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Chapter 1. MYSTERY IN SCARLET

T ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) )

Asfar aswas ever learned, a Seminole Indian dligator hunter named Duck-With-No-Wingswasthe first
to seethe Red Snow. Thefirst to seeit, that is, and live to discussit later.

The Red Snow had appeared before, and had been seen, it developed in the course of time, but the
witnesses had been victims of the scarlet horror and had not been heard from again. Nor had their bodies
been found. It was very fantastic and quite inexplicable.

In the case witnessed by Duck-With-No-Wings, the victims were riding in a canvas boat, one of the
collgpsible kind which hunters carry in their automobiles. Duck-With-No-Wings saw the boat pull across
an open patch of water in the Everglades and into ablack gullet of a creek which ran under the interlacing
mass of Swamp vegetation.

The Seminole aligator hunter admired the boat. Then he noted that the occupants-they numbered
two-seemed to be in agreat hurry. They were stripped to underwear shorts-except that one had a small
package dung about his neck by a string. They were drenched with perspiration. They looked back
often.

Duck-With-No-Wings knew the signs. He had seen before fugitives from the law flee into the swamp,
and they had acted thus. The Seminole drew back out of sight and watched the boat vanish into the
svamp.

Some five minutes later, Duck-With-No-Wings was looking at the muddy trail of abull ‘gator when he
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gave agtart which was very violent, considering that he was a member of a people noted for their
command of facid expresson. He ensconced himself behind a cypress.

The two half-naked men had gppeared again. They were running now, doughing madly through the
morass, struggling out their heartsin the hopel esstangle. Then Duck-With-No-Wings saw an interesting

thing.

One of the fleeting men paused besi de atree which was dead, and from which the bark was pedling. He
reached up and removed the small package which was dung around his neck. This, he shoved under a
scab of bark, concedling it. Then they ran on.

Duck-With-No-Wings continued to watch. He saw no sign of pursuers. But, not long afterward, he saw
something which caused him to drop hisrifle, his dearest possession, into the dime underfoot. And that
meant he was very surprised.

There was no cloud in the sky. It was a very warm December day in Florida. Y et snow had started
falling.
This snow was not white. It was not even a dusty color. Its hue was as red as blood.

ALMOST any one would have been surprised, and Duck-With-No-Wings was no exception. He stared
upward, his round copper face distorted with amazement. There was nothing at al to show from whence
the Red Snow came. It seemed to materidize in thethin, warm air of the swamp.

The flakes were not falling on Duck-With-No-Wings, but they were descending close enough that he
could clearly see that they were flakes. He had seen snow, of course, and he had not the dightest doubt
that this stuff was red snow.

About that time, aseries of awful screams began coming from the spot whence had gone the two nearly
naked fugitives. Their squawling was extremely hideous.

The combination of red snow and fearful shrieks made Duck-With-No-Wings decide he would rather be
dsawhere. But before he fled, he ran over to the tree under the bark of which one of the men had thrust a

package.

Duck-With-No-Wings was an acquisitive soul. He drew out the package. Then he ran with great speed
and did not stop until hewasfar away in the swamp. After adueinterval, he found time to examine the
package. He expected to see money, or maybe jewelry. He was disappointed, no little disgusted.

There were many wrappings of oiled paper around the object in the package. Removed, these disclosed
acube, lessthan two inchesin diameter, of a substance the nature of which defied
Duck-With-No-Wings. It was red-adull, unimpressive carmine.

Duck-With-No-Wings had seen the sedling wax which they sometimes put on letters at the Indian
Agency, and he at first decided this stuff was sedling wax. Then he thought it over, and was not so sure.
The man who had hidden the stuff had acted asif it were extremely vauable.

Duck-With-No-Wings decided to keep the red substance and, if it was valuable, market it. But helet the
marketing endeavorswait. Hewas il alittle terrified by the red snow which he had seen. He talked
about it some, but after the other Seminoles began to ridicule him, he kept silent.

Duck-With-No-Wings sat much by himsdf, thinking of the day when he would go to one of the white
man's towns and perhaps get much money from the red lump which he now carried in the pouch around
his own neck. It was niceto think of such things.



THE police degpartmentsin various American cities were doing some thinking about thistime, too. In
Cleveand, they were thinking about what could have happened to Vademar Svelaska.

Vademar Svelaskawas a plump, pleasant-looking man who, years ago, had designed war planesfor
Germany; but now he was an American citizen, and perhaps the greatest designer of aircraft, aswell as
the owner of alarge plane factory.

He had disappeared, had Vademar Svelaska. Hisfamily indgsted he had gone rabbit hunting with his dog.
He had smply not been heard from again.

There was afarmer who told of seeing acloud of what looked like red snow fal upon the portion of his
fidld where it was thought Vademar Svelaska might have gone rabbit hunting. But this farmer was known
to be something of aspiritudist, afellow who frequently claimed he had seen manifestations. No one
gave hisstory agreat dedl of attention.

It was thought that the famous airplane designer might have suffered amnesiaand wandered away.

H. U. Summervane Lawmer was the next one to disappear. Lawvmer was a gentleman who had the right
to place numerous | etters designating university degrees after his name, and he had just been appointed to
the chair of chemical research in one of the nations most erudite universities. Hewas visting in South
Carolina.

After taking off in his private plane, flying done, H. U. Summervane Lawmer was not seen again.

A fisherman reported seeing a cloud of reddish substance in the sky, and said this seemed to fall toward
the earth and disperse, asif it were snow mdting.

Now it happened that this fisherman was anotorious liar who was aways seeing things, usudly sea
serpents. No one credited his story.

Thiswas unfortunate. The other witness had been afarmer who saw visions. The second withesswas a
confirmed liar. So the Sgnificance of their stories was entirely missed, and thereby was aso missed aclue
which might have saved the world much terror and grief.

In the next week, five more men vanished. All were, colloquiadly speeking, "big shots'; onewas an
international banker, another afamous mechanical engineer, the third a United States senator, the fourth a
noted manufacturer of automobiles, and thefifth an extremdy brilliant young under-secretary in the
United States War Department.

Such isthe phlegmatic nature of the American public that these disappearances did not gain agreet ded
of attention. No one had seen any more red snow.

No one suspected there was a connection between the disappearances. No one dreamed that the
disappearances had a profound importance, that they were of amagnitude vita beyond any importance
of the separate individuasthemsalves.

And then Doc Savage cameto Florida
Chapter 2. THE TRUNK SNATCHERS

DOC SAVAGE saw thetwo fruit peddlers when they first drove up and stopped before the Hotel
Biscayneville, the conservative and not overly large hostelry where he had registered. It was some
moments before he suspected anything. Then, when he did, it wasjust alittle too late.



The peddlers and their one-horse wagons were very ordinary |ooking; scores like them ranged the streets
of Miami, peddling cocoanuts, grapefruit, and oranges. Neither wasit suspicious that the two drivers
should advance and begin talking. They might have been disputing over routes.

They were not. But it was not immediately that Doc Savage became aware of that.

The two drivers were stocky black fellows. However, their lips were not thick and both wore colored
sun glasses of the type not at al uncommon in Florida. These latter two facts were destined to take on
much sgnificance.

Doc Savage neglected to give the peddiers the attention they deserved, because he wasinterested in a
group of haf adozen young men who stood in front of the hotel. Two of these carried large press
cameras. The others had pads of copy paper stuffed in their pockets. They dl looked indignant.

They were newspaper reporters and photographers. From where he stood in hisroom, behind a
Venetian blind, Doc Savage could not be seen by the journalists. He did not want to be seen. He wished
heartily that the newspaper reporters and photographers would go away. He wished that they were not
even aware hewasin Florida

Doc had tried hard enough to arrive in Miami unobtrusively, but an attendant at the airport where he had
left his plane had tipped off the gentlemen of the press, and they had descended like alocust svarm.

Thefact that Doc had ingsted he wasin Miami for nothing more spectacular than to conduct scientific
experiments whereby it might be possible to diminate mosquitoes by spreading a peculiar insect disease
fatal only to mosquitoes, had not satisfied the newspaper men.

Doc Savage, rumor had it, was a man who waked aways in the shadow of peril and excitement, and the
reporters refused to believe he wasin FHoridafor anything so prosaic as scientific experiments.

Doc Savage, the reporters knew, was aman who was devoting hislife to the often thankless, aways
dangerous, and sometimes seemingly mad, task of righting wrongs, of aiding the oppressed, and
of-gtrangely enough-not exactly punishing evildoers, but of causing things to happen to them which not
infrequently moved them to change their ways.

Furthermore, Doc Savage was supposed to be something of a miracle man, amuscular marvel and a
mental wizard. Practically every act of Doc's was supposed to be good newspaper copy. That was why
the scribes were indignant Doc had refused to interview them.

Doc Savage did not like publicity. It was distasteful, for he was agenuingly modest man. Sometimes, it
was dangerous.

Doc Savage took his eyes from the newspaper men and glanced at the two peddiers. His gaze became
fixed. Doc Savage had strange eyesthat were like pools of flake-gold, and now tiny winds seemed to stir
the flakes briskly. He whirled and leaped to his hand bag. He dug out apair of binoculars. Back at the
window, he focused the lenses on the conversing peddiers.

By intensive study, Doc Savage had learned to do so many things, that he was sometimes considered to
have dightly supernatural cgpabilities. Among other things, he could read lips. He read them now through
the powerful binoculars.

The two peddlers were not speaking English, but aforeign didect. Thistongue was one which required
use of the lipsin forming many words. Moreover, the language was one which Doc had studied.

"The bronze man's baggage will be here soon,” said one peddler. "Wewill act then.”



DOC SAVAGE hdd no doubts about himself being the subject of conversation. He gave the focus
screw of the binocularsadight twidt.

"There must be no dip," said the second of the two peddlers, speaking the same foreign tongue. " Our
own lives and thelives of many others depend on the outcome of the next five minutes.”

"Itistrue" agreed the other. "It is even possible that the destiny of much of the world restswith our
success or fallure.”

Doc Savage did not move; hisunusualy regular bronze features did not dter expression, but into the
hotel room there penetrated aweird sound, anot unmusicd trilling which ran up and down avagrant
scae, asound digtinctly ingpiring-unnaturd, fantastic. It might have been thefiltering of awind through a
denuded forest, or the call of an exotic tropical bird. Perhaps the most startling festure was the way the
sound seemed to come from everywhere in the room, yet from no definite spot.

This sound was a peculiar characteristic of Doc Savage, athing he did unconscioudy when his thought
processes were particularly agitated. Just now, it meant that he was surprised. He had encountered many
fantadtic Stuations. But this one was unique.

Two shabby fruit peddierstalking asif the destiny of agood part of the world depended on something
they were going to do. They were quite sober about it, too. And they evidently thought no onewasin
earshot, so they could not be putting on a show.

A little over ascore of yards distant from the peddlers, the party of newspaper men were still looking
disappointed and disgusted and the cameramen were contenting themsel ves by taking pictures of the
Hotel Biscayneville. Traffic muttered on the Street; an airplane made a distant moan, and warm breezes
rattled pam fronds outside the hotel window. It was avery peaceful scene.

A truck rounded the nearest corner. It was not alarge truck, nor arich-looking one. Doc Savage
watched it closdly. It was the vehicle which he had hired to bring histrunks, shipped ahead by severd
days, from the station to the hotel.

Thetruck pulled in to the curb and stopped, amost between the two fruit peddlers carts. Insdeitslarge
van of abody, various suitcases and large trunks could be seen. All the pieces of luggage were plentifully
smeared with hotel and steamship stickers.

Things began to happen.

ONE of the peddlers barked something in his native language. He and hisfellow ran toward the truck.
Both drew, revolvers. There were two men in the truck, the driver and an assistant to help him wrestle
baggage. Both looked at the two peddiers, then displayed excellent sense by putting their hands up as
quickly and as high asthey could.

"Sit very dill," directed one of the peddiers.
Driver and assgtant sat very ill.

Doc Savage whipped away from the shuttered window, ran to his hand bag-the one from which he had
taken the binoculars-and jerked up one of the flaps which separated the container into halves. This
revealed five wegpons which, one not knowing much about firearms, might have mistaken for automatic
pistols.

Doc Savage removed one of these. Just ahead of the trigger guard, he clipped a magazine which
resembled one of the reels on which film for home movie camerasis put up. Lying beside the unique



weapons were five cylinders somewhat over an inch and ahaf thick and nearly afoot long. Doc affixed
one of these to the muzzle of the over-sized autometic device, by apatent coupling.

Going to the window, helifted it without much noise. The two peddiers were searching truck driver and
assistant for weapons. Doc Savage took a deliberate aim.

There was asound as if some one had whistled and then clapped hands once in the distance. Therewas
amogt no report from the unusua gun; it was amachine pistol of Doc's own congtruction, the mechanism
so fashioned that, unlike the ordinary type of automatic and submachine gun, it could be operated with a
slencer. The whistle was made by the bullet; the clap was the sound of the dug hitting one of the

peddlers.
The man who had been hit barked a surprise and jumped, dapping a hand to histhigh.

"What isit?' demanded his companion. Then there was another whistle and clap, and he, too, started and
grabbed a portion of his anatomy.

The pair cackled at each other in their native speech. They stared at smal holesin their clothing, where
the bullets had entered. Apparently thiswastheir first experience with aslenced gun.

Then they returned their attention to the truck driver and his assistant, finished searching the pair. Finding
no weapons, they ran around to the rear of the truck to tug at the gate fastening.

They seemed to have agreat ded of difficulty with the fastening. Fumbling with it gppeared to make them
tired. They leaned againgt the gate. Both brushed hands over their eyes. Then they sat down behind the
truck. Both sighed. Both fell over and to all appearances went to deep.

Doc Savage knocked the Venetian blind aside and threw aleg over the sll. His machine pistol was
charged with mercy bullets, thin meta shdllsfilled with achemica concoction producing quick
unconsciousness. They had been effective on the two strange peddlers.

Down the street, the group of newspaper men had vanished as if some one had waved a magic wand.
They had seen the peddlers guns. Now that the peddlers were down, the journdists thrust heads from
behind pam boles and parked cars; one fat fellow ceased trying to make afire hydrant serve as shelter.

Doc Savage swung out on the window sill and prepared to drop the two stories to the narrow lawn
between the hotedl front and the sidewalk.

The mounds of oranges, cocoanuts and grapefruit on the peddlers carts erupted like volcanoes. From
each cart, three men legped. Their faces were black, but they were obviously not Negroes; the blackness
had the shine of grease paint. Each held a sawed-off automatic shotgun.

Asoneman, al sx leveled their shotguns at Doc Savage and began shooting.

ONCE each day since childhood, Doc Savage had forced himsdlf to go through aroutine of exercises
lasting for two hours-exercises which had not only given him an amazing physique and unusudly sharp
senses, but had devel oped his thinking processes as well.

He had, for instance, made redl's of motion pictures showing the encroachment of danger in al the
manners he could conceive, aswdl as men attacking him in various fashions. He made a practice of
viewing these frequently, giving himsdlf split parts of secondsto think of away out of whatever difficulty
presented, and striving to think of anew way out each time he viewed the scenes.

He dways witnessed these filmsin private, because the procedure usualy struck others as somewhat



glly. But by this device, he had schooled himsdlf to think swiftly in pinches.

Doc was hanging from the window sill by his hands. There was not much room to swing back up. It
would take amoment. Dropping to the ground would be even more foolhardy, for there was no shelter.

But there was another window bel ow, with awindow box holding flowering plants on the sill. Doc

dropped.

Thewindow box broke under hisweight, fdll free, spilling rich black dirt and plants. But it held the giant
bronze man for an ingtant, long enough for him to bundle hisarms about his face and dive through the
glass panesinto the hotel room. He landed ungracefully in a shower of glass.

Shotgun dugs clouted at what remained of the window panes. With aloud ripping, lead came completely
through the thin wall of the hotd. It was aframe building, lightly constructed, and the autometic shotguns
seemed to be charged with two or three large lead dugs to the cartridge. The guns were making thunder
inthe Street.

Doc Savage cameto hisfeet, ran to the door, found it locked, and rammed it with ashoulder. The cheap
wood pand fell off itshinges and let him through to hisright. Outsde, the shotguns still whooped.

From the stairway came ancther uproar, agrunting and squedling punctuated by irregular thumps and
ydls

A pig appeared, tumbling headlong down the steps, squedling with every bump. Thispig wasatruly
remarkable specimen of the familia suidae, having the legs of adog, a scrawny body, a snout of
incredible length, and apair of earswhich might well have been meant for wings.

A man followed the shote, head over hedl's, down the steps, yelling painfully each time he collided with a
tread. The man had lean shoulders and thin hips which gave him awaspish contour, and he was attired in
afashion that was sartorialy perfect-striped trousers, fawn vest and cutaway, and adidodged silk hat
kept pace with his progress down the stairs. Although it looked asif the man was being jarred hard
enough to loosen histeeth, he ill retained atight grip on adender black cane.

Pig and man dammed out on the floor at the bottom of the steps. The man sat up dazedly, then struck
furioudy at the pig with his cane. The shote jumped & just theright ingtant.

The dapper man got up, gave his cane awrench, and it came apart, disclosing that it was asword cane
with athin, flexible blade. He made purposefully for the strange-looking pig.

A voice bawled from up the stairs, "Y ou touch Habeas Corpus and I'll tear an arm off you, Ham!"

The dapper "Ham"" yelled, "Monk, you come down here and you'll get the same thing that your hog is
going to get!”

Thisgot aroar from upgtairs.
"You heard me!" squawled "Monk." "Lay off Habeasor I'll tieknotsinyou!"
"Theinferna hog tripped me!" Ham shouted back up the stairs. "1 think my back is broken!"

"You'll be pogtiveit's broken if you touch that hog!" Mont promised. "Anyhow, | saw what happened.
Y ou kicked at Habeas and fell down the stairs.”

Ham waved his sword cane and screamed, " Come down here, you missing link, you awful mistake of



nature! I'll hollow you out and stuff you with pork!"
"Just asyou say, brother!” Monk bellowed, and came bounding down the Sairs.

The man was aphysicd freak with dl the characteristics of abull ape, being hardly more than fivefeetin
height; dmost equally aswide, and with arms someincheslonger than hislegs. His pleasantly homely face
was composed mostly of mouth.

The only stitch of clothing he wore was a sheet, out of which he had fashioned aloin cloth. Water
dripped from the rusty bristles which studded his smian frame, indicating he had just jumped from a
bathtub.

Both Monk and Ham seemed to see Doc Savage for thefirst time. They gaped at the bronze man.
"What's the fireworks outside, Doc?* Monk demanded.
DOC SAVAGE said, "That remainsto be learned,”" and whipped toward the lobby and the street door.

Monk and Ham followed him, trailed by the pig, Habeas Corpus. Monk was Lieutenant Colonel Andrew
Blodgett Mayfair, and dthough there did not seem to be room for more than a spoonful of brains behind
hislow forehead, he was admittedly one of the greatest living industrid chemists. Ham was Brigadier
Generd Theodore Marley Brooks, who was perhaps the most astute lawyer ever to pass through the
portals of Harvard.

They were dways quarreling, these two; no one could recal one having addressed acivil word to the
other. One not knowing them could hardly conceive that they were the best of friends, that each had
more than oncerisked hislife to save the other.

Associated with Doc Savage as assistants, bound, to the bronze man by a common love of excitement,
was agroup of five men. Monk and Ham were two members of that group.

Doc Savage, once ingde the lobby, went flat on the floor as ashotgun burst dapped glass out of the large
lobby window. Monk and Ham sammed down beside him. A shotgun roared again.

They took a chance and looked outside. Three of the men who had been under the fruit in the carts were
using shotguns. The other three were clambering inside the baggage truck.

"They're after your baggage, Doc!" Monk grunted.

"So it seems," the bronze man admitted.

"Why?" asked Monk, whose voice, in repose, was smal and childlike.

"l cannot imagine," Doc replied.

Ham squinted at the bronze man. "Y ou haven't been cooking something up, Doc?"

"Certainly not,” Doc told him. "This came out of aclear sky. | haven't the dightest ideaof what it is
about."

Monk grunted noisly and fished insde the folds of the sheet from which he had made his breech cloth.
He brought out two metallic eggs which he had grabbed when he first heard the shooting.

"I'll lay one of these out there and see what effect it has," he said, smdll-voiced.



He sailed the grenade through awindow from which the glass had been shat, it hitapadm treein just
exactly such away that it caromed under the rear of the baggage truck and burst.

The gunmen with the black grease paint on their features promptly whipped compact gas masksfrom
under their coats and donned them.

"Hah!" Ham sneered at Monk. "A lot of good you did!"
"Hah!" Monk jeered back at him. "Watch and see!"

One of thetruck attackers stepped boldly into the acrid cloud of gasfumes, seemingly confident that his
mask would prove effective. He got a surprise. He seemed to double up with a great sneeze which blew
the mask mouthpiece out of histeeth. An ingtant later-and the other two working in the truck rear began
to sneeze and redl about. In their agony, they tore their masks off.

"Hah!" Monk nudged Ham "What do you think of that? My own specid product, that gas. Thereisnt a
mask made that is effective againg it."

"Rats" Ham said. "Look!"
Thetruck attackers were running away.

THREE attackers that were blinded were helped by the three that were unaffected by Monk's gas, and
these six codperated in carrying the two who had been dropped by Doc Savage's mercy bullets.

Monk, greetly excited, bounded out with some idea of making an attack. The pig, Habeas Corpus,
followed him.

The black-faced men whirled suddenly, firing, and Monk flopped back, but the pig Habeas, was not so
lucky. He spun over and over, obvioudy hit by abullet, and began squeding.

Monk emitted an angry roar, but could do nothing, not even reach the pig. The black-faced men had a
touring car waiting around the corner. They reached it, and the machine moaned away.

Still roaring, Monk lunged to his pig. He made aquick examination. Greet relief came over hissmian
face.

"Leg nicked," hesad. "Let'sget them guys."

Doc and histwo men ran to the corner, stopped a car, gected the surprised driver, and gave chase. But
an old and entirely sufficient dodge defeated them; those in the fleeing car opened alarge carton of
big-headed roofing nails on the pavement, and these punctured dl four tires of the pursuing machine.

Doc drove into a service station to have the tires replaced, and they walked back to the hotel.
"Onething sure," grumbled the small-voiced Monk, "whatever they were &fter, they didn't get it.”
Ham eyed Doc Savage. "Were those fellows Negroes, Doc?'

"No," said the bronze man. "Neither were they Americans.”

"No?' Ham fingered his sword cane.

"They dl had high cheek bones and a certain set to their eyes," Doc reminded. "That would indicate they
wereadl of onenationdity.”



The pig, Habeas Corpus, hobbled to meet them, and Monk, seizing upon his pet, bore him off for
bandaging-also to dress himsdlf, for, robed in the sheet, he was the center of all eyes.

The pig wastrailed by aswarm of newspapermen and photographers, and for the next five minutes, Doc
Savage was the center of averba méée asthe journdiststried to get storiesfor their papers.

When Doc Savage explained that he had no ideawho had made the attack on the baggage truck, or why
it was made, they naturdly did not believe him. Hetried to tell them that he had cometo Floridato
perfect adisease fatal to mosguitoes, but thisonly got alaugh.

The police arrived, and Doc repested to them the same story. He was asked if his baggage held anything
of especid vaue, and he explained that it had been packed in New Y ork with scientific equipment and
shipped some days before, and had been lying inaMiami station since. He added that he was entirely at
alossto explain the affair.

This satisfied the police, for they had a hedlthy respect for the man of bronze and his methods.

Thetruck driver and his assstant, unharmed but shaky, carried the trunks and bags inside the
Biscayneville, then departed, having had an experience which would doubtless furnish them conversation
for along timeto come.

The newspapermen gave up questioning Doc Savage and went off to turn their soriesin. It wasagood
yarn.

"Therell be more hot stuff, aslong asthisDoc Savageisin town," one scribetold hisfellows. "Trouble
and this Doc Savage have away of finding each other.”

THE bronze man perched on one of the large trunks while a hotel maid swept up glasswhich had been
shot out of the windows by the mysterious raiders. Monk and Ham waited until the maid departed,
Monk had rigged his pet pig up with bandages and tied him to the bed. Then Doc Savage spoke.

"Thereis something behind this," he said dowly. "Those men wanted my baggage. | do not know why.
Perhaps, if welooked through the stuff, a reason might suggest itself."

"Anidea," Monk grinned.

The bronze man began shifting the trunks about, handling their not inconsiderable weight with a
casuaness which gave indication of the tremendous strength in his great frame. Hetipped one of the
trunks on end. He became perfectly ill, rigid.

His gtrangetrilling note, the fantastic sound that ran up and down the musica scale without adhering to a
tune or without seeming to come from any definite Spot, came into being, persisted for abrief interval,
then betook itself away into nothingness.

He put afinger on the trunk end and said, "L ook!"

Therewas around puncture through the metd ease of the trunk, and through the wood reénforcing, a
hole perhaps three-eighths of an inch across.

"Bullet!" Monk bresathed.
"Must have been shot into the trunk when they were trying to get the baggage,” Ham added.
Doc Savage eased the trunk down and fitted akey inthelid.



"It is possible the raid was staged to fire this shot-rather than seize the baggage, as we concluded,” he
sad.

He opened thelid.
"Blazes!" Monk exploded.

There was a man insde the trunk-the body of aman, rather, for the bullet had made awound in the
center of the skull, which had not bled extensively.

Chapter 3. RED IN THE RING

THE dead man wastal-they removed him from the trunk to examine, that they might be sure hewas
dead-and he wore clothes which were wrinkled, yet tailored of expensive cloth and not badly worn. He
had abald spot on the top of his head, back of where the bullet had entered; there was atypica Florida
tan on hisface, thetan of anative, and over the bridge of his nose was a pae strip, while other pae
streaks ran directly back from the corners of hiseyesto hisears.

"Wore shdll-rimmed glasses," Monk said dowly. "Wonder where they are.”

The glasses, it developed, were insde the man's coat. in one of his pockets was asmdl flashlight; inthe
other pocket was aflat bottle and an object wrapped in wax paper.

Doc Savage uncorked the bottle, tested it with hisnostrils, and said, "Water." He unwrapped the wax
paper and found a peanut-butter sandwich. When they looked in the trunk under the body, they found
other wax papers which had been around sandwiches.

"The fellow has been in the trunk sometime," Doc decided quietly. "He entered prepared for a
considerable stay"

The apish Monk scratched his bullet of ahead. "But how did he get in there? The lock was not broken.”
"Almogt anyone can pick atrunk lock such asthis," Doc reminded.

"But hewaslocked in," Monk pointed out.

"Which means some one helped him," Doc agreed.

They rolled the dead man over in order to get to his hip pockets, and as they did so, there was a clatter
and an object rolled across the floor. Monk reached down to pick it up, then jerked his hand back
hetily.

"Hisfadsetesth," he muttered.

The dead man had worn a complete set of upper molars. Doc Savage dropped a handkerchief over
them, lifted them, then indicated with afinger.

The portion of the platefitting against the gums was covered with what looked like alayer of red wax.
Thisdid not cover the whole formation of the false teeth, and looked asif it had been molded in place
with afinger.

"Guessthey didn't fit him and he built them with sedling wax," Monk decided aoud.

Doc Savage tucked the fa se teeth in the upper outside pocket of the dead man's coat, the pocket
commonly reserved for ornamental handkerchiefs.



"Was hekilled recently?* Ham asked.

"Within the last half hour,” Doc replied. "That means while the raid wasin progress on the truck, he was
shat."

They continued examination of the dead man's pockets, and camefinaly to the left hip pocket. It held a
billfold, and this, opened, yielded one of the identification formswhich are usualy found in new hillfolds.
It hed been filled out:

Prof. Casson Adams,
7242 Hord Cliff,
Miami, Florida

Monk squinted small eyesat Doc Savage. "'I'm going to ask asilly question. Do we look into this, or do
we?"'

"Wedo," Doctold him.
Monk sighed, asif agreat |oad had tumbled off his shoulders.

"l was afraid this Floridatrip would redly turn out with us spending dl of our timetrying to give
mosquitoesthe influenzaor something,” he said. "Now it looksinteresting!”

Ham scowled at him and snapped, 1 wonder wherethis FHora Cliff is?

"A city red-estate map should show us," Doc said. "Wewill rent acar.”

"I guess!'ll leave the hog here to convalesce,” Monk decided.

HALF an hour later, Monk waslooking a Fora Cliff and rdieving himself of aloud snort.
"Hord Cliff!" he grimaced. "They should call the place Aroma Hats."

He pinched hisflattened, much-broken nose between afurry thumb and forefinger.

Therewas odor intheair. It was avery distinctive scent. It was remindful of abonfire fed with old
overshoes, rags, and now and then afistful of sulphur. An added touch was atang similar to cooking
cabbage.

Sand was dl about them, here, and there looking asif it had been played on by a preposteroudy huge
child with ashovd, for there were deep grooves, aswell as mounds which bore no smilarity in
formation.

Almost the only vegetation growing on the dunes was pametto, and this, in spots, was too thick to permit
convenient passage. But more often, the sand was bare.

The fantastic and unpleasant odor, while it was not strong, seemed to have permeated everything in the
vidnity.

The car which Doc Savage had rented, asmall touring, attacked the sand which the wind had hegped
acrossthe beach trail. The exhaust ternately pounded and sagged asif engaged in aterrific struggle,
then, with afew violent jerks, the machine came to a stop haf across asand drift.



Monk got out and |ooked under the car and saw radius rods and front axle buried in coral particles.
"Lookslike we ride shank's mare from here," he grunted.

They got out and went on. There was asharp wind off the seg; they could hear the noise of waves
breaking and it was like agreat mouse playing in abox of loosaly wadded paper. The wind buffeted their
ankles and occasiondly their hands and faces, with sand particles; it pushed the weird odor into their
nostrils, making the aroma seem doubly oppressive.

"Two bits sayswe're on the wrong road," Monk complained.
"Look!" Ham pointed.

Barren as was the waste of sand, rather ancient-looking signs, nailed to stakes, were sticking up at
intervas. These bore the names of streets, streets which had existed only on the maps of imaginative
real-estate dealers. The legend on one said:

7100 Block,
Hord Cliff.
"The number werre hunting is 7242 flora Cliff," Ham added. "It is probably over that next dune.”

Monk looked at the next dune, which was thick with pametto, and snorted, "A swell place for ahouse
with anumber!"

They continued advancing and Doc Savage, not speaking, however, pointed out the fact that the barren
road had been used recently, for there were footprintsin the sand. Most of them were obliterated by
wind driftage, athough here and there they stood out plainly. At points, there was evidence that wheeled
conveyances used thetrail, although infrequently.

The men topped the dune and stopped.
"What did | tell you?' Ham asked.

They had cometo awall. Onceit had been an impressive, carefully constructed thing of stucco, but the
stucco had falen away and the bricks beneath had cracked their mortar and in places had fallen to the
sand. The barrier had aheight of eight or nine feet.

Standing atop the dune, they could see athicket of scrawny pamsinside thewall, and beyond that, what
seemed to be a once prepossessing house which was now in astate of dmost fantastic disrepair. Gaping
holes, where thetiles of the roof had fallen in, were visible, and stucco had scabbed off such of thewals
asthey could see.

" Spooky-looking joint,” Monk muttered. "Built during the boom, then | eft to go to seed.”

Thetrail through the dunes angled around and led them to agate. Thiswas an affair of rusted iron bars
which formed an ornamentd grille that was not unimpressive, but boards had been nailed on theinside.

Monk tried to find a crack in the planking. He looked surprised.
"What d'you know!" he bregthed.

Ham scowled a him. "What isit, you missing link?"



"Canvasnailed ontheinsde," Monk muttered. "L ooks asif we were not supposed to seein.”

There was abell cord hanging beside the gate, an iron handle secured to its end, and Doc pulled this. The
cord broke and the handle came away in hisfingers; there was no sound but the rotten chug of the cord
bresking.

Monk took another 1ook through the gate and added, " The canvasis not new. Looks asif it had been
there afew weeks, anyway."

Doc Savage cdled sharply, in avoicethat carried far: "Hdlo insgdel”
The sllence which answered might have been that of desth.

DOC SAVAGE moved to theright, sank alittle and leaped upward, catching the crest of the wall.
Bricksloosened in rotten mortar, gate way, and et him back to the sand. He tried again, and thistime got
on top of thewall.

He surveyed the interior for amoment, then helped Monk and Ham to clamber upon thewall. They dl
looked, over theinterior.

Pam trees and semitropica bushes had once been planted with some adherence to alandscaping plan,
but had grown untended, interlacing into amiserly jungle which straggled like agreen festering around the
decrepit mansion, forming a setting which made the house somehow like an animal, once hedlthy, but
which had strangled in the surrounding canker. They began lowering themselvesinside.

There came a clatter from their |eft, near the foot of thewadll. It was atiny sound.
"Hey!" Monk grunted. "What wasthat?"'

Doc Savage shifted to the left, strange flake-gold eyes downcast, searching. He cameto asmall
depression in the soft sand. He hesitated. Then he dipped bronze fingersinto the sand and sifted,

exploring.

The object which he brought out gave off brilliant reflectionsin the FHorida sunlight.
Monk peered closely, then let along breath of surprise make ahissing through his teeth.
"Boy, oh boy!" he gasped. "Did somebody throw that at us?'

Doc Savage rolled the thing he had picked up in the cup of one bronze palm. It was aring, ddlicately
feminine. The band was of white gold, the portion around the setting of platinum, and the stone itself was
ablue-white diamond something near the Sze of apencil eraser.

"Whered it come from?' Monk's eyes started to range the decrepit mansion-then, as Doc Savage made
adight gesture, hefell to eyeing the diamond ring again.

Doc had turned the ring over so that the inner band, the portion under the setting, wasvisible.

The space between the gem and inner surface had been stuffed with a substance which resembled red
sedling wax more than it resembled any other common substance. A bit of tissue paper immediately
under the diamond kept the red materia from showing through the facets of the stone.

"Hey!" Monk exploded. "That red stuff-remember the fal se teeth of the man who waskilled in the
trunk?"



"There was some of thisred materid sticking to theinsde of the teeth!™ Ham breathed.
"It looked like the same thing,” Monk amended.

Doc Savage made no comment. The bronze man's weird flake-gold eyes were ranging over the pocked,
shabby walls of the strange abandoned mansion in the sand dunes.

So unexpectedly that it was startling, Doc's fantadtic trilling came into being. It had a hastened, imperative
qudity, and might have been the product of the wind which was sucking at the sand under their feet.
After an excited moment, the sound was gone.

"Get out of here!” Doc sad grimly. "Do it asquickly as possblel™
Monk and Ham rolled their eyesto see what Doc had sighted. They discerned nothing.
"Run!" Doc said, and the word was an imperative command.

Monk and Ham both received an impatient shove. They began to run, not knowing why, but sure Doc
had heard or seen something. They prepared to scramble wildly over the wall.

Then they stopped suddenly.

A MAN had appeared on the wall. He had come up from the other side, silently, with an dmaost uncanny
ease and lack of noise. He was not especidly tall, and he was lean-bodied, with thin arms and legs. His
thinness was not that of emaciation, but rather that of a cat made lean by much hunting. He wore golf
knickers which were very large and ballooned out above his knees, making him look somewhat
ridiculous.

His gtriking characteristic, however, was his head. It was a head large beyond normal proportions, with
no vestige of hair upon it-no mustache, eyebrows or lashes, the top entirely shiny and bald.

The eyeswere bulging under their lids, somehow like halves of ripe blue plums stuck upon thefacewith a
narrow knife dit in each so that the purplish meet of the fruit showed through benesath. The mouth was
unnaturdly smdll, itsdit sseming scarcely larger than one of the eyes, and looking, too, alittle like them.

His skin wasjet, amazingly black, except for the back of one thin hand, where the black had been
rubbed away, showing that it was grease paint covering skin of adefinitely yelowish hue,

In both hands, the newcomer held large eectric light globes. These were more than two-thirds full of a
liquid which had the color and consistency of coffee. Over the bottoms of the bulbs where the glass point
projected-they were of an old-fashioned type-adhesive tape had been plastered.

"Y ou will each lie down on your backs" he said quietly.

Monk dropped words from a corner of his oversize mouth. "Dac, this bird wasn't with the gang who
made the trunk raid, was he?'

"No," Doc Savage said.
The weird-looking man on thewall held out histwo light globes.
"Two of you understand something of chemistry,” he murmured. "L ook &t these closdly.”

He spokefluidly enough, but hisvoice was shrill, dmost aflute piping.



Doc and histwo companions eyed theliquid in the light bulbs. They said nothing.

"The bulbs arefilled with chlorine," offered the man on thewall. " Of course, you can seethat it does not
have the true greenish-yellow color of chlorine, but that is because certain other chemicals have been
added to make it more effective.”

Ham breathed, "Will chlorine hurt aman?'
Monk said, "For alittle while. Then you croak. Remember, they used it in the War."
The man on thewall lifted his strange weapons. Hisweird, flute voice was grim.

"| trust you do not think | am being dramatic,” he piped. "1 can hit you with these bulbs, and you will die.
Or you can lie down on your backs."

Monk began, "I can get to my machine pistol-"
"No," Doc told him. "Do asthisfdlow says. HEs not bluffing.”
They lowered themsdlves to the sand, then lay down on their backs.

"Now," piped the man on thewall, "you will each scoop up handfuls of sand and pour it over your eyes.
Y ou can shut your eyesfirgt, of course. | merely do not wish you to seewhat | am doing."

Reluctantly, Doc and his men scooped up sand.

DAME FORTUNE isavagrant, unreliable hussy, and Doc Savage had long ago ceased to rely upon her
entirely. But occasionaly the wench did make an offering which was not to be spurned. She made one
now. As Doc dug down for sand, hisfinger tips encountered half a brick which had evidently toppled
from the wall months ago.

He dug up the brick, threw it. If he stopped to think, it was for no appreciable interval.

The black-faced man on the wal was on hisguard, but it did him little good. The brick hit himin theface.
In throwing, Doc had sacrificed force for accuracy, so the brick did not kill the man. It did bowl him off
thewall, however.

The fellow showed aremarkable presence of mind and threw both his light bulbsinside the fence. Then
hefel in the other direction.

The bulbs landed not more than a dozen feet from Doc and his two men. They burst with squishy noises.
Greenish-yelow vapor spread, swirled in the wind, came toward Doc.

Ham had bounded up from the sand. Monk followed him. But Monk was howling angrily. He had piled
sand on his eyes before Doc threw the brick fragment, and some of the particles had gotten under the
lids

Doc seized histwo aides and rushed them away from the spreading chlorine. There was only oneway for
them to go-toward the house.

Ham started to bear toward the south end, the most convenient corner.

"The other one!™ Doc rapped. "There isaman with agun a one of the windows on that Sde. Saw him
just before the other fellow appeared on top of the fence. That iswhy | wasin such ahurry to get out of
here."



They doped around the house corner-and were instantly the center of aswirl of striking, swearing men.

The attackers-they al had black grease paint on their faces-were coming out of aside door. Nearly haf
adozen were a hand, and the door was spitting more of them. They seemed confident of their numbers,
for they piled upon Doc and his men, bare-handed.

Nor wastheir confidence too greatly misplaced. Doc Savage went down; even his tremendous strength
was not proof againgt four pairs of armsleeching to hisankles. He began to club with hisfists. Men
moaned, screamed, fell away.

Thewind was carrying the cloud of chlorine toward them.

Beyond the chlorine menace, the man with the big blackhead climbed shakily back atop thewall. The half
brick had started hisface leaking red strings down over his shirt and golf trousers.

He screamed something. It wasin aforeign language-the same tongue spoken by the two fruit peddlers
who had led the raid upon the truck bearing Doc Savage's baggage. Then the man changed to English.

"Get the thing they picked up from the sand insgde thewal!™ hefluted.

HIS words seemed to redoubl e the violence of thefight as the wearers of the black grease paint sought
to overcome Doc Savage, Monk and Ham. Seven of them had set upon Doc now and, clawing and
gtriking, sought to hold him, only to succumb, in rgpid succession, to blowswhich they hardly saw at all,
so swift was the ddlivery. In no case did the bronze giant hit aman twice. He picked his spots, and each
terrific fist impect felled an assallant.

"Useknives!" shrieked the man on thewall. He was pawing scarlet off his hideous, hairless countenance.
"Shoot them!"

Onetried to take the leader's advice, and with athin splinter of sted in hisfist, lunged in upon Doc
Savage. The bronze man did not shift position, except to throw out an arm with a speed which made it
gppear to vanish in mid-air so that the hand, when it regppeared, was fixed upon the knife wielder's
wrid.

The bronze man moved casudly and the knife wielder shrieked asif he were dying, instead of having his
am merdly digointed.

Ham 4till retained his sword cane, and was using it as briskly as close quarters permitted. He made no
attempt to run hisfoesthrough, or induce fatal wounds by dashing and cutting. Instead, he merely
pricked with thetip of the blade, which was coated with a sticky compound for thefirst Six inches of its
length. And after afew seconds, the men who had been pricked began to weave on their feet.

"The blade is poisoned!" aman screamed.

"Get the thing which they picked up ingdethewall!" shrilled the bald black man who had been hit with
the brick.

Three grease-painted fellows hit Doc smultaneoudy. The sand gave poor footing. He was upset. They
clawed at him. One, purely by accident, tore open one of Doc's coat pockets, and it chanced that into
this same pocket he had dropped the ring. Thering fell out. A black-faced man seized it.

"It'sthe Space girl'sdiamond ring!" heydlled.

"Run!" piped the man on the fence. "The chloring!”



The hideous chlorine was amost upon the men asthey began to run. They left Doc Savage and histwo
aides, and seemed not to care what happened to their own fellows who had been overcome in the fight.

MONK, still quite blind from the sand in his eyes, had been lunging about, striking at random, and now
he accidentdly hit Ham, knocking the siword-cane-carrying lawyer sorawling.

"That was no accident!" Ham shrieked unreasonably.

Doc shoved Monk, getting him in motion, and Monk struggled and tried to strike back until it dawned on
him that he was being manhandled by Doc. Ham aso reared up on hisfeet.

They headed to the left, toward the wall. There was no shooting. For the moment, action had suspended
while every one escaped the chlorine.

Asit devel oped, the recesswas hardly necessary, for an air current caught the chlorine asit piled dong
the sde of the house, and the stuff backed up, was swept toward the roof and away, disspating itsdlf in
the brilliant sunlight.

The man with the big, hairless head had vanished from the wall during the excitement. The others had
doubled back and entered the house.

Doc Savage reached the wall, gave histwo aides ahand over, then crossed over it himsdlf.
"The man with the big head dropped outside the wall," Ham rapped. "Let'sget him!"

But Doc Savage was dready whipping along the wall toward the spot where thefelow in golf knickers
must be lurking. Ham followed. Monk, eyes as yet not functioning properly, sumbled dong clumsly.
Ham came back, grabbed Monk by the short hair on top of his head and guided him roughly.

"Ouch!" Monk groaned.
"Y ou will dough me by accident, will your Ham hissed.

Ahead, Doc had reached the corner. He thrust his head around, ready to draw back instantly; but the
bald quarry was not in sight. Footprintsin the sand showed where the fellow had run, in the opposite
direction, dong thewall.

Doc followed them. Ham camein hiswake, still leading Monk urgently by the hair.

They stopped when they heard avoice. It was the flutelike tone of the bald man, calling to thoseinside
thewall.

"Areyou sure you got whatever it was they picked up?" he piped.

"Surel" some one bawled. "Thering-"

"I do not think it wasthering," cdled the grill voice. "Thering has no importance-"

"There's some stuff that looks like red wax under the diamond!” the man insde yelled back.
Thechief piped dhrill cursesin hisforeign tongue.

"So that wasit!" hetrebled. "They have the secret and are trying to passit on to this Doc Savage!”

"It must have been the girl!" yelled the maninside.



"Of course!™ piped the other. "Go quickly and make sure she has not freed hersdlf.”
Ham came up dongside Doc Savage where the bronze man crouched beside the wall.

"Thisisgetting involved,” he breathed. "That red stuff seemsto be the key to some mystery. And they're
holding awoman prisoner.”

Doc nodded dowly. " She must have seen us come over thewall and threw thering at usto get it in our
hands."

Monk, making horrible grimaces, dug the last of the sand out of his eyes.

"Just what in blazes do you reckon we're gettin' into?" he asked mildly. Then he shot a startled look at
Doc. "Say, that guy they killed in the trunk was-"

"Was evidently trying to get to us secretly,” Doc said, finishing Monk's thought.

"But how'd he know about the baggage at the depot?' Monk pondered. "How'd he know about us at the
hotel? And why didn't he come himsdlf, instead of hiding in atrunk so he would be carried there?”

"It looks asif some one has been keeping very close tab on our movements,” Doc said.
They were cregping forward now, seeking their hairless quarry.

Monk muttered, " Say, you remember that red stuff sticking to the fal se teeth of the guy in the trunk? It
looked like the same materia that wasin the ring. Now, | wonder-"

Whatever Monk wondered, it never became clear. They heard a clatter, a scratching, and knew the man
with the monstrous head had vaulted over the wall into the compound.

Chapter 4. THE FOUR PEDESTALS

DOC SAVAGE whipped into violent motion, lunging upward and over the wdll, poising only an ingtant at
the top to note the lean figure of the chief of the black-faced men racing for the ruined mansion. The
bronze giant landed lightly on the other sde of the wall.

Monk and Ham cameto life. Frantic, thinking the bronze man had exposed himself to shotsfrom the
house, they jumped up wildly and hung half over thewall. Then they redized Doc had not acted without
thought. There were scrubby pams near thewall here, and their oversize bolesfurnished a shelter into
which the bronze giant had dready flung himsdf.

"Cover mel" Doc caled to Monk and Ham.

Monk grunted understandingly and pawed a machine pistol out of agpecid underarm holster which was
padded so that its presence under his coat was hardly noticesble. He leveled the gun and pulled the
trigger. It moaned; the gector ran out brass empties. Bark and miserable pam fronds showered onto the
sand as the mercy dugs searched for the hairless man.

But the fugitive had gained alittle headway, and he flung himself prone, wriggled ahead, and waslost in
the tangle of untended tropical shrubbery.

Ham, retaining his grip on his sword cane, got a second machine pistol into operation, directing the
stream of dugsfirg a one of the manson windows, then another. His gun, and the one wielded by
Monk, were duplicates of the weapon to which Doc had attached a silencer and dropped the two fake



peddlers back at the Hotel Biscayneville.

Doc Savage was working forward through the tangle of palms and thorny shrubs. He could hear the bald
man ahead of him, scuttling fast.

"Ark!" avoice cdled from the mansion. "The basement window!"
"Those two devils on the fence?' questioned the flutdlike voice of the hairless man.
"They cant hitit, Ark," said the voice. "But you better step!™

Doc Savage put on speed. He camein sight of the basement window just in time to see the golf-hosed
legs of hisquarry disappearing inside. Then, in the basement, a man saw Doc and bellowed profanely.

What might have been athick-walled sted pipe of small diameter jutted out of the window. Itstip
acquired aflickering red spear-point of flame. The wegpon was an autometic rifle of military caliber and
itsroar volleyed through the compound.

Doc Savage had rolled behind apam which, after the fashion of pamswhen stunted, was extremely
wide near the ground. The tree shuddered, and dead |eaves |oosened and fluttered in thewind. A
copro-nickel-jacketed dug came entirely through the bole. More followed. The bole began to split. Sand
gushed and stung. The racket wasterrific.

Moving very carefully, because he had to keep thoroughly sheltered, Doc Savage removed aflat metal
case from benegth his coat. The velvet interior of thiswas recessed for half a dozen objects which might
have been pigeon eggsimitated in stedl. Doc extracted an egg. Therewas atiny lever projecting fromiit,
and he shifted thiswith athumb nail. Then he flung the egglike object-not directly at the basement
window, but at aspot some twelve feet to the side.

Therewas aflash, brilliant even in the intense FHorida sunlight, and a shock which convulsed the earth
noticeably. Sand bloomed up in avast mushroom. The near wall of the old mansion weaved. Grest
cracks ran up through the flying débris and sand. A portion of thewall fell outward, showing theinterior
of aroom.

Fragments came showering down and the wind whipped the dust away; bricks clattered and settled;
more of the house wall fell, together with a portion of the ancient roof tiles. Then there was silence,
except for swearing of the men ingde the house. The basement window was covered with a part of the
ruptured brick wall.

Doc Savage ran forward, legped mightily, and wasinsde the fantastic old mansion among the sand
dunes.

PLASTER ground under the bronze man's feet as he lunged across the room. Dust swirled in agtifling
pall. There had been an army of empty packing cases dong the outer wall and the explosion of the violent
little grenade had heaped them against the opposite side of the room.

Doc shoved some of them aside and tried the door. 1t was unlocked and he went through. Therewasa
hallway beyond. Down it, avoice came.

"Get the damned girl!" said the voice. "Get them dl together. If this Doc Savage talksto them, it'll bejust
too bad!"

"She'supdtairs,”" said another voice. "I'll bring her down.”



They were excited, maybe alittle deafened by the explosion, and did not realize how loud they were
speaking.

Feet pattered on steps; aman. He sounded as if hewerein ahurry, and he was going up.

Doc went forward to intercept the footstep sounds. He came through a door into ahallway. Against a
wall stood open boxes which bore the admonition, "' Glass-Handle With Care," but which held military
automdtic rifles, fully assembled, and ammunition clips, loaded.

The bronze man's eyes roved over the weapons, his characteridtic trilling came into being, ebbed and fell
for aningant, then sank into inaudibility.

The gunswere not of American manufacture.

There was afumbling at adoor to the rear. Doc managed to get behind it before it opened, and the panel
shielded him as aman appeared. Beyond adoubt, it was the fellow who had been dispatched for the girl,
and hewas cautious. Instead of dashing through the door, he cannily shifted to the side and looked
through the crack by the hinges. He saw Doc.

"Look out!" he shrieked. "That bronze devil-"

Then Doc Savage got hold of the man's neck, and the fellow's voice ended in astrange fashion, asif his
vocal apparatus were aloud-speaker, dectricaly controlled, on which the volume knob had been turned
off suddenly. The man became limp, yet his eyes were widely open. He seemed to be parayzed.

Doc leaned down the stairs, and from his lips came aremarkably perfect imitation of hisvictim's voice.
"Look out!" heydled. "That bronze devil isaround somewhere!”

The voice characterization held dl the perfection Doc Savage had been able to master by long and
intensive study. It fooled those below.

"You'retdlin' ushesaround?' snarled one. "Go on and get the girl, you dope!

Doc lifted his captive and bore him toward a stairway which led upward. The size of the bronze man was
made startlingly apparent by comparison with his prisoner. As he mounted the steps, he continued to
grope at the back of the captive's neck with corded bronze fingers.

He was doing something which had taken him, even with the profound knowledge of surgery and
anatomy, along timeto perfect. He was completing the induction of astate of paradyss, merdy by
exerting pressure on certain upper pind nerve centers.

The captive was entirdly helpless, when Doc Savage lowered him to the second-floor corridor, and
would remain so for sometime. Doc listened.

Below, there was swearing, men moving about, and the fluteike voice of the chief giving orders. A
section of wall, weskened by the bomb blast, fell noisly. Monk and Ham had silenced their machine
pistols, and probably were watching for targets.

Doc began opening doors-and behind the third one, found the girl-the Space girl she had been called,
when the black-faced men were shouting about the ring with the red substance under the diamond.

SHE wasasmdl girl, so small that &t first glance she seemed to be achild. It was not until she shifted
position, and the shadow of the chain no longer fell across her face, that the maturity of her featureswas



evident. At that, she could hardly be past twenty.

Shewasadoll, exquisitely proportioned, with hair that was like streaming honey, lips and eyes that
would have delighted an artist, and anose that had the dightest bit of retroussé. She moved again and the
chaindinked metdlicdly.

There wereredly two chains. One, the lighter, was padlocked around her dim waist, and its end was
padlocked into alarger chain which ran up to a hole which had been torn in the celling, where it was
secured around a beam. There was awindow across the room, and by stretching, she might have
reached that. It was open atrifle for ventilation, and was not boarded up on the outside, as were most of
the windows.

She stared at Doc and words came past her lips like frightened things.
"You got thering | threw?" she demanded

Doc moved to her side, and so silent were hismotions that it seemed he was not treading the floor at all.
He grasped the chain. It was not a cheap chain, but an aloy, very strong.

"They got it away from meagain,” hesaid.
"But how could they?" the girl murmured. "Y ou are Doc Savage?"

"Do not be slly" Doc began to tug on the chain, and his arms seemed to become tremendous beams,
rigid and metalic. Y ou seem to have me overrated.”

The girl shuddered. "They are afraid of you, more afraid of you than of any living man. | have heard them
talking. They have been keeping track of you. They were scared when you cameto Florida. They did not
believe you came to exterminate mosquitoes, or whatever it was. They were afraid that you had heard of
them and their plan.”

She had spoken rapidly. Doc Savage ceased tugging on the chain and, reaching up, extracted a tiff stedl
bobbie pin from her hair. He inserted thisin the padlock and began to probe.

"l saw you through the window," the girl said. "'l threw thering. | was afraid to cry out. One of them was
outside the door of thisroom."

Doc said nothing. The bobbie pin gritted, scraped.

"Where Is Cass?' asked the girl. "Didn't he come with you?'
The pin rasped in thelock, seeking the tumblers.

"Y ou mean Professor Casson Adams?' Doc asked.

"Yes" shesad. "Hewas going to try to reach you. He was going to hide himself in one of your trunks. It
was the only way. They were watching you. They had bribed the telephone operator in your hotel to cut
theminon dl cdlsyou made. Cassthought the trunk was the only way. He had heard that your trunks
were here. They knew that. The only chance for adip was that they might have been watching the
trunks"

The clipped rapidity of her speech made her long recitals seem short.

Doc withdrew the bobbie pin and carefully bent it. The padlock was no ordinary variety, but oneusing a
meachined key which entered from the bottom.



An automatic rifle racketed downgairs, the moan of one of the mercy-bullet-firing machine pistols sawed
out like atitanic bullfiddie. A man downgtairs swore, "Damned if they ain't makin' loopholesin the wall!
Hey, you upgtaird”

Doc again imitated the voice of the man who had been sent for the girl, bellowing, "Aw, keep your shirt
on!"

"Shakeit up!" roared the one below, deceived again. "Get that twist down herel”

Thegirl looked a Doc Savage, dowly, asif noting the absence of wasteful gesturesin his movements,
and the metallic repose of hisfeatures. He had not looked at the door since entering and seemed
concerned with but one thing: getting the padlock open.

"| guessthey were justified in being scared of you," she said. "But you can't pick the padlock. It ispick
proof. They told me so."

With a snicking of tumblers, the lock came open. Doc caught the chain asit came loose from around her
dender waist and lowered it to the floor so there was no réttle.

"What isyour name?" he asked.
"NonaSpace," shesad. "Didn't Casstdl you?"
Doc guided her toward the window.

"Well drop to the ground and run for it," he said. "I'll carry you, because | am wearing a bulletproof vest
and that will shield you somewhat. My two assistants will cover our break."

She began struggling violently, not trying to get away so much astrying to stop him, to keep him from the
vicinity of thewindow.

"But what about the other two?' she demanded.

ONE of her exquisitdly smal hands dipped toward the lower regions of the old mansion asshe said,
"other two"- and Doc Savage stopped suddenly.

"Who arethey?' he asked.

Her small mouth came roundly open. It was one of the few feminine mouths which Doc had seen that
retained its attractiveness when open.

"Didn't Casstdl you?' she asked.
"Prisoners?' Doc questioned.
"But Cass should have-"

Doc grasped her arms above the elbows and lifted her until only her toes were on the floor, and the
pressure of hisgrip caused her to grimace alittle.

"Professor Casson Adamswaskilled,” he clipped. "They raided the baggage truck carrying thetrunk in
which hewas hiding. They shot through the trunk. Professor Adams had identification in hisbillfold which
gavethisas his address, and we came out to investigate. We did not know what it was all about. We ill
do not know. Who are these other two persons you are talking about?’



The girl's head went back and a stark whiteness crawled up from the crumpled collar of her frock and
flooded her features; her lips moved, but no sound came, and the moving lips did not form wordswith
sufficient clarity to permit reading.

There came aloud yel from below. It held impatience and rage.

"What the hell, up there!™ it howled. ™Y ou dead, or something?’

Doc faked the voice of the man sent for the girl, and called, "Aw, | had trouble with the lock!"

But feet were clump-clumping the stair treads as one man came up to see what was causing the delay.

Doc Savage leaned close to the window. Hislips moved, yet the words he spoke did not seem to come
from hisvocal cords, but rather from a spot below in the pams which thicketed the yard. It was good
ventriloquism. The wordswere not English, but syllables of aguttura tongue which would have baffled an

expert on languages.

It was Mayan which he spoke, language of alost civilization of Centra Americawhich had rivaled that of
Egypt. Doc and his aides had mastered the tongue for use in Stuations such asthis; asfar asthey knew,
no other individua in the so-called civilized world could comprehend it.

Monk answered, aso speaking Mayan.
Doc sent the girl toward the window.

"My two menwill cover your flight,” he said. "Drop out of thewindow and get over thewal. I'll find the
other two prisoners.”

Doc did not wait to see what she did, but spun toward the door. The man coming up the stairs was near
the top. Doc scooped up achair, carried it with him. He reached the door and got it open just asthe man
on the stairs discovered the unconscious fellow who had been sent for the girl.

The man yelled. Doc threw the chair. The man's yelling turned to screaming and hefdll down the airs,
making agood dedl of noise. From below, abedlam of shouting went up. The man hit by the chair piled
up on thefirg-floor landing and did not arise.

At Doc's back, the girl cried out, "Theres aback stairway! Maybe we can reach the other two! I'll show
you where-"

Doc spun on her, and rapped, "I told you to-" Instead of finishing, he pitched back into the room.

The hairless chief of the black-faced men-the one addressed only as Ark-had come through adoor in the
rear of the room. He must have mounted the back stairway of which the girl, Nona Space, had spoken.

ARK wasrunning acircle, so that he was between the girl and the window. He held arevolver, an
extraordinary wegpon with aremarkably large barrel. The snout of the gun seemed nearly aslargeasa
.20-gauge shotgun.

He aimed the gun a Doc and it went off, making far less noise than might have been expected, and
kicking so dightly that it barely jarred his hand.

Therewas aterrific crash against Doc's chest, and his giant bronze frame was smashed backward asif it
had become suddenly fragile. The smultaneous flash set his eyes aching. The concussion rendered his
earstemporarily inactive. Coat and vest were torn completely from his chest, coat deeves had ruptured,



and the skin was dit. The underside of hisjawsfelt asif they had been wiped clean of skin. He hit the
floor with stunning force.

Ark amed again, ddiberately. His gun was some specid type not on the market, firing explosive dugs.
Only the excellence of Doc's bulletproof vest had saved him that first time. And now Ark wasaiming at
his head.

There was aworn rug underfoot. Doc clawed up bunches of it in his hands, pulled. It was an old gag,
and Ark thwarted it by sprawling down deliberately on the rug so that he would not be upset. But his
next shot was delayed a moment.

Doc lunged up with the rug and flung it forward like a sheet. At the sametime, he doped aside.
Ark fired. Hisdug blasted ahole in the wall that aman could have crawled through.

Ark was till between the girl and the window. Shetried to run around him. It looked asif he saw her
under the rug and threatened her. Frightened, she retreated. She dived through the rear door.

There was adescending flight of stairs, rather narrow and she ran down them, looking over her shoulder,
caling out something. What she caled, Doc could not tell. He was till deaf from the concussion of the
explosve bullet againg his chest.

The bronze man legped for Ark, intending to trample him under the rug.

Men topped the main stairway, coming up from below. Ark started shrilling muffled commands under the
rug. His satellites charged to hisaid.

Doc Savage could hear only the loudest of sounds. He could bardly see, and only when the newcomers
actually appeared was he aware of their arrival. The bronze man was not unduly reckless; he took terrific
chances, it might seem-athough to him, they were not chances, for he knew his own ability, knew what
he could accomplish in the face of agiven set of circumstances.

Occasondly there was adip-asin thisinstance when Ark had been widlding apistol loaded with
explosive dugs. Nine hundred and ninety-nine out of another thousand timesit would have been an
ordinary pistol, and Doc could have gotten to him before Ark learned of the bulletproof vest. A man
shooting in haste rarely picks a head for atarget.

Doc retreated. He wasin no condition for afight against such odds. He reached the rear door, got
halfway down the airsin an upright position, then because he was gtill dazed, upset and toppled the rest
of theway.

At thefoot of the airswas alittle square halway with doors on three sides. As Doc was heaving dizzily
erect, the farthest of these doors popped open.

Monk and Ham appeared. Each held his machine pistol with both hands. The guns had agood ded of
recoil when firing fredly.

"The girl?" Doc asked, and hisvoice was strange.
"Haven't seen her,” Monk grunted.

Doc Savage seemed not to hear.

"Thegirl?* herepeated. "Whereis she?"



Monk redlized then that something was wrong with the bronze man's hearing. He shook his head violently
to indicate he had not seen agirl.

AN ingant later, men began firing from the top of the stairs, and Doc, seeing splintersfly, shoved histwo
men outsdeinto the brilliant sunlight, following after them.

Monk peered at Doc and muttered uneasily, "Y ou hurt bad?"
Doc was watching hislips and read the query.

"Pain and shock isall,” hesaid. "I am deaf asarock. Cannot tell how long it will last. The girl came down
the sairs. She must have gone after the other two prisoners.”

"Other two?' Ham questioned.

Doc was not looking a Ham. He did not get the interrogation.

Ham got around in front of Doc, pointed &t hislips and repested, "What other two?"
"There seem to be two other prisoners,” Doc advised.

Ham hosed astream of mercy bullets up the Stairway, his manner as casud asif he were presenting a
point of evidenceto ajury in acourtroom. He drew back and got Doc's attention to hislipsagain.

"What'sit all about?' he asked.
"That," Doctold him, "isgtill apuzzle

Somewhere in the house, awoman began screaming. Monk and Ham, dectrified, stared at Doc for
commands, then redlized the bronze man had not heard the shrieks.

"Girl-screaming!” Ham gasped.
"Wewill goin,” Doc said. "But tekeit easy."

The bronze man got out one of the tiny grenades-no shock could explode them until the little detonating
lever was actuated-and tossed one up the stairs. There was a roar-and plaster, lath and splintered
timbers came plummeting down the steps.

"I didn't even hear that," Doc shouted. " Show me the spot where you heard the girl screaming.”
"She's dtill screaming,” Ham said, and plunged inside.

Doc and Monk trailed the dapper lawyer. They tried one of the doors at the | eft of the square rear
hallway. It was locked. Doc caved it in by kicking it with one foot.

The girl stopped screaming suddenly, asif she had been gagged, or something worse.

Monk and Ham could hear many sounds of rapid movement. Strangely, the men with the black grease
paint on their faces seemed to be concentrating in the basement.

Doc broke open another door. A flight of stairs gaped below. They were shot at. Monk and Ham
streaked mercy bullets back. Then two explosive bullets from Ark's unusua gun ripped the stairsto
fragments.

Doc Savage ran into another room and rolled one of his grenades out on the floor. It exploded and



ripped a considerable cavity down into the basement. Much dust was stirred up. Doc waited until it
settled. Then he dropped down into the basement.

The basement seemed to be divided off in rooms, and this onein which they stood was clean and white
with new paint. But its neatness was not the only interesting festure.

There were four pedestalsin the room, waist-high affairs rigged of stout timbers. There was something on
these pedestals, something almost as large as small automobiles. The exact nature of the objects could
not be ascertained, due to an enveloping canopy of canvas, which was tied down with thin manilaropes.

Doc Savage, crossing the room, veered toward the nearest of the pedestals, asif to ascertain what the
covered objects were. But the girl began to scream again, her voice farther away now, and Monk and
Ham grasped Doc's arm and pointed imperatively.

They ran on and shoved open adoor. Ahead of them was an arched opening which gaveinto atiled
passage that doped downward for a short distance, then ran level. They followed it.

The passage had been constructed along time ago. It was not a secret tunnel, or anything of the sort.
Rather, it was an idea of the origina builder of the strange mansion, amethod of gaining easy accessto
the beach for swimming purposes, for they came out along the water's edge, after following the mad
clatter of fleeing feet ahead for some hundreds of feet. Brilliant sunlight and the moaning of two
automobile motors met them.

The machines had been in astuccoed structure once a bathing house, as ancient asthe mansion inshore
among the sand dunes. But both cars had been pushed out of the building; one wasjust clearing the
dructure, and the men were piling init, aswell asloading their casudties of the recent fighting who had
been carried dong

"Hey!" Monk rapped. "There's the two, prisoners!”

ONE of the captives was alean tower of aman with flaming red hair and an unnaturaly pale
face-unnaturaly paefor one dweling in Horida. He had, moreover, one distinguishing mark: apatch
over one eye, ablack flap held in place by astring or an elastic.

The other man was young, light-haired, robust; he had the appearance of a college boy. He wore
shdll-rimmed spectacles and agrimy polo shirt, dacks which had once been white.

That the pair were captives was indicated pogtively by the handcuffs which linked their wristsand by the
manner in which they were bustied about.

The girl waswith them. In the fast-moving group, she appeared smaller than ever. One of the
black-faced men picked her up bodily and hurtled, her into, the, car. She struggled. Then she caught sght
of Doc Savage and his two companions.

Shelifted her voicein afrantic cal.
"Go back and search the house!" she caled. "Y ou will find their secret.”

A man struck her. Then he yanked off hisfet hat and jammed it between her jaws. The man's hair, when
he took off the hat, was straight and not kinky.

The cars began to move. Thelast of the men was hauled inside.

Monk and Ham knew the mercy bullet in their machine pistols would not penetrate the bodies of the



cars, for the mercy bullets were fragile shells loaded with the degp-inducing chemica. They dug into their
pockets and brought out other ammo drums. These bore designating marks. They selected drums holding
solid metal dugs, clipped them into their machine pistols, and concentrated on the car tires.

Bullets dug up sand, made dentsin the cars, and tore the tires visibly; but nothing happened to ssem the
mead flight of the cars.

"Their tires arefilled with sponge rubber or something!" Monk yelled.
"The sedan bodies are bulletproofed, too!" Ham added.

Doc Savage was running toward the converted bathing house. He had sighted another car ingde. It was
a shabby-looking machine, aroadster of avintage six years back, fitted with atruck body.

They piled in and Doc trod the starter. The engine stuttered, died, and findly fired with some semblance
of regularity.

The beach was awhite floor, packed by the waves, aminiature of Daytona, Mecca of the automobile
speed kings. The ddivery car doughed through thefirst few yards of soft sand, then got on the trip of
hard-packed sand. It began to travel.

Monk looked at the speedometer and grinned doubtfully. It was calibrated to sixty, and the needle was
clear over the mark.

"I'll bet this busis breaking its own record,” he grunted.

Fast asthey traveled, however, the two cars ahead were leaving them. They were black dots by now, at
times amost lost in the dancing heat from the beach.

Then the distant cars seemed to stop receding, and athird dot appeared, this one on the sea, ashort
distance offshore.

"A boat," Ham bresthed.
"They're being picked up!" Monk yelled.

The two sedans became more distinct. The boat took on shape-it was alean, black speedster, and it got
up on top of the water and ran away acrossthe seaalmost asfast asthe ddlivery truck wastraveling on
the beach.

Doc and histwo men reached the sedans, which had been abandoned near amooring at which the
gpeedboat had been secured. Monk stood on the beach and made growling noises while Doc examined
the cars, noting license numbers, then inspecting the engines and frames for numera identification.

"Numbers been taken off," he said of the latter.
"Chemica treatment will bring them out again,” Monk offered.

Doc shook anegative. "These fdlows were clever. They used atwigt drill to take the numbers off, and
the drill probably disturbed the metal fibersuntil achemical trestment will have no effect in bringing the
numbers back."

The bronze man | eft the sedans and moved toward the delivery truck, the engine of which was il
running.



"Where are we going?' Monk demanded.

Doc, not looking for Monk's lips at the moment, failed to catch the query and Monk got around in front
of him and repeated it.

"Remember what the girl said?' Doc asked.

Monk blinked. " Sure-about going back and searching the house? She said something about finding their
secret."”

"Exactly," Doc sid.
Chapter 5. THE SURPRISE IN SKIRTS

THEY did not return by way of the tunnel to the dilapidated mansion among the dunes, but |eft the truck
on the beach and walked over the sand, wedged through palmetto clumps, and came out near thewall.
They scrambled over the barrier without much difficulty.

"What'll welook for firs?' Monk wanted to know.

Doc Savage caught the words; his ears seemed to be recovering from the temporary deafnessinflicted by
the explogion.

"Remember those pedestals in the basement room?" he asked. "They supported bulky objects covered
with canvas. We might aswell examine them first."

Monk nodded hissmall head. "I been wonderin' what them thingswere."

They made acircuit of the mansion, hoping to find some of the black-faced men who had been overcome
In the fight, and who might have been | eft behind. But they located no one. There was profound silence
from within the house.

They entered the building from the rear, coming into a kitchen. Adjoining was a pantry, stocked with
food. Beyond was alarger room, with an array of folding canvas cots and plain, coarse blankets.

Ham counted the cots, absently numbering them off with his sword cane.
"More than adozen men have been quartered here," he decided. "I wonder what they've been up to."

They found the basement stairs and went down. A moment later, they were face to face with the stout
timbered pedestal s which supported the mysterious objects covered by canvas. There were eectric lights
inthe cdlar. Doc found a button, thumbed it, and the globes whitened.

Above each of the pedestds, they now noted, there was afunnel-shaped affair of sheet meta, and from
each of these a pipe ran outdoors, they might have been ingtalled to conduct away rising fumes.

Doc Savage stepped forward, untied the ropes securing one of the canvas covers, and wrenched it clear.
Then he stood stock-4till and eyed what was revealed. Histrilling came into existence momentarily, but it
had adisgusted qudlity.

He had uncovered nothing at al except awood frame hastily thrown together from shaggy, unpainted
timbers-aframe obvioudy designed to support only the canvas and make it seem that something was
benesth.

They examined the other three pedestals hurriedly. All were duds.



"Jove!" Ham murmured. "Looks asif they weretrying to fool somebody!"

Doc Savage pointed out certain bolt holesin the pedestal framework, together with indentations which
had obvioudy been made by weighty machinery.

"There was something on these supports,” he said.

AN hour |ater, they neared afilling station on the sandly, little-used road which led toward the house
among the dunes. They had searched the old mansion completely, but futilely, finding nothing, not even an
indication of the name of those occupying the place.

Doc Savage had repaired his own gppearance to some extent, having discarded historn coat and shirt
and washed the gore from hisfeatures. He was, however, till disheveled in gppearance, and to avoid
arousing unnecessary curiogity, he rode in the rear of the touring car they had rented to drive out to the
old mansion, and which they had picked up again after searching the house.

Monk, at thewhed, pulled into thefilling station and a pleasant-faced young man began filling the tank.
He proved to be a conversationa soul, either because he was lonesome, or because the homely-faced
Monk was an individua to whom people seemed to want to talk.

"Been to Hyman Space's place, | guess,” the attendant hazarded genialy.

"Y ou mean the old house among the dunes? Monk asked.

The attendant nodded, grinning. "Not thinking of buying land out there, are you?"
Monk snorted. "In that goat pasture? Not us!”

The, attendant laughed. " So you got awhiff of the smdl! That's lucky! Some days, the smell aintt
around.”

"Smell-" Monk squinted, redlizing he was uncovering something by pure accident. "What do you figure it
is?'

"Search me," said the filling station man. "But you see old Hyman Space, Professor Casson Adams and
Ray Wood-."

"Who are Adams and Wood?' Monk put in.

"Hyman Space's hired men," the attendant replied. "They're al doing some kind of work down there.
Nobody knowswhat it is. Y ou see, that old place in the sand dunes was built during the boom and the
fellow who built it died and nobody ever took it over until Hyman Space bought it a couple of years ago.
He told somebody be wanted to work where he wouldn't bother anybody.... How many gallons?’

"Ten," Monk told him. "What was Space's racket?"
The attendant began to run gasoline into the tank.

"Search me," he said. "Hyman Space and the others are queer ducks. Don't mix much. Lately, they've
had alot of Negroesworkin' around there. They don't use thisroad since the sand drifted over it. They
drive dong the beach. So | don't know much about ‘em.”

"Thereésagirl, isn't there?' Monk asked.
"Old man Space's daughter.” The atendant grinned. "A pippin!"



Monk put more questions, but the attendant seemed to have told al he knew. Monk drove out and
headed the truck toward Miami.

Ham juggled his sword cane absently and complained. "We seem to be stuck. There's something queer
going on, and we should do something about it. That man in the trunk was murdered because hewas
trying to reach us, unless| miss my guess. But we're stuck.”

Monk started to nod in gloomy agreement, then started violently and looked back at Doc Savage.
"Blazed" he grunted. "Did | just have an origind thought, or did you think of it first?"

"Y ou mean about examining that red materia on the false teeth of the man who waskilled in the trunk?'
Doc asked.

Monk sighed. "I knew | hadn't thought of it first."

THE Hotd Biscayneville had the air of a place where things were happening. Two police cars stood in
front of the hostelry, ong with other machines bearing placards with the word, "Press.”

Uniformed policemen stood about, dong with other individuals who were unmistakably officers, athough
not in uniform.

Doc Savage, seeing evidence of excitement as Monk started to whedl their rented car around the corner,
snapped ordersto continue straight ahead. Monk pulled in to the curb and parked near an dley which
ran past the rear of the hotel.

Doc got out, directed histwo men to wait, and drifted down the aley, concealed by a stuccoed fence
and numerous grapefruit and orange trees.

A policeman and a newspaperman were talking on the other side of the fence. Doc got close enough to
catch their words. The bronze man's ears were rapidly returning to normal.

"-it herefrom New Y ork," the officer was saying. "It was a break that we found it in hisbaggage, what |
mean. He probably figured on getting rid of it tonight. But it just happened that the maid cameinto tidy
up the room and was moving the trunk and let it drop, and it came open and she saw the bodly.

"Boy, did shelet out ableat! She scared an old guy in the next room who was shaving, and they had to
take him to the hospital to sew up the cut he gave himself. How'sthat last for human-interest angle, huh?"

"Y ou think Doc Savage brought this boy from New Y ork in the trunk?" asked the newspaper reporter.
"Surel" said the cop. "But welll know for certain when we find out how long the guy had been dead!”
"You are going to arrest Doc Savage?' questioned the journdist.

"Boy-watch ud"

"Doc Savage has areputation.”

"Sowhat?" The officer laughed. "Doc Savage picked awrong town to pull something likethisin. Hisrep
will makeit just that much tougher on him."

"Meaning what?'

"The chief of policeis out for another term, and the digtrict attorney wants to build himself aname, so he



can take awhirl a the governorship,” the policeman explained. "They've both been looking for something
big. They'll land on this Doc Savage hard. Orders are dready out to arrest him on sight. Why, we've got
enough evidence to hang the guy right now."

"Whereisthe body that wasin the trunk?' the reporter asked.
"Down at the morgue,” said the other.

Doc Savage, not waiting to hear more, eased back to the car and entered the driver's seat. He got the
car in motion before he spoke to his two companions. Then he explained tersely what had happened.

"So we'rejammed up with the police herel” Monk groaned. "But they'll find out the fellow waskilled only
recently, and notin New Y ork."

"Which will not clear us, necessarily,” Doc replied. "Weve got to help oursdves.”

"Whereisthe body?' Ham asked.

"Inthe morgue," Doc told him.

"Wed better go there and seeif we can get the fal se teeth with that red stuff on them,” Ham said.
"That isour next move," Doc agreed.

THE morgue, in kegping with the mgority of Miami municipa buildings, was anew sructure, negt and
with just the proper touch of architectural sobriety. It sood on a street which was comparatively free of
traffic.

Doc Savage parked near the middle of the block, leaving the front wheels of the touring car just thelegd
distance from afire hydrant, asimple precaution for making sure the space ahead of the car would
remain clear for aquick get-away.

Before they got out of the machine they noted two policemen idling in front of the morgue.
"They'll recognize usif wetry towak in," Monk grumbled.
"Wait here," Doc said, and got out of the machine.

The bronze man kept parked cars between himsalf and the two policemen on the morgue steps, and
worked down the street; then, when the two officers were not looking in his direction, he angled swiftly
acrossthe sdewalk. Thelee of aflowering hedge received him. There was no activity around the rear of
the morgue, no sound except the distant traffic noises and the nearer sound of insects.

The rear windows of the morgue weretall, and barred, prison fashion, with stout upright rods. Doc
Savage |ooked through the window. Inside were portable dabs on rolling tables, around the wdl an array
of cubbyholesfor the storage of bodies. There wasno sign of lifein the room.

Doc Savage brought asmall metal tube from his pocket and unscrewed the cap. Therewas aglass phia
insde. Thiswas glass-stoppered, and to the stopper was affixed a glass rod. When he pulled the rod out,
the contents of the bottle-a viscous, vile-colored liquid clung to the rod.

The bronze man smeared the stuff in aring around the bases of two of the bars, making athick deposit.
Clambering up on the sill as quietly as possible, he coated a section near the tops of the same two bars.
After that, he waited, listening.



The stuff he had put on the bars was turning an intense black, and giving off bilious-looking vapor.

Doc Savage's ears had regained most of their normal senativity, and he could catch soundsinside the
morgue. They were smal noises-voices, the click of instruments. No doubt the autopsy was in progress.

After waiting some moments, Doc Savage gripped one of the two bars he had treated and gave it ayank.
It seemed to have rotted magically where he had applied the stuff from the bottle. The bar broke with a
grating noise.

Doc listened intently, heard no indications of aarm, then yanked the second bar. When both were
broken off, he dropped them on the ground. The substance in the bottle had been a specid acid
preparation of great strength.

The building was new and the window came up easily, noisdesdy, at histugging. He dropped insde. The
composition floor made quiet easily attained. Beyond was a corridor with doors opening off. It wasfrom
one of these that came the voices, the sounds of instruments.

Doc used asmall periscope device, the barrel of which was somewhat smaler than alead pencil, and
which was not likdly to be noticed.

The body of Professor Casson Adams, entirely nude, was on an operating table under the scrutiny of a
medica examiner and an assstant. Three other bulky fellows standing by were evidently policemenin
plain clothes.

The dead man's garments were arrayed on atable near by, each identified by a nest teg.

DOC SAVAGE drew back and produced aflat case amost identical with the one which had held the
explosive grenades. This one contained what &t first glance might have been mistaken for rather yellowish
glass marbles; but these, closer inspection would have shown, were glass bulbsfilled with aliquid.

Doc tossed two of them into the room where the examination was taking place.

The medical examiner heard the bulb strike and shatter. A dropped bird's egg would have made asimilar
noise. The man squinted, saw thetiny cluster of gossamery glass, noted the liquid about it that seemed to
be vanishing magicdly, and took a step forward.

He seemed to becometired; he emitted aloud sigh and lay down heavily on the floor. He began to
snore.

The other men in the room stared. Then they aso laid down and appeared to go soundly to deep.

The glass containers had held an anaesthetic gas which produced quick but harmless unconsciousness.
The men would awaken in the course of time, none the worse for their experience.

Doc Savage entered the room hastily. He found the fal se teeth and pocketed them.

Hefound the bullet which had killed Professor Adams. He pocketed that, too, after the briefest of
hesitations. Then he whed ed and started for the door.

A telephone on asmdl desk to one side of the room began ringing.

Doc Savage veered for the instrument. If it kept on ringing some one might come to see why it was not
answered. He picked up the receiver and said, "Y es?’

"Isthe medica examiner there?' asked aharsh voice.



"Heisout for the moment,” Doc said-very truthfully.

"Okay," said thevoice. "Thisisthe skipper. Wejust found agun under the mattressin Doc Savage's
hotel room. We want to check it with the bullet that killed that guy. We think it'sthe murder gun, and if it
is, we've got Doc Savage clinched with this"

"Did you look for Doc Savage'sfinger prints on the gun?' Doc asked.

"They had been wiped off,"” said the other. " And who the hell are you to start telling the homicide bureau
how to run its business?'

"I will take care of the bullet which killed the man," Doc said, and hung up.

THE bronze man removed the bullet from his coat pocket and carefully inserted it in the watch pocket of
histrousers, where it was not aslikely to become lost. Then he eased out of the rear window of the
morgue, pausing to dampen a cloth with chemica and remove hisfinger prints from everything he had
touched.

The two policemen were matching pennies. Doc got into the car without their taking note of it. Monk and
Ham |ooked questioningly.

"Our black-faced friends have been working," Doc advised.

Monk wet the edges of hislarge mouth. "Y eah?

Doc told them about the gun.

"Framing us" Monk gritted. "They sent one of their gang back to hide the murder gun in your room."”
"Obvioudy," Doc agreed. "But we have the murder bullet, so their trickery will not do them much good.”

The bronze man leaned over to |oosen the emergency brake. Herarely showed surprise, but now he
straightened suddenly, and a strange expression came over hismetallic features.

Monk let hisjaw down until it threatened to come off hisface. Ham al but dropped his sword cane.

A young woman was walking rapidly toward their car. When she saw that they observed her, she made
asmall gesture with one hand, requesting that they wait.

"Whew!" Monk breathed. "The last person | expected to see!™

Without another word, he glanced at the policemen, saw they were concerned only with each other's
pennies, then did over into the rear seat, making a placein the front seat beside Doc for the girl.

The young woman got into the car.
"Hurry!" shesad. "I'll tell you whereto drive.”
"Miss Spacel” Monk exploded. "How did you get away from them?”

The girl seemed smaller than ever. She wrung her hands nervoudy, her eyes remained widely open when
they were not blinking, and her whole figure seemed drawn, tense.

Shedid not answer, and Monk questioned her again: "That gang with the black grease paint on their
faces-how did you escape?’



Thegirl had asmal hand bag. She held it tightly.

"l jumped out of their car in front of abank, and they were afraid of the bank guard,” she said rapidly.
"Turnto theright here. And drive fagter.”

Doc Savage looked at the clock on the instrument panel. Then he absently dropped ahand into the
pocket where he had placed the false teeth.

"How did you know we were here?" he asked.

"I did not know it," she said. "l camethereto give the darm to the police. Y ou see, the body of
Professor Adams'-she paused, shuddered, whitened alittle-"the body was to be taken from the police.”

"Why?' Doc asked.

"Heisthethird man who tried to get to you," the girl said swiftly. "The other two tried it from the swamp.
They falled. They had with them asmal lump of substance which looks like red sealing wax. They were
trying to get it to you. Professor Adams had some of the same substance.”

"Huh!" Monk exploded. "The red stuff sticking to hisfalseteeth!”
"Thenyou got it!" gasped the girl.

"Surel" Monk told her. "Doc's got it in his pocket.”

DOC SAVAGE asked, "What is the red substance?

"Turn to theleft here," directed the girl. "When you see alarge sandwich stand on the l€eft, turn into the
next road branching off to the north.”

Doc swung the car around the corner, said, "Answer my question, plesse.”

"I do not know what the red materid is" said thegirl.

Ham, his sword cane across his knees, rapped, "Y oung lady, you will haveto clarify that statement.”
The girl went through the gestures of wringing her hands, but still kept atight grip on the hand bag.

"It'sso fantadtic,” shesaid wildly. "Youll understand it al as soon as| can get you to where my father
and Ray Wood are being held. They'll explain. Y ou seg, if you have the red materia, you'll have
something that will enable you to solve the whole problem. They knew that. That'swhy they've been
trying to get it to you. We dl carry some of it on our persons. | had somein my ring. Remember when |
threw, thering at you?'

"Yes" Doc sad. "Y our father and Ray Wood are the other two prisoners you were talking about? Y our
father has the patch over an eye.”

She nodded emphatically. "Of course. | tried to get to them back at that house in the sand dunes, and |
was saized."

"How many men holding them?' Monk asked.
The girl seemed to hesitate. "Severd," she admitted. "Have you got gunswith you?'
Monk exhibited his superfirer. "Sure."



"Oh!" Thegirl stared at the gun. "Those men who have the black paint on their faces have been keeping
close check on you. | heard them say they had doctored the ammunition drumsin your baggage. Y ou
had better examine your guns.”

Monk frowned and clipped the magazine drum out of his supermachine pistol. Ham, hisexpression
worried, followed suit. An ingtant later, both were examining the cartridges.

Thegirl did over to the far Sde of the seat, away from Doc Savage. She opened her bag with a snaky
swiftness and flashed aflat automatic pistol into view.

"Pull over to the side of the road and stop the car,” she gritted. "And don't make any funny moves!"
Doc, hismetdlic featuresinscrutable, did as she directed.

IN the rear, Monk and Ham showed the girl open, startled mouths, then expressions of great disgust. In
their hands, the unloaded superfirers were quite usaless.

"The hussy!" Monk growled. "She worked that like acharm.”
"Sit very 4ill," thegirl directed Doc Savage.

Then she reached over and with greet care, kegping the gun pointed directly at his head, inserted ahand
in his coat pocket. She brought out the false teeth in their wrapping of handkerchief, and unwound
enough of the cloth to see the white artificial molars glinting through acrack in the fabric.

Doc moved dightly.
"Don't make the mistake of thinking I won't shoot!" the girl said wildly, and jutted her gun.
"Careful Doc!" Ham gasped.

The girl, without looking closer at the false teeth, but feding the outlines to make sure she had them,
backed out of the car, keeping her gun ready, menacing.

Down theroad, severa men had appeared. They were fellows of average size, dressed in a manner
designed not to attract attention. There was one exception-the man who led the party. He wore golf
knickerswhich were tremendoudy full for hislean shanks, and he had a head which was huge and
entirely bare of hair.

All of the men had black faces and hands

With her automatic, the girl shot holesin therear tires of the car. They were standing on adirt road, and
the burgting of thetires stirred up clouds of dust. The girl whirled and ran, going to meet the approaching

party

Down the road, the black-faced individuas were shouting. One voice stood out: that of the leader. It was
afluted piping.

"Thelying wench!" Monk rasped. " She was working with them dl of thetime!™

He clipped the ammo drum into his machine pistol, leaned out of the car, but falled to shoot when a
bullet, fired by the black-faced man, ripped past his head. He blasted the car door open and landed in
the ditch, where there was partia shelter. Doc Savage and Ham joined him amost smultaneoudly.

They could digtinguish the words of the shrill-voiced, hair-less man-Ark, if that was his name. He was



criticzing thegirl.
"Why didn't you hold them until we got there, you fool ?* he shrilled.
"l was afraid!" she shrieked back.

Monk opened up with hismachine pistal. Its bullfiddle blast brought down two of the attacking party,
and the rest hastily took to the ditch on the opposite side of the road.

Not far away, down an adjacent road, a siren began wailing. Its nature was unmistakable. A police car.
A prowling patrol car must have heard the uproar and was coming to investigate.

The black-faced men showed no desire to mix it with the police. They got out of their ditch, scuttled over
and got the two who had been dropped by the mercy bullets, and retreated. Doc and his men tried to
delay them. They could do little against the menace of bullets.

The black-faced ones had a car hidden down the road, in aclump of frees. They got to it, and the
machine lesped away.

Aningant later, the patrol car, sren wailing, hovein sight and coasted forward, the two occupants, guns
in hand, intent on learning what had happened.

"It'sinthe can for usif they pick usup,” Monk muttered.

"Exactly," Doc agreed, and led their retreat. Crawling through weeds until they reached a grapefruit
orchard, then running.

The two patrolmen in the car did not catch sight of them, and after aquarter of an hour of running, they
dackened their pace dightly.

"Ismy facered!" Monk complained. "Think of that little doll of adame putting it over on us and getting
the teeth and that red stuff away from ugl"

Doc Savage hdted and began carefully turning his coat pocket insde out. Before long, flakes of reddish
substance began coming to light.

"Blazes!" Monk exploded. "How did-"

"Remember when she said she escaped from them by jumping out of their car in front of abank guard?’
Doc asked.

"Sure. But what-"

"A little matter of time," Doc explained, "The banks closed about the time we were at that old mansion
among the sand dunes. She could not have found a bank open, and that made me suspicious. There was
acoininmy pocket. | used it to scrape the red stuff, or rather, part of it, off the teeth, just on the chance
that she was up to something."

Monk grinned. "Then our next moveisto andyze that stuff?"
"ltis"
"How long do you think it'll take?' Monk asked.

"Depends on just how ssimple acompound it is,” Doc told him.



Chapter 6. RED FLAKES AND DEATH

ON his person, Doc Savage had only such unusual gadgets as he dways carried when in
action-numerous smd| contrivances which had gotten him out of many jams, and enabled him to
accomplish remarkable results. He dso carried a respectable sum of money.

Ham for his part, had only his supermachine pistol, his sword cane, and aphia of the drug which he put
on thetip of the sword cane to make its touch conducive to instant unconsciousness. He had, too, asmall
amount of money.

Monk had his machine pistol, but no money, for he discovered he had logt his billfold somewhere.
This comprised the extent of their equipment.
"What're we gonna do for instruments, to andyze this red stuff with?' Monk pondered aoud.

That proved to be aproblem. They visted furtively, the vicinity of the Hotel Biscayneville and found that
their baggage had been removed by the police to some unknown storage. Asking its return would be
futile and foolhardy. They would be arrested on sight.

Copies of the afternoon paperstold them that. It wasin two-inch boldface on the front pages. "DOC
SAVAGE WANTED!" The famous man of bronze, adventurer and philanthropist from New Y ork had
been accused of murdering Professor Casson Adams, noted physicist.

Included in the story was a notation to the effect that Professor Casson Adams, the murdered man, had
been afriend of H. U. Summervane Lawmer, who had recently vanished after taking off in his private
planein South Carolina.

The South Carolina police had been telegraphed to check up on the possibility that Doc Savage might
have had a hand in the death of H. U. Summervane Lawmer, too.

"They're not overlooking any betsto get publicity,” Ham said grimly.

"What're we gonnado for alaboratory to andyze thisred stuff?' Monk demanded. "Dang it! The cops
have got Habess, I'll bet.”

Doc Savage called, by telephone, the head of a concern engaged in the manufacture of certain chemical
products. The concern was actualy one of achain scattered over the country, and differed from most
industrial corporationsin that the employeesworked for a sharein the profits, rather than on saaries.

The concern was owned by an individual who took as his return only a share equd to the salary of the
loca head. It chanced that the owner had never vigited the plant, but hisidentity was naturaly not
unknown.

Doc Savage requested use of the plant laboratory, and gave his name. He received permission with
aacrity, afact which did not come entirely asasurprise, because it happened that he wasthe silent
owner. The public did not know thisfact.

Doc and Monk went to work in the chemica concern laboratory. Monk, athough those who knew him
fredy admitted he was one of the greatest of industrial chemists, knew quite positively that he was not
Doc Savage's equal. Doc had a manner of studying with incredible concentration. And he had spent most
of hislifein sudying different subjects.

Ham stood by. He could do little more than go out occasiondly, taking care that he was not seen by



policemen, and get newspapers. Thus the night progressed.

THE nine o'clock editions of the newspapersthat evening came out with anew development. The story
about Doc Savage occupied firgt place, but the other ran it a close second.

Ledie Thorne had vanished.

That was what the headlines said. At first glance, the name of Ledie Thorne probably meant no more
than any other twelve | ettersin boldface type to the mgority of the citizens of Miami, and the winter
vigtors. Nether did it mean much to the newspaper editors and writers, but it was featured because the
police seemed to be making an effort to keep it quiet, and, furthermore, high government officiaswere
on their way from Washington to investigate. No one, stated the newspapers, would say who Ledie
Thornewas.

Ledie Thorne had been taking awalk just before sundown, and several persons had seen something
which looked likeamild fdl of red snow down the beach. Thiswas highly unusud. Many had hurried to
investigate. It wasthen that it had come out that Ledlie Thorne had waked behind asand dune, and it
was behind this dune that the red snowfall had centered. The red snow had melted amost instantly.

Ledie Thorne had vanished. He was not behind the dune. Where he had gone, no one knew. He had
melted into the air, it seemed.

Ledie Thorne, according, to the newspapers, had registered at aMiami hotd, giving Kirksville, Missouri,
as hishome, and had remarked to various individuass, including the hotel clerk, that he kept ashoe store
in the Missouri town.

Long distance cals by the newspapers had devel oped that Ledlie Thorne did have ashoe sorein
Kirksville, but peculiarly enough, he had been in Kirksville for only short intervals during the past few
years. A hired manager ran the store.

Ham read thisthrough, then went into the room where Doc Savage and Monk were working with
grim-eyed concentration among test tubes and other anadyzing apparatus.

"Know any one by the name of Ledie Thorne?' he asked.
Doc Savage looked at the front page.
"No," hesaid, "l never heard of Ledie Thorne."

"He must be some one of importance," Ham hazarded. "It saysin the papersthat the government is
sending specid investigators down from Washington. And what about that red snow?"

"Snow-as hot asit has been here?' Monk snorted. "Don't be a problem child.”
But Doc Savage said, "There was red snow, and Ledlie Thorne disappeared?”’

"Exactly,” Ham said dryly. "Doc, do you suppose red snow has anything to do with thisred stuff you and
Monk are endeavoring to andyze?"

Doc Savage did not answer. Instead, he asked aquestion.
"Have you been following the newspapers latey?"

"No," said Ham. "l used to read the comic strips, but that was before Monk came dong.”



"Severa prominent men have disappeared,” Doc Stated. "Their disgppearances were in widely separated
sections of the country. Two of the stories, if | recall correctly, contained small references to persons
who claimed they had seen red snow. These red snow stories were not believed because those who saw
them were not persons noted for their veracity.”

"Queer," Ham murmured. "Were these prominent men engaged in the same lines?’
"No," Doc replied. "And asfar asis known, they were not even acquainted with, each other."

The midnight papers came out with a sartling development on the Ledie Thorne case. Ledie Thorne,
officid Washington had admitted, somewhat reluctantly, was just one of the names which the man used.
Furthermore, Ledlie Thorne was one of the most dramatic figures on the American scene, and at the
sametime one of the least known.

Therewasadtory initself back of the publishing of the story of who Ledie Thorne was. It seemed a
congressman, a confirmed pacifist, and afellow who liked to see hisnamein print, knew who Ledie
Thorne was and had chosen this moment to spring it, dong with some other startling information.

It had been long maintained that the United States had no organized spy corps, or intelligence service, in
operation. The congressman declared such agroup had been in operation for sometime.

Ledie Thorne wasthe chief of this new United States intelligence unit.

DOC SAVAGE and Monk were still working when Ham brought in the newspapers containing that
story, and they paused only to go over the yarn briefly.

"Looks like something big was underfoot,” Ham offered.
Doc sad nothing.
Monk growled, "But what's behind these killings? The victims have no connection with each other."

"One was aUnited States senator, one an undersecretary in the war department and thisLedie Thorne
was the chief of an intelligence unit for the government,” Doc said. " That makes the three of the men
connected with the government.”

"Uh-huh" Monk scratched his bullet of ahead. "But take the others. One was an airplane manufacturer,
one acollege professor, one a banker, one amechanical engineer. What do you make out of that list?"

"A headache," Ham said.

An hour later, Doc Savage went to the telephone and put in along distance call to New Y ork City,
requesting the number which was listed in the name of Petricia Savage, hiscousin.

There were three other members of the group of five remarkable ass stants which Doc Savage
maintained, but they were abroad at the moment. All of the five were men famousin their particular lines.
One of the missing trio was an dectrical engineer, one acivil engineer, and the third afamed archeologist
and geologist. Their work often took them abroad.

Patricia Savage was not exactly amember of Doc's group of five aides. She would have liked to have
been. Pat loved excitement, danger and the thrills attendant to an association with Doc Savage. But Doc
had turned a thumb down on her joining his crew, maintaining the life was too dangerous. However,
when occasion demanded, he did employ Pat's efficient aid.



Pet was voluble when he got her on the telephone.

"I'm having my private plane tuned up at the airport,” she sad. "I'll be down there before morning.”
"What'swrong?' Doc asked.

"I've been reading the newspapers,” Peat told him. "Y ou'rein amess, asusud. And | want some of it."

"Nothing doing," Doc told her. "'l want you to visit my laboratory therein New Y ork, and look through
the storeroom until you find alarge metal case marked AN-32. Send it by air expressto the Magnolia
Chemica Products Company in Miami. | am speaking from there now. Seethat it getson aplane
tonight.”

"I'll bring it down," Pat said.
"Youwill not," Doc told her.
"What afriend you are," Pat complained. "All right. I'll seethat it getson aplane. What isit, anyway?

"Apparatus for advanced analysis," Doc said. "We have a substance here and we want to know what it
is. With the gpparatus here in the chemica company laboratory, we cannot make sufficiently
comprehensve tests.”

"Behave yoursdf," Pat said, and that ended the conversation.
Ham squinted at Doc Savage and Monk.
"So you can't find out what that red Stuff is?* he asked.

"Not with the gpparatus available here," Doc said. " The compound seemsto be something of a highly
unusud nature.”

DOC SAVAGE and Monk busied themsalves straightening out the gpparatus which they had used, and
in cleaning tubes and retorts.

"What are we going to do now?' Ham wanted to know.

"Thereislittle we can do until the analytica apparatus comes from New Y ork and we find the nature of
thisred substance," Doc Savage explained. "No one knows we are here except the loca head of the
chemical concern, so we are comparatively safe from police interference. It isjust aswell for usto stay
here"

They had not used more than athird of the red substance which had been on Professor Casson Adamss
artificid teeth. That portion which remained, Doc Savage inserted in asmdl glass bottle, whichwasin
turn padded with cotton and encased in awooden cylinder of the type which sometimes encloses pill
bottles. Doc pocketed this.

After that, they dept alittle-Doc Savage soundly, Monk and Ham not so soundly. Therewas alagoon
somewhere near by, and frogs and water insects kept up something of aclamor. It was very warm. For
perhaps an hour, thunder whooped and gobbled in the distance, far out over the Atlantic, and a onetime
distant lightning was prominent enough to flicker redly on the laboratory walls. But the storm receded
without coming close enough to even affect the strong breeze which had blown the day before and
continued to blow throughout the night.

At dawn, Doc Savage arose, and without speaking, began to go through the amazing routine of exercises



which he had not neglected since childhood. The exercises were responsible for his amazing physica
development and the sharpness of his senses. They consisted of rituas for development of muscles, these
not differing grestly from the accepted methods of physical culturists, except that they were done without
apparatus, by a conscious tensing of one set of Snews against another.

Doc was near the end of hisroutine, when he brokeit off abruptly. He listened.
"A vigtor," hesad.
He whipped toward the door. But before he reached it, the panel smacked open.

A portly, red-faced man came insde with dramatic abruptness. He had an upstanding shock of gray hair,
asmoothly shaven face. Hismouth waslarge, flexible, hiseyeslarge and merry. His suit was gray, neatly
pressed, and there were lodge buttons on both lapels. A large gold chain spanned his vest, which was of
alighter color than the gray suit, and from it dangled three other lodge emblems.

He held agray derby in front of hisround ssomach with one hand. He lowered the derby. It had
concedled anickeled revolver. He waggled the gun playfully.

"Thetop of the morning, gentlemen, the top of the morning,” he said bombadtically. "1 trust you would not
be too surprised if you found yourselves put under arrest.”

Chapter 7. THE CORPSE OF DUST

MONK said no word, but glided sidewise, making aimost no noise for al of his apish bulk, and looked
through the window. Then he turned around.

"Noisy, here, ssemsto have come done," he said.

"A hundred and twenty million people dwell in these United States, if we areto believe the estimate of
gatigticians,”" murmured the portly man who wore al of the lodge emblems. " A number of people so vast
asto be dmost beyond the grasp of any mind but one trained to figures, atruly gargantuan population,
livinginadaivilization of infinite complexity.

"Y es, aremarkable hodgepodge, if | may say so. Aren't welike antsin ahill so fast that it defiesthe
imagination-big antsand little ants, al engaged in tasks which seem to usimportant, but which, after all,
may be of no moreimportance, asfar asthe fate of the universe is concerned, than the machinations of
the formicadae, of which | just spoke. Amazing, isn't it?"

"What isremarkable?' Ham asked.

"Thefact that | was ableto find you," smiled the newcomer. "But, believe me, it was atask not without its
difficulties. But, you see, | had my sources. Y es, my sources. It required some hours on the long distance
telephone-which, by theway, isatruly remarkable invention, if | may say so. But, by telephoning, |
learned Doc Savage was the angdl, so to speak, behind this chemical company, and so | thought it might
bewdl if I came out here. And it waswell, asit has devel oped.”

Monk rolled hissmdl eyes and said, " Johnny Windbag isthe name, huh?'
The other smiled, shook his head above the shiny revolver.

"O. Gafew Beechisthe name," he said with machine gun rapidity. "Of the Arkansas Beeches, it gives
me no great pride to admit. Y ou see, my grandfather was hanged for, let us say, purloining a span of
mules which were the lega appurtenances of aneighbor by the name of-"



"Cut it out!" Monk yelled suddenly. "Y ou give methe big jecbies”

"O. Garfew Beech isthe name," repeated the vociferous stranger. " Call me Huency Beech. My friends
do."

Ham asked, "Cop?"

"Oh, no!" "Huency" Beech lifted hisbrows and shook his head violently. "My affiliations with the law are
spiritua only, as becomes arighteous citizen who abides, or triesto abidewith al of the statuteswhich
our good, if sometimesimpetuous legidators"

"All right." Monk rolled hiseyes again. "What do you want?"

"Succor," said fluency Beech.

Monk misunderstood. "Who's a sucker, you bag of wind?"

"S-u-c-c-o-r," Beech spelled. "Aid, assistance, help, support, coadjuvancy, defense-"
"Okay." Monk looked pained. "Then why the gun?’

"Precaution only, my good fellow." Fluency Beech stowed his shiny revolver in apocket. I did not know
who | would find here, you understand.”

"And why that crack about an arrest, when you came through the door?' Monk growled.

"A joke, merely,” smirked Beech. "I am agreat jokester. Y ou will have to get used to that, my good
felow."

Doc Savage had taken no part in the conversation-it was habitua with the bronze man that he said little,
for he had long ago learned that more information could be gained about an individual by observation.
Wordsin the mouth of an expert liar can be very convincing. But Doc spoke now.

"What kind of help do you want from us?' he asked.

"Help of the most persond kind," said fluency Beech. "I do not want to die. Indeed, | abhor the thought
of degth. | hope you will make it unnecessary for meto die”

MONK frowned at Beech and said, "Seeif you can put it in smal words, minus the lectures.”

Fluency Beech smiled. "Words are my weskness, my love, my disspation. If they gdl you, | am sorry.
Y ou see, words are also my profession. | am apoalitician, although at present | might be considered a
benedict, being divorced from the mgjor parties of Florida palitics. To be more detailed, | have Started
my own party-the Nationa Providence and Level Ded Party, the platform of which-"

"All right, dl right!" Monk growled. "I'm sorry | mentioned it. Go ahead.”
Fluency Beech whipped an envelope from inside his coat.
"Here" hesaid. "Read.”

Doc Savage took the envelope, extracted a card which had been folded once, so asto cover the writing
ingde. Therewere only afew words:

My Dear Beech:



Y ou know what happened to Ledlie Thorne. We want to talk to you about that. Y ou will meet our agent
at the corner of Little PAm Street and Cuba Boulevard at seven o'clock in the morning. Or would you
rather experience the same thing that Ledie Thorne experienced? Y ou will rub afinger over the black
skin of our agent and make sure the black grease paint smells of roses.

Another Black Face

"Médodramatic and dightly ridiculous, don't you think?' Fluency Beech asked dryly. "Black paint that
smelsof roses. Can you imagine? Why, even the imagination of-"

"What do you know about Ledlie Thorne's death?' Doc asked.

Beech shivered. He took hisgun out of his pocket again.

"It washorrible," he said. "It was dso impossible. | thought | was going crazy.”

"Explain," Doc requested, and only the imperative rap of hisunusua voice conveyed hisimpatience.
"| chanced to be near this Ledie Thorne when the Red Snow fdll," explained Beech. "After-"

"It was actudly red snow?' Doc put in.

"That describes it more accurately than anything ese" said Beech. "The stuff fdll in flakes. | was not close
enough to touch any of the flakes. But they melted when they hit the hot sand, or seemed to. Of course,
there were queer aspects. The flakes did make areddish liquid, but that evaporated and did not leave the
sand stained. That is, thisiswhat happened as nearly as| could-"

"What about Ledie Thorne?' Doc interposed.

"l heard him screaming,” Beech elaborated. "Y ou see, he was on the other side of the dune, where the
Red Snow wasfaling thickest. And he shrieked. He shrieked terribly. | was scared at first, but mustering
my courage, | dashed over the dune, and what do you think | saw?'

"Will you get to the point, guy?* Monk growled.

"| saw Ledie Thorne, or it must have been Ledie Thorne," Beech went on, aslong-windedly as before.
"He was standing there. Just standing there. He was perfectly rigid. Then-you may not believethis, but |
swear | saw it, yes, gir, | swear | saw it-one of Ledie Thornesarmsfell off!"

Fluency Beech paused for effect.

"Then Ledie Thorne himsdlf fell over,” he continued. "The man just upss, asif hewere agtiff satue which
some one had given ashove. And there was a puff of reddish materid. It looked like dugt, but | don't
readly know what it was. Well, believe me, | stood there, half paralyzed with surprise, and stared. |
believe any other man would have done the same thing in my shoes."

"Y ou took agood look," Monk said sourly. "Then what?"

"I went, naturdly, to investigate,” Beech advised. "I must confessthat | did not rushinwildly. | wasabit,
let ussay, jittery. All of thetime | was approaching, this reddish dust was blowing away. It seemed to
mix with the air and vanish completely. And when | got to where Ledie Thorne had fallen-you see, he
was down behind asmall ridge of sand where | could not see him after he fell-what do you think?'

No one said anything.



Beech shrugged. "L edie Thorne was gone! There was nothing there. Nothing! Absolutely nothing!”

DOC SAVAGE said no word to that-and Monk and Ham, looking asif they half expected the bronze
man's unusud trilling sound to come into being, seemed disappointed and alittle surprised when it did
not.

Monk moved alittle, putting himself dightly behind Fluency Beech, then lifted ahand asif to stroke the
short bristles on his head, but instead, tapped his forehead significantly.

"Y ou told thisto the newspapers?' Doc Savage asked Beech.

"No," said thetakative man. "l did not. | am a student of human nature, and apolitician aswell, and a
politician does not wish to beridiculed. | knew my story would be laughed at. | have been laughed at
beforein print, and | do not find the sensation pleasant. | smply went home. An hour or two later, |
found the letter | have just shown you. It was thrust under my door."

"Did you see the messenger?' Doc questioned.

"Unfortunately, no." Beech looked from Doc's bronze face, which he had apparently despaired of
reading, to Ham'sfeatures, then the smian countenance of Monk. On the latter two, expression was
more pronounced.

"l seeyou think | aninsane," Beech said.
"Or youmay belying,” Monk grunted.

" am not offended,” Beech said dryly. "In fact, | don't blameyou abit. I'll wager | do sound like an
unmitigated liar."

"And s0 you want usto investigate?' Doc asked.

"Exactly!" Beech nodded. "I saw the story of your troubles in the newspapers and that gave metheidea
of locating you."

"Y ou thought this Red Snow thing might be connected with my difficulties?' the bronze man questioned.

"The thought entered my mind, naturdly, but | had no proof,” Beech explained. "It is only because you
are aman noted for investigating strange things which moved meto think the Red Snow and your
presence here might be connected. If | may ask, isit?"

Doc Savage did not answer.

"Wewill look into thismeeting at Little PAlm Street and CubaBoulevard,” he said. "1t is now twenty
minutes until seven. The meeting wasto be a seven, wasit not?'

"Seven, yes" said Fluency Beech.

A CLOCK bdl struck six timesin apeculiar fashion-the strokeswerein pairs, with ashort interval
between, six strokes dl told.

"That clock isoff," Ham mumbled, eyeing hisown plainly expensve wrigt watch. "It's seven, not 9x."

"Ship's bell, you dope,” Monk said unkindly. "It starts with one stroke at four-thirty, and strikestwo at
five o'clock, strikesthree at five-thirty, strikesfour at sx .o'clock, strikes- " " Shut up!” Ham said. "You're
getting as bad as that windbag, Beech.”



They fdl slent. Doc Savage was afew yards away. A thicket of shrubbery concedled them from the
intersection of Little PAlm Street and Cuba Boulevard, where Fluency Beech loitered, awaiting the
appearance of aman who would have black grease paint on hisface, paint which wasto smell of roses.

Doc Savage and histwo men did not part the shrubbery to watch Beech. Nothing so reckless asthat.
The bronze man was using histiny periscope.

Behind them, across a narrow parkway, was a narrow lagoon which opened into Biscayne Bay, the
harbor of Miami, and in it were anchored numerous yachts. The ship's bell had struck aboard one of
these. They could hear others striking from time to time, their varied notes making soft, not unappealing
sounds.

Monk and Ham fell to watching Doc Savage; they saw the bronze man make asmall gesture, and moved
to hisside. He turned the eyepiece of the periscope over to them in turn.

A figure had approached Beech, a stooped, black-faced man carrying ashort, curved knife. They
conversed. Beech was agood actor. He did not ook in the direction of Doc Savage.

A moment later, both turned their backs to the spot where Doc and his two men lurked.
"Clever of Beech," Monk grunted. "Now that guy won't be so likely to notice us.”

It was clever of Beech, dl right. But the black-faced man who had met him did not seem to appreciate
it.

"What the hdl istheidea of askin' meto turn around?' he demanded.

"Doc Savageis, among other things, an expert lip reader,”" said Fluency Beech. "Heisamong those
bushes, watching us.”

"Yeah?' growled the other. "Doeshe smdll arat?"

"Not avery large one, at any rate," said Beech. "If he has some dight aroma of rodent in his olfactory
organs, however, it isextremely doubtful if he surmises anything near the truth, dthough it might be-"

"Y ou talk too much," snapped the black-faced man. "Let's get this over with."

"Wait amoment,” Beech told him. "That black paint is supposed to smell of roses. | must rub some of it
off and smdl of it."

Beech now proceeded to stroke afinger over his companion's cheek, and to make an elaborate pretense
of testing the grease paint thus removed. He nodded asiif well satisfied.

"It was fortunate that Doc Savage had no opportunity to see asample of my handwriting,” he said dryly.
"Otherwise, he might have redized that the note which | showed him was my own handiwork. Very
careless, that. It should have occurred to me to have some one e se do the writing-you for instance, my
good fellow, which would have been-"

"Let'sget it over with!" the other gritted. "ThisDoc Savage guy ain't smal-time stuff.”
"Patienceis one of the greet virtues," fluency Beech informed his companion. "I might even say-"

"That gift of gab you've got ain't no virtue," snapped the black-faced man. "Get movin', before | bop you
onel"



"Watch your tongue, fellow!" Beech's voice went suddenly hard. "I take no such talk asthat.”
"Okay," the other mumbled.

"Everything is prepared?’ Beech asked.

"Sure”

"Where?'

"Wefollow the path through the shrubbery along the edge of the lagoon,” said the black-faced one. "It's
early, and there won't be anybody on the path. Everything is set about two hundred yards down the path.
This Doc Savage will follow us, won't he?!

"It isto be hoped that he will," said Beech. "Histwo men will accompany him, aswell, if weareas
fortunate as| have reason to believe we will be."

The two now began moving, walking amost sde by side, and turned into the path, which at this point
was little more than adegp gash through luxurious tropica vegetation. It was somewhat gloomy on the
path, but not so gloomy that both men failed to see the giant man of bronze who had unexpectedly
confronted them.

"Turning your backswas alittle suspicious," Doc Savage said dryly. "I moved around until | could see
your lips. Quiteinteresting, that conversation.”

BEECH reacted strangely. He began to talk.

"My dear man," he said, "aregrettable thing has happened, which no doubt will require patient
elaboration and most profound-"

Hewas only talking. Making words. He acted while he talked. His fat hand moved; it lashed for his
pocket. It got his shiny gun. He yanked. Coat fabric tore. The whole pocket ripped, came loose, and the

gun appeared.

Doc Savage was lunging in. He struck once, openhanded. The blow took Beech in the face. The man
upset, became an animated ball of arms and legs. His gun flew away, hit the top of apam, stayed there
among the bright green cocoanuts. Beech made bleatings.

The other man began to hiss. He was like a snake. Rushing in close to Doc Savage, he drew the curved
knife back.

"Get 'em up!" he gritted. "I'd hate to kill you!"
He must have read the flake-gold eyes of the bronze man. Probably he saw there no sign of surrender.
"Y ou asked for it!" he shrilled, and dashed with his scythe-like instrument.

He did not stab, or try to get to the bronze man's throat. Instead, he dashed downward, hooking, trying
to get the blade behind Doc's hedls. He wanted to hamstring the bronze man.

Doc left the ground. He seemed to put forth no effort. The curved blade went under hisfeet. It cut off the
tops of grassblades asif it were arazor.

Then Doc Savage got both hands on the black-faced man and yanked him forward. They came together
with an impact that could have been heard hundreds of feet. The other was stunned. Doc put both hands



behind the fellow's head. His corded bronze fingers convul sed.

The giant of metal was doing something he had done once the night before-inflicting aform of parayss
samply by exerting awful pressure on certain nerve centers. The victim's struggles became wesker. His
mouth fell open, asif the muscles operating it had been cut.

Beech, when he had stopped rolling, had landed flat on his back, and for amoment he lay there
grotesquely, looking very silly, with hislegs making running gesturesin the air, and hisarms paddling
about. Then the glaze went out of hiseyesand he got up and ran down the path asif hisvery life
depended on hisleaving the vicinity at once.

Doc's captive was now breething noisily and staring straight ahead, utter vacantnessin his eyes.
Monk and Ham came rushing up, excited, anxious for afight, not knowing what it was al abouit.
"Watch this man!" Doc rapped, and dropped the black-faced fellow.

Beech was out of sight. Doc loped after him. Fleetness of the wind was in the bronze man'slegs. He
angled around aturn in the path, gravel rolling alittle under hisfeet.

He saw Beech. The man was agood two hundred feet ahead. His head was back, elbows closein, and
he did not wobble. In hisyouth, he must have been asprinter. He was not doing badly now.

Doc had cut half of Beech'slead when he heard Monk roar out behind him. There was something about
that roar. Monk's fighting roars were different. They were joyful, excited, reckless. Therewas surprisein
this one, amazement, and maybe a measure of fear.

Doc stopped, spun about. His gaze lanced above the path, fixed there.

The brilliant morning sunlight seemed to have turned red in the one spot he could see through the
trees-red because scarl et flakes were sfting down.

It was the Red Snow!

DOC heard aman scream. It was not Monk; not Ham. It must have been the man with the black grease
paint on hisface. Other sounds seemed to indicate two men were running. Monk and Ham were fleeing,

possibly.

The sounds came as atype of muted accompaniment to the weird, amazing phenomena of the Red Snow
fdlingin brilliant sunlight.

Doc Savage stood with his attention riveted. Behind him, he heard the fleeing Beech cry out something
that was not distinguishable. The bronze man stepped to one side, getting atree between himsalf and
Beech without, however, looking around to see what Beech was doing, but apprehensive lest the plump,
talkative man or some of his comrades waiting down thetrail, would use agun.

The Red Snow-the flakes certainly looked like snow-ceased to sift down; and only then did Doc Savage
desert the shelter of the tree. He looked back.

Beech wasnot in Sght.

Doc went toward the Red Snow, went dowly, keeping under cover, not knowing exactly what he would
find, guarding againg dl possible contingencies.

He could see the Red Snow through the trees, now. It was vanishing, literally melting into nothingness-at



leadt, it seemed to make liquid stains, and these faded away, leaving the fresh green of thefoliage. The
red flakes seemed to recede before him, and they were dl gone when he came in sight of the black-faced
man who had met Beech.

Monk and Ham were nowhere to be seen.

The black-faced man had managed, by some overpowering of the paraytic spell which had been laid
upon him, to regain hisfeet. He stood rigidly, propped against awooden frame which was around a
amadl, freshly planted tree. There was an expression of hideousimmobility on hisface.

Doc stood there. Nothing moved. Even the wind seemed to have stopped. That, of course, wasonly a
freskish coincidence.

Monk and Ham, wherever they had gone, whatever had become of them, gave no sign, made no sound.

The bronze man advanced. He moved dowly, and his strange flake-gold eyes probed everywhere,
missing little. He came close to the black-faced man, kept his eyesfixed on the hideoudy upright figure,
and when he was close, reached out a hand and put it on the man's shoulders.

Therewasalittle weight in the hand. Not much. But it went down, sinking into the shoulder of the upright
man, and areddish powder puffed, arose and spread in the air. The entire shoulder of the man turned to
the reddish powder.

Then athing of seeming incredibility occurred, for the-man seemed to fall to pieces. Hisfigurewaslikea
dried toad-stoal filled with red spores, the retaining film of which had been broken, so that the whole
form disintegrated into powder. He upset.

The frame around the small tree, the dimunitive treeitself, also upset, and dl, hitting the ground, exploded
into the carmine powder. No piece of metal, not even the man's belt buckle or the nailsin the frame
around thetree, resisted the fabul ous phenomenon.

A smdll breeze came sucking through the tropical vegetation and picked up the powder, wafting it, lifting
it; and the vermilion stuff, after it intermingled with the air seemed to become one with the air itsdlf,
merging, vanishing completely, so that it could no longer be seen.

In aspace of time unbelievably short, the pile that had been the body and the tree and its retaining guard
wered| but gone, literdly vanishing into nothingness.

From Monk and Ham, there came no sound, no indication to show that they had not met afate-fantastic
though it gppeared-smilar to the one which had come upon the man with the black face.

Chapter 8. THE PATH TO MYSTERY

DOC SAVAGE had pursued his strange and perilous career for along time, and because he was often
subjected to danger, to sudden surprises, to inexplicable mysteries, to hideous happenings for which
there was, a the moment, no explanation, he had become schooled and hardened until he was rarely
taken greatly aback.

Y et he stood now asif mesmerized; without knowing it, he hardly breathed, and his eyeswere pulled
widewith incredulity. He was probably as surprised, as puzzled, as he had been in his eventful life.

Theair about him seemed to change vaguely, and he whedled, not sure there was danger, but fearing
there might be, and started to flee. It was then that he saw hisfootstepsin the gravel walk. They were
pits from which the fabul ous reddish powder was blowing.



The pits spread, the powder caught up by the wind, and the whole sidewalk to adepth of four or five
inches, well below the foundation of courser stones, was pulled away in dust before Doc's eyes. Grass
and turf followed, then limbs began to fal off the trees, to turn into cerise particles.

Doc Savage ran. He did not often run, even when the course seemed the better part of valor, but he was
retreating now from something that even he, with his fabul ous knowledge, hiswizardry of mind, did not
understand.

He stopped some fifty yards distant, got hold of himsalf, came back alittle, and stood there. Thewind
was stronger. It camein puffs, rather violently. Great changing bulbs of red dust squirted up and faded
into nothingness.

Doc saw alimb fal off another tree; the top of a pam came down with its load of green cocoanuts. Y et
there was no noise of faling, not even the duffing sound which might have been expected, seemingly, if
the red stuff were actually so much dust-which it did not seem to be.

Over toward the basin where the yachts were anchored, some sailor or yachtsman, probably up early
washing down adeck, was caling out loudly to know what was wrong. He must have heard Monk yell,
or possibly had caught the scream of the man with the black face, the man who was now dissolved into
nothingness.

Doc Savage looked closdaly at his shoes. There was, asfar as he could see, nothing wrong with them. He
stamped to seeif they were solid. They were.

The bronze man went forward, returning to the spot where the Red Snow had falen. In amoment, he
could view it fully. It was astrange scene. There was a great spot, absolutely bare, where treesand
sidewak had been.

It was somewhat asif amonster blowtorch, one giving terrific heet, heat such as astronomers say existsin
the sun, had struck over theregion. Yet it was not like that, either. A blowtorch, or terrific heat of any
kind, would have charred, would have raised the temperature of the neighborhood.

The calling of the sailor had subsided on the yacht, and silence fell, broken at intervals by the calls of
birds, seemingly undisturbed by the sinister and eerie descent of the Red Snow.

Doc Savage listened. He was hoping for any sound that might indicate what really had happened, hoping,
most of al, for some communication from Monk and Ham.

Then, 0 unexpectedly that their appearance was like avisua thunderclap, Monk and Ham walked out of
the shrubbery. The wild expressions on their features showed that they had seen what had happened.

"We ran when we saw the suff,” Monk said hoarsely.

A GREAT weight seemed to have been lifted from Doc Savage. He went to work, scooping up samples
of the soil-it was exposed down to the black loam-and stowing them in the envel opes which chanced to
bein hisinner coat pocket.

"Did you see what started that-that red snow faling?' he asked. "Wasthere anything in the air above
you?'

Monk and Ham shook a negative smultaneoudly.

"If therewas, we didn't seeit.”



Doc finished stowing away the envelopes of earth samples. "It may hep usif we andyzeit when the
apparatus sent by Pat from New Y ork gets here," he said.

Ham pointed with his sword cane. "Beech-where did he go?'

"He had more of his gang down the path," Doc said. "He yelled at them. | could not make out what he
sad. But well look for him now."

They broke into atrot down the path, but did not follow it very far, veering off into the shrubbery instead,
so that they were concedled. Doc went alittle ahead, warily, his superior senses straining to detect any
sounds of danger.

Monk and Ham said little. They did look back frequently, asif gtill in the spell of what they had seen
back there when the Red Snow fell.

"In about an hour,” Monk said thickly, "I'm goin' back there and have alook, to seeif | redly dreamed
what happened.”

They had covered about two hundred yards, and Doc Savage stopped abruptly; not turning, he motioned
backward with his hands, then began to study the ground.

Monk and Ham looked closely, then understood, but knew they would have missed the faint sgn had the
bronze man not caled their attention to it with hisactions.

Severd men had waited a ong the path. They had been on both sides of the path, it developed, when
Doc Savage crossed over and found on the other side grass trampled down and dead leaves crushed
where feet had pressed.

"Nine men," Doc Savage said.

Monk wet the edges of his big mouth. It could have been one man, or nineteen, who had trampled the
grass and he could not have told, although his small eyes were as keen, his perception as acute, asthat of
any ordinary man. But there was no doubt in hismind that Doc was right. Doc could tell. The bronze man
had powers which quite often struck Monk as being just alittle beyond human.

"Beech joined them," Doc continued. "Then they al fled.”
"Wefollow 'em, huh?' Monk asked.

Doc answered by going forward. Monk and Ham trailed him, keeping closeto his hedls, concentrating
on making as little noise as possible, rather than looking about for danger. They depended on Doc's
devel oped powersfor that, knowing from past experience that they far exceeded their own.

Beech and his party had traveled at right angles from thetrall and Doc Savage, studying the length of the
footsteps, knew that they had been running. But before long, the footsteps shortened, indicating the men
had dackened speed.

"Careful," Doc warned. "They may have stopped. They may be around here anywhere.”

Monk complained, small-voiced, "1 wish my pet pig, Habeas, hadn't got bunged up at the start of this,
and the cops hadn't taken him aong with our baggage. He could scout through this shrubbery. He's
better than adog at that."

Doc Savage had been to the | eft afew feet an instant before, and Monk looked in that direction, asif



hoping the bronze man would agree. Monk drew up very straight, and his small eyes grew round as
marbles, for Doc Savage had eased away silently, was gone.

Doc was adozen yards away a the moment, bent over low, making no sound, taking infinite painsto
keep himsdlf hidden from asmdll, thick bush off to the north. He circled, getting behind the bush, but
found it flanked by aflowering shrub, the leaves of which were quite thick.

He had seen movement in there, was convinced it harbored some one. He came very close, approaching
from the rear, then tensed and shot forward. As he had expected, he found aform crouched in the
lesfage.

Aningant later he dragged smdll, pretty Nona Space out of the foliage.

MONK and Ham had heard the flutter of the bush and came running up, machine pistols ready, safeties
unlatched. They stopped, and had they seen the black-faced man who had turned so fantastically into
dust after thefall of red snow, they could not have looked more surprised.

The girl struggled, not so much to get free asto dacken the bronze man's grip, which was unconscioudy
tight.

"After dl, I'm not shatterproof!" she gasped.

Doc Savage looked at her, possibly surprised alittle that she should have used those words instead of
more prosaic ones athough his bronze features gave absolutely no indication of what he thought.

Monk did his best to scowl darkly at her, then made a crooked grin, conscioudly trying to keep the ends
of hismouth down while admiration pulled them up.

"Y ou'll wish you were shatterproof before we get through with you," he advised. "Wheresyour pas?’
"Around somewhere," said the girl frankly. "Y ou'd better be careful .
Monk blinked. "Any idea exactly where?"

"I haven't seen them.” She shook her head. "1 have an ideathey were here somewhere, because they
were shadowing those other men, the onesworking with that talkative, man caled O. Garfew Beech, or
Fuency Beech."

Monk blinked again, increduloudy.

"l did not see them-honestly,” the girl repeated. "I followed Beech's men here, but | did not seethe
others, the ones who wear black grease paint on their faces.”

Monk rolled his eyes skyward.

"Thisismaking mevery, very dizzy," hesaid. "To be quite frank, | wouldn't be surprised if you were
pulling another fast one."

"Ligentome” said thegirl. "I'll go back to the very beginning.”
"Then it hasabeginning,” Monk said dryly.

"Don't mind the gpe," Ham put in. "Go ahead, young lady. We are anxious to hear anything that will make
heads or tails of this. We're even willing to heer lies, if they'll make the thing sound like there was some
logictoit.”



"UP until two monthsago, | lived in Atlanta, Georgia," said Nona Space. "'l worked in alawyer's office.
One evening | was walking home from work and four men with black grease paint on their faces pointed
gunsat meand got mein acar. | wasforced to drink something bitter. | avakened in Forida, out there
in that old house among the sand dunes where you were yesterday afternoon.”

"It getswilder and wilder,” Monk grinned. "But go on."

Doc Savage had moved alittle away, where he could hear the girl's story, and still keep his keen senses
focused on the more important, for the moment, business of making sure they would not be taken by
urprise.

"My stepfather, Hyman Space, wasthere," said the girl. "I was permitted to-"
"Thought he was your father?* Monk interjected.

"Stepfather,” corrected the girl. "But | think just as much of him as| would my father; | redly do.
Anyway, | was permitted to see him and wastold he would bekilled if | tried to escape, or tried to notify
the police. My stepfather seemed very worried when they brought himin to see me. | distinctly saw tears
inhiseyes, and hisfacewas horrible."

"What did you gather from the Situation?' Doc Savage put in.

"That they were using my welfare asaclub to make my stepfather do something for them,” said the girl.
"That was borne out later, when they kept me prisoner, and by thethings | overheard.”

"What was their game?' Monk asked.
"] don't know."
Monk looked incredulous. "Y eah?"

"I don't, redly." Shelooked from one of their facesto another. "'l never got to talk to my stepfather, or he
would have told me, if he knew. A week ago, my stepfather did manage to toss me some flexible red
substance like gum or wax, and told meto hideitin my ring, and if | got achance, to get it to you, Doc
Savage.

"He said he and histwo assistants were going to try to get to you with some of the stuff-one of the
assstants, Professor Casson Adams, was going to hide himsdlf in one of your trunks. Y ou see, my father
had comparative liberty-my stepfather, | mean. These men had smply threatened to kill meif he did not
do ashewastold.”

Monk began to look dightly less unbdieving.

"Y esterday afternoon, you came," continued Nona Space. " The rescue attempt did not turn out so well.
The men who wear black grease paint on their faces went to the morgue to search the body of Professor
Casson Adams. They must have scared my stepfather into telling them Adams had taken some of thered
materid. They saw you. | wasin the car. They threatened to kill my stepfather if | did not approach you
and lead you into their trap, so they could get the red materid. They reasoned you had goneto the
morgueto get it."

"And you succeeded pretty well," Monk grinned. "What next? How come you're here?"

"I overheard some talk which indicated my stepfather and his assistant, Ray Wood, areto bekilled very
soon," she explained, her voice suddenly shriller. "It seemsthat whatever they have been doingis



completed. They areto bekilled. | wasto bekilled, too. So | escaped.

"I had overheard them talking about this man Fluency Beech, and knew where his man could be found.
They knew Beech was working on you, or with you, or something. They weren't quite sure. But | thought
Beech's men would lead meto you. So | followed you and herel am.”

She stopped suddenly and pointed back in the direction of the spot where the Red Snow had appeared.
"What was that red material which looked like snow?' she asked.

Monk gulped, ™Y ou don't know?'

"I'vetold you everything | know," the girl said emphaticaly.

"Y ou don't know what these black-faced birds are up to?' Monk asked hopefully.

"No."

"And you don't know who Beech isor what heistrying to do?'

"No."

"Blazes!" Monk groaned. "Thisisasblack amystery asit ever was."
Chapter 9. MYSTERIOUSISLE

DOC SAVAGE did not question the girl further at the moment, but moved away, searching, eyesdert,
following thetrail made by Fluency Beech and his party. This cameto adisappointing end. It terminated
at acurving concrete boulevard. There were fresh drops of grease on the cement, asif cars had stood
there recently. The machines were now gone.

Returning to the vicinity of the fantastic bare place where the Red Snow had falen, Doc Savage
conducted an extensive search for tracks. He found some.

The footprints had been made by four men, and they did not approach within closer than a hundred feet
of the place where the Red Snow had descended with such incredible results. The men who had made
the tracks had retreated and had entered a car which had been pulled into aclump of bushesa
congderable distance down the curving boulevard from where Fluency Beech's men had parked their
mechine.

Doc Savage read the dowly straight-entering grass stems, the drying juice which heavy feet had pressed
from weeds, asif they had been lines on a printed page.

"They fled about the same time that FHluency Beech's men departed,” he advised.
"Then we're sumped,” Monk muttered.

Doc now devoted some time to questioning the young woman. She answered dl of his queries directly,
without hesitation, and not once did she dter her story in any detail. Nor was she able to reved anything
of more bearing on the mystery than that which she had dready divulged.

Monk drew Doc aside. "Do you think she'slying?"

The bronze man said, "Monk, thereis one subject which | gave up studying along time ago, smply
because it seemed impossible to get the thing down to a point where it could be understood with any



reliability.”
"Women?' Monk asked.
"Exactly," Doc told him "Persondly, | never could even tel when onewaslying to me."

The girl approached and said, "I haven't asked you many questions. Just how much do you know about
thisaffar?'

"Not awholelot,” Doc admitted.
"Then you do not know how to get on thetrail of the black-faced men?”’

"Thereisone possibleplan,” Doc said. "What isit?" she asked. "I thought of one, too. Maybeitisthe
sameone.”

"These fellows seem to know agreat deal about what isgoing on," Doc told her. "They undoubtedly
watch the newspapers. We can run an advertisement which will draw their attention, and possibly getin
touch with them by that method.”

"Yes" sadthegirl. "If we can just draw their attention to usin such away that it will not be too
dangerous. | did not think of the newspapers. What kind of an advertisement will you run?”’

"Well insert it now," Doc said. "Well compose it on the way to a newspaper office.”

It proved something of atask to get the advertisement in the firgt editions of the morning papers. The
advertising forms were closed the day before, it was explained at the newspaper office. But Doc Savage,
by taking haf apage and paying anot unattractive bonus, overcame this routine obstacle.

The next edition carried the display:
$1,000 REWARD

FOR THE RETURN OF A SMALL ENVELOPE HOLDING SEVERAL FRAGMENTSOF A
SUBSTANCE WHICH MIGHT BE MISTAKEN FOR RED SEALING WAX.

PHONE BEACH 0071.

Monk narrowed his small eyes as he gppraised the advertisement, then demanded, " That should do the
trick.”

He did not remark on the telephone number He had seen Doc Savage, enroute to the newspaper office,
stop at asmal al-night drug store and enter the one tel ephone booth.

THEY went to the drug store, and the dapper Ham, at Doc's request, entered and waited to take calls.
To account for hiswaiting in the store, Ham used a smple ruse. He entered the booth, ostensibly
telephoned, then came out and told the clerk that he was waiting for acal, and that it might be some
time. He made himsdlf agreeable with the attendant, from time to time purchasing soft drinks.

Ham was not entirely cheerful about histask. He had two reasons. Thefirg, it cut him off from possible
excitement, this serving as bait. Secondly, he had discovered that he liked the dimunitive Nona Space.
He found talking to her a pleasure, and he resented leaving her in the company of the homely Monk,
who, despite his amazing homeliness, had the knack of charming women.

Timeswithout number, Ham had wondered just how Monk got by with it. Ham himsalf was more than



ordinarily handsome, he was the suavest of talkers and he had aremarkable line of conversation. Y et he
found Monk an aggravating competitor. Ham sometimes wondered if young women, especidly attractive
young women, did not feel sorry for Monk because he was so utterly homely.

The direet fronting the drug store, like most of Miami's thoroughfares, was bordered with shrubbery. A
block distant wasasmall park.

It wasin the park that Doc Savage |left Monk and Nona Space, an arrangement entirely to Monk's
satisfaction. They were seated on a bench, surrounded by dense shrubbery, and Doc advised them not to
show themsalves for any reason, but to keep an eye open to see that they, themselves, were not
discovered.

Doc Savage himsdlf departed without advising just what he intended to do.
Telephone wires dong this thoroughfare were on poles, not in underground conduits.

A manin greasy coverdls, carrying ametd case, wearing afloppy straw hat appeared shortly. Hewore
lineman's climbing spurs. Around his middle was one of the wide belts commonly worn by linemen, and
from it dangled the usua profusion of tools.

This man did not seem large-except when he was near some object to which his size could be compared.
His skin was apasty, rather unhealthy hue.

He climbed a pole near the drug store and busied himself with pliers, wire and the inevitabletest set. A
moment later, he was clipped in on the line which led into the drug store.

He heard a call from a housewife who wanted aquart of ice cream ddlivered. He got off that wire, and
clipped onto another. There were only two leading into the store. The second would be the one to the
booth.

The man on the telephone pole seemed to be having agreat ded of difficulty. Findly, acal cameto the
booth. The man on the pole listened in. It was from a newspaper reporter who wanted to know what
kind of a story was behind the want-ad.

Ham told the journalist that he would cal him back later, then hung up. The reporter called again
immediately and demanded the story at once. Ham hung up again.

A car passed on the street. The man on the telephone pole could not see into the machine, but he kept an
eyeonit and saw it swing around the next block, turn in the middle of the street when it was out of sight.
It repeated this after it had passed the drug store.

The man on the pole rang the booth. Ham answered.

"Get out of the store, Ham," the man on the pole said. "Thereisacar acting suspicioudy. | think it isour
game."

"Very well, Doc' Ham said.

DOC SAVAGE waited until the car was out of Sght again, then climbed down from the telephone pole
and walked into ayard, then stepped behind a shrub. He saw the car come back and stop alittle
distance from the drug Store.

A man got out. He had a black face and wore shabby clothes, but his features were not those of a
Negro.



He entered the drug store, removing his hat as he did so. His hair was black, curly, but the curlslooked
asif they had been put in with awaving iron. They weretoo regular, not kinky, artificial.

Doc Savage crouched behind the shrubbery and removed his coverdls, toals, the old hat, the spurs, and
made abundle of them. Finding them had been alucky break. They had been in alineman's car down the
street and the bronze man had smply borrowed them.

The black-faced man came out of the drug store, looking disappointed.
Ham had not comeinto Doc Savage's range of vision, evidently having left the drug store by arear door.

The man with the grease paint on hisface-it was undoubtedly grease paint, although proof of the fact
could not be detected from that distance-went to the car. Three other men, disguised like himself waited
there. They spoke and Doc, wrenching out his peculiar telescope, got it in action in timeto catch the
conversation by reading their lips.

Thetak was not in English, but in the same foreign tongue which had been spoken by the two peddiers
before Doc Savage's hotel.

"Thereisno one but an attendant in the shop which sellsdrugs,” he advised.

One of thosein the car must have asked a question, but Doc did not see hislips move because the fellow
hed hisface averted. "I questioned the attendant,” said the one who had visited the drug store. "He
answered me that a man had been there, greatly interested in the telephone, but had latdly left. He
described this man as adender fellow who carried a black cane.”

"The one of Doc Savage's men called Ham," said another of thetrio in the car.

"Assuredly,” agreed thefirdt. "1 questioned the attendant further, and it seemsthat this Ham, before taking
his departure, requested that the attendant answer the telephone-and if any one spoke concerning red
materid in an envelope they were to be asked to cdl again, for this Ham would return.”

They seemed to talk this over. Part of the conversation Doc Savage did not get, because they shifted
about, seeming nervous.

"Y ou will remain here on guard,” the man who had entered the drug store was told. " Two of uswill
remain with you. Together, we should be able to get thisred materid in the envelopewhenitis
ddlivered-if it isddivered. And at the least, we should be able to dispose of thisHam; and if we are
fortunate, of Doc Savage, and the other, Monk."

"And of thegirl," added some one. "Y es, the girl," the man said, and swore.
Three of the party remained behind. One man drove the car away.

AS Doc Savage suspected they would do, the three black-faced men chose the most convenient shelter,
which was the same yard in which he himself crouched. They entered the shrubbery boldly, conversingin
low voices, and their fate, when it overtook them, came as acomplete surprise.

One man made a squawking sound and dropped. The heavy plierswhich Doc had thrown at his head
glanced from their mark and struck another fellow, and he dodged so wildly that he fell down.

Doc pitched out of concealment. The man on hisfeet saw the bronze giant. He yelled something in his
own speech. His hand raced pocketward. Too late, he saw it was hopeless. He tried to twist. Doc'sfist
archedin. It waslikeamaul of bronze. It dammed the man'sjaw.



The fellow's arms shot straight out, he lifted on tiptoe, his knees bent forward, and his ssomach went in
and he collapsed downward, accordion fashion.

The fdlow who had been startled by the glancing pliers squared off with aknifein his hands. He was
scared of the bronze man. It wasin hiseyes. He dashed wildly, in great arcs; it was asif hewanted to
keep Doc off, rather than do him actual damage.

But the man might have been striking a a, particularly agile fly with abaseball bat. He seemed to have no
chance. Doc drifted in, got the knife arm and bent it. The man tried to scream, but Doc got ahand over
his mouth and the fellow only made noise through hisnose. Then Doc hit him carefully, on the very tip of
the jaw, and the man went to deep.

Ham came running, crashed through the shrubbery, his sword cane unsheathed and out before him.
"Well, well, well!" he said delightedly. "We now have us some sources of information!™

Doc bent over the man hit by the pliers. Thefellow had been knocked out. Doc began picking up the
lineman'stools and restoring them inside the coverdls.

"Wait here," he advised Ham. "I'll send Monk and the girl.”

He drifted away, walking dowly when he was on the street, and came to the park. He worked through
the green foliage until he found the homely chemist and the attractive young woman.

"Ham iswatching three of the black-faced gang,” he advised. "Heis across from the drug store. Go and
help him take the prisonersto asafe place. Bind and gag them; then question them, one at atime. Try to
find out-"

"What it'sal about,” Monk finished. "Sure, | know."

Doc moved away, his motions swift.

"What are you gonnado?' Monk called.

"Try to follow that car with the other maninit," Doc replied.

Monk'svoice lifted. "But how are we gonnaget in touch with you if you follow that car?"

"Cdl theinformation operator at the telephone company and tell her to direct any cdlsthat may comefor
Andy Blodge to atelephone where you can hear them,” Doc said.

"Okay." Monk grinned. Andy Blodge was a contraction of his own name, Andrew Blodgett Mayfair.

Doc Savage ran toward the spot where they had parked their car-it was another rented machine. He
started it, headed in the direction taken by the machine bearing the one black-faced man, and drove fast.

The road was straight and wide, with only smaler resdentia side streets cutting in. Most of these were
short, for this boulevard thrust out into swampland which had been but partialy developed-it wasin fact,
amost anarrow neck of dry land, with low ground and some water on either side.

Doc had known that. He had been fairly confident he would overhaul the other machine.

His confidence was justified when he caught sight of the vehicle far ahead. He drove more dowly, and
began to shadow the other car.



FORTY -FIVVE minutes later, Doc Savage was crawling through palmettoes and sand. He had |eft the car
amogt aquarter of amile back, having rolled it off the road where it would not be noticed. The sand
through which he crawled was of peculiar formation, being composed largely of very small sea-shdlls of
an innumerable variety of shapes. The pamettoes were scrawny, the pointed leaves being particularly
vicious.

Doc Savage knew his quarry was ahead somewhere. The man had parked his car in an ancient shed
beside the road, closed the shed door and walked around behind the building. Doc had been able to see
that much from up the road.

So far as he had been able to ascertain, the bronze man had himsalf not been seen.

With infinite caution, Doc lifted his head. He had heard arasping sound, asif some one had drawn a
difficult breath. He saw the source of the sound. It was not anything as sinister asit had sounded. It was
smply the scrape of asmall dory kedl on the sand as the black-faced man shoved the boat down toward
the water.

The craft had evidently been moored afloat by along painter, but the tide had gone out, leaving it high
and dry.

The man got the dory into the water, sprang aboard, and standing erect and using one oar, paddied away
in amanner which showed he had not handled boatsto any extent.

Perhaps two or three hundred yards distant, there was an idand. It lay pardld with the shore, and was
nearly aquarter of amilelong. There was nothing to indicate how wide it might be.

In contrast to most low idandsin the vicinity of Miami, this one was covered by aluxuriant tangle of
tropical vegetation, literally ajungle. There was no beach on theidand, the mangroves growing out into
the water itself, so that it seemed there was no land, only vegetation.

The man in the dory was paddling for theidand.

Doc Savage studied the shell beach on which the boat had been lying. Crossing it without being observed
was a chance too grest to take, especidly if there were unseen watchers on theidand.

The bronze man squirmed backward through the sand and palmettoes and turned north. Within a
hundred feet, he came upon asat water creek. The bank of this was steep, hard to climb, which perhaps
explained why the dory had not been moored there.

Doc sdlected the most advantageous spot, one where the bank would dide less voluminoudly; he stripped
off hisgarments until hewas clad only in hissilk shorts. He did down the bank, agiant of aman with
muscles and snews which would have thrown aphysica culture fan into ecstasies, and entered the water.
He carried the tube of his periscope device.

He lengthened out and whipped soundlessly aong the surface until, he reached the mouth of the creek,
then went under without any of the elaborate somersaulting usudly resorted to. He had made no

splashing.

Once benegth the surface, he threw himsdlf over and over severd timeswith quick gestures of his hands.
He had a ddiberate reason for that. Air bubbles might have remained in his ears, hisnodtrils, or evenin
his shorts, and coming up later and breaking on the surface, would attract attention. He swam with long
gtrokes, in each of which hismuscles got full play.

When histrained lungsfelt the strain-Doc had learned the trick of staying under water from the pearl



divers of the South Seas-he ceased striking and worked with the periscope device.

The lenses came off easily, and were stowed in the little clip-box for that purpose, affixed to the side of
the telescoping tube. Then he ran the tube up, fitted it between his teeth and arose until, with eyeswide
open, hefdt that it projected above water. He drank out the salt water which filled it, then began to
breathe easily through the tube.

Hedid not hurry the breathing. When he was about ready to go on, he inhaled and exhaled severa
tremendous breeths. This charged his lungs with fresh oxygen. Then he took anormal bregth, one which
could be held without continud strain.

This latter process was one of the South Seastricks. The amateur adds to his exhaustion by filling his
lungsto capacity, so that thereisamuscular strain from the expanded ribs.

Doc Savage repeated this process anumber of times. Then the water seemed to grow dark, indicating
the mangrove branches were above him. The next ingtant, he felt the tangled roots. With infinite caution,
he eased up among the stems.

The dory was not in Sght. Evidently it had been drawn in among the mangroves.

Doc crawled up out of the water. He stood for some moments on a submerged root, with only hisfeetin
the water, letting his giant frame drain so that there would be no splashing. Then he went forward.

Almogt at once, he heard voices.

ONE of the speakers had aflutdike tone, and was unmistakably the chief of the black-faced men, the
onewho had been called by the somewhat strange cognomen of Ark.

"Youfool," hewas saying. "Y ou drove out without changing cars?"

"Why change cars?' questioned another voice. "Nothing happened. No one would have reason to trall
r],E.ll

The second spesker was undoubtedly the man Doc Savage had trailed to thelittle idet.

"No one would have reason-" Ark broke off and swore expressively in his native tongue. "We have been
entirely too cardless. Firdt, it was Doc Savage. Then it was this noise box, Beech. Next, it will be the
firing squad for us."

"They do not usefiring squadsin this country,” murmured the other.

"What they do usewill bejust as effective,” Ark snapped. "Use more care heregfter.”
"l will," said the second man. "Are things progressing satisfactorily here?'

"They are," said Ark. "Come. | will show you."

The two moved away, and Doc Savage trailed them, but not by sight. He followed by sound. It waswell
that he did, for he discovered there were other of the black-faced men, who had not spoken, and who
had not followed Ark and the newcomer. These were lookouts, posted at intervals along the
jungle-matted rim of theidand.

Ark and his companion moved directly across the idand, where the growth wasless thick and wherea
small inlet seemed to snag into the land in such amanner that its presence was hardly noticeable from the
seaward side.



There was a speedboat moored in the rather shapeless harbor, the same craft in which the black-faced
men had escaped when Doc and his two companions pursued them from the old mansion among the
sand dunes.

Tied securely to the mangroves along the shore was alarge, dilapidated barge. The craft had seen much
usage. Y et closer ingpection showed that it was ill usable, providing it was not subjected to seastoo
rigorous. Timbers danted from the barge to the shore, and the manner in which the jungle was broken
down around the spot showed some heavy work had been done there.

Ark and his companion passed the barge, went on.

Doc Savage studied the marks where the craft had been unloaded. Whatever had been taken off had
been heavy. The moving had been done by rollers.

ADVANCING, the bronze man came to a spot where one of the burdens had dipped over asmal
embankment and had been hoisted back, probably by the use of ablock and tackle. Thefoot of the
embankment still held afair impression of the base of the object. Doc surveyed the impression closdly.

In Sze, in shape, it about coincided with the dimensions of the pedestal's erected in the basement of the
house among the sand dunes-the pedestal s which had been covered over with canvas, yet which had
held nothing.

There seemed to be no lookouts along this side of theidand. Doc quickened his pace, coming up to
where he could hear Ark and hisfollower talking as they moved adong.

"If any one should land on theidand and see thetrail made by the moving,” the follower was saying in the
foreign tongue, "they will be suspicious. Theidand is supposed to be deserted.”

"Wewill make it seem that nothing has been moved," advised Ark.
"That will take much work."

"Wewill do thework," Ark snapped.

"It issafe here?' the other muttered uneasily.

Ark said, "It isnot dl that we might desire, but we will use care. Anyway, the mgjor part of our work is
done."

"The odors-they may reach the shore," suggested the firg.

"Wewill work only when thereisan offshorewind,” Ark told him. "When boats come near, fishing we
will shut down. Thisis not a populous spot. It will not be difficult.”

"Let ushopethat istrue™ his companion murmured.

Doc Savage had discarded much of his caution. They were near the center of theidand, and it seemed a
reasonable supposition that no lookout would be posted here-and if there were any, they would speak to
Ark and his companion in passing, thus disclosing their location to Doc.

So, when aman eased around a tree within a dozen feet of Doc Savage, the bronze man was, to his
infinite disgust, caught flat-footed.

The man was burly His clothing was fairly new and not cheap, but it was wrinkled and there was mud to
hiships. Hisface was squarish, grim.



He gestured dightly with the sawed off shotgun which he held. The gesture ordered Doc to stop.
The man did not speak.
Chapter 10. IN AND OUT

Doc SAVAGE gtood perfectly ill, so tense that the amazing cables of muscle sheathing his greet frame
ridged out distinctly. He put his hands up dowly. It was the wise thing to do. He carried no wegpon, no
gadget-he was clad only in shorts.

The square-faced man made a gesture with his shotgun again, and Doc advanced dowly. He could hear
Ark and the other walking on; their noise became fainter.

Doc parted hislipsasif to say something.
"Sh-h-hi"" admonished the man with the shotgun.
Doc made hisvoice very low. "Why the quiet? Who are you, anyway?"

"Pipe down," the fdlow said. He shifted the shotgun meaningly. "Play safe and come adong withme. I'm
taking you to the boss. Me, mysdlf, | don t know what to do with you. So I'll take you to him."

"Who isyour boss?' Doc demanded.

The man said, "Don't ask goofy questions!™ and nudged Doc with the shotgun.
Doc began to walk. He had been guided to the right, so he went that way.

"If you've got sense, you won't make any noise,” whispered the man.

"Why not?' Doc questioned.

"Oh, hell," said the other. "If you want to make anoise, go ahead and makeit, and the whole gang will be
down on our necks."

Doc Savage surrendered for the moment, and went on, changing his course as he was urged, crawling
through tangles of foliage, easing around the boles of the pdms, occasiondly walking over tangled
mangrove roots. There were insectsin the jungle, hordes of them, and they began to make existence
miserable.

The shotgun kept dways againgt his back, or closeto it, and the square-faced man seemed to be
experienced in this sort of thing, for not once did Doc get an opportunity to turn upon him.

They reached a particularly thick bit of growth, worked their way inside, and found tracksin the soft
muck where one or more men had stood. These prints, due to the dusk beneath the thick canopy of
leafage, wereindigtinct.

Doc Savage, who could look at footprints, and, because he had studied the varied character of feet and
manners of walking, could not infrequently tell whether he had seen them before, endeavored to inspect
the prints, but the light was insufficient. He bent down with the idea of getting acloser look, but the
shotgun muzzle urged him up again.

"Guess the boss moved,” said the gun widlder. "He was here not long ago. Well, welll ook around
some.”



He had spoken in avery low voice and Doc Savage answered in the same manner. His captor seemed to
have no desire that they be discovered, and with this, Doc wasin hearty accord.

They headed toward the lower end of the idand, which seemed to be wider, somewhat higher, and even
more densdly jungled. Eventualy, they heard sounds. They approached with grest care. Doc's captor
seemed to want to hear what was going on. The bronze man was equaly curious.

Men, they discovered, were at work obliterating the marks made by the heavy machinery. Doc's captor
lifted up and had along look, then lowered himsalf and would not |et the bronze man make an

ingoection.
"Weve been wondering what they hauled ashore here,” the fellow breathed. "Danged if | don't find out.”

At the point of hisgun, he guided Doc in acircle. They cameto abuilding, made of blocks of cora and
mortar and obvioudy built along time ago. The stocky man studied the place.

"That's where they took whatever it was," he whispered. "Brother, you're stayin' herewhile | havea
look."

"That may be dangerous," Doc warned.
The other eyed the bronze man intently.

"I wonder if we an't made a mistake about you," he grunted. Then he shrugged. "Wel, I'll settle that
later.”

He produced two pairs of handcuffs. They had been wrapped in cloth so that they would not clink
together and make a noise. He applied one set of manaclesto Doc'swrists, the other set to the bronze
man'sankles.

"Youjust play like you were petrified, and I'll be back,” he whispered.
"Careful,” Doc repeated his admonition.
"That'smy middle name," grinned the other.

He crawled through the high grass and covered fifty feet. Then abell rang loudly. From half adozen
points, armed men popped into view.

THERE must have been hair-thin wires stretched through the grass, wires painted green so that they
would not be noticed againgt the verdant background, or gray so that they would be mistaken for
cobwebs. Breaking them must have set off the alarm bell.

The men who appeared were dl armed. Some of them had the inevitable black grease paint on their
faces. Othersdid not.

Y dling gutturaly, they charged the burly man who had been so unfortunate asto set off thedarm. He
reared up on hisfest, surveyed the Situation with one glance, and picked the nearest shelter. Thistook
him away from Doc. Perhaps he was trying to distract attention from the bronze man, aswell as escape
himsdif.

A rifle whacked. The blocky man ducked dightly. He was not hit. The bullet must have come close. He
haf turned hisbody above the hips as he ran. His shotgun launched thunder into the clearing. Heaimed
without using the Sights; it was a pump gun and he jacked the dide with hisleft hand.



The shooting wasllittle short of miraculous. Had the blocky man been atrap-shooting expert on an easy
range, breaking targets for the sport of it, he could not have been more deadly. He did not shoot twice at
any one man. He did not need to. Everyone of his charges dropped afoe.

Morerifles were adding their vicious snap to the uproar. Pistols made more hollow smashes. Men
cursed, screamed. One of the wounded was crying out awfully.

The blocky man with the shotgun went down. For an ingtant, he waslost in the grass. Doc could hear him
swearing. Theman's profanity was like apack of firecrackers going off-explosive, vituperative.

He must have rloaded his shotgun while he lay there, for when he got up, he was shooting again. Doc
saw one of the shotgun charges strike an attacker full in the face. It made three round, distinct holes. That
explained why the charges were so deadly. The cartridges were loaded with big buck-shots, dugs
perhaps aslarge as awoman'sfinger nail.

The fugitive dived into the growth. He had evidently not been damaged badly by the bullet which had
forced him down. He disgppeared. Hisflight wasaloud crashing.

Doc Savage had not been lying quiescent. He was fighting the handcuffs. 1t would have been smpler had
he possessed padding to shove inside the rings. But there was nothing that would serve. He worked with
hisankles, sraining. The stedl cut in. Crimson came. With his hands, he added what strain he could.

He had tried thisthing of breaking handcuff lines before. Sometimes he succeeded. Sometimes he did
not. There were handcuffs so strong that it was a physica impossibility to break them. Those which he
wore now seemed to belong to the latter class.

He had been seen. Men ran toward him. The foremost identified him, whipped up an automatic rifle, took
adeliberate aim and fired.

THE codrdination of muscles and nerves with which nature has endowed living creaturesis afabulous
thing when developed to itsfullest. It is said that the bird which hunters contemptuoudy call the helldiver
can, and does, seethe flash of the gun and dive before the bullet arrives-at least, such isthe explanation
often brought forward to account for the difficulty in shooting the ungainly bird.

What Doc Savage did was a shade |ess spectacular. He watched the trigger finger of the gunman, saw it
flex, and whipped madly sdewise. The bullet dashed grass where he had reposed.

The rifleman swore, took a second ddliberate am. As hisfinger flexed, Doc legped, thistime not quite
sure that he would get clear, but striving, aswild ingtinct dictated, to maintain hislife thread unbroken as
long as possible. But nothing happened. The automatic rifle was empty.

Then Ark ran into the clearing. He was agrotesque figure with his spindling limbs; he till wore golf
knickers, but they were adifferent pair, these of an abominably green color. His hairless head resembled
adark billiard ball. Branches had scraped the grease paint off in long stregks.

Ark took in the situation. He began to shriek in his native tongue.
"Donot kill him!" heydled. "There are thingswe should, ask him!"

By now, they had observed that Doc Savage was hampered by the handcuffs, and two men ran up
boldly. They pounced on the bronze man. There was a sudden struggle. Blows whacked. Both attackers
cameflying out of the mélée-and one, hitting the ground hard, got up screaming and drawing aknife. He
rushed in again.



"No, no!" Ark bawled; "Heishandcuffed, you fools! Take him divel"

Doc Savage suddenly ceased fighting. It wasfutile, dangerous. It would only arouse hisfoes, and there
was no chance of his escaping, anyway.

He was saized unceremonioudy. More men came running. Thelittle idand seemed to be dive with them.
Ark indicated Doc Savage. "Carry himinsgde. Wewill question him."

"But what about the other one who ran?" asked one of the men.

"Perhaps he will cometo rescue his chief," Ark chuckled. "Wewill search for him, too."

"But the one who ran was not one of Doc Savage's men,” corrected the other.

"What?' Ark medeit shriek.

"The other was a man whom none of us had ever seen before," said one of the men.

The words seemed to release an emotional brake in Ark. He bounced around, spouting orders. Men ran
off to push asearch.

Another pair of handcuffs were brought and clipped to Doc Savage's ankles, reénforcing those which
were aready there, and apair was added to hiswrigts. Then he was carried into the building of cora and
mortar.

There was no roof over the room where he was deposited, and grass and weeds grew from the stone
floor.

After atime, Ark camein.

"At no time have we been introduced with the formality befitting individuds of digtinction,” Ark said. He
clicked his hedls, bobbed hisround, hairless head in abrisk bow. "I am the Baron Lang Ark. Y ou have
heard of me?"

Doc Savage did not speak immediately, but studied the features of the man before him, sometimes
shifting his gaze to two bodyguards who had accompanied Ark into the roofless room. They were
foreigners, dienswho might smuggle themsdlvesinto the United States. Immigration officiaswere on the
lookout for such. Foridawas one of the great centers of the dien smuggling trade. Hence these men,
noticed too frequently, would have attracted attention.

Negroeswere plentiful in Florida. These men could pass as such with their skins properly darkened. Few
observers would note that they lacked the lip contour, or observe their other tiny faults.

The Baron Lang Ark looked impatient and repeated, "Y ou have heard of me?"
"No," Doc told him.

"Excdlent!" The other laughed. "That isnot my true name. Now, you will answer my questions. First,
who was the other man?"'

"| do not know," Doc told him.

"Who put the handcuffs on you?



"Hedid."

Ark bowed shortly. "Then heisnot afoeto beignored. | gather that you followed my man here?’
Doc sad nothing.

"Didyou?" Ark snapped.

Doc held silence.

"The man waskilled by the one with the shotgun, so you need not withhold the truth to prevent him being
punished,” said the hairless man.

Doc sad, "l followed him here.”
"How many came with you?"
"No answer | could giveto that would be believed," Doc stated without emotion.

"True." Ark showed perfect whiteteeth in asmile. "Wewill go back to that question later. Did thisman
with the shotgun follow you here?"

Doc sad in entiretruth, "1 have not the dightest idea.”
"Why did he take you prisoner?"
"That seemsto be part of the mystery.”

Ark stood and thought that over. He produced cigarettes-long, thin, blue cylinders with gold tips, and
stuck onein his small mouth. Both his bodyguards hastened to strike matches.

"Thisfdlow with the shotgun must have followed some of my men here,” he said findly. "That isthe only
way he could have found the spot. None of my men have been seized and tortured. This man trailed
some one. That means my men have been careless. Entirdly too cardess.”

There seemed to be no call for areply, and Doc Savage said nothing.

"My men need an example to show that such cardessnessisnot wise," Ark murmured. "1 shall make one
of thefool who permitted you to trail him here."

Doc Savage showed no emotion. "Y ou said that one was dead.”
"I am afamous man, not a gentleman nor aman with any honor,” Ark replied. "I lied to you."

Doc Savage, made no answer. He was disgusted. Not often did hefail to sift truth from untruth in aman's
gpeech. And this Lang Ark had deceived him completely. The fellow was an accomplished hypocrite.

ARK now cracked acommand in his native tongue-he had been speaking English of fair quaity-and the
man whom Doc Savage had trailed to the idand was brought into the roofless enclosure.

Thefdlow was scared; much of the black paint on his features had been rubbed off, and his skin, thus
exposed, had astark color. His eyeswere steadily wide, unblinking, asif the lids were permanently
wedged apart. But there was no shaking in hislimbs.

"The bronze man followed you here" Ark told him.



"If that istrue," the man said hoarsdly, " deserve agreat punishment.”

Ark eyed him. "l am going to be very generous.”

The man seemed to know his chief very well. He did not appear greatly relieved. He said nothing.
"Release him," Ark commanded.

The man was freed. Those who had brought him in stood aside. Still the accused did not speak.
"Youmay go," Ark told him.

The man's mouth sagged. He seemed unable to believe what he heard.

"Y ou-you mean | can-walk out of here?' he ssumbled.

"Exactly,” Ark said.

A gresat gladness came over the man'sface. The gartling change in his features was an indication of the
nature of punishment he had expected. He seemed overjoyed at the leniency.

"Gol" Ark directed.
The man bowed deeply to Ark, then turned and walked toward the door.

Ark drew an automatic pistol and without displaying particular emotion, shot the man in the back of the
head.

"He died happy,” he said dryly," asthe body was carried out.

Doc Savage watched the man steedily. He knew that the daying had been, in part, to impress him, to
wesken hissdf control. But he had schooled himself to keep such things from affecting him as they might
affect another. There was away of doing it. Concentration played alarge part.

But the bronze man had seen blood shed in a cold fashion on other occasions, yet never quite so
cdloudy asthis. Hewas seeing in this Lang Ark afoe of more dangerous caliber than he had expected,
or thought. The fellow seemed to have absolutely no nerves, he could tell untruths as convincingly as he
recited facts; he was undoubtedly ingenious as well as cold-blooded, and, not the least important, there
was a certain something about his manner, an air, in asense, which meant that he was motivated by some
great purpose. It was the same manner that drives a painter to do agreat canvas, or awriter to turn out a
classic.

The Baron Lang Ark was out to accomplish something, and would stop at nothing to succeed.

Ark came over to Doc and said, "Y ou will tell me where your two men and the girl, Nona Space, can be
found."

"Then what?' Doc asked.

"They will betaken prisoner," Ark said. "They will be hdd, unharmed, until certain things happen.”
"What things?' Doc asked.

Ark laughed, and entirely ignored the last question.

"Where are the two men and the girl?" he repested.



Doc replied, truthfully, "I do not know."

Ark studied him for along time. There was something hideous, repulsive about Ark's hairless head. It
was somehow like the shiny body of a spider, abody which had been stripped of dl the legs but one,
that one serving as aneck. The body was alittle bloated, too.

"I have various methods for making onetalk,” Ark said. "Wewill try them.”

THEY lifted Doc Savage bodily and carried him through an arch in thewall, an arch which looked asif it
werein constant danger of faling down. They passed through aroom where the floor had been grubbed
free of grass and weeds. Beyond was an open court-this ruin of coral had once been adwelling of the
Spanish type, with a courtyard in the center.

In the court was a pit which had once been afountain or aswimming pool-probably the latter, because it
was deep, dthough the dimensions were not large.

Doc Savage was lowered to the bottom. One of the men brought a coil of wire, and thiswas employed
in binding the bronze man, athough there was no likelihood of his bresking the handcuffs.

When thewirewas al used, he was little more than an € ongated bundle of gleaming meta. Some one
brought two iron rods, longer than Doc was high, and immensely stiff, and these were wired to him, or he
was wired to the rods, so that he could not bend or flop about.

Severd sheet-metal drumswererolled up. These were larger than ordinary barrels. They were arrayed
around the edge of the swvimming pool so that they projected dightly over therim.

A lighted lantern arrived. Ark himself removed the globe and placed it, still burning, on the floor near Doc
Savage. In order to make sure that he could not reach it, astout iron pipe was driven through the
cracked floor of the pool-the latter was of concrete-and he waswired to it.

With ahammer and a pointed punch, Ark-drove aholein the lower edges of each of the drums. A dark
fluid ran out, splattered on the pool floor, spread. Its odor identified it. Crude oil.

"Itisnot highly explosive or extremely inflammable" Ark told Doc Savage quietly. "But it will burn. Itis
the same ail whichisused in Diesd engines. It makesavery hot fire.

Doc sad nothing.

"Thismay seem like good old melodrama,” Ark said, till without particular emotion. "But | am not doing
thisbecause | desire you to meet aparticularly horrible form of degth. | want you to think. By thinking,
you may conclude to answer my questions. Y ou can watch the leve of the oil come up on the base of
that burning light. I do not know just how high it will come beforeit doestakefire. Perhapsit will be
soon, perhapslate. That isfor you to wonder about.”

Doc'sinterest seemed far away, where the sun was a brazen disk high overhead.
"In the meantime, my men may find your two aides, Monk and Ham," Ark said.
Then he went away.

Chapter 11. THE MEN OF DUST

MONK and Ham were having their troubles.



Their car-they had rented a machine-was traveling something near seventy-five milesan hour. The car
had a cut-out; this was open. Monk drove. Ham kept the tip of his sword cane on the horn button. It

was aspecia type of horn, one which played cornetlike musical tones, and its uproar added aunique

touch to the generd bedlam of their hasty progress.

Nona Space rode in the back. She held awrench which had been taped, not too generoudly, with bicycle
adhesive, and from time to time she discouraged their three prisoners by tapping them ungently over the
head. They were bound tightly and gagged, but they seemed anxious to throw themsalves out of the car,
despite the fact that, even lying on the floorboards as they were, they should have been ableto tell that
the machine was traveling at atremendous rate of speed.

The pig, Habeas Corpus, was in the rear-Ham positively refused to sit in the front seat with him. Dog
fashion, the homely pig had his head hanging out of awindow. Therush of air kept hisoversize ears
distended likewings.

Habeas was the cause of their present jam-Habeas, and Monk's impetuousness. They had been driving
sedately through Miami, after renting the car, hunting a secluded spot where they could question their
prisoners without alikelihood of being interfered with. Monk had sighted Habeas Corpus on aMiami
Street.

"Lookout, you gpe!" Ham shrilled.

Monk gave the whed afrantic twist, rubber shrieked, the machine kedled up on two whed swithout
dackening pace, and they rocketed out into the highway again; Monk had mistaken awide driveway for
asderoad.

The car went on, itsworn engine making agreet uproar and giving off an ominous smell of something
burning. Ham looked back anxioudy, diverting his attention only when jarring of the car asthey crossed
bumps caused his sword cane to dide off the horn button.

"Y ou awful mistake!" hetold Monk sourly. ™Y ou got usinto thid"

Ham gave thought to the immediate past. When Habeas Corpus had been sighted sitting forlornly on the
sdewalk, Monk, in his excitement, had not stopped to survey the surroundings closely. He had jumped
out and run to get the pig. That action might have been very well inits place, but Habeas chanced at the
moment to be in front of the Miami police headquarters. A cop had sighted Monk, recognized him from
the description which had no doubt been broadcast. Monk was an individua easily described.

A squad car, loaded with policemen had taken after them. It was still on thelr trail.

"You missing link!" Ham howled. "Why don't you pick another road, one that's crooked, and got trees
aongit? They can see usfor two mileson thisone!™

The road they were traversing followed the bank of ariver passing frequent side roads which branched
off and crossed, viathe inevitable drawbridge, theriver.

Monk half lifted in his seat, squinting far ahead. There was a bridge a quarter of amile distant-no other as
far asthe eye could see.

"What | been lookin' for!" Monk grunted.

He swung onto the bridge in amanner which caused Ham, whose nerves were ordinarily excellent, to
make choking sounds and throw up hisarms as if expecting a crash. Halfway across the bridge, Monk
put the brakes on, and the car did everything but swap ends or blow out tires.



The square shack of the drawbridge operator stood on the opposite side. The car stopped before that.
Monk piled out, dived for the shack.

A deepy, mustached attendant appeared in the shack door. His mouth hung open.
"Can you swim?' Monk demanded.
"Sure," said the attendant. "1'm adurn good swimmer, but what has that got-"

Hedid not finish, because Monk had him by the shirt collar and trousers seet. The homely chemist ran his
captiveto therail, lifted him and camly plunged him into the water adozen feet below. Thefdlow came
up and began to swim about, ill not knowing what it was al about.

Monk wasinsde the shack. He found the levers which set the drawbridge to lifting, and operated them.
Machinery started grinding.

Ham gtared in exaggerated amazement at Monk when the apish chemist popped back into the car.
"Could it be" he gasped, "that you haveredly got abrain?'

The car rocketed on. Behind them, the drawbridge came up in time to block the pursuing squad car. It
would take some minutes at the least for a policeman to swim across, settle the span back in place, and
then get the pursuit resumed. By that time, it wasfairly certain to betoo late.

MONK turned off into aside road through a series of neat grapefruit groves, when the police car was
out of sight. He drove at a more decorous pace, one which would not arouse suspicion.

"That waswhat | call quick thinking," pretty Nona Space complimented Monk.

"Ratsl" Ham told her. "He had read about that stunt somewhere. He never had an origind thought in his
life"

Which was hardly a statement to be construed as fact, snce Monk was rated, by those who should
know, as one of the brainiest and most skilled chemists actively engaged in that profession.

Their car cameto a stretch of uncultivated land which was covered by a growth of trees and brush. An
ancient lane penetrated this tangle. Monk got out, made an examination to be sure the lane did not lead to
ahouse, then drovein until the car was out of sight. He went back with abough and switched out the car
tracks as best he could, especialy in the dust near the edge of the road.

The three prisoners were now hauled out and, as a preiminary, the black grease paint was removed from
their features. It was obviousthat al three belonged to the same foreign nationality.

Monk frowned. "These eggsal comin' from one place-what d'you figure that means?'
"It smply meansthat crows associate with crows and vultures with vultures,” Ham snapped.

They now began to question the three prisoners. They had expected to learn nothing at first, or without
taking drastic measures, but they were alittle surprised when al three of the captives professed not to
understand English.

It was the dapper Ham who had aremedy for that. Ham was something of alinguist. He addressed the
three earnestly and to the point in their native tongue, after which the trio exchanged furtive, uneasy
glances, atribute to the convincingness of what Ham had told them concerning their future prospects.



But thethree fill gave no sgnsof intending to talk.

Monk leered fiercely, leaned down, picked one up, and calmly began to bend the fellow double. There
was an awful strength in Monk's smian arms-bending silver hadf dollars between thumb and forefinger
and tearing books of fair thickness across with his naked hands were among his parlor tricks.

Hisvictim began to scream. Monk desisted long enough to gather afistful of mossand employ it asa
gag.

Monk's first manipul ations were executed with gusto. Then they became more systematic. And Monk
used abeautiful judgment. Bones, he did not quite break. Muscles, just on the point of tearing from their
moorings, were eased of dtrain.

The prisoner became so wet with perspiration that dmost a steady thread of drops ran from whatever
portion of hisfeaturesthat was|lowermost.

Nona Space gasped and moved away, where she would not have the spectacle before her eyes. From
timeto time, Monk removed the moss gag to give the man a chanceto talk, but without results.

Cars passed on the road. Ham, posting himself where he could watch, observed that two of them were
police machines. In the brilliant sky to the southward, an airplane droned.

"Y ou'd better cough up, guy,” Monk told, hisvictim. "I want to know what's behind al of this. But first
and foremogt, | wanta know what that red snow stuff was, and what actually happened to the guy who
was caught init."

He got no answer. One of the other captives hissed something, evidently an admonition to Monk's
prisoner not to talk.

Monk scowled over at the one who had given awarning. " Save that! When this guy wearsout, it'll be
your turn!”

The sound of the plane was coming closer.

Monk discovered unexpectedly that his victim was thrown into paroxysms by having the bottoms of his
feet tickled, and the homely chemist fell to work with a coarse blade of grass.

"Monk!" Ham yeled suddenly. "Thet plane!"

Monk peered upward. "Police ship!" He flung off his prisoner. "Help me yank off green branches and put
‘em over the top of the car, so they can't seeit.”

But it was apparent, even asthey started, that they weretoo late. The pilot of the plane saw them. He
sent hiscraft circling low.

THE car which Monk and Ham had rented was afairly distinctive, light-gray machine. Thishad not been
to therr liking, but it had been the only fast vehicle available. The police plane, circling two hundred feet
up, recognized the car. It was doubtful if those aboard saw Monk, Ham, the girl or the prisoners. They
weredl out of Sght beneath foliage.

The ship swung away, and Monk had afase moment of relief in which he muttered, "Well, they missed
lls"

Then the plane came swinging back.



"Y ou were too optimistic,” Ham growled.

The ship was directly above. Suddenly, one of the captives cried out, and dl three began to thresh about
violently, trying to get into the open where they would be seen. One succeeded. The police plane arched
down so close that its propeller blast stirred the leaves on the trees.

Then Monk and Ham gave tremendous starts as a thunderous voice crashed out.

"You are under arrest!" It said. ™Y ou will come out into the road with your hands up and await the arrival
of squad cardl"

The underportion of the plane was fitted with one of the huge loud-speakers of the type sometimes used
for advertising from the skies.

"Sure, watch us do that,” Monk gritted. "Ham, we'd better load everybody in the car and make arun for
it

"But they can follow us" Ham objected.

"Yeah." Monk scratched in the short bristles atop his nubbin of ahead. "Well, I'll take the car by myself.
They'll think we'redl init. I'll decoy ‘em away and ditch ‘em somehow. Y ou take the three prisoners and
the girl and skip out while they're shaggin' it after me."

The loud-spesker on the police plane thundered " Get out into the road, you fellows! Y ou are charged
with the murder of Professor Casson Adams!™”

Monk got into the car, tramped the starter and backed the machine, turning around.

Thosein the plane saw it move. The aircraft swooped. A uniformed officer leaned over the sde and
tossed out three objects nearly aslarge as one-gdlon thermos jugs, and of somewhat the same shape.
These hit the ground and began to spew vapor. All three landed close to Monk and Ham and their
companions.

"Tear gad" Monk howled. Hetried wildly to get the car out of the little patch of timber, but it wastoo
late. He crashed into atree, caromed off, and got the machine wedged where it would not move any
direction under its own power.

Monk scrambled out blindly, making disgusted noises.

MONK was still making disgusted noises when police patrol cars, haf an hour later, arrived with Srens
wailing and radio loud-speakers making uproar. The officers alighted and took charge of the prisoners.

The captives were placed in two large phaetons, which started for the Miami metropolitan digtrict,
running one behind the other. Severd officers, using their strength, got Monk's rented car free of the
trees, and another officer droveitin.

Monk and Ham sat in gloomy slence. But the young woman was more vociferous. She seemed to think
she could convince the police that they had made a mistake.

"| should have goneto the police before with the truth,” she said wildly "But | was afraid they could not
find my father-my stepfather-and Ray Wood, and | feared activity of the police would hurry the daying of
the two. | thought Doc Savage would be my best chance.”

"Doc is probably doing dl right,” Monk muttered.



The police were letting them talk, and listening with interest for what information they could pick up.
"I can proveto the police that you did not murder Professor Casson Adams,” Nona Space Said eagerly.

Ham, whose knowledge of the intricacies of the law was exceeded by very few individuds, asked, "How
canyou proveit?'

"Why, | can tell them Adamswent to see you, and that the black-faced men must havekilled him," she
exclamed.

Ham shook his head wearily.

"Policemen are very nice gentlemen who have long ago learned to believe very little that they aretold,” he
assured her. "'l am afraid they will laugh at you.”

"I'mgoing totry it, anyway," thegirl said firmly.

"By al means," Ham agreed. "But saveit for the chief of detectives and the didirict attorney. Telling these
patrolmen will not do much good.”

The police cars-the two phaetons were adone now-stopped for atraffic light on the outskirts of Miami,
and an ambitious newsboy approached the car, waving his, wares and crying the headlines.

"Navd admird logt in red snowstorm!” he yelled.

"Huh!" grunted one of the cops. "What'sthis?"

They bought several editions of the papers, and as the two phaetons rolled along, read the story.
Monk and Ham were both in a position where they could observe the headlines and the story benegth.
ADMIRAL MARVIN FOOTE SAMPSON LOST

RED SNOW MY STERY GROWS

The Red Snow has struck again. At approximately eight o'clock this morning a heavy fall was observed
to descend upon the yacht V oyager, anchored off Miami Beach. The yacht waslost to view in the thick
of the red flakes, and has not been found since. Police tend toward the belief that the boat sank, but
dragging parties have not yet located the craft.

Aboard the yacht VVoyager was Admira Marvin Foote Sampson of the United States navy, grand old
tactician and dean of ingructorsat the U. S. War College. Admiral Sampson was vacationing in Florida.
Also aboard the yacht were members of the crew and Admira Sampson's secretary.

Police are dso investigating another red snowfall which was reported to have occurred early in the
morning near alagoon, closeto theintersection of Little PAlm Street and Cuba Boulevard.

There was more of it. But a policeman noted Monk's intense interest in the story and shoved out ajaw a
the homdly chemig.

"Y ou know anything about that?" he demanded.
"Can't aguy read the news?' Monk countered.
The cop put hisjaw out farther. ™Y ou might be mixed up in this Red Snow stuff, at that. Doc Savageis



noted for some queer things he's done, ain't he?’
"Search me" Monk said evasively.
A moment later, he got timeto dip aword in an aside to the dapper Ham.

"If they connect us with the Red Snow, they'll be putting up ice in Hades before they turn usloose" he
muttered.

What happened next came with entire unexpectedness. There was considerable traffic on the boulevard.
They dowed up for an intersection. Two cars which had been following from behind svung out asif to
pass them. Both machines pulled in front of the police cars.

There was crashing and rending of metal. Only one driver wasin each of the collison cars. One of these
was thrown completely out of hismachine. They saw him distinctly. He had ablack face, but not the
features of aNegro.

POLICEMEN wereydling profanely. Then oneturned hisyell into ahowl of warning.
"Lookit!" he squawled. "Damn it! Watch out!"

A heavy truck had hauled out aongside the four smashed-up cars. It stopped, diding on al four whedls.
Men dropped out, men with the inevitable black-face disguise. They held automatic rifles. All wore gas
masks. Two carried gas bombs.

Occupants of the two police phaetons were caught flatfooted. One cop shoved ariot gun across a door
of the phaeton. A greasy, black-painted finger snugged atrigger and an automatic rifle made a hideous
cackle. The cop's blue coat became ragged and began to leak crimson in half adozen places, and helaid
down on the floorboards and began to scream.

That was al of that. The policemen were brave enough, but none of them had a great desire to commit
suicide, and that was what res stance would have meant.

A black-faced man did behind the whedl of each police car, let in the clutch and backed away from the
machines with which they had collided. Other sepia attackers clambered into the back and freed the
three whom Doc Savage had captured, and whom the police, disgusted because the trio would not talk,
had aso taken into custody.

There was a ddighted reunion, until some one remarked about what Ark would probably have to say
about them letting themsel ves be captured.

Thetwo police cars, trailed by the big truck, turned right at the intersection. There was much excitement,
the shooting having attracted many cars. The street, in fact, was blocked for ashort distance, but the
obstacle was overcome by driving up on the most convenient lawn, smashing down flower beds.

A woman, evidently the owner of the flower beds, came screeching from her home; sheran up to the car,
il shrieking because her flowers were being ruined.

One of the black-faced men laughed and, opening the phaeton door, gave the cop who had been shot-he
was dead now-a shove. The body, with its hideous drenching of red, landed at the angry woman's fest.
Shetook one good look at it and fell over inafaint.

The two phaetons and the truck turned again, and cameinto a narrow lane which crossed an orchard.
The caval cade stopped. The fellow who seemed in charge of things gave ordersin hisforeign tongue,



Monk, Ham and the girl were hauled out of the car. They were aready handcuffed. Without ceremony,
they were shoved into the truck. The work was done with smooth precision, asif it were al something of
no great magnitude, but merely atask to be gotten out of the way quickly in order to reach more pleasant
tasks.

The policemen were ordered out. They were disarmed. One was knocked unconscious when hetried to
resst. His senseless form was dumped back into the phagton. Once they were disarmed, the policemen
were ordered to get into the cars and lie down on the floorboards, and not to stir for five minutes.

Even the black-faced men smiled when this last order was given. There was nothing pleasant about the
amiles

The truck now rumbled and jolted aong the road. A policeman stuck his head out of one of the
phaetons. A rifle snapped. The policeman seemed not to move; he remained with his head hung over the
door, staring wide-eyed, and ared ribbon seemed to well mysterioudy out of the middle of hisforehead
and spread downward until it became adow scarlet flood.

The truck stopped. There was a pause. Then more of the black-featured men scrambled inside. There
was controlled excitement in their manner.

Monk listened intently. He could hear shouting in the distance. There seemed to be atremendous uproar
at the crossroads. It was only a question of moments until pursuers caught up with the truck. A swarm of
police cars, directed by radio, were dmost sure to be on their way to the spot, despite the few minutes
which had elapsed.

Then Monk reared up and got alook through the back of the truck, and he understood why the captors
did not seem to be grestly worried.

Red snow wasfaling on the two police phaetons.

THE snow was aroseate pal, like agreat veil of red gauze. It did not spread over agresat area, nor did
its greatest height reach more than two hundred feet above the tops of the orange treesin the orchard.
But it was an awesome thing to watch, for the flakes seemed to spawn suddenly out of nothing more
subgtantia than the brilliant Horida sunlight.

They materidized by the millions, smal and red and scintillating, and fell much asif they were oray of
some fantastic kind thrown up from atitanic fountain. The effect of the whole was soon that of aspongy
red dome towering two hundred feet in the air, adome that was dive and shifting continuoudy, athing
that appeared from a distance to be solid, yet which was composed only of red snow.

Thetruck drove away, and the two phaetons and the uncanny horror which had envel oped them were
lost to sight before their fate became evident.

The truck evaded the police. The surprise caused by the Red Snow made it easy. A canvas cover was
stretched over the vanlike body of the machine, and the motor hood was tied open, changing the
character of thetruck atreat dedl. That helped, too.

But what had happened to the two phaetons and the police they held wastold by the next extra editions
of the Miami newspapers. The extras hit the streetsin less than an hour.

The driver of the van rubbed the black grease paint off hisface. It was startling what a difference this
made. He pulled up and bought a newspaper from avendor. This drew no suspicion. Every onewas

buying them.



RED SNOW KILLS COPS

It was black and staring, that headline, and it crossed the entire top of the page. The story was benesth,

and like many news yarns hastily assembled about startling things, this one was amazingly garbled. But it
conveyed in substance that the Red Snow had fallen, had ceased to fall and had melted magicaly. Some
one had gone forward, noting the policemen weirdly rigid in their cars, and the instant the cars had been

disturbed, they had begun falling away in powder.

So skeptical was the newspaper editorid force of thislast that they had anote parenthetically below:

(Thereis some doubt about thisfaling away in dus, at least until it is verified. We are merdly giving our
readers the most authentic reports we have available.)

One of the black-faced men laughed and said, "They do not believe it did happen.”

"Before we are through, many things will have happened which they probably would not have bdieved
possible" said another of the gang.

The story of the Red Snow which had accompanied the disappearance of the yacht Voyager with
Admira Marvin Foote Sampson on board, was at the bottom of the column. The men read that. One of
them smiled and tapped the story with afinger.

"That one was prominent on theligt," he said. "Our men are doing well."

Monk heard that.

"What'sthisligt?" he demanded. " Say, what're you guys up to anyway?'

One of the men dapped Monk casudly with the newspaper, saying " Shut up!”

Instead of complying, Monk demanded, "What are you gonnado with us?*

"You interest us," said the other. "We are going to keep you around for entertainment.”

"Y ou are not fooling any one," the dapper Ham put in. ™Y ou are planning to hold us, hoping you can use
usin someway to get Doc Savage.”

That brought around gush of harsh laughter.
Ham, red-faced, snapped, "Doc will do dl right for himsdf!"
"I wish you could see him just now," the other said dryly.
"SodoI!" Monk grunted.
Chapter 12. THE TALKING BENEFIT
MONK would have been shocked had he, by some legerdemain, been granted his vehement wish.

Doc Savage, by aninfinite amount of muscular exertion, managed to lift his head dightly, so that the oil
did not quite reach the corners of his mouth. Theliquid-it was ordinary fuel oil-wasinches deep over the
center of the pool, which was lower than the edges.

The bronze man lay in the center. Some ten feet away, the chimneylesslantern gill burned. 1t was due
only to the safety nature of the fud ail that there had not been an explosion and fire. The flash-point of the



suff was dl that had saved him thusfar.

At firgt, the guards had paced a ong the pool rim. But now they had withdrawn, and only occasondly did
one dart forward, take a brief 100k, then retreat. They were, obvioudy, momentarily expecting the ail to
takefire.

Unexpectedly, Ark himself put in an appearance. He rattled orders. Men cameto the pit edge. Ark
ordered them down into the ail-but they hesitated, horrified, until the hairless man drew his gun and
rapped thregts. Then they sprang down, and one, with trembling haste, extinguished the burning lantern.

Doc Savage was not untied. They lifted him bodily and tossed him, with the iron rods to which he was
bound, up on the pool edge. He landed amost beside abound figure of another captive.

Doc eyed the strange prisoner. The fellow was not exactly a stranger. He was the same individua who
had made Doc a prisoner when the bronze man first landed on the idand, the fellow whom Ark's men
had been seeking. He was not gagged.

"They findly tracked medown,” he said wryly. "Likeasap, | used up dl my shotgun shellswhen | was
getting away from them.”

"Who are you? Doc asked him.

"One of Huency Beech'smen,” said the other. "I should've given you the lowdown earlier, but you see,
we figured you might be working with this crowd. We made that mistake from the first. When Beech
trailed you down and found you in that chemica |aboratory, he wanted to seize you, but knew he couldn't
manage it Sngle-handed. So he rigged up that gag about somebody threatening him. There wasn't
anything to that. All he wanted to do was get you where he could have agang tie into you. Hed heard
about your tough reputation.”

Ark discovered them talking, began cursing and hurried toward them.
"What is Fluency Beech's connection with this?* Doc demanded.
"Well, believeit or not, we are-"

Ark, lunging, kicked the man in the face, stopping whatever he had intended to say. The man tried to
speak again, and was once more kicked terribly. Then, at Ark's orders, he was lifted and borne down
into the old swvimming pool.

Ark ordered him tied, directed the chimneyless lantern to be lighted again; then the men climbed hatily
out of the pit.

"When you decideto tell usthe whereabouts of this man Beech, you can cal old," Ark yelled down at
the captive. "And | would advise you not to debate the matter too long. That oil isaready quite high.”

Doc Savage was now picked up and carried away.

Ark, waking alongside of him, said, Y ou will go back into that pool later. At the moment, itismost
urgent that we find this man Beech."

DOC SAVAGE was deposited in aroom of the old building-rather, ruin of abuilding. Its presence here
was not unduly strange, for there were many such placesin Forida, mansions built years before prior to
the great hurricane and which, being destroyed, had not been rebuilt.



That thiswas such aplace, the bronze man did not doubt, but neither did he give it more than passing
thought; helay hel pless, and began to watch the single guard who was eft with him.

After amoment, when the guard was looking; Doc twisted hisfeaturesinto a peculiar and terrible
grimace; he made a visage so remarkable that the attention of the guard was seized, held. Thefelow
opened hismouth asif to ask what was wrong, but said nothing. He sat there, not closing his mouth, his
jaw hanging down, his expression one of vacant amazement.

Doc did not hold the same hideous mask on hisface. He changed it, so dowly that it was a great |abor
which brought perspiration out on his features. This moistness added to the effect of grotesque torment.
The emoation he put upon his face was something unearthly. It appalled.

The guard closed his mouth, but it lagged open again asif the muscles were loose, but he seemed not to
notice, dl of hisattention being concentrated in watching.

At firg, it had been the bronze man's face aone which drew his attention, but now Doc's eyes acquired a
growing quality of power They widened, and the flake-gold pools seemed to stir madly. Stronger and
stronger became the strange influence of the eyes, and the guard looked and looked and did not pull up
hisjaw.

"Put the gun on thefloor," Doc told him.

The man did nothing, did not pull up hisdangling jaw.

"Put the gun down," Doc repested.

The man did it thistime, not looking at the wegpon and not taking his eyes from Doc's features.
"Untieme," Doc said.

That order did not require repeating, and the man started plucking at the wire which secured the bronze
man. It was dow work. Pliers had been used to tie some of the wires.

Findly, Doc wasfree, but he managed only the most awkward of movements, hislimbs being no more
proof againg stiffness than those of another. He kept moving, however, and flexibility cameinto his
muscles

The guard was standing immobile, apeculiar saring expression in hiseyes.
Doc Savage pointed toward the south end of theidand.

"Y ou are seeing the bronze man running in that direction,” he said firmly. "He had gotten away. Heis
running swiftly. Y ou are after him. Y ou will cal out for hep. Y ou will tell where the bronze man went.
Y ou saw him go south. Y ou will hunt for him on the south end of theidand. From timeto time, you will
seehimand ydl out andarm.”

If he heard, or understood, the guard gave no sign, but Doc seemed to expect no response. He knew the
man's condition. The fdlow was hypnotized. Inducing the hypnatic spell had been difficult, even with
what Doc knew of the subject from months of study with men who were peers a such-the fakirs of

India

With greater firmness, Doc Savage repeated the ingtructions. The guard whedled. Such werethe
peculiarities of the hypnotic spdl which had been laid upon him that he would do exactly as he had been
told-and lead pursuit away from Doc Savage.



Doc went in the opposite direction-north.

THE guard began to cry out. Ingtantly, there was an uproar, the hairless Ark and hisfollowersracing to
the spot.

Doc Savage ran only ashort distance, then took to atree, climbed swiftly and waited, hidden in the
branches. The men ran on. The shouting of the hypnotized guard led them toward the other end of the
idand.

Doc Savage descended from the tree. He worked toward the ruins of the house, gained the edge of the
clearing and sank prone. The grass was high enough to conced him.

A guard at the entrance made himself known by stepping outside and cupping ahand to an ear, listening
to the noises the men were making down on the south end of theidand. Then he went back inside.

Doc Savage shifted to the right, reached the crumbling wall, and stood erect.
From the bronze man's lips came a perfect imitation of Ark's shrill voice. He spoke the foreign tongue.

"Y ou, guard-do not stay in the house!" he said. "Walk out to the edge of the clearing on the south side
and stand guard there."

The voice was ventriloquia in quality; it seemed to come from a considerable distance.

The guard hesitated, then called, "Very well!" and walked around the house, heading for the south side of
the clearing.

Theinstant he was out of sight, Doc Savage heaved up and raced inside. He made straight for the old
swimming pool. The reek of oil was strong. He looked into the pooal.

The burly man who had admitted he was working with takative O. Garfew Beech, was gone. The
burning oil lantern had been extinguished.

Doc retreated from the pool, went to a gaping aperture which had once been awindow, and eased
ingde. Theroom wasfull of débris, was overgrown with vegetation. No vestige of the roof remained.

The bronze man made alittle noise crossing the rubble. It wasimpossible to go with absolute silence. He
cameto ahalway-it had no roof-and began inspecting the penlike rooms. Somewhere in this structure
would be the machinery-or whatever it was-which had been brought from the old mansion among the
sand dunes, the devices which had stood on the pedestals.

Doc rounded a corner, stopped, eyed the floor. There were marks asif heavy machinery had been
moved. The marksled to adoor-an opening in the wall, rather, now boarded up with two-inch planks
and the small, stout doorway in the center. The door was secured with a padlock.

Doc whipped to the door.

The cracks had been battened on the insde. He could see nothing. He grasped the padlock, picked up
various dried weed stems and tried to pick it. He leaped up and saw that there was aroof over the room
into which the machinery had been taken. He began trying more stiff weeds on thelock. It was atask
amost hopeless.

A voice behind him said, "Y ou will put your hands up!"

THE bronze man lifted his hands, then turned, coming around dowly, so as not to excite the other.



Looking for the source of the unexpected command, he discerned only a squarish gperturein the
oppositewal, aholeleft when bricks had falen away. From the shadowy cavity beyond this, ameta
tube-undoubtedly arifle barrel-projected.

"Doc Savage!" avoice exploded beyond thishole.

Relief in the tone told Doc that the speaker was no enemy.

The bronze man lowered his hands, saying, "Come on out."

"We cannot,” gasped the other. "Thereisachain and we are fastened to it with handcuffs."

Doc Savage whipped forward, rounded the angle in the corridor and came upon a crude door. Thiswas
not even locked. It squesked tremendoudy when he opened it. The room into which it gave still had most
of itsroof, upheld with great cypress beams, more than afoot square. A chain had been linked around
one of the beams, the ends padlocked together so that it dangled down in aloop. To thisloop, two men
were manacled.

Thefirst was alean tower of aman with flaming red hair and an abnormaly pail face, aface which was
amost untouched by sunburn-aface which was aso set off strikingly by ablack patch over oneeye, a
flap held there by an dadtic.

The other man was young and hearty, with the appearance of a college boy. He till wore shell-rimmed
glasses, grimy polo shirt and soiled dacks.

These two were the same pair which Doc Savage had seen being forced into the escape cars of the
black-faced men back at the old mansion among the sand dunes. The girl had identified them as her
stepfather, Hyman Space, and his assistant, Ray Wood.

There was aman on the floor, one of the black-faced men, but without the black grease paint on his
features. Helay against one wall, sprawled out grotesquely, and the side of his head was leaking scarlet.

Hyman Space gestured. It was he who held therifle. He indicated the unconscious man.

"Guard," he explained crypticdly. "Thefdlow miscdculated the length of our chain and we got him. Took
hisrifle. But that did not help us much. He did not have the handcuff keys."

Doc Savage-he gtill wore no garment but the shorts-bent over and examined Ray Wood's shell-rimmed
gpectacles closdly. The rims alone were shell; the hooks which ran back over the ears were of metal.

"Have to wear the glasses?' Doc asked.
"l can get ong without them,” Ray Wood replied.
He had arobust voice in kegping with his gppearance. It was not an unpleasant voice.

Doc Savage took the spectacles, broke off one of the ear hooks, and used it to pick the handcuff locks.
It required him no more than three minutes to free them both. Then he went over and examined the
unconscious guard. Thefellow was giving Signs of reviving. Doc adjusted hisjaw to the proper position
and swung afist againgt it. The man quivered, went back into degper sensalessness.

Hyman Space said urgently, "Doc Savage!”
Doc eyed him. "Yes?'



"Somewherein this place, there are four large mechanical devices," Space said grimly. "We must destroy
them. Otherwise, the whole of Americaisin danger.”

Doc moved for the door. "They are in alocked room opening off the hdl. We can pick thelock."

But they had hardly stepped into the hallway when there was a clatter of footsteps and men came into the
passage. Ark and some of his companions! They had come back.

DOC SAVAGE eased back into the chamber in which Hyman Space and Ray Wood had been
imprisoned. There was nothing el seto do.

Ark stopped in the hdlway. They could hear him ditinctly. He was angry, and berating the guard who
had moved away from the ruin, tricked by Doc's ventriloquism.

"You fool, you weretold to stay ingdel" Ark snarled.
The guard, puzzled, muttered, "But | heard you call to me, telling me to take the edge of the clearing.”
Ark sworein his native tongue.

"That isimpossible," hegritted. "I did not cal. It must have been some trickery on the part of that bronze
man. | cannot understand how he escaped.”

"| thought he was somewhere at the south end of theidand,” grunted the guard.

"Three times, one of my men called out that he had seen the bronze fellow,” Ark rasped shrilly. "It was
the same man each time.”

"Which one?'

"The one who was watching him when he escaped,” Ark piped. "And that is strange. There seemsto be
something wrong with that man. He acts strangely.”

"Perhaps he was bought off."
Ark made a sound of disgust. "None of my men could be bought off. | am sure of that."
The other man said, "All of thistrouble isinterfering with our plans.”

"Itis" Ark agreed. "Let ustunein the news report on the radio and see what we can pick up. One of the
Miami stations givesthe news at thistime."

The men changed their position, but did not go out of earshot; and amoment later aradio spesker began
to rasp atic. A station wastuned in; thefinal jangle of an orchestrawhooped out. Then therewasa
dtation announcement, and the preliminary announcement for a news report sponsored by an afternoon

newspaper.

"Good afternoon,” the news commentator camein. "We have alot of newstoday, folks. The whole town
isinan uproar. The police are going around in circles. And the cause of it dl isthe mysterious Red Snow.
Just what the Red Snow is, no one seemsto know. But that it is something utterly mysterious, every one
will agree. And it isfurther apparent that some mysterious purpose is behind the affair, for the
appearance of the Red Snow has usually marked the vanishing of some prominent individual.”

A tremendous burst of static temporarily interrupted the flow of words.



"-|atest appearance of the Red Snow was not more than an hour ago, on the outskirts of Miami," the
commentator a voice resumed after the static faded. "Two police phaetons were held up by armed,
black-faced men in atruck and taken into an orchard, where the Red Snow fell, and the cars, aswell as
the policemen, disappeared. There is some uncertainty asto whether the truck itself aso vanished.”

There was a pause, while the commentator spoke in an aside to some one.

"Hereisthelatest," he continued. "Police have just released the information that two aides of the famous
Doc Savage werein the police phaetons which vanished. They are Lieutenant Colonel Andrew Blodgett
'Monk' Mayfair and Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks, better known as 'Ham." With these
two, and aso apalice prisoner, was an unidentified young woman and some mysterious black-faced

The talk continued, elaborating on the Red Snow development; Ark and his comrades listened with
interest, chuckling among themsdlves occasiondly. It was fully ten minutes before the commentator got
onto other subjects.

"More details about the Red Snow later,” the commentator said. "Hereisabit of news of interest to
Floridians. The secretary of date of the United States will arrivein Miami tonight for a short vacation and
some deegp-seafishing. His specid trainisdue in Miami shortly after ten o'clock. And now, timeis up.
Good afternoon.”

Some one switched off the radio. Therewas slence.
"Y ou got thet last information?* Ark asked suddenly, shrilly.

One of the men spoke in ahoarse voice, "Y ou mean-we shall use the Red Snow-on the secretary of
dtate's specid ?!

"We have been leading up to that," Ark piped. "It isan opportunity we should not let pass.”

Then there were shocked grunts. Some one exploded a curse. There was silence. Then came anew
voice.

"Wdl, well, well!" it said. "Y ou boys are ambitious, are you not? Y es, indeed! Much more ambitious than
| gave you credit for being.”

DOC SAVAGE looked at Hyman Space, at Ray Wood. Both wore blank expressions It was evident
they had never heard the new voice before.

"Whoisit?' Hyman Space breathed.
"A gentleman who prefersto be called Fluency Beech," Doc whispered back. Then he went silent.
Fluency Beech wastaking.

"l find it extremely difficult to believe the evidence given me by my ears" he said elaborately. "And | do
not often doubt my ears. No, r. Tell me, that | may be sure. Isit true that you gentlemen hold designson
the secretary of state?"

Ark said something profanein hisforeign tongue.

"It must betrue, incredible asit seems” Beech said rapidly. "And | will admit that | had held suspicions
asto your true purpose, suspicionswhich are now verified to agreat extent. May | compliment you



gentlemen. Y ou are as black agang of devilsas history ever saw, and the fact that you may think you
have ajudtification for what you are doing, that you may consider you are fulfilling an ordained task, does
not, asfar as| am concerned, and asfar asthe rest of theworld is concerned, | will wager, too-the fact
that you may consider yourselves honorable men does not lift you in my estimation.”

Doc Savage eased out of his concealment, advanced, and amoment later caught sight of Fluency Beech.
The portly, man stood easily, a submachine gun balanced in his hands. His head was capped by a stedl
military helmet. A bulky bulletproof vest had been strgpped on the outside of hisclothing. A gas mask
dangled around his neck, ready for quick use.

Huency Beech might have been standing before a drawing-room gathering in the regdia, giving alecture.
Therewas entire calmnessin his manner.

"l am aman of curiosity,” Beech announced further. "For instance, | wonder grestly what thisred snow
is, and | am curiousto know if the secret cannot be found in this place. As| approached, | noted a door
with apadliock on it. Suppose we start our manipulations by examining that room.”

Ark snarled, "Y ou fat fool, my men will-"

"Belooking at acold lifeless corpse who was the late Baron Lang Ark," Beech finished. "That is, unless
you do asyou are told. Another thing-you have aman of mine, one who was so unlucky asto permit
himself to be captured. | want him. Whereishe?"

"l have seennoone," Lang Ark lied.
"In that case, welll take alook in that locker room," Beech told him.

There was cold fury in the portly man'stone; he was hardly the bombastic soul he had been when Doc
first met him, athough he il talked much more than another would have under the same circumstances.

Baron Lang Ark and the others backed into view, menaced by Beech's submachine gun. They moved
toward the door which Doc had tried to open by picking the padlock with stiff weed stems. Doc Savage
watched them, parted lips asif to speak to Beech-and did not.

L oose bricks had been shoved to one side of the corridor floor. Doc swooped, picked one of these up
and threw it hard without Straightening.

The brick whizzed through awindow and struck aman who wasin the act of leveling an automatic rifle.
The fellow had crept up, unnoticed by Beech.

THE riflewent off. The man yelled.

Beech showed presence of mind. Without whirling, he leaped forward, bowled Ark asde, and got Ark
and the others between himself and the spot from which yell and shot had come. Then he looked. At firgt,
he saw only Doc Savage.

"Nitwit!" heydled. "Why giveandarm?"'

Doc waved a the window. "I you have to wear abullet proof vest, put it under your clothes. That fellow
was aiming at the back of your neck."

Then Beech heard the man outside the window moaning. He kept Ark and the others covered, ran to the
aperture and looked out. He drew back, grinned.



"That onewon't bother usfor awhile" he said rgpidly. "Y ou certainly damaged hisface. Y ou certainly
did"

Doc sad, "l want alook into that room," and whipped forward. He still held the spectacle ear hook with
which he had picked the handcuff locks. He went to work on the big padiock. It was modern. Picking it
would not be easy.

Hyman Space and Ray Wood had come into sight by now, and Beech stared at them intently.
"Space and Wood?' he demanded.
The pair nodded together.

"Why in the hdll didn't you two go to the United States government with thisin the first place?' Beech
demanded angrily.

Space shrugged wearily. "We were afraid. We did try to send two men out of the swamp, where these
men have-"

Ark screamed, "Y ou spesk another word and you will dieinstantly!”
"The same goesfor you!" Beech ydled a him.

Doc Savage got the padlock open.

Ray Wood pointed at Beech and demanded, "Who are you, anyhow?"
But Beech was|ooking at the door which Doc Savage was opening.
"Let'shavealook inthere" he said. "Everything ese can wait."

Doc Savage looked into the room. He saw four machines, four intricate masses of machinery, no one of
which resembled the other, except that al were about equal in bulk. Two seemed to be eectrica in
nature, with many bulbs and glass tubes, but the other pair were composed more of metd, with here and
there acurved glasstube or aglass-walled tank. There were dozens of gauges.

About the machines clung astrangely cloying odor, a scent which was hardly pleasant.

Beech eyed the devices, then glanced a Doc Savage.

"What in Hades are they?" he demanded.

Doc Savage advanced into the room.

Outside, Hyman Space bawled shrilly, "Watch out! Here come Ark's men! They heard thet riflel™
Chapter 13. RED ISLAND

PORTLY Huency Beech stuttered something profane and unintelligible and back-pedaed out of the
room. An ingtant later, his submachine gun made a gobbling uproar.

Shots answered him. High-powered bullets began to snap and scream in reply.
Ark began to edge toward the nearest door.

Beech hauled a pistol out of his hip pocket, flung it to Ray Wood, and snapped, "Watch Ark!"



Ray Wood caught the pistol. Before he could get it ready in his hands, Ark had legped upon him. They
struggled madly. Ark'smenraninto help.

Beech gtarted to whed, saw a man crossing the clearing, and turned back to cut the fellow down with his
rapid-firer. Then there were two sounds, one following the other, asif some one had whistled and struck
ablow with ahammer. Beech fell over backward, losing his machine gun.

Doc Savage was delaying to examine the machinery, his strange flake-gold eyestaking lightning glances
of gppraisa. But he saw what was happening outside in the hallway. He spun, doped through the door.

One-eyed Hyman Space was racing for the fallen submachine gun. One of Ark's men tripped him,
jumped on his back, then went on toward the gun.

Doc Savage, lunging with lightning speed, got to the submachine gun firgt. Ark's man back-pedaed. He
was not swift enough. Doc'sfist caught him, changed the lines of hisjaw, and the man went walking
backward, fiffly, asif he were abig marionette with hislegs worked by strings.

Ray Wood and his foeswere ill fighting over the pistol. Doc ran over, clutched the gun, twisted it out of
the tangle of hands and struck twice.

Wood landed blows of his own. Then he got to hisfest, leaving his opponents sprawled out on the floor.
In the clearing, men were ydling and shooting.

Ark began piping shrilly. He used his native tongue, and hiswords came with spouting rapidity. Doc ran
at him. Ark retreated madly, heedless of the revolver which Doc held. He reached the door of the room
which held the machinery, leaped inside and dammed the pane. His movements were fast.

Doc hit the door. It resisted. He knew why. Therewas abar insde, a ponderous affair, and Ark had
been fast enough to throw that.

The bronze man whedled back to the nearest opening from which he could survey the clearing. Three
men werein sght, running forward grimly. In the fashion of soldiers, they held their autométic rifleslevel
at their hips.

Doc hefted the gun briefly. It was agood weapon. He fired. Theright leg of one of the charging men
broke over between ankle and knee and he went down. Doc shot again; once more. The other two fell,
adso shotinthelegs.

Beech was weaving up from the floor. He beat his chest, grimaced.

"Bulletproof vest-stopped bullet!" he gulped. "But man, oh man, | would-rather be kicked by amule!™
He picked up his sted hdmet, which had falen off, and put it on.

They could hear Ark'sflutelike voice. He was piping franticaly.

"What's he saying?' Beech demanded. "I don't understand hislanguage.”

Doc Savage listened for amoment to Ark's shrilling.

"Heistdling hismen to use the Red Snow," he said grimly.

Shooting had stopped in the clearing. A man called out hoarsely, answering Ark.



Beech stared at Doc. "What are they talking about?”
"The men object to taking Ark'slife" Doc said. "They say Ark'slifeisvery vauable."
Ark shouted some more. Doc trand ated.

"Ark saysthat, dthough he invented, the Red Snow, his men now know how it is made, and that
therefore hislifeis not so important,” the bronze man said. "He saysfor them to go ahead.”

"Hehasnerve" Beech said.

HYMAN SPACE had heard, and now heydled frantically, "Weve got to get out of here! That inferna
red horror will kill usal! Nothing is proof againg it."

Doc rapped, "Y ou know what it is?"

Space shook a vehement negative. "The compound istoo intricate for my understanding. It works on the
molecular structure of matter, changing its nature. | think it reduces or dmost stops molecular motion,
thus completely changing the nature of metter."

"But the red materia you tried to get to me?' Doc Demanded.

"It isan ingredient of the Red Snow-the stuff itself near the completed stage,” Space said. "At leadt, that
iswhat | think. I hoped that, by getting it to you, you could tell what the Red Snow is."

Beech put in, "How did you learn that much?”

Space shrugged. "'l am achemist interested in the production of new types of radio-active paints. | use
consderable quantities of radium in experimenting. Somehow, these men found this out. They needed
radium. So they seized me, got their supply through me.”

Doc waved an arm at the closed room. "Wheét are those machines?'
"Devices for making the Red Snow preparation,” said Space.

Beech roared, "Then we've got to destroy them!”

"Thereisanother set of machines," Space interjected.

"Where?'

"In the swamp.”

"The Everglades? Where?'

Space shook his head so vehemently that the black eye patch flapped.
"I do not know," he said. "They took me there blindfolded, by plane.”

Doc Savage peered through awindow. There were no men in the clearing. The silence was ominous. He
waited.

Then he heard a sound. It was a strange sound, somewhat as if aman had coughed, only deeper, more
penetrating. It came from the opposite sde of theruins.

Beech lunged to a door, took a chance and leaped through. He looked upward.



"The Red Snow!" he bawled.

Doc Savage reached his side, glanced above. The sun was past meridian, and it seemed to have taken on
the hue of blood, for agreat ball had gppeared in the heavens-or so it seemed, dthough it was not more
than two hundred feet above. It pread, flowering. It seemed something solid at firdt, then it took on a
more nebul ous appearance. Red flakes appeared and began showering dowly downward.

"Weve got to make arun for it!" Doc rapped.

Hyman Space and Ray Wood reached the bronze man's sde. Doc wheeled back, got the guns of the
men they had overpowered, and distributed them. In acompact group, they pitched through the door.
Thelowermost of the red flakes was but afew feet above them.

They ran furioudy. Rifles began cracking. Beech lifted his submachine gun as he ran, wiping the clearing
edge with ahail of lead. He was ether fortunate or an excelent shot, for two men, hit by the bullets,
collapsed and threshed about.

Others of the attackers were shrieking at Ark, yelling for him to get out of the house, to make a break for
hislife before the Red Snow fell.

Ark took the advice. He popped through the door.

Ark himself was undoubtedly responsible for the saving of the life of Doc Savage and those with him. The
attackers were not present in great numbers, and they had scattered themsel ves around the clearing.
Beech, with his submachine gun, had eiminated two directly ahead and to the left. Theruinitself cut off
the aims of those behind.

Ark, running wildly, thinking only of hisown life, cut in between the riflemen on theright. They could not
firewithout danger of winging their chief.

Beech half turned, asif to use his machine gun on Ark, but he saw the red flakes sifting down overheed,
changed hismind, and gave dl of hisattention to getting out from under.

Ray Wood ran like an athlete. Space was less agile. He was not strong. His one eye must have been
none too efficient, for headmost fell. Doc picked him up, carried him bodily.

Beech went down, cursing, asriflesrattled. He got up, leaking alittle red from the left Sde, and ran as
fast as before.

They reached the shelter of the jungle.

THERE was afascination about the Red Snow, which was now descending upon the ruin. Beech
paused, wheeled, asif to watch it. He saw Ark had reached safety. Then Doc Savage gave him ashove.

"Our chance to get away from herel" the bronze man rapped.

They ran on through the thick growth, and their enemies, abaying pack, took up the pursuit. Doc set a
course for the spot where the speedboat and the barge lay.

Space, jouncing across Doc's shoulders, gasped, "My stepdaughter-Nona-do you think sheis safe?"

The bronze man did not answer. The girl had been safe for atime in the hands of Monk and Ham. But
something had happened. The snatch given by the news commentator over the radio indicated that. What
had become of Monk, Ham and the girt was problematical.



The ruined house was not far from the little harbor on the seaward side of theide. They came out on the
shore. There was adory tied up to the barge. They piledin.

By thetime Doc Savage had the oars in the water, Beech had untied the painter. They shoved off, and
the little craft lunged under the bronze man's strokes.

"l had aman with me," Beech grumbled. "They got him. | hate to leave him, because he was agood man,
an excedlent man, one who was'-he paused to drive aburst from the rapidfirer and drop aman who had
appeared down the shore-"one who was dwayswilling to obey orders. | wonder if heisill aive?’

"Hard totell,” Doc said shortly, and whipped the dory aongside the speedboat. They scrambled
aboard.

Rifles were stabbing from the shore. Splinters climbed off the mahogany coaming of the boat.

"All get inthefront seet,” Doc directed. "That way, when we are going away from them, the engine, will
be aft and shelter us somewhat.”

There was a starter button. Doc jammed weight on that, heard awhine of gearsfrom the mechanism;
then the motor howled out. Beech leaned over and shot the mooring cable apart with his machine gun,
then looked anxioudy at the ammo drum, for it was dmost empty.

The speedboat heaved up, began to pound over the waves. Rifle bullets were striking the craft but the
engine was large and those aboard were down low, and the mass of metal protected them.

"It lookslike we are clear,” Beech chuckled. "And | do not mind telling you that was as brisk abit of
action as| havetaken partin, in sometime. Yes, sr, it was brisk. But it looks asif we no longer had a
great deal to worry about, because | will get in touch with my men and wewill enlist the aid of the militia,
or even thearmy and navy if necessary, and clean out this nest of infernal--"

He had started talking too soon. The engine stuttered, coughed. They plainly felt the terrific speed
dacken. Then the engine died completely and they wereralling helplesdy.

Doc Savage held the speed as best they could, and swung around the end of the idand, so that the shore
wasto theleft, but fully three hundred yards distant.

"One of their bullets must have cut the fuel line," Beech groaned.

But Doc, scrambling back, got the cap off the gastank and used the barrel of the submachinegun asa
measuring stick. The tank was shdlow. The barrel touched bottom, came out perfectly dry.

"No gas," Doc said. "Tank was empty when we got aboard.”

THE speedboat had turned broadside to the idand, and rifle bullets began to strike, passing completely
through the hull, opening smdll, ugly rents.

"Terrible!" Beech groaned. "We cannot remain aboard." He massaged his side, where he had been hit by
the bullet. Evidently the wound was dight.

"Over theside," Doc directed. "Well keep the motor between ourselves and the idand and try to paddie
to themainland."

They popped overside as hurriedly as possible, Beech first sngpping aburst with hismachine gun to drive
their foes under cover. The water was chill at first contact, but seemed to become warm after they were



infor atime. That was because they were hot from the action.

Swimming and guiding the speedboat, they found, was going to be a siff task. Therewas atide. It ripped
along between the idand and the shore and made a strong current fanning outward toward the open sea.
They struggled furioudy, and barely made headway.

Beech, working forward, peered around the bows, then called unpleasant news.
"They had rowboats on shore," he barked. "Here they come.”
Doc said nothing. He had heard the boats being put into the water.

Beech had placed his submachine gun atop the cowling. He got it, and fired it around the stern of the
craft, then swam forward and shot around the bows. He growled disgustedly when the gun clicked

empty.
"But | got one boat," he muttered.

The shore till looked an infinite distance away. There was nothing they could do to bring it closer more
swiftly. They had been svimming with al of their srength before.

They used the pistols as the rowboats came closer, and succeeded in stopping one craft by putting the
crew out of commission. But there was athird and it came on swiftly.

Beech gripped Doc Savage'sarm. "Listen, I've heard alot about the things you can do. Can you reach
shore? If you can, leave us. Were sunk anyway."

The bronze man nodded, said, "It is not abad idea."
Then he sank beneath the surface.

IT was only amoment later that the rowboat rounded the bow of the speedboat. Ark himself was,
ganding erect in the gem, waving arifle.

"WhereisDoc Savage?' heydled, after staring at those in the water.
Beech stared levely. "Gone," he said. "Drowned.”
Ark piped, "That would be too good to be true.”

Hejuggled hisrifle absently, asif contemplating shooting those in the water. He even lifted the gun to his
shoulder and rocked it from side to Side, asif trying to sdlect the first to go. Then he hesitated.

"Have you made areport about what you have learned of me?' he asked Beech.
The portly man tried to grin. It was more of agrimace. He said nothing.

"Itislikely that you have made areport,” Ark told him savagely. "It isessentid, or at least convenient,
that your superiors receive no information about me for atime. | will make you abargain.”

Beech wet hislips. "Shoot.”

"Your life," Ark said, in return for telling me how this report can be intercepted before it reaches
Washington."

Beech hesitated. He nodded at his two companions, Space and Wood.



"How about these two?' he asked.

"I will be generous” Ark told him. "I will lock them up with you until thisaffair is settled. Y ou will be
prisoners, honorable captives. My word of honor on that."

"Y our word isworth about as much as alead nickd," Beech growled.
"At present, your lifeisworth lessthan that," Ark pointed out. "What isyour decison?'
"No," Beech said hesitantly. "I do not trust-"

Ark leaned forward abruptly, aimed therifle and pulled the trigger. Beech screeched an instant before the
weapon exploded. He thought he was going to be shot between the eyes. Actually, Ark wasfiring a
fraction of aninch over hishead, by way of scaring him.

Whatever results Ark had expected, they were far different from those the shot got. The dory in which he
stood was small and light. A moment after the shot exploded, bronze hands appeared on the boat's
gunwae. They yanked. The boat hedled, hesitated, and when Ark, off balance and striving to stay
aboard, stepped on the gunwale, the craft went completely over, precipitating those aboard into the sea.

Beech stared. Then the truth dawned.
"Savagel" heroared. "Y ou didn't swim for it!"

Doc Savage did not answer, being engaged in wrenching therifle out of Ark's hands. The bronze man
had been concealed under the stern of the speedboat, hanging to the propellers, projecting his nostrils
above the water to breathe. He had swum underwater to the dory an instant before the shot.

Hyman Space and Ray Wood cameto life and joined the combat. There were only four unwounded men
in the dory. Even numbers. Or hardly even, consdering the tremendous strength and agility of the man of
bronze.

The water around the boat foamed under the beat of arms. Blows smashed. A man yelled out in terror;
the yeling turned to hideous bubbling as he was forced under. Doc struck Ark, and the man with the
hairless head became limp. Doc lifted him, threw him across the launch coaming. Men were shooting
from shore, but it was doing little good.

Within the space of three or four minutes, Doc and the others had overcome the occupants of the dory.
"We certainly have our ups and downs," Beech grinned.

Then he listened. There was motor sound in the air. Beech glanced upward, thinking it was a plane, then
looked aong the water and saw afast boat coming toward them, its bows awelter of foam.

"Some yachtsman who happened aong,” Beech grinned. "Now | guessweéll get some help.”

He changed his mind when two men stood on the pitching forward deck of the approaching boat and
began to shoot dowly and deliberatdy withrifles.

THAT the newcomers were more of Ark's crew was evident. Their boat was fast.

"We can't pull that upsetting gag again,” Beech wailed. "Savage, you'd better sure enough swimfor it this
time"

Doc said nothing. But once more, he sank beneath the surface. Thistime he did not remain, but stroked



with dl of his power, seeking to cover as much distance as possible before he came up.

When he did top the surface, it was suddenly, in the manner in which a porpoise breaks, and hefilled his
lungs with air-not dowly, with severd deep breaths and anormal one at the last, as he would have
desired, but dl at once, in aconvulsive pump.

After he was down again, he heard rifle bullets seeking him. They made plunging noisesin the water. He
swam for along time, at an angle, then broke water again, got down once more, then changed his course,
0 that they would not be able to calculate exactly where he would appear.

Fortune had been against him, but now it shifted alittle, and he came to the shore near the small creek on
the mainland by which he had entered the water in swimming to theidand. He broke the surface and
scrambled madly up the steep bank.

The men on the boat saw him. They were still offshore, having tarried to pick up Ark and the others.
They fired hasty bullets, but the pitching craft was no fit shooting platform, and the dugs did nothing but
throw sand and cut weeds and brush.

Doc Savage let them see him start running to the right, then doubled back and sought the conceal ment of
apametto cluster, from which he could survey the boat, and where he could get the clothing which he
had stripped off before he swam to the idand.

It was not alarge craft, despiteits speed, and he could see into the cockpit. He stood looking for along
time, until the men saw him and began shooting & his giant bronze form. Then he retreated, but not far.

He crouched in the beach growth, waiting for those in the boat to land, hoping they would run the craft
closeinshore. But they did neither, and the little vessdl swung away, ran out to theidand and vanished
behind the headland.

Doc Savage moved away then. His metallic features rarely showed expression, but they were grim now,
immobile

There had been prisonersin the boat-three of them. Monk, Ham and the girl, Nona Space. They had
been bound and gagged, and that a one was an indication that they were dive.

Doc Savage reached the road and ran steadily; his stride did not look particularly labored, but he
covered ground at a rate which would have amazed a professiona runner. He camefinaly to ahouse,
was permitted use of atelephone. He got in touch with the Coast Guard.

The Coast Guard was efficient enough. But before they reached the idand, the birds had flown. There
was no sign of Ark and his men-or of Monk, Ham and Nona Space. Where the ruined house had been,
there was only an empty space, dightly depressed, with the bare coral formation of theidand showing.

Doc Savage did not show himsdlf to the Coast Guardsmen, nor tell them anything except that the
crestors of the Red Snow had been there, for he was still wanted by the police for the charge of
murdering, or having something to do with the murder of Professor Casson Adams, the man who had
been shot in the trunk.

The Coast Guardsmen, knowing no more than they did, were vastly puzzled by the bare pit on theidand,
and only one officer hazarded a guess which hit upon the true cause, and he was shrugged down.

It was mid-afternoon when Doc Savage got a tel ephone connection by long distance to Washington, D.
C. The bronze man had friendsin officid circles, individuals who in many instances owed him adebt of
gratitude, and he eventualy got a connection with the centra office of the secret service, the body



responsiblefor guarding thelife of the president.

"l want," the bronze man said, "to speak to the chief.”

"Heisnot here," the voice from Washington replied.

"Whoishe?' Doc questioned. "Where can | get in touch with him?”

"Heisin Horida" said the other. "Hisnameis O. Garfew Beech. Helikesto be caled Fluency Beech.”

Chapter 14. DUCK-WITH-NO-WINGS
Doc SAVAGE spokefor along time with Washington.

An hour later, hewas at the offices of the chemica company of which he was sillent owner. He made
inquiries and received four metal cases which had just arrived from New Y ork by the fastest air express.
He carried these to the laboratory and proceeded to open them, bringing out a marvelously compact
andytical kit.

The chemical company |aboratory was complete as such ingtdlations went, but it lacked certain highly
modern bits of gpparatus which Doc, through his cousin Pat Savage, had obtained from New Y ork.
There was one devicein particular, by which an analysis of matter could be obtained in afew moments,
even more accurately than by hours of working with ordinary laboratory methods.

Doc produced the bits of the red compound which had been in his clothing and set about ascertaining its
nature. He had more to go on than before-Hyman Space had said one of the important basic ingredients
was radium, or radio-active substances.

Doc was locked in the [aboratory as he worked. Only afew officiasin charge of the plant knew his
identity, or were aware of his presence. These men saw that he received latest copies of the afternoon
newspapers. One brought in amidget radio which would pick up, not only the news broadcasts, but
would get down on the police station wave lengths.

With the radio and the newspapers, Doc Savage kept in touch with developmentsin the matter of the
Red Snow. Most of what he heard and read was a rehash of what had already happened, with here and
there awild rumor, or aguess made by some imaginative reporter.

There was astory to the effect that the party of the secretary of state had changed plans and, instead of
arriving in Miami that night, as expected, would be delayed until the following day. Therewasno
explanation for the interruption. For that matter, probably no more than ahalf dozen persons knew the
real reason for the delay-a mysterious telephone call to Washington made by Doc Savage.

Doc Savage seemed to complete his analysis about four o'clock. But he did not |eave the |aboratory
then. Instead, he called the chemica company officidsinto conference and made long explanations, the
result of which wasahurried assembling of chemica ingredients, some of them extremely rare. Fast
planes were dispatched to Atlanta, New Orleans, Jacksonville and other southern cities.

Borrowing two of the mogt skilled chemica engineers from the laboratory force, Doc Savage went to
work. He was busy steadily though the night. Food was sent in. The two ass stants seemed vastly puzzled
at what they were being directed to do, their features wearing the expressions of men who are beyond
their depth in amorass of formulae and details.

DAWN came. There had been no word from Monk, Ham, Nona Space, or the others. However, police
had found a cabin cruiser which had been scuttled, and anewspaper carried apicture of it. Doc



recognized the boat as the one used by Ark's men-the craft in which he had seen Monk, Ham and Nona
Space.

The day passed without particular event. Doc Savage and histwo chemists still worked furioudly. The
ass stants were becoming tired, but there was something about the compelling power of Doc Savage
which kept them working on.

The special train bearing the secretary of state and party was on its way to Miami, the newspaper stated.
It would arrive that night.

The |ate afternoon edition of the Globe came forth with an item which interested Doc Savage.
SEMINOLE INDIAN SAW
RED SNOW

Reports have reached the Globe which indicate that a Seminole Indian aligator hunter named
Duck-With-No-Wings was firgt to see the Red Snow, severa days ago. A good deal of mystery
attaches to the matter, the Seminole having been afraid to talk. It is understood by the Globe, however,
that this Indian secured alump of strange red materia at the time he saw the Red Snow, and that he has
been trying to dl this.

The Globeis sending areporter to the village of Duck-With-No-Wings, which isstuated in the
Everglades thirty miles southeast of Chokoloskee. The Globe is making every endeavor to solve the Red
Show mydtery.

There was more, having to do with generaities-the nature of the svamp where the village of
Duck-With-No-Wingslay, and the probable character of the Seminole dligator hunter himself. This suff
has no doubt been dashed off by arewrite man to give the item body, since it was an exclusive story,
carried by none of the other newspapers.

Indeed, the other newspapers completely ignored it. Rumors about the Red Snow were coming from all
over the nation, and some of them seemed more reasonable than the tale of the dligator hunter.

But, within an hour, Doc Savage wasin aplane. The craft had been rented for him by one of the officids
of the chemica company.

Doc flew out over the Everglades, toward the village of Duck-With-No-Wings. In the cabin behind him
was ametal case painted apeculiar color, a case he had prepared in the |aboratory.

The bronze man was not interested done in the lump of mysterious red substance which had come into
the possession of Duck-With-No-Wings.

Hyman Space had said Ark and his men had another headquarters out herein the swamp.

FROM aheight of two thousand feet, Doc Savage looked down on the Everglades. He flew with the
ease of an accomplished pilot, and from time to time used binocularsto bring the terrain closer.

The Everglades presented a vistathat might have been disgppointing to one seeing them for thefirst time
and expecting aswamp in the general sense-amat of luxuriant vegetation, of lianas and creepers, of
interlacing trees draped with hanging maoss. It was nothing like that.

For miles, there stretched what, at first glance, might have been mistaken for green meadow, absolutely
level, with here and there an irregularly shaped pond or awide, meandering creek. But seen through the



glasses, the grass was rank, and rooted in shalow water more often than in soil. Rarely wasthere a patch
of dry ground.

The planewasfast. As Doc drove it onward, the expanse below changed alittle. Clumps of gnarled
jungle appeared, marked by the gresat, uprearing skeletons of trees which were dead, or nearly so. Off to
the north stretched the dismal expanse of the Great Cypress Swamp, with its occasiond sawmill.

It was awaste, this melancholy expanse bel ow, a stretch of country asimpenetrable, to aman on foot, as
any in the country. It had, of course, been seen from the air, but there were undoubtedly stretches, by no
means small, which had been trod by no foot other than that of the strange race which had sought
sanctuary there-the Seminoles.

The Seminole villages themsd ves were picturesque. Doc picked up afew adong the gray ribbon of
concrete which was the Tamiami trail, then left them behind as he swung southward. Consisting of
thatched huts insde a stockade, these villages might have been transplanted from darkest Africa.

The bronze man dropped the plane alittle lower, and it, or its shadow, frightened up clouds of birds.
Buzzardstook flight from the naked arms of dying trees and sailed up to hang motionless black specksin
the late afternoon sunlight.

Another plane ahead in the sky, looked like one of the buzzards at first. It was amonoplane, ahigh-wing
job, and it came out of theinfinite distance, a gpeck at first, then growing. It was single-motored and
painted brown.

Doc Savage watched it closdly. It dtered its course dightly, coming toward him, then swung to draw
alonggde, asif to give those aboard a chance to stare. On the flanks of the ship, asingle word was
paintedin big letters:

GLOBE
This, then, would be the newspaper plane which the Miami newspaper had dispatched into the swamp.

The pilot, helmeted and goggled, gave close attention to his flying. But in the passenger cabin, aman
wrenched one of the diding windows open, thrust his head outsde and waved hisarmswildly. He
seemed to betrying to signal. From timeto time, he pointed downward.

Doc looked below. Hisflake-gold eyes distinguished nothing.

The man in the plane cabin produced aflashlight from somewhere. He began blinking it. Despite the
brilliant sunlight the faint wink of the eye was discernible. It was alargelight, of the searchlight type.
Letterscamein hdting Morse.

M-an g-i-v-i-n-g n-am-e M-0-n-k s-i-g n-a-l-e-d u-sf-o-r h-e-I-p, the light spelled out. W-e a-r-e
u-n-ar-m-e-d C-a-n y-o-u d-o a-n-y-t-h-i-n-g?'

Doc Savage stood up in the cockpit and gave avehement nod. That seemed to be dl the answer
required.

The man in the other plane cabin nodded aso, and blinked hisflashlight again.
"W-e w-i-l-l s-h-o-w y-0-u s-p-0-t," he signaled.

The other plane drew ahead, and Doc Savagefdl in behind. It seemed logica Monk might have been
brought into the swamp, to Ark's other headquarters, and might have managed to free himsdlf, to givea



sgna. Possibly he had used the same blinker code which this man was employing. Doc followed close
on thetall of the other plane. From time to time he shifted his glance downward, studying the swamp.
Thét trifle of incaution was nearly responsible for hisfinish.

Helooked up, dmost in front of the plane's snout, a great scarlet mass was materiaizing. It wasthe Red
Snow. The other plane had rel eased the stuff.

DOC stamped the rudder, rocked the stick. The plane reeled over. Braces squeded, flying wires
strummed and struts groaned in their sockets.

With infinite downess, it seemed, the ship banked over and down. The screaming propeller seemed
reluctant to pull away from the red horror that had bloomed out in the sun-whitened sky.

Doc Savage knew planes. He realized that he was not going to get clear. The ship was too duggish on
the controls.

Doc dived over the cockpit rim into space. Helet himsdlf fal, not counting, but kicking hislegsto prevent
any tendency to spin. Heran his hands over the straps of his parachute-he never went aoft without one,
if it could be helped-to make sure the straps were sitting properly.

Looking up, he saw the plane cleave into the cloud of red snow. It went straight through, tirring up the
flakes, and came out on the opposite side, apparently unharmed. The controls were not centralized, so
that it redled over and over in the sky, and traveled some distance.

Then awing fell off; the undercarriage cameloose; thetall detached itself. These partsdid not fdl far
before they themsalves disintegrated, turning into a grayish-red powder which sfted down ashort
distance and seemed to be absorbed magically by the very air itsdf.

Doc glanced downward, saw the swamp close below, and gave the ripcord of his chute ayank. The silk
blossomed out, yanked hisfal short, and let him down in apuddle beside athicket of cypress. Water
birds, frightened up, made agreat roaring by beating their wings and taking the air.

The other plane came moaning down from above. The man in the cabin had exchanged hisflashlight for
an automeatic rifle. He began shooting. The bullets knocked drops of weter high into the air.

Doc shed the chute harness and sprinted. He reached the edge of the water. The mud was deep,
impending. Lead knocked the filth up into hisface. Then he got under the trees, ran afew yards, changed
his course, and was temporarily safe.

Crouching there, Doc Savage watched the Red Snow sift on downward. It never reached the swamp,
but disspated itsdf in the sunlight, an indication that the stuff had to be released near the ground, or its
effects would not touch the earth.

The plane had not been disintegrated entirely by the Red Snow. The central section of the motor and
certain cabin fittings had fallen into the swamp. But the rest of the ship had disintegrated in theweird
fashion peculiar to the Red Snow.

Bullets began cutting into the scrawny foliage. Those in the plane had seen the bronze man.

Doc shifted his pogtion. Thicker shelter lay to the south, but he did not go in that direction. He went
north, carefully noting his position by such dead trees as served as landmarks. He seemed to be seeking
something.

The plane dived overhead. The staccato rap of the automatic rifle was vicious over the motor rumble.



The sounds the bullets made hitting into the swamp terrain, were infinitely more violent.

Doc got under amass of creepers, and the bulletsfailed to search him out before the plane had to pull up
and circlefor another attack. By thetimeit got back, he had changed his position and the craft failed to
find him.

A moment later, he found what he was seeking-what remained of the motor of the plane, and certain
objects which had been in the cabin. The stuff was scattered over aradius of no great area. He searched
carefully.

Not until he had found the meta case which had been in the cabin, did he seem satisfied.

THE case was bulky, unhandy to carry and a the same time remain hidden from the plane above. The
ship circled, dived, and buzzed like an angry hornet. The automatic rifle Suttered at intervals.

Suddenly, those aboard the plane saw Doc Savage. With wild haste, the pilot banked and came
downward. The bronze man was, for the moment, in the open in tall grasswhich offered poor

conced ment. He got boldly to hisfeet, ran and dived into aclump of brush, then carefully writhed to one
Sde, losng himsdf.

In the plane above, the rifleman fired ddliberately, raking the brush clump from end to end. Hislips
writhed as he cursed. Then he stopped shooting and did forward to bellow in the pilot's ear.
"Wewill usethe Red Snow again!" he shouted. "It isthe only way!"

"It would be better if we did not!" the pilot bellowed back. "We have no great supply of the stuff, either
aboard or at the headquarters! Ark's orders were to save it for emergencies, or to eliminate those whom
we havelisted to diel”

"This' grated the other, "isan emergency! Hy close above the brush.”

The pilot shrugged, banked his plane again and sent it back. Back in the cabin, the passenger fumbled
with along case and brought out what resembled agrotesque air rifle. This had abarrel of moderate Sze,
but below that was another cylinder of much greater diameter, the latter fastened in place with set-screws
and clamps.

The man removed a second of these cylinders from the case, and with hasty fingers, began subgtituting it
for thefird.

"Circleonce more," he howled at the pilot. "I haveto put afresh charge of compressed air inthisair
"

Obediently, the pilot arched the craft around.

The man preparing the Red Snow for discharge opened a second box, one which was carefully padded,
and extracted what appeared to be an ordinary rifle grenade, with acylinder perhaps abit larger than
ordinary. The nose of thiswas tapered, to the other end was attached arod which exactly fitted the
interior of theair gun barrdl. There was atiming device to regul ate detonation.

The plane came back over the brush clump in which Doc Savage had taken shelter. The pilot stared
downward.

"There heid" he bawled, and pointed.



He had sighted Doc Savage.

The man in the cabin leaned out, aimed and jerked the trigger of the air gun. The device made agusty
grunt of anoise. The grenade portion was discharged, arched outward and exploded directly over the
brush. If there was any noise, it was not audible over the moan of the motor. Rather, the container of the
Red Snow seemed to disintegrate and free the stuff.

Thered materid boiled out, gaseousin nature at fird, it seemed, then crystdlizing into flakeswhich fell
downward, directly upon the brush patch.

“Thetll get him," the pilot yelled glefully.

THE flier was a cautious soul, and he did not venture too near the Red Snow. He kept the planeina
gentle bank, circling the vicinity at adistance varying from oneto three hundred yards.

The man in the cabin discarded hisair gun and clamped apair of glassesto hiseyes. He studied the
swamp around the spot where the Red Snow was faling.

The red horror was down, now. It was going through its uncanny melting process, being absorbed into
theair. And amoment later a swamp breeze stirred the grass, the brush, and this vegetation began to fall
to pieces, to crumbleinto powder. The wind swept up the powder, seemed to swallow it, and a moment
later, naked earth became visible. The denuded space increased in area, and a shallow depression

appeared as If by magic.

Although the whol e phenomenon appeared to take but short moments, considerable time had actudly
elapsed, asindicated by the number of timesthe plane circled.

Water began to run into the hollow where the brush had been, and after atime-possibly haf an
hour-there was only asmal lake to show where the growth had stood. During al of that time, the plane
ether circled, or siwept back and forth in dow swings while those aboard studied the surrounding
swamp. The two in the ship reached aconclusion.

"The bronze man could not have escaped,” said the man in the cabin. "I released the Red Snow directly
upon him."

"That," sad the pilot, "iswhat these Americanscal O.K."
Chapter 15. THE CONQUEST PLAN

THE plane swung away, but flew just fast enough to keep its dtitude while those aboard studied the sky
in search of any other shipswhich might bein sight. There were none. They circled, and came down
upon asmal lakein the swamp.

The edges of this patch of water were studded with bare looking trees, and to the right was a bit of high
ground-high only in comparison to the rest of the swamp, for it was merely prominent enough to offer dry
footing.

Onthe dry ground, amost hidden in asmdl jungle of trees, wasa Seminolevillage. A very small
Settlement, it consisted of half a dozen thatched huts erected on stilts and a stockade of stout sticks
thatched with palm fronds. Therewasno sign of life.

The plane landed on the lake. The pilot used great care in taxiing inshore, to aspot where trees-very
sizabletreesfor this swamp digtrict-overhung the water. The boughs of these, draped with maoss, hung
down likeacurtain.



When the plane was closein, what had seemed to be branches and moss lifted like acurtain, disclosing a
long, camouflaged hangar. Some of the boughs and maoss was genuine, but most of it was cleverly done
in paint on canvas.

There were two planes dready in the hidden recess. Both were small, but overmotored and capable of
carrying aheavy load a high speed.

Ark himself appeared. The black grease paint was gone from hisface, revealing a countenance of olive
hue. He looked considerably the worse for wear. There was a purple splotch where Doc Savage'sfist
had hit him.

"Wel?'" he sngpped. "Who wasin that plane? Y ou took long enough to find out!"
"Doc Savage," said thepilot.

Ark blinked. Hewet hislips, swallowed.

"What did you do?" he asked.

"We used the Red Snow," explained the other. "We had to employ it twice. Once on the plane, when
Doc Savage escaped. The second time, we got him."

Ark madefigts of hisbony hands. "Y ou are sure?"
"Pogtivel" sad theflier.
"Y ou used two charges of the Red Snow?" Ark asked.

The man who had been in the plane cabin put in hagtily, "it was necessary. Wetried to get him with the
rifle, but it was hopeless. We had to use a second charge.”

"That was undesirable,” Ark said dowly. "We have no great quantity of the Red Snow on hand. All of
our supply is here, and it may be some time before we get more. The available quantity of the materid is
limited by the amount of radium which we can get, to work into the ingredients." Hefdl silent, then shook
hishead. "But it was worth it. Come.”

They shoved the plane into the concedled recess behind the boughs, and lowered the curtain. The latter
was aclumsy affair, and they had to push outsde afterward in afolding canvas boat and replace
branches and pennants of moss which had falen off during thelifting of the curtain.

They went, then, to the stockade, entered it and moved to one of the larger huts. It was near sundown.
Ark ordered agasoline lantern lighted. Carrying it he went insde the hut.

THE structure was erected on silts, the floor being of poleslaid upon stringers. These poles were stout
and furnished excellent anchorage for the prisoners which the shack held.

The captives numbered ten. Their sprawled forms covered most of the floor space.

Monk, Ham and portly Fluency Beech were together at one side, fastened more securely than the rest.
Nona Space and her stepfather, Hyman Space, were near Ray Wood; and afew feet from them lay
Beech's aide, the man who had seized Doc Savage on theidand, only to himself be captured later by
Ark's crew.

Off inacorner by themsalves|lay two strangers. One of them was ayoung man in abaggy suit, who lay
so that his coat was open, disclosing a bundle of rough copy paper in the pocket, the type of paper used



by newspaper reporters. His companion still wore aflying helmet, minus the goggles, and had the
wesathered features of an airman.

"What'sthisdl about? the young man in the baggy suit demanded angrily. "I land adozen milesfrom here
and ask for Duck-With-No-Wings, and you birds grab me and bring me here. Y ou take my plane.
What's the idea?"

Ark told him, ™Y ou ask too many questions.”

"Ligten," the young man gritted. "I'm a newspaper reporter and the Globe will have some one out looking
for mebeforelong.” Ark leered a him. "My dear friend, they will find you."

Thejourndigt did not like the tone. He moistened hislips.
"What do you mean?"' he demanded.

"It will bevery smple" Ark advised. "We will send the plane up. Y ou two had no parachutes. My man
will be aboard, but with a parachute. He will step overboard, after breaking a control wire."

The reporter tried to stutter something, failed and fell into ahorrified slence.
Ark now gave his attention to Monk, Ham and the others.

"l was keeping you dive, thinking you might be of some serviceto mein tragpping Doc Savage,” he said.
"Doc Savageis how dead, which eliminates my reasonsfor permitting you to exist longer." His strange
voice became even hriller. "1t will give me much stisfaction to diminate you."

Therewas an interruption, the guard at the door caling out softly that men were approaching. A moment
later, these entered the stockade. There were three of them. They had a captive, abulky, sullen Seminole
cladinabrilliant skirt affair and agaudy shirt. They ushered him into the large hut.

"Duck-With-No-Wings," one announced.
Ark piped, "Did you find the lump of basicingredient?"

"Wedid," one of the men said, and tossed a package wrapped in mossto Ark. "We got the story out of
this guy, too. He saw two men running through the sivamp, and saw one of them hide something. He got
it, after he saw the Red Snow get the two men”

Ark eyed Hyman Space. "The two men were your ass stants who tried to escape from here and get to
Doc Savage."

Space said nothing. His one eye was hollow, staring. The black patch had been shoved aside from the
other, revealing agnarled cavity.

A voice cdled from outside, "Radio message for you, chief."
Ark went out.

HE was back within less than five minutes, and there was atwisted smile on his hairless face. He tectered
on his heds and scowled at Monk and Ham.

"That radio message was from one of my spies watching the secretary of state's specid train,” he advised.
"It seemsthat your Doc Savage was clever enough to learn that we planned areception for the
government officia, and managed to convey awarning.”



Ark paused. Ham said atight-lipped nothing. For once he was without his sword cane. Monk lay beside
him, tilted over on one side, an eye pressed absently to one of the cracksin the polefloor.

Monk could see his pig, Habeas Corpus, prowling around under the shack. Ark's men had brought the
pig aong, intrigued perhaps by hisintelligence and his unusua appearance; perhaps aso they had wanted
the pleasure of deviling Monk by promising to make bacon out of Habeas, they having discovered that
the suggestion was the one thing which would throw Monk into afutile rage.

Ark continued, "It isindeed lucky that we had spieswatching the specid train. They learned that the
secretary of state is not aboard. He transferred, in imagined secrecy, to aplane, and will arrivein Miami
within the next four hours.”

Ark paused, leered. "Correctly, | should say, heis expected to arrive in Miami in the next four hours.
Nothing of the sort will happen. | fear, instead, that his plane will belost. Perhapsit will be one of the
great mysteriesof dl time. But again, the Red Snow may be seen, in which case the world will know the
truth.”

Ham said quietly, "Will you answer one question”?”'

Ark shrugged. "It depends.”

"Y ou have killed anumber of persons” Ham said. "One was an airplane designer-"
"A designer of war planes,”" Ark eaborated.

"Yes," Ham growled. "Another was a professor in the chemicd research department of afamous
univergty-"

"Y our nation's greatest expert on poison gases,” said Ark.
Ham blinked. He seemed to begin to comprehend.
"There was amechanica engineer who-"

Ark interrupted him. "The mechanica engineer wastheinventor of remarkable war machines. There was
aUnited States senator who possessed military information about my country. There wasaso an
automobile manufacturer whose factories could be converted to hasty manufacture of tanks. And another
was an undersecretary in your war department, aman who was ameagter of military strategy. Do you
begin to understand?'

"l getit,” Ham mumbled.
"Of courseyou do," Ark piped glesfully.
"S0o your country is getting reedy to start something?' Ham surmised.

Ark nodded. "Our fleet is not many hundreds of miles from your coast, ostensibly holding maneuvers.
The assassination of your secretary of stateisthe sgnd for a sudden declaration of war. Other of your
nationa leaders are to be killed with the Red Snow. Y our country will be temporarily pardyzed. Beforeit
can get organized, it will betoo late."

He paused, asif to hear Ham's reaction, but the dapper |awyer-he was not so dapper now-said nothing,
and Ark continued:

"It isunfortunate that we do not have more of the Red Snow," he said. "It isawegpon such as mankind



never before saw. It ismy own product, an el ectro-chemica solution which completely disruptsthe
molecular characterigtics of matter. Y ou know that radium has the property of disintegrating, although the
processisinfinitdly dow?Well, | discovered that, by employing this phenomenaof radium and adding
certain chemical and radioactive substances, tregted in acertain manner, | could cause amost
ingtantaneous disintegration of practicaly al known substances.

"l do not destroy them. Nothing so drastic asthat. | merely change their nature, aswater isturned into
steam, aswood is burned and turned into smoke and ashes. In this case, thereisno resulting heat. The
whole affair is carried out through the medium of atomic bombardment, secured through the medium of
these radi oactive compounds in combination with-"

A man outside emitted aterrific yell.

"Doc Savage!" he bawled. "The bronze manisherel”
Chapter 16. DEATH IN RED

HAD theworld unexpectedly started coming to an end the surprise could not have been more complete.
Ark stopped his boastful explanations and dived for the door, knocking aman spinning out of his path.

Monk cameto life, reared up and tried to trip Ark.
"Shoot him!" Ark yelled, and pointed at Monk.

The guard lifted hisgun, aimed it & Monk, but another cry-ashriek of awful pain thistime-caused himto
change hismind. He followed Ark out through the door.

There was a porchlike platform before the door, and the men stood upon that, staring. They could see
that the stockade gate was open. They saw aman sprawled in front of it. The fellow seemed to be dlive,
but unable to move-gripped by a strange paralysis. Therewasno onedsein sght.

Then men came running. They popped from the other huts. They came from the direction of the hangar
hidden on the lake edge. All were excited, puzzled.

"Who saw Doc Savage?' Ark piped. "Who shouted?'
At first no one answered, then aman said, "it must have been the guard at the gate.”
"Scatter," Ark directed. "Hunt the bronze man."

The Seminole village must have been abandoned when Ark and his men took it over. The clearing was
overgrown with brush and grass. This had not been cut, but was trampled down in spots. Elsewhere, it
was high enough to offer shdlter.

The pig, Habeas Corpus, appeared suddenly from under the shack where Ark stood on the porchlike
projection. The shote began grunting loudly and trotted across the compound, eyes fixed on some distant

spot.
"Follow the pig!" Ark shrilled. "He sees the bronze man!™

The men converged on the spot for which Habeas Corpus was heading.

For amoment, the rear of the prison hut was unwatched, and there came a soft crunching and rattling as
the thatching was torn aside. The men were shouting. That covered the noise.



Monk heard the first sound from the hut side. He stared, waiting. His homely features were wet with
perspiration. The nearness, amoment before, to death by shooting, had given him a sweating spell.

An gperture opened in the thatched wall. A pair of bronze hands appeared, enlarging the opening.
"Doc!" Monk breathed.

The bronze giant wasinsde an instant later. He carried in hisarms alarge mass of what resembled a
yellow-red cloth of considerable weight. This, he deposited on the floor. He began freeing the captives.
Some of them weretied. He loosened those first. Others were handcuffed. Doc examined the linkage.
These were cheaper handcuffs, not like those which Fluency Beech's aide had used the day before.

Doc grasped the leg manacles. He had purchase, for they were linked around the floor poles. He
yanked, and the links snapped asif they had become suddenly rotten. The depth to which they cut into
the floor poles, however, showed the amount of strain which the bronze man's muscles put upon them
before they gave.

The men were shouting more loudly in the clearing. They were angry now.
"Theinferna pig saw nothing!" one screeched.

Monk squinted at Doc. "What'd you do? Send Habeas away to draw their attention?”
Doc nodded.

"l am going to draw their attention,”" he said swiftly. "When they are concentrating on me, you make a
break. Do not try to escape through the swamp. They would overhaul you. Get to their planes and take
off."

"What about you?' Monk demanded.

The bronze man did not answer. He gathered up the bundle of yellow-red cloth and eased out through
the hole by which he had entered the huit.

DOC SAVAGE worked close to the stockade edge. The construction of this had once been secure
enough, but age had made it decrepit. He found a spot where there was room to crawl through, to get
outsdeinto the jungle growth. Once concedled therein, he circled, using dl of the caution possible, until
he had reached the opposite end of the clearing.

Then hetried the stockade, found another opening-it was not difficult-and crawled inside. Making his
way to the nearest hut, he picked his chance and dived insde.

The gtructure had been aliving quarters. There were hammocks dung from the roof poles, and various
suitcases. Too, there were cases holding automatic rifles and ammunition. Doc dipped into one of these,
got agun and charged it with ammunition.

He advanced to the door, aimed deliberately, and fired. Ark screamed and leaped afoot into the air, fell
flat, then got up and hopped to cover. He had been shot through one leg.

Doc showed himsdlf. He used nice judgment, giving the men long enough to see him, but not long enough
to target him on their gun sights. Then he lunged from the door, dammed flat and writhed through the
grassuntil hewaslying proneinasmal ditch which had been dug to drain the vicinity of the hut.

He pulled up alargefigtful of the rank swamp grass and held it o asto mask his features while he looked



around. The grass, being of anature blending with the surroundings, made him lesslikely to be seen,
athough a sharp eye would soon detect him.

The bronze man had depended on the men pursuing him. Thus, they would be drawn away from the hut
where the prisoners were, alowing the latter achance to escape.

But nothing of the sort happened. The men werein atight group around Ark.

One of them held an air rifle smilar to the one employed by the man in the plane. He wasfitting one of
the Red Snow grenadesinto the gun.

"Useit!" Ark yelled. "Weve got to get that inferna bronze devil thistime!”

Doc Savage hagtily lowered himself. He did not try to retreat. It was not feasible. If he got erect, they
would see him and use thair rifles. If he crawled, he could not make sufficient time.

He 4till carried the bundle of peculiar yellow-red materia. He opened it now. It proved to be a sack of
an affair with adrawstring opening. It was dmost Sx feet long, wide enough to contain his, giant frame
when he eased insde. He drew in the mouth of the bag.

The last glance he threw overhead showed the arching grenade, showed it bloom suddenly into a
spreading shroud of red flakes which sfted downward upon the spot where helay.

The bronze man worked frantically at the mouth of the container. It must be more than airtight. It must be
sedled completely. In one of his pockets was a case containing some of the peculiar metalic substance
with which the cloth was impregnated, but it wasin a paste state. He smeared it on the bag mouith,
clamped the cloth together in his corded hands. Then he waited.

There was a peculiar hissing sound as the Red Snow descended-a sound not loud, but distinctive. Doc
showed no particular interest. He had heard it thus once before-out in the swamp, when he had used this
bag to escape the grenade fired from the plane. In that instance, he had floundered clear in the bag, once
he thought the Red Snow had disspated itsweird strength.

The bag was the only defense he had been able to devise againgt the Red Snow. He had analyzed the
stuff in the laboratory, secured afair knowledge of its nature, and made up this bag of meta which would
not be affected by the stuff. The Red Snow wasfar from universdly effective. Many materialswould
ress it partialy or completely.

When he guessed that the fall of Red Snow was at its height, he drew himsdlf up and began to roll
backward, so that he would |leave the cloud of red flakes on the Side opposite Ark and hismen. It wasa
ticklish task. The opening of even asingle seam in the bag-they were quadruple stitched and filled with
the flexible sealing cement-would mean ingtant degth, complete disintegration.

Findly, when he was sure he was clear, and certain the Red Snow would have dissipated, he freed
himsdf of the bag.

What he saw was not pleasant.

MONK, Ham and the others, true to orders, had sought to make a break during the excitement. They
had been discovered, and had sheltered themsalves by flopping down inside the compound.

Ark and his men were advancing on them, rifles ready.

The man with the air rifle had fitted a second grenade into the barrdl of the pneumatic wespon.



Doc stood up, shouted. He made no words, merdly yelled.

Ark and his men spun around, bewildered, stunned. Ark had seized a stick and wasemploying it asa
crutch. He waved the one arm with which he was not holding the crutch.

"Usethe Red Snow on him again!™ he shrilled. "Then keep shooting with riflest Some of you have hand
grenades. Usethem!”

The man with the pneumatic rifle lifted hiswegpon.

Over by the stockade gate, Monk stood up suddenly. He must have crawled over there to get the
weapon of the guard whom Doc Savage had knocked out in entering the compound. He held the

weapon now. He whipped it up, snapped a shot.
The man with the pneumétic rifle screeched and fell down. He floundered about.

Ark leaped for the falen one, hisidea obvioudy being to get the air gun. But Ark was not accustomed to
using oneleg, and hefell down.

The wounded man-he might have, been dying-pulled thetrigger of the air gun and the grenade hit the
ground, disintegrated. There was aspout of red flakes.

Ark began screaming and tried to crawl away. He was not fast enough, and the red particles envel oped
him. The breeze stirred them alittle, but not much, and they spread in dl directions.

Therewas ahut near by. The Red Snow reached that. The thatching offered no resistance.
Ark's men began running for safety. Monk howled at them, shot in the air, but they paid no attention.

The hut which the Red Snow had penetrated must have held the supply of the stuff, and the disintegrating
effect actuated the detonating devices, for there was a sudden, vast puff of the red stuff, and it spread
with tremendous speed.

One of Ark's men was overtaken, then another. Some of them, though, must have gotten away, athough
asfar as Doc Savage was concerned, there was never evidence of that. The men were not heard from

agan.
Doc and his own party were running. They had astart on the red terror, enough headway to get clear.

Monk's pig, Habeas Corpus, appeared and showed an inclination to go back and investigate the strange
red pal. Monk caught him, scooped him up by one oversized ear and bore him away.

"Y ou must be losing your good judgment,” Monk told the shote.

THAT, asfar as actua events were concerned, was the end of the menace of the Red Snow. The entire
supply of the stuff had been destroyed, and along with it, asfar as any one knew, the man who knew the
secret of its compounding.

The building housing the equipment to make the Red Snow was completely disintegrated by the Red
Snow itsdf. The other machinery-the pedestals removed from the house on the dunes to the idand-had
been previoudy destroyed on theidand.

Duck-With-No-Wings went back to hisdligator hunting, till not knowing exactly what it was dl abot.
The Globe reporter made al haste to his newspaper, and wrote astory which he visioned as putting him
inthe front rank of journdists. He got quite a shock. It was not published.



The reporter roared his disappointment. The editor explained smply that he had been requested to put
thelid on the affair, since it would only stir up international complications, and possibly-indeed, quite
probably-precipitate awar.

Therewas no war. The battle fleet of a certain foreign power, holding maneuvers near the American
coadt, discovered itsdf virtudly surrounded by American warships, dso using the al sufficient excuse of
battle maneuvers. Theforeign force betook itself home after adecent interval.

The secretary of state and party reached Miami. The newspapers said the government executive had had
an excdlent fishing trip.

O. Garfew Beech was not heard from again. In his capacity as head of the secret service, he did quietly
out of the picture, not wanting publicity, and returned to Washington. Hiswork was completed when the
plot of the foreign power was nipped in the bud.

Doc Savage faded out of the picture also, and the Miami police dropped the murder charge against him
asif it were something hot. Thiswas after they had heard testimony offered by Hyman Space and
others.

It was to Doc Savage's liking, the manner in which he eased into the background. There were plenty of
otherswho liked publicity, and he was willing they should have it. He had cometo Floridato work on a
method of eradlicating the mosquito pest. He went to work on that.

He was not destined to finish the task, athough that was afact he had no means of knowing. Trouble,
danger, excitement, had away of hunting the bronze man out. His reputation as atrouble smasher had
spread to the corners of the earth, and it brought him strange problems.

From the Arctic wastes, the next call would come. But it was not from the Arctic as civilized man knew
it, but from afabulous domain in the depths of the earth-the Land of Always Night-a spot unknown to
civilization, yet populated by arace so advanced that the intricacies of radio, of television, of surgery and
medicine, of eectro-chemisry, were little more complicated than the problems which confront asmall
child.

A strange man covered with agrowth of golden fur, aman of mystery, of untold learning, wasto bethe
harbinger of the next amazing adventure of this bronze man and his companions.

Most remarkable of all would be the nature of the clue on which the mystery seemed to hinge-apair of
goggles with lenses so black that no man could see through them. Goggles with afantagtic purpose!
Goggles, war for the possession of which launched astream of horror such as Doc Savage and hismen
had never before encountered.

But Doc Savage, having no inkling of al of that, set himsdlf to work trying to create a parasite which
would exterminate mosguitoes and nothing e se.

Monk had a suggestion to offer, should they need alaboratory subject, bearing smilarity to amosquito,
upon which to test the efficacy of such an evolved parasite.

"If wefind thebug,” he grinned, "we can try it out on Ham."

THEEND



