- thisfake! They made Renny and mysdlf think it
was Solomon! Wetold you they got Solomon, Doc!"

"It was our fault,” Renny rumbled, gloomily.

"Thisisaheck of anotel" contributed Long Tom.

"The American public!" Ham groaned. "They'll mob ud™

"That's0. K.," Renny muttered. "Me and Johnny, here, deserve mobbing for being taken in like that!"

DOC SAVAGE had aqudlity that his aids thoroughly appreciated. He never raked anybody over the
coasfor amistake. They did their best. He gave them credit for that, and did not criticize.

"It seemslike agtrange thing to say,” Doc now informed them calmly, "but this Pey-deh-eh-ghan may
prove more interesting than Solomon, and dmost as vauable.”

Monk looked startled. He jabbed afinger at the mummy man.
"Y ou mean this- this- Pay Day Again, or whatever hisnameis, may be worth something?'
Doc said, "That probably explainswhy he was switched for Solomon.”

"Pay Day," Renny said, scowling at the mummy man, "just what the heck isthis about? Johnny, you ask
himthat in hislingo."

Johnny did so.

He got slencefor an answer.

Doc tried. Hisresults were dso negative, but he did not seem surprised.
Johnny said frankly, "I do not get thig"

"Wewill go back to headquarters,”" Doc decided. "In the library there are some unpublished notes made
by alittle known archaeol ogist who spent most of hislife exploring Egypt and the Holy Land. This
archaeologist really deserved considerable notice, but did not get it because he made no big discoveries.
Nothing spectacular, that is.”

They managed to get out of the museum without attracting too much public notice. The cab driver they
hailed - the driver of thefirst cab, for they had to take two - seemed to have something else on hismind
and did not pay them particular attention - until Doc gave him the address of his headquarters.

"Huh! Y ou're going' down to see thisguy Solomon - " The driver turned his head and saw Doc, the
mummy man, Monk and Ham.

The hackey's eyes popped. He jerked athumb at the mummy man. "Gleeps! Isthat Solomon?”

Monk, not lying and not telling the whole truth as an answer, said, "Thisis the man we just resurrected,
yes”

"So that's the guy who had athousand wived" He sighed. "What aman!™



Doc had not directed the taxi directly to the skyscraper, but to a spot abreast of it, on the Hudson River.
Here stood a huge, deserted-looking warehouse, the Hidalgo Trading Co., according to the legend oniit,
which was redlly ahangar and boathouse housing the bronze man's armada of conveyances.

Not many persons knew the real purpose of the great structure, for it looked innocent enough, and the
cab driver certainly did not, for he shook his head in a puzzled fashion when he et them out, then peered
curioudy at another cab which drew up behind him, carrying Renny, Johnny and Long Tom, who now
aighted and hurried forward.

A truck came snorting down the street and stopped almost opposite. Its horn began to blow loudly.

There were severd lines of queer-looking marks - pictures and yet not pictures - on the sdes of the
truck.

Doc's voice crashed unexpectedly.
"Get under cover!" herapped. "Quick!"
Then guns began tofill the street with agreat banging.

I'T must have been Doc Savage's reputation for trouble that had the two taxi drivers on edge. The oneto
the rear dammed his hack into reverse, raced his engine, and went up the street backward at a speed
somewhere near thirty milesan hour.

It wastoo fast. He went over acurb and glass crashed. In the next instant, driver and car were out of
sight in an abandoned store.

Monk and therest of Doc's aids dived for cover.
The mummy man stood where hewas, asif bewildered.

Doc'staxi driver popped out of hismachine, tried to crawl under it. He was afat man and his back was
low. He got caught.

"Owww!" he squawked. "They'll kill me!™
Monk and the otherswerein an entryway.

Doc saized thefat taxi driver, yanked him out. The fellow was too plump to run fast. Doc rushed himto
the entryway.

En route, the bronze man stumbled once, dmost fell. It was asif he had been hit by something. He did
stumble when he reached the entry. The others then saw arip in the back of the bronze man's coat. A
bullet had made it. Only the bulletproof undergarments, which Doc aways wore when action was
possible, had saved him.

The entry was closed at the back by a gate which had upright iron bars as thick as Ham's cane. One bar
was missing, making a hole wide enough for aman to squeeze through.

The mummy man still stood in the street. He didn't know what bullets were. That was obvious.

"Run!" Monk howled a him. "Y ou'll get killed, Pay Day!" Renny roared, "He may be afake, but hesa
human - now!"

Renny lunged for the street. Renny was not shy on courage. He intended to seize the mummy man, "Pay



Day," asMonk called him, and drag him to shelter.

Doc grabbed Renny, and without apparent effort, stopped the big-fisted engineer.

"Y oull get shot!"

"So will Pay Day!"

Doc cdled sharply to Pay Day in the ancient tongue which was native to the mummy man.

The words might have set off apercussion cap in Pey-deheh-ghan. He put his head down and ran up the
street asfast as he could.

THE taxi driver wastrying to get through the hole in the iron gate. He had hishead in, and his body down
to histhird vest button. He was stopped there.

Doc rapped, "Monk! Y our supermachine pistol!"

The homely chemist whipped out one of the weapons. They had been developed by Doc, resembled an
overgrown automeatic, and could pour out bullets faster than amilitary machine gun.

"Mercy bullets?' Doc asked.
lqu)! n

The mercy bullets produced unconsciousness only. It was the policy of Doc and hisaids not to take
human lifeif it could be avoided.

"But | got some demolition cartridges!” Monk added.
Monk wasinclined to be bloodthirsty. One demalition dug would tear down a good-sized house.
Thetaxi driver made strangled sounds, caught in the holein theiron gate.

Gunfire was now adeafening roar. It was coming from windows, from the big truck in the street - from
everywhere, it seemed.

Doc, superfirer latched to shoot bullets one by one, took careful aim at the running mummy man'slegs.
The weapon made a clean report.

Pey-deh-eh-ghan skipped like a man who had stepped on athorn. He ran on alittle farther. Then he
stopped, made vague gestures of aman too tired and deepy to do anything about a pressing Situation,
and laid down, loosdly, in the Strest.

"Ow!" walled thetaxi driver. "Oh, golly!"
Renny yelled, "These bushwhackersare movin'in on ugl”

It sounded likeit. Bulletswere hitting adl around the little, compact group. A few got into the niche where
they had taken shelter. Ricochets; they were not too deadly.

Thetaxi driver continued hisyelling, kicked and writhed.

Up the street there was a mushy sort of an explosion, and smoke gushed out into the Street. The gastank
of thetaxi that had run backward into the store had exploded.



Following that explosion, there was another. Close, too! 1t knocked the hats off the little group,
showered them with brick dust. To say nothing of what it did to their hearing and nerves.

"GRENADE!" Long Tom squawled. "We gotta get out of here! The next one may

Wh-0-0-m! The next one took up a section of pavement and broke off afire plug. Water came out of
the fire plug with aguzzling roar.

"Oh, my!" moaned the stuck taxi driver. "To think I've been readin’ dime novelsfor excitement!”

Monk yelled at the hackey, "Before you get blowed in there so tight you'll never get out, | better do
somethin'"

Monk grabbed the cabby and pulled him out of the holein theiron barslike acork out of abottle.
"Oh, oh!" wailed the hackman.

Guns and bullets and shouts just about drowned out what he had to say.

Monk, keeping hishold on the fat driver, aimed him for the hole in the bars and rushed him.

"Nix!" squawled thedriver. "That holeistoo little!" 1t wasn't. He went through, but it would probably be
days before he would be the same again.

Renny, Long Tom, Ham, Johnny went through in quick successon. Monk looked asif he didn't believe
Doc would makeit. But Doc did.

"Oh!" complained thefat taximan.

Monk advised, "Y ou better take my advice and run like heck!"
"l can't!"

The taximan was mistaken. He did.

Therewas astairway. Doc and his men went up that.

Another grenade, abigger one, took out most of the front of the building and demolished the areaway
behind them.

THE noise had fixed their ears so they had to scream to be heard.

"The Battle of the Marne again!" Renny howled. Renny looked as sad as a dog whose pups had died.
That meant he was very happy. Action affected him that way.

"Windows!" Doc Savage rapped. "Y our machine pistold™
The bronze man did not waste many words giving orders. He did not need to.

Some of the windows till had glass. They knocked that out. The enemy shot into the breaking windows,
making removad of the glassaquick job.

Monk got into aroom where there were two windows, one with glass, one without. He broke the one
with glass. Bullets stormed in.

Monk let his superfirer roar at the glasd ess windows. The weapon sounded like astick on a picket fence



at Sxty an hour.
"Yeow!" Monk squawled. "1 got two of ‘em!"

"Crazy asahoot owl!" Ham told thefat taxi driver. "He aways gets that way when somebody shoots at
him!"

"l d-don't blame h-him!" stuttered the hackey.

Down in the street, men appeared. They ran toward the mangled areaway. They had grenade sackson
their belts and gas-mask sacks around their necks. They woretin hats and carried automatic rifles.

"Nine - eleven - thirteen," Renny said, counting. "And one more so far behind that | won't count him."

Renny's superfirer - al of Doc's men carried them - let out amoan. The charging men did not go down at
once. But in amoment they fell. Some took afew jumps more than others.

Doc Savage had Long Tom's superfirer now. He had been to one side, shooting single shots, not making
enough noise to take much attention.

Each of his shots was getting aman.

"Quick!" the bronze man rgpped suddenly. "Demoalition shelld™

The others - except the taxi driver - lunged to his side to see what was happening.
"Holy cow!" Renny rumbled.

A car was coming down the street. It had a quiet motor, or the uproar had kept them from hearing it. The
machine was black.

It headed for the prone form of Pey~deh-eh-ghan.
"Gonnarun over im!" Monk howled.

THE car did not run over the mummy man. It stopped beside him, amost on him, and in such aposition
that the car was between where Doc and his men stood and the mummy man. The car door opened and
men got out to pick up Pey-deh-eh-ghan.

"Demoalition cartridges!" Doc rapped again.
Monk nearly tore his clothing off in asearch.
"Lost them!" he croaked &t last.

Renny said, "Here - I've got-mine!™ He got the smal drum of them out, passed them to Doc, and the
bronze man clipped them into the superfirer which he held, then leaned out of the window to take a
deliberate aim at the street back of the car. The machine was backing up now. The mummy wasinside.

Doc fired once. There was aroar. Bricksfdl off cornices, windows which had withstood the grenade
concussions broke. The street back of the car opened up ahole and a cloud of dugt, fire and smoke.
Concrete pavement chunks stacked asif they were broken ice.

The car had been blown backward, but not over. It was against the curb, water from the broken main
scooting around it.



Monk howled, "Boy, we've got 'em stopped!”

He added alot more, most of it just whooping and hollering and squawling. He stopped every onceina
whileto punctuate it with amoan from his superfirer.

But the car had not been disabled. It began to travel, fast, and straight ahead.
Doc Savage amed the superfirer to put another demolition shell ahead of the car and stop it.
One lone gun banged up the street.
Doc Savage flopped back into the room and onto the floor.
The car ran away with Pey-deh-eh-ghan.
Chapter 10. THE PIRATE PHARAOH
MONK squawled, "Doc! You're shot!" He sprang for the bronze man.
Doc Savage rolled to get away from the window.

A grenade went off outside. Obvioudy, Doc had seen it coming, and that was why he had ducked, or
why he had rolled. Perhaps the bullet was the reason for his ducking.

The concussion of the grenade caused the shape of thewdll to change. It bulged somewnhat.
"Oh, oh!" groaned the cab driver. "I'm sure gonna get killed!"
Ham, sword cane tucked under one arm, began shooting from awindow.

Doc ran out of the room, up more stairs, and gained the roof. The roof next door was higher by two
stories. Doc got on top of it by using asilk cord with a collapsible grapple. He took thisfrom his
clothing.

There was aman creeping across the other roof, asack of grenadesin his hands. He did not see or hear
Doc - until the bronze man was on the roof. Then he made amistake. He tried to get a grenade out of his
hag, but couldn't do it before Doc whipped forward and upon him.

Hewas not big enough to give even an ordinarily strong man much trouble. Doc knocked him senseless
and took away his grenades.

Doc had cometo thisroof in hopes of sighting the fleeing car which had taken Pey-deh-eh-ghan. He had
no luck. If it was near enough to be seen, buildings hid it.

Using hissilken cord and grapple again, the bronze man did down to afire escape. He discharged two
mercy bullets on the way down. Both times he dropped men who were about to shoot at him.

He went to atelephone, called the police, described the Pey-deh-eh-ghan car, then went back to the war
front.

There was not much war left. Monk was stamping up and down the Street, offering abig, hairy target,
and squawling for somebody to come out and fight. He had dl the noise to himsdif.

"They vamoosed,” Renny told Doc.

"Not dl of them, though,” Long Tom put in. "'l judge we laid out at |east fifteen of 'em.”



Thefat taxi driver ventured into the street while they were gathering unconscious enemies - the mercies
had killed no on - and piling the formsin a bunch. The hackey peered about, as nervous as arabbit that
had crawled into a dog kennd by mistake.

"Much obliged,” he mumbled.

"For what?' Monk wanted to know.

"Well, | didn't get killed," gulped the driver.

"Stick around. It ain't over."

"That'sjust what I'm afraid of " said the taximan. "So long!"
Helit out running and never looked back.

DOC SAVAGE explained to the police. They helped carry dl the senseless prisonersinto the big
Hidalgo Trading Co. warehouse, where Doc put the captivesin a bullet-shaped car which traveled
through an underground tube to his skyscraper headquarters. He had constructed the tube for quick
service between the two places.

On the headquarters halway they found some lines of strange characters that were half picture and half
symboal.

"l am going to read thisone,”" bony Johnny declared. "I did not have time to trandate the other one, which
was on the side of that truck which stopped in the street and started the fight.”

Doc Savage said, "Both inscriptions were the same.”
"Huh!" Monk put in. "What isthis, anyway?'

"It isahieroglyphic warning," Doc Savage said. "It is addressed to Pey-deh-eh-ghan, and tells him that
we are hisenemies and he should escape from us & the first opportunity.”

"So that'swhy Pay Day ran for it!" Monk barked.
llYall

Monk snorted doubtfully. "They must have had warningsto Pay Day written al around, so hewould be
sureto see at least one.™

Thiswastrue. Later, when they checked, Monk and the others found identical hieroglyphic warnings
painted on the doors of their private gpartments. Inquiring around, they also learned that the ambush at
the warehouse was only one of many traps that had been set. They could hardly have missed barging in
upon the enemy.

Big-fisted Renny rumbled, "This bozo who pulled afast one on us sure didn't overlook any bets. But, at
least, we've got some prisoners now, and that means we can get some information.”

"If they don't chew their finger nails,” Monk said grimly.
"Wewill take care of that," Doc declared.

They stripped each prisoner and submerged him in achemica bath which would render the
under-the-finger-nail poison harmless.



"Now," Doc Savage announced, "while they are regaining consciousness, we will check up on the known
history of Pey-deh-eh-ghan.”

Doc spent sometimein the great library. It was noticed that he did not peruse books, but rather
pamphl ets containing speeches and scientific records made available to archaeol ogical societies.

Finaly he put the records away and made, very briefly, hissmall trilling. " There can be no other
explandion.”

"If therés any explanation,” Monk groaned, "'l don't know what it is."

"Pey-deh-eh-ghan was a Pharaoh in Egypt about the time of King Solomon'sreign,” Doc Savage
explained.

"A king in Egypt, eh?"

"He was known as the 'Pirate Pharaoh,™ Doc continued. "He got that name from hisinsatiable thirst for
sacking cities and gathering wedth."

Johnny had been listening, tumbling absently with his monocle. Now he dropped the monocle.

"My memory isjogged now!" he exploded. " Pharaoh Pey-deh-eh-ghan was so greedy heinsisted on
taking the loot from his conquests with him, and he caused a great tomb to be built and filled with his
vauables. Then he put a curse on the tomb, which was far out in the desert somewhere - the Nubian
Desart, it is believed. The tomb has never been found.”

"Thelight,” Monk said, "isdawning."

HAM, who liked to pick discrepanciesin any story he heard - ardlic of hislaw training - said, "This story
doesn't hang together!"

"How you figure?' Monk bristled.
"If they've never found Pey-deh-eh-ghan's tomb, how come they found his mummy?
Johnny explained that promptly.

" Pey-deh-eh-ghan attacked King Solomon and died in the campaign,” he said. "He was entombed away
from home, and the body was embalmed by hisfoes, namdy, King Solomon's experts. That accounts for
the smilarity in embaming which did alot to fool us."

Monk took two or three stamping turns around the office, then stopped and glared dramatically a Ham.

"It'splain™ Monk squesaked. "We weretricked into reviving Pay Day! This mysterious master mind
who'sfighting us snatched Pay Day and isgonnamake 'im tell wherethetomb igl”

Ham snarled, "Don't scowl at me, you apel”
Johnny groaned, "If we only knew who werefighting!"

They got that information from their captives. Doc got the fellowstaiking very easily. The bronze man
smply explained about the poison-under-the-finger-nailstrick.

Doc further explained that the present prisoners had aso carried the same poison, not under their nails,
but in their hair. A quick analysis of the chemica nullifier bath, made by Monk, had indeed divulged this



information.

The prisonersredlized they had a chief who would have sacrificed their livesto keep them from talking.
They drowned each other out with their angry shouting of information.

Their chief had stolen the mummy of Pey-deh-ah-ghan, killing every onewho might give information. A
trick had been worked to get the mummy man back so that he could be persuaded to reved the
whereabouts of the treasure tomb.

Doc had guessed as much.

Generd Ino, international crook, wasthe leader.

He had an assistant named Proudman Shaster, alawyer.

That was all the prisoners knew, except alot of minor details of no great vaue.

"Generd Ino," Doc Savage said, and athough hisvoice was low, it had agrim quality - "an dmost
legendary figure, so clever that he has managed to remain dmost unknown. Severd times | have made
effortsto get on histrail, knowing that at sometime or other we would tangle."

Monk scratched his nubbin of abead. "Generd Ino, if you ask me, isthe dickest article we've hit in some
time"

"Where d'you suppose heisnow?' Renny pondered.
"On hisway to Egypt, doubtless," Doc said. "Well do some checking.”

ABOUT that time, General Ino was saying. "Ever'ting, she ees go too dam’' smooth, oui! We mus be
more careful, monseurs.”

He sounded like a Frenchman who had learned English that year.
"Seemsto meitisal redly wonderful," murmured Proudman Shagter.

Pey-deh-eh-ghan said something which, if trandated, would hardly have been printable. He glowered at
the shiny stedl handcuffs on hiswrigts.

Therest of General Ino's men said nothing.

The dirigible engines made a great dedl of noise. It was supposed to be avery modern airship - a
dirigible, not an airplane - with silenced motors. But there was aracket, lots of it. A whopping drone.

The Atlantic Ocean was below, so far down that it |looked strange and smooth.

"Doc Savage will, of course, learn that we have taken passage for Germany on thisdirigible," said
Generd Ino, reverting to good English. "He will have the entire German police force on hand when the
arshipisdue”

Proudman Shaster gaped in horror. He didn't think that was so really wonderful.

"But," murmured Generd no, "we shat take measures.”" They took measures. They took over the
dirigible at the point of agun. They made the radio operator radio that the ship was down, burning, in the
middle of the Atlantic. After that they kept theradio slent.



The airship's legitimate passengers - there were not many, for General 1no had booked most of the sedts,
or cabins, for hisaids - were lined up and shot, and the bodies dropped into the sea from three miles up.
Some of the crew were shot for ademonstration.

All of the crew were shot once the ship had landed in the Nubian Desert, dayslater. Then the airship was
sent into the air, without asoul aboard, and its "iron mike" or automatic pilot - adevice with which the
airship, like modern passenger planes, was equipped - was set to the east and south.

"Bueno!" exclamed Generd Ino, asthe greeat cigar craft took theair. "1 hopeit will fal into the Red Sea
and never be seen again.”

Proudman Shaster - he looked like an explorer in his pith hedmet and shorts - grumbled, "I think we
should have burned it here.”

Generd 1no shook hishead. "Nein! Doc Savage, dot feller will guess vot happen, an' he come hunting.
Ja. If befind dot burned ship here, it woof put him too near our trail."

Thedirigible droned away to the southeast, just asif its crew was aboard.

General Ino and his caval cade took out across the desert sands. They carried full equipment for their
surroundings.

A line of dmogt black, snaggle-toothed mountains to the west was their destination.

Chapter 11. AIR FANGS

THE great transatlantic service dirigible came down at two hundred miles an hour and stuck her posein
the sand near Jiddah, which wasin Arabia, just across the Red Sea. Thefirst hundred feet of her got
mashed back into the rest, but there was no fire, thanks to some of the things man has learned about
building big airships. Learned at the expense of quite afew lives.

The equivaent of the chief of police of Jddah ran out, took onelook at the airship, drew his pistol, had
his men do likewise, and kept al spectators and thieves away from the wreck.

Twelve hourslater, Doc Savage, hisfive aids, the pig Habess, the apelike what-is-it, Chemistry, and
much equipment in metal cases arrived. Their big metal plane was streaked with grimy oil, and Doc's
ads, if not Doc himsdlf, looked like men who had just flown the Atlantic, asthey had.

In the dirigible control cabin, Doc found the iron mike intact. He saw the course on which it was set.

Doc sent severa smadll, ordinary weather-observation balloons doft and watched them with a strong
telescope. He got together, by radio, what dope there was on the air currents over the Red Seaand the
Nubian Desert part of Africa.

"Wewill make astab at backtracking the airship,” he said.

It was agood stab. Perhapsit would not have been good if Doc, using very strong binoculars, had not
observed many black specks on arocky stretch of ground.

They - or Doc - put the big plane down on sand that was so hot that it dried instantly when they spat
upon it. They went over to look at what the buzzards were interested in.

It wasthe crew of the dirigible. The bodies had been hidden.



It took alot to horrify Monk. But he was grim and silent on the way back to the plane, and didn't even
burgt out when the what-is-it, Chemistry, sprang upon his pet pig, Habess, to forcibly hunt for fless,
something that Monk usualy considered apersona insult to himself.

"From now on," he mumbled, "the word devil is spelled G-e-n-e-r-al 1-n-0."

Doc Savage did not take the controlsto lift the plane into the air, asthey had expected. Instead, he got
out asmall radio transmitter receiver no larger than acine cameraof fair size. He took concentrated food
tablets which he had devel oped to give quick nourishment to patientsin hospitals, but which was also
good ration for aman traveling hard.

Doc added to the pack flask containing, not water, but the chemica parts of water, minus the unneeded
ingredients. He added some of his gadgets and remarkable chemicaswhich he might usein hisunusua
method of fighting.

"Look herel" Renny protested. ™Y ou're not going to leave us here while you go off trying to trail those
fdlows?'

"Stick closeto the plane," Doc directed. "And keep your radio in tune with my set.”

The bronze man walked away, circling at first, then gpparently finding atrail which led westward. The
heat wavestook sight of him away from them shortly.

The waves |ooked eerie, like ahideous sea separating them from aline of ominous, black, toothy
mountainsin the west.

THE bronze man's five aids got insde the plane and turned on the air conditioner which soon cooled
them off. The outside thermometer on the control panel registered atemperature of over ahundred and
thirty, part of it probably dueto the radiation of the sand. But they had iced drinks and a cold mea which
they did not est very heartily.

The radio informed them that Doc had found atrail.

"But stay whereyou are,” the bronze man said. " Sighting the planein the air would warn the enemy,
wherever they have goneto.”

Static bothered them abit on the radio. They watched the buzzards until Johnny, abit of apsychologi<,
suggested that it wasn't raising their spiritsany.

"Blasted murderersl” Ham gritted, and began putting fresh dope on thetip of his sword cane.
"One of themisalawyer in good sanding.” Monk suggested pointedly.

Ham glared. "And you don't seem to be the only one who hasn't advanced much beyond the animal
stege!”

Monk yelled, "That's a danged insult, you clothes rack!™

Ham studied Monk's homely, wrathy visage.

"If | had that puss," he said, "I would certainly visit agood false-face maker."
Pde Long Tom groaned, "I guesswerein for hours of you two guys!™

They were. Five hours, to be exact. By that time, Monk was outside in the heat, whither Ham had



chased him at the point of the doped sword cane. What Monk was saying about Ham's ancestors,
pig-eatersdl of them, according to Monk, wasinteresting if not true, and so enraging to Ham that the
dapper lawyer was holding a chunk of ice - secured from the plane's galley refrigerator - to his head.

Monk stopped reciting suddenly and pointed.
"Look!" heydled. "A lot of guysin their nightshirts on horseback!"

They were Arabs, nearly two dozen in number. They rode picturesquely, not sparing their horses, which
looked like good animals from adistance.

Renny took the plane's controls and readied the ship for atake-off. Long Tom and Johnny manned their
superfirers. Ham did nothing but stand at the plane door with his sword cane and keep Monk from

gettingin.
Another group of Arabs appeared behind thefirst group. All of these rode camelsinstead of horses, and
some led other camel's bearing packs.

The Arabs on horses stopped a good three hundred yards away. One man rode out ahead. With a
considerable show, he stuck hisrifle stock in the sand and |eft the weapon there.

"He means peace, | reckon,” Monk said, fill outside the plane and sounding relieved.

The Arab rode up and asked them in pretty terrible English if they would buy some nice fresh dates, very
excdlent dates, most pleasing to eye and palate.

Ham began, "We do not need any food of - "
"Well take afew!" Monk interrupted, addressing the Arab. "Have one of your men bring them.”

The transaction was completed. The Arabs stood around at adistance, eying the plane. Then they dl
strung out over anear-by sand dune.

"Dated" Ham sneered at Monk. "What we need isamember of this expedition to take your place! One
with ten cents worth of gumption!™

Monk pretended not to hear and got out his chemicd anaysiskit.

MONK'S kit contained a device, spectrascopic in principle, for analyzing that was awhiz. He worked
with some of the dates and his contrivance for perhaps two minutes.

"| thought so!" he exploded.
"Y ou never think!" Ham opined.

"These fruity titbits are poisoned,” Monk announced. "The poison isthe same that friend General Ino
used to kill off hismenin New Y ork to keep them from talking."

Ham gulped, ydled, "Those Arabs are - "
"Sh-h-h!" hairy Monk admonished. "They're doubtlessy waiting over on yon sand duneto see usdie!™
They went into a conference about whét to do.

"It'sashameto disgppoint them fellers" Monk declared. "I figured ‘em for phonies, an' bought some of



them datesjust to see.”
" Suppose you continue your brilliant deductioning and tell uswhat to do about this?*' Ham suggested.

"Play dead,” Monk said promptly. "They will then charge over the sand dune, get close; then welll let 'em
haveit!"

"Not abad ideg," big-fisted Renny agreed. "Werre going to have to fight ‘em, so we might aswell give
‘em akick in the datsthey ain't expecting.”

They got out under the plane's wings, where it was very hot, and made afuss about sampling the dates,
but actudly eating only some which they took from their own stores.

The dates had been in two big baskets, and they stood about these for awhile, asif talking.

Monk doubled over, grabbed his stomach, and put on aredistic show of dying. They had seen the
poison's effectsin New Y ork, so their acting was very good. In the course of the next five minutes, they
al "died." With their supermachine pistols under them.

The hot sand began to drum with the beat of hoofs.

"The charge of the surprised brigade!” Monk chuckled, grimly. "I mean, they ain't surprised now, but
they're gonna be!"

There was aterrific report. Sand blinded them - sand and something else that was awful on their eyes
andinther lungs

"Date basket - blew up!" Renny squawled.
"False bottominit!" Monk croaked, dazed. "Gass - of some - kind!"
A dozen seconds later, they were dl completely blinded.

SURPRI SE had turned out to be a surprise, and their one hope was the plane. They might get off without
cracking.

Long Tom found the plane's door first. He couldn't see athing, but he could fed.
"Over herel" heyelled, and kept yeling.

The other lunged to him. They got through the plane's door. Monk was last. Then be heard an excited
squeding behind him.

"Habeas!" he howled. "Habeas! We gottawait for Habeas!"
"Nix!" Ham barked. "Habeas is an Arabian hog anyhow, isn't he?"

Hewas. Monk had got him in Arabia, long ago. But he had no ideas about leaving him. Thiswas Africa,
anyway. Monk leaned out of the door, calling.

Renny got the motors turning and fed them the gun.

He might aswell have waited for Monk to get his pet hog. It made no difference. They weren't going to
escape.

An attacker rode adumb camd in front of the plane, then dived off, so that the plane hit the camel but



not the man. The ship skewered around, and a propeller dashed part of the camel through onewing. The
plane ran on a short distance before it turned a somersault.

Habeas Corpus, the pig, took onelook at the Arabs. He showed judgment, spun, and traveled, only
somewhat dower than arusty bullet, over the sand until he was out of sght.

The men in the plane were unconscious. The gas had done that. But it did not last long. Half an hour, and
they could see, hear, and suffer.

Therewere Arabs dl around them, and one white man - Proudman Shaster.

"Thisisredly wonderful," Proudman Shaster murmured. "To think that we bagged dl five minnowsin one
net!”

Monk scowled at him, then at the buzzards circling above. He spoke with his eyes on the buzzards, but
addressing Shaster. | bet they get you, yet."

Shaster, unworried, asked, "Where is the big fish, Doc Savage?'

"Y ou're wasting your time askin' usthat,” Monk growled.

"Yes, | expect | am," Shaster agreed. "So | won't ask. I'll just take you along, and proceed with plans.”
Monk wet hislipsuneasly. "Yesh?"

"Of course,” chuckled Shadter. "Didn't you ever hear? They use live bait to catch the biggest gamefish.
It'sredly wonderful how live bait works."

The Arabs seemed to be some robber band whom General Ino and Shaster had hired. This desert was
full of roving groups who had no law except the bloody impulses of their own greed. They did not burn
the plane.

"The smoke might be seen by Doc Savage,” said Shaster. They knocked the essentid parts of the craft to
pieces. Just asthey got under way, one Arab raised hisrifle and aimed deliberately at the pig, Habeas
Corpus, who stood on a sand dune at some distance. The rifle banged.

Habeas went up straight and over-backward, head-over-hoofed down the doping sand, and was lost to
Sght.

They knocked Monk in the head just as he got his hairy hands on the throat of the rifleman.
Chapter 12. BLACK MOUNTAINS
THE pig, Habeas, found Doc Savage near midnight.

Desert nights are supposed to be clear. This one was cloudy, so black the bats weren't even out. Desert
nights are also popularly supposed to be cool, and this one was amost as hot as the day had been. In the
eadt, the sky was red with sheet lightning and bolt lightning, and there was a steady rumble like Niagara
Fals

Doc had stopped. He might have gone on trailing with hisflashlight. It was spring-generator operated,
hence no battery to exhaust. But the light might be seen. He had stopped.

The pig was breathing loudly. Pigs are not built for running along distance, athough this one did have dog
legs and plane-wing ears that might help some.



Doc Savage said nothing. He did not even make histrilling. He smply gathered Habeas under an elbow
and began running back the way he had come.

Theglare, theroar of the lightning came closer like the charge of astrd Titans. Itsroar grew and grew,
with amushy qudity. It was asif alot of exploding cannons and big tin cans were smashing around in an
ocean in the sky. It got overhead, and the wind hit.

It was quite awind. It took big sand dunes apart in clouds. Sand moved in whistling strings, in volleys.
The clouds seemed thick enough to walk on.

Doc kept going. His coat wastied.around hisface, over hiseyes, ears, nose, mouth. He had Habeas's
head jammed into a pocket.

When therain hit, it was asif they had fallen into an ocean. Warm rain, mixed &t first with sand.

It left as quickly asit had hit, and went thumping and mumbling and sucking acrossthe desert. Satanin
retreat, dragging hisenvironment with him.

The plane, when Doc found it, looked asif it had been there many ayear. The sand had haf buried it,
had blown into the open cabin doors. The water had packed it.

Doc Savage made abig circle of the vicinity before he went close. He saw nothing darming. Then he
went over the plane.

Habess, the pig, ran in sniffing, squeding circles. He was baffled.
There was only one interesting thing. A bottle. Tied to the control whedl. A paper wasinside.
SAVAGE:

YOU HAVE SMOKE BOMBS ABOARD, | SEE. SET ONE OF THEM OFF BEFORE FOUR
O'CLOCK TOMORROW AFTERNOON TO SHOW YOU ARE WILLING TO DICKER. NO
BOMB, AND FIVE MEN, FRIENDS OF YOURS, WILL HAVE THEIR EYESPULLED OUT.

A signature was hardly necessary.

Not much of their equipment had been taken. It had been stacked neetly, perhaps so that it could be
secured |ater.

Doc Savage went immediately and got one of the smoke bombs. But be also got an alarm clock, some
wire, some string, and the mechanics from a hand grenade which made it explode. He used also alittle
powder from the grenade.

He rigged up a contraption which would set off one of the smoke bombs at three forty-five the next
afternoon.

Then he set out across the desert, leaving bomb and plane, with Habeas at his hegls. Doc carried a heavy
equipment pack.

THE black mountainslooked asif they stuck up straight out of the sandy desert, and they did. Inthe
bright moonlight, the sand around them was amost white, and any moving dark object easily seen.

Doc wore one of the white, sheetlike robes of the desert natives, which he had brought from the plane.
Their suppliesincluded these. Habess, tied up in white cloth, had sense enough not to tear the covering
off - after it was coated with a bitter chemical which he didn't like.



They went into a canyon that was like something agrest knife had cut deeply. Warm stillnesswas
everywhere. Sounds they had made out in the desert had carried, but in here they didn't.

Doc had located the nearest high peak from the desert. He was on top of it when the sun came up.

It had been cold before the dawn. This height was much cooler. But the rising sun seemed to throw off as
much hest aslight. Thirty minutes after the first spurting glare topped the horizon, Habeas was panting.

Doc Savage had amonocular that was aslong, dmost, asthe old sea captain's spyglasses, and as
powerful as some telescopes. Even his nerveless hands could hardly hold it steady enough. It had asmall
tripod, amechanica swivel with microscopic screws.

He kept his eye to the monocular, and studied al of the mountains within reach. He recessed only when it
was long past the hour when even the laziest man would have arose.

A single metal case comprised most of Doc's pack. It was packed tight. He took out atiny balloon - the
same kind he bad used to get wind direction back at the town where the dirigible had crashed - and a
spool containing two thousand yards or so of fine silk thread.

He fastened atiny camerato the balloon. The camera had been developed for thiswork. It took pictures
at one-minute intervals, or whatever intervals the tiny watchwork was set for. It could take over a
hundred. They were very tiny.

Doc did alittle doctoring on the balloon. He blacked some strips of hiswhite silk shirt with ink, and
fastened them, one on each Side, and one at the back of the balloon.

When he sent the balloon up, it looked just abit like a buzzard. One of any number of buzzards over the
black, grim mountains.

The developed pictures showed one thing only. There were canyons which could not be photographed
unless one was directly over them. It was something like the Grand Canyon country of the United States,
only thisrock was black.

Doc had the balloon and camera up again, and was using the monocular.

Out on the desert, astring of black smoke crawled upward. The clockwork had set off the smoke bomb
at the plane.

Doc, with the monocular, saw a dozen white-robed men on fast horses gallop out from tlie mountains.
They were to the west. Three more groups appeared. Others appeared from sand dunesfar out on the
desert. All rode madly for the plane.

It was abig trap that was not going to catch anything. Doc hauled down the camera, put the film through
the tiny instant-devel oper tank, and viewed it under a glass with microscopic power.

There were severa pictures showing agroup of men in acanyon mouth near the desert. Doc got into
motion, heading, for that point, but dmost directly opposite.

THE bronze man had made aplain trail thusfar. They could track him from the plane across the desert.
They could tell they had been tricked. And they were almost certain to follow the bronze man's tracks.

Doc had figured on that. And he carefully made plain tracks.

Hetraveled an dmost straight line, asif he had adefinite destination, but histrail followed the high places,



and the edges of cliffs. And findly he found that for which he searched.

It was adliff, straight up and down for amost athousand feet, except for aledge about halfway down.
The ledge was covered with jagged rocks.

Doc used his silken cord and grapple - he dways carried it - to get down the face of the cliff. That, and
hisfabul ous strength.

He made adummy on the ledge. It was more than his clothing stuffed with sand and afew tough, dried
bushes. In the legs, the torso, the head, he put bottles containing afluid that was made red with
chemicals. He arranged the body so that it could be seen in part from the cliff'stop. Then he climbed
back up.

He broke |oose a bit of rock on the cliff rim, so that it would look asif he had falen.

They would trail him here, see the form below, think it was Doc's body, and shoot into it. They would be
amogt certain to do that last. And the red fluid would run, leading them to think they had finished a
wounded man.

There was about as much chance of them climbing down the cliff to the ledge as there was of them going
to the good place when they died.

"Stay here," Doc told Habess.

Habeas remained. That would makeit moreredidtic, asif the pig had stood by the spot where the
bronze man had died.

Habesas could take care of himsdlf.

THE group of men which the aerid camera had showed in the canyon near the desert were not there
when Dcc Savage arrived. But their tracks were, and they led back into the mountains.

Doc followed thetrail. Rather, he pardleed it, keeping well to theright or left, crossing thetrail at times
to make sure it was till where he thought. A precaution, thet, in case they had |eft watchers. Doc left no
noticegble footprints himsaif.

There was awatcher. A white man in apith helmet and shorts. He sat on aledge a the far end of a
narrow, high-walled crack in the sone. He had rigged a sort of umbrella out of four stakes and some
cloth that looked like ablanket.

A military machine gun was set up on atripod mount in front of him. It must have been amachine gun the
Arab dlies had captured, for it was of British manufacture.

The gunner was stationed just a bit too prominently.

Doc Savage studied the surrounding stone. The stuff looked as hard as agate. There were afew cracks,
and they ranin fairly straight lines. This stone seemed to crack that way.

Doc did not approach the gunner. Instead, he withdrew, changed his course. and scaled, with infinite
difficulty, the Sde of the canyon, and got around the gunman.

Therewas no trail. Even Doc's skill, cultivated for years, was defeated. The men had wrapped their
shoes, or gone barefoot, athough the latter was unlikely, considering how hot the rocks were. And
nothing much less than a pickax blow would mark the flinty stone.



Genera Ino's men had made aplaintrail to the gunner. There had to be areason for that. The gunner
wasn't the reason. He was too prominent.

Doc went back, now showing himsdlf, and fdll to risng his monocular on the route aman would logicdly
follow in cregping upon the gunner. There was only one route.

One particular spot in that route, under an overhanging mass of stone, was interesting when seen from a
distance and through the monocular.

DOC hunted, found aloose stone, then began a ddliberate campaign of deceit. He made hisvoice
ventriloquid in qudity, sounding far away. Then heimitated a hyenas cackle.

The gunner looked only vaguely interested. The sound belonged to these desert mountains.
Doc brought his hyenaabit closer.
The gunner scowled, shrugged, and began to fish for acigarette.

Doc waited. Then he put his hyena laugh among the rocks so that the gunner could not tell where it was,
exactly. Theman lighted his cigarette, ignoring the noise. For amoment, he had his hands up before his
face.

Doc flung hisrock. It hit the suspicious-looking spot which the monocular had showed.

The bronze man was not surprised when there was aroar and the whole side fdll out of the canyon. The
gunner, startled, turned loose his machine gun. It gobbled and bullets clattered and whizzed in thefalling
rock.

Doc imitated a scared hyena running away asfast as he could.

The gunner, after he had timeto think, got up and cursed dl hyenas at the top of hisvoice. He had anice
fit on. He kicked hismachine gun over.

Fifteen minutes later, he had the gun folded and staggered off under its weight. He cursed the British for
meaking such heavy machine guns.

Chapter 13. THE DEVIL OF THE DESERT

GENERAL INO said, much too camly, "Men of our kind suffer from one disease which does not afflict
others so serioudy. In our casg, it often provesfatal. The disease is known as mistakes.”

The sweat-soaked machine gunner stopped looking mad and registered hurt unease.

"But it wasahyena" he protested. " The cussed hound must've walked over the sand that covered the
trigger of the trap we had fixed up for Doc Savage. He laughed around for awhile before the explosive
went off, then | heard him leavein ahdll of ahurry.”

"Did you seethishyena?' 1no asked.
The gunner thought for amoment, and decided he had better have seen the hyena.

"Sure," helied. "I threw arock at im. But who the devil would've thought he'd run toward me instead of
away? He jumped toward me an' hit the trigger!”

"S, S," murmured Generd Ino. "'l see



The gunner didn't like the tone. He squirmed.

They stood in impressive surroundings. There were rocks around them, boulders the size of houses, of
skyscrapers. Some were aslong as smal ocean liners. There were dmost twenty armed men with
Generd Ino, three out of four of them burnoosed Arabs.

"We heard the trap go off, and were coming,” advised Genera Ino. "Wewill take alook at thetrap.”
"I looked around good,” said the gunner, lying alittle. "There ain't nothing. | tell you, it was ahyena.”
But they went back and looked, prying up the rocks, and scraping out sand and fragments.

"It must have been ahyena, dl right,” Genera Ino admitted &t last.

The gunner wiped off sweet. He was relieved.

Generd Ino paced about in the sand for atime. He seemed uneasy. Hislieutenant, Proudman Shaster,
was not with the group.

"Thereisnothing to do but wait!" Genera Ino snapped findly. "We might aswell go back and join the
others”

Asthey went back, it was noticeable that the white men kept close together, and were unusually aert.
The black wall of rock shoved up about them, and probably induced that fegling of inferiority, that
speck-in-creation twinge which is one of the big kicks of the Grand Canyon to most visitors. But these
men were not the kind to be made uneasy on that account.

A psychologist would have redlized they were a bit afraid of the Arabs, their associates.

Generd Ino's men were watching the Arabs. They would probably have wasted their time had they
watched their surroundings, their back trail.

It would have taken sharper eyes than they possessed to discover Doc Savage following them.

PROUDMAN SHASTER - two pistolsin two holsters around his middle did not even make him look
vicious - waswaiting at the foot of an inclined stone rampway that doped upward and passed through a
stoneridge.

Thisrampway, nothing but a steep path, had unquestionably been made by human hands, and that along
time ago.

Pey-deh-eh-ghan was with Shaster. "Pay Day," as Monk called him, was handcuffed, wrist and ankle.
Helooked quietly unhappy.

Haf adozen whites were with Shaster, but no Arabs.
"Thisisnot what | would call aredly wonderful stuation,” he greeted Genera Ino.
"Ach, himme!" complained the generd. "Are you going to add to my troubles?'

"These Arab rascas,” said Shaster, after making sure no Arabs were close enough to hear. "Hiring them
to help uswas agood ideg, asfar asit went. But this Pey-deh-eh-ghan has put abug in their ears. | did
not learn until too late that he can speak some kind of an ancient tongue that issmilar to Arabic.”

General Ino peered closdly into Shaster'sface. "'Y ou mean to tell me these Arabs have learned what we



are after?’
"I-I'm afraid s0."
Genera Ino said severd things about Arabs of which Mohammed would not have approved.

Proudman Shaster added, sorrowfully, "That isnot dl they know, either. Their sheik has aportable radio
broadcast receiver, and likes to tune in on Cairo and Jerusalem stations. He heard a news bro~dcast
telling about us, and how we have switched Pey-deh-eh-ghan's mummy for Solomon's.”

"Damn these modern Arabs!" Generd 1no complained.

"I'm keeping Pey-deb-eh-ghan with me so that he cannot cause moretrouble,” explaincd Shaster. "I
caught him talking to William Harper Littlgohn, too."

Genera Ino frowned reproachfully a the mummy man. "If you didn't know where your own tomb was,
I'd mummify you again,” he said, cdmly. Then to Shagter, "Come on. WEll ask Littlgohn whet this
back-from-the-dead lad told him."

"Littlgohnwont tell.”

"Then weéll shoot him," decided Generd Ino. "In fact, well probably shoot him anyway. Oui, monsieur.
It'sagood idea”

Pey-deh-eh-ghan did not follow them when they beckoned. When they went back and grabbed him, he
kicked their shins, threw sand in their faces, and otherwise started putting up afight.

But when Generd Ino threatened camly to dit histhroat if he didn't come willingly, Pey-deh-eh-ghan
quieted. Hafway to Johnny'stent, Ino halted his group.

Genera Ino frowned as he surveyed the faces of some Arabs who were watching their movements. They
wereforming in smal groups.

"l think," he said, quietly, "that we arein for sometrouble.

The Arab dlies had withdrawn up the canyon. Grouped tightly, they had been talking in low voices.
About what, it wasimpossible to say. But they glanced furtively and often at Genera Ino, Shaster and the
other whites,

Now aharsh voice cried out in Arabic.
"Kill thewhitemen!" it ydled.

Then a grenade went off. It made agreat roar, lifted a cloud of sand and smoke between General 1no
and the Arabs.

" Seize Pey-deh-eh-ghan and make him tell uswherethetomb isl" shrieked the Arabic voice.

A second grenade made awhup! noise. This one was asmoker. It spouted a mass of sepiavapor that
hid Generd 1no and the Arabs completely from each other.

"Charge them!" screamed the Arabic voice.

Genera Ino whipped out an automatic pistol and let fly into the smoke pall in the generd direction of his
burnoosed dllies. Naturally, bullets came back. More smoke bombs went whup! whup! A demolition



grenade shook rocks off near-by walls.
Black smoke wadded the canyon, and in it afierce fight waged.

GENERAL INO never got mixed up in persond violenceif he could help it; but he knew how to handle
himsalf when he did. He emptied his gun, changed position while reloading, emptied it again. Meantime,
he felt about for a sheltering rock.

Proudman Shaster screeched wrathfully, and out of his clothing hauled amachete such asjungle travelers
useto hack atrall. He howled again. Then he charged straight for the Arabs. His mad pants drove spray
through histeeth, and he was not panting from exertion.

His cut-off-a-head madness had seized him again.

Hefdl over something, went down. In the black smoke, it wasimpossible to see. But he knew he had
fdlen over ahuman. He struck furioudy with his machete.

"Here, you fool!" barked General Ino'svoice.

Then Generd Ino located Shaster's head and gave it atap with the automatic. Shaster sat down, sober,
redlizing he had amogt killed - by beheading - his boss.

"Y ou banetoo quick on trigger!" Genera 1no admonished. Then, when Shaster had revived enough to
hear, "Where's Pey-deh-eh-ghan?”

"Hell!" said Shagter. "'l thought you had hold of him!"
The Arabs were shouting, and judging from the scattered shots, running about agood dedl.

"They're acting like Indiand" Shaster mumbled, and his eyes began to look wild again, while his hands
got hard on the machete's handle.

Generd Ino gave Shaster agentle shove in the direction of the Arabs and said, "Go get 'em!™

Proudman Shaster went, with that horrible look on hisface, and his machete held ready for cutting off a
head.

Generd Ino heaved a igh. Sometimes, when Shaster had his head madness, he forgot to distinguish
friend from foe.

"Helll be the death of meyet," the general muttered. He listened to battle sounds. "And of alot of Arabs,
too."

But the shooting stopped suddenly.

"We have been tricked!" shouted the head of this squad of desert riders.

"Y ou mean you've bit off more than you can svalow!" Generd Ino cdled cautioudly.

The Arab cursed everything and everybody, including his own father for raising such a stupid son.
"None of us dtarted that fight!" heydlled. "It was some one el se!"

"Vdly solly, no can believel" snorted Ino.

"Wedid not throw the grenade,” declared the Arab. "We have no grenades!"



Generd 1no rose from behind hisrock like abird.
"Weve been tricked!" he squawled.

THERE was awind up the canyon, but it took severa minutes to blow the smoke cloud away. In the
meantime, Genera 1no and the others could do nothing but dash around and emit swear words.

The dispersing sepia showed two Arabs lying headless on the sand.

General 1no eased over alongside Proudman Shaster, "Any of these dlies of ours - question mark - know
about that cleaver you carry under your coat?

"No," said Shagter. His maniahad subsided.
"Better not tll 'em,” advised the generd.
"Youthink - "

Whatever he thought, the genera changed his mind when he counted the burnoosed Arabs and
discovered three were missing. The bodies were not behind any near-by rocks.

"Deceivers!" he accused.
It became obvious that Pey-deh-eh-ghan had also vanished.
"Thieves!" shrieked Generd Ino. "Three of you stole Pey-deh-eh-ghan!™

It was arare occasion when Generd Ino, the debonair master mind who liked to play with smple
phrases of foreign languages, shrieked.

It looked for amoment asif the fight was ready to break out again. But the burnoosed brown villains
kept shaking their heads and swearing by the beard, even the whole head, of Allah that there had been
no plot of their knowledge.

Then they al pitched in and hunted Pey-deh-eh-ghan and the three missing Bedouins. They found tracks.
Looking these over, they decided the three children of the desert had made off with the mummy man.
They tried to follow the tracks. They managed al of ahundred yards, before they sat down on the sand,
baffled, and tried to outmatch profanity.

Generd 1no, head in hands, murmured, "Never in my lifewas| through afight inwhich | redly knew less
about what happened.”

PROUDMAN SHASTER had been standing to one side, wearing the attitude of aman in deep thought.
The generd had presumed Shaster was thinking about what would happen to him if the Arabs|earned he
was the man who had cut off the heads of their two fellows. The pair had been the only casudtiesin the
fight. The fact that the fight had al been amistake might not make the Bedoins seeit right.

But Shaster now came over.

"A horrible suspicion has occurred to me!™ he whispered in ahorrified voice. "Could that al have been
thework of Doc Savage!"

Generd Ino nearly fel over flat on the sand. He gurgled, "You think - *

"Only aguess. Those smoke bombs. The grenades. These Arabs seem genuindy puzzled.”



General Ino was aman too startled to speak.

Came arattling of hoofbeats down the canyon, then many voicesraised in song. One choruswas sung in
English, and the next by the Arabs.

"Bronzey marched to Arabia, Oh, aye, oh! Bronzey marched to Arabia, Poor Bronze y!"
The Arabsfilled in with about the same thing in their own language. Then the whites:
"Arabiadl ahell, Oh, aye, oh! Off arock hefel, Poor Bronzey!"

Generd Ino did everything but have afit in front of them. "Thisisafinetimeto make up doggerd!" he
shrieked. Then they told him Doc Savage was dead. They had seen the bronze man's body where it had
fdlen down the dliff. They had shot many bulletsinto it, and red blood had run.

Generd 1no looked much more cheerful. Proudman Shaster said it was redlly wonderful.
"Now we can catch your three friends and Pey-deh-eh-ghan,” Genera Ino told the Bedouins.

They set out to do that. But first the Arabs got off their horses, got down with their foreheads on the
sand, and asked Allah to be with them, at least this once. Generd 1no decided they wereredly in earnest
about it.

Chapter 14. CROOKED TWO

THE three missing Arabslay, Sde by sde, in the shade under arock shelf. Not one of the three could
move hislegsor hisleft arm. Each could move hisright arm almost aswell as usud. None of them could
move their throat muscles, nor would their vocd cords function, so they could not make a sound.

Doc Savage carefully put away thetiny hypo needle which he had used to inject the local anaesthetic
which had parayzed the certain parts of the prisoners. He had used the local in concentrated form, and it
would be aday at |east before the prisoners could do any moving around or yelling.

It would have been smpler to have made them entirely unconscious and | eft them hidden here, for this
spot was one that the closest search was not likely to find. But there were the jackas and other roving
desert beasts which would eat a helpless man.

Doc had left each prisoner hisknife. They could defend themsdlves with the blades.

The three Bedouins stared at the bronze giant, goggle-eyed. They had been amazed since the bronze
giant had seized them and whisked them away, aong with Pey-deh-ehghan, during the fight which, they
realized with astonishment, Doc had Started.

At times, this amazing man who looked so like solid metal had carried dl three of them and the mummy
man smultaneoudy, and that without gpparent gresat effort, and at a pace that not many unburdened men
could match.

DOC SAVAGE spoke in the ancient tongue of Pey-deh-eh-ghan.
"We had best take ourselves from this spot,” he said.

He did not manage the dead language too well, but it was far better than anything Pey-deh-eh-ghan had
been hearing.

Pay Day, as Monk had dubbed him, showed even ydlow teeth in atight smile. Hewas not an



unhandsomerascal.

"Tel me" he requested abruptly. "Areyou amorta?' Doc had to puzzle over the words briefly before be
got them.

"l am," he admitted.

Pay Day said something too rapidly to be understood, but it was evidently something to the effect that he
had seen some miracles which had led him to doubt the bronze giant's earthly qudities.

"Tdl me" Pay Day requested more dowly. "Why have you seized me?'

"Y ou know the loeation of atreasure,”" Doc said.

Pay Day had been the prize pirate Pharaoh of hisday. Thiswas something he understood.
"Itismy treasure,”" he reminded.

"But you are my captive," Dcc countered. ™Y ou cannot escape, and you might have some unpleasant
things doneto you."

Pay Day ran his eyes over some of Doc's remarkable muscles.

"It may be," he admitted, reluctantly. "It isaso truethat | did not trust those other men from whom you
took me."

Doc said, "Children do not trust strangers. And it is only foolswho grow up.”

Pay Day smiled again, abit more fregly. "Y ou wish to become my partner?'

"Since when have bee hunters taken to sharing the honey with the bees?' Doc countered.
Pay Day understood thiskind of talk.

"A wolf with two eyes may watch another wolf, but not forty wolves," be said.

"Exactly. And two men can watch each other."

Pay Day had something €l se on his mind. "Those men who had me prisoner feared you greetly. They said
you were avery great devil."

"A matter of opinion,” Doc suggested.
"We could share halves," offered Pay Day. "There is enough for many, more for two."
Doc shrugged, said, "L et usgo.”

Pay Day grinned. Evidently he had taken Generd Ino's statement that Doc was avery great devil literdly,
and was willing to consider agreat devil asapartner.

DOC SAVAGE and Pay Day moved cautioudy, that they might not be seen.
Pay Day sad, "They havefive of your men who are going to lose their heads.”

Doc countered, "Does afly help other flieswhich have gotten into the web of the spider?”



Pay Day approved of that. He cackled once, a queer sound of mirth, which would have moved alistener
to reflect that laughs must have changed alot in the last few thousand years.

"They tortured me," Pay Day said after abit. "It is not awise man who permits hisright hand to be cut off
when the golden shekd isin hisleft. | gavethem agenerd idea of where thetomb lies.”

Dcc Savage stopped. He let Pay Day see acritical and somewhat contemptuous frown on his festures.
"Jackas aways howl loudly in atrap!™ he snapped.

Pay Day evidently felt he had to resent that. He did it by glaring. They imitated two hostile dogs for a
while

"But it isawisejackd who howlsasif he were dying, then biteswhen he hasthe chance," the bronze
man conceded findly.

That satisfied Pay Day's dignity, it appeared. "Wisdom can recognize wisdom.”

"These men must be delayed,” Doc said.

"They aemany."

Doc nodded, then said, meaningly, "But many aman has drunk bad water and thought it tasted good.”
Pay Day quit beating around the bush. "Poison?

"Thefriend of the worms which feed on the bodies of men," Doc said.

"Y ou have poison?"

"Heisafool who does not travel prepared.”

Pay Day gobbled out hisusud laugh.

"I will show you where our enemies are encamped,” he said.

That was what Doc had been angling for. He wanted to rescue hisfive aids, if possible. Had he come out
with that, Pay Day would probably have mentioned "too many cooks spoiling asoup,” or the equivaent
of hisday, and refused. But guile and alittle talk had led him on.

Doc had not exactly lied.

They worked rgpidly through the mountains.

MONK lay on hisback and complained, "Thisiswhat | call being agreat help to Doc!"
Hewastied. So were the other four. Most securely.

Ham snarled, "Y ou hairy gossoon! It was you who bought that basket of dates!”

"Don't mention datesto me!" Monk yelled.

"Dates!" Ham said. "Dates! Dates! Dates! Dates - "

A sun helmet and aface cameinto the tent. It was the kind of aface that would have frightened its
owner's mother to desth.



"Bulletd" snarled theface. "Bullets Bullets! A load of ‘em if you don't quit talking dl thetime!”
"The magpiesraised 'em," big-fisted Renny offered, sourly.

"Bulletsfor you, too!" said the face, and withdrew.

"Who'sthat guy?' Monk wanted to know - in awhisper.

"A renegade white was running with the Arabs," Long Tom advised. "I heard enough to know it was he
who did the dickering that got the Arabslined up with Generd 1no."

"Name's Sandy," gaunt Johnny supplied.

Because they rather suspected the man " Sandy" meant what he had said about the bullets, they all fell
dlent. It was very hot. The tent seemed like white flame over them. Their captors had neglected to put a
fly over the tent, which would have helped with the hest.

Hours passed. Their eyesfilled with sdty perspiration, and when they turned over, the hot sand stifled
them. Too, certain smal, crawling things had come out of the sand, taken sample bites, then gone back to
bring millions of their brothers.

"For two cents,” Monk groaned, "I'd start yelling and let that guy Sandy shoot me!™
"They robbed me," Ham snapped, "or 1'd pay your bill!"

Findly, there came agreat dedl of noise of horses and men and camels arriving. There was some shouting
inArabic.

"Generd Ino and dl the rest of them are back,” Johnny decided. "Now, maybe well get somerdlief.”
Johnny had not used along word for hours. And it was not exactly relief they were going to be offered.
Generd Ino whipped the tent flap open.

"Takethem out,” he directed. " Strip them. Removeal their clothing.”

"Hey!" Monk ydled. "What's the idea of that?"

"So you can run fagter,” Genera Ino told him.

"Inthat case, you'd better be shucking your duds!" Monk glowered.

Generd Ino laughed. "Braggadocio isthe resort of cowards, not of brave men."

Ham told Monk, "I dwaystold you!"

Robed Bedoums entered the tent, and disrobed the captives smply and effectively by ripping off the
garmentswith their knives. They were not too careful and inflicted smdl cuts.

Outside, swarthy men on camels and horses were lined tip. Rifles were dung over backs and pistols were
holstered, but each man held aknife or sword, whatever cutting weapon he carried.

BIG-FISTED Renny peered about and was not encouraged by the expressions he saw.
"Holy cow!" he boomed. "Just what's the idea?"



"You are going to be turned loose," said Generd Ino.
"Turned loose?"

"And given a chance to outrun the horses," murmured the genera. "Haven't you ever heard the old game
of 'hound and hare,' the good Arabian desert warrior'sverson?"

Renny's long face became set. ™Y ou mean they're going to ride us down and use those knives and
swords?'

"A mogt accurate guess.”
Renny ydled, "Nothing doing!"

"Suit yoursdlf. You'll probably change your mind after the first sword dash and run. They usudly do, my
sheet-clad friends heretdl me."

The prisoners were carried a short distance from the camp. They were still tied wrist and ankle, but now
knives severed their wrigts. Their ankles were | eft tied while the horses and camelswere lined up.
Apparently this had to be done just so.

Long Tom, hisface perceptibly paer than usua, muttered, "These fellows can't be human!™
"They've got the shape only," Monk agreed, dryly.
Ham suggested, "Which is more than you can say."

It was amost gridy, thiswisecracking between the two, the exchanging of insults. But it had become a
habit, and those who knew them often swore they would rise out of their coffins, just before they were
buried, to have afina word about how little each thought of the other.

An Arab came running with Ham's pet, Chemistry.

"Theanima isto be given his chance with you," advised Generd Ino. "He has bitten every one who came
near him."

Ham grated, "The world has something to be proud of inyou lads!"

Everything seemed to be about reedy.

Generd Ino drew hispistol and explained, "To make everything right, I'll fire astarting gun!”
Heraised hisgun.

On arocky peak two hundred yards away, aman screamed. Hewas atall man with a swarthy face, and
even a that distance, he was so distinctive that he could not be mistaken.

It was Pey-eh-eh-ghan!
GENERAL INO'S gun did not explode on that occasion. But the generd's lungs did.
"Get him!" he howled. "Quick!"

In his excitement, be used English, which not many of the Bedoums understood. They hardly needed to
undergtand, for they were dready riding madly for the exotic mummy man on the rocky spire.



The charge seemed to scare Pey-deh-eh-ghan. He whirled and vanished.

"Quick!" roared Generd Ino. "You cantral him!" All the horses and dl the camelswerein the pursuit.
The men who were afoot charged a so.

"Herel" Generd Ino called somein Arabic. "Help me!" They did, and tied the prisoners again. Then
everybody rushed off after the mummy man. Within three minutes, not a man was left around the tents.
Pey-deh-eh-ghan was the prize, the key to the treasure vaults of alooting Pharaoh. They all wanted him.

Doc Savage appeared in the camp. He seemed to rise from the sand. Obvioudy, he had crept close
ahead of time. And be had hisknife ready for the ropes binding the prisoners.

"Run!™ he directed, cutting the cord that bound the prisoners.
"But our clothes” Monk grated. "And them scuts may have left some extraguns - ™
"Run!" Doc said.

They ran. Heads down, sand so hot on their feet that they had to grimace dl the time. But they got out of
the camp and into the black rock canyons and spires without a shot or a shout to show they bad been
observed.

"From now on, | believein miracled" big-fisted Renny rumbled, softly.
"It beamiracleif thissand don't cook my feet!" Ham complained.
"Y ou can't expect to be manly goin' round cased up in them clothes like you wear," Monk assured him.

But they did not talk much, for thiswasliterdly atime when they might eesly talk themsalvesto death.
Doc Savage seemed to have picked out the coursefor their flight. It soon led onto solid rock, where they
would leave no footprints.

The bronze man tore off parts of his clothing and gave the fragments to them, to usein wiping off the
swest so the leakage would not |eave betraying wet blotches on the sand.

Every one but Doc was startled when Pey-deh-eh-ghan appeared unexpectedly before them.
"GOOD old Pay Day!" Monk chortled. ™Y ou sure saved our sking!"

Pay Day was not wearing the expression of aman who had done a good deed. He looked mad. He
cackled at Doc Savage, waving hisarms.

Doc rattled back. Pay Day brokein. They barked at each other.

"I'll be superamalgamated!" gasped Johnny, who was archaeologist and linguist enough to understand
much of the ancient tongue. "' Pey-deh-eh-ghan is enraged because Doc rescued udl™

"Huh?' Monk blinked.

"Pey-deh-eh-ghan says Doc gave him to understand that the men were to be decoyed out of the camp so
Doc could poison their drinking water," e aborated Johnny. "But Doc rescued us. Pay Day - | mean
Pey-deh-eh-ghan - says Doc double-crossed him!™

Monk closed one eye and looked baefully at Pay Day with the other orb. ™Y ou mean this
somethi ng-out-of -a-sarcophagus wants us dead?’



"A meticulous avouchment,” said Johnny, who was relieved enough to dide back toward big words.
"I'm gonnakick hisdatsin!™ Monk declared.

Monk delayed his rib damaging to watch Doc and Pay Day argue heatedly. The word exchange was
furious

"Hrst time | ever saw Doc bandy alot of words with anybody,” Long Tom grunted.

"This Pey-deh-eh-ghan is some thousands of years old,” Johnny reminded with dignity. "He should be
treated with consderation.”

Monk worked the toes of hiskicking foot. "I've got the consideration treatment right down here."
But the argument ended with ashrug of resignation from Pay Day.

Doc Savage sad, "Hefindly said everything was dl right, providing you felows did not get any of his
share of the tomb's contents. But he will bear watching from now on. Asamatter of fact, he aready bore
watching. Heisas much arasca, perhaps, as Generd 1no and the others.”

They got under way, it being desirable to put as much ground between their enemies and themselves as
possible.

Asthey plodded, Renny asked Doc Savage, "How did Pay Day get away from the Arabs and Ino so
dick?'

"Wefixed that up in advance," Doc explained. "Pay Day made aplaintrail of aman running through the
sand before he ever showed himsdlf. Then, after Generd Ino's crowd saw him, he smply ducked away,
walked over stone, and joined us. General 1no and the others saw the falsetrail, of course, and presumed
it was afresh one."

Renny reminded, "They're bound to discover their mistake.”

"It will soon be dark,” Doc pointed out.
Chapter 15. TOMB TRAP

IT got more than dark. It got as black asit had the night before, and there were the same clouds, the
same gobbling of thunder and sngpping of lightning bolts.

"It rarely rainstwo nightsin arow in thisregion,” confided gaunt Johnny, who as ageologist knew abit
about the world's surface. "This, however, isthe rainy season.”

"Sothat'sit!" Monk snorted. "The rainy season! Say, last night, we were standing on ahill, right on the
top, and the water got neck deep beforeit could run off!"

Pey-deh-eh-ghan was having a bit of difficulty with hisdirection. He knew nothing about a compass.
They gave up trying to explain it to him. Neither did the aeria photographs which Doc had taken mean

anythingto him.
Johnny went over the photographs with greet interest. He seemed disappointed. He began:
"From my prolegomenon it isindubitable that there is no manifestation of any photographical -

"Listen!" groaned Monk. "There's one guy here | can't understand - Pay Day. Why not let ‘im have the



fiddto himsdf?"'

Johnny looked pained, said, "What | started to say wasthat | can see no sign of any tomb in these
pictures

That thiswhole bloody affair might have been over nothing was not a cheerful thought. None of them
commented.

Pey-deh-eh-ghan finally got disgusted over hisown inability to tell where he wanted to go. He put ona
demongtration, throwing his hat down, legping upon it and generdly acting up.

"Anangry child bregkshistoys," Doc suggested, dryly, in the mummy man'stongue.
"And alake which has no outlet soon becomes stagnant,” countered the one-time Pharaoh.
In hisday he must have been something of arepartee artist.

Five minutes |l ater, Pey-deh-eh-ghan peered at atdl, oddly shaped rock ridge, pointed, and made
pleased clucking noises.

"Soundslike held laid an egg,” Monk said. "What's egtin' him?"*
"He saysthat isthe Ridge of the Galloping Lions," Doc trandated. " A landmark he recognizes."

Monk squinted at the contours of the ridge. "Y eah, it has got a distinctive shape. But asfor galloping
lions, it could be dmost anything running, walking or - *

"Riding abicycle" said Ham. "Y ou talk too much.”

Pey-deh-e-ghan headed for the ridge and they had to trot to keep up. The mummy man found a narrow
canyon and trotted into it. Light wasimmediately shut off by half, making fast walking dangerous.

"Ouch!" Renny complained, falling over arock.
"Wewill chance aflashlight beam now and then,” Doc decided.

Brief dribbles of light showed the sides of the canyon like corridor walls. It was not a black color, but
reddish. And it was perforated everywhere with perfectly square holes about large enough for aman to
walk through.

Big-fisted Renny stopped.

"Holy cow!" herumbled. "For aminute, | thought we werein astreet, and them holeswere windowsin
thewallsof buildingd"

Doc went over and splashed light into an opening. They at saw aroom in the solid rock, about the size
of arailway box car. Along the walls were rock shelves about seven feet long.

Three other stone rooms which they looked into were exactly the same.

Bony Johnny peered upward and said, " The canyon walls overhang so asto keep off tberain and sun.
That explains why these things are so well preserved, because thisrock is not very hard.”

"If you can kegp on using little words, you might tell me what we've been lookin' at," Monk told him.

"Barracks," Johnny replied. "No doubt excavated for the daves who built the tomb."



MONK scratched the bristles atop hishead and said, "If they went to that trouble, buildin’ thistomb must
have taken sometime. Maybe ayear.”

Johnny tried his ancient Egyptian on Pey-deh-eh-ghan. He got an answer.

"It took daves, one and one third anghs in number, about nine years to construct the tomb," Johnny
explained, trandating.

"What'san angh?'

"About ten thousand.”

"Whew! Thirteen thousand davesnineyeard"

Pey-deh-eh-ghan was anxious to go on, and had walked off from them. They ran ahead and caught him.

From timeto time, as he walked aong, the mummy man looked at them. He seemed to have something
on hismind. But he kept it to himsdlf.

"Ten - | mean thirteen - thousand davesfor nine years," Monk ruminated as he waddled dong in the
rear. "Listen, does anybody want to bet me Pay Day'streasury, or whatever he called his private loot

pile, isempty?'

"l wish," Johnny said, caudtically, "that you would stop calling this man Pay Day. He was a Pharaoh, a
great ruler in hisday, aman worthy of respect. Cal him by his name, Pey-deh-eh-ghan.”

"All right,” Monk said. "Want to bet?"
"Why?What makes you think the wedlth is gone?"

"With thirteen thousand daves, and there must've been some guards, knowing where this place was,"
Monk said. "I bet somebody came back and cleaned it out.”

Johnny thought that over and began to look worried. Johnny rarely got excited over money or treasure,
being like most genuine scholars. But thiswas more than atreasure. It might be one of the archaeologica
finds of the century.

"] think | shall ask Pey-deh-eh-ghan about that," he said, and did.

He came back looking asif he had just found atarantulain his vest pocket.

He walked aong without offering aword of explanation about what he had learned.
"WdI?' Monk prompted. "Cat got your tongue?"

"Pey-eh-eh-ghan said dl of the daves were executed when their work was done, so that the location
would remain asecret,” Johnny said, reluctantly.

"Jehoshaphat!" exclaimed Monk. "Were hobnobbing with one of the champion murderers of history!™
Pey-deh-eh-ghan stopped abruptly.
"He has reached the mouth of the tomb,” Doc called.

THE mummy man had stopped beside ablock of stone nearly fifty feet wide and about the samein
height, or so it looked when they threw their flashlight beams upward. Monk walked around the block.



"It'sas square as Ham's head," he said, sarcagticaly.

He poked the stone thoughtfully with hisfinger nails. Then he felt around with hisfeet, found asmall rock
and tapped the stone cube. The rock was so hard it rang dmost like stedl.

"Soundslike Monk's brain overworking itsdf," Ham said, bitingly.
"What kind of rock isthis?' Monk asked, paying no attention to the dapper lawyer.

Johnny said, "A kind used in anumber of ancient tombs. It was brought from greet distances. Some
archaeologigts believe the particular rock had areligious significance, while othersclam it was merely
used because of its hardness."

Probably searching for some sign of adoor, Doc passed the flashlight beam aong the stone cube. The
light passed over Monk, who, like the others, did not have a gtitch of clothes.

Ham burgt out laughing. ™Y ou're sure avision, Monk!"

Before Monk thought up areply, Pey-deh-eh-ghan spoke. The mummy man sounded determined. Doc
listened intently.

"He says the tomb has not been touched,” Doc Savage trand ated for the others. " And he wants to know
just where we stand on the dividing.”

"Why, everything will be sold to museums, of course!" Johnny said. "Proceeds of sdleto the museums
will go to charity, just aswe usudly do."

Doc said quietly, "It will hardly do to tell him that.”
"Let mebust 'imone," Monk suggested. "I'll knock the argument out of 'im!"
Pey-deh-eh-ghan spoke again. Histone told the listeners that he had a proposition.

"Hesays," Doc trandated, "that haf ishisand haf mine. and if the rest of you get any split, it will be out
of my share.”

"Humor him," Ham suggested. "After we get our hands on the stuff, we can let him keep aslittleaswe
want."

"Typica lawyer honesty in that suggestion!” Monk jeered.

Pey-deh-eh-ghan solved the dilemma by giving up. He waved his arms, shrugged, turned and shoved
againgt the side of the big stone block.

"A secret door!" Monk exploded.

THEY crowded around the mummy man. When he signaled that they should help him shove, they did so.
Nothing, asfar asthey could see, happened. There was no secret door.

But Pey-deh-eh-ghan seemed satified.
He waked away from the block purposefully.
"l don't savvy this," Monk complained.

The mummy man covered fully ahundred yards, then climbed a doping path and entered one of the stone



barracks rooms. He began stamping upon thefloor of this.
A big dab of stonetilted up afew inches.

They grasped the panel of rock, finished lifting it, and revealed ashaftway just about as steep asaman
could walk down without diding.

Doc could use hisflashlight in here without danger of being seen. Pey-deh-eh-ghan grinned in the glow
and said something.

"He saysthebig block isjust ablind, dthough shoving on acertain part of it very hard worksalong
seriesof leversthat unlock thisdab,” Johnny explained.

Pey-deh-eh-ghan walked into the gperture. Doc and the othersfollowed, stringing out in singlefile. The
passage had awidth of four feet, twice that height. It doped enough to keep them from wanting to walk
fast.

The mummy man stopped and gave arock wedge ashove. This caused arumble, and the rock dab
behind them closed.

" waswonderin' about that,” Monk said. "If General Ino came and found that open, he could walk right
in"

The tunnel doped downward interminably at the same angle. It had no branches, and therewas a
monotonous sameness about the walls. When it findly turned sharply, they were dl relieved.

Thefirst of the carvings appeared in the tunnd. It was cut into the wail, was no more than afoot high, and
depicted aboy and an animd. The anima resembled a shegp more than anything else.

The next carving was bigger. The boy looked older, and there were more sheep.
The art work was excellent for its period.
In the next, the boy was a young man and he had donkeys and sheep.

"Let me have theflashlight!" bony Johnny exclaimed, eagerly. "'l would like to study those a moment.
They are remarkable samples.”

Doc gave him theflashlight. It was extremely dark in the passage.

The carvings grew in Size, and had the proportions of life. The young man in them had put on ams. Inthe
next one, he had asoldier or two behind him. The numbers of the soldiersincreased and became a

legion.

The boy, now aman, did not have sheep any more. He had cities, pyramids, tombs, ships, soldiersand
women.

JOHNNY asked Pey-deh-eh-ghan something, got an answer, and trandated it.
"These carvings depict the rise of Pey-deh-eh-ghan from aherdsman's son,” he explained.

The sculptored likeness of Pey-deh-eh-ghan got more huge. His great, muscled arms encircled the
passage conipletely. Then he grew so huge - in stone - that there was room for nothing but his head.

Finally, the passage ran up against the face aone, and went through the huge mouth. It was an effective



depiction of afellow who had ideas about gobbling the world.
"Human nature ain't changed much,” Monk muttered.
They had to bend over to get through the mouth.

Johnny, with the flashlight was treading Pey-deh-eh-ghan's hedls, as excited as abrood hen in ahawk
raid. The othersfollowed and were in almost complete darkness.

There were hundreds of statutes of men and women kneeling and facing adoor at the other end of the
great room. Thefigureswere life size, well done, and made a creepy spectacle.

Pey-deh-eh-ghan said something.

"He saysthey are the nobles of hisempire praying for him in the beyond," Johnny trandated. "They are
praying that when he becomes King of Heaven, he will not be too rough on the gods whom he took the
job away from.”

Monk snorted, "Wasn't he an optimigt, though!™
Pey-deh-eh-ghan wal ked across the room. Johnny kept at hisbeds, lighting the way with the flashlight.

The mummy man was amost in the door when he whirled suddenly and pointed at the Sde of the room.
Johnny looked in that direction. Pey-deh-eh-ghan kicked him in the stomach.

Chapter 16. THBSLY MUMMY MAN

PEY -DEH-EH-GHAN legped backward through the door. Instantly, when hisweight hit, diding rock
ragped and thumped. The mummy man cackled his shrill laughter. It had agridy quality.

Hefdt carefully and assured himself that the door was closed by ahuge pandl of stone.

The mummy man knew his surroundings. He had no trouble without light. He worked to the lft,
crowded into anarrow shaft that had footholds cut into the rock. He climbed.

A niche at the top held anumber of weapons. He seized these, and tested them. Time had made the
spears usaless. The heads came off the shafts when he tried them. But ahuge sword, all of bronze,
idfied him.

He carried it and crept dlong a passage until he found arock in the floor which was fitted with handholds
and held down by clever stone wedges. He loosened the wedges, grasped the handholds, and lifted the
stone.

He called to Doc Savagein his native tongue.

"| tried to knock your follower away from the trapdoor before he accidentally tripped it," the mummy
man lied. "If you will come under thishole, it may bethat | can lower my arm and you can jump and grab
it

Then Pey-deh-eh-ghan got his bronze sword ready for the man of bronze,

Then Doc'svoice - it waslow and held aventriloquia quaity so that it wasimpossibleto tell wherethe
bronze man was - spoke.

"Keep away fromthe hole," Doc said. "It is probably another trick."



Monk shouted, "Doc! Theway we cameinisclosed!”
Doc did not answer.

Pey-deh-eh-ghan remained with the sword poised until his optimism gave out. Then he replaced the
stone dab, made sure the wedges were fast, and crawled on, and examined the other door.

The centuries had not interfered with the efficiency of that end of the trap. It could be opened from this
sde, but not from within, and it was as thick as Pey-deh-eh-ghan wastall.

The mummy man sat down to rest and to think. He was not the man he had once been, and the night had
been brisk.

Findly, he arose and | eft the underground tunnels.
It was raining outside. Thunder and lightning made the black mountains as noisy as a battlefield.

Considering the amount of water that was faling, remarkably little was running aong thefloor of the
canyon. The mummy man waded in, and it came barely to hisankles.

He chuckled to himsdlf, and once he glanced upward, at the mountain over the tomb tunnels, in acunous
way. He went on. The rain would wipe out tracks that might show that the mummy man had brought Doc
Savage and hisaids here.

The one-time Pharaoh headed for Genera Ino's camp.

PROUDMAN SHASTER, the barrister, had been with General 1no along time, and he had |earned that
when the generd was cam when he should reasonably betearing hishair, it was agood timefor kegping
an eye open. The genera seemed to work backward. He was maddest when he looked the calmest, and
he was cam now.

The Arabs did not know their new chief. They camein sheepishly, reported no trace of Doc Savage's
men or Peydeh-eh-ghan, and went off smiling when the genera did not explode.

Genera Ino looked at Proudman Shaster and said, "Redlly, | am so mad | could poison everybody here,
including mysdf!"

Shagter knotted his skinny hands together and looked miserable. He did not look asif anything would
ever be "redly wonderful again.”

The storm gobbled and whooped in the distance. Every one was soaked, and it was chilly.

Genera 1no sat back and hummed. He might have been happy. He hummed a verse about a happy
maiden in thetulips, and repeated it in half adozen languages. Findly, be hummed it in the ancient
Fgyptian which Pey-deb-dll-ghan spoke.

General Ino had goneto trouble to learn the language, and, athough he had not mastered it, he had been
able to make the mummy man understand, and to comprehend what the former Pharaoh said. The
genera had amind which could concentrate and learn amost anything in ashort time. When
Pey-deh-eh-ghan walked out of the desert night, a burnoosed member of the Arabian dlies- it wasthe
white man named Sandy - yelled and nearly shot the mummy man.

Pey-deh-eh-ghan gave them dl abig, happy smile, then did some lying. He told them that it was Doc
Savage in adisguise who had stood on the hill and yelled, not himself. He said that he had been carried



off unwillingly by Doc Savage.
Generd 1no showed that he was shocked to learn Doc Savage was dive.

The mummy man finished by saying he had escaped and come back to them, and that if they would
protect him from Doc Savage, he would show them the tomb.

Everybody then set off for the tomb in great good humor.

UPON reaching the canyon of the barracks caves, Pey-deh-eh-ghan walked to the big block of stone,
as he had done with Doc Savage. It was amost dawn. The mummy man pressed against the stone key,
after which they went to the barracks chamber, and al filed into the doping stone passage.

They did not have any flashlights, and it was very dark.

"Give me some of the little sticks which when rubbed become hot and burn,” requested
Pey-deh-eh-ghan.

Generd Ino willingly passed over asmall box of matches. The mummy man tried them out.
"Come" hesaidin histongue.

Hetook them to the room of the kneeling stone statues. He was well ahead, and halfway acrossthe
room, when he stopped the others.

"Thereisatrap herefor thieves," hesaid. "l shdl go ahead and stop it from operating. Y ou othersremain
here for amoment.”

Hewas dmogt at the other end of the room when Genera Ino decided, "I'll go with you!"

Genera Ino wastoo late. Pey-deh-eh-ghan gave aleap, reached a narrow door the others had not seen,
lunged through it, jerked out stone wedges, and arock dab closed the opening noisly.

Then the mummy man raced down a passage and got the exit - the stone mouth - shut also.

A few minutes|ater, he was a a small opening which gave into the room where the prisoners were.
Generd Ino and the rest were doing so much shouting that the mummy man had to squawi several times
before they stopped and listened to him.

Then somebody shot at the spot from which Pey-deb-eb ghan's voice came. The bullet missed. The
mummy man showed no concern; but that wasignorance, not bravery. He did not yet understand what a
gunwas or how abullet could kill.

"Listento me," he requested.

"Weareligening," Generd Ino told him, having much trouble with the ancient words.
"Itisafoolish fox who thinkshedoneisdy," said Pey-deh-eh-ghan.

Generd Ino snarled, "Areyou goin' to gloat or say something?”

"Say something,” the pirate Pharaoh said, and proceeded to do so.

Hetold them that Doc Savage and his aids were imprisoned in the next room, and that he was going to
operate a device that would open the door between the rooms.



They could fight it out.

GENERAL INO ydled frantic orders. His men still had their wegpons. Guns were cocked in the
darkness.

When they heard the grinding of the stone dab opening, they al charged forward. Only four got through
the narrow hole at once. Genera Ino and Shaster were prudently not among the four.

The four fired avolley of shots and nearly deafened themselves. There was no answer, no sound to show
that they had hit any one, or that any one was going to attack them. They began prowling in search of the
enemy, doing it asquietly aspossible.

Pey-deh-eh-ghan heard the silence and knew something was wrong. He scuttled to the hole in the celling
of the room in which he had trapped Doc Savage's party. It was too dark to see much, and hisearstold
him disgugtingly little.

He got out his matches, tore off adeeve of hisburnoose, and st it afire. When it blazed, he dropped it
through the hole, then glanced down cautioudly.

Doc Savage and hisaids were not in the trap.

Directly behind Pey-deh-eh-ghan, Monk's smdl boylike voice said, gleefully, "Brothers, havel been
waiting for thismoment!”

Then Monk got hold of the mummy man's throat.

PEY -DEH-EH-GHAN had lived in an age when afight was afight and they did not stand off and shoot
bullets at each other. He reached up, got Monk's by-no-means-small ears and did his best to pull them
off.

Monk squawled and hit the mummy man over akidney. Pey-deh-eh-ghan bit off amouthful of Monk's
left arm. They fell to hitting each other so fast that they both lost count.

Ham, Johnny and Renny grabbed Monk and hauled him off while Doc Savage held the mummy man.
Ham ydled angrily, "Monk was only to grab him!™"
Monk snarled, "1 hadda defend mysdlf!"

Pey-eh-eh-ghan tried numerous rough-and-tumble tricks, trying to escape from Doc, and had no luck.
He gave up. He panted noidly in the darkness, until he had regained his breath.

General Ino's crowd had heard the melee and the words. They howled like wolves and shot through the
celling hole. Generd Ino sworein severa languages.

"That'ssuremusic,” big-fisted Renny rumbled, listening to the exasperated profanity.

Pey-deh-eh-ghan growled curioudy, ™Y ou must indeed be men of magic that you can pass through stone
wadls"

Johnny understood that, and asked the others, " Shdl wetdl him that Doc was suspicious when we came
in here, and after he gave me the flashlight, he dropped way back, so that he was not even in the room
when we were trapped?"

Long Tom snapped, "Sure, tell him! 1t'1l puncture some of his conceit! Tell him how Doc used



ventriloguism to make him think he was in the room, when as a matter of fact. Doc wasright beside Pay
Day. Tell him Doc got us out, and that we dl were right on histrail and watching him when he went to get
Generd Ino's mob and trapped them, too."

"My suggestionisthat if hethinkswe are magicians, let him go onthinkingit,” Doc put in quietly.
They stood there, not sure what they would do next.

Monk, examining his bitten arm, grumbled, "I hope that ex-mummy ain't poison!™

"Hefanged you?' Ham asked, anxioudy.

Monk sad, "'l guesslll live."

"I wasworried about Pay Day!" Ham said.

Generd Ino and his men stopped swearing and shooting. The genera began whispering, but they could
not hear what he was saying.

"They're hatchin' something,” Renny decided.
Pey-deh-eh-ghan squirmed. Doc had not turned him loose again.
"Wewill see how thisfelow bluffs" Doc said.

The bronze man changed his grip to the mummy man'sthroat. He squeezed enough to give thefdlow an
idea of what dying by that method would be like.

"We have no further usefor you," he told Pey-deh-ebghan. "No wise man burdens himself with ashes of
the firewood he has aready burned.”

The mummy man gobbled air into hislungs. He was rascad enough himself to think Doc meant it.

"Wait!" he exclamed in his strange, hard-to-understand tongue. "It is very hard to get into the tomb. It
will take you much time. I will show you, in exchangefor my life.”

Doc waited long enough for it to seem he was considering the offer.
"Very wdl," he agreed.

They made a compact group around the mummy man as he moved forward. Renny carried Doc's
flashlight.

THE parts of the tomb which they had aready seen had not been especialy impressive, and they had
suspected dl aong that thiswas an outer passage, containing afew traps to discourage vandals.

The mummy man came to an arched opening cut in the solid stone. The gperture was surrounded by
chiseled hieroglyphics.

"Whew!" said Johnny, after he had puzzled over the characters.
"What'sit say?' Long Tom wanted to know.

"A curse on any onewho enters," Johnny explained. "It promises anumber of horrible forms of death to
al who defy the curse. But it need not alarm you. These tombs usualy have such curses carved upon
them.”



Monk mumbled thoughtfully, ™Y eah, but | dwaysthink of that Tut-ankhamen tomb they opened years
ago. Didn't just about everybody concerned with that die in some strange way or another?”

"Coaincidence, purely," Johnny assured him.

Pey-deh-eh-ghan did not help Monk's peace of mind when he paused to stare dramatically at the
hieroglyphics, then get down and touch hisforehead to the rock before them.

At the end of ashort corridor beyond the opening was awall of masonry blocks, sealed with mortar.
The mummy man told Doc Savage, "We will have to remove those stones.”

Doc went to work on the joints. His knife had a blade of more than ordinary temper, and it loosened the
mortar. Fifteen minutes saw thefirst block out, and the rest were easy.

Pey-deh-eh-ghan spoke in aworried voice.

"He says the stones should not have been that easy to remove,” Doc trand ated.
"He thinks they have been tampered with?' Monk exploded.

"Something like that."

They were prepared for the confusion into which they walked. Great jars were in fragments on the stone
floor. Mummy cases had been torn open, the ornaments - probably gold and jewels - pried off.
Mummies had been unwrapped, kicked to pieces. Precious meta inlays had been pried out of the walls.

It had al been done thousands of years ago.
"Just another tomb," Johnny groaned, "aready rifled.”

A vagt, rumbling noise throbbed against their ears.

Chapter 17. THE FIGHT IN THE TOMB

THE rumble came abruptly at firdt, like athunderclap, and its echoes throbbed and thumped as thunder
does.

"Ancther daggoneran,” Monk said hollowly.
Doc rapped, "Quick! Hack the way we came!"
Monk began, "But what - "

"That was explogive, not thunder!” Doc said sharply. "Generad Ino and his men must be blowing their way
out!"

They raced for the noise. The disgppointment of finding the tomb empty after so much trouble, instead of
being alet-down, had enraged them, made them ripefor afight.

Monk paused to grab Pey-deh-eh-ghan.
"Y ou'recomm' dong,” Monk gritted. "And if you think you ain't, just make apassa me!"

The mummy man was meek. Spirit seemed to have gone out of him.



There was another explosion, louder because they were closer. Aningtant later the smell of burned
powder wasin their nogtrils.

Doc, inthelead, heard or saw something, for he blocked their way, crowded them back around a
corner. An instant later guns smashed and |ead raked at the stone.

"Werein swell shapefor afight!" Renny complained.
They were gill naked, wegponless.

Doc pressed them back until they were behind the stone dab of adoor, existence of which could be
detected only on close examingation.

"Wait herg," he directed.

He produced, from a pocket of acarrier vest which he wore under his clothing, severd small glassbals
inameta case. He gave theseto Long Tom.

"Anaesthetic grenades,”" the bronze man explained. "' Six of them. All we have. Use them only asyou have
to."

Long Tom exploded, "But you-"

Doc did not explain. He glided through the door and closed it behind him.

The bronze man's aids listened. And amost immediately there was aburst of shots, excited yells.
Monk snarled, "I ain't gonna stay here while Doc takes al the chanced!”

Helunged for the door, but Renny and Long Tom both got in hisway. Renny let hisflashlight go out.
"Don't be asucker," Renny advised. "Doc knowswhat he'sdoin'!"

"Yes" Ham put in. "Try for once to have some sensg!”

Renny had not turned his flashlight on again. The device had to be wound every few minutes, for aspring
operated the tiny generator that served instead of a battery.

Long Tom grunted suddenly, explosively in the darkness. There were scuffling sounds.
"Hold your breath!" Long Tom ydled. "Pay Day - broke - anaesthetic grenades - "

Hiswarning wastoo late, for the others had |egped forward and were dready in the anaesthetic gas.
They could not tell. The stuff was odorless and colorless. It did not even burn their lungs.

Thefeding of irresstible drows ness went warmly over them and chased away any desireto fight, any
interest in what was happening or might happen. Thelast of the five, and Pey-deh-eh-ghan, were adeep
before a minute had passed.

On the other side of the stone door, Generd Ino'svoice said loudly, "They'rein here. | heard them yell!
Help mefind how this door opens.”

It was not a bard door to open, and the anaesthetic gas would not affect them when they got in. The stuff
became ineffective after mingling with the air [essthan aminute.

Generd Ino warned, "Watch out for that Doc Savage!" and repeated the admonition in Arabic.



DOC SAVAGE was having some difficulty, but not inside the |abyrinthian passages of the tomb. He was
outdoors. The sky had an unnatura clarity, if one did not know the desert, and starswerelike amillion
gparks. Storm clouds walled the west, like a skulking monster that rumbled and snorted lurid flame.

The bronze man wastrying to climb the sdes of the canyon. He had his silken cord unwrapped to its
longest, and was flipping the collgpsible grapple upward. Each timeit failed to catch and came clinking
back.

He changed his position, gliding aong the wall of stone, tried again. No luck. He stepped back. Thewall
was much too sheer.

It looked asif every handhold had been carefully chisdled away. Nature had never made awall that
smooth.

After hissurvey, Doc picked another spot. On the third attempt the grapple held, but pulled loose when
he was amost a score of feet up. He landed with catlike ease from afal that would have crippled many
men.

He tried twice more; then the rope held, and he climbed. Only aledge, but it was over hafway up. He
threw the grapple, and it came back with heart-bresking regularity. Then it caught.

He climbed and stood on the flat top of atable-land. All solid rock. But it was not level. It doped from
al sdes, toward the middle, dmost a cup.

The bronze man seemed to know what he was doing. He ran down the doping stone, careful of his
footing, and reached a black patch that was amost circular and nearly ten feet across.

it wasahole. Starglow did not penetrate far into it, for it went straight down.

No loose stones were about. Doc dug out acoin, ahaf dollar. He waited until the thunder was quiet in
the west, then dropped the half.

The sound which came up out of the hole was such anoise as can be made by putting afinger in the
mouth and pulling it out again, hard.

THE bronze man seemed satisfied, asif he had proven something important. He glided hack to the cliff's
face and let himsdlf down to the canyon floor with the grapple. He headed for the mouth of the tomb.

The bronze man was adways cautious. It was one of the reasons he had lived. Now he did something that
might have seemed unnecessary. He stopped outside the entrance of the barracks chamber from which
access to the tomb was had.

"Didn't you see him?" he caled harshly in Arabic.
"Wallah!" exploded avoiceinsdein Arabic. "Did he pass?'
There were guards at the entrance. Doc had sounded like one of them, and they had been deceived.

"Thereisanother way out,” Doc growled in Arabic. "He escaped by that route, and may come thisway.
| am coming into help you watch."

Hewaked boldly into the rock chamber.

There were two of the guards. It was dark enough that they did not recognize him in time. Doc struck
one'sjaw, and the fellow trotted back against the wall, sood there a moment, then fell on hisface.



The other grabbed for hisrifle trigger. Doc got his hands, brought an elbow up under the man's ear, then
swung at histemple. The Bedouin was quick. He dodged the second blow, backpedaed, got aknife out.
He had confidencein hisknife. He leaped.

The knife blade bad been blued, or painted, so that it did not gleam in the moonlight which was reflected
into the place. Thefdlow did not dash or swing. He held the blade ready for asudden dart, the most
difficult blow to stop or dodge.

The under-theear blow had parayzed the man's throat muscles. Trying to yell, he made only croakings.
But hewould yd| before long.

Doc threw his shoulders down, hisfeet forward. His feet hit the other's ankles. He upset. Doc grabbed
the man'slegs, but released them ingtantly, so that the dash the fellow made with hisknife missed. The
swing carried the wegpon arm around to the man's side. Doc, leaning forward, made hisfist reach the
felow'sjaw.

Doc got into the Arab's burnoose. It was not agood fit. He carried the other Bedouin's white garment,
and both their wespons, and found the stone trap-door open.

The passage and the rooms of the tomb were too quiet. He did not hear voices, until he reached the
chamber where they had found evidence of vanddism - therifled tomb itself.

Generd Ino was saying, "We had them once, and didn't do it. That's one mistake we won't make twice.
Oui, rnongeurs”

Shaster asked, harshly, "How?"

Proudman Shaster sounded asif hewerein the grip of his beheading fever.
"Can you cut off ahead with that?' the general questioned quietly.

"I can make aredly wonderful try!"

When Doc looked into the chamber, Proudman Shaster was leaning over Ham with a machete, the same
wespon with which he had beheaded the Arabsin the fight which had al been amistake.

DOC had an easy shot with one of the rifles he had just captured. Shaster, al histeeth showing, hiseyes
popping, set himsdf for ablow, and was motionless an instant.

The flame from the rifle muzzle seemed to legp dmost to Shaster's knife hand. The shot crashed,
thundered, died out and |eft only Shaster's scream of agony.

Two of the Bedoins were furnishing light and odor with torchesthey had improvised out of their flowing
garments. Their surprised legps caused showers of sparksto fal.

Shaster went to the floor with his mangled hand. He bellowed like a branded animal, one long bawl after
another.

The white renegade of the Bedouins, Sandy, kept his head better than the others. His pistol came out of
its holster spouting lead.

Doc did not shoot a him. He got the men with the torches - firing at their hands. One torch went out.
Severd of the men were shooting by now.

Doc spun, yelled out in his natural voice, so they would have no doubt about who he was, and ran. He



traveled fast, for desth was at his heels-and he had a certain spot he wanted to reach in agreat hurry. He
dropped hisrifle.

He madeit - crawled through the opening which was carved to resemble a great human mouth. Howling,
shooting, the foes were no more than ascore of feet behind.

Doc legped. Hisfingers caught the elaborate carving of the headdress, and he hauled himsdlf up. He had
room enough to cling there, just above the opening. But, by little more than Stretching their hands up, the
men could touch him asthey came through.

Thefirst of the Arabs charged through. Three of them, shoulder to shoulder.

Doc had dropped hisrifle, but he still held arevolver he had taken from one of the door-guarding
Bedoums. It was a cheap gun. He cocked it, and tossed it far down the corridor, in the direction he
would have taken had he continued hisflight.

The gun hit, jarred, off, exploded. That was because it was cheap. But there was atouch of luck, too.
The bullet came back and shot two Arabs through the legs.

They squawled, returned thefire, imagining it had come from their quarry. They were not cowards. They
charged wrecklesdy.

The men flowed under Doc with giddy speed. Genera Ino and Proudman Shaster were last.
Doc let them get away, then dropped down and ran to hisfive aids and Pey-deh-eh-ghan.
Chapter 18. WATER

ThE effects of the anaesthetic gas did not usualy wear off in lessthan half an hour, and nowhere near that
time had elapsed.

Doc, however, carried - it occupied the tiniest space - a hypodermic needle containing severa shots of a
drug which, once it wasin the system, neutraized the stupefying effects of the anaesthetic, and would
reviveavictimin afew minutes. He used that now.

Monk, with the physique of the gorilla he resembled, wasthe first to turn over and get up. Hetook a
swing at Ham, seeing him near, then fell upon the lawyer and began pounding him. Monk had awakened
with what is sometimes called an anaesthetic drunk.

Doc grabbed him, shook him, and Monk came out of it.
"Well, I've been wantin' to lambaste Ham anyway!" he mumbled.
Pey-deh-eh-ghan wasthe last to recover. He got up shakily, looking bewildered.

"I'll bet this modern world isturning out to be quite athing for him," Long Tom said, dryly. "I wonder
how helikesit?'

Running feet approached aong the passages. Enough of them that their sound wasadull roar.
"Found they weretricked," Doc said. "We had better move!”
"This place an't extensve enough for much fightin'," Monk complained.

Doc scooped up therifle which he had dropped, picked up another lying near by. Renny got Proudman



Shaster's machete. One of the torch-carrying Arabs had aso dropped aweapon, and Johnny
appropriated that.

They scattered, seeking an exit.
"Holy cow!" Renny boomed. "Therean't any way out!"

But there was. Pey-deh-eh-ghan showed it to them. He shoved on thewall, and astone dab fdll into
another passage on the opposite side. The dab was not hinged. It fell heavily, made much noise, and
brokein severd pieces, so they could not replaceit.

They scrambled over the fragments. Severd shots banged, and the bullets narrowly missed Ham, who
wasthelast through.

"They - must have - kicked me - when unconscious!" Ham gasped. "I hurt al over!”
Monk heard that, rushed back, and hel ped Ham. Thiswas so unexpected that Ham nearly fell down.

Ham had no way of knowing it was contriteness which was moving the homely chemist. Ham had been
senssless when Monk, anaesthetic drunk, had pummeled him. But Monk knew that was what had almost
dissbled Ham.

They madetime - until Pey-deh-eh-ghan suddenly whipped away from them and ran back toward
Generd Ino's men.

"FOOL!" Renny bellowed. "Hell get killed."

The mummy man was squawling something in histongue, and when Renny tried to pursue him, Doc
stopped the big-fisted chemist.

"Listen!" Doc rapped.

Pey-deh-eh-ghan repeated what he was yeling.

Johnny trandated. "He saysfor usto go on! Hewill lead them off and lose them on another route!™
Generd Ino's mob had stopped shooting. But they were still coming.

Pey-deh-eh-ghan howled something el se.

"He saysto crawl into aniche a short distance down this passage! " Johnny exploded.

"Quiet!" Doc warned.

That was so that General Ino's men would not hear them. They were close. Their hard breathing was
audible, like many snakeshissng.

Then Pey-deh-eh-ghan yelled out shrilly, angrily. It was plain that he was atracting Generd Ino's men.
He succeeded, and they turned their chargein that direction.

Doc and his men were | eft to themsalves.

Monk breathed softly, "I've cussed that mummy guy and I've wanted to wring his neck, but from now on,
he can have what I've got! He'srisking hislife to save ours!”

Doc sad, "Do not be too sure of that! We had better movel™



"Huh?'
"Quick! Explanations can wait!"

They crept forward quietly, heading for the exit, dert for some signs of straggling foes. But the enemy
seemed to have kept together. They were dl on thetrail of the mummy man, even Proudman Shaster and
the torch bearerswith their shattered hands.

Creeping along, each of Doc's men unexpectedly found the bronze giant beside them. He pressed
something into their hands, something round and hard and about the size of a garden pea.

"Put that in your mouth,” hetold each one. "Have it ready to break with your teeth.”
"l don't get this," Monk complained. "Pay Day told usto stay in that niche; but you, Doc - "
Ham interrupted, "Y oure going to talk us al into agrave with that curiogity of yours. Pipe down.”

They were in the chamber of the knedling stone statues when the great gurgling noisefirst reached their
ears.

"Run!" Doc rapped.

They ran, but they were not across the room when the water hit them. It seemed to pour through doors,
through openingsin the celling. Grest fadls of it, ayard across.

"Break those pdletsl" Doc shouted. "Keep them in your mouths and hold your bregth!”

THE water came down with Niagaraviolence. The flood of it washed them off their feet, pummeled them
about, smashed them against the statues, washed the statues over. It roared and boiled, and time after
time, they fought to the top, until there was no top, for the water had filled the room completely.

Through it al, they kept their mouths closed and did not breathe. They knew, now, why Doc had told
them to do that. The pdlets held achemica. Not oxygen. Some chemica mixture which supplied, for a
few minutes, the effect which oxygen supplied upon the human system.

After atime, they found the bronze man seeking them out, assembling them, one a atime, at the door,
and when they were dl there, guiding them forward swimming until at last they reached the exit inthe
barracks room.

It was no trouble to get out. Water was boiling up through the hole, for the tomb was completely
flooded. They were washed out and onto the floor of the canyon, bruised, ill, and amost suffocated, for
the chemicdl pelletswerelosing their effect.

Doc got them away from the water, and they dl lay therefor atime.

"Thetop of the dliff ishollowed out to catch rainweter,” Doc explained &t last. "The water runsinto a
reservoir under therock, evidently, and it can be made to flood the tomb when atrap is set off. It must
have been one of Pey-deh-eh-ghan'straps for robbers who came to rifle histomb, or more properly, his
treasure storehouse.”

Monk muttered, " Then Pey-deh-eh-ghan drowned himsdlf to get the rest of us?"
"Y ou should know Pey-deh-eh-ghan better than that by now." Doc said, dryly.

"Y ou mean he got away?"



“Probably."

They found no signs to show that Pey-deh-eh-ghan had gotten away. They searched. But these black
rock mountains did not hold atrail. There was stone everywhere, so hard that it would take no mark
from hobnails, much less bare human feet. They did find the pets, Habeas and Chemisiry, roaming.

Next, they tried to get into the tomb. The water had filled it, and Doc's chemical pellets were not effective
enough to permit them to exploreit.

After they had tried severd times, Long Tom said, "If Doc hadn't guessed what Pay Day was up to, and
gotten us part of the way out, we'd never have madeit.”

They werevery tired. They dept the rest of the night after afashion.
Next morning, Doc announced, "We will start a shaft to drain the tomb.”

Monk, never backward, suggested doubtfully, "I can get dong without seeing the inside of that place
agan."

"Wewill drainit,” Doc sad.

THEY drained it, and the |abor took three weeks. They used meta parts of their plane's motors for tool
material, and there was plenty of food from the Arab camp. They sent the shaft in from the canyon floor,
and the water ran out for dmost three hours. Then they went in with torches.

Generd 1no, Proudman Shaster, Sandy, the rest, had died. They found the bodies.

They did not find Pey-deh-eh-ghan's body. But they found something that Pey-deh-eh-ghan, from what
they had seen of him, would amost have given hislife to keep them from finding.

Doc located it after Six hours of sounding with ahammer from the plane. It was not adoor, but a stretch
of the stone which rang hollow. They spent two hours breaking through.

Doc stood beside the opening and motioned Johnny, the archaeologist. "Want to be first?"
"Think it'ssafe?" Johnny asked, doubtfully.
"It may be worth the chance," Doc said.

Johnny stepped through, or partway through, and used one of the flashlights which they had found in the
plane. He stood there for an unexpectedly long time. Then he drew hack. Hisface was distinctly white,
his eyes brighter than any of the others ever remembered having seen them.

"It wasworth it!" he said, hoarsdly.
They dl wentin.

When they got out again. they had to sit in the shade of the canyon wall for sometime before they fdlt like
discussing what they had found. Then they spoke about it in whispers, without knowing why - for they
were men who had seen fabulous wedlth before.

"The treasure of Pey-deh-eh-ghan,” Johnny said, dowly, and using small words. " Supposed to be one of
the great lost hoards of history."

"And not exaggerated adarn bit," said Renny, for once not rumbling.



Monk, who occasiondly took an interest in jewels, muttered, "1've been tryin' to figure up what the stuff
inthat first vase, or bowl, the one next to where we brokein, isworth. Listen, | counted a hundred and
eleven diamonds, and not one of ‘em lessthan five carats, or I'm dizzy!" Hesighed. "Aw, nutdl I'm dizzy

anyway!"
"Thefirg true thing you ever said,” Ham remarked, unkindly.

"I wonder," Long Tom pondered aloud, "how much was taken by the thieves from that outer tomb, the
onethat was vanddized?'

"Nothing, probably,” Doc said. "There were probably never any vandas.”
Long Tom exploded, "I don't get you?"

"Pey-deh-eh-ghan,” Doc explained, "was asmooth article. It ismy guessthat he rigged up that outer
tomb to makeit look asif it had been sacked, then conced ed the entrance to the inner treasure trove
thoroughly.

"Any one finding the outer tomb, which was easy to find, but not too easy, would have thought the place
had already been ransacked of dl vauables. It wasatrick.”

"If wefind him, well ask him about thet," Long Tom suggested.

THEY next heard of Pey-deh-eh-ghan in aqueer way. It was after they werein Cairo, shipping therelics
from the tomb, converting the wedlth into funds for hospitals and the grest charity organization of which
Doc was adirector.

They did not hear of Pey-deh-eh-ghan directly. But they did hear of atal, strange-looking man, dark of
skin, with aflowing white beard and hair, who had comein out of the desert, unable to spesk aword of
any language the best interpreters knew.

The strange man's picture had been in the newspapers, and Doc got copies of thejournds.
It had been Pey-deh-eh-ghan.

The strange man's picture had been in the papers because of the way he had died. He had been walking
along the street, when he had heard aradio loud-speaker which stood in front of amusic store. Instantly,
he had dashed into the street, asiif fleeing from the loud-speaker, and a car had run over him and killed
him.

The speaker on theradio at the time had been the well-known American, Doc Savage, announcing the
discovery of atreasure tomb in the Nubian Desert.

THEEND



