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Chapter 1. CELEBRITY

THERE WERE severd reasonswhy thefirst of the two shots did not attract attention. One explanation
was due to the number of newspaper photographers on hand taking flash light pictures of the crowd.
These London journalists were using the old-style flash light powder which made white smoke and noise,
aswdl| asflash.

Over in ahangar, abaky motor ran irregularly, backfiring often another reason why the shot was not
heard.

"l say, ajolly mean bug!" remarked one scribe, peering upward. Without knowing it, this man had heard
thewhiz of the glancing bullet.

It was dark, and only the landing lights marking the edge of Croydon Flying Field cut through the usua
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fog. Later, when the plane every one awaited was heard, flood lamps would be switched on.
Somewhat of athrong was on hand to greet the plane.

The man who had been shot at lay flat on the ground near thefield edge, and pawed at hisface. The
bullet had knocked dirt into his eyes. It had been fired from some distance.

"Sen Gat!" the man groaned.
Therewas no one ese near. Gloom, the wet swirl of fog, enwrapped the vicinity.
"Sen Gat!" the man repeeted, snarling thistime.

The man wasthin of body, long of arms and legs. He made a grotesque shape lying on the ground, a
black raincoat flung over himself. He had hoped the dark raincoat, coupled with the darkness, would
conced him. It had failed.

Getting the bullet driven dirt out of his eyes, he scuttled to one sSide, dragging the raincoat, then got to his
feet and ran.

"Damn Sen Gat!" he gritted.

He came close to aborder light and it shone on ajaw that was pointed, a nose hooked and somehow
remindful of aparrot beak. His skin looked like mudin which had been much in the wesather, and there
was almost no flesh between the skin and the bonesit covered. One of his bony hands was darkly purple
in hue. He veered away from the light, and when a hangar loomed ahead he hesitated, then ranto it and
crept ingde. Thrusting his head out again, helistened for along time for signs of pursuit, but none cameto
his ears. Next, hetried to catch some sound of aplane overhead. There was none.

Nervoudy, he prowled the hangar. In the rear, he found apair of greasy coveralsdraped over a
workbench. Fingering these, he began to chuckle. The coverallsfitted fairly well when he tried them on,
and he did not remove them.

The man pulled up hisdeeve. Held tightly to his upper arm by rubber bandswas a smal packet. The
packet was haf an inch thick, possibly four inches long, and wrapped in oiled paper. The rubbers, cutting
off circulation, had made his hand purple.

He stripped the bands off and kneaded his arm dowly to restore blood flow.
"Deuced nasty feding," he muttered. As an afterthought, he added, "Blast Sen Gat!"

He ended up by putting the dender packet in acoveral pocket, instead of fastening it back to hisarm
with the rubbers.

Then heleft the hangar and mingled with the crowd, passing unnoticed among a score or so of mechanics
garbed like himsdf. Anyway, dl eyeswere watching the southern sky expectantly.

THE BONY man drifted about and findly stopped besde ajourndist.
"l say, why al the bloomin' watchful waitin'?" he queried.
The scribe looked shocked. "Jove! Don't you read the sheets?'

"The newspapers? Naw."



The scribbler eyed the other asif observing afresk. The reporter failed to realize that he was being
cleverly pumped for information.

"Did you ever hear of the Y ankeethey cdl the Man of Mystery?
"Nope."

"No?Heisagiant of achap, atremendousfelow. They say no living man has greater muscular
Srength.”

"Never heard of 'im."

"They cdl him the Man of Bronze! That help your memory?"
“Nope"

Thejournalist took afull breath and began to spread enlightenment.

"Ligten, old chap, this bronze man is known as one of the greatest surgeons. As achemist, he has made
discoveriesthat your children will some day read about. The bronze man israted awizard in the field of
eectricity. Furthermore, he-"

The thin man in the coverdls put abony finger againgt the scribe's chest. "How many blokes are you
tellin' me about?'

"One”
"Y ou know whet?'
"What?'

"| think you'rejoshin."

Disgustedly, the scribe stuffed hands in the pockets of his Landon wrap.

"A few weeks ago,” be said, "there was arevolution in the Balkan kingdom of Calbia. ThisYankee put a
stop to it. HE's now on hisway back to America. We expect his plane any minute.”

The pseudo mechanic's eyesroved over the surrounding crowd. The fellow was agood actor. No twitch
of hisfeatures betrayed that he had been shot at afew moments before, or that he was now in fear of
another bullet.

"What's this bronze man's business?' he asked.

The journdist shrugged. "He's aremarkable character. Goes about the world aiding chaps who need
hdp."

"Charges plenty for that, en?'
"On the contrary, he does not accept fees. The bronze chap is deuced wedlthy, according to reports.”

The fake mechanic grew suddenly earnest. "l say-if | wasin ajam, and went to the bronze man-heéd help
me? That it?'

"Righto. Doc Savage would do just that."



"That's the bronze man's name - Savage?’
"Doc Savage, righto.”
DOWN THE fidd aman ydled. "The Savage plane! She'scomin!”

Excitement swept the throng. Photographers who had been snapping the assemblage hadtily charged
cameras with new plates and sprinkled flash light powder in gun troughs. Thefield flood lamps were
switched on, and "bobbies’ cleared the landing runways of spectators.

Croydon was agog.

The foggy night sky spawned aplane. Engines barely kicking over, air awhistle around struts and wing
surfaces, the ship skidded from side to sde asthe pilot fishtailed away surplus speed. It was an al-metd,
tri-motored amphibian, and it settled on the field with the ddlicacy of abird.

"Deuced good hand on those controls,” a pilot spectator remarked.

The plan€e's engines blooped, kicking the ship around. Obvioudy the occupants were seeking to avoid the
crowd.

The throng surged forward, however, and in amoment had surrounded the plane. Motors were switched
off, so that the propellers would not damage overenthusiastic individuals.

The thin man who had been shot at went with the rest. He kept a sharp lookout as he ran, hence was not
among thefirgt to reach the amphibian. Growling, he tugged and elbowed to get through. Otherswere
doing the same thing, He did not make much headway.

"Doc Savage!" the crowd yelled.
The photographers demanded pictures, the reportersinterviews. Autograph hounds waved little books.

Bobbiesjostled and shouted to bring order. They were ignored. Quieting the uproar ssemed beyond
human power.

But the crowd suddenly became silent.
The bronze man had appeared, standing in the cabin door.

It was remarkable. So striking was the man that quiet fell. He was a giant - the comparative proportions
of the cabin door showed that. Under the bronze skin of his neck and his hands, great tendons reposed.
Thethewswerelike bundles of piano wires. They indicated fabul ous strength.

Probably the thing which did most to arrest the crowd's attention was the bronze man's eyes. They were
weirdly impressive eyes. Their hue was of flake-gold. They caught and reflected tiny lights from the field
floodlamps.

"Doc Savage!" some one breathed. "By Jove! He'sthefirst celebrity | ever saw who looked asbig ashis
reputation,”

A photographer boomed aflash light gun. That broke the tension.

Something of ariot ensued. Thejournaists wanted their pictures and stories. The autograph fans desired
Doc Savage's sgnature. Others wanted merely to look. Doc Savage seemed to wish only to get away
from the crowd.



"No interviews," the bronze man told the newspaper representatives. "Our outfit doesn't go in for
publicity.”

Hiswords did not have the sound of ashout, yet the crowd heard them over the noise; there was power,
timbre, in the bronze man's remarkable voice.

Doc Savage stepped out of the plane.

Five men dighted after him. The five made a striking group, athough the throng did not get much chance
to observe them.

One of thefive could dmost have passed asahairy gorilla. Thisindividud had apig, evidently a pet,
tucked under one arm. The shoat had enormous ears and long legs, and was as homely an example of the
porker species as his master was of the human race.

Another wasabig fellow with fists of unearthly hugeness, while athird was extremey tdl and gaunt. Of
the re maining pair, one was pae, unhedthy-looking; and the other a nattily clad man carrying ablack
cane.

"Doc Savage's five aides," somebody offered.

"| say - thought he worked alone!™ exclaimed another.

"No. Those five men help 'im. Each of them isabloomin’ famous scientist.”

Doc Savage and hisfive men formed a compact wedge; then they drove through the crowd.

The bony man who had been shot at struggled to reach Doc Savage, but the bronze man's party chanced
to take the opposite direction. The thin man cast about franticaly; his gaze lighted upon atractor which
was used to move planesin and out of hangars. He hesitated, asif fearful of exposing himsdlf above the
crowd, then sprang atop the tractor.

"Doc Savage!" he yelled. But scores of other voices were aso shouting, and the bronze man paid no
attention.

Diving afig into his coverals, the bony man extracted the packet wrapped in oiled paper, then calculated
carefully and threw the packet. The flung object hit Doc Savage.

COLLIDING WITH the bronze man's shoulder, the packet bounced. But the bronze man drove a hand
up and caught it before it was out of reach - acatch that was executed with such blinding speed that
those who saw it blinked unbdlievingly, and quite afew failed to even glimpseit.

Doc Savage hdf wheded and his strange golden eyes |ocated the thin man. The fellow who had thrown
the packet made violent gestures, indicating that Doc should pocket the object.

"Keepit!" he screamed. "Please! I'll cometo your hotel and explain!™

It was to be doubted that Doc Savage distinguished the words. Lip movement told him what was said,
however, the bronze man being aproficient lip reader. He pocketed the packet, and his flying wedge of
men went on, himsdlf in their midgt.

The bony man looked after the bronze giant. He seemed happy, since abroad grin was on hiswasted
face.

The grin suddenly convulsed to a blank, hideous grimace. A shrill squesk; asound like ahand dap and



the cadaverous man, throwing hisarmsin the air, fell backward off the tractor. His collision with the
ground wasviolent.

Some one helped him to hisfeet. Both hands clamped tightly to hisleft shoulder, the man stumbled
away.

Red liquid began crawling out through hisfingers and trickling down hiswrigt into hisdeeve. He had
taken abullet through the shoulder. Like that other shot some minutes ago, this one had gone unnoticed in
the uproar.

The wounded man reached the edge of Croydon Field.
"Damn Sen Gat!" he grated.

The fog and the darkness gobbled him up.
Chapter 2. THE BLACK STICK

SOME TIME later ataxicab stopped in a shabby, gloom-stuffed side sireet in the Shoreditch section of
London. The bony man dighted and paid the fare. The cab rolled on and disappeared.

The man had stripped off the greasy coveralls and had donned his black raincoat. A bulge at the shoulder
indicated abandage over the bullet wound.

Theinjury evidently was not serious, for the fellow's step was springy, dert, as he moved forward aong
the grimy street. The shadows harbored him most of the time - care on his part saw to that.

This sector of London was the abode of many foreigners. Orientals had segregated themselvesin the
immediate locality. Shuffling figures with hands tucked in oversize blouse deeves, and the occasiond tang
of incense, made the place seem as remote to London as a street in Hong Kong.

The gaunt man scuttled into an aley which was paved with round cobbles. Crouching, hefdt with his
hands until he found aloose stone, then worked it free. Therock was aslarge ashistwo fists.

The blackness of arear doorway sheltered him a moment later. He knocked, and after the briefest of
pauses there was a tir, and a dant-eyed celestial opened the door.

"Sen Gat," said the thin man.

The oriental was blandly expressionless.

"Vdly solly," he shgsonged. "No catchee such man this place.”

Thevigtor scowled. "You tdl Sen Gat I'm here or you al same catchee hdl.”

The yellow man grasped the door asif to shut it. "Y ou al same come adongside big mistake. No Sen Gat

The bony man struck with hisrock. The stone hit the oriental squarely on top of the head, dropping him
sensaless.

A brief examination brought conviction that the dant-eyed one would be out of commission for some
time. The attacker advanced quietly.

L uxurious rugs came under foot; perfumes and incense saturated the air. In one of the rooms lights were



on. Tapestries blanketed the walls, rich things replete with flame spouting dragons and grotesque orientd
characters, decorations which would apped only to an orienta's eye.

Cushions were on the floors, images perched atop pedestals, and atabouret supported atray which held
atea set and containers of sweetmests and melon seeds. On ether Sde of the door of this particular
room stood a suit of Chinese armor, complete with daggers and short swords.

The man prowled the room, cat-footed. He pulled tapestries aside and looked behind them until he
located what he sought.

Behind one of the tapestries was the door of awall safe. The fellow spun the did of this severd times but
had no click.

Going back to the armor he secured a short sword, then stood beside the door and waited.
Deep slence held the aromatic interior of the house, but not for long.

Thefront door lock clicked as some one camein, then clicked again in shutting. Footsteps shuffled one
man. The fellow gpproached dowly, and eventualy cameinto the room.

The thin man stepped forward, put thetip of his sword against the newcomer's ssomach, and invited,
"Stand ill, Sen Gat!"

SEN GAT wasarangy black crow of aman, with the features of an Asiatic and a skin that was Nubian
initsswarthiness. His hands were fantastic, jewe ed rings ornamenting nearly every finger. The great
thing, though, was hisfinger nails, possibly six incheslong, they were carefully curled insde gold
protectors which dipped, thimble-fashion, upon the ends of thefingers.

Sen Gat lifted his grotesque hands as the sword point bit at his midriff.
"Sezania datang,” he said wryly.

"Speak English!" gritted the thin man.

"Welcome," said Sen Gat ironicdly.

"Surel" The sword point, jabbing suggestively, went through coat cloth and sank a quarter of aninch
deep into flesh. "Stand il

Sen Gat stood, and the other searched him. A pocket yielded flat automeatic; a sheath gave up a
serpentine laded reese; and alength of silk cord, excellent for strangling purposes, was disgorged by a
Secret compartment in the coat lining.

Sen Gat said nothing throughout the ingpection. The gold finger nail protectors lent his hands aweird
touch, an aspect of inhumanity.

"Openthewall safe," his captor ordered.

Sen Gat stared at hisvisitor, and the expression he saw on the bony features evidently was not
reassuring. There was violent determination - and hate.

After scowling very blackly for abrief time, Sen Gat shrugged dightly. "Very wdl.”

He went over to the safe, the man with the sword following him.



"Y ou know what | want. Don't waste time opening the safeif it'snot there." The blade jabbed carelesdly.
Sen Gat said nothing but squirmed away from the sharp stedl.

"Infact,” said the other, "if you open the safeand it isnot there, | shal probably kill you,”

"Itisthere”

The dark orientd sweypt the drapery aside from thewal safe, moving dowly so as not to excite the
other.

As Sen Gat began opening the safe, it was manifest that he did not use hisfingersagreat ded. In fact, the
long nails made the fingers clumsy to the point of usdlessness. Maneuvering the did, be employed the
gdesof hishand.

The safe came open. Holding his hands so the swordsman could see them, Sen Gat reached into the safe
and secured a packet

The object was perhaps haf an inch thick, four inches long, and was wrapped in oil paper. It wasan
amost exact duplicate of the package which the bony man had thrown to Doc Savage.

Sen Gat extended the article.
"Hereyou are, Maples," he gritted.

THE PALE, excatic lighting in the room made Mapless hand seem more skeleton-like than ever ashe
took the packet. His bony fingers were agile despite their lack of flesh. Using only one hand, he unrolled
the oiled paper and got at the contents.

The paper had been wrapped around ablack stick.

The black stick was round, but roughly o, asif it had been molded by rolling between pdms. The
indentations of finger tips were even discerniblein the sepia substance. The compound itself was vaguely
like hard rubber, yet obvioudly not rubber. There was agreasy shinetoit.

"Thisisone of them," Maples said softly, and replaced the oiled covering.

"Oneof thekeys," Sen Gat said, stepping back dightly. "Three black keysto the secret of the Man With
aThousand Heads."

Maples glared. "Indigo told you that, en?A’

Sen Gat moved another pace. The rug under foot bore a grotesque orienta figure the likeness of some
deity or ogre.

"Indigo told me everything," Sen Gat said. "Indigois quite faithful "

Maples snarled. He wrenched open his shirt at the chest. The skin had a stretched, taut ook over hisribs
and breastbone. There were long welts, red and inflamed, crisscrossing each other, marks freshly made.
They were marks such as might have been | eft by the touch of ared-hot iron.

"Indigoisal devil,” Maples grated. "He tortured me after he heard metalk in my deep.”
Sen Gat laughed. "I'll wager that Indigo learned dl you knew."



Moving again, Sen Gat stepped on one ear of the ogre design woven into the carpet.

"Indigo got it dl,” Maples growled. "Calvin Copeland, hiswife, the others - what happened to them - |
hadtotdlital."

"A pitiful story." Sen Gat sneered as he spoke, and casudly stepped on the other ear of the ogre.

"Damn you!" Maplesgrated. "Y ou don't care what happens to Copeland, hiswife, and the others. Y ou
want to get to The Thousand-headed Man - with these three keys."

He juggled the packet which held the black stick.
Sen Gat smirked. "Y ou migudge me."

He said no more, for Maples lunged suddenly and struck him in the face. Sen Gat toppled backward.
Fear of snapping off hisamazing finger nails seemed to keep him from using his handsto break his
descent. Hefdl heavily.

Maples wrenched up the rug. Under the two ears of the ogre were tiny push buttons; with his feet, Sen
Gat could have operated them.

"Cdled help, eh,"” Maples rapped.

He leaped upon Sen Gat, grabbed the swarthy oriental by the throat, and they fought. Sen Gat wasthe
stronger by | far, but he did not use his hands and that handicapped him.

Maples, suddenly redizing his foe was possessed with an awful fear of bresking hislong finger nalls,
grabbed the gold nail protectors and twisted.

Sen Gat shrieked, and to prevent breakage of the nails alowed himself to be led toward the door.
Suddenly, men came through the door.

THE FOREMOST of the newcomers was broad and powerful. His features were handsome in a hard
way, but two things combined to make them repulsive: the man's skin was unnaturaly pale, and hisbeard
coarse, blue-black.

"Indigo! Help!" screeched Sen Gat.

The blue-bearded Indigo lunged forward. From hisright hind dangled a unique weapon - a heavy sted
machine tap tied to the end of aleather thong dmost ayard in length. He sivung the tap on the thong,
underhanded, and let it go.

Indigo was deft in the use of hisunique missile. Traveling with uncanny accuracy, it caught Mapleson the
temple and dropped him quivering, stunned.

More men crowded into the room. These were al orientals. None of them had a face pleasant to look
upon.

Sen Gat minced backward, peering fearfully at his protected finger nails. Hisface mirrored animmense
relief when he found none of them broken. They were alove he valued next to hislife, those nalls.

Maples had dropped the black stick. Indigo picked it up and handed it to Sen Gat The latter, taking it,
gave his blue-whiskered henchman a scowl.



"Y ou had ordersto follow Maplesand seize him."

"All same savvy that," muttered Indigo. He indicated Maples. "When we tackle him, we come alongside
smooth fdla. Him blong too damn much gray stuff in head. Two times at fly fidld we take the shot at him.
Too much dick. Bullets plentee miss”

Despite hiswhite skin and his Caucasian lineaments, the man spoke the dialect common to natives of the
southern orient and the South Sess.

"Search him!" directed Sen Gat. "He should have the other black stick. That will give ustwo of the keys.
The other onethe girl has."

"Yes. Stick three, him b'long Missy Lucille Copeand. Not so good.”

He bent over the half conscious Maples and searched. Pockets were turned inside out. Maples's shirt
wastorn off, disclosing the torture scar and the fresh bullet wound in the fellow's shoulder.

"Hy field bullet come'longsde thisfdllaafter al," Indigo chuckled.

But no other black stick cameto light although they searched again. The discovery - or lack of discovery
- caused congternation. The orientals cackled in their native didects; the Maayan tongue was
predominant. Evidently al had been with Indigo at the arport.

Sen Gat, ligtening to their talk, seized upon amorsdl of information.

"Y ou say Maples stood on atractor and threw something,” he demanded.

"Me come aong that idea, mebbe s0," Indigo admitted.

"Makehimtak." Sen Gat gestured at Maples. "Find what he did with that other black key."

INDIGO, LEERING, departed to another room and returned carrying a deep brass brazier in which
charcod burned. He added more charcod and fanned the flame, and when he had sufficient hest,
inserted the point of the sword which Maples had used.

Maples revived and watched the preparations. Four men pinioned hisarms and legs. Mapless eyes grew
unnaturally wide. He writhed asiif the brand marks on his chest had become suddenly painful. Numerous
times heran atongue over histhin lips.

"It ain't gonnado you no good," he snarled desperately.

Indigo withdrew the sword from the brazier, observed that itstip barely glowed red, and returned it for
more hegting.

"Mebbe s0 you felatongue comeloose," he suggested. Maples clenched hislower lip between histeeth,
held it awhile, and when he released it the lip bore arow of semicircular tooth marks from which scarlet
drops crept.

"l can't stand burning again," he groaned. "ligten; you fellows are out of luck. Torture won't help.”
Sen Gat groked hisfinger nalstenderly. "Y es?!

"Doc Savage hasthe black stick | was carrying.”

Maplesswords did not bring joy. The orientals chattered; Indigo rubbed his dark jaw; and Sen Gat



glared.

"Y ou threw your key to Doc Savage?' Sen Gat questioned.
Maples eyed the encircling faces, and shivered. "Yes," he sad.
"“Why?"

"Hell, you can guess. | wanted Doc Savage's help. If any man in the world can save Copeand, hiswife
and the others, Savage can. | went to the airport to see him. | couldn't get close, so | threw the stick to
him and yelled that I'd meet him later at hishote.”

"Y ou felamake sraight talk?" Indigo rasped.

"He'stdling thetruth." Sen Gat fumbled uneadily with hisfinger nalls. "He'stoo afraid of being branded to
lie"

"Usfelacome aongside damn mess,” growled Indigo.

With agesturing hand, Sen Gat separated five of the orientals from the others.
"Y ou men go get that black stick from Doc Savage,”" he directed.
"Wherefind thisfellaSavage?' asked one.

"Wait," said Sen Gat, and |eft the room.

An ominous change came over some of the orientals when their chief had departed. They exchanged
looks, dyly whispered words.

"Wefdlado al job," breasthed one. "Sen Gat glab off glavy. No likee."

"All same no need boss," stated another. "Whole damn t'ing velly easy. Wejust get thlee black key, and
go to Man with Thousand Heads. Vely smple.”

"No need bossfor thisjob," agreed thefirst.

Indigo listened with growing rage.

"Y ou damn dumb fellal" he snarled suddenly. ™Y ou come dongside such talk again, | tell Sen Gat."
Profound sllenceféll.

Sen Gat returned, nursing hisfinger nails, and said, "I telephoned a newspaper and learned at what hotel
Doc Savageis staying. It'sthe Piccadilly House. Go there and get the black stick.”

The orientasfiled out, their faces expressionless, but their demeanor grimly purposeful. The outer night
received them soundlesdly.

Indigo eyed the cdletidl's who remained, among whom were the two who had muttered their discontent.
Noting Indigo's stare, the pair shifted uncomfortably, wondering if Sen Gat wasto learn of their words.
But Indigo repested nothing of their conversation.

"Any job blong usfella?' he queried of Sen Gat.
"Therest of you will get thethird key, which the girl has," Sen Gat advised. "Maples probably knows



where shelives. Make him tdll you."
Indigo picked the sword from the brazier; the tip was nearly white hot.

Maples, glimpsing the heet glare, tried to scream, but one of the celestidls stuffed arag into his mouth.
Chapter 3. THE SECOND BLACK STICK

THE PICCADILLY Housewasin agtate of Sege, figuratively. Since the management was refusing to
allow newspaper reporters and photographers to penetrate even asfar as the lobby, the journalists had
gathered in front of the door and were voicing some pointed opinions of hotel management in generd and
a'Yankee man of mystery in particular.

"Jolly preposterous!” declared ascribe. "Who ever heard of an American who was not a publicity
cheser?'

Sen Gat's followers arrived and looked over the scene. They singsonged softly among themselves, then
tried to walk into the hotel. They were repulsed, being informed that only guests a the hostelry were
being admitted.

They went into ahuddle, and one broached an acceptable idea. Shuffling down the street, they cameto a
second-hand luggage shop, where each purchased awel l-worn suitcase plentifully plastered with old
steamship labels. A foray into an dley balasted the luggage with sufficient cobblestonesto give a
reasonable weight. Returning to the hotel, they asked for rooms and were passed inside; they were so
obvioudy not journdists that only perfunctory questions were put to them.

Playing the parts of frugal gentlemen, they asked for and received smdll rear rooms, but they did not stay
inthem agreat while. They waited only long enough to examine businessike revolvers and to loosen
wavy-bladed creesesin shesths, then crept into the corridor.

They werein the halway when adilemma presented itsdlf. Despite their elaborate scheming, they had
neglected to learn on what floor Doc Savage had ensconced himself. But another conference solved this.

They went down to the desk and asked for a change of rooms. There was some haggling abouit floors.

"l am extremely sorry, but you cannot have the top floor," the clerk informed them. "Doc Savage has
taken that floor."

The clerk made the statement because he was proud that his hostelry had been chosen by the man of
mystery, and wanted to brag alittle. Hiswords gave the cdestid s the information they desired.

They changed to another floor and five minuteslater were mounting the stairswhich led up to the top
story. They came up boldly.

One of Doc Savagesfive aides occupied achair in the corridor. He was the man with the incredibly huge
figts. His knotted hands were resting on his knees, and they seemed dmost aslarge as his head, which
was not small. Hisfaceitself was unusud, being long and covered with an expression of unutterable
gloom. The man looked asif he had just lost avery dear relative.

So interesting was the man in the chair that the oriental s failed to notice two metal boxes which stood,
oneon ether Sde of the Sairway.

They would have been highly interested in what happened inside the suite of rooms as they passed the
boxes.



AT THE moment, Doc Savage was standing in front of awriting table. On the table was another metal
case, open. Wires so smdll asto be hardly noticeable led from the box and ran under the carpet, where
they had been hurriedly placed, and into the corridor. They had been tucked under the corridor runner
and extended to the two boxes on either side of the stairs.

The hotel elevator operators had orders to bring no one to this floor, the entire space being occupied by
Doc Savage and his men. Therefore, any visitors must pass between the two boxes at the top of the
daircase.

Protruding from the top of the metal case on the writing table, was an dectric bulb. The bulb glowed red
at the ingtant the oriental s passed the boxes outside.

Doc Savage straightened swiftly when he saw the red light. "Whao's coming? Y ou look, Monk."

"Monk" - Andrew Blodgeit Mayfair - was the furry gorillaof agiant who owned the homely pig. The pig
was dozing at hisfeet. Monk lumbered erect and made for the door

Monk's coarse, reddish hair started growing amost at his eyebrows, giving the impression of no forehead
a al, Thislent him an unutterably dumb appearance. Monk's look had deceived many people. Hewas a
chemigt, and he ranked among the greatest in that intricate science.

Reaching the door, he looked out
"Five danteyed guys" he advised Doc. "Chinese or Maay."

Doc Savage said nothing, but held out both hands and opened and closed them rapidly. The tendons
writhing and flowing in the hands were enormous.

MONK CAUGHT the meaning of the pantomime. "They ain't carryin' nothing'," he said.

Doc made pulling gesturesin front of hislips, shrugged, shook his head, then shoved both hands out in
front of him with afierce expression.

Monk grinned. He wasto pull what information he could out of the newcomers, and if they failed to talk,
he was to frighten them away.

Doc Savage swung to the window. It was open, and he eased through. The wall was of brick, thesingle
ornamenta ledge less than half an inch wide. But the giant man of bronze grasped this and swung to one
Sde of the gperture. He clung there with an effortless ease which indicated that the fabul ous strength
portrayed by his hand tendons was very red. He could hear what went on inside the room.

The byplay had transpired with great speed. Doc was out of sight before the oriental's reached the
big-fisted man seated on the chair in the corridor.

"You fellaDoc Savage?' one asked.
"Naw," said the big-fisted man. "I'm Renny - Colond John Renwick."

His voice was agreet roaring, and nothing about his careless English indicated he ranked among the top
half dozen of the world's greatest engineers.

"We likee spliekee Doc Savage," stated the spokesman
The homely Monk appeared in the door and offered, "Doc just lft.”



If Renny was surprised, he did not show it, although he was aware Doc Savage could not depart in
conventiond fashion without passing his chair.

"Doc Savage, him come back soon, mebbe?' sngsonged an orientd.

"Maybe," Monk admitted. "Whatchawant with him?

The celestids now demonsirated that they were excdllent liars.

"Doc Savage got black stick," one declared. "Him velly much valable. We come help watchee stick.”

MONK BACKED away to let the orientalsinsde. Asthey entered, the danteyed fellows kept hands
near their pockets - and the pockets bulged asif they might hold weapon.

Understanding dawned on Monk. The two metd boxesin the corridor were part of a device created by
Doc Savage. One box produced a magnetic field, the other held a supersensitive galvanometerlike
gpparatus. Metd introduced into the magnetic field caused a change which this galvanometer picked up
and registered, closing a contact that lighted the red lamp on the writing table.

This complicated contrivance was merely to warn Doc Savage if any vistors arrived carrying guns or
knives. And it had worked, for the concealed arms of the oriental's had been detected by Doc's device.

The vigtors perched gingerly on chairs.

Monk went into an adjoining room in which the other three members of Doc's group of five aides

lounged.

One of thetrio - the snappily dressed man with the black cane - stared sourly at Monk. His expression
wasthat of aman viewing an epecialy undesirable form of insect.

"Nature's awful mistake," he sneered.

Monk grinned chearfully at theinsult. The speaker was"Ham" - Brigadier General Theodore Marley
Brooks- grest light of the American legal profession.

One of theremaining pair was extremely tall, and skinnier than it seemed possible any man could be and
gill live. A monocle - actudly a powerful magnifying glass - angled from hislape by aribbon. Thiswas
"Johnny" - William Harper Littlgohn - renowned geologist and archaeologist.

"Long Tom" Robertswas the third man. Electrical wizard extraordinary was Long Tom, aman who had
aready earned a place among the famous.

"Somethin's up!" Monk whispered.

"The black stick wrapped in oiled paper that was tossed to Doc at the airport?' Ham breathed. "I had a
hunch that meant trouble.”

"Sh-h-h!" admonished Monk. "Just wanted to let you know there may be fireworks. These danteyesare
armed.”

Monk returned to the room where the orienta s were sitting, and asked them, "Y ou say you've come here
to help usguard ablack stick?'

"You catchem idea," hewastold.



"But what'sthisal about?"
"Black gtick, him velly much want by somefdla”
"By whom?"

The danteyed one shrugged doping shoulders. "Vely solly - no can tell. Boss man, he come this place
byebye. Mebbe so him talkee you. Savvy?'

"Humph!" Monk eyed the unnaturally huge ears of his pet pig.
"Doc Savage b'long black stick?" asked avigtor.

"Y ou mean - hashe got it?' Monk blinked tiny eyes. "Before | say anything, you guys have got to tell a
story that means something. Who is supposed to have given this stick to Doc Savage?”

The celestid thought fast on that one. "Boss man," he answered.

"What's his name?'

"Nocantdl."

"What isthe black stick, then?'

The vigtorsthought that over, exchanging glances, then shrugged in concert. "Velly solly, no cantell.”

Monk scratched his head, then got up from the chair and roamed the room. His elaborately aimless
wanderings took him to an adjacent chamber crossing hurriedly to awindow, he thrust out his head and
saw Doc Savage, only afew feet from him.

"l an't gittin' nothing' out of ‘em, Doc,” Monk breathed. "Shall | go ahead and scare 'em away?"
"Dothat," Doc directed.

The word exchange was so low that the orientals could not have heard.

MONK AMBLED back. He scratched his head and aggravated the pig with atoe.

The dant-eyed men looked on, faces bland. It might have been that they carefully conceded some
amusement; Monk's very homdinesswas comica - more than oneindividua had laughed outright &t his
gppearance. But Monk was an amiable soul who didn't mind.

Monk went to apile of meta boxes which stood in acomer. These were Doc Savage's equipment
containers. Bending over one, he opened it and fingered through the contents. Then he palmed atiny
cylindrica object of metal.

The orientalsfailed to obsarve this move.

When Monk returned from the heaped-up boxes, he was placing acigar between hislipsand lighting it.
Had the visitors been well-posted, the fact that Monk was smoking might have warned them of
something amiss. Ordinarily, none of Doc's men smoked.

Monk returned to his chair, and for some seconds nothing happened.

"Doc Savage blong this place chopchop?' asked aman impatiently.



Monk shrugged. "Never can tdl when Docll get back.” The pleasantly homely chemist was drawing
prodigious quantities of smoke from his cigar and blowing it down over his hands, which were folded on
his vest. He nudged the pig with atoe, and the shoat sat up. With the toe, Monk indicated the danteyed
men.

The pig had been Monk's mascot for along time. Literdly thousands of hours had been spent in training
him. As aresult, Habeas Corpus - that was the cognomen Monk had appended to him - possessed no
smadl inteligence. The pointing toe was enough to sart him eyeing the yellow men.

The stare was returned. The orientals seemed fascinated.

Monk drew in smoke and sent it scooting in a billowing plume over his hands. There sounded two faint
clicks, low enough that no one but Monk heard them.

Two celedtids started dightly. Both scratched themsdlves; aleg, the other his chest. Both abruptly turned
pale and looked quiteill.

Monk puffed more smoke, and there were two more clicks, after which two more men assumed
expressons of great discomfort. During al this, Habeas Corpus was il staring.

"Funny thing about that pig,” Monk remarked around hiscigar. "Got him in Arabia. HEsamighty specid
kind of hog. Once | heard aguy say Habeas had the evil eye, that awful things happened to some birds
when helooked at 'em. Coursethere ain't nothing' to that.”

Sen Gat's followers thought this over, and the more they considered the greater was their discomfort.
They were of arace addicted to believe in spellsand evil charms; moreover, they could plainly see that
something strange was happening to a part of their group. Suddenly, it got the best of them.

"Usfellacome back 'nothatime,” one groaned, and sprang to hisfeet. The othersfollowed him out of the
room into the corridor, and down the stairs. Those who had been stricken could hardly walk.

A grin seamed Monk's simian features from ear to ear. He opened ahand and eyed the cylindrical metal
object he had taken from the boxesin the corner. Thiswas atiny compressed-air repeating blowgun, one
of countless strange devices which Doc Savage had perfected.

The dugsit fired were haf an inch long and little thicker than needles. There was a supply of them in the
case, coated with drugs which produced avariety of effects, from instant unconsciousnessto hilarious
intoxication. Monk had used the type which inflicted great physical discomfort. The tobacco smoke had
concealed Monk's operations.

Monk went to the window and looked out. Doc Savage was descending the side of the hotel.
Chapter 4. SWEET WINE

MONK WATCHED Doc Savage's feat with interest, but failed to register the dack-jawed amazement a
stranger might have exhibited. The gorilldike chemist had been associated with Doc Savage long enough
to comprehend the fabul ous nature of the bronze man's physica strength. Monk had seen Doc do more

dangerous climbing.

A few feet to the Sde, aseries of projecting bricks formed an ornamental procession down the wall.
Supported by cabled fingers, Doc was lowering himsdlf from one of these to another. The fact that adip
would have brought desth or seriousinjury seemed not to concern him.

Glancing up, the bronze man caught Monk's vehement nod, which conveyed the fact that the orientals



had departed. Then he continued downward.

Doc landed on the roof of aone-story neighboring building, glided to the rear, and dropped into a
courtyard with alithe ease. The courtyard held banana crates, tea cartons and other refuse from a shop.

Opening adoor, Doc walked into a store. The proprietor and two clerks stared at him dumbfounded, as
he walked through to the street. Their surprise was due to the bronze man's size and obvious strength,
rather than to wonder from where he had come.

The reporters and photographers till loitered in front of the hotel, so Doc crossed the Street to take up a
position behind a parked car. That he was not entirely infallible was demonstrated when he made a
typicaly American mistake.

Preoccupied,, he neglected the fact that London motorists drive on the left hand side of the street. It was
by an agile legp that he avoided being run over.

From behind the parked car Doc watched the hotel. His fingers drifted into a pocket and brought out the
object which the thin man had thrown at the airport. Unwrapping the oiled paper, Doc scrutinized the
black stick, noting its oiliness. The pressure of hisfinger nails made a smal indentation upon the dark
meaterid.

Doc gave particular attention to the evidence that the stick had originaly been molded by hand.

The orientals now |eft the hotel, elbowing through the clugter of journdists. A scribe, buttonholing one of
the yellow men in hopes of learning something of Doc Savage's movements, was cursed thoroughly in
Maayan for histrouble.

Four of Sen Gat's men redled asthey walked. They flagged down two taxis and got aboard.

The driver of athird passing hack received a shock. Hearing the door of his machine bang, heturned his
head and discovered he had a passenger - a giant bronze man whose appearance was most striking.

SEN GAT received the returning expedition in the incense drenched vestibule of the housein
Shoreditch.

"Back so soon?' He rubbed his pamstogether, careful of his protected finger nails. "Give me the black
key."

Therewas agenerd trading of uneasy looks - and silence. Those stricken by Monk's darts had
recovered somewhat from their illness.

"Let mehaveit!" Sen Gat snapped.

"Vdly aully,” aman mumbled.

"A pafasd," rapped Sen Gat. "What isthe matter?"
"Usfdlacomeadongsdeevil eye"

Tightlipped with rage, Sen Gat led the way into the room where Maples had been overpowered. Maples
was not there now. Neither was Indigo nor the other among whom was the pair who had muttered
rebelion againgt Sen Gat. The sole occupant was the unfortunate whom Maples had struck down at the
back door with a cobble. Around his head wag an enormous bandage.

Sen Gat glared, then said fiercely, "'l have seen among my men some who seem to think they can do



better without me. Maybe you give me - the American cinemacalsit the 'doublecross? That is not
conduciveto hedth."

"Figfdlablong damn evil eye" indsted aman.

The story then came out in great detail while Sen Gat listened, first skepticaly, then with surprise, and
finaly much concerned. He muttered under his bresth and tapped hisfinger nail protectors together.

"Y ou say therewasfirg atingling? Where?'

The victims pointed out the spots. Their leader stripped open their clothing and found at each point a
place where apin might have jabbed. He seized aknife, and heedless of painful squawls, dug out one of
the darts.

"HdI!" he swore explosively in English.
"Evil eyeblong pig..."

"Evil eyenothing!" Sen Gat threw the knife down, slamped across the rug and back again. "That man
who you say looked like agorilla, tricked you! He shot those dartsinto you and made you sick. But

why?'
"No b'long savvy," some one offered.

"I have heard of this Doc Savage, heard that his methods are incredible,” Sen Gat snapped. “Itisplain
you fellowswere tricked."

Sen Gat considered - and reached awrong conclusion. "Doc Savage's men must have thought they could
get rid of us by frightening you away. They were mistaken. We need dl three of those black keys. All
three may be necessary when we reach the Thousand-headed Man. We will get them.”

Thevictims of Monk's darts were holding their heads; they registered anything but optimism.

"A littlewinewill cheer you up." Sen Gat eyed the man whom Maples had struck with the paving rock.
"Get the wine - the bottle we just opened in the rear room.”

The flunkey shuffled out, was gone for perhaps aminute, and brought back a wicker-wrapped bottle and
glasses. He poured around and distributed thefilled goblets.

"To our securing the three black keys!" said Sen Gat, and they dl drank, including the one who had
brought the sweet wine.

The effects were dmost ingtantaneous. The men redled, made foolish gibberihg noises, then sank to the
floor. Their eyes remained open. They did not lose consciousness, but babbled, mumbled and squirmed
about. There was something idiotic in their behavior.

There was movement in the doorway, but no eyes were drawn to the aperture; none seemed to redlize
that the giant man of bronze whom they had been discussing now stood m the opening. Doc Savage held
aflat padded container in which reposed numerous small phias. He was returning an empty bottle to the
container, which hein turn pocketed.

As Doc moved forward, there was aslent ease in histread which indicated how he had managed to shift
about in the house without any one knowing of his presence. Thelock on the front door had offered little
obstruction, for he had studied locks intensively in the past and this chanced to be one of the smplest



types.

Hisretreat to the rear room to drug the sweet wine after he had overheard the flunkey being ordered to
get it had required fast footwork, however.

Doc now grasped Sen Gat and dragged him aside. The unusud finger nailsheld his attention for a
moment. He knew their meaning. Oriental's considered such finger nailsthe mark of agentleman, they
being visua proof that the owner had done no work for along time.

A search of Sen Gat brought to light the black stick which Maples had tried unsuccessfully to get. Doc
placed it in a pocket with the one Maples had tossed to him at the

"| overheard some of thetalk," Doc now said. There was quiet power in the bronze man'svoice. "These
black sticks are keys. Keysto what?* What followed would have chagrined Sen Gat mightily had he
been in anorma condition, for he made atruthful reply, dow and stumbling, it wastrue, but nevertheless
an answer denuded of fabrication.

"They are the keysto the mystery of The Thousand-headed Man," he said.
"What isthis Thousand-headed Man?" Doc asked.

"It isalegend of my country.” Sen Gat shut his eyes and seemed entirely at peace, soothed by the
powerful tones of the bronze man.

Doc kept hisvoice cam. "Tel me of thislegend.”

The drug which Doc Savage had put into the sweet wine was the bronze man's own specia concoction
of the chemica mixture known to the American police as "truth serum.”

This brew was not perfect, and Sen Gat would have to be handled carefully or his drugged mind would
go off on atangent, so that the only information obtained would be a sensel ess conglomeration of
unrelated facts.

"Severa hundred years ago there was a city deep in the jungles of Indo-China," Sen Gat said in his
queer, stupefied voice. "It was alarge city. It was occupied by a prosperous, happy people. The people
were very learned.”

Hisvoicetrailed off, and cameto astop.
"Go on," Doc urged

"One day something waked into the city, something so terrible that the populace - every man, woman
and child - at once fled and never returned.”

"Was the city abandoned?

"It gandstherein the jungle - no one knowswhere - just as it was on the day the inhabitants left. There
is, the legend says, only oneinhabitant.”

"Onemaninthecity?'
"Y es - the Thousand-headed Man!"

DOC SAVAGE did not gtir about or speak with undue loudness, for to do so might excite the strangely
drugged man and nullify the effects of the truth serum.



"How doesit happen that three black sticks are called 'keys to thislegendary city?' the bronze man
asked.

"For centuries, all who have gone near The Thousand headed Man have died. These keys may bethe
charm; if they are, they are worth the lives of countless men. Thethree keys - my men get the - third - "

"Who hasthethird key?' Doc asked.
"Indigo - and my men - by now." Sen Gat stumbled over the words.
"What do you mean 'by now"?"

"Indigo - my men - they goto - Lucile Copeland.” The words tangled somewhat with Sen Gat's tongue.
"Girl - got - another key. She giveit - to Maplesif - he ask. That iswhy - Indigo took Maples - along."

Thistotaly new information brought no noticeable change to Doc Savage's metdlic features. Herardly
showed emoation.

"Could | help thegirl if I went to her house now?" he asked.
Sen Gat mumbled and Doc distinguished the word, "Maybe."
"What is her address?'

"Her house - No. 90 Wallabout Street.”

Doc Savage employed strips torn from the silken draperiesto bind Sen Gat and the others securdly, then
gag them. He dragged al to awindowless closet of aroom, locked them in, made sure there was a crack
at the bottom of the door which would admit air, then departed from the house.

Fascinating as was the tale of an abandoned jungle city populated only by athousand-headed man, Doc
had decided to delay hearing the rest of the story in favor of investigating L ucile Copeland's danger.

Chapter 5. A WOMAN'SVOICE

THE HOUSE at 90 Wallabout Street proved to be a shabby gented dwelling on amodest residential
street some distance from Regent's Park. Each house occupied an individua yard. Shrubbery was
profuse and grew rank.

In approaching the house Doc Savage haunted the flower beds and bushes of back yards. The fog had
thickened since hislanding at the airport, and if the intengity of the darkness was any criterion, the sky
was cloud-massed.

Doc counted the gloomy [umps which the houses made. The street lights outlined them but faintly. He
made out No. 90 - it should be N0.90, the way the numbersran. A long rose bed barred his path and he
vaulted over, springing Sdewise, after caculating the height. He remained frozen where he landed.

Once each day since childhood, Doc Savage had expended two hoursin intensive scientific exercise.
This accounted for his power. One part of the routine conssted of aritud - the testing and identifying of
different odors - which was intended to develop his sense of smell. This had been effective to asurprising
degree.

Just now, Doc's nostrils were filled with the aroma of roses - and something else. The other was flower
scent, but it was of no bloom native to England.



Perfume

A swish came out of the murk to one side. It warned Doc. His great thews convulsed, propelling him
Sdewise.

Some kind of long club smacked down in the spot he had quitted. Then feet pounded madly, running
through the darkness toward No. 90 Wallabout Street. The club wielder wasin night

Doc lunged in pursuit. Crossing the spot where the club had been flung, he stooped and explored with his
hands to ascertain if the weapon had been dropped. It had. A round, hardwood pole, possibly a support
for aclothesline, lay in the fog-moistened grass. The implement was not heavy; had it landed, it would
have done hardly more than knock him sensdless.

Doc did aflashlight out of apocket. It threw athreadlike white glitter, and this dighted upon the runner.

It wasatdl, long-legged girl. Sheran with the lithe agility of aman, instead of the dight stride usud to the
feminine sex. Her hair was dark and wavy, touded by her rapid movements. She wore gray tweed.

Sheturned, an arm held in front of her to keep the flashlight glare from her face. Her other hand brought
up anickeed revolver. Its muzzlefilled with flame, and sound of the shot dammed like something solid
againgt adjacent houses.

THE BULLET, gtriking bushesto one side of Doc Savage, made anoise not unlike aviolent kiss. The
bronze man doused hislight, swinging it to the left an instant before he did so to give the impression that
he had jumped in that direction. Instead, he sprang to theright.

There was another shot, flame from the girl's gun, spraying pae red through the fog. That bullet went into
the ground somewhere; then the girl ran for the house.

Doc Savage, pursuing, had to circle shrubbery. That delayed him dightly.

All over the neighborhood lights were showing in windows. Householders yelled faintly, and windows
came up. The shot had aroused the vicinity.

Doc Savage reached the rear door of No. 90, tried the knob, and found the panel unlocked. In opening
it, he stood far to one side to be out of the line of lead. Hinges complained, mousdlike, as he propelled
the door open.

Theinterior of the house was dark; faint cooking odors permeated the air. Doc detected no trace of the
perfumethe girl was using. That scent had been orienta in nature probably sandalwood. He listened
intently. From somewhere in the front of the house came the shuffle of footsteps.

Doc entered the house; a kitchen linoleum came underfoot. The pilot light in agas stove cast afitful aura.
His drifting hands located another door, and arug muffled his steps. The odor of soap, and afaucet
which leaked dow drops, indicated a bathroom on the | eft.

Thefront door opened and closed and feet rattled.

The bronze man put on speed, battered aliving-room chair out of his path - and stumbled over something
on thefloor. The stark nature of the object jerked him to ahdt light jumped from hisflash.

He had sumbled over adead man. Thefellow had dant eyes, high cheeks, and his skin was somewhat
the color of an egg yolk. He had been stabbed three timesin the chest and once in the throat.



The ragged nature of the wounds indicated use of a creese. Doc went on to the front door and through it
into thefog.

Down the Street, a starter gear gnashed flywhed teeth and amotor car exhaust muttered then moaned.
Car doors dammed with anoise remindful of two tin cans dashed together. Headlights came on, hurling a
blinding sheen under big treeswhich lined the thoroughfare.

The machine chanced to be headed in dightly at the curb so that its headlights bathed the front of the
house. For abrief instant, Doc Savage was disclosed plainly. He flattened behind the ornamenta wall
which encircled the roofless stoop.

Gears clanked, whined, and the automobile moved. It hurled past the front of the house, jarring into
second gear, gathering speed.

Doc Savage lunged down the walk, saw he would never reach the machine because of its speed, halted,
and yanked a diminutive gas grenade from a pocket. A tiny knob on the side of thisregulated theinterval
before it exploded.

Doc twisted the knob, flung the grenade, throwing it violently so that it would land in front of the car. The
trees made the throw difficult, and he barely got it under the branches.

But the grenade failed in its purpose. It opened alittle tardily. And asthe car windowswere up - it was a
sedan - the gas, avapor producing unconsciousness, failed to penetrate the interior.

The machine rocketed on and around the corner.

The bronze man stood there amoment. He had secured the license number of the car and repeated it
under hisbreath anumber of timesto fix it in hismemory. The number might or might not be useful.

He had not been able to see who occupied the sedan.

GOING BACK into the house, Doc found two more dead men - three altogether. The other pair, both
orientals, reposed in aroom adjacent to the onein which thefirst cadaver lay.

Both were victims of acreese.

Doc postponed searching their clothing and went back to the rear door. He used his flashlight on the
kitchen floor.

The linoleum was marked with wet footprints, but they were only Doc's own. The fog dew on the grass
outside had dampened his shoes. Undoubtedly it had moistened the girl's footgear, too.

Doc switched off hislight, and there came into existence atiny, fantastic sound. It was atrilling note with
an exatic quaity which defied description. Pitched very low, it might have been the product of a
wayward breeze, except that there was no breeze. It permesated dl of the room. Ranging the musical
scale, it possessed no definite tune.

Thistrilling sound was a characterigtic exclusive to Doc Savage - aweird note which he unconscioudy
made in moments of menta excitement. It came when he had made some discovery of importance;
sometimesit precoursed a plan of action. It could mean many things.

Just now, thetrilling signified disgust. The absence of the girl'sfoot prints from the kitchen linoleum
showed she had not even entered the house, but had merely opened the door, then dammed it to give the
impression that she had goneingide.



Moving outdoors, Doc Savage stood for sometimein the darkness, listening, noting that commotion in
the neighborhood had subsided, householders possibly having dismissed the shot as a backfire. Then he
moved about, using hisears, olfactory organs, and occasiondly the flashlight. But he turned up no sign of
thegirl, Lucile Copeland, if thetal young woman who ran so swiftly was she.

Re-entering the house, Doc searched the creese victims, but their pockets yielded nothing to identify
them. However, Doc knew they were Sen Gat's men, since to the clothing the three dain ones clung a
tang of that incense which had saturated Sen Gat's house. Of the desth knife there was no trace.

The rooms of the house, Doc's roving flashbeam disclosed, were decorated in unusud fashion. The sudy
floor bore ascattering of tiger, lion, polar bear and other animd skins, while mounted heads of ovispali,
bighorn sheep, wapiti - trophies from numerous climes - were arrayed on the wals, together with heavy
spears from the Congo, blowguns from the Amazon headwaters, and € aborately carved swords from
China

A particularly unique touch was given by the samples of hand-weaving in the form of wall hangings,
curtains, table runners, and other articles of ornamentation. These bits were woven from materiasthat
ranged from yak tailsto split thongs cut from the hide of aboa condrictor.

The master of the house evidently made a hobby of handweaving.

Display cases held preserved insects, wood samples, and mineral specimens. Bookcases were laden with
scientific tomes.

Doc examined these, and came upon a scrapbook. Scores of newspaper clippings were within, and he
ran through them rapidly, ascertaining that al of the items concerned an explorer, Cavin Copeand by
name.

Copeland, perusd of the clippings revealed, had adventured in many climes. Hiswife, Fayne, and his
daughter, Lucile, usualy accompanied him. Therewas apicture of dl three.

Cavin Copdand wastall, sharpfaced, carrying little surplus flesh. Thewife, Fayne, wasastal asher
husband, which made her of unusua height. She had a mannish gppearance, but that might have come
from the masculine outdoor attire she worein the picture,

Lucilewasthe girl Doc had encountered outside. The picture gave a better idea of her appearance; she
looked very competent, very pretty.

The latest clipping was dated nearly ayear previous. It stated smply that Calvin Copeland and hiswife
and daughter were sailing for Indo-China. The explorer had refused to reved the purpose of his
expedition.

OUTSIDE IN the street, acar stopped.

With afinger, Doc moved awindow curtain aside. Fog made the machine in the street avague
elongation. Headlights were dimmed. Between them, an accessory red light glowed.

Thered light was sgnificant - apolice car.

Feet pounded the walk; the policemen appeared, nebul ous and ghostly figuresin the fog. Doc flashed
into the front room. Hisfingersfound the door lock and turned it Slently.

The door had afrosted-glassinsert panel, and againgt this the helmeted heads of the bobbies appeared,
outlined in shadow, like amoation picture badly out of focus.



Knuckles beat asummons on the panel. It was not especialy loud. These London bobbies were not the
blustering kind. Coming up the walk, not one had even carried arevolver in hishand.

Doc Savage worked through the rear of the house, opened the back door and went out.

"Stand till, gov'nor,” directed avoice of authority.

With the words, aflashlight came on. But it was too dow. Doc had snapped back into the house.
"Lovel" gasped the man with the flash. " Some chap opened that door.”

"Must've blown open,” hazarded another voice.

Backgiow from the light glinted on polished buttons and shields of the London police. Inside, Doc
conddered the Stuation. Some neighbor might have summoned the officers; but if such werethe case,
they should have arrived earlier. His being found in the house with three murdered men meant he would
have to answer questions. Even the influence of a Doc Savage would not impress these London police.

Doc went to atelephone he had noticed it in his search and called the Piccadilly House. The voice of
Monk, surprisingly mild for such an apish giant, answered.

"Want some exercise" Doc demanded.
"We might stand some," Monk answered.

Doc gave the address of Sen Gat's house in Shoreditch. "A man named Sen Gat and some of his gang
aretied up there. Probably they'rejust recovering from a shot of truth serum. Watch them.”

"On our way."

"Wait. Throw some more truth serum into them and see what you can learn.”
"Okay."

"Ask them about a thousand-headed man.”

"Huh?'

"A thousand-headed man, and three black keys."

"Three black keydl"

"I have two of them,” Doc told him. "The keys are black sticks, one of which wasthrown to us at
Croydon."

Monk snorted. "Thisis sure anutty business.”

"Bloody, too - three men have been knifed so far,” Doc agreed. "Watch out for the followers of this Sen
Gat. They may return. They may even beeat you to Sen Gat's house."

"They'll haveto go some!™ Monk barked, and hung up.

DOC MOVED back to the front door. The bobbies had stopped beating on the pandl. They stood near
the door, talking in easy voices which they did not keep low.

"We have the place surrounded,” said one officer. "No one can escape, we're jolly sure. Of course, this



may al heamistake."

Doc gppreciated that. These English hobbies worked with respect for the upright citizen'sfedlings, which
might be one reason the English like their bobbies.

Knuckles pounded the door again.

Doc | et the bobbies hammer away. He wanted to know what had brought them here, and expected they
would reved that information. They did.

"A woman's voice telephoned the baly report,” said an officer.
"Righto," agreed another. "She said a'Y ankee named Doc Savage had knifed three men to death inside.”

Doc did not start; his breathing continued evenly. That did not mean he was unconcerned. The bobbies
would hold him, certainly, if they caught him here. These English cops were thorough.

A woman's voice had telephoned the fabrication! And Doc had encountered Ledie Copeland here.
"Wed better break in," said an officer. "Some of you enter by the rear.”
They began to put force on the door.

Doc glided into the study, went to a case which held guns, and sdlected afowling piece. Shellsreposed in
aniche besdeit. Heloaded the weagpon, walked back and aimed it at the door, well over the heads of
the bobbies.

The fowling piece made an ear-splitting roar when hefired.
The bobbies scuttled back.

"The beggar intends to make a battle of it!" growled one officer. " Send for the machine gun, gasand
bomb squads.”

Feet clattered away to fulfill the order.

"Come out peaceable, old man!" Doc was ordered. The bronze man ignored the command. Rel oading
the fowling piece, he went into the study and gathered up four other rifles and shotguns.

Then he entered a bedroom. There was adressing table, and on it a bottle of sandalwood perfume. That
indicated it was L edie Copeand's boudoir. Doc found some silk stockings and used them to tieall of his
gunsinto abundle,

The second floor was now his objective. A survey from awindow showed that hand searchlights had
been turned on the surrounding the house. Ordinarily, these would have cast luminance over the roof, but
the fog was thick, and the roof - even this second floor window - lay in gloom.

Doc worked with the window and got it open without much noise. A siren was caterwauling in the
distance. Theriot squad. The sound helped him.

Clambering out of the window noiselesdy, he stood upon the sill, supporting himsalf with one hand inside,
and grasped the roof eave. An ingtant later he swung free, sustained by the tremendous strength in one
hand.

Hisfeet came up, and he hung head downward. It was intricate business, for he till carried the heavy



bundle of guns. Very dowly, he hauled himsdlf up onto the roof.

The roof was not so steep but that it could be walked upon. But the tiles gritted underfoot, despite dl his
cae.

"I say, what'sthat grinding?' shouted a bobby.
DOC CAME erect and ran forward. He sprinted, reached the edge of the roof and launched into space.
In mid-air, he managed to clamp the bundle of guns between hislegs, leaving hisarmsfree.

The treeswalling the street had huge branches. None, however, touched the house, or even came within
severd feet The bronze man's mighty legp carried him to them.

Heavily muscled arms out before him took the first shock of smal branches. He could see nothing except
the hulk of the treesin general. He grasped alimb, and when it broke he clamped another, held it' swung
to alower bough.

Beow, voices howled; but there was no wild shooting. Flashlights spilled white funnels of light upward.
"Hesinthebdly treg™
"Usethelightd Quick, you bloked!"

Doc dropped his bundle of guns. It thumped down and |anded beside a bobby, who sprang wildly
backward.

"Wot'sthid" exploded the officer. "Baly gund™

"Watch the house - the roof!" shrilled another. "He'stryin' some bloomin' trick! He threw the guns Into
the tree to draw our attention!”

Which was exactly what Doc wanted them to think. They gave dl their light and interest to the house.
Discovery of no one on the roof puzzled them.

Siren screaming, the police car pulled up, erupting many uniformed men.

These newcomers were men who made rough stuff their business. They |obbed tear gas bombsinto the
house, then donned masks and entered. The opening bombs made agood ded of racket. The genera
babble of voices made more.

Under cover of al the sound, Doc Savage shifted to an adjacent tree, then to another, branch by branch.
He did to the ground and faded into the fog.

The night swallowed him.
Chapter 6. THE BOBBY TRICK

SEN GAT'S house in Shoreditch was dark. No orientals trod the streets in front, for the hour was getting
late.

At the corner - ablock distant - a stooped, wrinkled celestial crouched beside atray which held
sweetmesats and nuts. Buyers for the miserly wares could hardly be expected at this hour, but the
wrinkled one sat patiently, head bowed, asif hoping ancestral spirits would take pity on him and send a
customer dong.



His eyeswere sharp under hisfaded, flopping hat. They watched the door of Sen Gat's house, and
seldom wavered.

A taxi rolled up before Sen Gat's abode, hated, and three £men got out. Onewastal and unbelievably
thin, the second agiant with vast fists, and the third alumbering ape of afellow a whose heelsahomely
pig trotted.

Johnny, Renny and Monk stamped noisily up the steps and into Sen Gat's house. Their hands wereinside
their coats however, resting upon wegpons which resembled oversize automatics, but which were
actudly supermachine capable of discharging bullets faster than amilitary machine gun.

The supermachine pistols were an invention of Doc Savage; their cartridges were not conventiona lead
dugs, but mercy bullets which inflicted a sudden unconsciousness insteed of fatdlity.

"Watchit!" Monk said in hissmall voice.
Ham and Long Tom, the other two of Doc'sfive aides, were at the rear door.

Monk and the two with him neglected to pay the old celestial peddier on the corner the attention he
deserved.

The street hawker abruptly gathered up his wares and scuttled away.
"Whered Doc say Sen Gat and the otherswere?' rumbled big-fisted Renny.
"Didn't say." Monk produced aflashlight "Doc seemed kindarushed. Wonder if hewasin ajam?'

"Hell get out of it if hewas," Renny surmised. They began to search, and came soon to the windowless
cubiclein which Doc had left Sen Gat and the others. It was untenanted now. The tyings which Doc had
applied to the truth-serum-dazed captives reposed on the floor. Monk examined them.

"Been cut!"
"Then somebody best us here!" Renny boomed.

"Circumgtantia evidence substantiates that assertion,” agreed the bony Johnny, who had ahorror of small
words when he could think of big ones.

Ham, with Long Tom, camein from the rear. Immediately he and Monk fell to scowling at each other.
"Y ou should not drag that inferna pig around with you," Ham offered.
"Yeah?' Monk leered. "He comesin handy sometimes.”

"Pipedown,” Renny grumbled. "I don't likethis. let'slook the dump over and see what dirt we can turn
up onthisthing."

They scattered and gave Sen Gat's establishment a searching which a Scotland Y ard investigator would
have envied. Then they assembled to exchange notes.

"Papersin adesk show this Sen Gat isan importer,” offered Long Tom. "Trades in merchandise from
Indochina.

"Kegps quite agang around here, from the looks of deep” ing accommodations,” added Renny.



"Warlike persondities, if the profusion of fireerms and ammunition isasubstantia basisfor conjecture,”
said bigworded Johnny.

"But nothing about any thousand-headed man, or three black stickswhich are keys," complained Ham.
"Say, you guys, lookit!" Monk exhibited a newspaper clipping which he had unearthed.

They gathered around and read:

EXPLORING PARTY LOST

Some anxiety isbeing felt over the safety of Calvin Copeland, who, with hiswife and daughter, departed
some months ago on an expedition into the interior jungles of Indochina.

The only white man accompanying the Copeands was Rex Maples, an Englishman familiar with the
Indo-Chinajungle.

The fact that the Copelands gave no information about their destination, keeping it amystery, isafact
which makes a search for them amost hopeless.

THE ITEM bore adate four months old, and had been clipped from a L ondon paper.
"What'sthisal a- " Monk swallowed the rest as he looked toward the door.

Severa men came stamping in from the street. The newcomers wore the uniforms of London policemen.
They were burly men with jaws out-thrust. One fellow, evidently the onein command, strode in front.

Thislatter individua was extremely large. His arms were crooked beams, his head ahammered-down
lump, with no appreciable length of neck below it. Gnarled fists, misshapen ears, aflat nose, indicated an
earlier career not devoid of physical combat

The homely giant bore a surprising generd resemblance to Monk, except in one particular: he did not
have Monk's coat of fur. He was fully aslarge and possibly as strong as Monk.

"Doc Savage's men?' asked the homely cop.
"Yeah," Monk admitted.

"Name's Sergeant Evall." The gpish officer thumbed his own chest. "Doc Savage told uswed find you
here"

Monk blinked. "Doc sentcha?'
"Righto," said Evdl. "The big bronzefdlow isin trouble."
"Trouble?'

"Girl by name 0’ Ledie Copeland accuses him o' knifin' three blokesin her house. We arrested the
bronze one. 'E says as how you five chappies can give im an dibi, tellin' where 'e was durin’ thetime O
the murder."

Monk scratched the stubble atop his nubbin of a head.
"When'd the knifin' take place?' he queried.

Evall shrugged. "Sorry gov'nor. Y ou'd better go to the station house with us and explain a what hours



tonight you've been wit' the bronze bloke. If you accountsfor the time O’ the killin's, fine and dandy, and
well let im go. If not, well bloomin' well haveto hold Doc Savage.”

"Sure" Monk said eagerly. "Well go."

Doc's other four men nodded agreement and prepared to accompany the uniformed men.
"You've got Doc now?' Renny

"Oh, yes," said Evall. "He surrendered quite peaceably at the scene of thekilling.”

The party now left Sen Gat's house. The uniformed men distributed themsalves, one dongside each of
Doc'sfiveades. It was very much asif they were under a polite form of arrest. The street outside was
infested with gloom and Shoreditch smells. A breeze had sprung up. Fog tendrils swept in front of the
dreet lamps like marching phalanxes of trangparent ghosts.

The street hawker, with his miserable tray of nuts and sweetmeats, was missing from the corner.
THE FOG had moistened the cobbles of the pavement, soaking the street filth and making adime.

Johnny, the gaunt geologist, eyed the corner where the street peddler had been. He absently fingered the
monocle magnifier which dangled from hislgpd.

"Wait," he said, and stopped suddenly.
"We|?' demanded Evall.
"Wedidn't lock the doors,”" Johnny stated. "I'm goin' back and do that."

Signs of tenson came upon the faces of Doc's other four men. Johnny had made a smple statement - but
he had forgotten to use his usud big words. The skeleton-thin geologist never did that unless he was
excited.

Johnny started back.
"I'll go dong, bloke," muttered a uniformed man. Helegged after Johnny.

The geologist entered Sen Gat's house, said, "1'd better secure the rear door and windows," and walked
toward the back. A hand drifted inside his coat. Doc's men had not been relieved of their supermachine
pistals. Johnny's fingers closed over the grip of hisweapon.

Johnny was no mental duggard. He had abruptly remembered the presence of the street hawker who
was now gone. The detail, dight asit was, had made Johnny suspicious. He had been in trouble often
enough not to overlook pointslikethis.

Angling sidewise, Johnny picked up atelephone. Histhin forefinger jiggled the hook until the operator
was aroused.

"Policel” Johnny said.

The uniformed fellow who had accompanied the geologist shied from foot to foot. Hisfists knotted,
unknotted, his expression wasthat of aman in adilemma. He began, "Hey, bloke, what

"At what police station are they holding Doc Savage,” queried Johnny, keeping aclutch on hismachine
pistol.



"He's- " the uniformed one floundered.
Johnny knew then that his suspicionswere justified. | wrenched the superfirer from under his coat.

Simultaneoudy, the fake bobby went for agun. He got hisweapon out - not a service revolver, but abig
blue automatic of American manufacture. The ugly twist of hislip showed that he intended to shoot.

Johnny's superfirer made aweird, deafening moan. It wasif the bass string of agigantic bull-fiddle had
been stroked briefly. Empty cartridges spurted in abrassy procession from the g ector mechanism.

The fase officer shuddered violently. Some of the mercy bullets had hit hislegs. His arms extended
rigidly; his knees buckled. He folded down on the floor, aready unconscious.

An uproar came from the street outside. Revolvers banged, superfirer pistols hooted; men shrieked.
Cursesvolleyed Maayan.

Renny and Monk thundered demands for asurrender.

Johnny sprinted through the rooms, dived out of the front door and saw the fray was over. It had been
surprisingly brief. Two of the spurious bobbies were down, overcome by the mercy dugs. The others had
dropped their weapons an elevated hands.

The bobby trick had failed.
MONK GRINNED widdly at the gangling Johnny as the latter approached.
"Daggone!" he chuckled. "What put you wise?'

The cdegtid purveyor of dubious delectables had migrated,” Johnny imparted, returning to hislarge
words.

"Y ou think the danteyed peddier was a spy?* Monk questioned.

"A not unwarranted conjecture.”

"Blazes" Renny thumped. " Then these mugs must be some of Sen Gat's gang.”
"A schemeto grab us," Long Tom surmised.

The fight had been anything but silent. No curious person had appeared in the street, however, and no

windows had lighted up. The orientalswho dwelled herein Shoreditch evidently were no different from
those in other parts of the globe. An inscrutable race, they believed in keeping clear of the other man's

trouble.

Monk collared the fake officer who bore avague likenessto himsdlf. Y ou workin' for Sen Gat?"
The other glowered. "Take your dukes off my bloke, o' I'll bust your facein!”

Monk flexed hisarms. Some of the muscles which bulged up might conceivably have served asfootballs,
if detached. "Whenever you're ready, cull!" he growled.

"Cut it out!" Renny rumbled.
"Let 'em fight," Ham suggested hopefully. "Monk might get hisblock knocked off. It would teach him a

leson.”



"Nix!" Renny inssted. "Well take 'em back to Sen Gat's house. We want to know what became of Sen
Ga"

"And there'sthe little question of a thousand-headed man and three black keys," Long Tom added.
"To say nothing of explorers named Copeland and aman called Maples,” furthered Renny.

They started back for Sen Gat's habitation; but there was an interruption. Feet pounded the fog-smeared
cobbles. A running figure plunged out of the mist, agrotesque shape in the nebulous void of vapor. It was
aman in the uniform of abobby.

"He heard the shots," Monk hazarded.

The newcomer tilted his helmet back on hishead. "I say, what's goin' on here?" he asked.

"A surprise party,” Renny boomed. "It goes like this - they surprise us, then we surprise them.”
Thelate arrival peered intently at the prisoners. His mouth came open and round. His eyesflew wide.

"Jovel" he exploded. "These chappies are bad 'uns! Scotland Y ard has been wantin' to see ‘em for some
time. I'll cal help.”

He clamped the whistle between hislips and blew shrilly. That move completely alayed the suspicions of
Doc's men. They thought the newcomer was summoning other bobbies.

The next ingtant the fellow had snaked arevolver from inside his uniform coat and was menacing them.
"Up high!" he grated.

THERE WAS shocked silence for asecond. Then Monk and the others dowly elevated their arms. They
were not fools. Only one gun threatened them, but it held five cartridges; and to resst meant that some
onewould get shot.

The clatter of feet came from the near-by darkness. Men appeared, running, weaponsin hand.

Sen Gat, nursing his protected finger nails, led the group. Indigo, blue-jowled, ferocious, was at hisside.
The otherswere Sen Gat's men - dll of oriental extraction.

Sen Gat and those of his satellites who had been victims had recovered fully from the effects of Doc's
truth serum.

"Excdlent work!" Sen Gat told the last fake bobby.

Cars now rolled down the street, large, closed machines. Doc's five men were forced to enter; then dl of
the captor gang loaded aboard.

Themeachineslost no timeleaving thevicinity.
Chapter 7. CORDON

IT WAS not long before Doc Savage arrived at Sen Gat's house in Shoreditch - dightly more than ten
minutes after his men met with bad luck. The bronze man dighted from ataxi some blocks away and
walked the rest of the distance. Nearing Sen Gat's abode, he kept to shadows. His eyeswere dert,
missng little.



The wrinkled, oriental hawker with histray of nuts and tasties was back at the corner. Doc Savage
studied the fellow, then gave more attention to Sen Gat's house. No sound came from the latter.

Doc moved toward the peddier.

A patrol car, occupied by uniformed bobbies, rounded a corner. Their manner indicated that they were
hunting for something, as the police braked to a stop near the sdewak merchant

"| say, where were the shots?' cdled an officer.

Doc Savage, not many yards distant, heard the words digtinctly.

"Me thinkee bang-bang noise no blong gun,” singsonged the peddler.

"We didn't ask you what you thought,” declared abobby. "Where was the uproar?’

The hawker pointed. "Noise 'longside that dilection. Mebbe' so thlee blocks. Mebbeso six block. Vely
solly, no cantell.”

The officers consulted in whispers. ™Y ou saw no excitement around here, my man?' one of them asked.
"Vely solly," said the wrinkled one. "Mebbeso you buy nuts, sweetmesets? Velly good.”
The bobbies declined; their car rolled on. Sen Gat's spy had taken themiin.,

Doc Savage crept forward, making no noise, and amoment later was sure that the wizened one was
watching Sen Gat's house. Theintengity of thefelow's gaze aided Doc in advancing silently until he stood
inthe glow of astreet lamp lessthan six feet digtant.

"Business good?' he asked.

The hawker started violently. He whirled, saw the bronze man, and registered a stark horror which
proved conclusively that he feared Doc, and hence must be one of Sen Gat's henchmen.

"Wrinkles put on with plastic makeup,” Doc decided aloud, sudying him intently. "Not a bad job. What's
theidea?"

The answer was a snatch which the other made a one of his voluminous deeves, a snatch which brought
out along knife with a crooked blade and a carved handle - a creese.

The peddler was squatting on the walk. Jutting the blade out in front of him with both hands, he legped
forward and upward, and had the bronze man stood till he would have been diced wide open.

But hedid not remain stationary. A twist, haf aspin, got him clear.

Missing, the attacker sorawled froglikein mid-air, until Doc dammed both hands against his back and
drove him down flat on the cobbles, so forcibly that air blew from the man's mouth and nostrils and he
logt hisknife.

Doc gathered him up and bundled him under one arm, exerting such pressure that the fellow could not
cry out. Then Doc picked up the creese, dropped it on the tray of wares and carried the tray as he
moved toward Sen Gat's house.

Inside the door, he deposited the tray. Then, with the prisoner helplessin his clutch, he conducted arapid
Search.



DOC SAVAGE saw the evidence in the shape of knife-diced tyingsthat told him Sen Gat and the other
truth serum victims had been liberated. The empty cartridges from from Johnny's superfirer proved that
Doc's men had been here and had engaged in afight.

"What happened?' Doc demanded of his prize.
"Kurang pereksa," thefdlow snarled in Maayan.
"Dont know, eh?Y oull change that tune!”

Doc bound the fellow, employing more strips ripped from the silken hangings of Sen Gat's house. Then
he picked up the bottle of sweet wine, watching the prisoner ashe did so.

Frightened lightsin the fellow's eyesindicated that he knew what had happened to Sen Gat and the
others after they had imbibed from this bottle.

For effect, Doc Savage held the bottle before the man's eyes, saying, ™Y ou know what happened to Sen
Gat and the others after they drank from this."

The other said a beady-eyed nothing, but it was obviousthat he did know.
Doc moved the bottle dightly. ™Y ou have achoice - Either talk now, or I'll feed you some of this"

The prisoner thought it over a great length, rolling his eyes and making angry faces. The bottle, swaying
infront of him, was a great, impelling force, and soon he muttered reluctantly, "What do you want to
know?'

"What is behind this business of The Thousand-headed Man?' Doc demanded.
"Me not know."
"Better think it over," Doc advised him.

"Cavin Copeland dl samefind Thousand-headed Man onetime, methinkee," the prisoner imparted
unwillingly. "Copdand fellain plane. Two othel fdlawith him, dlee same pilot and mechanic. Something
damn bad, him happen. Only Copeland fellaget away."

"How do you know al this?'

"Sen Ga, himtell."

"Where did Sen Gét learn it?"

"Hom Indigo, who ismake Maplestdl."

Doc Savage was slent, aligning the information mentaly. So Calvin Copdand had oncevisited The
Thousand-headed Man by air, and had lost his pilot and mechanic. Doc digested this; then:

"Where do the black sticks comein?' he asked.
"Copeland make stick to use as key when he go back to Thousand-headed Man's city.”
"Key? That doesn't make sense.”

"Thousand-headed Man have something Copeand want bad. Sen Gat him dso want. Vely vauable, this
ting."



"How do you know it'svaluable? What isit?"

"Not know what t'ing is. Sen Gat, him onetimedl samelivein Indo-Chinajungle. Him listen much talk
about Thousand-headed Man. Him talk to native who been to place. Sen Gat, him al same damn well
know what Thousand-headed Man got. Him not tell uswhat sheis.”

Doc, watching the man intently, concluded the fellow wastelling the truth.
"Whereis Cavin Copeland now?' Doc asked.

"Him go hunt Thousand-headed Man in Indo-China. All same not come back. Copdand wife b'long
lose, too. Missy Lucile Copeland fella, Maplesfella- them two get out of jungle. Savvy?'

Doc took this sketchy phraseology to mean that the Copeland expedition had met disaster in the search
for the city of The Thousand-headed Man in the Indo-china jungles, only Lucile Copeland and Maples

escaping.
"How did Sen Gat get in touch with Maples and the girl?' the giant of bronze asked.

"Lucile Copeland fellaand Maplesfelatly get somebody go hunt fellawho lost in jungle. They talk
Indigo. Hetalk Sen Gat Savvy?"

Doc understood. Lucile Copdand must have reason to believe her father and mother gill aive. Much of
this story was till unclear, but further eucidation would have to wait until later, for it was sure that the
vastly more important question of what had happened to Doc's five men superseded everything el se.

"Where did Sen Gat take my five men?' Doc asked.
The man refused to answer. He feared to actudly put Doc on Sen Gat'strail.

Doc left him to think it over, went out into the street and scooted aflash beam over the cobbles.
Moisture and filth on the paving stones received his particular attention, for these held trackswhich told
him what had happened.

The treads of the carswhich had picked up his men might not be of great help, but he fixed themin his
memory, anyway, then traced the whedl marksto the comer, to ascertain which direction the machines
had taken.

Following the tracks accounted for his being some distance from Sen Gat's house when two police cars
rocketed into the street Not forgetting that awoman's voice had tel ephoned the police in accusing him of
murder, Doc drifted into black shadows.

The cars skidded to astop in front of Sen Gat's house, Officers piled out.
"No delaysthistime," abobby shouted.
"Righto! That woman tel ephoned a second tip, saying we'd get Doc Savage here if we moved fast”

The officers - there was no question about them being genuine - charged into Sen Gat's house, gunsin
hand. Their excited shouts indicated that they had found the peddler. Some one ordered the fellow cut
free.

Doc Savage worked back to the corner, taking care to make no noise. He tried various doors, found
one was unlocked, and entered.



The building was one which had been long given over to orientas of the poorer class. Unlighted Sairsled
upward.

Doc's exploring fingers found patches where plaster was gone from laths. The carpet wasworn away in
gpots. Elsawhere it was napless, like canvas.

There was another flight of steps, then athird, and atrapdoor which gave out on aroof. There was alittle
space between the houses, but the bronze man |egped the crevasses without difficulty.

In the street, bobbies with flashlights were running about

DOC SAVAGE gained the roof of Sen Gat's house, after discovering astout plank which spanned from
the adjacent housetop - evidently aminor get-away precaution on Sen Gat's part

The roof hatch was not fastened, and he lifted it and went down. Soon he could hear the pseudo-peddler
talking excitedly.

"Damn blonzefdlago blong stleet,” inssted the monger. "Y ou fella plentee catchee.”

"Jovel Werretryin'!" snapped an officer. "Y ou say Doc Savage tied you up?”’

"Ee-yed"

"“Why?"

"Vdly solly, not know. Blonze fellamebbeso come dongs de think-box full of black fly things without
feathds”

"Got batsin hisjolly befry, en?You think Doc Savageis crazy?

"All same mebbeso. No savvy why else him glab me." Doc descended farther. The street sdlesman was
putting up aglib story. He was clever, and probably knew where Doc's five men might be found.

Doc intended to carry him off, to snatch him from under the noses of the bobbies.

Reaching adoor, Doc glanced through. There were two officers with the huckster. One of them stood in
front of the door, his broad back not ayard from Doc.

The bronze man lunged forward. His hands came againgt the officer's back. The push he gave the fellow
was terrific. The bobby hurtled across the floor, collided with the second policeman, and they both went
down.

The peddier screamed an instant before Doc grabbed him. With acontinuation of hisrush’ Doc circled
back to the door through which he had entered. He was carrying the huckster.

Getting through the door, he dammed it at his back and shot the bolt. Then he hauled his squedling prize
up the gairs.

The oriental shrieked, kicked, and struck with hisfists. Doc held him alittle tighter and the fellow ceased
struggling, partidly pardyzed by the unearthly strength in the bronze arms. Squeakings and moanings
were the only sounds he could manage.

Black fog pushed moistly against Doc's metallic features as he came out on the roof. He started to go
back theway he had come but did not get far.



Some of the policemen had been foresighted enough to come up to the roof. Probably they had followed
Doc's own route. The noises the oriental was making attracted their attention. They turned on flashlights.
The beams picked up the bronze man.

A gun exploded; another. Both bullets went wide discharged by way of wanting, it appeared.
Doc sank flat on the roof. With one hand, he sought to close the hatch.

The orienta took advantage of Doc's preoccupation. Squirming around, he managed to kick the bronze
man in theface. That got him loose.

With frenzied haste, the peddier leaped across the roof.

Doc would have recaptured him easily, except for another circumstance. One of the bobbieswith
flashlights sprang atop a chimney, and from that high vantage point managed to sight the bronze man. He
amed ddliberately and fired. His bullet tore cloth, and scooped a shdlow gully across Doc's shoulder.

The bronze man let the oriental go and rolled to cover. It wasthe only thing to do. These policemen
could shoot.

The orienta took awild chance. On hisfeet and running, he saw the space between the two buildings
and it must have looked narrow, or perhaps the flashlight glare created an optica illuson which madeit
seem lesswidethan it was. Thefelow tried to jumpit.

Hisfeet barely made the opposite coping. Momentum failed to carry him over. Hisarms gyrated; he
doubled, trying to grasp the edge, but failed. Head first, he sank down into the black space between the
buildings.

He screamed throughout the fall, and the shriek ended in a.crunch not unlike that which might be made by
the dropping of a package which contained afull bottle of someliquid.

Doc Savage lay perfectly motionless. The wall behind which he had taken shelter had aheight of little
more than afoot, and extended the length of the house - it was a continuation of the walls. The roof
doped downward, and there was no projection along the back.

The bobbies on the other roof top were not advancing. They were taking no chances, thinking Doc might
have agun. Asamatter of fact, the bronze man carried no firearm, not even one of his supermachine
pisols.

Hedid, however, wear awell-padded vest fashioned with many pockets, and worn under his outer
clothing so that its presence was hardly noticeable. He delved into the concealed pockets, and from one
camewhat at first glance might have been mistaken for atoy rubber balloon, bronze-colored.

When inflated, however, the rubber object proved an article of careful workmanship, and some good
painting. It was a respectable likeness of Doc's head and features.

Removing his coat behind the low wall was atortuous process. When he had it off hetied it securdly to
the lower part of the balloon by astring aready attached to the rub ber for that purpose.

Aninch a atime, he pushed both balloon and coat avay from the wall. He listened carefully.
"Jovel" gasped one of the bobbies.

Doc ceased shoving. Would they fire, or wait for reinforcements?



There were whispers. They were evidently going to wait, mistaking the balloon for Doc and had him
spotted.

Doc crawled toward the rear, not showing himself.
"Theblighter'sdead! Thefal killed him!"

That shout, coming from between the buildings where some one had examined the luckless oriental,
meant that the vendor had diminated himsaf as a source of information. It was abad break.

Gaining the rear edge of the roof, Doc Savage swung over. Cracks between the bricks, then window
slls, furnished finger tip purchase as he descended.

Flashlights, waving brilliant plumesin the aley, showed that the bobbies had a cordon across either end
and were moving forward. Word had evidently been spread that the bronze man was still on the roof.

"Tear-gas guns on theway up!" an officer called.

Doc Savage reached the cobbles, then produced aflashlight, extended it high over his head, and turned a
beam on the rear of the roof.

"Keep the back lighted, you idiots" he called.

Hisvoice, dmost an exact imitation of the man who had shouted word that the oriental was deed,
deceived the two bobbies, leading them to believe their brother officer had come from between the
building. Hashlights sought the roof and held it.

While the attention of the officers was thusfixed, Doc experienced little difficulty in dipping past them and
away into the night.

Chapter 8. THE CLOCK

THE PICCADILLY Housewas still besieged by reporters and cameramen. They had encamped in front
of the hostelry. There was no undue excitement - an indication that Doc Savage's troubles had not
reached their ears. The London police have away of working without newspaper interference.

Mingling with the journalists, however, were severd quietly dressed, determined-looking gentlemen who
asked afew questions but gave no information concerning themsalves. Earlier, they had flashed badges
and had been admitted to the hotel, conducting a brief examination of Doc Savage's suite and

belongings.

They were Scotland Y ard men quietly endeavoring to locate Doc Savage or hisfive aides. They watched
both rear and front entrances, hoping the bronze man would appear.

Even the hotd officids did not know Doc Savage was wanted. Thiswasin accordance with the police
policy of looking out for the fedling of others. If Doc Savage was apprehended and proved himsalf
innocent, none other than the police would know of the affair.

No one was watching the side of the hotel which had no fire escape, but which did have aline of
ornamental brick projectionsthat served as aladder to one who was sufficiently agile. Hence, no one
saw Doc Savage scaling thewall to reach his suite.

Ontheface of it, the bronze man's return might have seemed an idiotic risk, but the hotel rooms held
Monk's portable chemical |aboratory.



Thislittle lab wasremarkable. Hardly larger than asuitcase, it contained the ingredientsfor agreat many
chemica mixtures aswell as an € ectrogpectroscopic anaysis contrivance.

The device was Monk's pride; with it, in afew seconds the ingredients of any chemical mixture could he
ascertained. Thiswaswhat Doc sought.

The bronze man Hill had the two strange, black sticksin his possession, and he intended to learn of what
they were made.

He entered through awindow, glided across the chamber and glanced into the Sitting room. Two
individuas were there on chairs, their attitude one of expectant waiting.

Onewas Lucile Copeland - the tall girl Doc Savage had encountered in the fog. The other wasthe
incredibly thin man with skin like weathered cloth - the fellow who had tossed the black stick to Doc at
the airport.

Listening, Doc Savage ascertained that only the two were present; then he walked into the room.
"Waiting for something?' he asked.

THE GIRL gasped and whipped erect. She wrenched at her handbag and got out agun.

"Wait!" The wasted man pitched in front of her. "Thisis Doc Savage!"

"Oh!" The girl lowered her weapon dowly as she stared at Doc. "Then | made - "

"A mistake, possibly,” Doc admitted. "That is, if you're talking about shooting at mein the shrubbery near
your house."

Crossing the room, Doc Savage |ooked up and down the corridor. There was no one present, and he
came back.

"I'm in the dark about everything," he said quietly. "Thisis Lucile Copdand,” offered the unnaturdly thin
man. "l an Maples- Rex Maples.”

The girl began, "Mr. Savage, my father and mother - | want your helpin finding - "
"Let's clear the other up first,” Doc told her, not ungently. "What happened at your house?"

M aples began the explanation. "Part of Sen Gat's gang, headed by aman named Indigo, took meto Miss
Copdland's house. They wanted her black stick. They made me get them into Miss Copeland's house,
made me act asif they were my friends."

Maples shuddered and twisted his emaciated hands. "They had me terrified, threatened to burn me with
red-hot ironsif | refused. They did that once before - Indigo did, that is, and | couldn't stand - | hope -
therewas nothing else- "

The man was getting incoherent. He looked asif he had suffered terribly in the past and had been pushed
to near the breaking point.

Doc gazed at L ucile Copeand. The newspaper pictures had not done her justice. She had the competent
sort of beauty that cameras do not catch - an attractiveness which came from fine skin texture and
strength of feature.

"Supposeyoutdl it," he suggested.



"| thought they were Mr. Maplessfriends when they came,” she explained. "I gave them the black stick.
Then they fought among themselves. Two tried to seize the stick."

"Two of Sen Gat'sthugs had decided to doublecross wastheir chief," Maples muttered.

The girl nodded, and said, "There was afight. The man with the blue bearded Indigo killed both the
dissenters, but not before the pair of them had knifed one of the other men.”

"That accounts for the three creese victimsin your house," Doc said.

"Yes. Therewasalot of excitement during the fight. Maples and | managed to break loose. We dipped
out of the back door and went in different directions. Then | met you, failed to recognize you, and tricked
you into running into the house. Then | fled. Maplesand | had agreed to meet here at your hotd. We did
thet."

"And have been waiting for you," Maples added.

Doc considered the story, noting that it wasinvolved to adegree, but aware aso that they had told it
firmly and with no halting, dtogether in amanner that indicated the truth.

"Then Sen Gat hasthethird black key?' Doc queried.

"Oh, no! | snatched it during thefight and carried it off.” The girl dropped ahand into her purse and
extracted adender packet done up in oiled paper.

The phonerang.

Doc Savage moved swiftly to the instrument, took down the receiver and said, "Y es?’
"Sen Gat speaking,” said smug, careful tones.

"Yes" Doc'svoice remained quiet.

"l have words of wisdom."

"So havel," Doc interposed abruptly. "Here's some advice."

"I do not need advice. But the London police might welcome some - for instance, atip that you arein
your hotel!"

"Theadvice" Doc sad grimly, "isto turn my five aides|oose.”
"| wanted to discussthat.”

Doc did not answer immediately. The telephone was sengitive, and over the line was coming afaint
donging note, repeated at regular intervals.

"Yes?' Doc sad.

"I hope we can make atrade,”" suggested Sen Gat.

Doc paused again. He was counting the donging sounds.
"What trade?'

"Y our five men for three black sticks - the three black keys,if you will.."



The donging stopped.

"How would the exchange be made?*
"Y ou accept?'

“I'll think it over."

Sen Gat cursed. "You fool! The odds are hopelesdy againgt you. Y our five men are helplessin my hands,
and the police seek you for murder.”

"Thelast was anice bit of work, Sen Gat."
Sen Gat laughed fiercely. "It was! A woman called them - Lucile Copeland.”
"Of course," Doc replied, and the tone of hiswords inferred the other to be aliar.

"So you know it wasn't Lucile Copeland,” Sen Gat grated. Y ou've seen her, then. Where did you see
her? Did you see Maples?’

"Cal meintwo hours," Doc directed. "I'll give you an answer on the trade then.”

Sen Gat cursed again. "Y ou can not fight me successfully, Savage. My abilities are equa to your own.
Y ou wonder about the woman's voice which called the police? - ligten!™

Out of the recaiver came shrill words, in atone which might have been mistaken for that of awoman. It
was Sen Gat; he seemed to be an excellent voice-change artist. Sen Gat began laughing.

Doc Savage hung up on the sinister mirth. He did not put the instrument down, but merely held the hook
depressed for amoment to break the connection, then let it click up, and when the exchange operator
answered, requested, " Scotland Yard."

Scotland Y ard answered after amoment, and Doc asked for and received connection with the individual
in generd charge a the moment.

"SX7382 speaking,” Doc said.
The man a the other end seemed surprised. His"Righto!" was agulp.

"l want information,” Doc told him. The bronze man consulted awatch. "Somewherein London thereisa
gong clock, which is triking one hour behind time. This clock must be alarge one, and is probably
located on the front of some building. | want to know its whereabouts.”

"Wewill put out agenerd cdl for information,” said the Scotland Y ard officid. "Fifteen or twenty minutes
should dothejob."

"Remember - agong clock, striking an hour behind the actud time.”
"Righto. Where shdl we cdl you to ddliver theinformation?"
“I'll cal you."

Doc hung up. Observing L ucile Copeand and Maples staring a him in astonishment, the bronze man
explained:

"Some years ago, | did something which chanced to be of great service to the British Secret Police - the



Secret Sarvice, if you will. They made me an honorary member, something rather unusua for an
American. The number | gave over the phone was my identification.”

"But Scotland Y ard can look up that number and learn it was you who called!" gasped L ucile Copeand.

Doc's bronze head shook anegative. "No. The names are in secret files, available to only afew high
officids”

"l don't get that business about abaly clock striking," Maples exclaimed.

Doc Savage, seeming not to hear the words, eyed histwo visitors, then asked, "These three black sticks
arekeys, aren't they?'

Lucile Copeland nodded. "Y es. Y ou seg, in the Indochinese jungle, so legend says, thereisacity in
which lives athousand-headed man.”

"I have heard about that,” Doc told her. "Y our father's found the city, lost his aviator and mechanic,
escaped himsdlf, then went back. What | want to know isthis: why did he want to go back?'

"He said he believed his pilot and mechanic were ill dive.”
"Wasthat the only reason?'

Lucile Copdand hestated, then said, "My father claimed that to be his only reason. But | think there was
some other - attraction. It was something, Mr. Savage - tremendous. It had aweird effect on my father.
Hetaked - thought of nothing but reaching The Thousand-headed Man.”

"Sen Gat must know what the city of The Thousand-headed Man redlly holds,” Doc said thoughtfully.
"Otherwise he would not be so anxiousto get the keys.”

Down in the street the late night traffic rumbled and blared, and on anear-by corner abobby, directing
traffic, tweetled hiswhistle a regular intervals.

Doc went to awindow and saw the journalists and Scotland Y ard men till below. Consulting hiswatch,
Doc learned that only aportion of the fifteen minutes was gone - the quarter of an hour which the
Scotland Yard officid had said he would need to locate the clock which was striking an hour behind
time

The search would not be difficult for the efficient Y ard - merely amatter of having al policemen queried
on the subject. A clock sriking off time was something they would remember.
"How did your father act when he returned from this city of The Thousand-headed Man?' Doc asked.

Lucile Copeland tangled and untangled the long fingers of her hands. "He was suffering from fever. At
times he was seized with paroxysms, and his mind was - well, not sound. He would not talk. For
instance, he would not tell uswhat wasin the smdl bag he brought back from Indochina.”

"Bagf?’

"Smaller than asuitcase. | do not know what wasinit. | do know that he experimented with the contents
in some fashion, shutting himself up in our home herein London. But he kept his actions secret.”

"When did the three black sticksfirst enter this?' Doc asked.

"Not until later, when we werein Indo-China. Mr. Maples, here, and some natives were engaged for the



jungle expedition.”

"Why didn't you take planes?' Doc asked.
"Frankly, we did not have the necessary money."
" gga”

"I'll skip the details of the jungletrip. It waslong and hard. | could tell from my father's manner when we
were getting near our destination. He grew excited. Then, one evening he distributed the black sticks, one
to each member of the party.”

"Did he explain what they were?"

"Not then. He only said they were keys with which one could enter the presence of The
Thousand-headed Man and survive. He said he would show us how to use them when daylight came. It
was dark when he digtributed them.”

"One of the keysmust be sufficient,” Doc offered.

"Jove! | think so!" put in Maples. "Y ou see, Sen Gat had the wrong idea. He thought al three of the
black things were necessary!”

"Finish the story,” Doc directed.

"The most horrible part comes now," the girl said, locking her fingerstogether. "Father said hewould
explain how to use the keysthe next day. But that night - something happened.”

"What do you mean?'

"We heard aweird Szzling sound, and afluttering among the leaves. Father awvakened everybody. He
started to yell something about the black sticks, then - | became suddenly ill. My head swam. | couldn't
think straight. | remember running. Then there was along period of which | canrecal nothing.”

M aples nodded hisfieshless head vehemently and put in, "Exactly the same thing happened to me."

"I don't know how long | wandered.” The young woman shuddered. "It must have been along time.
When | cameto myself | encountered Maples here, and another man. They had both been affected more
terribly than mysdf."

"Affected by what?' Doc interjected.

"By whatever - camein thenight.”

"Y ou have no ideawhat it was?' Doc asked, "Not the dightest.” " Strange!™

"And horrible! | took care of Maplesasbest | could. | tried to save the other man, but he - lied.”

"That accounts for the three sticks,” offered Maples. "Miss Copeland had one, | carried one, and the
poor fellow who died possessed the third. Wetook his.”

"Wetried to find my father and the others, but couldn't,” the girl continued. "Nor could wefind The
Thousand-headed Man or his city. Eventually, we made our way to the coast. Wetried to tell our story,
but they thought us crazy. We attempted to interest men in sending an expedition, and failed.”



"So we cameto England,” said Maples.
"And tried again to interest men in sending an expedition,” L ucile Copeland went on.

"And that'show | ran up againg Indigo," Maplessaid grimly. "The devil! | asked him if he knew any one
who would beinterested. He led me on, got ahint of the story, then seized me. He tortured me with
red-hot irons. It was horrible!™

"Indigo made you give up one of the black sticks?' Doc said.

"Yes. Hemust have turned it over to Sen Gat. Indigo Is one of Sen Gat's gang, of course.”
"Sen Gat has since been trying to get the remaining stick, en?”

"Exactly.” Thegirl nodded vehemently.

"When we heard you were coming, Mr. Savage, we were quite well delighted,” declared Maples. "'l went
to the airport to meet you. Sen Gat's men must have trailed me. Y ou know the rest.”

Doc Savage placed the three black sticks side by sidein apam and studied them.

"A weird tael" His expressve voice was thoughtful. "Y ou think your father and mother and the othersare
dill dive, Miss Copdand?"

"l - I hope so. We have no - proof. My hope is based on the fact that my father obvioudy believed his
pilot and mechanic dill to bedive.”

"And you have no ideawhat isin thin city of The Thousand-headed Man?"
"Not thedightest."

Doc handed her the three sticks. "Keep them.”

"But| -

"They'll be safer with you," Doc assured her. "'I'm going to mix it with Sen Gat. There's dways the chance
that he may seize me and get the sticks."

Doc now went to the telephone and called the Scotland Y ard officidl.
"Thisis5X73182," hesaid.

"We have your information," said the Scotland Y ard man. "So far aswe can ascertain, thereisonly one
clock striking an hour behind time - a street clock, that is.”

"Whereisit?'
"At N0.13 Old Crossing Lane."
"Thank you," Doc said, and hung up.

"Y ou two stay here," Doc told L ucile Copeland and Maples. "I the police come, tell them nothing.
Merely say you are acquaintances, waiting for me."

Both nodded.



Doc Savage went into the bedroom, eased through the window, and, after a careful scrutiny of the
neighborhood, clambered downward into afog blacker than ever, and a night more dense. Darkness
concedled him from L ucile Copeland and Maples before he reached the bottom.

Chapter 9. THE FAKE MONK

LUCILE COPELAND and Maples settled themselves for await. Asamatter of precaution, they shifted
chairsinto the corridor. The girl kept her purse unlatched on her Iap, where her gun could be gotten at
quickly.

Down in the street, traffic rumbled with less volume. The bobby no longer tweetled hiswhistle on the
corner, vehicles evidently now being few enough that they could find their own way acrossthe
intersection.

Mapless chair creaked as he squirmed, and said, "Y ou know, Miss Copdand, Savage jolly well
neglected to say whether he would help us or not.”

Thegirl did not look concerned.
"He'sdready helping us" she pointed out . "Isn't that answer enough?’

She fingered the three black sticks thoughtfully. Her eyes held speculation. "I wish we knew what - these
redly are

Maples eyed the bony lines of his own hands. "This city of The Thousand-headed Man - | wonder what
isactudly there"

"Weird death that came through the jungle." Lucile Copeland restored the sticks nervoudy to her hand
bag. "My father and mother are there, | hope.”

"And something else, by Jovel Something your father wanted. | wonder what - "
"Sh-h-h!" interposed the girl.

Steps were mounting the stairs. They were heavy steps, rapid.

Thegirl put ahand in her purse, touched her gun.

A man came up the sairs, afdlow whose height was but alittle over five feet, and whose shoulder
breadth was tremendous. His forehead was narrow. Huge hands dangled below his knees.

The newcomer grinned expangvely. "Wheres Doc?"

Under one arm, the apish one carried apig. The shoat was Habeas Corpus, with adender chain fastened
to acollar around his neck.

"l say, who are you?' Maples demanded suspicioudy.

"Why, I'm Monk," said the gpish man. "Don't you remember seein’ me at the airport?’

Lucile Copeland and Maples exchanged glances.

"Y ou saw Doc Savage and his men at the airport,” the young woman asked of Maples. "IsthisMonk?"
Maples eyed the homey man with the pig. The light had been none too good at the airport, but the



gorillaike proportions of the thin man were distinctive.
"He looks like Monk," Maples decided.

The anthropoid man grinned. "Sure, I'm Monk." Lucile Copeland exclaimed sharply, "But | thought Sen
Gat was holding you with the other four prisoners.

"We got away," Monk chuckled. "Say, whereé's Doc?'

"Hewent to rescue you."

"Y eah? Wheréd he go?'

Again, Lucile Copeland and Maples swapped glances.

"He neglected to tell us," Maples advised.

Just then the phone jangled.

THE HUGE simian man swung into the room and answered the phone.
"Hello, Doc!" he said loudly. "Whereyou at?*

Helistened for severa seconds, the receiver clamped tightly to hisear.

"Great, Doc!" he chuckled. "So you found Renny and the other three. Now, what am | to do?... Repesat
it, will you?'

Helistened again.

"I'm to take Lucile Copdland and Maples and hop off in aplane, en?' he said, asif repeating the
ingtructions. "We'reto fly to Indo-China, to the city of The Thousand-headed Man. Ain't you goin’

dong?'

The speaker a the other end of the wire talked for atime. "1 see,” said the anthropoid man. "Y ou're
gonnafollow in another plane, keeping out of sight. That'sto prevent Sen Gat from interferin’ with us, en?
Good idea."

Once more he listened.
"0. K.," hefinished. "Well take off right away, pronto.”

Hanging up, he turned to L ucile Copeland and Maples. "Doc wants us three to go by planeto the city of
The Thousand-headed Man in Indochina. HE's gonnatrail us and kindawatch out for things."

"Then wereto leave at once? Lucile Copeland asked eagerly.
"Right off."

The homely man had lowered the grotesque-looking pig to the floor. The porker now made a determined
endeavor to bite the fellow, but was prevented by the leash.

"Cut it out, Habeas! Savethat stuff for Sen Gat!" The three now prepared to depart from the hotel. The
gorillaike man eyed the boxes which congtituted Doc Savage's luggage.

"Wed better leave this stuff," he decided. "The police are down in front. They might not let us get out



withit."
"What is Doc Savage going to do about the police? Lucile Copeland asked anxioudly.

"Don't you worry about that, Miss. Doc'll take care of it. What we want to do is get to the airport. Doc
has arranged for aplane to be ready.”

They |eft the hotdl.

A TAXI carried them through the city. They directed the machine past Lucile Copeland's house; but
observing policemen about the place, they did not enter or even dight.

"But what will we do for supplies, clothing and such? the girl pondered.

"Haveto pick it up en route," said the man with the pig. "Doc is gonnaload some equipment in the
plane”

They directed the taxi toward an airport - not Croydon, but asmaller and more obscure flying field.
There was not much traffic, due to the lateness of the hour, and they soon reached the field.

"Aren't we going to see Doc Savage before we leave? Lucile Copeland asked.
"Nope. Doc thinks Sen Gat may be watchin' him, and if we get together, that'll put Sen Gat on our trail."

There was a plane waiting, an dl-meta, low-wing job powered with three motors. The ship seemed to
be completely new. In therear of the cabin wererifles, cases of ammunition, and tropical clothing.

L ucile Copeland was delighted when she found boots, breeches, blouses and atropica helmet which
were dmost her exact size.

"Doc thinks of everything," the pleasantly ugly man informed them. "Let'sget goin'."

They occupied their placesin the plane.

"Y ou got the three black sticks?" asked the apish one. Lucile Copeland hesitated, then nodded. "Yes."
"0. K. Were off!"

The plane moaned across the field and mounted into the air.

Chapter 11. THE TALKER

DOC SAVAGE was reconnoitering No.13 Old Crossing Lane. The Lane was a thoroughfare of
decadent business houses and rambling warehouses which, during the day, teemed with activity, but
which were quiet at thin hour, with virtualy no one afoot

Asfor No.13 itsdlf, that proved to be aclock repair shop. On the front of which alarge timepiece was
mounted as an advertisement. The hands of thin clock registered the correct time, but the striking
arrangement was not correct

The clock was striking an hour behind time. While Sen Gat was telephoning to Doc Savage, a clock had
struck; and the bronze man, after counting the strokes, had enlisted the aid of Scotland Yardin locating a
clock which was an hour tardy.

Sen Gat, he wasfairly certain, had phoned from the neighborhood; but there was the chance, of course,



that thefellow had merely stopped off in the vicinity to make hiscal.

Doc did not show himsdlf as he scrutinized near-by windows, seeking one which was open. Inthe
distance, Big Ben struck the hour, its degpthroated reverberations tumbling hollowly across the deeping
city. Aningtant later the timepiece on the clock store began to gong. It fell one stroke Short of the correct
time.

Most of the windows in the neighborhood - grime smeared panes - were closed, but here and there one
was partidly raised, and Doc studied these intently. Light glowed behind only one.

The bronze man moved to the door of that building, listened for only ashort time, and became convinced
- due to small sound - that there was aman on the other side - alookout.

He knocked on the door. There was no answer.
Doc Savage spoke numerous languages with the fluency Of anative. He used the Maayan tongue now.

"A message, thou dog!" he said, low-voiced. "Open up!" There ensued along pause. Then, from the
other sde of the door: "A message for whom?"

"For Sen Gat."
"Sen Gat isnot here," imparted the guard.
"Open the door, offspring of aworm! | wastold to come here.”

Thefact that Doc spoke flawless Maayan probably did more than anything else to alay the suspicions of
the watchman. The door opened. The lookout had agun in his hand, but never got the chanceto useit.

A noisdless storm of bronze seemed to drift through the opening. The gun was grasped, ametallic thumb
preventing the fall of the hammer, and the weapon was twisted away. Doc's fingers found the lookout's
neck and exerted pressure.

The man was athin, hatchet-faced fellow. He subsided soundlesdy. Doc, with his extensive knowledge
of human anatomy, had found and squeezed certain nerve centers, producing quick UNCONSCiOUSNESS.

Lowering the gun, Doc mounted the gairs.

THE WOODEN steps were bare of covering. They squeaked despite al Doc could do. He carried the
guard'sgun in ahand, gripped by the barrel.

A door above opened and a head shoved out. It was the blugowled Indigo.
"You, fella- what bllong that noisel™ he demanded.

Doc threw the gun. It struck Indigo on the jaw. He was knocked back through the door and made aloud
sound faling to thefloor.

Doc Savage hurtled upstairs. Gaining the top, he veered into the room. Two orientals were present.
Doc'sfive men were a so there - bound and gagged.

A danteyed man lifted agun, amed. Monk and Ham, flouncing smultaneoudy, kicked the felow's shins.
That disturbed hisaim. He stumbled, did not shoot but tried to correct hisaim. The next ingtant, he
collapsed under Doc's malleting fist.



The bronze man moved with incredible speed. He lunged for the second yellow man. Thisone held a
crooked creese.

The creese stabbed, diced and gouged. But it only found thin air. The wielder cackled maedictionsin his
native tongue, gppalled a the way his dashes were evaded by the bronze giant.

Doc, diving in, let the blade pass over a shoulder - the same shoulder which had been grooved by a
bullet earlier in the night. He grasped the man's ankles, yanked. The fellow laid himself down heavily on
thefloor.

Doc knocked the creese aside, grasped awrist and twisted. The creese hiphopped across the floor. A
blow quieted the knifeman.

Seeing the creese, Doc dashed his men free, noting that they had been tied with painful tightness.

The homely, apdike Monk wasthefirst liberated. He got to hisfeet waving arms and stamping feet to
restore circulation; and the others followed his example.

Doc glanced at the open window. A telephone occupied a stand beside it, and directly across the narrow
street was the clock shop. Making use of the telephone, Doc got the Piccadilly House and asked for his
own suite.

The operator rang severa times, then reported, "No answer.”

"That's strange,” Doc said thoughtfully. "L ucile Copeland and Maples were to wait there.”
"Sen Gat!" Monk grunted.

"What about him?*

"If you ask me, he was up to somethin' when he left here."

"How soon did he leave after he phoned me?”

"Right away."

Doc went down to the doorman, carried him upstairs easily under an arm, dumped him beside the one
who had wielded the creese, then made it a threesome by adding Indigo.

The phone rang.

Doc went to the instrument, lifted the receiver, debated a moment, then spoke, using avoice whichwasa
fairly exact imitation of Indigo's Kanakadiaect.

"Fe-yess"

"Thetradeis no longer necessary,”" said Sen Gat's voice. "Do you understand what that means?’
"Mebbeso. Y ou fellamean five piecee Doc Savage fliend we dl same no need. Lightee?"
"Exactly. Get rid of them. Knivesfirg, then the Thames. Understand?'

Doc returned to hisnorma voice. ™Y ou want dl five murdered, eh?’

Shocked silence came over the wire, then Sen Gat breathed, "Doc Savage!”



The receiver a the other end clicked up. Sen Gat had probably received anumber of surprisesin his
checkered career, but it was likely that this one would rank among the outstanding.

TURNING FROM the instrument, Doc advised hisfive aides, " Sen Gat just ordered your death.”
Renny opened and shut his enormousfigts. "That meansthe guy has pulled some kind of afast one.”
Doc nodded dowly. "1 wonder what he has done."

"He made off with my pig, Habeas Corpus,” Monk growled. "Maybe that's got somethin’ to do withit."

Long Tom, the eectrica wizard, pointed apdlid finger a Indigo. " Suppose we put the pump on these
babies."

"Anidea" Doc agreed.

With various expert strokings of experienced finger's, Doc. brought the blue-jowled Indigo back to
consciousness. The thrown gun had loosened afew of the man'steeth. Hewasin great pain.

Huge fists hopefully ready, Renny sank to akneein front of Indigo. "How about bangin' him around a
little, Doc?"

Indigo looked at thefigts, then rolled hiseyes. "Y ou fdlalemme go. Savwy!"
"Surel" Monk leered. "We'relikely to do that!"

The obtaining of information from unwilling subjects Doc Savage had long ago found to be vitaly
important, and he had, accordingly, mastered numerous ways of doing it - employing truth serums,
hypnotism, and other systems. He knew much of the psychology of fear and how it could be gpplied to a
man's brain to bring out facts, like afire set to ajungle covert to frighten forth the game within.

Doc Savage performed upon Indigo's joints and nerve centers, bringing excruciating but harmless pain.
The others stood around and talked, their manner, their words, indicating that 1ndigo's prospects of
remaining among the living were dender.

By itsvery nature, the human mentdity isflexible, capable of adapting itself to changed circumstances, so
it was not long before Indigo had a strong conviction that he actually was near death. Terror seized him.
He groped for methods of avoiding hisfate, and before long he wastaking.

"What you fellalikee know?" he groaned. "Mebbeso metak-tak - if you nokill."
"What has Sen Gat got up hisdeeve?' Doc demanded.
"Sen Gat felasend Missy Lucile Copeland an' Maples dongside fly ship 'long Indo-China.”

"Holy cow!" exploded Renny. " Sent L ucile Copeland and Maplesto Indo-China by plane! How'd he do
it?'

Indigo answered that. " Fake bobby fdlatake pig. All same say him fellab'long name Monk."

"Blazes!" Monk grated. "One of Sen Gat's gang is pretendin’ to be me! That'swhy they made off with
Habeas corpus.”

Indigo was questioned further, and the whole story came cut. Sen Gat's scheme was smple, but highly
efficient if it worked. L ucile Copeand and Maples would innocently conduct Sen Gat's men to



Indo-Chinato the city of The Thousand-headed Man.

DOC SAVAGE hurriedly set his men to checking, by telephone, airports adjacent to London. Of each
flying fidld they inquired if an gpish-looking individua and persons answering the description of Lucile
Copeland and Maples had taken off in aplane.

Within afew minutesthey learned that the tri-motored low-wing ship had departed with their quarry. It
was Monk who dlicited the information, and he made inquiries about the speed of the plane.

"Blazed" he groaned, hanging up. "Thelr busis mighty fast."
"How fagt?'
"Cruises at well over two hundred milesan hour!"

Doc was slent amoment. "That makes their plane just about asfast as the one we have. Were going to
have trouble catching them, men.”

The bronze man now put more questionsto Indigo. "Y ou killed the three men at Lucile Copeland's
house, didn't you?'

Indigo naturally denied that. "No, no! Y ou fellasb'long bad ideal”
"Then who killed them? The job was done with your creese.”

Indigo did some desperate thinking, and with some hazy idea of passing the buck indicated his
companion. "Thisfdla him glab my knifeto stick 'em.”

"Vdly biglie" howled the orientd.
The prisoners burst out in afierce exchange of accusations.

Indigo, finding himsdf outnumbered, became moreterrified and tried to make it up by more vehemently
asserting his partners were the real murderers.

When Doc Savage turned them over to the police they were till swapping accusations. That dlonewas
aufficient to clear Doc of the murder charge cunningly lodged by Sen Gat. Doc was, however, forced to
confer with the police officidsfor some hours before things were satisfactorily explained.

The London police spread a net for Sen Gat, but Doc Savage credited it with scant chance of
apprehending the master schemer, since Sen Gat could be expected to take great precautions now that
some of his own schemes had been unbaanced and were collapsing about his ears.

Asit developed, the London officers found no trace of Sen Gat. In some respects, the oriental section of
the city was like an inscrutable mask; Sen Gat betook himsdlf behind it" and no sign of him could be
found.

Doc Savage and hisfive men lost no timein shifting to the airport Croydon Field where they had left thelr
plane. They loaded equipment aboard, attended to fuel and ail, and took the air.

They were nearly ten hours behind the fake Monk, Lucile Copeland and Maples, asthey took off for
Indo-China

Chapter 11. MENACE DOMAIN



THEY TOOK off shortly before noon in aplane that could maintain a speed of two hundred milesan
hour. They crossed the English Channel, passed the tip of Holland, Germany and Poland, and were over
Russawhen night came.

Doc Savage's plane was radio equipped, and he kept in sporadic communication with ground stations -
usually stationsfar in advance of their position. His purpose wasto locate, if possible, the fake Monk and
his two companions and have them apprehended.

For severa hours there was no sign of those they followed.
"Do you reckon that Indigo sent us on awild-goose chase?' Renny pondered.

"Not likely," Doc told him. "Anyway, a plane did take off with Lucile Copeland and Maples aboard, and
aso aman who resembles Monk. The airport officidstold usthat.”

"Blast that egg!" Monk groaned. "I hope hel'stakin' care of Habeas Corpus.”

They made an early night landing in atown in southern Russia, where the plane was refueled. In order to
savetime, Doc had radioed that the fuel beready.

Theloca Soviet commissar was on hand with some information. This gentleman could spesk excellent

English.

"Three planes|anded in atown to the west of here some three hours ago,” he explained. "Asyou know,
foreign shipsare not alowed to fly over Soviet territory without apermit.”

Doc nodded. He had a permit secured by cable from Moscow before they |eft London.

"These three planes wanted fuel and they refused to show permits,” continued the commissar. "There was
afight, in which two Soviet officers were shot. Then the three planesrefueled and went on."

"Any description of the occupants?”
"Y es. Theinformation came here by telegraph.”

The commissar proceeded to describe severa orientals and white men, who vaguely resembled members
of Sen Gat's gang. Then he finished, "The leader of the crew was remarkable for one thing. He wore
rather bulky fixtures of gold on the ends of hisfingers- possibly finger nail protectors.”

"Sen Gat!" exploded Monk, who had been listening.

Sen Gat obvioudy had secured planes and taken to the air ahead of them, following hisgorilldike
henchman who had tricked L ucile Copeland and Maplesinto showing the way to the city of The
Thousand-headed Man in the Indo-Chinajungle.

Doc went on immediately. He flew very high to pass over the mountains, and kept the throttles nearly
wide open.

Renny, who was serving as navigator, pondered over charts. The cabin of the plane was not especialy
quiet; at this high speed they found it necessary to shout in order to make each other hear.

"Doc, any ideawhere this city of The Thousand-headed Man can be located?' Renny bellowed.

"Nothing except the legend.”



"That any good?'

"Hardly. If it was, thislost city would have been found long ago.”
"Youredly think thereisacity?'

Doc was dow with hisreply. "We know only what L ucile Copeland told us."

The plane spanned a portion of Abyssniaduring the night and swept on over the jungles of India Dawn
found them very high skipping through cottonlike clouds.

Employing binoculars on the earth below, the men could make out Hindu villages with their ornate
temples. It was hot. The poorer villagers wore next to nothing, while voluminous robes swathed the more
prosperous; every head had its turban.

Doc Savage watched the fuel gauge uneesily, asit crept toward the low mark. He used the radio,
contacting Delhi, Calcutta, and other nearer army stations. There was only one town in thisvicinity where
aviation gasoline could be purchased. Doc landed there.

While taking on gasoline, they made a discovery. Other planes had preceded them. Thefirs, asolitary
sky wayfarer, had landed seven hours ago. The occupants were atall girl, aman who waslittle more than
skin and bones, and a great anthropoid fellow.

"Werehot onthetrail,” Long Tom said grimly.

Some hours behind the first ship, three other planes had landed. Again, description of Sen Gat's
remarkable finger nails was the means of identification. All craft had taken on fudl.

Ham fingered his sword cane; he had recovered it from Sen Gat's establishment in London. He decided,
"Weaeganing dightly."

The supply of aviation gasolinein the village was contained in ameta tank mounted on supports a the
edge of aleve field which served as an airdrome of sorts. The stock lacked afew galons of filling Doc's
plane, but there was sufficient to carry them to the next stop.

They took off, moaning above thejungle.

"We can concelvably apprehend the nefarious Sen Gat before he attains his destination,” concluded
big-worded Johnny, polishing his monocle magnifier thoughtfully.

Monk began, "Yeah," and fdl slent.

All three motors had started coughing, sputtering. Then, in quick succession, they stopped.
"It'sthat new gas!" Monk shouted. "Dang Sen Gat! He must have doped it!"

Renny tore open awindow and peered at the jungle below, then groaned. "Holy cow!"

From their height, the terrain beneath resembled a gigantic green sponge. A greet distance off to theright,
however, there were cultivated fields.

"Canwe makeit?' Monk shouted.

Doc did not answer. Hetilted the planeinto aglide.



The craft was heavily laden, and had been built for speed rather than for gliding ability. The clouds, like
suds snapped from agigantic shaving brush, seemed to lift above them. The earth swelled; thejungle
took on detail.

"Weain't gonnamakeit,” Monk decided.

But they did make it, although the undercarriage tore leaves and small limbs off the tops of treeswhich
bordered arice field. Therice patch, fortunately, was not under water, but was extremely soggy .

A span of water buffalo, terrified out of their usua lethargy by sight of the plane, sampeded, pursued by
aswearing and scarcely lessterrified Hindu farmer.

Doc drew some of the gasoline from the tanks and made use of Monk's analysis apparatus.

"Sen Gat evidently knowswe're following him," he decided doud. "Probably he has areceiving set and
has heard us using our radio."

"Wheat did he do, Doc?"' asked Monk.

"Doped the gasoline with achemica .”

"Blazes! Gettin' fresh fuel will set usback aday at least!”

Long Tom groaned loudly and plunged into the cabin.

"I'll try to raise somebody by radio and have aplane bring usfresh fud," he said.
"Wait!" Doctold him.

The bronze man now mixed various ingredients from the bottles and phiasracked in Monk's chemica
Iab outfit. He poured theseinto the fuel tank. With himsalf and two of hismen at one end of thewing and
the other three of the party at the opposite wing tip, they proceeded to rock the ship violently, and for
some minutes.

Then Doc opened a petcock in the bottom of the fuel tanks and let asmall portion of the contents run
Out.

"l don't get this, Doc,” said Renny.

"The chemica mixture | poured into the tank nullifies and forms a precipitate with the suff Sen Gat
introduced to render the gasoline usdless,” Doc advised him. "By draining off the precipitate, well leave
the gasamost as good as ever - | hope.”

His expectations were judtified. After some coaxing, the three motors banged to life and began firing
regularly.

The boggy condition of the rice field gave them some trouble in taking off. They were forced to cut
bamboo shoots from the surrounding jungle and fashion ashort runway. Eventually the plane was up.

"Sen Gat only set us back about an hour,” Monk grinned.
Indiafurnished them with no more difficulties, unless the monotony of along flight could be judged such.

Doc Savage took hisexercisesreligioudy, two hours out of each twenty-four. For this purpose, he
cleared aspace in the rear of the cabin.



Hisfive men watched curioudy asthe bronze giant went through the muscle-strengthening part of his
routine, which, in some respects, did not differ greetly from the usua physical-culture system. The
exercises were, however, calculated to develop every muscle to an equal degree. He kept at it until afine
film of perspiration covered histremendousframe.

The other exercises came next: the device which created sound waves above and bel ow the frequencies
audible to anormal ear, and which attuned Doc's sense of hearing; the score or so of scentswhich
keened his nodirils; pages of Braille - the system of upraised dots which condtitute the writing for the blind
- that attuned his sense of touch, and the other contrivances which sharpened his remaining senses.

Therewas a series of complex mental gymnasticsto develop concentration.
"Whe-e-ew!" Monk muttered. "It dways makes me swest to watch that."

"Yeah," Renny agreed. About the only exercise Renny took was to knock an occasional pandl out of a
wooden door with his enormous fists. His boast was that no door had a pand strong enough to defy
him.

They stopped again for fuel. Another night passed. Then the jungles of Indo-Chinawere below them - a
limitless green expanse, spotted here and there with the brilliance of tropical flowers, or the shifting color
of bird flocks. It was asinister, unhealthy expanse of vegetation, overlaid by afaint haze of steam.

Clouds were plentiful; rain squalls frequent. Lightning forked jagged tongues among the clouds,
superhested streaks that sprang without warning.

"They say lightning can hit aplane without doin’ any harm,” Ham remarked.

"Probably depends on the lightning,” said Long Tom, the dectricd wizard. "The Suff isawayslikely to
make a spark that will ignite the fud tanks. The bonding - the thoroughness of eectrica connection
between the different parts of the plane - has abearing aso0.”

"l wonder how Habessis gettin' dong?* Monk put in, interrupting the discussion.

"Y our double has probably kicked him out of the other plane before now,” Ham offered.
"Unlikely," Doc pointed out. "That would arouse the suspicions of the girl and Maples.”
They flew high to avoid the menace of the jungle Storms.

THEY HAD penetrated well into the dmost unexplored inner fastnesses of Indo-China before the next
development came.

Doc leveled abronze arm. "Look!" be cried.

Binoculars were hagtily clutched and focused ahead. The lenses enlarged what, to their unaided eyes, had
seemed ametdllic insect, hardly distinguishable. A plane! It was alow-wing job, tri-motored.

"Answers the description of the fake Monk's bus,”" thumped Renny.

Doc advanced the throttles and dived down into the clouds. Concealed by the tumbled vapor, they
dammed ahead. Once lightning spurted past, o closethat it blinded, the boom of itsthunder plainly
audible over the chorusng motors.

"Doc, what course do you contemplate?’ asked Johnny.



"Wewill follow them,” Doc said. "Theideaisto let them lead usto this mysterious city of The
Thousand-headed Man."

"Do you think were near the place?’
"Possibly. This particular region below usis marked 'unexplored' on our charts."

They plunged into arain cloud - it seemed to dam at them like a Gargantuan gray fist, and the propellers
set up aghrill squal asthey encountered raindrops. Insde the plane it was suddenly quite dark. This
lasted for some moments - the rain cloud was large - then they were out, and the sun poured its scalding
light through the cabin windows.

"Look!" Monk barked.

The plane ahead had circled the cloud. Asaresult, they had gained; the other ship was no more than
three-quarters of amile ahead.

Doc bore aviolent foot on the rudder. Their plane spun about, literdly stood on awing tipin theair, and
dived for the concealing vapor; but they did not makeit.

Down over the top of the cloud behind them, asif coasting on agray snowbank, came two planes. A
third droned in from the side.

"Sen Gat'swagons!" Renny thundered.
Chapter 12. TEMPLE SINISTER

THE THREE new skyriderslost no timein making their intentions evident. Rudderswaggled, digning
shipstoward Doc's craft, and suddenly Doc's plane was enwrapped in nebulous threads of gray. These
swayed, seeking Doc's ship with a hideous veracity.

The gray threads were lines of smoke laid down by the smouldering chemical in tracer bullets. The guns
on Sen Gat's ship were not synchronized to shoot through the propellers, but were mounted out on the
wings, and were cable controlled.

Doc jacked the throttles back and muscled the control whedl. Hisbig ship pointed up into the sky,
gaining dtitude. The motors labored and panted, vibrating the fusdlage.

Back in the cabin, Monk was distributing parachutes and Renny was opening ammo cases which held the
cartridge drums of their little supermachine pistols.

Sen Gat'stracer bulletsfound their right wing. There was the sound as of cats fighting on atin roof -
tracers spattering chemical sparks. The wing acquired aragged hole.

Doc tilted the stick, came down heavy on |eft rudder, and they danted clear. Bullets stitched acrossthe
rear of the fusdlage, then Monk and Ham opened with their superfirers. The bawl of these nearly split
their eardrums.

"Useinflammable bullets!" Doc yelled. "Try to get their gastanks! No doubt they've got parachutes.”
Other ammo drums were dipped into the machine pistols.

Doc yanked the nose up into anear stadl, sde-dipped, leveled, and dl but made aright-angle turn
directly into the path of an enemy ship.



The other pilot pulled up, evidently with the idea.of doing an Immemann to conserve what atitude he
had.

Renny turned loose with hisgun. The bullets scalded the wing of the other plane like liquid fire, splashing
chemica so hot that it actually melted ribs and metal skin fabric.

These inflammable dugs, like other things about the superfirer pistols, had been developed by Doc. In
their nosesthey carried athermite compound which, once it wasignited, would melt through amost dl
known metals - and it ignited on impact with atarget.

Chill fingers of terror clamped the other flyer as he saw grest holesmelt in hiswings. Instead of
completing his maneuver, he booted over and plunged into the concedling clouds.

A few seconds of thet fire and his ship would have been incapable of flying.

Doc looped the heavy bus, flew upside down for atime while equipment boxes bounced about the cabin
like pebblesin atin can, then came down in a screaming dive upon another plane.

Thisone held Sen Gat. Thetdl oriental was not flying the plane himself, but occupied acabin seet. Both
hisarms, their hands made grotesque by their capped finger nails, leveled a Doc Savage. Hisface
convulsed as he yelled something.

Doc's five men had opened cabin windows and leaned out, superfirersready. They shot, and where their
bullets hit the meta skin of Sen Gat's ship, it was asif hot sparks had dropped on paper.

One burst of these incendiary bullets upon ahouse was sufficient to set it firein ahundred places. Sen
Gat's metal ship would not burn, but the fud in the tankswould.

Sen Gat evidently realized this. He lost his nerve. Again his arms pointed, hisface contorted, and it was
evident that he was ordering retrest.

Both of Sen Gat's planes abruptly sought the concealment of the clouds.
Doc plunged his craft into the vapor after them, hunting.

THE BIRD battlers had not noticed it, but the other plane - the one piloted by the fake Monk - had
stopped to spird in the sky and watch the fight.

The fake Monk was having histroubles. These were dueto astory, truein no detail, which he had told to
Lucile Copdand and Maples.

The fake Monk was the burly leader of the spurious group of bobbieswho had attempted to deceive
Doc Savage's men in London, giving hisname as Evall. It happened that thiswas actudly his name.

Thiswas not thefirst time Sen Gat's three planes had been sighted. They had, infact, followed Evdl's
ship over most of Afghanistan and dl of India, keeping to the Sde and afew milesin the rear.

"Doc Savage and the rest of hisgang arein them three sky wagons," Eval had declared, playing the part
of Monk.

Maples had believed the story; it sounded reasonable. Lucile Copeland had taken it asthe truth, aso.
Her thoughts were mostly for the jungles of Indo-Chinaand what it might hold her father and mother, if
they were dive. Ordinarily, she would not have been one easily deceived.

Now, as she watched the sky brawl behind them, severa things were combining to make her suspicious.



"You say that lone ship is Sen Gat?' she demanded.
"Y eah - the bum!" snarled theimitation Monk.

"Why don't you go back and help?" snapped the young woman. "That one ship is getting the best of the
other threg!"

"Doc's orderswereto stay out of any fights" ingsted Eval. "He don't want you and Maples hurt.”
"Go back, anyway!" Lucile Copeland commanded.
"Nix."

The young woman narrowed her eyes. She was recalling another suspicious circumstance. The plane was
equipped with aradio. Their escort had pretended to use thisto keep in touch with Doc, but he had only
employed it when his two passengers were adeep.

Evall kept one eye on the young woman and he could read the signs. She was becoming suspicious.
When Lucile Copeland suddenly wrenched agun out of her breeches pocket, Eval was not surprised.
"Land thisplane!" the girl snapped.

Eval laughed. "Behave, sster! | got your gun last night and took the powder out of the cartridges.”
Lucile Copeland made agrim mouth. "I know that."

"Youwhat?' Evdl'sjaw sagged.

"So | loaded the gun with fresh cartridges.”

Thegirl pulled thetrigger unexpectedly. Hot powder fumes dashed into Eval'sface. A bullet snapped
past his ear, and opened around holein the plane window.

"You-"

"Land!" Lucile Copeland meant business.

Eval, snarling, began to turn pale.

In the rear of the plane, Habeas Corpus awakened abruptly and scrambled forward, big ears distended.
"Youwill land thisplane!" Lucile Copdand stated grimly. "Otherwise, the next bullet won't miss.

Evall began desperatdly, "Ligten, I'm Monk - "

"Down!" Thegirl cocked her gun.

Eval shoved the stick forward.

Lucile Copeland retreated from the spurious Monk afew paces and had Maples disarm the fellow, then
threw occasiond glances through the cabin windows.

The four distant planes, having disappeared into the clouds, did not show themsalves again.
"I'mworried!" she gasped.



"None of them have been shot down, or we'd see'em fal below the cloud,” Maples pointed out. " That
cloud bank isbig - spreads over severd miles. Maybe they're fighting above thejolly thing."

Evdl showed scant interest in the other planes, his concern being the jungle below. The verdance was
uninviting, creepers entwined and draped like green serpent.

"Ain't nowherewe can land,” Evdl ydled.
"Find aplace," Lucile Copeland ordered.
There was no sign of the other planes above.

They flew over asmall stream, overhung by bamboo, where water birds fled; and they frequently saw
buayas, the monster crocodiles native to these jungles.

One of the buayas, nearly thirty feet in length, basked on asandbank and did not stir, while vultures and
insects made ahovering cloud over some prey which the cayman had half devoured.

"Over therel" the girl cried suddenly, and pointed. She had sighted the top of asmall pagoda.

Evdl obediently changed the plane's course, and details of the pagoda became more distinguishable. It
was of abilious yelow stone, possessing little of the color and brilliance which usudly characterizes such
structures. Indeed, the pagoda seemed to bein astate of partid ruin.

"Could this be the city of The Thousand-headed Man?' Maples demanded eagerly.
"No!" Lucile Copdand shook avehement negative. "The city isdeeper inthejungle.”

The pagoda, it developed, stood in a clearing which was itsalf of weird nature. Nowhere did grass or
bushes grow. The ground was bare, bleak as an expanse of bone.

The fake Monk turned his head. " Ain't room enough there for meto make alandin!™ he grunted.
Lucile Copeland handed her gun to Maples. "Watch him."

The young woman went forward, displaced Evall at the controls, and proceeded to demonstrate that she
was an excdllent flyer. Booting the plane about in the sky, nursing it down, skidding away speed, she
made a perfect three-pointed landing. The ship stopped rolling with afull hundred yardsto spare.

The girl turned her head swiftly to make sure that Maples was keeping Evall in check. Hewas.

They aighted from the plane. The young woman stood on tiptoe and stared, head upturned, saw the sky
held no sign of the four planes, then glanced about

"Mapled" she said sharply. "Did you ever before see a pagoda made like that one?”

MAPLES SQUINTED at the pagoda. He wrinkled his brows, but he was careful not to remove the
menace of the revolver from Evall.

"It's deuced unusud, at that," he admitted.

"Youvetraveled agreat ded in India, Indo-China, and Siam, haven't you?' questioned the young
woman. "Y ou are familiar with religious architecture.”

"Righto. But | never saw carvings such asthese.”



The thing about the pagoda which had aroused discussion was the manner in which it was ornamented -
the sculpture work. The carvings on pagodas are usually €l aborate, and this was no exception. The usua
syleisto ornament the edifices with grotesque likenesses of the deity in various postures. To the
European eye these figures are often striking because of their extreme ugliness.

But this pagoda was ornamented with only one thing - hands. There were big hands, little hands - all
donein stone. Some clutched, some pointed, others were entwined together; many, judging from the way
the tendons stood out, the fingers distended, represented handsin agony.

The pagoda roof itself was four great hands.

"The Pagoda of the Hands," Maples said thoughtfully.

"What do you mean?' Lucile Copeland was startled. "Have you heard of this place?!
"Vaguely." Maplessnod wasdow. "But | can't recdl in what connection.”

The girl surveyed the Sky again. The surrounding jungle thrust up to a surprising height, cutting off the
view.

"L et usgo up on the pagoda steps,” she suggested. "We can see more. | am anxious about those
planes

"I don't like thisdump,” mumbled the apish Evall.
Thegirl frowned a him. "Do you know something about it?"
Eval shrugged. "Nope." Hisvoice was not firm.

"I think yourelying,” thegirl told him. "Sen Gat must know what isin the city of The ThQusand-headed
Man. Otherwise, why should he be so mad to reach the place? Did he tell you what isthere?"

"No, blagt it!" snarled Eval

They climbed the steps. These were pocked and worn asiif thousands of feet had trod them. The pagoda
seemed to increase in Size, and it became evident that the Structure was larger than they had thought. A
sniger slence overlay the place. There was an odor, vague, hardly definable, which might have been the
muck smell of the surrounding jungle.

"Look!" Lucile Copeland shuddered and pointed.

THE STONE steps which they were treading had once been carved with literally hundreds of hands -
hands knobbed into fists, splayed asif in agony, some merely pam uppermost. Long use had worn many
of these away.

The steps mounted to asort of dai's, upon which the main structure of the pagoda stood. They reached
thetop of this, stopped.

Maples, standing on tiptoe, barely managed to reach the full height of one of the carved hands.
"Jovel" he gaculated.
"What isit?' Evdl aswell asthe girl seemed startled.

"l just recaled how | came to hear about this Pagoda of the Hands," Maples explained. "It's supposed to



be avery snigter place. Asfar as| know, only two explorers have found it and returned to tell about it.”
The girl shivered. "What happened to the others?!
"Jungle mystery - one of many in this country,” Maples shrugged. "Nobody seemsto know."

THE GIRL had brought apair of binoculars from the plane. She began to sweep the sky, and when she
could discern nothing, an expression of anxiety grew in her face.

"Heresasteam over thejungle,” she murmured. "The planes could be flying low, but | believe we could
hear them before we would see them, due to that foglike steam.”

"Thenwell listen - " Maples began, and abruptly fell slent "Listen!™

Thegirl pam upped her earsin the direction of the jungle. "No!" Maplestold her. "Behind us- inthe
pagodal A rustling sound.”

The girl listened. Then she screamed. Her voice had a splintering horror that knifed through the sinister
sllence about them.

"That sound - it'slike we heard in my father's camp - Run - run!”

Sheleagped away, but she had been along timein the plane and her muscleswere dightly stiff. Perhaps,
in her mad haste, she miscal culated dightly. She dipped, flailled her aramsfurioudy, failed to recover, and
pitched headlong down the steps.

Her dender form bounced, struck, rebounded again. She shrieked, and the sound ended suddenly, like
something broken off. She toppled the full length of the steep steps and sprawled, a pitiful heap, at the
bottom.

Maples stared, horrified. Eval's eyes were dso fixed, but not on the falling girl. Hewas calculating his
chances of getting Mapless gun. They looked good. He |eaped.

Maples swore. He fired one shot. The two men wrestled, kicking and gouging, dedging blows. Eval was
infinitely the stronger. He managed to wrest the weapon free and |eap back.

In the excitement, both had forgotten that sinister rustling sound behind them. But now something
happened. It was eerie, uncanny.

Eval suddenly shrieked and began to strike blindly with his hands. Hefired his gun meadly at theinterior
of the pagoda. His knees buckled and let him down. His mad struggles became weaker. Eventudly, he
became motionless.

Maples's collapse was | ess spectacular. He went down with scarcely a gesture or a sound.

Silence enwrapped the weird Pagoda of the Hands, but it was soon broken by afaint, undulating roar
which crept up from the distance, grew louder and resolved itself into the moan of aplane.

Chapter 13. BONES

THE PLANE was Doc Savage's ship and it flew at reduced speed, the motors throttled. It was avague,
noisy monger in the jungle steam.

Some few particularly pugnacious birds of the lang and rggawdi variety sailed up and followed the craft
angrily, asif resenting the encroachment of an aerid figure greater than themsalves.



Doc flew the plane while hisfive men kept watch through the windows with binoculars. They were not
feding particularly eated.

"No sgn of thethree chariots," said Monk, after scrutinizing the sky.
"Dang these clouds," Renny rumbled.

Doc and hismen had lost Sen Gat's three planes in the vapor bank above. Where the aerid trio had
gone, they had no idea. Searching for them in the massed clouds had devel oped into a hopel ess task.

"The girl's plane landed somewhere ahead, | think," said Long Tom.
"My assumption corroboratesthat,” said big-worded Johnny.

Soon they sighted the Pagoda of the Hands. Their binoculars distinguished the strange nature of its
cavings.

Doc circled the plane.
"Theresthe girl's plane,” Ham pointed out. "But where are she and Maples?

"Y eah, and that cookie who pretended to be me," Monk growled. "That lad'll be ready for anice hospital
when | get donewith 'im!"

Doc continued to circle the clearing, partialy to reconnoiter, but also to keep an eye on the heavens, lest
Sen Gat's ships should drop down upon them after they landed and their own plane be put out of
commission.

But there was no trace of Sen Gat'strio.

Focusing screws were carefully turned as binocular lenses raked the pagoda. The profusion of carved
hands came in for comment, as did the worn condition of the steps. The fact that the pagoda vicinity did
not look asif it had been cleared by human hands impressed them. Most surprising of dl, however, was
the absence of life.

Doc Savage, with his superior sharpness of vison, gave particular notice to one side of the steps. He
pointed out the soot.

"Takealook."
The others did so; and Ham exploded, "Bloodstains, Doc! They look fresh, too."

The bronze man landed immediately, executing a perfect three-point, and taxied the ship to a stop near
the other plane. He gave the fog-ridden sky another close scrutiny before he cut the motors.

Then they dighted.

"Ee-e-yow!" Monk howled. "Lookit!"

Habeas Corpus, the pet pig, had been crouching under the other plane, out of sight
"Come here, Habeas," Monk called.

Habeas did not move. They could see that the shoat's beady eyes were fixed; hisbig ears, instead of
being erect as usual, were hanging loosely. The porker's attitude bespoke terror.



"He's scared of you, ape!l” jeered Ham.
"Not of me!" Monk flicked ahairy hand at the strange pagoda. "He's scared of that thing.”

Monk went over and picked Habeas up. The pig evinced some signs of delight at the reunion, but his
magor attention remained fixed on the weird structure with the countless carved hands. When Monk
started toward the pagoda, Habeas emitted aterrified squedl.

"Blazes!" rumbled Renny. "Somethin's happened here. That pig's got more sense than lots of humans.
He's scared of somethin' in that funny-lookin' buildin'.”

"Thereis" Doc sad, "something queer here.”

THE BRONZE man watched the sky for atime, detected no trace of Sen Gat's three planes, and
approached the pagoda. He went directly to the spot where, from the air, he had discerned the
bloodstains. Reaching them, he stood there motionless.

"Made less than five minutes ago,” he decided. "Possibly not that long. Look! The puddie on that Stepis
gtill dripping to the step below.”

The others studied the scene. They al possessed powers Of observation beyond those of ordinary men.
Each saw the imprintswhere asmall hand had struck. Too, severd strands of fine hair were clinging to
the edge of a step.

"It wasthegirl," Ham said, and grimly unsheathed his sword cane.
"Well go up,” Doc decided.

They did not mount the steps of the pagoda base in agroup, but separated. Doc took one side. His men
went up on each of the other three Sdes. Their advance was dow. Eyes darted, searching, and ears
strained to the utmost.

Doc Savage, moving abit more rapidly than the others, wasfirg to gain the top. He stood for amoment,
exploring with al senses.

Detecting nothing, he stepped forward. The arched entrance of the pagoda was narrow, towering, and
carved with amultitude of hands, these differing from the othersin that they were fashioned in oneform -
clutching, asif seeking to grasp any who might enter.

A few feet insde the passage turned sharply to the left, and outer sunlight was shut off. Theinterior
became surprisingly dark.

Producing aflashlight, the bronze man snapped on its beam. He jerked to astop ingtantly after the light
cameon.

The very air ingde the pagoda seemed to spawn asound alow, fantastic, mellow note that played up and
down themusical scale, exatic as the song of souse strange jungle bird. So low asto seem intangible, it
neverthel ess penetrated far into the Strange clearing.

Those outside heard. Excitement gripped them. They knew this note. It was the sound of Doc Savage,
the subconscious thing which he did in moments of menta stress.

The five men charged forward and came piling inside. The pig, Habeas Corpus, emitted a squed, adhrill,
terrified note asif he felt he were being carried into the jaws of some mysterious degath.



"Holy cow!" Renny rumbled, and stared at what the pagoda held.

SOMEWHERE OUTSIDE, atropica bird cried out raucoudy, asif it had taken fright at some sinister
presence, and Habeas Corpus squeded again, but subsided when Monk grabbed him by one over-sized
ear. The breathing of Doc's five men was an audible chorus of sound.

Johnny, the gaunt geologist, had a pet g aculation which he used whenever degply moved. He employed
it now.

"I'll be superamalgamated!" he mumbled.

The room was agresat, arched cavern of stone. On it the hands were carved - hands with the forefingers
pointing a aspot of central focusin the middle of the floor. The mysterious artisans who had done the
work centuries ago, judging from the looks of the place, had been masters of hair-raising technique.

Thefloor doped toward that central focus point. It was of smooth stone, with here and there agroove, a
sort of gulley which might have been intended to carry any liquid toward the center.

Doc's men, staring fixedly, counted the objects piled in the middle.
"Must be sixty or seventy of 'em,” Monk muttered.

Once, the objects had been human beings. Clothing and flesh had long ago decomposed, leaving the
ydlow skeletons, with here and there aclinging mat of hair or abit of parchmentlike tissue. The bodies
had been stacked carelesdy and as aresult had falen gpart, the bonesintermingling.

Around the edge of the pile, like awall intended to hem it in, were weapon knives and spearsfor the
mogt part with afew guns, revolvers, and even alight machine gun, rusted beyond any further usefulness.
Mingled with the weapons were pieces of equipment - knapsacks, tents, blanket rolls, and food supplies.
Of thelatter, only goods enclosed in glass were intact.

"Stay back, you fdlows," Doc directed; then he advanced. He circled warily, studying each bit of the
floor before he stepped upon it. But, gaining a point where he could seethe A other side of the pile, he
gprang forward suddenly. The heap of bones was high enough to hide him from his companions.

"Doc!" Monk yedlled. "What isit?"

Heedless of the admonition to stay back, they started forward; but the bronze man reappeared. He held
up for their inspection the object which he had found. It was Lucile Copeland's gun.

"The same weapon the girl had in London,” he explained.
"Listen, Doc," Renny boomed. "What d'you make of thisjoint? | never saw anything like it before.”
Instead of answering directly, Doc Savage suggested, "L et's search the vicinity.”

They went outside and conducted athorough scrutiny. They found no sign of the girl, Maples, or the fake
Monk, and the hunt eventually progressed to the adjacent stream.

In the water and aong the bank were half a dozen buayas, the smallest of which was twenty feet long.
"A boat might have landed here," Doc offered.

Hisfive men looked at the enormous buayas, and said nothing. The crocodiles were incredibly hideous
mongers.



Doc Savage studied the river closaly on their way back, seeking to ascertain if there had been aboat on
the stream recently, using as his guide whether or not tropica birds had been frightened away; but there
were not enough birds nearby to tell. Feathered creatures seemed to shun the place. The ground,
hard-packed, bore no tracks.

Back at the pagoda, they proceeded to look for hidden recesses, getting hammers from atool kit in the
plane and beating the rock walls, hoping to sound out hollow space.

They found nothing.
It was Doc, at Lucile Copeland's plane, who unearthed the next discovery.

The bronze man was searching the plane, Seeking anything in the nature of aclue. The equipment carried
aong by the fake Monk had been surprisingly complete, including even asmall case holding dynamite.
Opening this, Doc passed severd gticks out to hismen, after fusing and capping them.

They inserted the sticks in various cracks of the Pagoda of the Hands and set them off. Stone was
shaken down; foundations were split. The result proved beyond a doubt that there were no secret
passages or chambersin the weird pagoda, for no cavities were reveaed.

The blasting had another result One of the dynamite sticksfailed to explode. Examining this, Doc made a
discovery. The nitro compound had been hollowed out and replaced with a paste of face powder and
water.

Inside the stick, cleverly hidden, was a dender black object enwrapped in oiled paper. It was one of the
black keys.

Doc Savage went back to the case of explosive in the plane and made a further examination. He found
the other two black sticks.

"L ucile Copeland was suspicious of the fake Monk," he surmised. " She hid the black keys."

Observing that one stick was enclosed with more than oiled paper, he hurriedly unfolded the covering.
This proved to be afragment clipped from a chart of interior Indo-China. There was a cross mark and
somewordsinscribed In red - probably with alipstick. The words read:

Thousand-headed Man City
"What abresk for us" Monk grinned. "How far away isit, Doc?"

The bronze man consulted the chart. "Not far. But our immediate concern islocating L ucile Copeand
rather than finding the city.”

"What do you reckon happened to her, Doc?"
"Shewas saized, it would appear, and carried off."

"What gets me is the way Habeas Corpus acted,” Monk muttered uneasily. " Somethin' terrified the pig.
I'd have sworn Habesas couldn't be scared by anything that walks or flies. But you guys saw how he was
actin'. Somethin’ got hisgoat"

The gaunt Johnny had been using his monocle magnifier on various of the pagoda carvings. His
conclusonswereinteresting, judging by his expresson. He spun the monocle onitsribbon and eyed
Doc.



"Thiswas built seven or eight thousand years ago, unlessmy conclusonsare amiss,” he saed. "Itis
manifestly aproduct of aprehistoric civilization. Its genera architecture is not especialy unique, but the
configuration of the carvingsis most unusua. Use of only one design - the human hand - is difficult of
explandion.”

Monk eyed the place, shivered, and muttered, ™Y ou can have my part of the dump. What are we gonna
do, Doc?'

"Take off inthe plane," Doc decided. "WEell fly up and down thisriver. We may be ableto find some
trace of thegirl."

Chapter 14. MAGIC FIRE

CLAMBERING INTO their ship, Doc started the three motors. The others also tumbled into the cabin,
Monk carrying Habeas Corpus. Doc taxied to the far Sde of the clearing.

Before taking off, he pointed out another eerie circumstance. Thishad to do with the clearing itsdlf, its
lack of vegetation.

"Weve been taking it for granted that this clearing isthe work of human hands," he pointed out. "We may
be mistaken. Do you see any stumps where brush has been cut off?"

"That'sright,” Monk agreed thoughtfully. "It just looks like nothin' grows closeto thisthing.”

Doc gtarved the throttles until the plane stopped ralling; then said, "M onk, suppose you hop out and
scoop up some samples of that earth. Well analyze the stuff later.”

Monk complied. A smal samplejar from his chemicd [aboratory hefilled with soil.
"Do you think there may be somethin' in the ground that kills vegetation, Doc?' he queried.
"Thereis some reason for the jungle not encroaching on the pagoda,” Doc replied.

The bronze man held the plane back with locked whedl brakes until the motors were revving at top
Speed. When the brakes were released, the ship lunged ahead. There wasllittle room to spare. Collison
with thewall of jungle seemed imminent an insgtant before Doc backed sharply on the control stick. They
skidded up into the air.

"Y ou're gonnaleave the girl's plane where we found it?* Renny asked.

"The young woman might escape from her captors and return,” Doc replied. "Without the plane, she
would be marooned.”

They flew aong above the stream. 1ts bamboo-flanked banks rapidly became narrower and soon
reached a point where jungle monkeys could be observed swinging completely acrosstherivulet.

Doc and his men, watching closdly, had seen nothing but buayas and, in the pools close to the surface, an
occasiond largefish of the pa-beuk variety.

"Nothing here," Doc concluded. "Well try downstream.” He banked around. Going back, they kept
above the foglike layer of jungle steam and studied the heavens. Nowhere could they discern Sen Gat's
three ships.

"Say," Monk grunted unexpectedly, "could them sky-wagons of Sen Gat's have landed and picked up



thegirl and Maples?’
"Not achance," Renny rumbled. "Do you think so, Doc?'
"Hardly possible," Doc agreed.

The steam over the jungle shut out vision to a surprising degree; they did not sight the Pagoda of the
Hands until they were within three-quarters of amile of the structure, and it s

howed, agnister, yellowish knob, above the jungle. They winged close, following the stream.
Monk, who had been watching the rear, muttered, "That's funny.”
"What is?' Ham grunted.

"Three or four lang birds were following us," Monk explained. "Now that were gettin' close to that
pagoda, they've turned back. Kinda uncanny."

"Holy cow!" Renny yelled suddenly. "L ookit!"

Lucile Copdand's plane still stood in the clearing beside the pagoda. But it was now strangely awry. The
undercarriage had collapsed. Both wings had been wrenched partidly free of the fusdlage. Thetail
control surfaces were crushed. It was asif a monster foot had stepped upon the ship except that the
cabin wasintact.

Doc landed hastily. They ran to the plane.
"I'll be superamagamated!” exploded Johnny. “What mashed the wings down?"

"Theresno tracks," Monk declared, smdl eyes protruding. " The ground in the clearing is remarkably
hard," Doc pointed out. "It would not show the prints of bare feet. A large number of men standing on
the wings of the plane could have crushed it in thisfashion.”

They stared a second search of the pagoda vicinity, and soon Long Tom's shout drew them toward the
river. They ran to where he stood.

"Look!" he pointed.

The big caymanswere il in the water, resting againgt the bank. But now they were weirdly motionless.
"Dead!" Long Tom muttered. "All three dead, and not amark on'em!”

DOC AND hismen stood in sllence; of the six, only the bronze man maintained an inscrutable mien.

The appearance of the strange pagoda aone was conducive to a creepy fedling. Discovery of the scores
of skeletonsinsde had not hel ped. They had been gone only afew minutes, but in that interva Lucile
Copeand's plane had been mysterioudy crushed and these giant reptilesinexplicably dain.

"We better post aguard over our plane,” Doc said quietly. They turned back. Monk suddenly yelled; his
tonewas drill, unnaturdly so.

"L ookit!"

Each of them saw it - aflame, abundle of flames, rather. It was some six inchesthick and ayard in
length. The firewasin the air above the plane. It seemed to drop straight downward. They could hear the



hiss and crackle of the flames, then the straight, elongated plume of fire struck the plane amidships.

RAVENOUS, LEAPING scarlet enveloped the plane in the space of afinger snap. Smoke crawled. A
fuel tank let go with aroar.

"Hre- out of thinair!" Monk squawked unbdievingly.

They raced toward the now burning ship, hopeful of saving some equipment. But it wastoo late. The
exploding fud tank had splashed gasoline through the cabin and the fusdage interior was aroaring
furnace. They could only stand by and watch.

Ham peered upward. His features were usudly ruddy. Monk had on occasion accused him of using
rouge - but now they were quite pale.

"l saw it with my own eyes" he said hoarsdly. "Flame out of the sky! It wasn't athrown torch or a
firebrand - just aflame!”

"And what made the plane catch on firelike that?' Monk grumbled. "It was an dl-metal ship.”

Renny knotted and unknotted hishugefists. "I've heard alot about the mysticism of the East. Always
figured alot of it was hooey. But - | dunno. Thisgetsme."

DOC SAVAGE, saying nothing, moved toward thejungle. Thewall of leafage took himin slently. The
underbrush was not asthick at he had expected. He listened. Flame roar from the burning plane was
sufficient to cover any other sound. He heard nothing.

The bronze man glanced upward. The dark mass of cloud was |ower; it seemed to have thickened,
darkened. A sudden jungle rainstorm was brewing.

The downpour came swiftly, even before Doc Savage could continue his search. Streaks of lightning
gppeared in wriggling, crisscrossing tongues. Thunder cackled. Very big raindrops came first, shotting on
the junglefoliage; they grew smdler, fell morerapidly, and seemed to turn into asolid sheet. Lightning
struck asmal palm tree, showering down coconuts and palm fronds.

Within afew seconds Doc was standing in water more than ankle deep. Heran for Lucile Copdand's
plane.

The other ship, sill burning furioudy, sizzled and threw up clouds of steam. Doc's five aides were dready
in the cabin of the girl's ship.

"Blagt therain!" Renny rumbled. "If there were any tracksin thejungle, the sorm'll wipe'em out.”

Ham peered out moodily at the storm. Only by shouting did his voice raise above theroar of water on
thefusdage. "'l can't stop thinkin' about it!" he yelled out.

"About what?' Monk demanded.
"That flame - theway it dropped out of thinair. | tell you it wasn't - naturd.”
The rain sopped suddenly after about five minutes of heavy downfall.

EXAMINING suppliesin the girl's plane, they found certain equipment which might prove useful - tents,
insect nets, preserved foods. They made packs of this stuff.

"Our searching seemsto have turned up no sign of the girl," Doc announced. " The thing we had better do



isgo onin an effort to find the city of The Thousand-headed Man.”

The small river was now aroaring torrent, alead-colored rope of water which writhed donginits
bamboo-walled groove.

The men sought higher ground and moved in awesterly direction. Shortly after they |eft the strange
pagoda behind, the jungle became thicker, dmaost impenetrable.

Tropica birds appeared, gaudy dapplings of color; some scolding hoarsely, but more fleeing at sight of
the human invaders. Their cries made aweird conglomeration of sound.

Monk was letting Habeas Corpus walk, and the pig soon came scampering back in agony, having made
unwise contact with aVoracious type of ant. The men themsalves found it necessary to keep a continua
watch for these insects.

"Someantd" Monk grumbled. "They bitelikeliond"

Flies, species of jungle nyamoks, made going miserable. There were kutus - bugs which evidenced a
liking for human diet. Chamel eonlike sumpah-sumpahs clung to bamboo boles- tiny, picturesquelizards
which fled with the speed of light. There were kumbangs, beetldike insectslarger than mice.

"I have encountered jungles of diversfied varieties," offered verbose Johnny. " Comparatively speaking,
the others were city lavns."

After an hour of superhuman exertion, they had progressed appreciably lessthan amile. Doc caled ahalt
to consult the map.

"The chart does not show theriver," he pointed out. "Thisis unexplored territory, but the river seemsto
run in the direction we wish to take. Well make better time with araft.”

They changed their course and soon reached the river banks. Severa tree boles, lashed together with
suitable crosspieces, gave them araft of sorts. They got aboard and used long bamboo poles to shove
their craft dong.

Theriver had aready subsided to a degree. By keeping close to the shore, where they could shove
againg the bottom with their poles, they made fair progress. They were traveling with the current,

anyway.

The river twisted frequently. They were rounding one of these bends when Doc, steering, abruptly sent
the raft shoreward. He pointed, and the othersfollowed hisarm.

"Holy cow!" boomed Renny

A MAN lay on the bank of theriver, near the water. He was a short man, amost aswide astdl, with
very long, thick arms. He seemed far gone, for he was using both armsto prop himself inagtting

position.
A few yards from the man two huge reptiles had pulled themselves up out of the water. They were of the

buaya species, man-eating crocodiles. Each had alength of more than ascore of feet. The reptileswere
dividing their attention between the man and each other.

Monk, eyeing the man, growled, "Boy, oh boy, I've been wantin' to get my hands on this cookie!
It was Evall - the fake Monk, on theriver bank.



Doc grounded theraft afew yardsfrom Evall.
"Stay perfectly quiet,” he called to the fellow.

The anthropoid man was too terrified to take advice. He reared upon his feet and staggered toward the
raft. Too weak to hold himsdlf erect, he sagged to dl fours and crawled madly.

The two buayas promptly started for him.

Evall, observing the charge of the crocodiles, screeched in mortal terror. It seemed acertainty that he
would be taken.

Doc Savage, stooping swiftly, wrenched at two short sticks which were apart of the raft's structure.

Monk and Renny opened fire with their machine pistals, but on the armored coating of the buayasthe
bullets had no appreciable effect.

"A high-powered rifle wouldn't stop them in time!" Doc yelled, and got histwo sticksloose. He sprang
off theraft, sank ankle-deep in sand and mud, and ran.

Evadl, in hismad terror of death, tried to grab Doc Savage, probably for the same reason that a drowning
man will clutch a abit of flotsam, beit assmall asastraw. The bronze man evaded him.

One of the charging crocodiles|ed the other dightly. Their speed wasterrific. Their jaws were distended,
the afternoon sunlight aglint on rows of hideousteeth.

Doc Savage's movements seemed to become somewhat unred, so quickly were they executed. He held
one stick upright, lunged, and shoved it into the jaws of abuaya. Thereptile bit down, with the result that
the stick was jammed upright between itsjaws.

Aningant later, the second crocodile dso had a stick wedged in its hideous mouith.

The mongters sought to rid themsalves of the sticksin traditional fashion. They spun over and over onthe
sand, for dl of their huge size, their whirling dmost too fast for the eyeto follow.

Doc scooped Eval up and flung him onto the raft.

"Quick!" herasped. "The gticks weren't sharpened. The crockswill get rid of them in aminute. Push
off!"

Lusty pole shoves propelled the raft out into theriver, and the current caught them and swept them on
around the bend. Looking back, they saw first one crocodile expel the wedging stick, then the other.

Chapter 15. MYSTIC JUNGLE

THE APISH Evdl, now that he was out of danger, had collapsed on the raft and was showing little
interest in proceedings. His breathing wasirregular; his skin dmost matched in color the river waters
about them.

Doc Savage examined the fellow.
"Hisconditionislethargic,” the bronze man offered. "He'sin astupor.”

"From what cause?' Long Tom demanded.



"Difficult to say," Doc told him. "Thereésno mark on his body - no wounds."

Doc produced atiny and extremely compact first-aid kit, which he rarely allowed out of his possession,
and treated Evall with astrong simulant.

Responding to this, the man revived until he could carry on amumbling, disconnected conversation.
"Where are Lucile Copeland and Maples?' Doc asked.

Evall shook his head heavily. "Dunno."

"Wheredid you last seethem?”

"At that damned pagoda,” Evall muttered. "What happened there?"

"I'd been pretending to be Monk," Eval explained. "The girl got wiseto me and landed the plane at the
pagoda. We went up on the stepsto see if we could sight your ship. We heard some kind of arustlin’
noise.

The man paused and shivered. He wet hislips. His attitude was one of abject fear.

"That'sthe best | can describeit,” hewent on. "Just - arugtlin'. The girl yelled somethin' about havin'
heard such asound at her father's camp. She started to run, dipped and fell down the steps.”

"That explainsthe bloodstains we found,” Renny declared. "I - well, | tried to grab the gun Mapleswas
holdin',” Evall went on. "Then somethin’ happened. | just kinda passed out' When | woke up | was
floatin' intheriver."

"Youwhat?'

"l wasfloatin'intheriver."

"Beforetherain, or after?"

Evall looked bewildered. "It must've been after. | don't remember norain.”

"Granted he was carried away from the pagodain a boat, he might've been lost overboard in the flood,”
sad Monk. "Theriver wasrough."

"I managed to crawl out on the bank,” Eval finished. "l laid there, and then them crocodiles came.”
Renny stood up, greet fists distended. "Listen, guy, you'relyin'. Whereis L ucile Copeland?'

"Yeah!" Monk bounced on Renny's side. He leveled an arm at a nearby mudbank, on which an
armor-plated buaya dozed. "Blast you! Tdl thetruth, or well feed you to that baby."

With the steering pole, Doc Savage propelled the raft toward the crocodile.

Evdl did not know these men too well, and his only conception of their intentions came from a scrutiny of
their faces. The Sx countenances were agrim array. Eval began to blubber. Big tears spilled!ed over his
eyelids and washed clean, snaky tracks through the smear of mud that begrimed his cheeks.

"I dunno where sheis" he moaned. "So help me, | don't! I'm tellin' you, something strange happened at
that pagoda.”

Over and over, hereiterated hislack of knowledge.



"The man istelling the truth,” Doc decided aoud, and swerved the raft away from the bank and the
reptile.

EVALL WAS adack, weakened bundle on theraft for atime, still not knowing that the threet to feed
him to the buaya had been a bluff.

"What do you make of this, Doc?' Monk asked.

"Some agency obvioudy transported Evall some miles down theriver,” Doc said thoughtfully. "Beyond
thet, thething isamygery.”

With apair of binoculars, Renny scrutinized the river surface, the banks, then the sky above. Clouds
were now thinner, white and trufted, hanging very high.

"Wonder what became of Sen Gat'sthree planes,” he pondered.

Thiswas not the first time since they had launched the raft that Renny had voiced puzzlement on this
point, but he got hisanswer. Theriver waswide here, with stagnant water on the sdesand acurrent in
the middle. To make speed, they were following the current.

Doc Savage suddenly turned the raft toward shore.
"Something up, Doc?' Renny demanded.
"Wait aminute," Doc directed. "Y ou'll hear it shortly."

A few seconds later the others detected what the bronze man's supersensitive ears had been first to
register. The note might have been the droning of aswarm of metallic beesin the distance. It loudened.

Paned They were coming down theriver.

The raft was clumsy. It happened that at this point their bamboo poles did not reach bottom. They
drifted, moving swiftly but making little headway toward shore.

"Three planes!” Monk growled, after listening.

Thetrio of shipscameinto sight, flying low, frightening up clouds of birds. The pilots must have sghted
the raft dmost at once, for the planes danted into adive.

"Sen Gat'swagons" Long Tom snapped.

Theraft had now reached the point where their poles touched bottom. They shoved mightily, urging the
unwieldy conveyance shoreward.

The river surface began to foam off to the right, the phenomenon accompanied by aloud chopping and
gurgling. The foaming patch agpproached the raft.

"Machine gun bullets," Doc clipped, and his bamboo pole bent under his shove.

More dugs began hitting the river, but the planes were till too far away to shoot accurately.
The raft got into shallow water, and Doc's five men plunged ashore. Doc stooped to help Evall.
"l can makeit," the gpish man mumbled, and did off into the shallow water.

The planes swooped. Bullets knocked up foam and spray. Lead chopped at the jungle foliage.



Evall accompanied his captorsfor afew paces, then abruptly whirled and charged toward the raft.
"Damn that guy!" Monk yelled.

Doc raced to recapture Eval, but one of the planes - Sen Gat's private ship, launched an accurate stream
of dugs. With aloud popping and upheava of water, they marched toward Doc, cutting him off from the
fleeang Evall.

The bronze man had only one choice. Hetook it - dlowed Eval to go.

With tremendous |legps and a great splashing, he reached the shore and plunged into the tangle of lesfage
and lianas.

Eval, gaining the raft, tumbled aboard and shoved off, The current whirled him downstream.
"Work into thejungle,” Doc cdled. "Quick!"

The crashing of bushes, theflutter of leafage, told him his men were complying with the order. Doc
himsdlf entered a thicket of bamboo, penetrated afew yards and found Renny. The big-fisted engineer
had drawn his supermachine pistol.

Through the foliage overhead, Renny glimpsed one of the planes. Hefired briefly. His gun was charged
with the thermite incendiary bullets which burned hot, red spots on the aide of the plane. The craft hagtily
banked away.

Sen Gat's ship dived only once more, machine guns shuttling. Their lead made atremendous sound in the
jungle. Bark flew in clouds. Leaves cascaded.

Doc's men replied with their superfirers. The bull-fiddle moans of those guns echoed and reechoed
acrossthejungle. Theterrific heat of theincendiary bullets and the fabul ous Speed with which they were
discharged proved too much for Sen Gat's three planes; they spun away in vertical banks and cannoned
off downstream.

"They're gonnapick up that monkey Eval," Monk decided. "That ugly lug! | hope acrock getshim."

"Y ou should cdl the man homdy," Ham jeered. "If he had afew rusty shingle nails stuck in him to imitate
that hair of yours, held look just like you."

"Yeah?' Monk grinned.

The excitement of the encounter had dispelled the aura of sinister mystery which had enwrapped the men.
Monk and Ham were back to normal, quarreling.

Doc now assembled his group. They worked downstream. This proved to be an incredibly tedious task,
for the jungle was dmost impenetrable, presenting amat of vines, gnarled branches and thorny shrubs.

They heard sounds which indicated beyond a doubt that Sen Gat's three planes had landed, probably to
pick up Evall.

"Wonder if Sen Gat could have Lucile Copeland and Maples,”" Renny rumbled, striking at athorn bush
with aclub in an endeavor to break away through.

Possibly Renny expected Doc to make answer, for when none came he looked around and saw Doc
was gone. The bigfisted engineer failed to show concern, knowing what had happened: Doc had pushed
on ahead.



The bronze man had adopted a mode of traveling which was possible only to one of hisfabulous strength
and agility. Twenty, thirty, and even forty feet above the ground hisway lay. Heran to the end of alimb
and launched outward into apace, caught the bough of an adjacent tree, and went on.

Severd times, stout cregpers spanning from one tree to another supplied him with abridge. More often
the shift was managed by a dizzy swing through space.

Recaling the speed with which theriver current had moved, and the time which had eapsed between
Evall's shaving off on the raft and the landing of the plane, Doc decided the three craft were at least hdf a
mile distant Had he tried to force hisway through the jungle, it would have taken dl of an hour to cover
that distance. Asit was, the journey required only afew minutes.

Heran out on the branch of atremendousjut tree and stood there, balancing expertly to the dow sway
of thelimb.

THE JUTI tree was the outpost of afinger of jungle which thrust into aclearing at theriver edge. This
open space was smooth, covered by high grass and dotted with puddles of water, residue of the recent
ram.

Sen Gat's three planes had landed in the clearing and now stood, engines turning over dowly, exhaust
stacks spilling an occasiond puff of oil smoke. One engine evidently needed overhauling, since the plane
which it powered vibrated dightly. Thetal grass swayed under the dipstream and puddies of water
behind the planes wererriffled.

Evall'sraft was |odged againgt the shore, somefifty yards from the planes. It bobbed dightly with the
current. The rush of the water had forced one end down so that the float was partialy submerged.

Nowherein the clearing was there asign of aman.

Doc Savage waited. The limb on which he stood stopped its swaying eventualy and there was only the
faint mutter of the plane motors, interrupted occasionaly, asthe carburetor failed to feed the proper
mixture.

A brilliantly colored nuri sailed over the clearing, caught tight of the planes and fled, its frightened
sguawks audible above the motor chorus.

The bronze man did not enter the clearing immediately. He circled rather dowly, keeping to the aerid
lanes, and siwung amost completely around the open space.

Therewasno sgn of Sen Gat, hismen, or Evall.

Dropping out of the tree, Doc approached the three planes and looked inside to seeif the cabins
concealed any one. They did not

He studied the grass. It was trampled by many feet - by boots, the signs plainly enough read.

Sen Gat and his men had scrambled out immediately upon landing and had rushed toward theriver, no
doubt intending to mest the apelike Evall.

Doc followed thetrail.

Near the river there had been more tramping around, and in several places grass crushed flat indicated
where men might possibly havefdlen.



Doc examined the water's edge. If aboat had landed and carried away the missing men, it had left no
mark. There was nothing at all to show what had become of Sen Gat.

Doc'sfive men soon reached the spot. Arriving, they were comparatively cheerful, but as they took in the
scene, uneasiness came. Monk spokefirst.

"But Doc, maybe Sen Gat's outfit walked into the jungle.”
"They could not do that without leaving tracks,” Doc replied. "No, they did not go into the jungle.”
"Then what became of them?"

Ham fingered his sword cane absently. "Y es, what did? And what became of Lucile Copeand and
Maples? Where did that fire that set our plane ablaze come from?"

No one vouchsafed an answer. It was amystery, aweird enigma befitting the orient.
Chapter 16. THE WALL OF THE FEET

DOC SAVAGE and his men made a second search of the clearing and the vicinity to corroborate their
earlier conclusions, and found nothing to change their minds or to shed light on the almost supernatural
disappearance of Sen Gat and his men. They were sure that no human feet had trod that part of the
jungle recently. In view of the rain not long before, tracks would certainly have been left.

There were none.

The tufted tops of tal pamsin the west had received and concedled the sun before they finished their
search. Quick twilight came.

Tropica birds squawked, seeking roosting places - those of the feathered tribe which became quiet a
night. The river turned the red of blood with the last rays of the vanishing sun.

"No usetrying to get alook at the country with the planes, now," Doc pointed out. "It would be dark
beforewe could get inthe air.”

There ensued some debate about where they should camp for the night, whether here with the planes, or
elsawhere.

"Blagt it, | don't like this place,”" Monk grumble"That hocus-pocus of them guys disappearin’ getsin my
hair."

"You hairy dope" Ham told him, "we'd he suckersto leave."

"Yeah?' Monk scowled. "How d'you figure that?'

"These three planes are the only ones|eft in the jungle, gpe!l” Ham retorted.

"The shyster isright,” Monk admitted grudgingly. "These sky-wagons are our tickets home."
"Wewill camp here," Doc decided.

They shifted the three planesto the center of the clearing and shut off the motors, then drove stakesin the
soft earth and lashed the craft down, in case there should be awindstorm during the night. Asthey had
observed, violent weather was prevalent over thisjungle.



Examination of the plane tanksindicated there was sufficient fud to carry each of the craft to civilization,
amply sufficient, since the tanks of one ship could be drained and added to those of the others.

They pitched the tents - two in number - which they had brought from Lucile Copeland's plane. These
weretropica shelters, well equipped with insect netting. The latter was not amiss, Since darknessand a
horde of insects arrived smultaneoudly.

"| thought there was afew bugs around durin’ the day, big-fisted Renny complained, seeking shelter. "But
theresreally some bugs now. Danged if you can bresthe without inhain' 'em.”

Physical necessity required that the party withdraw to their tents. A lookout was kept by the sense of
hearing done.

"Nobody could move through that jungle without makin' anoise, anyway," Monk vouchsafed.

Doc Savage spent alittle time with aflashlight and Lucile Copeand's map. According to the chart, they
were now within afew miles of the mysterious city of The Thousand-headed Man. Heturned his
attention to the three black sticks.

"Too bad we didn't get to andyze these," he said. "We till don't know what they're made of ."

Only Monk chanced to be near by at the moment, and he made reply. "I dunno how were gonnafind
out, ether. The portable [ab was burned up in the plane.

Doc Savage gave the sticksto Monk. "Keep these," heinstructed.
Monk blinked. "But, Doc - "
"Keep those sticks, Monk," Doc repeated.

The insect netting door of the tent operated on a zipper fastener and the bronze man stripped this open,
then stepped outside

"What are you up to, Doc?' Renny demanded.

"Going to look around alittle," the bronze man replied. | may be gone afew hours. Y ou fellows watch
these planes - they re important.”

He stepped outside, and after that his footsteps were not heard' so silently did he move. It was asif he
hed merged with the night.

DOC SAVAGE went to the edge of the river, removed his garments and tied them into a compact
bundle. He held this above his head as he entered the water, and swam a short distance downstream,
landing on the opposite side.

He donned nothing but stout khaki trousers; the other clothing he tied on his back, drawing the knots
tight. Then he advanced into the jungle, pausing often to listen.

The labyrinth of trees, vines, and flowering plants had seemed noisy during the day, but it was even more
aive now with adifferent sound. The daytime clamor had been the cheerful squawking of birds and the
chatter of monkeys, now the peaceful dwellers of the verdant tangle were quiet, and the hunters were
astak - the carnivorous creatures, seeking prey.

Thegridy criesof crestures meeting desth under fang or claw were unpleasantly frequently.



Asthe bronze man progressed, his senses grew more attuned to his surroundings. He became asthe
jungle hunters about him - wary, moving only in darkness, pausing to listen often. He had covered
perhaps a quarter of amile when he became aware that some cregture was stalking him.

HE WAITED, senstive nogtrilsdilating, until he caught the scent of the creature. Then, without an
instant's delay, he took to atree. The odor was umistakable - atiger.

Doc's sharp eyes detected the great, tawny striped body asit moved through a patch of moonlight. The
beast sniffed about the base of the tree. There was arasping sound asit tried its claws on the trunk.

Doc Savage climbed higher. In the lower reaches where the moonlight did not penetrate, his movements
were dow, cautious, but among the upper boughs he moved more rapidly. Balancing easily, he reached
the end of abranch, siwung the bough up and down afew times, then hurtled through space to the next
tree.

It was afeat that required fabulous strength, and it was followed by others of alike nature as Doc
traveled through the upper lanes.

The huge striped cat stalked him for atime, then gave up and dunk off in search of less agile prey.

Lucile Copdand's map, as nearly as Doc could judge, showed the mysterious metropolis of The
Thousand-headed Man to be on thisside of theriver. At least, it lay in thisdirection, for theriver itsdlf
was not shown on the map. Just how distant the place might be there was no way of ascertaining, except
by going there. Too, Lucile Copeland's calculations in marking the map must have been inaccurate.

The bronze man, not fedling particularly in need of deep, intended to conduct anocturnd investigation.

A cloud blackened the face of the moon, and he perched in the top of agreet tree, well over ahundred
feet above the ground, until it had passed.

During theinterva of darkness he employed his eyes, searching for alight; but he discerned none. It was
early. If there were human dwellersin thisjungle, however savage, it was reasonable to suppose they
would have cooking fires.

When the jungle again lay under ashimmer of moonlight, Doc continued. Once he skirted atiny clearing
inwhich aherd of eephants were at rest. The beasts resembled grest date-colored rocks strewn over
the open amphithesater. It was an eerie scene, one only to be found in adomain primeva.

Doc traveled for three hours - then came suddenly upon alofty stonewall.

THE WALL was very high, some three-score feet. There were no tdl trees near which could be climbed
to afford ingpection of what lay beyond the barrier.

Doc Savage moved dong thewall, not approaching nearer than a hundred feet. He could distinguish that
it was covered with some form of carving, but the distance was too great to ascertain the exact nature of
the sculpturing.

The barrier turned sharply, then turned again. It was a square enclosure, each side hundreds of feet long.
Nowhere was there the sign of adoor or other means of entrance. Whatever theinterior held was till a

profound mystery.

Doc Savage advanced. The undergrowth ceased some distance from the wall, and except for afew
scrubby plants, the ground was bare, just as the terrain surrounding the strange Pagoda of the Hands had
been nude of vegetation.



Within afew yards of thewall, Doc stopped. His eyesroved. Hislips did not move; but hisweird trilling
note permeated the surrounding moonlight softly and melodioudy. Fantastic, unred, the sound might have
been thework of some exotic night insect - except that, mysterioudy enough, there was now hardly an
insectintheair. It was asif thistowering wal, or whatever enigmalay within, radiated something that
kept the insects away.

But the thing which had riveted Doc's attention and called forth his peculiar trilling, was the carvings upon
thewall. These varied grestly in Size, yet they might al have been chisdled from the same mode!.

Only human feet ornamented the wall. They were in countless numbers, some with toes distended, others
asif inthe act of stepping; afew with the soles outermost. Just as the pagoda had borne only hands, so
thiswall carried only reproductions of human feet

The bronze man advanced. The carvings furnished excellent purchase for hands and toes. He mounted
cautioudy.

His climb was dmost soundless. Once abit of mortar didodged and rattled faintly on the hard ground far
below. After that he waited, listening, but his ears registered no untoward noise.

Doc gained the top and thrust a hand over. The crest was carved with more human feet. He grasped
grotesque, bloated toesin stone, and pulled himsalf up.

Therewas arustling sound in front of him - such asound as might have been made by not too crisp
paper being wadded into aball.

A dtrange, ghastly expression swept over the bronze man'sface. His hands dipped from their grip; he
tried to recover, but seemed to lack the strength. He dipped backward.

Chapter 17. THE NIGHT CRY

BACK AT the camp in the clearing where the three planes stood, Doc Savage's men were not deeping,
athough they fdt physcdly tired enough to welcome dumber.

Thefact that Doc Savage was abroad in the undoubtedly dangerous jungle did not worry them greetly,
since the bronze man was well capable of taking care of himsdlf. Just what was keeping them awake they
would have had difficulty telling.

Four of the party had congregated in one tent, largely because the food supply wasthere.

Monk, the homely chemist, had segregated himself in the other tent and was examining the three black
sticks. These fascinated him, possibly because he was achemist and therefore interested in any
mysterious compound.

He scratched particles from one of the stickswith afinger nail, debated for along time, then gingerly
tasted the stuff. He made aterrific face, for the sepiamateria was very bitter.

Monk carried acigar lighter - for itsfire-making utility only, snce he did not smoke. He drew this out,
thumbed it aight and gpplied the heat of the tiny flameto the black materia which promptly melted,
becoming aliquid virtualy asthin aswater.

With acids secured from certain tropical fruits, and by other makeshift methods, Monk made afew
experimentsin the nature of anaytica tests, learning little however.

Ordinarily, Monk was not addicted to the habit of talking to himself, but now he did some vocal



rumingting.

"Weain't out of thisthing yet, by alot," hetold himsdf thoughtfully. "If we get held up, or that danged
mystery thing overcomes us, somebody isliable to find these sticks."

He thought in silence along these lines for some moments, enormous mouth puckered, bushy brows
contorted, absently fingering an ear lobe. Suddenly he banged apalm on aknee.

"Monk, you got abrain!" heinformed himself.

After this, he carefully extinguished the flashlight with which he had been examining the three black sticks,
went outside, circled the tent to see that no one was near. Then he reentered the shelter, and engaged
himsdf for sometimeamid great Slence and with only aminimum of illumingtion.

Some fifteen minutes|ater, Monk joined the others. They eyed him curioudy. Monk vouchsafed no
information, however, but said ingtead, "Why don't you guys go to deep?”’

"It'sthe blasted bugs," Renny rumbled. "They sound like airplanes.”
"Why not pipe down?' Ham grumbled peevishly.
At thisjuncture, Habeas Corpus grunted rapidly.

"That hog isanuisance,” Ham growled. "He's been grunting like that for the last ten minutes. Dang me,
I'min favor of turning him into breskfast bacon."

"Did you ever eat ahuman ear?' Monk demanded.
"What'sthat got - "

"Just wondered how you like 'em,” Monk growled. "Y ou're gonna be eatin’ your own if you don't lay off
that hog. I'll pull ‘em off and feed 'em to you."

"It lookslike we're set for anight of that," Renny's rumble offered from a corner. "When you two hyenas
sart aquarrdl it'sgood for twelve hours a least.”

Habeas Corpus emitted another series of rapid grunts. "Say!" Monk exploded. "That pig hears or smells
somethin!”

A brittle sllence followed. The manner of its breaking was abrupt, hair-raising.

A shriek wracked through the jungle. It came from down the river some distance, but the tone was
recognizable, the words understandable.

It was Lucile Copeland's voice.

"Heads!" she screamed. "Heads! A Thousand heads!™

Insect netting ripped as the men plunged out of tents without stopping to undo fastenings.

"Headd" the girl's screech broke on ahigh note, like afile hitting the point of ahighly tempered knife.
"Holy cow!" Renny rumbled, and Johnny's"I'll be superama gamated!" echoed.

They ran for the sound, supermachine pistolsin their hands. Habeas bounded after them, reluctant to be
|eft behind.



They hit the jungle, fought it, and penetrated dowly.
"Theraft!" Ham snapped. "That's quicker.”

They whedled back and boarded the craft of bamboo poles. Silent now, grim, they shoved out into the
current. It caught them, spun the raft and tossed it. They straightened out the unwieldy craft with the poles
and it rushed ahead.

Shortly, Renny breathed, "It was dong here somewhere.”

THE MEN punted their clumsy vessel inshore, but did not dight immediately upon its touching the bank.
Instead, they listened.

Therewas no sound.
"Could that have been anight bird?" Ham pondered.

"Don't be adope,” Monk grunted. "It wasthe girl, and if | ever heard mortd terror in avoice, hers had
it"

They continued to strain their ears. An uncanny circumstance came to their notice. The odious night
sounds of the jungle had ceased asif illed by the cry. Then, from down theriver they al heard it

"Heads! Headd!"

There was nothing more - just the two words. The tones were shrill, yet more hollow than the other cry.
"Sounds different,” Ham barked.

"Y eah - asif she had somethin' over her face," Monk agreed.

There was no discussion about what to do. They pushed the raft on, poled into the swiftness of the
current and made al the headway they could downstream. The raft bumped over ripples at abend; they
poled furioudy to keep it from being sucked into backwater, and went on.

"Blazed" Renny shivered. "Thet first yell - | never heard anything quite as bad!™
Around another curve the raft careened. Then they heard the cry again. "Headd!"

It wasin the jungle, to the left. The bamboo poles bent in a how asthey shoved. Theraft spun around.
Aningant later it lodged against the bank.

The bank at this point was along sandbar, abilious yellow huein the moonlight.

Downstream, two pairs of darksome clots, not unlike black human fists held afoot apart, protruded from
the water.

The men legped off the float, Renny leading. They raced for the jungle, digging in pocketsto get at
flashlights.

Habeas Corpus had followed them off the raft. He suddenly emitted a shrill squedl, whirled and ran
upstream.

The action of the pig caused the men to halt. They had been in contact with the ungainly looking shoat
enough to know that his actions usualy had a potent meaning.



Then they heard the rustling. It was low, dull, asound that might have been stiff slk being bundled
together by hasty hands. The next development was rapid.

The faces of the men contorted. They whedled away from, the jungle, seeming to entertain hopes of
resching the raft

Renny, who had been nearest the jungle, went down firg, twisting and squirming. The others toppled
amost immediately. Their movements, violent a firgt, rgpidly wesakened, until dl fivelay without visble
ggnaf life

Thetwo pairs of black knobs downstream lifted abruptly amid aboiling of water, and became the
protuberant eyes of two gigantic buayas. The crocodiles waddled toward the five unmoving men. They
advanced dowly, asif sure of their prey.

Chapter 18. THE HEADS

DOC SAVAGE, giant man of bronze, lay wedged in the crotch of atree limb fifteen feet abovethe
surrounding jungle. He was doing astrange thing - methodically dapping himsdf in the face. He dternated
this occasondly with violent rubbing of histemples.

After atime, he was motionless, eyes closed. He was trying to remember what had happened: the top of
thewail which was carved with human feet - the rustling - then he had falen.

Or had he? Probably not. That sixty foot drop would have produced some serious sprain or broken
bones, and he had neither.

He decided he must have managed to grasp the projecting sculptured feet and climb down. That was the
only thing which explained his descent. Then he must have fled into the jungle.

Hisbrain, usualy imbued with aclarity that came from alifetime of scientific training, was now hairy. He
was having difficulty in recalling exactly what had occurred.

What he had seen beyond thewall, if anything, he could not recall.

He didodged himself from the tree crotch. Nausea and dizziness seized him. It was unlike any other
feding he had ever experienced. Descending to the ground, he went through a number of exercises, until
aprowling carnivore drove himinto the tree again.

Fully an hour elgpsed before the bronze man felt equa to moving about with any degree of safety.
Tackling thisjungle in the darkness required perfect coordination of nerve and muscle.

Sowly at first, he made hisway back toward the strange wall. The edge of the jungle held him until a
cloud blanketed the face of the moon; then, noiseless as a cloud shadow itsdlf, he scuttled forward. He
intended to have another try at whatever secret the wall harbored.

Following aong the base of the edifice, his sengtive fingers traced the contour of each stone, seeking a
hidden door. But, after he had gone completely around, he felt certain there was no such obscure
entrance.

The cloud waslarge and till mantled the moon. Looking upward, Doc calculated how long the darkness
would last. Very careful to make no noise thistime, he climbed.

When near the crest, he did not reach over as before, for it was possible his clutching hand had actuated
sometrigger. Hisflashlight wasin the bundle on his back and he worked it out.



Rearing up suddenly, he fanned the brilliant white beam over thewadll. It roved rgpidly, searching, seeking
out dl that lay within.

Nothing happened thistime.

Doc climbed to the top of the wall and crouched there. For abrief moment his peculiar trilling sound
might have been audible, or again it might have been the product of abreeze working through the carved
feet which ornamented the wall. The clouds above drifted away from the moon and dlowed a cold
brilliance to spill down.

Thewall enclosed a pagoda, a pagoda scul ptured everywhere with likenesses of human feet.

IN DESIGN, the Pagoda of the Feet did not differ greetly from the Pagoda of the Hands. Possibly there
were fewer steps leading from the ground up to it; the thing might have been broader, less high.

Doc Savage stood erect upon the wall. Itswidth here at the gpex was nearly ayard. The chiseled feet
made adifficult surface upon which to walk, especialy since he went dowly and played hisflashbeam
along thewall crest in search of possible poisoned thorns or knives. He made acomplete circle of the

pagoda
No sgn of lifecould hedistinguish.

Theinterior of the pagodawalls were likewise crowded with stone feet. Using the hand holds they
offered, Doc Savage clambered down. His crossing to the pagodawas executed with infinite downess,
each one of hisfabuloudy keen sensesdert.

Hecircled again and eventudly entered the place, and found, insde the solid confines of the pagoda, a
room. It was alarge, domed chamber; walls and ceiling bore countless feet, each of which had been
chisded asif inthe act of stepping on something in the middle of the floor.

That something on the floor was another mound of human bones. A dyke of equipment and weapons
encircled the gridy pile.

WITH HISflashlight, Doc Savage went over some of the equipment Something that particularly
interested him was an aviator's helmet and goggles. Fabric and some | eather parts of these had
disntegrated.

Doc turned his attention to aduffel box on which the helmet had reposed. Once opened, this disgorged
papers which came apart in his hands; a corroded safety razor, the blades of which were flakes of rut;
and other persona belongings.

Among other things there was atarget pistol, an expensive weapon, with an inscription engraved on the
grip. Thisread:

PRESENTED TO AVIATOR JM FEARCY BY CALVIN COPELAND

The evidence was complete enough to alow some conclusions. Thisduffel must have belonged to aflier
associated with Lucile Copeland's father.

Doc Savage studied the pile of bones. Were some of those gridy rdlics dl that remained of one or both
of the two flierswho had been with Cavin Copeland when hefirgt found the city of The
Thousand-headed Man?

DOC CONTINUED his scrutiny of the Pagoda of the Feet, but unearthed nothing more of calculable



vaue. Hefound no one. For dl the Signs, this place might have lain abandoned through the ages - except
for therdicsindde.

There was nothing to indicate what had caused the mysterious rustling or what had produced the uncanny
gpell which had enwrapped Doc for atime. There was one thing of possible significance: the attack did
not repedt itself.

Doc Savage quitted the pagoda finally, convinced thet it would yield nothing of further vauein the line of
information. He was reasonably sure the place harbored no secret room.

Most of the bronze man's usua vitality and energy had returned. Nevertheless, he decided to go back to
camp. Searching could be done more effectively by daylight; an hour in the plane would accomplish as
much as aweek of prowling through the treetops, and it was advisable to get some deep.

The journey back to the bivouac in the glade beside the river was accomplished through the medium of
the interlacing treetops for the most part. A well-worn gametrail, evidently leading toward theriver,

helped.
But much of the night had elapsed before Doc arrived it the rivets edge opposite the camp.

A glance showed him that the raft of bamboo poles was gone. He watched; listened. Half aminute
convinced him that something was amiss.

"Renny!" hecdled sharply.
There was no answer but the gobbling of echoes and the cries of afrightened jungle bird.

Plunging into the river, Doc swam across. He ran to the tents, found them empty, then used hisflashlight
to scrutinize the ground for tracks.

"Mr. Savage!" gagped asmall feminine voice. Doc whirled. Lucile Copeland wasin one of the planes,
thrusting her head from a cabin door.

" wasn't surewho it was," she explained in somewhat strained tones. "But when you used the flash, |
saw your face."

"What became of my men?' Doc demanded.
Thetal young woman shook her head. "I have no idea.”

THE GIRL was obvioudy in anervous, frightened condition, and quite weak. She looked asif she had
been through an ordedl, anything but pleasant

"Tel me exactly what happened to you," Doc directed. The young woman related what had occurred at
the Pagoda of the Hands. Her statements were atrifle disconnected at times, but her genera story
adhered to the lines of the one which the gpish Evall had told.

"After the rustling at the pagoda, | just - passed out,” the girl said. "I don't know how long | was
unconscious. It must have been for sometime.”

She parted her hair to show an unpleasant but hardly serious scalp wound.

"This cut was probably made when | fell down the pagoda steps. Possibly that accounts for my being out
so long. Or maybe it wasthat other - thing."



"Thing!"
"Whatever it wasthat overcame us."
"When and where did you revive?' Doc asked.

"Sometime ago, and only ashort distance from this camp.” She clenched her handstightly. "It was
ghadtly, frightful! All those headd!"

"Headd!" Doc eyed her intently. " Snap out of it! What do you mean?

"When | cameto - there was the most unearthly thing,”

Thegirl bit her lip. "There was aman beside me. He had - " She shuddered.
v

"He had athousand heads!"

"Tadk sense" Doc told her. ™Y ou were suffering some kind Of anilluson.”

"I wasn't. The heads were dl over him. They spouted from hisarms, his chest”
"What makes you so sure about this?

Lucile Copeland leaned weakly againgt the plane.

"You must think I'm crazy,” she said. "Buit | tell you | saw The Thousand-headed Man! Therewas atiny
open space in the jungle. He stood there in the moonlight. He was abig man - almost as big asyou, and
he was covered with heads.”

Doc was slent amoment "How large were these head?"" he asked.

"About the size of - lemons.” The girl was amost sobbing in her horror. ™Y ou understand that thisman
had one big head, like anormal being. But the other heads, the small ones, grew out of the big head, as
well asout of therest of hisbody."

Doc Savage, saying nothing, watched the girl. He played the flashbbeam on her steadily. He was searching
for sgns Of dementia, wondering if her mind could be unbalanced. Except for the terror, she seemed
perfectly rationd.

"These heads," he asked, "were they dive? Did they show any expression - alaugh or snarl ?*
Lucile Copeland put her hands over her eyes.

"l didn't wait to see," she choked. "I think | screamed something about heads. Then | fled into the
jungle”

"Did The Thousand-headed Man follow you?"

She nodded violently. "Y es, for ashort distance,” afaint smile covered her face. "I outran him. | was so
scared that | don't think even you could have caught me.”

"What happened then?"

"I heard someone shout from the direction of this camp. It must have been one of your men. But | was



too far away to make out hiswords."
"Y our cry aroused my men,” Doc suggested.

"Possibly. | don't know. | - well - | was dazed, and scared amost to the point of madness. A lime or two
| seemed to hear the echo of my own scream about the heads.”

"Echo?"
"Yes. It came from down theriver, | thought.”

"Hm-m-m." Doc moved toward theriver. "I'd better look around abit."
Chapter 19. WEIRD METROPOLIS

WITH MANY sweepings of hisflashlight, Doc Savage scrutinized the ground, noting where grass blades
were crushed. He followed thetrail of hismen into the jungle, read from the signsthat they had been
baffled by the impenetrability of the growth and had turned back and pushed off in the raft

Before leaving the clearing to search for his men, Doc took one precaution. He removed an essentid
operating parts from each plane motor, wrapped the mechanismsin abit of canvas, then concedling
himsdlf from possible watching eyesins de the tent, he buried the bundle afew inches underground.

He replaced the earth carefully, making sure there remained no evidence of its having been disturbed.

Doc made a bundle of the soil which had been displaced by the motor parts and carried thiswith him
when heléft the vicinity. Watchers, if there were any - and he could detect no signs of such - would think
he gtill carried the pieces he had detached from the engine.

The girl accompanied him. Most of her strength had returned so that she could maintain his pace.
"Firgt, | want to see the spot where you regained consciousness,” Doc told her.

"Y ou mean where- "

"Where you saw The Thousand-headed Man, yes."

They swam the river, the bronze man keeping an aert watch for buayas. No crocodiles menaced them,
however.

In making their way through the jungle on the other side of the river, Doc conserved time by taking to the
treetops.

High up among the branches, Lucile Copeand was aimost helpless; she clung to boughs with a sort of
rigid terror.

Doc, planting her findly on his back, advised her to hang on. Seemingly hampered not at al by her
weight, he plunged forward.

Severa times Lucile Copeland gasped in horror as the giant bronze man launched across dizzy space
Once she screamed.

After that, she shut her eyestightly and did not look, except when Doc asked directions.

They cameto thetiny glade where she had recovered consciousness. It was only afew pacesfrom the



river. Thegirl pointed.
"Therel" she gulped. "The Thousand-headed Man's footprints.”

Doc examined the impressions. They were queer feet, very large. Doc stepped beside them, and by
comparing his own footprints with the others ca culated the weight of The Thousand-headed Man.

The fdlow had been much heavier than Doc.

The tracks had come from the water's edge. They showed where the mysterious creature had pursued
the young woman a short distance. Then a procession of tracksled back to the water.

"Probably landed from some kind of aboat,” Doc decided.
L ucile Copeland seemed to be thinking deeply.

"l believe my head was bandaged when | first revived,” she murmured. "Running away, | lost the
bandage.”

"Was the bandage made from some part of your clothing?
She shook her head. "I think not.”
"Then it might he something in the nature of aclue. I'll look."

The bronze man followed the girl'strall. It was only ashort distance before he found the bandage,
clinging to athorn bush where it had been yanked free in the girl'sflight. Doc detached it.

The bandage was of a peculiar weave, being intricately hand-woven from the long-shredded fiber of a
jungle plant.

Carrying the thing back, Doc showed it to the girl Her eyesfled wide.
"My father!" shecried.
"What do you mean?"'

"Dad! He had ahobby - unusua forms of hand weaving. He spent his spare time at that sort of thing.
That'sasample of his handiwork."

Doc Savage nodded dowly, remembering the profusion of strange intricately woven tapestriesin the
Copeland house. Calvin Copeland must have made those tapestries.

Doc examined the unique fabric closely. His experienced eye could tell, with a certain degree of
accuracy, how long ago the fibers had been stripped from their native plants. They were not chemically
treated, and, with age, a certain amount of stiffness and brittlenesswould come.

"Made only afew weeks ago," he decided.

Thegirl'sface wasvisiblein the glow of thefirdight by which they wereinspecting the cloth. A
remarkable change overspread her features. Fear and horror departed, and were replaced by an infinite
gladness.

"Then my father may be divel" she gasped. "Thisweaving, if it was done only afew weeks ago, proves
hewasdivethen.



"It does," Doc admitted.
They worked downstream, through the jungle.

The bronze man managed to locate two dry, intact bamboo poles nearly afoot in diameter and some
thirty feet in length. With these he used tough vines and smaller crosspieces and fashioned a crude
catamaran. With this, they launched out upon the stream, discovering they could move agood dedl faster
by water.

A few minutes later they came upon the sandbank where Doc's five men had landed; the crude raft was
gtill aground there.

Alighting, Doc ingpected the sandy surface. What he found was not pleasant. There were tracks, but
most of them had been obliterated by grest, clawlike grooves made by buayas.

"Looks like my men started for the jungle, and kedled over," Doc decided. "Just what happened thenisa
mystery. Later, the sandbank was overrun by crocodiles.”

"Maybethereptiles- " Thegirl did not finish.

"Maybe might have dragged my men into the water,” Doc admitted. "However, there are no blood
dans”

"Renny!" Doc cdled loudly.

He had scant hopes of securing an answer. The shout, however, brought results, although not exactly as
he had anticipated.

There was afluttering in the jungle, grunts and squeak, and Habeas Corpus scampered out. The shoat
was terrified, just as he had been when they found him back at the Pagoda of the Hands.

Doc Savage watched the antics of the anima closdly, but they gave him no inkling of what had occurred
here on the sandbar.

"Too bad Habeas can't talk," Lucile Copeand murmured.

DOC SAVAGE completed his scrutiny of the vicinity, but the results were nil, for there was no Sign of his
men or the three black sticks which he had entrusted to Monk.

He returned to the river's edge, Habeas Corpustrailing him.
"WEell continue downstream for awhile," he decided. "We may turn up something.”

Since the catamaran was lighter and could be handled with more flexibility than the larger raft, they
launched themselves upon the smaller craft. Instead of keeping to the center of theriver, Doc poled into
the shadows of overhanging bamboos where the darkness was intense. The pig, Habeas, was slent.

Thejungle sounds were rgpidly losing their sinister nature. Degth cries of bird and beast had about
ceased, sgnaling the approach of dawn. The carulvora, appetites satisfied, retired as the eastern sky
assumed afaint red flush. Somewhere amonkey broke out in shrill chatter.

To Doc Savage's surprise, theriver swung sharply to the right and gave every indication of continuing in
that direction.

The crimson flush in the east dowly became aglare. Hocks of small, gaudy nuri flew overhead,



screeching. Numerous tuntongs, or river turtles, appeared on driftwood logs.

Once severa badaks, a particularly ugly rhinoceros of the two-horned variety, eyed them from the
shore.

"Mean lookers" the girl said, watching the rhinos. " The natives make medicine out of their horns.”

Doc said nothing; he was watching the river shore. The stream had widened, had become very peaceful,
and judging from the flatness of the jungle expanse on ether Sde, they were now traveling along the floor
of avdley of noamdl size.

"L ook over there!" The bronze man pointed abruptly.

On theriver bank, blocks of stone reposed. They had been quarried by human hands, unmistakably; but
probably centuries ago. Once put together by mortar, they had long since fallen apart.

"Lookslike aprehistoric boat landing," Doc hazarded

He poled the craft in, dlighted, mounted the bank and made an inspection. There was, as he had
surmised, the floor of abroad valey on either sde of the river. Thiswas overgrown by jungle, but certain
vague signs had not been diminated by the passing of ages.

"Thisvalley was once cultivated," Doc concluded. "Many thousands of acreswerein fields. Apparently it
wasirrigated, and seemsto have been the work of afairly advanced race."

Lucile Copdland nodded. "Yes. | recall that my father said they observed fields which had once been
under cultivation. That was when he found the place by plane.”

"WEelIl push on down theriver. It seemsto flow in the direction we want to go."

It was necessary to pole the catamaran steadily, so duggish had the river become. They traversed amile;
another. Theriver svung in awide bend. They rounded this.

"Thereweare," Doc sad quietly. "The city!"

THE OUTWORK of the metropoliswas aline of square, boxlike structures of stone. These were
stationed in agreset circle, perhapsfifty yards apart, each having dimensions somewhat greater than a
score of feet. The masonry appeared to be in aremarkable state of repair. Slits - loopholes unmistakably
- perforated the sides of these square boxes.

"A row of outer fortifications," Doc Savage concluded aoud. "They may be connected by underground
passages to the city proper behind the walls."

Beyond the array of square structures there was a high wall, and above this towers and minarets of
gleaming stone projected, asight that was astounding and inspiring. Theriver ran closeto thewals, but
Doc maneuvered the catamaran inshore and landed.

"WEell go on foot," he decided. " Safer to come up unnoticed.”

The jungle was |less dense they found, and they made rapid headway, so that soon they were close
enough to scrutinize one of the square forts from a distance of only afew rods.

Around about them there was no sound, no movement, not even the flutter and squawk of tropica birds.
Thislatter was sgnificant, since the jungle creatures had stayed away from the region of the Pagoda of
the Hands and the other one carved with human feet.



"Thisquiet!" Lucile Copeland'sface was drawn. "It's horrible!”

"Unusua, to say theleast,” Doc admitted. "'If you'll notice the ssonework on those buildings, its state of
repair. Those structures are centuries old, undoubtedly, yet thereisno sign of vandalism. They have
never been torn down"

"There seems to be no one abouit.”

"Yes" Doc prepared to advance. "Keep your eyes open, and if things start happening stay closeto me.
The young woman grasped hisarm. "Wait! The three black sticks!”

Doc stopped. "What about them?"

"My father said that they were keys, that only with them could one enter this strange city in safety.”

"But you do not know how to use them," Doc pointed out "I know. Buit it is possible we may understand,
their use may become clear when necessity arises.”

"True," Doc admitted; "but you see, | no longer have the three sticks.”

"You no longer have - " Her voicetrailed, her eyes widened, and she seemed stunned.
"| gavethem to Monk," Doc told her.

"Oh! Then we haven't - got - them.”

"Areyou gameto go in without the sticks?' Doc asked her quietly.

The young woman looked at the strange metropolis. Then she nodded vehemently.
"My father may bethere" shesad. "Yes, | will go."

TOGETHER THEY went forward, passing close to one of the citadelsin order to inspect the stone at
closerange, thereby noting that the masonry, which at first had appeared smooth, was actualy roughened
with small carvings, tiny and irregular in shape.

"Those marks seem to be intended to represent fish scales of somekind,” the girl offered, small-voiced.
Doc studied the designs, then corrected her. "They're human tegth.”
"What?'

"Teeth! One pagoda was covered with hands, and one with feet. These little fortresses are decorated
with teeth."

"That seems- fitting," Lucile Copeland said dowly.

Observing no sign of life, Doc and his companion went on, reached the wall of the metropolis proper and
found thisaso carved. The designs were not dike, except that al were depictions of articles of clothing
of the type possibly worn by the ancients who had constructed this city.

There were kain rats, eaborate and shawl-like; clumsy looking kasuts for the feet, and numerous other
garment. This sculpturing had been done with exquisite care.

Doc Savage and L ucile Copeland moved to the right, studying the top of the wall, which soon turned.



They now observed at some distance, facing theriver, an eaborate gate. It was high, narrow.

Doc shifted his attention to thewall. The artisans who had scul ptured the ornamentation had used
cunning; despite dl of the roughness of surface, not a single handhold offered.

"Well tackle the gate," Doc decided.

They found the gate to be of peculiar construction, being closed by agigantic dab of stone, which
pivoted in the middle so that it could be closed, but was now haf turned, inviting entrance.

Doc glanced a L ucile Copeland. "Redlly want to chance it?"
"Yes," she nodded vehemently. "My father - he may bein there"

They walked through the gate into the mystic city of The Thousand-headed Man. The pig, Habeas
Corpus, trailed them.

Chapter 20. POWER UNSEEN

ONCE INSIDE the gate, it was asiif they stood in anarrow canyon of stone. Sheer walls arose on either
sde of them, unbroken by loophole or other aperture. These wails doped inward, so that the space
across the top was much narrower than that at the bottom where they stood. This strange dash was at
least a hundred yards long.

"A method of defense," Doc explained quietly. "Besiegers, managing to bresk down the gate, would have
had to pass dong this gash. The defenders could discharge arrows or roll Stones down from above.”

The giant bronze man, attired only in trousers, made afigure as striking as the fantagtic surroundings.
Lucile Copdand kept very closeto him, trembling alittle as they advanced. Doc listened steedily, and
wheded frequently to eye the gate.

But there was no sound, no breath of movement. It was hot in the crack of stone, for the sun was now
high, a superheated, flamboyant orb. Heat waves played strange tricks with the air.

Doc's bare feet made no noise, but the girl's boots, scuffing, caused echoes which came back from the
highwalsin dickingslikebilliard bals colliding.

Brilliant sunlight splashed upon them when they stepped Girt of the crack, dazzling them for amoment
and causing the vista before their eyesto seem unnaturd, like some scene lifted from an unearthly
Gehenna. With their hands they shaded their eyes.

Scintillating splendor lay before them. Its vastness, its stupendous proportions and startling richness, held
them unmoving for the space of seconds asthey stared at the stone ramparts of some of the fantastic
Structures around them.

They were orientd in architecture, these edifices, leaning toward minarets and towers and fanciful eaves.
Colorswere profuse, brilliant, their presence indicating not paint, but inlays of tinted sone. The effects
were gorgeous. The colorsdid not clash, but blended so that the whole of their surroundings merged into
amosaic that was a symphony in color tones.

"So beautiful that it isunnaturd,” said Lucile Copeland inasmall voice.

Doc Savage said nothing, but kept his eyesroving dertly, for there was something menacing, appalling,
ahout the uncanny silence which gripped thisweird, fabulous metropoalis.



"Thequiet!" Lucile Copeland shivered, and moved closer to the giant man of bronze.

Streets opened off to the Sides, water-filled canals running dawn their middle. The water was evidently
diverted into some buried tunnel up the river and conducted to these aguatic avenues.

On ether sde of the canas were wide paths, pitted deeply rather than rutted, indicating the tread of men,
of elephants, but not the passing of wheeled conveyances.

The pig, Habess, kept at their hedls, panting alittle, for the heat was terrific. He seemed not greetly
interested in their fantastic environment.

It became evident that the streets were like spokes radiating from some centra focus, and it was toward
thisthat Doc Savage naturaly tended to move. Since the avenues were not straight, it wasimpossibleto
see what might lay at the centra point, the place where dl of the streets gpparently converged.

"Look!" Lucile Copeland gasped, and pointed.

She wasindicating the carvings on the buildings around them, which were even more unusua than the
designson the far, outlying pagodas and on the block-shaped forts skirting the walls.

These sculpturings were in the likeness of portions of the human body - arms and legs and torsos. They
numbered into the hundreds.

"Theworkmanshipisexcdlent,” Doc said thoughtfully. " The ancient civilization which - *
He stopped. Something had affected the pig, Habeas Corpus.

The shoat had become stiff-legged; the hair on the nape of his neck was upended like adog, and his
tremendous ears were flared as if to catch any sound.

"He sees, or fed's, something,” Lucile Copeland breathed Doc dropped a hand into a pocket and drew
out asmal meta case which had reposed in his clothing throughout his recent meanderings. Opening this,
he extracted severa tiny, metallic globules which might have been bal bearings of stedl.

The girl eyed them curioudy when he passed them to her. "Notice the lever on each, which you can shift
with afinger nail?' Doc asked.

The young woman examined them, nodded, "Y es."

"Those are grenadesfilled with one of the most powerful explosiveson earth,” Doc told her quietly. "If
you have to use them, throw them asfar away asyou can. If one should land close to you, the results
would be disastrous. Move thelittle lever just before you hurl them.”

"Youthink - "
"I don't know. The pig isacting as he did around those pagodas.”

"Do you suppose - " Lucile Copeland paused to shudder, "that he senses the presence of The
Thousand-headed Man?"

Doc Savage observed that the young woman was retaining her nerve somewhat better than wasto be
expected, so he decided not to put a sugar coating on the facts.

"Thereisunquestionably something sinister and terrible behind this" he said. "I am not referring to Sen
Gat and Evall, either. Even they seem to havefdlen avictim to The Thousand-headed Man."



Lucile Copeland looked about, asif the hot, bright sunlight and the gorgeoudy beautiful buildings
comprised the most horrible Sight she had ever seen.

"No human being could have athousand heads!" she gasped. "The one glimpse | had of him was
ghedlly.”

"You think heisthe materia product of some of these oriental beliefsin such ogres?' Doc asked.
Thegirl shuddered. "1 saw him, | tell you.”

"And | will admit that some recent events smack of the mysticism and magic of the orient,” Doc told her,
then gave his attention to Habeas Corpus, saying quietly, "Go get whatever is bothering you, Habeas!"

The pig, however, seemed possessed of no definite idea other than that there was awful terror about
somewhere, for he turned amlesdy, trotting away afew pacesin first one direction then another, asif to
indicate the source of the menace wasamysery.

"I wonder if Habeas could be going temperamenta on us," Doc pondered thoughtfully.

Continuing onward, they trod stone cobbles which had awhiteness of fine pearls. Ddlicate fineness
characterized the carvings on the buildings about them, an exquisite perfection of detail which lifted the
sculpturings to the category of masterpieces.

Signs of ancientness and of the abandonment of the city came occasiondly to ther attention, however, in
the shape of trees - great gnarled jais and gethas - which grew from cracksin the stone, in places having
forced the masonary apart remorselesdly, upheaving the blocks.

They cameto anarrow avenue, low doorways on either side framing ablack gloom. Doc's gaze probed
these apertures.

Sun shadow was remarkably dark, dmost asif ink had been spilled across the white cobbles.
With dectrifying unexpectedness, the pig, Habeas Corpus, began to squeal behind them.

THE SQUEAL Swere shrill, with atearing undertone of terror. So loud were the ominous sounds that
they set up astrident orchestration of welird echoes, a piping and squeaking which seemed to come from
every yawning doorway, minaret, parapet.

"Quick!" Doc rapped.

The bronze man spun and dived back. He sought the cause of the pig's squeals. The multitudinous echoes
medeit difficult.

He doped around the angle in the street which they had just traversed. Habeas must have loitered
behind. The shoat's squedling, and the echoes, made a gruesome symphony in the Strest.

Doc located the spot from which they emanated - alow doorway! He veered toward it.
"Wait in the street!" he directed the girl.

Lucile Copdland, some yards behind, gasped, "But you - "

"If anything turns up, yell and I'll come back!" Doc told her.

Doubling, Doc hurtled through alow door into astone, boxlike room. Thewalls of thiswere perfectly



smooth, devoid of any ornamentation. Opposite was adoor. Habeas seemed beyond that opening.

Under Doc's feet the floor was glassy, here and there cracked by age. The door through which he
dammed headlong was little more than anarrow dit which perforated awall of masonry threefeet or so
inthickness.

The pig's squedling abruptly ceased

The bronze man now found himsdf in gloom, and since he had come from brilliant sunlight the murk had a
double blackness. His hand dapped to a pocket and came away with the compact flashlight. His thumb
rode the button, and the white beam, spurting, made a brilliant platter of luster on the oppositewall.

The disc of radiance legped like awhite ghogt, asit searched for the homely Monk's porker pet.

Habeas Corpus reposed on the floor, dightly to one side of the room center. He was motionless. Eyes
were wide and staring, but there was nothing to show that they saw anything,

Doc did not advance immediately but stood where he was, just ingde the door, and roamed the flash
beam. The light traced around the room.

As he surveyed the stone chamber a cold, shocked amazement moved the giant bronze man, stirred him
until the small, fantagtic trilling sound that was his peculiar property became audible. The weird note
traced a vague s0l0, S0 low-pitched that it could not possibly have been heard in the remote corners of
the cubicle.

The room held no other door. In onewall, midway between floor and celling, wasagrill which might
have been for ventilation purposes. Thiswas made of a stone block, painstakingly drilled with round
holes.

No hole in the grill was more than an inch across. The walls looked solid; so smooth that they could not
possibly conced doorways. Y et something in here had overcome the shoat.

Doc went forward, picked Habeas up and made an examination. The pig was not dead, but seemed
rather to bein the grip of an inexplicable stupor.

Outsdein the street, Lucile Copeland began to cry out in afear-stricken voice.
"The Thousand-headed Man!" she shrilled.
Her voice ended asif shewerein asoundproof box, the lid of which had been closed suddenly.

DOC SAVAGE dived for the outer sunlight. He carried the pig with him. But, having taken two or three
long legps, he knew something unearthly had happened to himsdlf. A lethargy seemed to have gripped his
gigantic muscles, aduggishness which had come without warning.

His knees buckled and he sagged, so that only the jamming of his knuckles againgt the floor kept Doc
from collapsing. He fought to get up. Globules of perspiration stood out on hismetallic skin. His bregth
[abored.

Therewasaquality of ghostly horror in the spell which had seized upon him. Without awarning to any of
the senses, it had come. He had seen nothing, heard nothing.

Or wasthere asound? Therewas! Doc caught it now, vagudly - ashuffling and rustling. It was the same
sound which he had heard at the Pagoda of the Feet; too, the girl had described such anote as having



preceded her seizure at the Pagoda of the Hands.

With motions that had become innately dow, the man of bronze fought for the outer air. Therewasno
pain; hedid not fed deepy. His sensesdid not seem impaired. There was just that ghostly languor, asif
dow, strange desth were settling upon him.

After what seemed an age that he knew could not have been more than aminute, Doc came into the hesat
of thetropica sunlight.

Thegirl wasgonel

Doc moved to the middle of the street, eyes seeking to the right, then left. Nowhere was there atrace of
Lucile Copeland; no outcry, no movement gave a hint of where she had gone - or been carried.

The bronze man began to run as swiftly as he possibly could. A smal boy could easily have kept pace
with him, so duggish were hismuscles.

He breathed deeply, rapidly, and the perspiration soaked such few garments as he wore. The sun on his
remarkably regular features and metallic skin was hot. He threw back his head and the solar glare was
likeaflaming, invisble hand clasping hisfeatures.

After he had run for atime, the ghostly spell dipped away from hissnews, and he traveled morelightly.
Histremendous physique had fought off the unseen power, whatever the hideous thing was.

Looking back, Doc saw that he was leaving wet tracks on the white cobbles, so profusely had he
perspired.

He went on. Soon asmall open space appeared, a spot where streets intersected. In the center wasa
round pool filled with remarkable clear, yet dightly blue weter.

Doc stopped beside the pool, cupped apalm and was on the point of ladling up some of thewater asa
relief from the terrific heat and his own exertion; but he did not touch the liquid.

Instead, he tore a cuff from one trouser leg and dangled it in the water, then placed the saturated cloth on
thelittle parapet around the pool, being careful that the moisture did not come in contact with his skin.

After awhile, the cloth began to turn adark, hideous blue. When he moved it, the fabric fell apart.
Doc needed nothing moreto tell him that thiswas apool of death. With haste, he quitted the vicinity.

THE PIG, Habeas, was Hill dive, but no nearer consciousness than before. With strips ripped from his
own garments, the bronze man rigged ading for the shoat, carrying him over ashoulder.

Down the street was a building ornamented with fantastic, intricate carvings which, from adistance,
appeared to be some unusua type of serpent, but upon dose ingpection proved to be excellent
delinestions of the muscles of ahuman arm.

Doc gave these only a cursory glance, then grasped them and climbed.

He intended henceforth to travel by the rooftops, an avenue which had been closed to him while Lucile
Copeland was dong. She lacked the strength and agility to negotiate the spaces between the structures.

Once atop the roof, Doc looked about, for the fabul ous metropolis was spread bel ow. It was toward the
center that his gaze went. But he was disgppointed; buildings were higher, and cut off the view.



His course led back toward the spot where L ucile Copeland had vanished. Now that the strange spell
was gone; heintended to hunt for her.

A gash of astreet barred progress. Doc drew back, then legped a prodigious distance through space, to
land lightly on the other sde. The power and agility displayed in the legp might have amazed an onlooker,
but the bronze giant was not satisfied, for some of hisusua strength was lacking.

Pausing for atime, he exercised furioudy with bendings and strainings of the muscles, so that perspiration
again flowed and dl but turned into steam, so terrific was the heet of the sun.

His purpose was smple; the heat and the exertion combined to secure the effect of a Turkish bath, an
excellent medium for expelling poison from the human system.

Doc continued. When he cameto the vicinity of Lucile Copeland's misfortune he traveled warily, with
frequent pausesto listen, to use his nostrils searching for unknown scents.

A voice came to him with hair-lifting unexpectedness. "Doc Savage!” it cdled. "Over thisway!"
Chapter 21. SEN GAT'SOFFER

HEARING THAT cdl, Doc Savage knew for surethat his senses had been dulled by the uncanny spell,
for he should have seen the other before the words came.

Sen Gat had called. Thelanky black crow of an oriental crouched on anear-by roof. Crestfallen,
bedraggled, scratched and bruised, he was awoebegone rogue. Remarkably enough, however, hislinger
nailsin their exatic protectors were till intact.

Behind Sen Gat huddled the apish one, Evall. He, also, had suffered rough handling, asindicated by torn
garments and broken and purple skin. If possible, his aspect was more smian than ever.

Doc moved toward them, drawn by curiosity. Neither of the two held aweapon, and there was no one
elsein sght When nearing them, Doc made note of two things:

Firg, Sen Gat's coat pocket bulged immoderately. Second, both men were obvioudy in the grip of an
awful fear, as denoted by nervous movements, protuberant eyes, and sporadic breathing.

Doc stopped, anarrow, canyonlike aley separating him from the pair.

"Cdlingto mewasnot awiseidea," hesad grimly. "I have along scoreto settle with you fellows.”
Sen Gat shuddered; his grotesque linger nailswaved. "Now, listen,” he Sarted.

"WhereisLucile Copeland?' Doc demanded.

"Bukan bagitu!" In his perturbation, Sen Gat cried out in his native tongue. "Oh, no! We have not touched
her!"

"Have you seen her inthis city?'
The other shook his head vehemently. "We have not! By dl of my ancestors, it istrue!™
"Why did you cal to me?' Doc questioned.

JUST HOW great was the terror which gripped Sen Gat was now evident, for he sank to his knees and
madein Doc's direction the meek gesture of taubat, of repentance. The shaking of hislimbswas quite



visble

"Oh bronze man, may the Maik-ul-mauit, the angel of death, take meif | do not speak the truth. Grest is
my terror, bronze man, for death is close upon us, and the only thing that will save usisthat which you
cary."

"Whet isthat?'
"Theblack stickg"

Doc heard thelagt in silence, but in avague way it gave him an unpleasant shock, for it showed that these
two did not know he had turned the sticks over to Monk, hence they had not been in contact with the
homedy chemid.

Monk, then, had not seen Sen Gat; the hideous tracks on the river bank were the only indication of his
fate.

"Give ustwo of them," Sen Gat pleaded. "Onefor mysdf, the other for Eval - so that we may al live."
"Yeah," Evdl putin. "Sen Gat'sgivin' it to you straight, Savage. Them stickswill save us™

"l have no reason to worry about you," Doc said dryly.

"The gtickswill not save you," whined Sen Gat.

Doc eyed the space separating himself from the other two; it could be spanned with along leap.
"Won't save me, eh?" he queried. "Why not?!

"Because you do not know how to use them!™ There wastriumphin Sen Gat's cry.

The bronze man did not change expression. "But you know how to make them serve?’

"Weknow," said Sen Gat

Doc Savage lifted on tiptoe, stared, and discovered there was a square hole in the roof upon which Sen
Gat and Evall stood. This aperture was beside the pair, and Doc could distinguish only the farthermost
portion of it, the part near the feet of the two being cut off by alow parapet

The presence of the opening accounted for the abrupt appearance of the pair. No doubt they had
climbed throughiit.

DOC KEPT hisvoice emationless. "Before we discuss the black sticks further, | must know what has
happened to you two."

Sen Gat and Evall swapped looks. Then, asif by mutua agreement, they shivered.

"It wasincredible," moaned Sen Gat. "Mysalf and my men landed in our planes. We heard astrange,
fluttering sound, then something - inexplicable - happened to us. | became senseless, and knew nothing
until I revived some little time ago in a stone room. Only Evall waswith me. Where my men are | do not
know."

Doc transferred hisgaze to Eval. "And you?'

The apish man swabbed atongue over thick lips. "Well, you know how | gave you the dip on the raft



when Sen Gats planes came over. | poled downstream and landed in that clearing. Sen Gat and the
others came down in the planesto pick me up.

"I was with them when thisthing - whatever it was - got everybody. That'sal | know, until | woke up
with Sen Gat."

Doc saw the pig, Habeas Corpus, stirring on his back, an indication that the shoat had thrown off the
mysterious spell and wasreviving.

"Y ou're leaving something out," Doc told the two men, across the narrow Street.

Sen Gat registered innocence. "'l swear by many illustrious and honorable ancestors - *
"The black sticks," Doc interjected. "Where did you learn of their use?'

The two men squirmed, showed discomfort, but maintained a stubborn silence.

"Give ustwo of the black keysand we will tel you,” mumbled Sen Gat

Acting asif he had not heard that, Doc asked, "What became of my five friends?"

Sen Gat hesitated, eyeing his own overlong finger nails. "How could we possibly know?' he said.
"Y ou should know," Doc retorted shortly. "Y ou seem to be aclairvoyant.”

Sen Gat spread his elaborate finger nails. "'l do not understand.”

"Y ou know | have the three black sticks. How did you find that out?"

Sen Gat ditted hisdant eyes, and it was obvious that he thought swiftly.

"Wedid not know," he cdled. "We merdy tricked you into admitting it"

The bronze man was not deceived, for he knew voice tones, and if any one had ever spoken with
assurance and certainty, Sen Gat had done so.

"Twoliars" hesad. "Just about half of what you havetold meisthetruth.”

SEN GAT wrung hishandsin his perturbation, and his nail protectors made castanetlike clinkings asthey
tapped together.

Evall said something in atone so low that Doc did not catch it, and this moved Sen Gat to dip ahand in
the coat pocket which bulged.

Doc stared at what the fellow brought into view. Jewels! They were uncut stones of moderate size -
diamonds and rubiesfor the most part, with alarge sprinkling of pearls.

"A handful of thesefor two of the sticks!" Sen Gat offered eagerly. "They are genuine - worth afortune!”
Doc was thoughtful for amoment. "Where did they come from?”

Sen Gat hesitated. "That ismy secret.”

"So this place holds such loot asthat?' Doc queried.

"Obvioudy. But will you trade two of - "



"And you knew there was such loot here before you left London,” Doc continued. ™Y ou must have
known it, since nothing e se explains your mad eagerness to reach the city. How did you secure the
information? Maples did not know it - "

Sen Gat squirmed. "1 am anative of Indo-China. For years| was atrader in these jungles.”
"And you had heard of thiscity?'

"Exactly. Many times| had heard of it. | once met aman who had been close enough to see the - the
spot where these jewels came from. | knew hedid not lie. | knew the jewelswere here.”

"How much el se do you know?'
"Nothing," Sen Gat said promptly.
"Another lig"

Crouching dightly, Doc legped upward, his object being to see dl of the roof hole beside which Sen Gat
and Evall stood.

He accomplished his purpose. What he saw handed him asurprise.

A stout suterarope wastied to Sen Gat's ankle, another to that of Eval. The lines extended into the roof
hatch.

TARDILY, SEN Gat and Evall endeavored to move so asto hide the cords from the bronze man's
view.

"Who isholding you prisoner?' Doc demanded.

"Karut!" Sen Gat shouted desperately. "Nonsense! The cords were tied to our ankles when we
awakened, and we could not free them. Thetight knots- "

That wasalie, of course, and Doc Savage was aready backing afew pacesto get room for arunning
legp. Crouching, he set himsdf for the sprint.

On the other rooftop, Sen Gat and Evall threw up their hands. The cordstied to their legs were being
jerked forcibly, throwing them off balance, hauling them down into the hole. Sprawling wildly, both
vanished from sght.

Doc made aterrific legp. Hislanding on the other roof waslight, cat-easy. He crouched, listening.

On Doc's back, Habeas grunted; the pig was conscious. The bronze man's golden eyes wereriveted to
the gperture. In the the roof. Sunlight danted into the room bel ow, disclosing a smooth floor, deek walls,
and adoor. Steep steps led down from the roof to the room.

Of Sen Gat and Evall there was no sign, their mysterious captor gpparently having dragged them out of
the chamber.

Descending the steps, Doc made no more noise than rolling smoke. He ran to the room door and found a
passage; this he traversed.

Darkness pushed in blackly around him. Faint sound - the clatter of feet - came from ahead. Doc put on
Speed.



Thisbuilding - it was not far from where L ucile Copeland had been seized - appeared to be of vast
proportions. The passage angled sharply, then descended. Doc's feet advised him of worn steps. The
sound of movement ahead was a siren decoy.

Unexpectedly, he cameout in along hal.

At the opposite end of the cavernous corridor aray of sunlight spilled through aroof hole. Thismight
have been the beam of atheater spotlight.

In the light stood The Thousand-headed Man!

DOC SAVAGE wrenched to astop. His career had been long, perilous, its course dotted with many
thingsforeign to the experience of an ordinary individud - things hideous, unusua, eerie, even smacking
of the supernaturd. Y et nothing equaled this.

The Thousand-headed Man was avison utterly grotesque. Doc Savage himself wasagiant in Size, yet
this monstrosity before him was even larger - very much as Lucile Copeland had described him.

He had one large head, the same as a human being; but there were other heads; scores, hundreds. Some
were the Size of oranges; others ranged down to the proportions of walnuts. Three protruded from his
forehead above hisbrows,; othersfrom his cheeks, hisarms, the sdes of hisbody. They were like awful
warts.

The sole garment of The Thousand-headed Man was aloin cloth, and this flashed with scintillating
splendor in the dab of sunlight, for it was composed of jewels - sapphires, rubies and pearls for the most
part - interwoven with amesh of yellow metal which was unmistakably gold.

All of this Doc Savage saw in one quick glance, for The Thousand-headed Man sprang abruptly
backward and was lost in the darkness of the room.

Doc dived forward. The pig, Habeas Corpus, fought free of the lashing and dipped off Doc's back; but
instead of fleeing, trailed the bronze giant. He squeded a every jump - the same fear-ridden sound which
he had emitted before. It was as if Habeas had glimpsed The Thousand-headed Man previoudy.

Dipping ahand into his clothing, Doc brought out one of the tiny meta globules of high explosive. He
flicked thefiring lever, threw it. Skidding to astop, he flattened, shoved Habeas down with ahand and
covered hisown features with an arm.

There was aflash; and thunder rocked the floor. Stone blocks moaned and ground together. A part of
the ceiling came down. Rock dust and explosive fumes gushed ablinding cloud.

Doc reared up and ran forward. There was plenty of light now; fully athird of the celling was down. He
vaulted the fallen blocks, eyes seeking some sign of The Thousand-headed Man.

Doc had purposely thrown the explosive dightly short, hoping to stun rather than kill hisfantastic quarry;
but the other had escaped. A dlit of adoor showed by what route.

Putting on speed Doc set out in pursuit. Passages beyond the gperture were long and gloomy. Running
sounds came from ahead. The bronze man quickly overhauled these.

He turned into a chamber which was less dark than the others by reason of ditsin theroof, cracks
probably opened by the weather. The luminance in the room was about equd to that of very poor
moonlight



Doc stopped sharply.

About six feet from him, upright against awall, was afigure. It had the outlines of ahuman being, except
that in addition to one large head there were other heads, sprouting from amost dl portions of the body.

SUBCONSCIOUS IMPUL SES account for acertain number of physica movements, aman will duck
ingtinctively when he sees something thrown at him, or will ward an unexpected blow, before hisregular
thought processes could possibly guide his actions. It was such an ingtinct which sent Doc hurtling
forward, hands outstretched.

In mid-air he made adiscovery. It wastoo late to check hisleagp entirely, but he made no effort to seize
thefigure. He was unable to avoid jarring it with a shoulder, however, and the grotesque thing upset.
Striking the floor it broke into severd pieces, and these rolled noisily on the cobbles.

Thefigure was but a stone image of The Thousand-headed Man.

Therewere other such likenesses, skillfully sculptured, Doc saw as he moved down the wide passage.
The bronze man scrutinized the statues closely, lest one of them be the living figure which he sought, but
distinguished no bregth of lifein any of them.

He was hdfway down thelong chamber when he heard the sinister rustling sound which was significant of
the mysterious spdll of this fabulous metropalis.

Doc wrenched to astop. A smdll, metalic globe of explosive came from his pocket. He threw it.

The blast spurted flame and deafening concussion through the passages and rooms of the stone building.
Severd of the sculptured likenesses of The Thousand-headed Man upset, some bresking, others
remaning intact

The dust set Habeas Corpus to sneezing.
The echoes of the blast subsided after amoment.
The rustling had not been gtilled by the blast. If anything, it was louder than before.

Doc began to retreat. Hisflashlight came out and prodded brilliance, but rock dust stirred up by the
explosion hampered his vison and conced ed whatever was making the gridy noises.

Doc made his backward pace more rapid, only to pull up when the behavior of Habeas gave him
warning. The pig had dtiffened asif scenting something behind them.

Doc tossed hisflashlight beam; it distinguished nothing. The passage was empty, and beyond that the
room where he had first used histiny grenade could be discerned, the floor littered with stone blocks,
sunlight spilling from the celling holes.

The bronze man started to go on and he seemed to stagger. Hetried to catch himsalf and al but fell.

A glumness overspread his bronze features, usudly so expressionless. Hewas again caught in the spell of
the fantastic jungle metropolis. He roved hisflashlight, more dowly thistime, although hetried to make
the gesture swift

The rustling seemed to get louder. Doc found hisideas of whereit came from getting hazy. It drifted from
above, from the sides, the front, everywhere, and it grew louder and louder until its note was asthe rush
of awaterfall.



Habeas Corpus lay on the floor and became very ill.

After awhile Doc Savage also sank to the floor, moved about alittle, and then ceased to stir.

Chapter 22. PRISONER

THE BRONZE man's awakening was dow, merely an ebbing of the phantom unconsciousness which
had gripped him. There was some discomfort, afaint nausea, and avague dullness of mind.

Strangely enough, this stupor departed, and his mind was quite clear before his muscles would respond
to nerve impulses, so that, as he lay there, he was able to think for sometime, to ponder the mystery, to
turnitsanglesover in hismind.

Thought, however, brought no explanation of the riddle. The whole thing was uncanny, and in the light of
sober thought, smacked of theimpossible.

Doc Savage was able to arise after atime and examine his surroundings. A sable blackness enclosed
him; he seemed imbedded in the darkness. His exploration was limited to the sense of touch, and he went
over hisown person first.

He had, his sengtive fingerstold him, been searched thoroughly. His garments, excepting only stout duck
trousers, had been taken away. A dight rawness under hisfinger nails and the nailsindicated they had
been scraped, to remove any chemicals which might have been harbored there.

Hurriedly inserting afinger in his mouth, Doc explored. In the rear of hisjaw he ordinarily wore an extra
tooth, cleverly fitted in place. Thisheld asmall quantity of ingredientswhich, mixed, formed an explosve
of great power.

But the tooth was gone. Whoever had searched him had done so with great thoroughness. His hair had
even been washed, lest it hold chemicasthat he might employ in escaping.

His hands told him that astone wall encircled him. The room was round, and the stones of the wall were
fitted together with such mastery that there was not a crack large enough to admit even afinger nail.

A leap upward, arms extended, proved the ceiling to be nearly ten feet in height. Doc began amore
thorough ingpection of thewdlls, waking dowly, dragging his hands over the stone, pushing frequently
with al of hisgreet strength

There was an opening some seven feet above the floor, an aperture dmost ayard square, and inset with
vertica flgps of stone that were not unlike bars.

Clinging to these bars and thrusting an arm through, Doc found only emptiness beyond and intense
darkness. The livid murk accounted for his not finding the aperture eaxlier.

Grasping the stone dabs, he wrenched at them. They did not givein the dightest, failing evento groanin
their sockets.

Doc continued working. By clinging to the edge of the hole and performing something of agymnastic feet,
he managed to insert his legs between the bars and after some effort to hook his toes together beyond
them. The hold, akin to the "scissors' of awrestler, gave him tremendous leverage

Sinews became hard as metal, writhing and knotting as Doc labored and perspired.

The stone groaned.



Shifting hisgrip alittle, Doc applied more pressure began to swing himsdf from sdeto Sde. Thet did it.

With a sound as brittle as breaking glass, one of the dabs collapsed. After that, it did not take long to
work the ends from the stone sockets so that Doc had an opening which would pass his giant frame.

He eased outside.
ALONG THE intensaly black passage Doc crept, and up aflight of steps.
Sunlight appeared ahead, very brilliant

Doc approached the light dowly, so that his eyes would accustom themselves to the glare. He could see
fairly wal when helooked out.

Before him was a sort of plaza, covering perhaps an acre; and in the center of that was astructure, the
sght of which caused the bronze man to stand motionless for many seconds.

Thiswas a pagoda, too.

Doc reasoned - by the manner in which the streets converged upon it - that it occupied the very center of
the abandoned metropolisin thejungle. Carved hands and feet had ornamented the most outlying
buildings of thisghost domain.

Then, closer in to the heart of the city other parts of the human anatomy had been the decoration motif.
So the ornamentation of this central pagoda was not unexpected.

Doc eyed it steedily.
A pagoda of heads!

Its architectura lineswere not those of the usua pagoda, for the shape of the thing wasthat of a
monstrous, repulsive head. From the head projected other smaller heads by the thousands.

Those small heads explained why Calvin Copeland, the explorer, had been so anxiousto reach this eerie
place - each head represented afortune, as civilization measures wedlth.

They were of gold, possibly not solid, but at least thickly plated, and each forehead was set with an
enormous jewel. The eyeswere gems, the teeth lesser brilliants.

Doc cdculated the size of the heads. They were smdl only in proportion to the pagoda as awhole, hence
some of the jewels - diamonds, rubies, sapphires, emerads, pearls - were enormous.

The opening through which Doc Savage peered was not large enough to admit his huge frame. He went
on, came soon to another and larger aperture, and crouched just within it, listening and using his eyes.

He had come upon atiny ledge of abalcony. Below lay anarrow aley, sone-walled.

Unexpectedly, Doc heard sound, the first noises he had distinguished other than the fantastic shufflings
and flutterings to which this fabulous ruin had given birth. But this sound was as unredl, as hair-raisng as
that other, for it was alow murmuring, a throbbing undertone which grew louder.

The cadence had aregular beat, amonotonous rise and fal. It was not unmusicd, this undulating groan,
yet it possessed aqudity of repellent fearsomeness.

Doc waited where he was, for the noise seemed to be approaching. He noticed that the sun was low,



causing the strange buildings to cast grotesgque shadows. In an hour there would be darkness - possibly in
lesstime, for thereislittle twilight in the tropics.

The monotonous droning loudened, and now that Doc had heard it for sometime, hewas sure thet it did
not have adefinite pattern, atune. Too, it possessed a human qudlity.

The sound was, he redlized abruptly, along chant, mumbled by human voices. He watched closdly for a
glimpse of those who chanted.

Around a corner, some two-score yards distant, a Thousand-headed Man appeared.

Doc gared at the awesome individual. For once, the bronze man was surprised to such adegreethat his
metalic featuresregistered hisfeding.

There was more than one thousand-headed man!

Another appeared, athird, afourth - along file of them They resembled each other greatly. All were
huge, larger even than Doc Savage.

Baanced atop his head, each monstrosity carried abasket The containers were large, possibly
two-bushel capacity. They weretightly woven of rattan, and each bore arich ornamentation of gold and
precious gems. Hinged lidson al baskets were closed tightly.

In the middle of thefile of fantastic, head-studded creatures walked awhite man. The man had long,
uncut hair and a profuse beard; hair and beard were white. His body was thin and wasted, and hiswalk
wasthat of an automaton. The flesh seemed to have melted away under his skin, leaving only bonesand
afew musclesthat were like strings. He stared straight ahead, ahopelessrigidity in his gaze.

The white man was Calvin Copeland, the explorer, but vague indeed was his present resemblance to his
newspaper picture which Doc Savage had seen in London.

A dender stout line of suterawas looped around Copeland's neck. One of the many-headed men held
the other end of the cord, leading the Englishman.

The odious procession approached. Except for the white man, obvioudy a prisoner, thosein the file kept
in step. Asthey moved they chanted, their low, guttura voices mingling in aharmony which rose and fell,
only afew of the words being distinguishable.

This chanting was the sound which Doc Savage had heard. He now tried to identify the words. His
knowledge of languages was vast; he spoke and understood most of the dialects of the orient. This
gpeech duded him partialy, however, dthough certain of the words might be of khas origin, that being
the tongue of the aboriginal inhabitants of Indo-China

Doc stepped back. He flexed hisarms, crouched and straightened to limber his huge tendons; then he
waited.

The cava cade passed below. Doc let thefirst few go on; but when Calvin Copeland shuffled abreast,
Doc leaped.

The drop was nearly ten feet. Doc landed beside one of the many-headed men, lightly and silently.

The bronze man swung afist. The head-studded victim saw it was coming and shrieked, hisvoicea
gredt, frightened bawl. The sound ended asif hisjaws had been invisbly corked, and hefdl on his
heads.



Hisrattan basket rolled end over end across the white cobbles. From within it came a sudden fluttering
and shuffling - the weird sound which before had aways presaged unconsciousness.

Doc hurtled forward. His hands grasped the being who held the sutera cord that ran from Calvin
Copedand's neck. That monster also began to cry out.

Doc wrenched. There was atearing sound, a convulsion among the heads which covered the man's
body, and the hideous appendages came away.

The headswere not redl! They were hideous ittle things carved out of wood and attached to a
tight-fitting garment that resembled human skin.

THE MAN insde the masquerade covering was a huge brown native. Doc struck at hisface. The other
ducked and Doc missed, hisfist grazing two of the orange-sized heads which had merely been glued
above the man's eyebrow.

Doc struck again, stunning the fellow. Then he grasped the man and ran him backward like a battering
ram. For al of hishuge size, the brown native was soft; grasping him was like holding a rubber tirefilled
with warm weter.

Speed had marked Doc's movements. The other figuresin the procession barely had timeto turn. Then
they were knocked from their feet. Their baskets went spinning, and began to give off asinigter fluttering

and rasping.
Gaunt, wasted Calvin Copeland stared, stupefied. With asnap, he cameto life, hislethargy vanishing.
"Run!" he screamed. "Dontt fight them. Run!™

Just to satisfy himsdlf that none of the heads which covered the sirange big men were genuine, Doc
Savage wrenched another skin-tight garment off the victim.

"Theres hell in those basketd" Copeand shrilled. "Run for it!"
Taking hisown advice, the explorer legged it down the alley of astreet.

Abruptly comprehending the man's meaning, Doc Savage set after him. Copeland was weakened; his
gpeed was not greet. The bronze man quickly overhauled him. "Whereisyour daughter?’ Doc
demanded.

Copeland was so astounded that he would have stopped, had the bronze man not grasped hisarm and
propelled him on.

"Lucile- my daughter - here?' Copeland gasped. "Where? Have they got her?”

Doc Savage, not answering, turned his head and looked back, The thousand-headed men were
scrambling to their feet, dashing for their rattan baskets. Not until they had secured these did they rushiin
pursuit.

"Where's the best place to make afight for it?' Doc demanded.
Copeland shuddered so violently that he nearly fell.

"Thereisno such place," he said. "Those devilsrange the jungle for mileson either Sde. Thereare
hundreds of them, al members of the thousand-headed sect.”



"Sect!" Doc echoed.
"A cult of fanatics," Copeland explained. "They worship The Thousand-headed Man.”
"Isthere actudly such abeing?"

"Thereis no Thousand-headed Man," Copeland muttered. "That is only the name of their hideous
mythicd deity."

Chapter 23. THE TERROR IN BASKETS

BEHIND DOC Savage and Calvin Copeland, the worshippers of The Thousand-headed Man set up an
unearthly bawling and shouting, which held a disappointed note, for they were losing ground, being too
fat to run swiftly.

"Watch!" Copdand warned. "There are more of them. They're dl over the city.”
"The gang who had you was my firgt sght of them," Doc said.

"They keep under cover. They're cowards. They have secret passages and hidden paths through the
jungle, and rardly show themsalves."

Doc kept a sharp lookout, and before long stopped Copeland with an out-thrust arm. The bronze man's
eyes had detected movement ahead - it looked as if some one had ducked behind a building.

"What isit?' Copeand demanded. Doc told him.

"Wed better change our course," Copdand groaned. "They'll head us off - surround us with their damn
baskets."

"What's in the baskets?' Doc asked.

Before the explorer could reply, aclatter came from aspot some fifty feet ahead. From adoorway a
basket rolled. Thelid flopped open.

An object fell out of the basket. At firgt, this resembled a coiled rope. It was dive, for it squirmed and
erected itself. The upper portion expanded into a hood.

"Cobra" Doc breathed.

"No ordinary cobral" Copeland choked. "Back, back!" The urgency in the man'stone moved Doc to
quick compliance. They retreated toward the nearest side street.

The cobrawas one of the largest of the species Doc had ever seen. The body of the snake was asthick
as hisown cabled wrist. Thereptile rushed them, and its head made rapid darting movements.

Asthe head snapped forward, afine spray, amost avapor, seemed to squirt from the distended jaws.

"They throw their venom!" Doc said, enlightened. The two men doped down the Side street, Doc helping
Copeland aong.

"They're no ordinary cobras, | told you!" The explorer was coughing, already winded. "They are bred
and raised by these devils who worship The Thousand-headed Man."

Doc steered their course toward a house. "We'l taketo the roofs," he said.



"But that'simpossible,” Copeland gulped. "The space between the housesistoo - "

Hedid not finish, for Doc Savage grasped him, tucked him under an arm asif he were achild, and
mounted, springing to awindow sill, grasping a projecting ornament and going on upward by the use of
one hand and bare feet.

The feat caused Copeland's jaw to sag in astonishment They reached the rooftop and the bronze giant,
gtill carrying Copeland, sprinted to the brink of agap between two buildings.

Copedland screeched, "Youlll fdl - " and the cry ended in a choking noise as they hurtled through space.
They landed safely on the other side.

Copeand could not speak for some moments, so shocked was he by what he believed to be a
hairbreadth escape from death.

Not until they crossed to another rooftop in the same fashion did it dawn on the explorer that the fabulous
drength

"Who - areyou?' he asked in atone that awe made small of this mighty bronze man was capable of far
greater featsthan this.

"Doc Savege."

"Oh!" Copeland pursed hislips. "I've heard of you in England, Indig, Siam - dl over. | dwayswondered
- what you werelike."

DOC SAVAGE halted after atime, lowered the explorer, and swept the surrounding buildings with his
eyes, dert for some signs of pursuit. From where he stood he could see the bgeweled, fabuloudy rich
Pagoda of the Heads.

"My daughter - we're not going to leave without her?' Copeland asked uneesily.

"No," Doc assured him. "But we've got to make some kind of a plan, something to combat those cobras.
How far can they throw their Venom?"

"Not far, actualy,” Gopeland replied. "Only afew yards. But the stuff isnot like the usual cobra venom.
Thisvaporizes. It'smorelike agas. It produces unconsciousness.”

"That," Doc told him, "doesn't sound like cobras."

"The snakes have been carefully cultivated for centuries,” the explorer said earnestly. " These men - these
devilswho belong to the cult of The Thousand-headed Man, are experts. They have a knowledge that
has been handed down for generations.”

Doc consdered this. "There are, of course, occasiona stories of cobras which are able to throw their
venom, but not much credenceisplaced in thetales.”

The bronze man stood erect and his eyesroved the roof-tops, searching for Some sign of movement.
Discerning none, he sank down again, after which Copeland continued speak ing.

"This particular type of cobrawas developed by these Cult-men centuries ago, when this was a populous
city," hesad. "So horrible were the reptiles that the original inhabitants were driven out, and the city left
in the hands of the snake men."

"Which explains how the city came to be abandoned,” Doc commented.



"Exactly. The men of the snake cult have dwelled here since. It is part of their unholy creed that contact
with the outer world, even with tribesin the neighboring jungle, is degrading. They believe dl other than
to be pariahs, unclean beings. The mere presence of an outsider, according to their idess, isa
contamination.”

Doc nodded. "That isthe doctrine of many oriental creeds. The cult system of Indiaisan example.
Certain high-caste Hindus consider the mere touch of alow-caste person, or even the presence of such
anindividud in the neighborhood, athreet to their chancesfor future salvation.”

"For centuries, al outsders have been kept away from thisplace,” said Copeland. "It has been done with
those venom-throwing cobras."

"Will the venom cause death?"
"Only in grest quantities.”

Doc congdered, at the sametime listening. Certain vague soundstold him that their enemieswere
searching the vicinity, and it was only aquestion of time until they would be routed.

"The cobras aretrained,” Cavin Copeland muttered. "Y ou see, the members of the cult have a secret
mixture of jungle berriesand plant bark. They drink the stuff. They mix it with water in which they bathe.
It renders them immune to the cobras.”

"lmmung”

"Itislikeaserum," said the other. "It inoculates them against the vapor thrown by the reptiles, or at least
partiadly so. If the cobras attack them directly, they might be overcome. But the snakes are trained not to
do that."

Doc eyed the explorer. "How doesit happen that you were kept aive?'

"| was getting to that. Y ou see, these followers of The Thousand-headed Man keep their prisonersdive
aslong asthey can. They usethe captivesin training the cobras.”

"Then, when | jJumped them, they weretaking you - "

"Tothejungle," said Copeland. "They intended to release me and set the snakesin pursuit. Thereptilesin
the baskets were young ones but partidly trained.”

"They have done that to you before?'

Copedand shuddered. "Severd times. Eventudly, of course, the venom would have killed 'me. Then they
would have used the other prisoners.”

"Other prisoners?’
"They have many other captives here," Copeland muttered.

DOC SAVAGE received thislast bit of information without appreciable change' of expression. It did not,
however, mean that he was unmoved. The words were agtartling revelation to him.

"Y our wife?' the bronze man demanded.

Copeland tangled his handsinto bony, agonized knots. "Sheishere.”



"Who es?'

"The pilot and mechanic who were with me when | first Sghted this place from aplane. There are natives,
too, some of whom were with me on my second expedition.”

"Where arethey held?’

Copedand pointed across rooftops. " The cells are near where you rescued me. They areround, with
stone-barred ventilating openings. They have holesin the celling through which the prisoners, aswell as
food and water, are lowered."

The bronze man stood erect. "Let'sgo."
Copeland cameto hisfeet, and his knees shook alittle from weakness.
"| cam afraid the cobras would have finished me thistime,” be groaned. "1 am very wesk."

They advanced over the rooftops, Doc carrying Copeland bodily when they had to leap from one roof to
another; the explorer could hardly have jumped his own length. Since Copeland was wasted until his
weight did not exceed a hundred pounds, the bronze giant was not greatly hampered.

Soon an inarticulate, depraved squawl from one of the big brown worshippers of The Thousand-headed
Man apprised them that they had been seen. Shortly after that Doc sighted hulking figures bearing
baskets, and these converged upon them.

A roof coping of small stones came to Doc's attention, and he wrenched severd of the rocksfree,
crashing them together until he had numerous fragments, none larger than haf abrick. With these, he
dashed suddenly in the direction of the nearest enemy.

The staker fled, the grotesque heads of his masguerade flopping in lively fashion. He dropped hisrattan
snake basket in his haste.

"Beastly cowards, dl of them!" declared Copeland. "Worse than their snakes! Y ou should see them
crawl through the jungle, never showing themsalves. That night they raided my camp there was no sign of
men about - just that rustling made by the cobras as they flare their hoods and dart their heads forward to
expd the venom.”

Doc Savage, recalling his own experience at the Pagoda of the Hands, and at the Pagoda of the Feet,
nodded dowly. These cult men must have been at both pagodas near Sen Gat's planes, too; but there
had been no sign of their presence. They were masters of stedlth.

Unexpectedly, the low reverberations of adrum throbbed over the eerie metropolis, to be joined shortly
by another, then several more. Their sound was a conglomerate rumbling, something to raise the hair.

"What does that mean?' Doc queried.
Copeland shook hishead. "Blessed if | know."

The drumming dackened after atime, and shouts pealed Out. The men in many-headed costumes
seemed to become more numerous.

Doc, comprehending some of the shouted words, understood the meaning of the drumming.

"They have summoned their fdlowsfrom thejungle,” he said.



THE DISCIPLES of The Thousand-headed Man seemed content to remain in the background with their
unholy baskets, merely watching the two white men. Doc reasoned that they were awaiting the gathering
of ther cult.

"Should wetry to leave the city, they'd probably rush us now," he conjectured. "Where are these prison
cdls?

"Ahead," said Copeland, and pointed.

The dungeons were in close proximity to the plazalike space which held the Pagoda of the Heads. The
sun, very low now, sprayed itsrays over the jewel-encrusted edifice, with the result that the structure
presented an aspect of shimmering, breath-taking wedlth.

"Damn that pagodal" Copeland groaned. "The gold - thejewedls! They led me here."
"Y ou saw it from the plane when you first Sghted the place?’

The explorer nodded. "Y es. Therewas no sign of life. We naturaly presumed the place was abandoned,
and that the stuff was oursfor thetaking.”

Doc picked Copeland up, sprinted, and was on the point of leaping to another rooftop when he jerked to
astop. He wrenched out one of the rocks which he had brought aong.

One of the strange cobras had reared on the other roof. A brown man had Ieft it there, being too
cowardly to remain himsdf.

The serpent's hood expanded, its head darted; and the thin skin and ribs of the hood, whipping theair,
made the characteridtic fluttering. A faint haze of the stupefying venom appeared.

Doc threw his stone - and the snake, struck squarely, collapsed.

The bronze man did not go to that roof, but carried Copeland to another, circling the now invisible cobra
vapor. Shouts reached them. excited, and guttural. Grotesque men appeared, running to head them off.

"It's dawned on them that we're after their prisoners,” Doc declared. "Wed better step oniit!”

Onceit was necessary to descend into a street, run down it, then climb again to the roof. Soon they
reached along tier of buildings that fronted upon the plazawhere stood the bejeweled Pagoda of the
Heeds.

The roofs of these were of stone, and inset in each was acircular opening not unlike amanhole. Huge,
tapering plugs closed the aperture.

Doc tugged at a plug, but was forced to release it and hurl a stone at a head-studded brown giant who
sought to carry his cobra basket close

Thefellow retreated, managing to dodge the missile.

"My wife- isherel" Copeland gasped, and fought the heavy rock.
Lending aid, Doc got the lid open. A black abyss appeared below.

"Mrs. Copdand!" heydled; and Copeland found himself echoed, "Fayne!™

A dtirring came out of the pit.



Copeand darted to one side and returned with aflexible ladder made out of rattan cables and cross
sticks of jati. Thishad obvioudy been used to pass the captivesinto their pits. The explorer lowered it.

After amoment, hiswife clambered out, her movements agonizingly dow.

IN THE London house of the Copelands, Doc Savage had seen a newspaper picture of Fayne
Copeland, mother of the exquisitely pretty Lucile; but there was hardly the resemblance he had expected.
This specter of afigure dambering from the dungeon had the tallness which had been so marked in the
picture, together with some of the almost masculine competence.

But Fayne Copeland was a ghostly shadow of the woman in the news photograph. Terror and suffering
had marked her features; fear swam like an unearthly shadow in the pools of her eyes.

Doc Savage left Copeland to explain the Situation, and ran on to the next stonelid. Wrenching, he got it
up.

Sen Gat and the gpish Evall clambered out. They stared at the bronze giant; their faces became stark and
they looked amost willing to descend into the cell again.

Sen Gat's sinigter face was tear-streaked. The amazing finger nails on one of his hands had been broken,
which possibly accounted for the tears. The nails had been hisrabid pride.

"Maafkan sahayal" he walled, fear-stricken. "A thousand pardons! When wetried to get the black sticks
from you, it was only because those many-headed devils made usl Thejewesthey gaveus-"

Doc shoved him. " Open the other lidd™
Sen Gat gasped, "Bronze man, save me and my ancestorswill bless- "
"Get amove on!" Doc rapped.

Sen Gat scuttled to the manhole-like cover of another cell and wrestled with it. He seemed amost happy
about it, for he had fully expected Doc to toss him back in the circular sone room. Some of his
satisfaction vanished when L ucile Copeland clambered out of the dungeon which he had opened.

Lucile, not aware of what was occurring, got the ideathat Sen Gat meant her harm. She grabbed the
swart oriental’s most vulnerable part - hisfinger nails - such of them aswere il intact - and pulled hard.

Sen Gat screamed. Two of his nails broke. Then the girl saw Doc Savage, understood the situation, and
released Sen Gat.

The dant-eyed man, eyeing hisruined nails, began to blubber and make hideoudy tearful faces.

Evall took advantage of the excitement to attempt an escape, running to the edge of the rooftops and
preparing to drop over. Sighting severd of the venom-throwing cobrasin the street below, he drew
back, consdered, then dl but fel over himsdf in his haste to help free the other prisoners.

"l wasjust lookin' things over!" he mumbled to Doc, attempting to dibi hisactions.

The bronze man said nothing, but got open another cell. Two men came forth - the aviator and mechanic
who had accompanied Copeland on hisfirgt attempt to reach the ruined metropolis of The
Thousand-headed Man. Their first words reveded their identity.

Other dungeonsyielded natives - brown Maays and swart Hindus - for the most part. These gathered in
afrightened cluster and trailed Doc.



Maples, very thin and reedy, came out of a pit, unharmed.

The gorilldike Evdl got alid open and lowered one of the rattan and jati |adders. When no one
appeared, he leaned down to scrutinize the interior of the cell.

He howled and recoiled, clutching aflattened crimson streaming nose. A fit, flying out of the cell, had
struck him. The owner of the knuckles promptly appeared.

It was the homely chemist, Monk.
Chapter 24. THE JEWELED PAGODA

DOC SAVAGE had recognized Monk even before he came out of the circular opening - recognized his
fi, rather, for it was doubtful if amore furry and knobbed set of knuckles werein existence.

The huge, hairy list was the most wel come sight Doc had seenin many days, since it sgnified thet the
pleasantly ugly chemist was dive and hinted that the other four of Doc's men might aso beintact.

"Monk!" Doc rapped.
"Doc!" Monk echoed, then grabbed Eval. "Man, I'm gonna clean this guy's plough!*
"Later!" Doc told him. "Where are the other four?"

With manifest rdluctance Monk rdeased Eval, turned and indicated other cdlls, then lent ahand at
opening them.

Big-fisted Renny was the next to appear; then skeleton-thin Johnny and Long Tom - somewhat more
palethan usud, if that was possible. Ham scrambled out of the last cell.

Under Ham's arm was a squirming bundle of gristle and coarse hair to which were attached long legs and
wing-sized ears.

"Blagt it!" Ham grated. "Who put them up to throwing thishog in with me?"
"Habeas Corpus" Monk howled, appropriating his pet from Ham.

In the excitement and boisterous pleasure of reunion, danger had suddenly seemed far away, something
of minor consequence. But now an ominous reverberation of drums swept the weird metropolisand yells
went up, the sounds washing like acold rain over thewarmth of their joy.

Doc'sfive men, it became instantly apparent, had no conception of their position. They stared around,
greatly bewildered, and sighting one of the big, brown men in a head-studded costume, started violently
and eyes dl but popped from their sockets.

"Ham, d'you seewhat | do?' Monk gulped.
Ham nodded dowly. "At last I'vefound it!"
"You crazy?' Monk snorted. "Found what?'

"Something with the shape of aman that isuglier than you are,”" Ham said unkindly, unableto passthe
chance for agitating Monk.

Monk took it with awry grin, but made no retort, collaring Eval instead and demanding to know the



nature of the monster with the multiplicity of head.

Evall, being frightened to an ague of Monk'siron-hard fists, jumbled hiswordsin his haste to explain that
the apparition was merdly abig brown man in a head-speckled costume. Doc Savage in the meantime
was busy opening the remainder of the dungeons, getting for his pains severa rogues - amond-faced
Asaticsal - who had comprised the crews of Sen Gat's planes. Renny gave Doc assstancein freeing
them.

"We passed out on ariver sandbar,” Renny explained, "and woke up here!”

Doc nodded. "1 found your tracks. It looked like the crocidiles had gotten you. But the members of The
Thousand-headed Man cult, after overcoming you, must have carried you off. They were clever enough
to leave no tracks. They probably used boats."

The great hullaba oo of drumming had been rampant during the past few moments. Now it subsided
dowly until the clamor died entirely in afew throbbing beats, and from the outskirts of the city came
much shouting. Thisindicated that big, brown men, cdled in from the jungle by the drums, were arriving
in numbers

Monk, finishing with Evall, glanced about thoughtfully, then gpproached Doc and Renny. Monk's shirt
wastightly buttoned to the neck, this being unusua to adegree, since the gpelike chemist had ahabit of
shedding his shirt when afight impended and etiquette permitted.

"Say, theré's aflock of them head-covered guys,” Monk grunted. "They've got us surrendered. Hadn't
we better be doin' things?"

Renny shoved out hishuge figts. "L et'srush ‘em, Doc.”
"We couldn't do worse," Doc told him.

"How come?'

"The cobras," said Doc.

"Cobras?' Renny's stupefied expression, the kindred look on Monk's features, gave proof that they knew
nothing of the venom-throwing serpents.

"Have you two ever heard that old argument about whether a cobra can throw its venom or not?' Doc
asked. "It's about like the question of a porcupine throwing its quills, or not throwing them.”

"I've heard the argument,” Monk admitted. " The snakes don't throw their venom. That argument may
come from the fact that the reptiles strike so quick that the eye - "

"You'l haveto change your idess," Doc told him.
With rapid sentences, the bronze man told of the cobras with which they had to cope.

"Possibly the snakes were originaly avenom-throwing species of which science knows nothing,” he
finished. "Again, the quaity of expelling their poison might have been developed by the ancestors of these
worshippers of The Thousand-headed Man. Since this poison is not like cobra venom of the accepted
type, thelatter belief scemscredible.”

Long Tom, the pale dectrical wizard, came up. "Doc, it looks like they've got ushemmed in," he said.

The bronze man nodded, then did some reconnoitering on his own, finding it asLong Tom had said. On



three sdes, the many-headed men swarmed with their rattan baskets, while on the fourth flank, in the
direction of the jeweled pagoda, there were fewer foes. The enemy seemed to have redlized this, since
natives could be seen moving toward the pagodato reinforce that side.

Doc studied the Pagoda of the Heads, observing the steep stepsthat led to the edifice and the
comparative smalness of the doom. From his present vantage point he could see that the pavement at the
top of the pagoda steps was composed of small, white stones, these apparently being set without mortar,
S0 that they might be loosened readily. These could be used as missiles.

"We can makeit to that pagoda,” he decided.
"Reckon that's our best move," Renny agreed.

They launched the charge for the bgjeweled structure at once, Doc leading, his handsfull of stones. The
otherstrailed him, Copeland, hiswife and daughter keeping close together, thejoy of their reunion not
yet having been dispersed by their undoubted peril.

Evall, Sen Gat, and the others formed a compact group.

Huge brown men yelled angrily as the pagodarush started. They scuttled forward, rage making them
bolder. Loosening thelids on their rattan baskets, they hurled these containers ahead asfar asthey could,
then withdrew.

The baskets opened and cobrasfell out, greetly agitated by the rough treatment. The reptiles writhed
toward Doc's party.

Doc hurled stones, picking off the foremost of the serpents. Monk and the others, finding some of the
cobbles could be loosened with fingers, joined the barrage.

They kept al but one of the reptiles a a safe distance, the exception being a snake which wriggled close
enough to make one of Sen Gat'sfliersdizzy.

"l oughtaleave 'im!" Monk growled, then seized the fellow and guided him along with them.
The pagoda steps were steep, some of the weakened prisoners had trouble with them.

Onceingdethe structure, they found the architecture differed grestly from the pagodas which they had
found in the jungle. There was much woodwork here, tough and tawny jati wood for the most part. The
woodwork was elaborately carved, covered with plates of rare, beaten metals and encrusted with
exquigte brilliants.

No large rooms were insde the pagoda, the edifice being rather alabyrinth of cubicles, passages and tiny
chambers. These wereirregularly shaped, and Doc abruptly redlized they were intended to represent the
cavitiesingde the human head.

" Scatter and hunt weapons" he directed.

OBEYING THE bronze man's order, the gaunt Johnny scrambled up into adlit of a passage which was
possibly some prehistoric architect'sidea of asinus channel. The geologist reached the level of the
head-shaped pagoda's eyes, peered out, and saw that the paved areaon all sides of their retreat now
swarmed with basket-carrying foes.

"Thousands of them!" Johnny breathed, and shivered.



He was suddenly appalled by their predicament, it having come to him that their chances of escaping
were small. They had no redlly effective wegpons. True, there were the stones which they could throw,
but with the coming of darkness, now imminent, they could never hopeto keep dl of the cobras at the
distance of fifty feet or so which safety demanded.

Monk clambered up and joined Johnny.

"Monk, youreachemigt," the geologist said uneasily, "What're our chances of rigging up gas masks
effective againgt this venomous vapor?'

"Sim," said Monk. "I just asked Doc about it. He thinks the blasted stuff takes effect when it touches the
skin, aswdl aswhen it's breasthed. We'd have to cover oursalves al over to be safe.”

Johnny considered this. The fact that he was not spesking with his usua big words indicated how worried
he was.

"Maybe those brown devils wear the head-covered costumes partialy as a protection against the
venom," he stated thoughtfully.

"Likey," Monk admitted.
From below came crashing of wood, rending of timbers, and a clatter asthe wood was piled together.

"Doc isripping out some of the woodwork to build abarricade," Monk explained. "1t may not help
much, but it's giving the others something to do that'll keep their minds off the jam we'rein.”

The two men peered out through the eye-opening and were in time to witness an interesting event, one
which had abearing on past events.

"Look!" Monk exploded.

A brown man in a head-studded costume was dashing forward. Instead of a basket, he carried an
ordinary bow and arrows, together with abit of burning wood. He fitted an arrow to his bow, touched
his brand to the tip, and the arrow began to blaze brilliantly.

He discharged the missive at the pagoda, endeavoring to set fire to the barricade Doc and the others
wererigging.

"Arrow smeared with pitch or somethin'!" Monk gulped.

"I'll be superama gamated!" breathed Johnny.

Monk eyed himin the murk, "What's egtin you?"

"Remember that mysterious flame that dropped out of the sky and set our plane &fire?’

"Do I'" Monk snorted. "Say, that was the strangest - Hm-m-m! Blazes! Why, I'll be a- it was aburning
arrow!"

"Exactly! Johnny declared. "Weturned just intimeto seethe arrow in the air, or rather the flame aone,
for it hid the rest of the arrow. That was what made it so weird."

"But the plane was meta!"

"One of the brown devils must have sneaked out and opened the gas tanks without our noticing. That



would explanit”

MONK AND JOHNNY worked on up into the cranial cavities of the Pagoda of the Heads, hoping to
locate wegpons. They squinted, for it was quite gloomily.

A larger room deployed before them. They stood on the threshold, peering about.
"Hey!" Monk squawled. "L ookit!"

Scattered about the chamber were wegpons - not native arms, but modern hunting rifles and efficient
pistals. No two of these were alike, this indicating the guns had been the property of ill-fated explorers
who had ventured too near thisfabulous city. Thetiny supermachine pistolsformerly carried by Doc's
group were among the assortment.

Strewn on the floor aso were articles of clothing, bits of equipment.

"Glory be!" grinned Monk. "Thisiswhere they stored the stuff they took from their prisoners. What a
break!"

"Supereminent!" Johnny's tongue found big words with therisein his spirits. "This dters circumstances.”

He started forward to gather up weapons. Monk moved suddenly, his hairy hands flashed out, wrenched
Johnny back and down.

Simultaneoudly, the sound of a shot whooped in the room. Rock particles spurted off awall. A bullet,
missing Johnny only by grace of Monk's yanking him away, had |oosened the stone.

"Back!" Monk rasped.

Another shot roared! That bullet aso missed. In the murk of the storeroom, they sighted a shadowy
figure leaping swiftly to get in pogition for more accurate shooting.

"Sen Gat!" groaned Johnny.

"Yeah!" Monk continued hauling the geologist away. "The dant-eyed lug found them guns ahead of usl
Heard us comin’ an' ducked back."

"How arewe going - " Johnny swallowed hiswords and dived wildly for the nearest sairway, as Sen Gat
popped out of the storeroom and endeavored to shoot them down.

Sen Gat had secured one of the supermachine pistals; its bull-fiddlie moan throbbed with ear-rupturing
violence, the bullets - they were the mercy dugs- spattering like raindrops.

Monk and Johnny scuttled further down. An instant later, Doc Savage was beside them.
"What happened?' demanded the giant bronze man.

"Sen Gat - gung!" Monk ground his teeth. " The weapons were stored up there - and our pa found ‘em
fird."

"Sen Gat'sgang!" Doc rapped. "Weve got to keep them from joining their chief!”

With dl the flashing speed of which his bulging trained muscles were capable, Doc whipped back into the
lower regions. In the stress of their predicament, he had let Sen Gat's men range for themselves, since
they dl had acommon interest in escaping from the big brown men.



Doc wastoo late. Sen Gat must have gotten word to hisfollowers before Monk and Johnny came upon
him in the storeroom, for the dant-eyed men, even apish Evall, had mounted to the upper regionsby a

rear passage.

DELIGHTED SHOUTING indicated Sen Gat had his sinister crew united; aburst of firing showed that
he had them armed. They were shootings - not at Doc's party, but from the upper windows at the brown
followers of The Thousand-headed Man.

Many of thesefell, the othersretreating, so that soon the plaza around the pagoda was vacated, except
for sprawled forms of the dain, and afew cobras.

"Savagel" Sen Gat cdled triumphantly. "Do you hear me?"
"Yes," Doc answered.

"Silalah dudok!" Sen Gat laughed loudly " Sit down, please! We are going to be very generous and not
harmyou! Y ou will wait quietly!”

"Themug!" Monk gritted. "He's gonna leave us herel”

Sen Gat evidently heard that, for his harsh mirth cackled again and he said, "If one of you shows his
head, he will be shot!"

"Hemeansit," Doc advised. "Stay under cover."

Big-fisted Renny rumbled, "But hell get away!™

Doc nodded. "We're better off without him."

"But weld be il better off if we had the guns," groaned Long Tom.

There was, however, nothing they could do about that, for Sen Gat posted men at the stairway. Doc,
showing his head for a split-second, drew a storm of bullets which, thanksto his sudden withdrawad, did
nothing but warn them that an attack would be hopeless.

Noises soon began coming from above - clatterings and shouts, besprinkled with gloating gasps of €lated
exclamations. Bits of wreckage spilled from the top of the pagoda, rock fragments and pieces of wood
for the most part; but once alarge ruby fell and rolled down the steps, clinking, glinting in the last rays of
the sun.

Severd of Sen Gat's men swore regretfully at this occurrence.

"They'relooting," Doc decided.

"Uh-huh," Monk grumbled. "Harvesting the gold and jewdl s off the top of the pagoda.”
"Wonder where that stuff came from - the jewds, | mean," pondered big-fisted Renny.

Johnny fingered, with skeleton-thin digits, at the lgpdl of his coat where his monocle-magnifier usualy
hung. This article had been appropriated by The Thousand-headed Man worshippers.

"I made note of the gem mountings,” he stated. " From the weathered condition of those, and the cut of
the jewelsthemselves, it ismy opinion that the stones have been there for centuries.”

"Y ou mean they were put there by the people who built this city?' Renny asked.



"That ismy opinion.”

Doc Savage took no part in the discussion, for he was watching through the narrow doorways, there
being severd of these around the circumference of the pagoda. What interested the bronze man wasthe
actions of the ugly natives with the rattan snake baskets.

There were now hordes of fanaticsin evidence, bardly distinguishable in the dusk, but none of them
ventured within range of the gunsheld by Sen Gat and his party. Mad shouting showed that the
desecration of the pagoda was being witnessed - though not with pleasure.

Abruptly, Sen Gat's men could be heard descending the stairs toward arear door.

Doc and his group promptly seized stones and hurled them but without avail, for Sen Gat's guns kept
them from showing themselves.

They were forced to stand and watch Sen Gat and his party race across the plaza, weaponsin hand,
each man bearing agreat bundle of loot. They headed for theriver.

Monk scowled uneasily asthelast figure vanished in the dusk.

"Now weareinapickle," he mumbled.

Chapter 25. BLACK SHIRT
SEN GAT and his crew were not to walk out of the city of The Thousand-headed Man without trouble.

A vast tumult arose from al around the pagoda, a shouting and besting of drums. Big, brown figuresin
grotesque costumes scampered madly, converging on the fleeing party in such numbersthat they
resembled cinnamon-colored torrents flowing aong the narrow Streets.

Pistols and rifles rapped; superfirers emitted hooting roars. Sen Gat's voice piped shrill orders, and his
men shouted, screams of victims mingling with their cries. And over it al pulsed the drums, the guttura
chanting and howling of the brown fanatics.

But the manner in which the bedlam receded from the pagodaindicated that Sen Gat's party was making
headway in the direction of the river, which swirled past onewal of the metropolis.

"Wonder if we stand a chance of begating it now?" Renny pondered.

Testing that possibility - Doc Savage stepped outside. His appearance was the signa which brought a
swarm of threatening brown figures out into the plaza. These did not venture close, possibly fearing that
those il in the pagoda had guns; but they were present in such numbers, al with rattan baskets, that
escape was obvioudy impossible.

A search of the upstairs rooms, moreove, disclosed that Sen Gat's group had taken al arms, together
with the finest jewel s and the thickest plate from the top of the pagoda.

Calvin Copeland, hiswife, and Lucile stood close together. They had not separated themsalves from
each other sincetheir reunion - asif haunted by the fear that they might be lost to one another again. Even
the peril of the Stuation had not wiped from their features the joy that had come upon their release from
the dungeons.

Doc went to them. "Copeland,” he said.
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"Theres onething we didn't clear up entirely - the matter of the black sticks."
The explorer nodded. "If we had them, we might get out of this."

"| gave them to Monk," Doc explained. "When he was captured, the sticks must have been taken from
him. What were they?"

"The antidote which the brown men use to make themsaves immune to the effects of the cobravenom,”
Copeland stated.

"Y ou discovered its nature?'

Again Copeland nodded. "Y es,on my first vigt to thisregion. Y ou see, when my pilot and mechanic were
seized, there was afight. | caught one of the brown men, and he was carrying a bag filled with herbs and
certain jungle berries. | got that before | was forced to fleefor my life.”

"And you carried it to England with you," Doc hazarded.

"Righto. At the bottom of the bag therewas dso alittle ball of black substance. | naturally believed that
to be the antidote. In England, | experimented with the herbs and berries until | had made asimilar
compound. Out of that, | moulded the black sticks."

Doc considered. "It till seems strange that you told no one of the antidote, or serum, which it more
properly is. You did not even tell of the existence of the jeweled pagoda or the logt city.”

Copeland looked very uncomfortable. "Y ou have been told that | wasill and at timesdightly - er,
irrationd, when | reached England. That was from the effects of the venom, coupled with afever | caught
while making my way back through thejungle.”

"Lucileinformed me of your condition,” Doc admitted.

Copeland shrugged. "That is the explanation. They would have thought me insane. The story wastoo
fantadtic.”

"That was not the best of timing," Doc said dowly.

"I redizeit now," agreed the explorer. "Maybe | was abit off mentdly, or | would not have kept the
wholething asecret. Too, | believe thinking about al those jewd s affected me. | was madly afraid some
onewould beat meto them. | feared some one would stedl the black sticks from me.”

Monk ambled over. His shirt was il tightly buttoned. "Did | hear somethin' about them black sticks?' he
asked.

"Right," Doc told him. "The black sticks | gave you. | presume they were taken from you."
"Wrong," Monk grinned.
"What?'

"| fooled around with the things," Monk explained. "I figured out they were some compound and
discovered that heat would melt 'em to aliquid dmost asthin aswater.”

"What did you do with them?' Doc questioned sharply.



Monk stripped open his shirt, reveding hisundershirt. Usudly, it waswhite silk. Now it was very black.

"I melted the sticks and soaked the liquid up with my undershirt,” he chuckled. "If you want the black
suff, dl we gottado isheat my shirt and wring it out.”

The dapper Ham, who had heard the whole thing, went to the homely Monk, to whom he had not
spoken acivil word in years, and draped an arm around the gpish chemist's shoulders.

"My sweetheart,” he breathed ecstaticaly. "I love you. | love your hog."

DOC SAVAGE went to work swiftly, rigging up afire-making apparatus with sticks, and with
shoestrings from Monk's footgear. Thiswhirled a pointed stick upon aflat dab until the friction crested
hest, then atiny coa that was carefully nursed and fanned until afire was going.

A sheet of gold off the roof, Ieft behind by Sen Gat, was fashioned into a receptacle to hold the black
substance.

They did not work in silence - for there was the shouting of the fanatics outside to keep their actions
company. From agreater distance, in the direction taken by Sen Gat's party, came more subdued
howling. Thislatter bedlam seemed to be dackening - the rapping of rifles, the blare of supermachine
pistols coming with less frequency.

Finally, the shooting stopped entirely.
"Wonder if Sen Gat got away,” Renny boomed.

Maples, tal and thin and silent, had taken little part in proceedings, but now that there seemed some
possihility of escape, he brightened to a marked degree and scampered about, seizing timbers and
smashing them into smaller fragments which would serve asclubs.

"A good idea," Doc told him. "When the men in the headed suits see their snakes are not going to
overcome us, they'll probably get up nerve enough to tackle us.”

Monk's shirt was wrung out, and the black materia with which it was saturated proportioned among the
party. Since they had no idea of the quantity necessary to give immunity to the cobravenom, they divided
it equaly.

"How long d'you supposeiit takes to work?' Monk asked.

Doc, after mulling that over, concluded, "Sinceit isassmilated through the digestive system, haf an hour
might do it. Well wait that long, then giveit atry. One of uswill go out aone and see what happens.”

They waited the haf hour, and when it wastime for the te, there arose an argument about who wasto
be the sub ject.

Doc, by the smple expedient of turning adeaf ear to the others, took the task upon himsdif.

Venturing forth, he approached one of the venom-throwing cobrasin the plaza. The black compound he
had taken had made him dizzy, dightly ill, but had not detracted from his agility or keenness of sense.

Therewas, as he stood within afew feet of the cobra, only adightly greater dizziness, afeding akinto a
mild intoxication. He went back.

"The stuff works," he reported.



They set out. Doc's five men and the more husky of the rescued natives, together with Copeland's aviator
and mechanic, took the outside. For arms, they carried lengths of tough jati wood and baseball-s zed
rocks.

"Toward theriver," Doc suggested.
Monk grinned, "But theresadew of 'em that way. The outfit that chased Sen Gat"

"But they undoubtedly have boats on theriver," Doc pointed out. "If we can get them, that's our best bet.
Wed never distance them through the jungle.”

A great turmoil arose around them. Drums clamored. Big, snuff-colored men, gridy sightsin their
head-covered garments, dashed forward to release their serpents. When the reptiles had no effect on
Doc's party, they seemed stupefied.

"We got 'em guessin!” Monk snorted. "They're used to their cussed snakestakin' care of everything.
When that flops, they kindafed upintheair."

Theworshippers of The Thousand-headed Man undoubtedly held scant liking for physical combat, being
great cowards as Calvin Copeland had said. Only afew ventured close enough to hurl spears or
discharge arrows, and the scant number of these misslesmadeit smple to evade them.

Down narrow streets the retreat |ed. Foes thickened in numbers. Doc, Monk and Renny, the giants of
the pasty, went ahead to wield clubs. Through the howling mob they best their way.

Time fter time, serpents were launched at them. The strange venom had only the effect of making them
dightly nausested. With the clubs, they beat down such foes as came near. A few spears shivered against
the cobbles. They threw these back at the donors.

Renny, swooping abruptly, picked something off the pavement, eyed it and exploded with pet
gaculation. "Holy cow!"

He had found one of the supermachihe pistols.

THE SIGNIFICANCE of the abandoned weapon was soon apparent; the rapid-firer was loaded with
mercy bullets.

Renny released afew moaning bursts, brown men were cut down in drovesto lie unconscious, and a
path was cleared.

Doc and the others advanced. Soon they came upon arifle, then scattered pistols and revolvers.
"Sen Gat didn't makeit!" Renny rumbled. "The blasted snakes got ‘im!™

Doc hadtily gathered the fallen weapons and distributed them. Just why they had not been taken by the
brown men did not puzzle him greetly, for he knew something of the psychology of the orient.

No doubt the servitors of The Thousand-headed Man considered the wegpons contaminated because
they had been in the hands of unbelievers. They could be touched by atrue believer only after suitable
purification ceremonies.

Now that Doc's party was armed, the advance became a smple matter. They pounded through the
murk, shooting only occasiondly.

Copeland and hiswife, weakening, were helped along by the bronze man, a service for which Doc



received alow word of gratitude from Lucile Copeland.

The street widened; it became one of the Venice-like boulevards - down the center of which wasalong
poal filled with sparkling blue water.

"Hah!" Monk made for thewater. "Am | thirsty!"

"No, no!" Copeland yelled. "Those water poolsare dl poisoned! That's just another of their schemesto
keep outsiders away."

A moment later, Doc pointed. "Look! Sen Gat and his men!”

Sen Gat's crew apparently had carried dong such of their crowd as had been overcome, until the venom
of the cobras had findly brought an end to their fight.

The bodies lay in an angle of the street, where Sen Gat's party had withdrawn for their find struggle
againgt what amounted to aremorsaless fate. Occupying contorted positions, not one of the formswas
dirring.

Doc ran forward, stopped some yards from the bodies and wheeled.
"Keep the women back," he called.
Monk ambled up, squinted hissmall eyes at the bodies, and said, "Blazes!"

The worshippers of The Thousand-headed Man had used clubs upon Sen Gat and his crew. Sen Gat,
Evdl, the others - dl were there. Every skull had been caved in.

"Whew!" Monk grimaced. "If anybody ever had it comin', they did. But lookin' & it kinda gets your
ingdes”

Doc made a quick examination while hooting supermachine pistols kept their foes back, but every spark
of lifein Sen Gat's gang had been batted out by aclub.

"Let'smove" hesad.
"Wait." Monk pointed. "What about that junk?"

In the angle of the street where the bodies lay, there was a recess, possibly a door which had been
walled up centuries ago. In this reposed numerous crude, bulky bundles made from shirts and coats,
packages which bulged and here and there had lesked scintillating baubles.

Sen Gat's party had obviously placed the stolen weslth there.
"The stuff off the pagoda,” said Monk. "Whatdo we do about it?"

"Y ou would think of acrazy question like that," snapped the dapper Ham, running toward the fabulous
hoard. He began scooping up bundles.

"These many-headed lugs ain't entitled to it at that,” Monk decided for himself. "Their ancestors probably
swiped it from the origind owners™"

Doc Savage said nothing, but the fact that he helped carry the jewel-and-gold laden bundles showed that
he agreed with Monk.



THEY HAD littletrouble in reaching the river, being forced to discharge only afew burstsfrom the
machine pigtols.

Inset in the river bank were walled setbacks, and these held boats. The craft were kapds, crudely
fashioned dugouts, with their only mesas of propulsion being dayongs, the latter nonetoo efficient as

paddles

The wealth from the pagoda was |oaded into the kapas. They al got aboard, the clumsy oars were
distributed, and they shoved off. They headed upstream, toward the planes.

For atime, the brown men of the cult of The Thousand-headed Man trailed them aong the shore.
Eventudly these were left behind. After that, the paddling showed signs of dackening.

"Step onit!" Doc warned. "If they beat usto Sen Gat's planes and destroy them, were till inajam.”
That danger failed to materidize, however, for they found Sen Gat's three shipsintact in the clearing.

Doc Savage hagtily set about unearthing the motor parts which he had buried. Renny and Monk set
about replacing them.

"Will the planes carry dl of us?' Calvin Copeland asked anxioudly.
"Without any trouble,” Doc assured him. " Sen Gat bought the best type of ship.”

In the distance, drums mumbled and shouts made a vague clamor, an indication that their foes had not
givenup.

Skdeton-thin Johnny, listening, grimaced violently.

"The sght of United Statesterrain is going to afford me profound pleasure,” he declared. "There, things
that happen do not smack of impossible magic - as did that flaming arrow, for example.”

Johnny clambered into the plane. Monk tossed in his pet pig, Habeas Corpus. The others loaded aboard,
engines were started, and they got the planes off.

In wedge formation, they droned over the jungle.

Lucile Copeland came forward and eased into one of the control cockpit seats alongside Doc, who was
handling the stick.

"Father wants meto tell you that we wish no share of that stuff from the pagoda of The
Thousand-headed Man," she said.

"Nonsense!" Doc told her. "It'll be divided into two parts. One of those halveswill be shared between
yoursdlf, your mother, your father, Maples and the other ex-prisoners. The second half will be turned
over to afund to build hospitas and schoolsin Indo-China."

The girl seemed stunned. "But what do you get out of it?"
"Believeit or not,” Doc advised her, "we get some fun out of this sort of thing."
THE END



