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PROLOGUE

FACTSdo not lie, the old saying goes. What follows, being in general excerpts from newspapers over
the past few years may, therefore, be taken for what they are worth. The full items from the newspapers
will not be reprinted here, for they havefilled scores of news columns and many Sunday pages, and
moreover, some of them would make uninteresting reading.

But the clippings and the Sory they tell, considered asawhole, are more than interesting. They are
absorbing to apoint where thereisa hint of something incredible.

These newspaper clippings dea with one of the unexplored regions of the world, of which thereare dtill a
few. Rather, the news stories deal with men who went into the region during the past few years. Never
have the news stories dedlt with what happened to these men after they penetrated the region. No one
knows about that. No one, that is, belonging to what is called the civilized world.

Some of the men went in by foot, with native porters. They never came back. In cases, some, but rarely
al, of the natives turned up at distant points, and amost invariably they had strange storiesto tell—stories
so inarticulate and fantastic that they did not warrant belief from the level-headed managers of frontier
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trading posts who heard them.

Some of the lost men went by air, their planes equipped with the latest radio apparatus, burdened with
plenty of rifles, ammunition and spare food. They have not been heard from.

Expeditions have gone in search of these men. In no case was a substantid trace found of thelost men. In
an instance or two, the searchers were not heard from again.

The American Legion organization in the Panama Cana Zone recently sponsored, it is reported, asearch
for one of these lost men, an aviator. Thisaviator' s name was Redfern. Many attempts have been made
to find another prominent individua who was|ost, Fawcett by name.

In no case has agreat ded of success greeted the searchers, for the region they had to penetrate isthe
terrible jungle country on certain headwater branches of the Amazon River in South America

What istherein that particular jungle which has kept so many men from coming back?

Chapter |. THE WEIRD GIRL

MIRACLES do not occur too often. El Liberator "Amber" O’ Ned very nearly fell over with surprise
when one happened to him. But helost no timein taking advantage of it.

It was, incidentally, afact that if O’ Nedl had known what he was letting himsdlf in for, hewould probably
have crawled under the roots of the nearest mangrove and let the miracle go moaning past.

Carl O'Ned, dias Amber O'Ned, dias El Liberator—hewas El Liberator Amber O’ Ned just
now—was abrave Y ankee, too, which was bad, because he was also crooked, crud, without morals,
and all other kinds of arascdl.

Bravery and such qualities are arare mixture, and abad one. But O’ Ned did not crawl under a
mangrove. Instead, he bellowed enthusiastic orders.

"Quick!" he squawled, in Spanish. "Get out therein the clearing! Line up and wave your armg!”

El Liberator

Amber O’ Ned had been standing at the edge of an open glade in the South American jungle, wishing
that a plane would happen aong. No sooner the wish, and presto! The sound of an airplane motor was
approaching!

"Wave your arms, damn you!" O’ Nedl howled. "Get that plane down! Then seethat it does not get up
agan!"

Amber O'Ned wasin great need of aplane, because the authorities of this South American country of
Colombiawere looking for him to stand him against astone wall and seeif he were bulletproof. This by
way of proving that it isnot wise to murder and rob under the guise of being aleader of agang of patriots
trying to make Colombiaaland of the free. Colombiawas dready enough of aland of the free to satisfy
amogt every one.

"Wave, damnit!" bawled O’'Ned. "Wave them armg!”

If he had a plane, Amber O’ Ned reflected, he could scout for groups of Colombian soldiersor police,
and there would belesslikdlihood of hisraiding atrading post when authority was too near. He



chuckled. Hewould claim the plane was his military air force.
"Get the pilot’ sattention!” O’ Ned yelled. "Make him think we rein distress or something!”
The plane, thought O’ Nedl, would make a swell get-away vehicle when the going got too tough.

O’ Ned’ s patriots waved their arms asif their lives depended upon it. They were dl for their chief, who
was as swell agenera asthey had ever had. Of course, he flew into arage and shot somebody now and
then. But jungle life was cheap, and El Liberator O’ Ned was alad who raided where the raiding was
good.

The patriots were a scurvy-looking bunch. Some were natives, jungle savages who looked asif they
would be more at home drying human heads. Indeed, they had dried afew.

There were acouple of bumsfrom up Nicaraguaway, abit of scum from Panama, Colombian riffraff.
But no whites. O’ Nedl waswhite, and he didn’t like more of his own color. Sometimes awhite man
objected to some of the things O’ Ned did.

But El Liberator Amber O’ Ned’ s rabble patriots were better trained than they looked. Six of them,
indeed, were good military aviators, trained by Colombiaand other South American republics at some

expense.
They dl waved their ams vigoroudy at the plane cruising overhead.

THE plane was amode ten years old, and not a pilot in athousand would have cared about being in it
whileit was over thiskind of jungle. The ship had been flying north, so it must have left behind an
unexplored stretch of jungle where, for al any one knew, landing grounds might be a hundred miles
between. No place, certainly, for abusasold asthisone.

The pilot flew like awar-time kiwi—akiwi being abird with wingsthat can't fly. He was going to land.
He wabbled down. Hetried to skid air speed away, narrowly missed scraping awing, came down hard,
bounced twenty feet straight up, came down on one wing, and the plane began to fall to pieces.

O’ Ned cursed wildly. "Looks like that pilot deliberately wrecked hiswagon!™

The propeller tied itsdlf into astrange knot. The plane—what was | eft of it—turned over on its back, and
acloud of splinters and bits of fabric settled on it, and the episode was over. That plane would never
taketo theair again.

Amber O’ Ned produced two long-barreled, small-bore pistols from holsters next to his sides, and he
handled them asif each of hishandswas aright hand. In fact, that was how Amber O’ Ned had gotten
oneof hisnicknames.

He was ambidextrous, could use both hands with equal ease. He boasted about his being ambidextrous.
Men who couldn’t pronounce that word had taken to calling him "Amber."

Amber O’ Ned ran toward the plane. He planned to shoot the occupants, if till alive, and take whatever
they had. He poked his head and hisgunsinto theinterior of the ship.

For sometime, he remained in exactly that position.
When he withdrew his head, he looked wide-eyed, startled. His lips made words, but not sounds.



His patriots, who had drawn near, withdrew. Amber O’ Nedl wasfat, innocent-looking. Just abenign,
chubby gentleman to the eye. To look at him, you' d trust him with your bank roll. Those who knew him
didn’'t even want to be around him.

That look on Amber O’ Ned’ sface scared his patriots.

Amber O’ Ned showed no sgns of being aware of the flurry among hislovers of liberty—and loot. His
guns hung limply in his hands. His mouth kept working, and he swallowed with agreat dedl of effort, asif
trying to down haf abananawithout chewingit.

"Fever!" heexploded. "That' swhat it isl Blast me, I'vegot it, and I'm ddlirioud”
Then he did something that would have made an onlooker laugh—»but not to Amber O’ Ned’ sface.

He hit himsdf on the head with the barrels of both guns smultaneoudly, just hard enough to convince
himself he was awake. He looked somewhat childishly pained, then shoved his head into the plane's
cabinagan.

"Atfirg, | figured | wasseain’ things," he said, sharply. "What' stheidea of the regdia, lady?"

The fantastically garbed young woman said nothing,

SHE was afabulous creature.

Her hair, perhaps, was most striking of all. It was spun gold. Not the spun gold that the poets rhyme
about. They mean their girls' hair to be only like unto spun gold in color and texture. Thisgirl’shair was
spun gold. At least, it had been treated with some gilt process.

She had an ova face with atendency to length, and there was something absolutely aristocratic about the
chisdling of her features. She was not the kind of a beauty every man would try to flirt with. They would
hold their breath when she went by.

But it was her attire which held Amber O’ Nedl breathless. The garments were scanty, in asense. First
was an affair to take care of the upper body, leaving arms and shoulders bare.

It was something like the hdter of amodernistic bathing suit. Only haters of modernistic bathing suitsare
not usually made of cloth composed of chain mesh of heavy gold.

The lower part of the strange ensemble was apair of shorts of the samerich yellow materid, and tall
sandds of an unusud-looking lesther, which was apparently very pliable.

"Hey?' Amber O’'Ned barked. "Y ou knocked speechless or something when the plane crashed?’

The strange-looking young woman pointed with an arm instead of answering. The pointing gesture
focused O’ Ned’ s attention on astrange set of adornments on the exquisitely formed arm. Men’swrist
watches. Six of them, strung in two bracelets.

All seemed to be running, and keeping only dightly different time. They were not dike, and they were
sylesof different years, aswell as having been manufactured in different countries.

Amber O’ Ned took his eyes off the watches and stared at what the young woman's arm was pointing. It
was aman, the pilot of the plane, and the only other occupant.



Theflier seemed to be sensaless. There was a heavy copper ring—not gold, O’ Nedl made sure—around
each ankle, and from the rings dangled a short length of chain. It looked asif the chain had once
connected hislegs, but he had managed to cut it so that he could run. He wore only along leather skirt.

He looked like something out of acoffin, this pilot. Therewas almost seven feet of him, and in hisday he
had been very much aman, but now his bones might weigh ahundred pounds, the rest of him not nearly
S0 much.

The pilot lay on hisside. Amber O’ Ned scowled. Obvioudy, the strange girl with the metdlic hair
wanted him hel ped.

O'Ned brought up histwo guns. Help him? Sure! Help him keep his mouth shut!

But the gaunt pilot had not been sensel ess. He had been faking, as was evident when he spokeina
perfectly calm voice.

"If you' ve ever seen anybody shot with .45s , you'll think again before you lift them thingsany higher,” he
sad.

Simultaneoudy, herolled atrifle. A big army automatic showed. It looked rusty, but thereis nothing to
guarantee arusty gun won't go off. O’ Ned stood very ill.

O'Ned had shot men in histime, and knew what happened. They didn’t dways die when they were
supposed to do. There was atimein Rio when aman with three bullets as nearly in his heart as O’ Ned
had been able to put them had gotten up and chased O’ Ned ablock. Thisflier might pull the automatic
trigger even after abullet hit hisbrain.

Amber O'Ned put his hands up.
"Drop the gund" ordered the wasted flier.
O’ Ned dropped them, and said nothing.

"Heed inland and run!" grated the aviator. "We re going the other way, and it’ | be tough if you follow
lﬂ"

THE flier paused. He seemed to have something else on hismind, and it did not St pleasantly. His mouth
became agrim line, and he shoved his head forward.

"l hopeyou go asfarinland as| did!" he gritted. "And | hope you find what | found, and what alot of
others have found!"

O’ Ned waswishing he had shot it out with theflier. He didn't like the way the fellow’ s gun hand shook.
"What' d they find?" he asked, trying to be sociable.

The pilot got up from the mangled floor of the plane.

"Never mind!" he barked shortly. "Forget it!"

"Who found what?' O’ Ned asked, suddenly interested.

"Forget it, | said!" barked the aviator.



Amber O’ Ned jerked his head toward the girl. "Did you find her inland somewhere?"

The emaciated flier said, in adisgquietingly earnest tone, "'l figure maybe | should shoot you because
maybe | was excited aminute ago, and now you know too much!"

O’ Ned had used that tone himsdf atime or two. He whirled, fled wildly. At every jump, he expected a
shot, but none came. When hefindly gained the jungle and flopped behind atree, he caught his breath
and made aresolution: More caution in the future.

That pilot must have seen him coming with his guns drawn and had faked senselessness until hehad a
chance to get the upper hand.

"I wonder," muttered O’ Ned, "what he meant by that stuff about finding something inland?'
He crawled cautioudy for a spot where he could watch the clearing unobserved.

"Probably he found the dameinland,” he decided. " Somelooker after her style, but Il take mine alittle
more baby-faced. But | could use some of the stuff her bathing suit was made out of—if the whole thing
an't some phony st-up!”

He got alook at the clearing. His natives were cackling happily among themselves. Gloating over his
ignominiousflight!
Theflier wasflesing with the girl.

O Ned dared, then emitted alow, hissng noise, hisway of indicating surprise. The girl wasnot going
willingly with the aviator. He had her by onewrist, was dragging her aong toward the opposite side of
the clearing.

IN hisemaciated condition, the flier was not equal to the girl in strength. She got her wristsfree of his
clutch, and swung on him. Her punching would have done credit to apugilist with medicd training. She
knew just whereto hit. She staggered the flier away with ablow, then whirled and ran.

O'Ned held hisbreath. The aviator had agun. He' d haveto useit to stop the girl. But theflier did not try
to fire hisautométic.

"Danged rusty thing ain’t no account!" decided Amber O’ Ned, and promptly charged out into the
clearing, drawing atiny, flat pistol out of each hip pocket.

The jumping a conclusions nearly cost him hislife. The pilot lifted hisbig automatic. It banged. O’ Ned
shrieked, grabbed one arm and fell down.

The aviator saw he could not overtake the girl. He whirled and, traveling in astaggering lope, vanished
intothejungle.

Amber O’ Ned got up and ran in the opposite direction. He till held hisarm, athough he knew by now
that the bullet from theflier' s .45 had only burned it.

The patriots were dso running. They had started with the shot, and were sprinting madly in dl directions.
Amber O’ Ned began to curse them.

Hewasdtill curang his"army" when he caught sght of thegirl.



Chapter II. LAST TESTAMENT

THE young woman with the strange golden hair and metdllic cloth garments approached with acamness
which was somewhat unnerving. Amber O’ Ned felt an impulseto run, and he could not explainit. There
was just something about the girl. She seemed to have some power.

She came closeto O’ Ned and lifted an arm. He half ducked, thinking she was going to strike him. But
she waved, insteed, that he should pursue the fleeing aviator.

O’ Ned thought of the big .45 automeatic, and was not enthusiastic about the pursuit. Anyway, he had
some ideas, and wanted to ask questions.

"Look!" hesaid. "That aviator guy found you inland somewhere, and he wants to know where you got
the gold that queer cloth you' rewearing is made out of. Right?"

The girl said nothing. She jerked her arm, directing O’ Ned to pursue the aviator.
"What tribe are you from?' O’ Ned asked.
She continued to point, to say nothing.

"Hablah Espanol ?

O’ Ned asked, his Spanish bad.

Apparently she didn’t speak Spanish. O’ Ned tried Portuguese, one or two Indian diaects, and
French—all the languages he knew. Results were zero.

"Aw, heck!" he exploded findly. "The cat got your tongue?"

When the girl till said nothing, he glowered at her with theidea of causing her to avert her gaze. She had
been staring at him steedlily. Her eyes were amost unusua shade of blue, he noted, and there was
something disquieting about them.

As hewatched the eyes, they seemed to radiate something like an invisible solid that gripped him and
held him. Hetried to move his hands, but the idea somehow didn’t quite seem to get to his hands, so that
they did not move.

The girl’ s eyes seemed to get more and more potent, until they were incredible magnets of blue. O’ Nedl
felt the world begin to turn dowly under hisfeet—

He gave aviolent jump, whirled, got his back to the girl, and began to beat himsalf in the face.
"Hel’sbdld" he squawled. "Hypnotizing me! She' stwo thirdswitch!”

He had snapped the spell. He ran to the spot where he had been forced by the aviator to drop hisguns.
They were dill there, and he used them to menace such of his patriots as he could find.

"Grabtha girl!'" heydled a them, in their native tongues. "Tie her with bark rope."

The patriots, afraid of the two guns, ran swiftly and encircled the girl, then came toward her. Therewas
nothing subtle about them. They came in crouching, with arms open ready to grab, like so many wrestlers
approaching an opponent.



They stopped. They did it asif they were one man. And al of them stared at the girl.
"Rush her!" O’'Ned ydled.
They not only didn’t rush her, but they acted asif they were going to deep on their feet.

O'Ned knew alittle about hypnotism. He lifted his guns, and they roared, amost together. Two patriots
howled as the bullets burned groovesin their skin. It was amazing shooting.

"Grab her!" O’'Ned barked, in the aborigind tongue.

They grabbed her, four of them—and the next instant all four were flying backward.

IT wasasif they had tackled the flying weights on abig engine governor. Amber O’ Ned, pop-eyed,
knew he had seen as blinding a bit of applied self-defense as he had ever witnessed.

He had started to rush in himself. But now he held back. One of the men had been barely touched by the
strange girl, it seemed, but now he had abroken arm.

"Seize her, dl of you!" O’'Ned bawled, and histwo guns cracked like vicious whips.

The patriotsran in. They swarmed over the girl, so many of them that she waslost to sight. Out of the
pile of struggling forms came moans and screams. All of these sounds were emitted by the natives. When
the mélée moved afew yardsto theright, senselessforms were |eft behind.

Unexpectedly, the girl broke free. She got clear. As sheran, her fleetness of foot was startling. Her
bright, golden garments, unscathed by the fray, glistened in the sunlight as she crossed the clearing.

O'Ned, excited and not wanting to |ose the wealth represented by the girl’ s golden attire, lifted hisguns.
"Stop, or I'll kill you!" he shrieked.
Hemeant it.

The girl stopped. She stood perfectly still. O’ Ned ran toward her, stopped before he was too close, and
howled for the nativesto seize and bind the girl.

"I'll kill you if you try to fight them!" he snarled.
Hedill meant it.

The remarkable young woman let herself be bound. Two patriots used cords braided out of the same
tough bark strands which they used to make their clothing, and it was not likely she would break loose.

Amber O’ Ned crouched beside the young woman, taking care that her eyes did not meet his. Thiswas
easy. She seemed to be watching one of the natives.

O'Ned dug into a pocket and brought out a bottle holding one of the regular acids for making agold
test. His business was platinum, but there was gold in this country. He doused some of the Suff on the
upper part of the girl’ sgarments. 1t was gold.

"Where d this stuff come from?' heyelled at her.

Shedidn’t answer, and shewas till staring &t the native.



"C'monan’ answer mel" O'Ned commanded angrily. ™Y ou can speak some kind of language, can’t
you?"

She ill gared at the native.

O'Ned looked at the native. The act kept the world from losing afellow who was doing it no good. It
saved Amber O'Ned’slife.

The native had dipped his machete from its sheath, raised it, and was cregping forward. He sprang, eyes
glaring adesretokill. O'Ned dodged. Quartersweretoo closefor hisguns. Y et the guns till saved his
life, for he got them up before him.

The machete blade hit the steel and stopped, which was lucky, for the native had spent alifetime
chopping paths through jungles with amachete, and he had swung a blow that could have cut O’ Ned in
two. O'Ned grunted loudly, then clubbed a gun to the native’ s head.

The native fell sensdess, and O’ Ned was too shaken to do something he ordinarily would have
done—shoot the native.

"You donethat!" heydled a the girl. He met her strange eyes, then wildly shifted his gaze away from
hers.

He was panting excitedly, and not until he had wrenched off his shirt and tied it around the girl’ s head to
cover her eyes did he breathe anywhere near normally.

"A confounded witch!" he gulped.

He tested her bonds to make sure the patriots had done agood job of tying her, muttering as he did so,
" She hypnotized that native, made him jump me! But how’d shedo it without tellin’ him whét to do?'

He stood up, satisfied shewastied.

"Come here, you fellowd!" heydled a his patriots. "We re going to catch that aviator!"

THE aviator wastraveling like afellow who would be easy to catch. He hooked the ground with histoes
asheran. At times, weaving to passtrees, he did not quite make it, and the shocks knocked him redling.
Almost any kind of abush tripped him.

He was collecting mud and scratches. The unusua leather skirt which he wore did not protect him much.
He kept the . 45 automatic in hishand, asif afraid of losing it. And frequently he stopped to listen.

He, like Amber O’ Ned, had a habit of talking to himsdlf, and Ireland was now in hisvoice. It hadn’t
been so noticeable before.

"Sure, and they’ll follow me!" he muttered. "The gold Z iswearin’ will make that white devil greedy. And
Z won't tdl the scut where it came from, so he'll befollowin® me ve-r-rasoon!"

He pronounced it as"Z," thelast word in the English aphabet.
He smashed hisface against atree which he either didn’t see or couldn’t avoid, got up, then ran out.

"Or mayze Z will steer the scamp wrong long enough so that | can get away.” He thought a bit, then
amended: "No, shewon't! She'll do anything she can to keep mefrom gettin’ to the outside with news of



Klantic and the secret!”
A sharp stick would have disemboweled him, except that he saw it intime.

"Mother of Mercy!" he mumbled. "I’ ve gotta get to the world with thigl 1t' sthe biggest thing that’ s ever
happened to mankind!"

He stumbled into athorn thicket and came out asight that was not pleasant to look at. That stopped his
muttering to himsdlf, and evidently started him thinking. Finally, he stopped.

"Sure, and | can’'t makeit!" hetold himself hollowly.
Hetried to Sit on the ground, but fell, utterly exhausted.

"Overwork—strain—jplanning to escape—got me down!" he mumbled. " Shouldn't have saved—so big
share of rations—for escape food supply. Starved mysdlf. Didn’t need it when—found they hadn't
destroyed plane. But how was I—know they hadn’t destroyed it?"

He shook his head solemnly over that mistake.
"If was only some way—of getting diary—outside." Hisvoice had awhine of despair.

Hefumbled in a pocket cleverly contrived to strap to hisleg under hisleather skirt. The notebook which
came out was an expensive one. Otherwise it would not have stood the wear it had stood.

Amber O’'Ned came out of the jungle about the same time the notebook came out of the pocket.

THE mesting was an accident, in asense. Amber O’ Nedl had not expected to meet his quarry so soon,
s0 hewalked out boldly, feet making some swishing noisesin the rank jungle weeds.

The aviator looked up, saw his enemy, dropped the notebook and grabbed at the automatic. The gun
banged theingtant he got hishand on it.

By rights, Amber O’ Ned should have died then. But the aviator was either a poor shot or very much out
of practice. He missed. O’ Ned yipped like adog just missed by arock, and flashed histwo guns.

Immediatdly, there was agrest thundering of gunsin the little glade in which the men had met. Both men
moved rapidly asthey fired. Weeds were tdl, bushes rank. Neither man was exactly sure where the
other was. Both guns went empty about the sametime.

Neither man made asound. Amber O’ Ned, not proud of the shooting he had been doing, lay still and
strained his ears, guns ready.

The South American jungleis noted for its noisy birds. The shooting had stirred them up. Parrakeets
squawked raucoudy. Gaudy birds made squawking, whistling and moaning noises, and there was one
that sounded like aclear bell.

Amber O’ Ned was s0 on edge that he failed to notice something that should have caught his attention.
One particular uproar of bird cries was receding. When O’ Ned did notice this, he sprang erect and
cursed.

"Theaviaor guy’ srunnin’ away!" he gritted.



He scrambled forward through the weeds and smdll bushes. Still uppermost in his mind was catching the
flier and making him tell where the strange girl—the girl with such weird powers—had come from, and
especidly the source of her gold frock.

Anyway, it wouldn't help the temper of the Colombian officiasif the aviator came out of the jungle with
the story of the attack and the captured girl.

BUT Amber O'Ned saw the notebook. It lay where the flier had dropped it. The notebook covers were
abright red, despite being worn, an eye-catching contrast against the green of the weeds.

Because he was agreedy devil who overlooked few bets, Amber O’ Ned veered over to snatch up the
notebook. Naturally, he looked inside.

DAVID HUTTON, HISDIARY.
Amber O’ Ned spoke doud to himsdf.

"That name," he said, "is damn familiar for some reason.” Men aone agresat ded of the time get the habit
of talking to themsdlves.

He examined thefirg entry in the diary. It was dated dmost ten years ago, and the first line Sarted off:
To-day | leave on my attempted flight from Rio de Janeiro to the United Sates, flying alone.

"Hell'" O'Ned said, and stopped running. "I remember now. Thisguy was an aviator. Hewaslog. A lot
of birdswent hunting him, and some of them didn’t—"

He stopped, asif he wanted to think over what he had been abouit to say.
"Some of them didn’t get back," he finished.

Chapter I11l. THE REMARKABLE TOURIST

AMBER O'NEEL stood till and let the aviator run on. O’ Nedl was afraid of Aviator David Hutton's
rusty old automatic, and he also wanted to read that diary and seeif it told what had kept theflier inthe
unexplored jungle interior for ten years.

O’ Ned began to turn the notebook leaves. Hier David Hutton had started off the diary with painstaking
carein writing the | ettering; but, as things do, the care had petered out. However, it was all readable.

O’ Ned'’sinterest at first was fragmentary. He glanced up each time abird squawked, or ajungle bush
moved. It was hot. He moistened hisfinger to turn the notebook leaves, by wiping it in the sweat on his
forehead.

O’ Ned began to be more absorbed in the notebook. A gaudy parrakeet with anest near by screamed at
him suddenly, and he didn’t even look up.

The birds were beginning to settle back in the thick, moist carpet of green. Bursts of excitement in the
jungle are frequent. Monkeys—curious as humans—drawn by the earlier uproar, arrived and began
sgueaking and working closer to the reading man.



One of Amber O’ Ned’ s hdf-savage followers—unwilling—came out of the jungle growth and stood
amost beside O’ Ned, and the white man didn’t seem to notice.

O’ Ned made agasping sound of unbounded, unbelieving surprise.

The monkeys came closer, behaving alittle like humans. One would throw himsalf forward with aloud
outcry, asif daring the men below to fight, but ready to turn if they wanted to. Another monkey would do
the samething.

FOUR patriots came out of the jungle carrying the strange gold-clad girl. She was till blindfolded.

O'Ned was ogling the diary. He had it open at about the middle. Across the two pages was a picture, or
sketch, of acrude map, and it terminated at something marked "Klantic."

O'Nedl read on.

"It simpossible!" he gasped once.

Heread on. His men put down the girl and glowered at thejungle.
"Why—what—" O’ Ned ogled thediary.

His patriots were eying the girl. They didn’t eye her as men of their kind would ordinarily eye one of the
prettiest women ever to penetrate any jungle.

They were afraid of her. They wanted to run. But two things held them: The gold of her garments, and the
knowledgethat El Liberator Amber O’ Ned shot cowards sometimes.

O Ned suddenly leveled an arm at the girl.
"You'reZ!" he howled.
She made no move, no sound.

"You'rementioned inthisdiary!” O’ Ned shouted at her. "You're Z! Then, damnit, thiswholeincredible
thing must betrue! But it couldn’t be!”

He was s0 excited, he could hardly stand up.

He came over and touched the girl. Theway in which he did thiswas strange. He did it asif shewere
somerare jewel, or something that might blow up.

O’ Ned wrenched off her blindfold. For no more than three seconds, he stared at the girl’seyes. Then he
replaced the blindfold.

"It strue!™ he squawled.

He sprang erect. His eyes were wild; he jumped up and down, and he could hardly talk.
"I'vegotit!" hebdlowed. "I'vehitit a last! The biggest thing of my life!”

He brandished hisarms at the natives, scaring them until they dmost ran.

"Gold!" hejeered. "Who gives adamn about gold, when something like this comes dong! Something that



issomething! Something worth more than—well, hel! There ain’t enough dollars and centsin theworld
to buy thid"

Heran at the natives, struck them.

"Catch that flier!" he shouted a them, in their tongue. "A new rifle and al the ammunition he can carry to
the man who catchesand killshim!™

The natives dashed off ingtantly in pursuit of the aviator. Which, after al, proved them just about as bad
astheir master, Amber O’ Nedl.

THEY did not catch the aviator, David Hutton. He got some breaks. He came to a stream, amost fell
over adugout canoe cached by some hunter, and launched it. He paddied with wesk ferocity for awhile,
then lay down in the two inches of water doshing on the bottom of the dugout and dept or was
unconscious—he never was sure which.

Thewater gurgling in and out of his ears awakened him, and he found his craft aground on amud bar on
which tal birdswith long, yellow legs and pouchy necks stood. He shoved the boeat off the mud, got it
out in the current and paddled.

Hutton watched for floating coconuts, picked them up, and finaly found one that was good. L ater, he
landed for fruit, and killed afat bird with agtick, and ateit raw.

That day, he dept in the canoe in the stream, and awakened conscious of water no longer around him,
but with movement near. He listened. Something nudged the canoe, dmost overturned it.

Helooked out, and actually cried out in terror. For he was on another mud bar and there were scores of
aligators around him. One had nudged the canoe. He clubbed the ‘ gator; luckily, it withdrew. He got the
dugout &float again.

Theriver was the Magdaena, and it led eventually to Cartagena. Big black natives and smaler brown
natives saw him frequently and remembered, for awhite man paddling adugout aone was unusud, to say
nothing of awhite man who was skin and bones and who wore only aleather apron.

Amber O'Ned trailed theflier down the river by questioning the natives. O’ Nedl was taking chances
coming into the digtricts of the Colombian police. He knew it, but did not hesitate. He was cautious,
though. And he was raising the ante to hit natives.

"Two guns, and dl the ammunition he can carry in two tripsto the man who getsthat flier!" he promised.

A bit later, it wasthree guns, and three loads of ammunition. Then he thought of throwing in an outboard
motor, which was abrilliant stroke. AImost any native would trade hiswife for an outboard motor.

O’'Ned and his natives were not more than an hour behind David Hutton when the latter tied his canoe
up to the stone wall dong the Cartagenawater front.

David Hutton stood on the wall and looked around. That move quite possibly changed the life course of
agreat many people.

A CROWD was gathered on the water front. David Hutton looked the way every one else seemed to be



looking, out into the bay. A steamer with four funndls, flying aUnited States flag, was anchored out in the
stream.

"A tourist boat, probably." Hutton shuddered. "People out having fun. It seems strange—after what I’ ve
been through.”

His second look at the crowd showed something he had overlooked. A lot of top-hatted personages.
There was dso asquad of soldiers, some sailors, policemen, and two different bands.

"Whoisit?' Hutton asked avery brown man in very white clothes. "What' s the blow-out about?’
The brown man looked along time at the leather skirt the aviator wore.

"The Sefior Doc Savageis on that steamer,” the man said. "What you seeis a reception to welcome and
honor him. The president is here, the minister of war, and many others.”

"So the day has come when they honor adoctor,” Hutton remarked.

The brown man looked surprised, and said, "Isit possible you have not heard of this Doc Savage? Every
one sefior, knows him. Even the devilsin hell."

"If you knew the kind of place I’ ve beenin for the last ten years," Hutton replied, "you wouldn’t know
much of what was going on in the world. Who isthis guy, anyway?"

The brown man expanded his chest. The subject appeared to please him. And it was evident he took
prideintdlingit.

"Doc Savage isawonderful man, sefior. His muscular strength is said to be the greatest in the world. But
most amazing of al, he possesses a keen brain with it. His scientific knowledge coversdl fidds, and heis
ageniusin every one. With him are five trusted aids, men who are masters of their respective trades. Y €,
sefior, this Doc Savage knows more than the whole five put together.”

"What did you say his profession was?' Hutton was suddenly more interested than he had been.

"Helping out others, sefior. Those who are misfortunate, and righting wrongs. Heisvery wedlthy, and so
are hismen. Look! There comesthe lighter bearing them.”

"Yeah," Hutton said, thoughtfully. "Thanks. Thanksalot."
He walked rapidly toward the spot where Doc Savage would probably land. He elbowed people aside.
He did not see Amber O’'Ned, but O’ Ned saw him.

AMBER O'NEEL’ Sdiscovery of Hutton so promptly was not luck. The steamer in the harbor had
suggested the ideathat the quarry might take flight by that route.

O’ Ned had hurried to watch who embarked and disembarked, and to bribe the purser, if it were
possible, for alook at the passenger list to see who had booked passage from Cartagena.

"Damn me, my lucky day!" grinned O’ Ned when he saw Aviator Hutton.

O’ Ned worked through the crowd. He looked like a pleasant, fat man, abit sweaty and scratched by
briars. Those who saw him couldn’t know that the handsin his pocket held his two guns, which he could



handle dexteroudy with either hand.

He aso looked like a harmless, plump man with a purpose. But no one dreamed of theincredible ideas
turning over in Amber O’ Ned’ smind.

O’ Ned passed one of hismen and passed the word.

"There heis—dlill wearing that leather gpron and not ancther titch," hetold hismen, intheir tongue. "The
reward till goes. I'll even make it two outboard motors.”

Thelighter coming in from the cruise ship wasredly an old Missssippi River sern-wheder which had
seen its days on the Father of Waters and had been sailed down here no telling how.

The native boatmen bringing her in were not doing ajob that could be bragged about. The natives having
dugout canoes moored aong the quay significantly got into them and paddled to the clear.

The dugout belonged mostly to strapping, black hunters from the jungle. They brought their snake hides,
leopard skins and green parrots down to sell to the tourists. They did not wear too many clothes.

The stern-whedler angled in Sdewise, swiped the quay, backed off, tried again, parted aline, and made it
on thethird attempt.

Every one from the captain to the deck swiper was yelling orders about how to make fast, and the crowd
surged forward howling, " Viva Doc Savage!" and both bands struck up tunes. Two kidstried to jump
from the quay to the Sde-wheseler, and for awonder, both fell in. Their mothers shrieked.

Aviator David Hutton tried to approach the place where they were landing the gangplank. He had atime
keeping from being trampled. His bare feet were walked on, hide scraped off hisribs by ebows, and his
ears deafened by "Vivas!" But hemadeit.

He was standing so close that only an agile jump saved his naked toes from the descending gangplank.
Hetried to dash aboard the stern-wheder, but half ahundred others had the same idea. They shoved at
policemen, and the policemen shoved back. The policemen won.

"Viva
Doc Savagel" they ydled.

DAVID HUTTON, being tal, saw aremarkable-looking apparition step from the stern-whedler to the
gangplank. The gpparition had armsfully aslong and as big around as hislegs. It seemed asafe bet that
the gpparition could tie his shoestrings without stooping. The head was a nubbin, the eyes smdl and
somewherein pits of gristle, and the mouth astonishingly huge.

The gpparition raised hands and wrists on the backs of which hair looked as coarse asrusty shingle nails.
He seemed to want everybody to be quiet so he could say something.

"Vival"

howled the crowd, and the bands got tangled up in their tunes.

The excitement was rattling David Hutton. He was an ill man, aphysical wreck, and he had pushed
himsdlf. He uttered awild shriek which he hoped would reach the man on the gangplank, who he
supposed must be Doc Savage.



David Hutton got alook at the black face of the devil with the knife.

"Help!" Hutton squawled. "I need some oneto help me! Anincredible thing has happened to me! I've
happened upon something that the world doesn’t dream existdl”

Then he looked down and saw adiver of stone reaching for hisribs. It was adark-colored stone, the
kind the jungle savages sometimes used for knives. The stuff was razor-sharp and worse than stedl,
because it sometimes broke off in the wound.

He had last seen the face in the jungle taking orders from the peaceful -looking white man who had used
two guns so ambidextroudy, and who had tried to kill him.

Hutton screamed and twisted, but knew he' d never dodge the knife.

Chapter 1V. AROUND THE DYING MAN

A THOUSAND other people were screaming within ahundred yards, so one more scresm—David
Hutton’ s—did not make much difference. A squad of army airplanes roared overhead. They wereflying
in aformation that made the letter DOC.

The hairy, nubbin-headed, long-armed man on the gangplank waved hisarms and tried to yell something
in Spanish. Nobody heard him, because he had asmall squesky voice which akid would not have
boasted about. A surge of the crowd pushed severd peopleinto the bay.

Everybody seemed to be having aswell time.
"Attention, sefiors and sefioritas!” yelled the squeakyvoiced, pleasantly homely ape on the gangplank.
Over to thel€ft, in the crowd, there was a commotion now. A woman or two shrieked.

"Listen to me, please!” shouted the fellow on the gangplank. "I” ve got something to say about this
welcoming business”

"Viva

Doc Savage!" they howled.

"l an't Doc!" shouted the remarkable-looking specimen on the gangplank. "Gimme achanceto tell you
Doc Savage ain’'t comin’ ashore on account of he don’t go so big for this publicity and hero business!™
"Viva

Doc Savage! Viva!"

The gangplanker squeaked, "Aw, shucks! Why didn’t Doc shove thisjob off on somebody el se?"

"Vival"

Some of the people thought the man on the gangplank was Doc Savage. They cheered him as such. He
shook his head.

"I'm Monk—I"m Lieutenant Colonel Andrew Blodgett Mayfair," hetried to tell them. "I’ m the chemist of
Doc’slittle group of five assstants. I’'m trying to advise you that Doc Savage never shows himself before
public gatheringsif he can help it, and when he took thistrip on the cruise ship, it wasto get arest in
peace and quiet and live hafway like anorma human bein’ for once. Only somebody recognized ‘im,



and this had to happen.”
He had some more, but the crowd drowned him out.

"Mucho hombre! Mucho hombre! Doc Savage!™
they howled.
The homely fellow on the gangplank shook his head dowly.

"Human natureisafunny thing," he grinned. "Doc an't even been in this country recently. All he ever
done was stop awar between a couple of their neighbors and in which they might have been involved.

"That was over ayear ago. And herethey’re dl ready to take the place apart and hand it to him! Just
because they’ ve read in the newspapers and heard over their radios that Doc is quite aguy.”

The hairy fdlow’ s homely face suddenly cracked agrin from ear to ear.

He chuckled, said, "What they’ ve read may’ ve sood ‘em on their ears, but what' s never been printed
and what only Doc and us others know would spin ‘em around and around like tops!"

AVIATOR DAVID HUTTON had apiece of stone and an awful painin hisback. The obsdian knife
had broken off. He was trying to get away, endeavoring to run from the dinking jungle native who had
tried to kill him—and was il trying.

Pain had David Hutton delirious. That, and the ailment that was racking him.

"Try to—tell somebody," he whigpered. "Tell them—thing istoo—too gresat to be—kept from world.
Mus—-oget it."

The stark agony and horror in hisface did more to get people out of hisway than hisweak shoving.
Another woman looked a him and dmost fainted.

"'Some nation—United States—could send an army for it!" he mumbled. "It would take an army—to
succeed.”

Hefel down. People reached to help him, but jerked their hands away when they saw the blood. He got
up and sared a them vacantly.

"An army could—not make—it," hetold them.
He mouthed hiswords asif they were sticky.
"They couldn’t do it with—airplanes, he said. "L ook a me. I’'m proof of that. | madeit. Look a me!"

They were looking at him—and drawing back. His eyes were mad and his words madder, and they had
no way of telling what he might do. He shook onefinger solemnly at them.

"A fleet of dirigibles, of big arshipslike those that were used on London in the great war might makeit!"

A man came snaking out of the crowd. He had another of the knivesthat was alean stone splinter. A
second and athird man just like him gppeared. They were brown-black and half-naked; they wouldn’t
have looked out of place jumping around a canniba pot.



David Hutton looked right at them and didn’t see them.

A smdll, rotund white man appeared on the edge of the crowd, just within the circle around the jabbering
avidor.

The white man looked asif he should have been behind a bakery counter sdlling pastries.

He would have made agood ad in awhite cap and coat in any restaurant window. He was the outward
picture of peace, contentment and good will toward dl hisfellow men.

"Don't forget the outboard motor!" he told the brown-black devilswith knives. "I’ll make it an outboard
motor to each man! Two to thefirst oneto do the job!"

David Hutton looked at nothing and said, "Dirigibles might makeit. But it' d take more than one. It would
take alot of them, and they would haveto carry alot of men.”

Hisvoice was getting stronger. A red lake was growing around hisfeet. Hisleather skirt was dick and
dopping red.

"It would take men—men—to get it!" he shouted. "And no matter how big the army and how
well-trained, they’ Il have trouble. Plenty of trouble!”

He leaned back, asif about to fall, and stared straight at the copper heat of the sun, with his eyeswide
open.

"Trouble!" heyelled. "The officers and men would find out what they were after, and your army would go
to hell! They’ d kill each other. The thoughts of what they were after would make them greedy. The more
they thought, the madder they would get. And findly they—"

He gargled, stopped, coughed, and shot a crimson spray to the ground.

The brown-black men were close enough to get their stone splintersinto their victim, amost. Their eyes
were the eyes of small animas. Their faces were not the kind of facesthat had expressions.

David Hutton said blindly, " Dirigibles—an army—picked men—maybe you' d fal the first time—and the
second—but findly—the greatest—most fantastic—treasure ever to fal into the hands of mankind.”

The nearest brown-black man got his stone diver ready to shove, but instead of shoving it, put it down,
leaning double to do o, then lying down, completely dack, on top of it.

Histwo companions did exactly the same thing dmost immediately.

THE men who had lain down had their eyes open. One of them rolled over on his back, opened his
mouth, and out came a comic operasnore. Some nitwit in the crowd laughed. He must have thought it
was dl some kind of show connected with the celebration.

When the nitwit had finished his laugh, he lay down, adso.
Other peoplelay down. Four or five. Some snored, and some didn’t.

Aviator David Hutton |ooked steedily at nothing and began to giggle. It was an awful kind of giggle. It
sounded asif something insde him—some vital and necessary part of him—was tearing loose and
coming out. Hislife' sblood came out of the corners of his mouth in dribbles and spurts.



There was quite acommotion by now. A goodly number of people were lying on the ground. Hutton
stood there and giggled and gargled, grotesque in his skin and bones and leather apron, made more
horrible by the blood on him and around hisfest.

A man broke and ran from the spot. Othersimmediately thought it agood idea, and a generdl scampering
ensued. Every one seemed to want to get away from the vicinity.

One man was not fleeing. He was, in fact, jamming hisway toward David Hutton.

The approaching man, when he stood up straight, was taler than the tallest man in the crowd. He was not
skinny. He had aremarkably symmetrica physical development. Most big men look out of proportion
somewhere.

Thisonedidn’t. Seen away from other men, with nothing near to which his size might be compared, his
physica build would have seemed ordinary.

Not ordinary, though, when seen close enough to observe that the tendons on the backs of his hands
were amost like wire ropes, and that his neck was cabled with sinew.

Thisman’s skin was an unusua bronzetint. His eyes were more unusua. They were dightly eerie, and
something like pools of flake gold stirred by something invisble,

The giant had abrown mustache, long, brown hair, awide-brimmed Panama hat with the brim yanked
over hiseyes, awhite linen suit that was baggy, plain white shirt and black tie.

The big man reached David Hutton, and laid hold of him. Hutton took aswing at him. It wasawild
swing, easly caught. The bronzed big fellow grasped Hutton and held him easily.

Hutton began to cry like ababy. He seemed to be bleeding faster.

Four other men came working through the crowd. They apologized politely and shoved people out of
their way.

The foremost of the four made a good entering wedge. He was lean, pae, unhedthy-looking, and most
any sixteen-year-old boy would have been willing to bet he could lick the fellow.

The pae physica wreck was followed by aman thinner than it seemed any man could be and il
function, and who wore amonocle dangling from alapel ribbon. Next was awaspish, dapper fashion
plate, aman with the mobile mouth of an orator, and piercing, dark eyes.

The last man of the four was built with big bones and alot of gristle, but hisfists were what stood ouit.
Incredible hands! Doubled, they made fists the equal of many aman’shead in sze. Thisman also worea
gloomy look on hislong face. He was sourness itsdlf.

The last man was big, and he needed his bigness, because the people the other three shoved out of their
way wanted to fight by the time the big-fisted man came to them. He was big enough to push them off
likeflies, though.

They reached the bronze giant who was holding David Hutton.
"What' ve you found, Doc?' asked the small pale unhealthy-looking man.

"Wounded man," said the bronze giant. "And do not call me Doc Savage. We aretrying to avoid the
crowd, Long Tom."



"Sure" said pae"Long Tom." "I forgot."

David Hutton babbled, " Dirigibles—an army—they’ Il go through hell—find things no man ever dreamed
exised—but it sworth it—al!"

THE man who was so tdl, so thin, and wore amonocle, said, "I'll be superamagamated! A
metempirica, | might even say transcendentaly esoteric, avouchment.”

"Johnny and his big words, not even death will part,” said the dgpper man who wore the immaculate
clothing. "Why can't you spesk like ordinary white people, Johnny?!

"Let him done, Ham," rumbled the big-fisted man, who proved to have avoicelikeavery big bearina
very ample cave. "Y ou’ ve got such ahabit of pickin’ on Monk, that you work on other people when he
an't around. Holy cow! | get tired of it."

"From that sour puss you wear, you look asif you weretired of living, Renny,"” retorted "Ham."
Doc Savage said, "Pick up these natives."

Thefour looked at the bronze giant. He was indicating the brown-black fellows who had been ganging
up on David Hutton. They seemed to be adeep. All three of them.

The four men picked up the natives. The waspish man with the very sartoriadly perfect garb stood back
until the three men had been picked up.

"What' stheidea, Ham?' rumbled big-fisted "Renny." "Afraid of mussing them pretty clothes?
"There wasn't enough to go around, was there?"
Doc Savage carried David Hutton away. Hutton kicked, squirmed, gibbered.

"Dirigibles” he moaned. "Don't try it—anything € se—and watch—that golden-haired girl—she' snot
like—the rest of the human race!"

Doc Savage made away through the crowd. Hutton flounced, and accidentally struck the bronze man's
mustache, so that the mustache was knocked askew and it became plainly evident that the mustache was
fdse

Suddenly, the men found themsel ves confronted by policemen. The officers stared at them, and promptly
produced pistols, for they were a queer-looking crowd. The bronze giant’s mustache being askew was

planly suspicious.

"Halt!" they ordered, in Spanish.

Doc Savage stopped.

"Now this," he said, "should make you hold your breath.”

Hethen held his breath. So did the other four. Doc Savage grasped a coat pocket and squeezed, and a
container, evidently of thin glass, broke, for the coat-pocket fabric was wet an instant, but dried amost at
once astheliquid vaporized.

The squad of policemen, and dmost every one else within a score of feet seemed to go to deep on their



feet and fell down.
Ham said, "'If they had known we were Doc Savage and his aids, they would have let usthrough.”
Almogt ingantly after he said that, he lay down with the policemen, apparently deeping.

Doc Savage and the others continued to hold their breath.

FINALLY, when aimost aminute had e apsed, Doc Savage and the others began to breathe.
Pde Long Tom looked a deeping Ham and said, "Monk would have enjoyed that."

"Hewould have laid an egg,” agreed big-fisted Renny. "Ham was so cocky he got cardless. He should
have known that gas which Doc released by breaking the container in his pocket is odorless and
colorless, but will render aman unconscious until at least a minute has elgpsed, or until it hastimeto be
rendered harmless by mixture with theair.”

They went on. Once out of the crowd, they ran. Doc Savage was aso carrying Ham, and when they
were done, except for the noise of their own running feet. He led them into an open-fronted building
which sad, "LaTropicd" over the front.

Inside were smdll old tables on which stood beer steins and a guitar, and around and on which flies
buzzed and crawled. No onewasin sight.

Renny went on into the gloom in the back, found a soda fountain. Looking at the knobs he rumbled,
"Which one of these doeswater come out of ?1 can’t never remember.”

"You thirsty?' Long Tom snorted. "l must say it'safinetime—"

"Holy cow!" boomed Renny. "I want water for that dying fellow Doc' sgot! It' [l wash out histhroat
maybe s0 he can talk!"

Aviator Dave Hutton said, "Watch the girl—don’t ever be a one with her—and don’t ever look at her.
She'snot like an ordinary woman.”

Doc Savage had stopped the flow of scarlet from Hutton’ s wound, and was carrying him easily.
"Wewill seeif we can find amore private place upstairs," Doc said.

They waked upgtairs. Renny, last, found which spout the fountain water came out of, and carried three
beer glasses of it easily, gripping the bottoms of al three glassesin one huge pam.

Big-worded "Johnny" stood at the one window of the large, shabby and absolutely empty room at the
top of the gairs.

"Monk," he said, "till maintains a prominent ensconcement upon that gangplank. He seemsto be
harranguing the multitude.

"Y ou mean he' still tellin’ *em Doc won't be ashore?' Long Tom grunted.
"That," said Johnny, "would be an abundant guess.”

He remained at the window, dividing histime between watching the crowd and Monk on the gangplank



of the sern-whedler waving his arms and talking, and watching the beer place below to see that no one
camein.

Doc Savage began to work on David Hutton.

THERE was obvioudy agrest dedl of skill in the bronze man’s muscular fingers. He made no false
moves, and with amost no instruments, except a pocketknife and atiny meta pincers which he produced
from somewhere ingde his clothing, he shortly had the sone blade.

"Monk seemsto be having asupereminently joyful interva," Johnny said from the window.
Ham, on thefloor, snored loudly.

Renny, boomed, "Monk would have alot better timeif he could be seeing Ham now."
Doc Savage worked briskly.

"Doc," said Long Tom, "what isthisthing about?"

"No way of telling yet," replied the bronze man, without interrupting what he was doing.
"How' d you get tipped of f?"

"Watching Monk trying to explain to the crowd that we didn’t want a public reception, and saw the white
man stabbed by anative,” Doc explained. "Tried to get to him. Saw more natives closing in. Threw some
thin-walled glass bulbsfilled with that anaesthetic gas. It got the natives. But the white man got away."

"The who got away?'

"White man," Doc daborated. "He came close to the natives when they were closing in on thisfellow,
addressed them in their native tongue, and promised them outboard motors.”

Long Tom scowled, "What' d helook like?"
"Aspeaceful," Doc replied, "as you can possibly imagine aman looking.”

Renny put in, booming, "What | don’t seeishow he got away if you were close enough to hear him
promise them natives outboard motors or whatever he promised ‘em.”

Long Tom answered that. "Lip-reading.”
Aviator David Hutton continued to mumble and jabber.

Ham lay motionless on the floor where Doc had put him. He snored.

"WHAT | can't seeiswhy Ham is unconscious and that the other fellow isn’t,” Renny continued.
"Heis unconscious," Doc explained.
"But hetakd"

"Ddirium," the bronze man replied. "He does not know what is going on around him.



Hutton mumbled loudly, "Z! Z! Z!" Renny leaned forward. "What'she sayin'?"

"Z! Z! Watch her!" Hutton’ s voice got louder. He squirmed, trying to get to hisfeet. "She' san incredible
creature! No norma human being isher equa! She can—can—"

He got on hisfest—Doc let him because | etting him wasless hard on him than not letting him.”

"Z!" Hutton screamed. "Watch her! That little, fat devil who tried to kill usin the jungle caught her! But
she'll get away from him! He don't know what he' s caught! He Il think she' s an ordinary woman and—"

Hutton drew himsdf diffly erect.
"I’ ve found the mogt incredible thing in theworld,” he said.

Hewent dack, dl of asudden, asif some one had cut the wire that supplied him with juice. Only adead
mean could fal thus,

Sticking to his dead, sweating chest wasasmdll thing of black, greasy-looking hardwood with abrightly
colored feather lashed to it.

"Holy cow!" Renny roared, and dropped all three beer glasses of water, which had not been used.
"Blowgun!" Long Tom clipped. "Poison dart!"
A split second of intense silence followed. It was broken by a brief, wispy whisper.

Doc Savage, giant of bronze, fell. He went down with adow start, then very fadt, so that it seemed he
would hit hard, but when he did hit the floor, it was with an unexpected lightness, no more than if aboy
hed fdlen. Helay very 4ill.

Also gticking to his chest—under the breast pocket of hiswhite coat—was a bright feather, a
lardy-looking piece of dark, needlelike hardwood.

"Poison dartd" Renny howled. "Where are they comin’ from?”

Chapter V. SNAKES

DOC SAVAGE lay very Hill on hisback and did not look asif he were bregthing. Renny, Long Tom
and Johnny stared horrified in disbelief. Disaster had struck, and struck like it often does, when least

expected.

Doc Savage down—dead from a poison dart—killed with no more commotion than awispy whisper of
adart through the air of the room. It was too much for them. They couldn’t credit it.

"Doc!" Renny gulped hoarsdy. "Y ou' refaking!"

No answer, no movement from the bronze man. The horror of that inanimation gripped them so awfully
that they scarcely knew of the danger of more darts, were unaware of everything but that giant bronze
figurelimp onthefloor, infact.

Then another dart came whispering, and gaunt Johnny jumped like abony skeleton and stared pop-eyed
at his coat deeve, where adart stuck.



"Cut thewound!" Long Tom yelled. " Suck the poison out!"
Johnny snapped the dart out of his coat deeve.
"Didn't prick me!" Heleveled an arm. "' Came through the window! Roof acrossthe street!™

They dl ran out, pulling strange weapons from armpit holsters so cleverly padded that they had not been
noticeable.

The wespons looked like oversized automatic pistols.

They were machine pistols with aremarkable rate of fire, and they discharged anything from so-cdled
"mercy" bullets—which produced quick unconsciousness—to high explosives and thermit dugswhich
would mdlt stedl.

They did not make much noise going down the sairs, and they went fast. They looked efficient.

And they were efficient, or they had that reputation. Renny, the man with the big fistsand the
bear-in-a-cave voice, was Colond John Renwick, world-renowned engineer.

Johnny, the string of bones with the monocle, was William Harper Littlgohn, erudite archaeologist and
geologist, and his monocle was redly ameagnifier for looking at ancient statues and strange rocks.

Long Tom, who aways|ooked somewhat asif he were ready for a hospital, was Mgor Thomas J.
Roberts, dectrica wizard extraordinary, and actualy as healthy afellow as one could find anywhere.

Any one of them would have sacrificed hislife to preserve that of the unusuad bronze man. Grim and
Speedy wasther rush in pursuit of the bronze man’sdayer of dayers.

"Therewastwo of ‘em!" Johnny gulped, still usng smal words as he went down the steps. He invariably
did thiswhen excited. "Brown devild Jungle Indians, | presume!”

They ran across the street and charged into the building from the roof of which the poisoned darts had
been discharged by blowguns.

They were hardly out of Sght when severd nativesran lightly up arear sairway and into the room where
Doc Savage s prone form lay among the figures of Ham and the anaestheti c-gassed natives and dead
David Huitton.

They were members of Amber O’ Nedl’ s band of salf-styled patriots.

One produced abig revolver, then growled. "Thiswill put an end to our troubles!”

SOME one grabbed his arm as he was about to shoot into David Hutton' slifeless body. "L ook! One of
the others has dready hit him with ablowgun arrow!"

Another man pointed at Doc Savage. "The big bronze one, dso."
"Whoishe?' the gunman demanded.
"The famous one who was to arrive to-day—Doc Savage.”

"Famous one, en? That is not something to be happy about. His death will cause acommotion. It will stir



up the police.”

"Better be joyful that the bronze oneis now where he cannot be stirred up. He would be worse than the
police!”
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aman inthe rear agreed hollowly. "Even thelittle men in the jungle, who dry human heads and smoke
them, have heard of this Doc Savage and some of the uncanny things he has been ableto do.”

Two pistal shots banged outdoors. They were followed by a strange, loud roar—it was asif abull had
bellowed once. It was the sound made by one of the machine pistols, but agood ear was required to
digtinguish any individua reports.

"That will draw the police," growled one of O’ Ned’ s patriots. "We had better leave.
They looked at their anaesthetic-gassed comrades on the floor.

"What iswrong with them?"

"They look asif they are dead, but they snore.”

"Snoring men usudly awaken, sefiors,” said one of the men, who seemed to have some authority. "We
will takethemwith us™

They gathered up their friends.

One pointed at Ham. "What about thisone?' he said. "He snores.”

"Takehim. | lay claim to those wonderful clothesheiswearing.”

"Kill him and leave hisbody, but take the clothes.”

"No! Undressing him would taketime, and killing him might soil the clothes anyway."

So they picked the dapper Ham up and carried him out, not because they wanted Ham, but because they
wanted his clothing. That would have pleased Ham. He was Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley

Brooks, an eminent lawyer, but his hobby and his pride was his clothing. Everything was secondary to his
dothing

The men traveled rapidly down the rear gairs, trying not to make much noise.

They were not yet out of the building when Doc Savage got up off the floor where they had left him for a
dead man.

WITH care, Doc Savage plucked the poison dart from his coat front. Heflung it, and it stuck in thewall,
where no onewould belikely to step on it by accident. Using a pocketknife, the bronze man carefully cut
the place where the dart had stuck out of his coat. Thisrevealed an undershirt of ametallic mesh.

The metal mesh garment was so closaly woven that it was unlikely the sharp dart point could have
penetrated. Doc wiped the mesh off, anyway, and touched a match to the handkerchief he had wiped
with, and the pieces out of his coat and shirt.

His actions showed that he knew just how dangerous that poison was.



Hefollowed the O’ Ned patriots. Doing s0, he used abit of strategy. The O’ Neel men watched behind
them for pursuit. So Doc got ahead of them, or to one Side, and, kept there, doing it very successfully
because his method was not orthodox.

He did not keep to the sdewal ks and aleys, but took to rooftops and even legped such dleysas he
encountered.

The O’ Ned band reached a shadowy sidewak café which had no customers and looked asif it had
never had any. They peered around. Obvioudy, they had expected some one to be waiting there.
"El Liberator

O’ Ned told us he would meet us here when he ordered usto pursue Doc Savage, kill the aviator and
rescue our comrades.”

The proprietor of the place came out of some dark hole, shaking, his expression showing that he often
hired his place out to these men as arendezvous, and now regretted it.

"Where sthe great, the kind, the all-beloved El Liberator O'Ned?" they roared at him.

"Hewas here, and left In ahurry,” the proprietor chattered.

"Inahurry?'

"S, S.

He was scared, white and trembling, and | thought he would faint—" The proprietor stopped, redlizing he
was saying the wrong thing.

"Scared—FEl Liberator

scared—" One of the men shook aknife out of one deeve.

"Itiscertain | was mistaken!" the proprietor gulped. "The magnificent and courageous one, El Liberator
O'Ned, said you wereto meet him where you are holding the girl."

O’ Ned’ s patriots went on.

Half ablock distant, abronze giant dropped below aroofs edge and hastily stowed away atiny tube of a
telescope into a pocket. Doc Savage' s features were expressionless, except that there was atrace of
grain around hisforehead. Reading lipsisnot easy at best. Reading them when they speak aforeign

languagerapidly islesseasy.
O’ Ned’ s patriots hurried, entirely unaware that they were followed.

THE place where the girl was held proved to be a scabby white house behind a scabbier, but very tall
and very solid whitewall. It was out toward the hill on which the ruined fortress, relic of the Spanish
conquest, stood, and there were no other dwellings close.

A man sat on abox at the gate. He sat in such aposition that he could fall sidewise, turn the box over,
and grab the revolver he had placed under it. He grinned at the newcomers,

"Is El Liberator

here?' they asked him.

"No," he said.



"Whereishe?' they demanded, astonished.

"Quién sabe?"

The look-out made a he-might-be-anywhere gesture. Then he peered at the sensdess burdens which the
men bore. He blinked in amazement. "What! They are adeep?’

"We do not know what happened to them.”

The look-out shook his head, pointed at the remarkable clothing of Ham, and said, "1 lay clamto his
garmentd™

Hewastold that was dl the good it would do him, and the new arrivaswent inside.

The look-out tilted back on hisbox, took asmall billet of paper from his shirt, unwrapped it and revealed
abean. The bean lay in hispam for abit, then gave aviolent jump. The look-out grinned.

"No matter who getsthose fancy clothes, | shal have them beforelong,” hetold himself.

Colombians of histype wereinveterate gamblers, and they like to bet on jumping bean races. This
look-out happened to know that if ajumping bean was soaked in acertain solution prior to therace, the
worm insde could be made more frenzied in its efforts, and since the movement of the worm made the
bean jump, the bean became a better racer.

He was|ooking at the bean lovingly when something that had the fed of stedl without its coldness
grabbed histhroat. It caught him with breath out of hislungs, and he struggled madly, but without much
effect. By twisting, he got alook at his captor, and if possible, hisface turned purple more rapidly.

He had never before seen the giant of bronze who held him, but there was somehow something about the
bronze fellow that took care of that. He looked like Nemesis himsdlf.

The bronze giant’ s fingers did something expert and quick to the nerve centers along the look-out’s
spine, just below the crania juncture. One greet jerk, the look-out gave. After that, he was iff. Hiseyes
were open, but fixed, and he barely breathed.

The bronze man watched the victim closdly for amoment. Administering that tricky pressurewhich
produced a condition of spina stricture was a ddicate matter. Overdoing it might be fatal. He had never
had an accident, but he was dways careful.

He had perfected the method of inducing hel plessness himsdlf. It had no practica vaue to the osteopathic
or medical world, so he kept the secret.

Satidfied the guard was dl right, he camly shouldered him and carried him through the shabby gate. It
was a bold move, based on the possibility that no one would be watching from the house.

But two men, both with rifles, stood in front of the door. They lifted the guns.

DOC SAVAGE, most of hisface hidden by theform of the man he was carrying, caled sharply:
"No! | am here because of El Liberator!"

Not for nothing had Doc spent years perfecting his use of foreign languages. His Spanish was perfect. It
even had the language shadings of alow-class Colombian, avernacular asdistinctly its own kind asthe
"dem," "dosg" and "dat" of the Bowery bum.



The men with therifles stared until it wastoo late. They were not as fortunate as the look-out outside the
gate had been. They never knew, at thetime, what hit them. When they figured it out later, they werein
no position to do much abouit it.

Two figt blows, they eventually decided, must have felled them. But how they got hit without even seeing
it was something they never did understand.

Had they been able to watch Doc Savage go through one of histwo-hour routine of exercises he had
taken daily since childhood, they would have understood where some of his physica ability came from.

The door was unlocked. Doc went through it into a cold cave of areception room. There was absolutely
no vestige of decoration.

Somewhere deeper in the house, men were breathing loudly, asif they werein astruggle.

Doc glided toward the sound: He came to aroom on the floor of which bodies sprawled motionless. The
bodies were Ham and the gassed O’ Ned patriots, apparently dropped therein ahurry.

The loud breathing was farther on.

Doc whipped ahead. The breathing got louder. There seemed a strange note of terror in it. Feet rasped
thefloor, asif struggling againgt something.

A drange sight came into view. Men—seven of them—uwere bunched againgt adoor, pushing againgt it,
pushing to keep it closed. They gasped and strained, and the swesat poured off them.

"Dios mio!"
one groaned. "We cannot hold it much longer!™

One began to pray loudly, reciting his sins and asking forgiveness. They were very black sins. He
sounded very scared.

DOC SAVAGE rushed the men. He used hisfists. Two blowswith theright, one with the left. Three
men were knocked sensdless. Four were left. They turned their heads and saw him. But they didn’t let go
the door.

Doc Savage had overcome as many as seven men before. It wasal in how you went about it. But he had
never whipped seven easier than he whipped these.

They were more afraid of what was behind the door than of him. He merely used hisfists, weaved,
ducked, took several blows that were not dangerous, and got three more foes down.

One survived. He pulled madly at the doorknob. Doc grabbed him, jerked him away from the door. The
man shook like a scared rabbit in Doc’ s clutch, and ogled the door.

The door did not open.
"What is behind the door?' Doc demanded.
The prisoner rolled hiseyes.

"Fer-de-lancel" he choked. "They aredl over thefloor! A thousand of them! Maybe morel Thegirl is
pushing at the door to let them out upon us. They are al big ones. She hasthem trained!”



Hisfear was understandable. Not many men have been bitten by the fer-de-lance, avenomousjungle
snake, and lived to tdll how it felt.

Doc Savage put the man adeep with ablow on the jaw, dropped him, and opened the door which they
had been straining to hold shut. There was no need of the caution which he used.

Therewasatal, golden-haired girl garbed in what looked asif it were a beach suit of golden cloth sested
inachair in the room.

She was bound, gagged, blindfolded, and bound to the chair with ropes and wire. There was no one else
and no other furniturein the room.

There were no snakes.

Chapter VI. SPELL!
THERE was no window or other opening through which the snakes could have crawled.

Doc Savage advanced toward the girl. But, after taking no more than half adozen steps, he stopped. A
vague flicker of some expression or other passed over his metdlic features which had remained immobile
al throughout the recent action. His head shook. It seemed asif he were annoyed by something buzzing
about, but there was nothing.

Obvioudy, something was happening. The bronze man shook his head again and again. Once he became
rather rigid and stared, until he broke what seemed to be a spdl by dapping his hands together [oudly.

The bronze man was startled, spellbound by something unseen occurring in the room. For he began to
make asmdl, weird trilling sound—atiny, exotic and indefinable note which was as hard to classify as
the thing that was happening in the room.

Doc’' s sound might have been wind filtering through aleaflessforest, or working around the cornices of
some ol d-fashioned skyscraper.

Doc Savage made this sound somewherein histhroat, made it without conscious effort, and it invariably
came when he was surprised, or when he contemplated some unexpected course of action.

Suddenly, he spoke. He used Spanish.
"Stop that!" he said, sharply. "Or do you want to be turned loose?"

Doc Savage waited. Nothing seemed to happen. For that matter, nothing visible had happened
previoudy.

He used English.
"If you wish to be freed, you will have to cease what you are trying to do!"

Doc Savage waited again. Severd times, he shook his head. He was careful not to ook inthegirl’s
direction.

"All right!" he said, in avaguely disgusted tone. "'Be stubborn and stay there!™

Hewhirled and strode out through the door. But once outside, he paused and cast a quick glance at the



girl. Some of her bondswere s0 tight they must be producing infinite agony.

After amoment’ s hesitation, the bronze man ran back into the room, seized some of the tighter wires,
and undid them. He did not free the girl entirely. He merely made her more comfortable. He worked with
haste. He dmost ran away from her and into the hall. There, he stood and seemed to think deeply.

Doc Savage' ssmdl, exatic trilling noise came into existence again—Ilow and amazed—and penetrated to
most of the confines of the shabby, big house. The note had an unusua quality inthat it was ventriloquia
in nature; it was dmost impossible to tell from whence the sound emanated.

Any one knowing Doc Savage, and watching him now, would have redized that some discovery of the
last few minutes had come about as near dumfounding him as anything could.

Hewalked in and began tying the prisoners.
Ham 4till snored blissfully on the floor. Some one had taken his bright necktie before Doc made hisraid.

THOSE of the prisoners who had been kayoed, when they awakened, |ooked around them, at Doc
Savage, then at the door which conceal ed the bound golden-haired girl, and became about as white as
their very brown skinswould alow.

"The snaked!" one moaned. " She was setting them upon ugl™
They stared a Doc and pleaded, "Hold the door shut, sefior!”

"Onthe contrary,” Doc told them quietly, "the door will be opened unlessyou fellowstell sometruthina
hurry.”

He watched them, and from the way they ogled the door, decided they were not likely tolie.
"Where did that girl come from?" he demanded.
They didn’'t answer until the bronze man walked over and grasped the doorknaob.

Then they explained she had been in an old plane with aseemingly mad aviator which had landed in the
jungle. They even admitted decoying the plane down. They were patriots, they explained, and they
wanted the plane to fight the federds.

Threatening them with the open door got the rest of the story.

They had followed the aviator, keeping the girl aprisoner. The girl had been aproblem. None of them
dared go near her. Even El Liberator O’'Ned, their "president,” had been scared silly of the girl. They
did not say he had been scared silly, but that idea could be gathered.

O'Ned had ordered them to kill theflier. They had tried, failed when Doc intervened with his anaesthetic
gas, but kept on trying.

Now they wished they had never seen the girl. There was something uncanny about her. They didn’t
know what. Shejust didn’t seem human. She was fantastic.

She had never spoken aword in any language during the few opportunities they had given her.

Doc asked, "But why did you follow and try to kill the aviator?'



"Because the magnificent, powerful and brave El Liberator O’ Nedl ordered it.”
"Why did O’ Ned want the aviator dead?”

They shrugged, said, " Quién sabe?"

Doc used the door on them. They quaked and shook and whined.

There had been abook, a notebook. The aviator had dropped it. O’ Ned had found it. That had redlly
been the reason.

"What was in the book?" Doc demanded.
They didn’t know, not even after the bronze man had opened the door a bit.

Doc moved into another room and closed the door on their frightened howling. The bronze man then
drew from a pocket aflat case that might have held cigars, but didn't and the front of which was complex
with didsand tiny switches.

He adjusted the switches, and said to the case, "Renny! Long Tom! Johnny!"

The case spoke back to himin aloud voice, after along moment. The loud voice was guttura with
dishdlief.

"Holy cow! It can’t—these durned micro-wave radios never have tuned in—a spirit message—we must
‘a—wel, holy cow!"

"The metd cloth vest kept off the poison dart, Renny," Doc Savage said to the case. "Y ou fellows did not
think of that. Did you have any luck with your chase?'

"Holy cow!" Renny’ svoice sthreatened to damage thetiny radio. "Doc! You'redive! I'll say we had
some luck! Three of them were discharging the poisoned darts. We got al three!™

"Bring them here," Doc requested, and told them how to reach the old house where he was.
The bronze man returned the tiny micro-wave device to a pocket, and then went back to the prisoners.

Ham 4till snored on the floor. He would awaken eventudly, when the effects of the anaesthetic gaswore
off.

Doc Savage opened the door and looked &t the girl. Shewas Htill tied, and there were still no snakes.

He shut the door hastily.

BONY Johnny, pae Long Tom and big-fisted Renny arrived shortly afterward. They had three
prisoners. Doc explained what he had done, and they did likewise.

"Now, we'll seeif your prisonerstell the same story asminedid,” Doc said.
They told the same story.
Renny made and unmade big blocks out of hisfigts, absently watching the effect.

"I wonder what was in that notebook,” he rumbled. "Whatever it was, it sure touched off something.”



Long, thin Johnny said, "An amplitudinous desire to perceive this exceptiond female seizesme.”
He walked toward the door.

"No!" Doc Savage said, sharply. "Keep away from her!”

Johnny stopped, gazed blankly at Doc, and absently fingered his monocle magnifier.

"Careto explain why you don’t want me to see her?' he asked, usng smal words.

"Later," Doctold him.

"I’ [l be superamagamated!" Johnny murmured, but kept away from the door.

There was aknock on the front door, bold and loud. "Thisman they call El Liberator, or O’ Nedl, was
to meet hismen here,” Doc said swiftly.

They arranged a reception around the door for the visitor, then opened the door.

The man who waked in was the long-armed, homely-faced anthropoidlike man who had talked to the
crowd from the stern-whedler gangplank.

"Monk!" Renny thumped.

"A finetrick!" complained smdl-voiced "Monk." " Some nice excitement comes dong, and you lads
charge off after it! Leave me there making a speech in Spanish, which everybody knows | can't hardly

speak. Pald”
No one said anything. They did not look very remorseful.

"l wouldn't ‘& found you yet, only after my speech, | kept listenin’ in on my midget radio, and | heard
Doc tell you whereto meet him," continued Monk shrilly.

Hisvoice got louder, more peeved.

"I'll bet it wasthe work of that shyster clothes horse, Ham!" he squesked. "Always connivin’ against me,
heisl | don't see how he kegpsfrom bein’ poisoned by his own meanness!”

Doc Savage said, "We are waiting for the leader of the gang to show up.”
"Huh!" Monk gulped. "Then I’m makin’ too much noisa!"

He camein hastily and closed the door.

Chapter VII. EXPEDITION

AMBER O'NEEL, the man who cdled himsdf El Liberator, saw Monk close the door. He had seen
Monk arrive.

"That was one of Doc Savage' s men!" He gulped, and sank back, into concea ment.

Hiskneesfelt watery, hisarms queer, asthey did when he was very scared. He had heard a gresat dedl
about this Doc Savage.



"I dmost walked into atragp!™ he mumbled.
With that, helost no time leaving the vicinity.

Amber O’ Ned did not look like his usud sdlf. He had darkened hisface with anut dye, waswearing a
big hat and a shabby suit. He was careful not to get too close to any policemen. His head was down, his
lipsmoving, indicating he was doing some deep thinking.

"Bueno!"

he exclamed findly, in Spanish.

More of his crew of patriots—the very bad ones who were afraid to be seen in Cartagena—were
waiting, encamped up theriver. He did not join them.

O’ Ned went to abar which had a bad reputation with the police, and before long was inclosed in aback
room with some gentlemen who stood very little chance of dying of old age.

Sometimes these men called themsalves patriots, too. More often, they admitted they were plain
murderers and thieves. They did not have the imagination of El Liberator O’ Needl.

Thereis probably no honor among crooks, but an ambitious crook who wantsto build up agang and a
reputation, tried to give the impresson of what islugubrioudy known asa"square guy.” Amber O’ Ned
had done that carefully over aperiod of years. He was a"square guy,” or asthey said it locally, Uno
caballero.

He could tell one whopping lie, and dl the crooksin Cartagenawould believeit. Just once. Hetold his
whopper now. He had it dl planned.

"Ligen, hombres," he said. "There camein to-day, on that Y ankee cruise ship, afull dozen cases of
narcotics. They were unloaded last night while the ship was at anchor off the river mouth, awaiting for
daylight. | know where they can be taken."

Thisinterested the listeners about as much as anything would have.

"They areinahouse," continued O’'Ned. "There arefive or Sx men guarding them. It will be necessary
to attack suddenly and without delay, daying these men, and making away with the cases before the
policearive.

"Why are you not taking this plum for yourself?' alistener wanted to know, not unreasonably.

"Not enough men,” replied O’ Ned. "It must be done quickly. You do it. For my information, | will be
satisfied with such asmall share asyou careto turn over to me.”

It sounded good. Narcotics at the moment were bringing ahigh price, thanksto the activity of the rather
efficient police.

The upshot of it was that they decided to maketheraid immediately.

O Ned managed to excuse himsdf from their company.

AMBER O'NEEL now hurried and joined his patriots who were camped up the river. He explained his
bad luck. Theway hetoldit, it did not sound asif he had done so badly himsdlf, dthough his men had not
been so efficient.



"I have played atrick,” he finished. " Some men who are very good fighters have been led to believe there
isashipment of narcoticsfor thetaking. They will attack, and kill Doc Savage and any of hismen who
arethere. That means Doc Savage will not bother us.”

The talk about Doc Savage did not seem to make his patriots any too happy.

"Isthisthing we are after worth the danger of fighting this Doc Savage?' one asked uneesily. "Me, |
would be happier to go away somewhere. The farther, the better.”
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agreed another quickly. "If I had the choice of fighting this Doc Savage to see who would be president of
Colombia, meor him, | would go away."

"I bet you would run," grunted another.

"Like hel," admitted the first. "This bronze man from the United States is not what you would call ‘easy
pickings™"

"Silencel" rapped O’ Nedl.

They gave him hisslence.

"The prize which we seek is greeter than anything you ever heard of!" O’ Ned said emphatically.

One man offered, "The greatest prize | ever heard of was the one a pirate once took out of Cartagena.
Some say it wasfive millions, and some ten, but that—"

"Pocket change!" snorted O’ Ned, speaking English accidentally.

They gaped at him. He told them what pocket change meant in Spanish. They looked doubtful.
"Youmight tell uswhat it is," one suggested gingerly.

O'Ned shrugged.

"No," hesaid. "If | did thet, the prize is so fabulous that you would start killing each other, each trying to
be the one to reach the thing. Asitis, | know, and | am taking you because | need you, and will share
with you because | have dways shared, as you know. If you kill me, the secret dieswith me."

Diplomacy, that. Every one satisfied, every one made more greedy. And they would look sharp to see
that nothing happened to him who had al knowledge, Amber O’ Ned, El Liberator.

One thoughtful soul had aquestion. "What about the girl?'

"Oh, her." O'Ned wet hislips. "She may get killed in the raid the men will make after imagined narcotics.
Good riddance! "

"Butif sheisnot killed?'
O’'Ned put out hisround, fat jaw.

"Look," hegrowled. "It would be swell if shewere out of the way, and we should have done it when we
had her. It would be swell if Doc Savageiskilled. But no matter what happens to them, we head into the
jungle. We Il have the start on everybody, see! No matter what happens, we' ll befirst. And that meansa
lot."



"That girl," aman murmured. "What kind of woman was she?'

O'Ned sad, "You'll understand that when we get to the secret of Klantic.”
"Thewhat?"

"The secret of Klantic," ssid Amber O’ Nedl.

HIS men had never heard of the secret of Klantic before. Thair vacant stares showed that.

"It swhat that aviator, David Hutton, called it in hisdiary,” continued Amber O’ Ned. "And it'sasgood a
nameasany. We ll cal it that."

They eyed him and knew he would not tell them more about that. But they still had curiosity. They tried
againonthegirl, pumping O'Nedl.

"Cantheqgirl realy do usharm?' they wanted to know.
Amber O’'Ned nodded solemnly.

"Make no mistake about that golden-haired wench," he said, dropping each word like abrick. "Sheis
probably as dangerous as Doc Savage. More, ismy bet."
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Amber O'Ned dmost told them. He had his mouth open, then shut it.

"Never mind," hesaid. "Sheis. It wasdl in that aviator’ sdiary. All aout her and the secret of Klantic,
and thewholething.”

Histone told them they had better not ask any more questions. They didn't.
"Wewill get ready to marchinto thejungle” they said. "Isit far?'

"Too far tomarch."

"What?"

"Wewill take planes," O’ Ned advised.

"But we have not even asingle aircraft!”

"l haveaplan,” said O’ Ned, "for getting usanumber of airplanes. We will have to have them. Without
them, we might never makethetrip.”

He led them toward the outskirts of Cartagena. "What about our comrades, who you say Doc Savage
seized?' O'Ned’ s patriots wanted to know.

O'Ned explained that wastheir own hard luck. He tried to sound as regretful as he could.

Chapter VIII. RAID



DOC SAVAGE had finished questioning al of his prisoners—O’ Ned’ s patriots—for the second time,
and had gotten no further information. Doc had aso decided Amber O’ Ned was not going to show up.
The bronze man did not know the break O’ Neel had gotten when he had seen Monk arrive.

Monk, unaware he had accidentally upset plans, was around somewhere, supposedly watching for
O’ Ned’sarrival. The others were likewise watching, except Ham, who still dept.

Monk, when last seen, had been complaining of crampsin his somach. He indignantly denied that they
had been brought on by the paroxysms of laughter into which he had gone when he had seen Ham
adeep, and had been told that Ham had breathed some of the anaesthetic gas through his own
carelessness. They had been forced at one point to gag Monk to stop histittering.

Doc Savage went over to Ham. It should be about time for his recovery. Ordinarily, the anaesthetic gas
produced unconsciousness only haf an hour, but this particular dose had been concentrated.

A little pinching in aspot caculated to stimulate the nervous reactions, and Ham was Sitting erect. He
looked at Doc Savage and smiled wryly. Perhaps the most amazing thing about the anaesthetic gas was
that it left virtualy no after effect.

"l hope Monk hasn't learned of this" Ham said.
"Hehas" Doc sad. "And he nearly ruined himsdf laughing.”
Ham took hishead in hishands. "The missing link!" He felt himsdf over. "Who stole my necktie?"

It wastypica of Ham that he would be more interested in his clothing than in what had happened to the
world while he was sensdless.

Renny appeared suddenly in the doorway. He looked excited. " Something’ s happened to Monk!"

"Hope he' s broken his neck!" Ham snapped. Then helooked at Renny, saw Renny was serious, and
suddenly registered anxiety. "Look herel Monk isn't injured?”

"I don’t know what you'd cdll it," Renny boomed. "Doc, you' d better come and look at him."

The big-fisted engineer led the way; Doc followed, and they stopped at the door behind which the girl
had sat bound in the chair.

Renny explained, "Monk didn’t hear you advise Johnny and the rest of usto stay away from the girl."
Ham, who had trailed dong, demanded, "Isthere agirl behind that door?"
"Shelookslikeagirl," said Renny, "but I’'m beginning to wonder if she shuman.”

"If theré sagirl inthere, no telling what Monk has done to show off!" Ham snapped. "Nothing at dl
would surpriseme.”

"I'll bet thiswill," Renny rumbled, and opened the door.

Monk lay flat on his back on the floor in front of the golden-haired girl’ s chair. He was holding hislegs
and ams up straight and gtiff.

HAM gulped, "What' swrong with him?"



"Search me" Renny boomed, softly. "I found him like that."

Monk’ s eyes were open, but fixed on the celling. He did not show any signs of knowing they were
present.

"Poor Monk!" Ham breathed, with genuine anxiety. "He must have been seized with some kind of
padysd”

The girl was gtill gagged and blindfolded. The gag and eye covering made it impaossible to tell much about
her classic features.

Doc Savage waked forward briskly and kicked Monk lightly. Monk awakened. He stared at hisown
upraised amsand legs.

"What the heck am | doin’?" he gulped, and got up hadtily.
Doc bundled Monk and the others out and shut the door.
"Keep out of there," hetold them.

Monk, looking dazed and sheepish, asked, "Doc, what happened to me? | opened that door, and here
wasthat girl al tied up. Shelooked like apeach, and | thought it wouldn't hurt to make sure she was
comfortable. So | go over.”

Monk paused. Apparently he wasn't proud of the rest.

"Next thing I know, Doc has got hisfoot in my ribs, and there | am on the floor, holding my arms up like
aninny."

"Acting perfectly natura, you mean," Ham put in sarcadticaly. " Alwaysthe clown.”
Monk ignored that. "Doc, what happened to me?

"That girl," the bronze man replied quietly, "is going to prove to be aremarkable young woman. Just how
remarkable, we have yet no means of knowing."

"Whatcha mean by that?' Monk asked uneasly.
"Fird, the girl can make men think they see and fed things which are not there.”
"Hypnotism. Lot of people can do that. Y ou're especialy good at it, Doc.”

"What thisgirl doesisfar beyond any of my abilities" the bronze man explained. "My hypnotismis
ordinary, consasting of the usud fixation of attention, the inducing of astate of menta relaxation, and so
on, dl induced by concrete, visible methods that are as understandabl e as putting aman to degp with a
blow of your fig."

"Maybe," Monk grunted. "But you spent monthsin Indiaand e sawhere learning how it was done.”
"Did you look at thisgirl’seyes?' Doc countered.

"No."

"Did she gpeek?'

"No."



"Did she make amove?'
"Shedidn’'t do ablamething,” Monk said. "It wasme. | laid down and put my armsand legsin theair.”
Ham began to laugh, starting with an amused giggle, then atitter and finaly cackling.

"Y ou' re aladies man yoursdf!" Monk told him, indignantly. "I dare you to go in there and stay five
minuteswith her."

Ham stopped cackling. He had nothing to say.
Doc Savage stated, "Thisgirl secures her effects by control through actua thought telepathy, it appears.”

"What?"
Monk exploded.

"It isabit hard to admit possible,”" the bronze man agreed. "But she seemsto be able to make other men
see or think exactly what she wants them to see or think, without even spesking to them or using any of
the other tricks of hypnotism.

"Mind you, my intention is not to say for certain that she doesthis. But it appears, from what we have
seen so far, that thisgirl hasan intelligence infinitely beyond anything we possess.”

"Infinitely beyond—" Monk squinted a Doc. "Beyond us, maybe. But not you. Y ou ve been trained
scientificaly since the day you were born. A brain likeyoursisn't easy to equd.”

"No flattery," Doc requested.

"Therean't none of uskidding each other,” Monk said. "Y ou mean to tell methisgirl issomekind
of—of mentd wizard?"

"Exactly,” Doc sid.

On the back door, something small and hard made aloud, rapping noise.

IT sounded asif the rear door were being opened. V oices murmured, one of them Johnny’s. The other
Voice waswhinnying.

Johnny was speeking Spanish, and sticking to his habit of using thelongest words his agile mind could
produce. The whinnying voice seemed to have difficulty understanding.

Doc Savage walked quickly toward the voices. Monk, Ham and Renny followed him. They came upon
tall, bony Johnny and afat, brown man who needed a bath, a barber and atailor.

The disreputable-looking brown man had a huge wicker basket balanced on his head. The basket
seemed to be full of bananas, coconuts and queer-looking loaves of bread.

"He saysthis suff was bought and ordered ddlivered by the men who live here," Johnny said, suddenly
switching to smal English words.

"Bringitin," Doc Savage said, quietly.

The bronze man stepped forward, so that, as the man with the basket of groceries entered, he passed



close. The bronze man’ s action in getting close seemed to have no particular sgnificance. But, an ingtant
after the basket of fruit and bread passed, things began to happen.

Doc Savage made, for the briefest of ingtants, the small peculiar trilling noise which was his characterigtic
reaction to the unexpected.

"Wait!" Doc said sharply, in Spanish.
The bearer of the basket halted and |ooked vacant.
"What kind of bulky objects made of metd are you carrying?' Doc asked.

The fat, brown man didn’t try to explain. He was supporting the basket on his head with one hand. He
jerked this hand away, and it was evident it held a string which ran into the basket. He jerked this string.
Then he hurled the basket from him, spun, and dived outdoors.

Doc Savage jumped, caught the basket before it hit the floor. He hurled the basket out of the door. It
arched over the head of the fleeing brown man and hit in front of him.

The brown man saw the basket. He threw his upper torso back, hislegsasfar out in front as he could,
and stopped. He was running backward making the motion—even before he stopped.

There hadn’t been time for any expression to appear on the brown fellow’ sface. But it wasintheman’s
eyes. The basket bringer suddenly dived toward the door.

Doc Savage banged the door shuit.

The door came open again at once. Came apart, rather. It was paneled, and the panedls jumped inward.
The hingesweren't strong enough, and the whole door followed. Through the hole came bright light,
noise and dust and grave.

Plaster separated from the celling in big patches; pictures dropped off the walls, and there was the noise
of other thingsfdling.

The silence which followed seemed double by contrast.

"I’ ll be superamalgamated,” Johnny said finaly. "Doc, since when did you become amind reader?
"Nothing likethat," the bronze man said, quietly.

"Then how’ d you know there was something in that basket?"

"An adaption,” Doc Savage said, "of the monitor device which watches the door of our headquartersin
New Y ork City."

Monk shoved his head out, squinted through the door, then ducked back.

"Blazed" he exploded. "There sfifteen or twenty guyswith guns comin’!"

GAUNT and bony Johnny hastily jerked his supermachine pistol out of its padded underarm holster. He
understood, now, how Doc had accomplished the seeming magic of detecting what had evidently been a
big grenade in the basket of fruit and bread.



Long ago, Doc had refined a device which was coming more and moreinto usein prisons and police
gtations. The gpparatus conssted smply of a contrivance which registered, through the dterationin a
magnetic field, the nearness of any iron or stedl.

Doc had equipped his headquarters with it. Any visitors carrying guns could be spotted. Doc had smply
reduced the contrivance to pocket size.

Doc Savage said, "Better not let them get too closel™

Johnny showed himsdlf briefly, and his machine pistol made its huge fiddle noise. Empty cartridgesfell
from the gector to the floor in amost acloud.

Monk looked, then squesked admiringly, "Boy, you must have been practicing with that thing! About half
of ‘em are down!"

"When they start going down, place your shots more carefully,” Doc Savage directed. "We do not want
to hit any eyesor ears.”

It was a steadfast rule with the bronze man and his aids never to teke alifeif it could possibly be
avoided. Hisaidstried honestly to adhere to the rule, but dip-ups were ligble to happen during exciting
moments.

Bullets came in through the door opening. They knocked glass out of awindow. Thetal hill wherethe
old fort stood was some distance behind the house, and the gunshot echoes came jumping back fromitin
digtinct reports, sounding like little guns.

Monk was shooting now. Long Tom and Renny joined in. They latched the machine pistolsinto single
shot, and placed their dugs carefully, not missing often.

They were firing—had been from the firg—the dugs which were but a shell with achemica compound
which, when the fragments embedded in the flesh, would be absorbed harmlesdy by the body. The shells
contained a chemica which produced abrupt unconsciousness lasting some hours.

These so-called "mercy™ bullets were not new in theory. Big-game huntersfor zoos had long since used
them actudly to get live specimens. But the chemica compound shdlls of the bullets, dissolving harmlessy
in the human body, and even cauterizing their own wounds, were aproduct of Doc Savage sinventive

genius

The attackers began to retreat. Two of them turned tail first, and others quickly. But they did not fleethe
vicinity. They took shelter behind boulders and distant houses.

Doc made a suggestion, and hisaids switched high-explosive bulletsfor the "mercy"” dugs. These opened
great pitsin the earth, and knocked down walls sheltering riflemen.

The attackers fled. The fear of the police arriving might have had alittle to do with their quick exodus.

DOC SAVAGE and hisadslikewiselogt no timein leaving the vicinity.

Fear of the authorities or what they might accuse him of did not promote Doc's hurried departure. There
was probably not a policeman who did not admire the bronze man and his work.

But bringing in the police meant a ponderous organi zation working, and attendant delay. Not that the



Colombian police wereinefficient. It was smply that no ordinary group of men could act as swiftly as
Doc' strained crowd. They were speciadiststo the last degree.

Doc went ahead, taking the strange girl with the golden hair. He kept her blindfolded, gagged and
bound—bound only sufficiently so that she could not snatch off the blindfold.

Monk and the others followed with the brown fellow who had tried to give them the big grenadein a
basket of fruit and bread.

They left the other prisoners—El Liberator O’ Ned’ s captured patriots—behind, having an ideathe
Colombian police would have business with them.

Inaclump of jungle growth on the outskirts of the city, beyond the ruins of the old wall which Indian
daves of Spanish conquistadors had built, Doc questioned the brown basket carrier.

The man at firgt put out hisjaw, but no information. Monk, who was good & it, made some pointed and
awful threats, which the prisoner didn’t know but what might be carried out. Monk’ sterrible Spanish
probably made it sound worse.

The brown man il refused to say aword.

Doc Savage then told the man exactly what had happened. Everything. The effect wasthe desired one.
The prisoner redlized he and hisfellows had been tricked by the narcotic story.

Hetold dl about thetrick.

Doc Savage sdected, from a pocket case holding chemicalswhich Monk carried, arather large yellow
pill. He gave thisto the brown man after he had finished the story.

Doc then turned the prisoner loose.

The brown fellow was bad, should at least have been in prison. But hewould find hisfellows and tell
them they had been double-crossed by El Liberator O’ Nedl, and that would add itshit to O'Nedl’s
troubles.

Furthermore, the ydlow pill would, in afew days, make the man violently but harmlesdy ill of what would
seem to be appendicitis.

Doc wrote anote requesting the police to look out for acrook who might in aday or two turn up with
what appeared to be gppendicitis. Doc suggested watching the hospitals.

"We |l mail thisto the police," he explained.

Echoing hisvoice, mixing with the last three words of what he had said, came the sound of shots.

Chapter IX. THE SECRET OF KLANTIC
MONK said, "Somebody must be hunting rabbits, or whatever they’ ve got down here to hunt.”
There were more shots. Men shrieked.

"Rabbits don’'t make noiseslike that!" Renny rumbled.



"Wemight look intoit,” Doc said.

The thicket where they had ensconced themselves was one of considerable extent. Therewas aravine
with bamboo, palms e sewhere, and the ground was sandy, spotted with some smal shrubs, most of
them thorny.

They worked through it rapidly, Ham dancing about gingerly to keep the thorns out of his expensive suiit.
Doc Savage carried the young woman with the remarkable golden hair.

The shooting continued. There was dso anew sound, aloud droning, which started aoruptly. Another
droning joined it, then another and another.

“Planes!” Renny boomed.

Sound seemed to be carrying unexpectedly well. They ran for quite adistance before they sighted the
planes. They saw thefirst onejust asit came up over the gently tossing fronds of palms. Another
followed it. Another. Then afourth planetook the air.

All four planeswent away without preliminary spirdsor other time-killing movements.
All four bore the ydlow, blue and red markings of Colombian war planes.

The Colombian military airport, Cartagena unit, from which the planes had taken off, wasin an uproar.
There was some reason for it.

Seven dead men, four not quite dead, and approximately a dozen otherswereydling asif they were
going to die. All wore uniforms, and they were scattered over the place.

"Itiswar!" an officer ran around howling. "We have been invaded!"

"Nobody has declared war!" another shouted.

"They don’t, anyway, these dayd It' sthe new fashion!™

Doc Savage placed the golden-haired girl in abamboo thicket near the edge of the airport.

"Watch her," he directed hisaids. "And do not get nearer than thirty or so feet from her. That may not be
asufficient distance. There has not been time to make sure. But if you find yoursdlf getting idess, get
farther awvay from her."

"What kind of ideas?' Long Tom asked.
"Queer ones," Doc told him.

Ham said dryly, "Monk will bein apredicament. That' sthe only kind of idess he has."

A LOT of curious people descended on the airport before long, wanting to know what the excitement
had been about, so0 it was not difficult for Doc Savage to mingle without getting too much individua
attention. It was not even necessary to ask many questions. Everybody wastelling everybody else
exactly what had happened.

El Liberator
Amber O'Ned and his men raided the military airport to seize planes. Desperate and bloody had been



their job. And successful.

Doc Savage went back and joined his men. Met them, rather. They were charging around in thejungle,
and it was awonder they had not been discovered.

"Thegirl’sgone!” Renny gulped.

"Yeah!" Monk exploded. "I don’'t see how she doneit! We never took our eyes off that clump of bushes
wherewe left her! And dl of sudden, she wasn't therel”

"I hope to be superamagamated!" gaunt Johnny added. "It couldn’t have happened! It' ssmply
impossblel”

"Yeah," said Long Tom. "It couldn’t happen, only—"

Doc Savage waked away from them into the thicket where they had | eft the girl—and where the girl il
lay. The bronze giant glanced briefly at her, saw that she was as comfortable as circumstances permitted,
that nothing had happened to her, and went back to his men.

"She sthere" hetold them.
They ran, looked in the thicket, and came back.
"She'snot!" they inssted.

"Go away for afew minutes," Doc directed. "Run, take some violent exercise—do something to get your
minds on something else. Then come back.”

They did so. When they looked into the thicket thistime, it was obvious that they saw the girl.
"So you caught her while we were gone,” Monk told Doc.
"Shewasthered| of thetime," Doc told him.

Monk’ sfaciad expression indicated that he thought of agreat deal which could be said, but he said none
of it. Finally, after he had thought it over, he began to look scared.

"Whew!" he squesked thinly. "Whew!"

Ham tittered a him.

"You'rein the same boat with ug"

Monk told him grimly. "We vedl gone nutd™

Doc Savage s voice had areassuring quietness.

"Y our minds are perfectly norma," he said. "That isone of the difficulties.”
"Huh?' Monk squinted.

"Thegirl," Doc explained, "isamenta wizard."

MONK swelled his chest and got purple. "Mental wizard or no mental wizard, | don't savvy what she
did to us. Firg, it was them brown O’ Ned ugs, who thought they saw snakes, and which | could



explain, them not being very bright. But us, we ve got highly developed minds, and—"
"Thefdlow who'saways modest,” Ham said unkindly.

Monk snarled, "Maybe you can explain it?'

"She' samentd wizard," Ham replied. "Didn’t you just hear Doc say—"

"A Spanish razzberry for you!" Monk snorted.

Doc Savage said, "Come on over and we will seeif the girl till wishesto be stubborn.”

The young woman had shifted her position alittle, so asto lean against some soft bamboo shoots. She
had not succeeded in untying herself. It was, in fact, absolutely impossible for any onetied as shewasto
get free, unassisted.

Doc sttled on one knee beside her and began removing the gag.
"What makes her hair that color?' Monk wanted to know.

Doc Savage drew some of the girl’ s hair through hisfingers. It was very fine hair, each sirand so dender
that al of them together had the effect of agolden vapor rather than many individua hairs.

"Gold-plated,” he said.

"Gold—" Monk swalowed twice. "Ligten, I’'m achemist, and | happen to know you can't gold-plate a
human hair and make it work, even by applying a base—"

"Thishar,” Doc sad, "is something new.”

Monk shook his head, then grinned doubtfully. "I’ d like to have a patent on the process. If gold hair
looks as swell on every woman asit does on her, | could make amillion farming the idea out to beauty
parlors. I'll bet Pat would kick in that much for the process.”

Pat—Petricia Savage—was Doc’ s cousin, avery remarkable young lady who had probably the snootiest
beauty establishment in New Y ork, and who was dways wanting to risk her neck in the wildest
adventures which Doc Savage encountered.

Doc finished removing the golden-haired girl’ sgeg.

"Let ushope,” he sad, "that you will refrain from taking advantage of us"
Shereplied nothing.

"Can you read minds?' Doc asked her.

The girl was quiet for so long that it seemed again that she was not going to answer.
"Not," shesad, "unless| am very familiar with the other person.”

Her words were like her beauty—they could now see the strange, dmost too perfect nature of her
beauty. Her words were as perfect asif they had been said over and over thousands of timesin practice.
Her voice was delicate, bdll-like.

Homely Monk hung hisjaw in surprise. Words, voice, they were unlike anything he had ever heard
before.



She seemed to throw a spell around her. Nothing visible. But it was very redl.
Doc Savage asked abruptly, "Where did you come from?”

"Teling you would do no good,” she said. ™Y ou would not know of the place. No one of your—of what
we cal the outlanders—has ever heard of it, or learned of it and come back to tell. But wait! Thereis
now one. The aviator, David Hutton."

JOHNNY, the gaunt geologist and archaeologi<t, explained what had happened.

"Thaumaturgica prodigiousness, inductably,” he said, solemnly. "David Hutton' s evanescence atained
infraanagrammeatistic preponderation.”

Even Ham, who knew alot of big words himself, and was used to Johnny’ s jaw-breakers, looked dightly
stunned.

The golden-haired girl asked, "What language was that?"

Johnny fingered his monocle and peered at her to seeif she were kidding.
"English," hesad.

"The part of it ordinary people never use," Ham elaborated for her.

"Oh," saidthe girl. "That explainswhy | did not know them. All the English | know isthat which was
brought to us by such white men as happened to—well, decide to spend the rest of their lives with us."
Shelooked at Johnny. "What did he say about David Hutton."

Johnny descended into the ordinary man’ s vocabulary.

"David Hutton tried to make anonstop flight from Rio de Janeiro to the United States ten years ago,
when planes weren’t so much. He was never heard from again.”

"Until to-day," Doc Savage said, quietly.
Johnny gasped, "Y ou mean—thetal thin guy—who was knifed and finished off with a poison arrow?"

"David Hutton, world war aviator, ace, and one of the finest airmen of hisday," Doc Savage agreed.
"Therewsas, if you had your attention called to it, aresemblance between the man and hisearlier pictures.
He had an angular bony digtinction.”

Big-fised Renny looked at the young woman and frowned. "L ook here, miss, that poor flier had copper
rings around his ankles. Hislegs had been chained. Just what had happened to him during the last ten
yeas?'

"The same thing that has happened to alot of others” the girl said.

WHILE her words were the words that would be spoken by one using dangily free speech, they were
meachine perfect.

Doc and the others did not say anything for aminute.



"Y ou have aname?' Doc asked.
Shesad,"Z."
"Z7?' Ham gave her anice amile. "Name or initid ?*

"A name," shesaid. "In our language, it isasign. Inyours, it could be spelled out. Zuee. Uhsee. Zee.
Makeitample. Z."

"How did you and the aviator happen to bein that old plane?' Doc asked.

Instead of answering the bronze man, the golden-haired girl studied him. Her appraisal was interested,
but somewhat aong the vein of a science sudent confronted with anew specimen. At firdt, it wasthat
way. Later, she seemed to become a bit more human.

"What aremarkable Klantic you would make," she said unexpectedly.
"What?' Doc queried.

"Klantic."

"What isthat?"

Instead of answering, she said, "'l can show you where that man who callshimself El Liberator O’ Nedl
isheading for."

"Canyou guide ushby air?' Doc queried.
"Yes" shesad, "becausethat isthe way | |eft the spot.”

Chapter X. A JUNGLE AND FOUR PLANES

THE plane had six motors, working in tandem in three groups, but turning six propellers. It mounted
seven machine guns, could carry severa tons of bombs, but carried none now.

It could fly from New Y ork to Cartagena and back without refueling, with acrew of four pilots, two
radio operators, a captain, a mate, seven men to operate the seven machine guns, two bomb experts,
and perhaps awar correspondent or two. It had cost the Colombian government amost two hundred
thousand dollars.

The Colombian government had loaned it to Doc Savage, and had asked no questions about what he
wanted to do withiit.

"Some bud" Renny said admiringly, handling the controls.
"It should be," bony Johnny told him. "Doc perfected the original design.”

Renny glanced over one shoulder. "'l wish he' d perfect some design to get information out of that
golden-haired girl. Since we had the talk immediately after O’ Ned stole the Colombian army’ sairplanes,
she hasn't added another word of information.”

""She makes me nervous.”

""She makes Monk and Ham nervous, too. Monk, nervous because he' safraid she'll fal for Ham, and



Ham, viceversa"

The jungle was below. The swampy kind. Just how bad ajungleit was, the map makers indicated when
they spread over most of the region of the legends, "Existence doubtful,” or "Existence unconfirmed,” to
quaify riversand lakes.

Renny, using binoculars, said, "Monk and his pet ape would sure be a home down there.”

Back in the rearmost compartment of the plane—a dark room for the developing of aéria
photographs—dapper Ham was telling homely Monk the samething.

"Y ou jungle-bred zodiac Sgn!" Ham was gritting. "Why didn’t you leave that insect on the cruise ship?
We made an agreement to leave both our pets behind thistime!™

Monk sneered, "1 saw you sneaking Chemistry out, so | got Habeas, too."

"l saw you getting Habeas Corpus, then | got my Chemistry!" Ham declared.
"Y ou doubt my word?*

"Yes, you gpe!"

"Y ou fashion plate! Y ou menaceto the bar! I’ll break you in two!™

"Liar!" Ham finished.

The pets under discuss on—Chemisiry and Habeas—were arrayed behind their respective owners.
Chemistry was aremarkable member of the anthropoid family—chimpanzee, orangutan, ape, sunted
gorilla, nobody knew which. Chemistry’ s main point was his dmost unearthly resemblance to Monk.
Therewas only ahundred or so pounds differencein their weight.

Habeas was Habeas Corpus, € ephant-eared, spindlelegged, wire-bristled Arabian hog. Habeas had
undergone more training from his owner, Monk, than isreceived by the average college student. Not all
of it had been wasted.

LONG TOM, the dectrica wizard, who had been talking to the girl, Z, now moved into a seat beside
Doc Savage.

"Ligten, Doc. There' s something phony about that girl.”
"Yes?' Doc' s face showed no expression.

"While we weretrying to locate aplane to follow O’ Ned’ s gang, she picked up a newspaper. She could
hardly read it. | showed her atelephoto picture. She thought | was kidding her when | told her it came
over awire. Shedidn’t believe that it was possible. She wasredly high-and-mighty about it."

He paused and shook his head violently.

" She wanted to know how she could learn how pictures were sent over the wire, so | gave her my own
new book on advanced telephoto work. Well, aminute ago, | got to talking to her again, and dang me
for adry battery if she don’t know as much about telephoto as | do!”

"Sheread," Doc told him, "your book."



"Listen, you mean to tell me she read that book once and remembered everything in it? Why, there's
wordsin that book, and obscure rules, that | had to do alot of research on myself. That book isredly
advanced."

"And thisgirl’ sbrain is something like you’ ve never encountered before.”

Long Tom sank back in the seat. "1 thought I’ d seen some amazing memoriesin my time, but she’ sgot
onethat sopsme.”

Doc Savage had hisunusud flake gold eyesfixed on the jungle below. There was acdmness about the
giant bronze man, and it seemed never to leave him, no matter how fast things happened. It partook
somewhat of that calmness resting upon alion in acage, and when he moved, the cam effect il
persisted.

He went back to the girl. She wasreading Long Tom’s book. Some electrical engineers could have read
that book and not fully understood more than thefirst chapter.

"Making out dl right?' Doc asked her.
"Oh, yes" shesaid. "l am over to the part about e ectro-magnetically guided atomic stream scanners.”
Doc happened to know that was the last chapter.

"Itisvery interesting,” she said. "Thereisno such thing as eectricity in—where | camefrom. But | do not
agree with Mgor Roberts, or Long Tom asyou cal him, when he saysthat bending cathode scanning
streams by means of—"

Doc listened. She had read the book dl right, and she had remembered what she read. Moreover, she
had picked out practically the only wesk point in Long Tom' stheories. It was amazing. Some trace of
astonishment must have shown on Doc Savage' s bronze features, for the girl stopped speaking suddenly.

Her finger tips settled rather tightly againgt the cabled musclesin onearm.

"Tell me" sherequested, "am | such an unusud creature, measured by your standards?!
"Widl," Doc admitted, cautioudy, "you are not one that comes dong every day.”

"l do not mean that. Am | so strange as to be bad company? Does my—my——"
"Menta power," Doc supplied.

"Yes. | have afabulous brain, measured by your standards. | can do thingswith it which you may think
impossible. For instance, | can by the very intensity of thought, cause men to think what | wish them to
think—within certain limits, of course. | can do other things. Does this—this ability, make me repugnant?’

"Menta development takes care of itsalf,” Doc suggested. ™Y ou, with your intellect, will know how to
make peoplelikeyou.”

She shook her head. "I mean, will they like me without my conscioudy and cold-bloodedly making
them?'

Doc studied her beauty. "'l do not see how they could help it.”

Renny, who had been glancing over one shoulder from timeto time, said, "Maybe that girl is hafway
human, after dl."



Long Tom had a so been watching. He chuckled.

"Maybe Docis, too," he said.

DOC SAVAGE had arule. He had severd rules, but this one wasinvariable. It was necessary for the
efficent functioning of hislittle organization. It was essentid in order that hiswork of fighting evil and
ading the oppressed might continue.

He never permitted himself to think of faling inlove. It would only give his enemies—and they numbered
legions—ameans of driking at him indirectly. Thelife which he led was too perilous for any woman to
share.

Thefact that he adhered to the rule had given Doc the reputation of being lacking in certain human
qudities. Hisads, while not ladies men—excepting Monk and Ham—were decidedly human, and they
had waited along time for Doc to show signsof falling in love with some one.

They invariably watched the advent of an especidly pretty and intelligent girl with hopeful—or anxious,
depending on the girl—expectation.

"Brains" Renny rumbled, just over the motor roar. That’sthe kind of femadethat’ll trap Doc. A brainy
one, and not alooker. | aways said s0."

"l wouldn't say this one was exactly awitch for looks," Johnny said, criticdly. "Infact, | should say she
was eminently attractive.”

"Yes" Renny agreed. " She' sjust about the most lovablething I’ ve seen in sometime.”
In the rear of the plane, Monk and Ham had stopped fighting.

"l think," Monk was saying, "that | could go for that girl in abig way."

"She’ saswest thing," Ham agreed.

Monk should have al but dropped dead from surprise at Ham agreeing with him on anything. But he
didn’t.

"Yes" hesad. "She'sjust wonderful. Man, oh, man! I’ ve never thought of getting married—much. But if
| could get awifelike her!™

Long Tom, the pale ectrica wizard who had been so critica of the golden-haired girl abit previoudy,
now showed strong evidences of athaw.

"She' sremarkably inteligent,” hesaid. "And | don’t think she'd hurt afly. | know shewouldn't. Is7't she
showing us how to find O’ Ned and histhugs?"

"You think she's sweet?' Monk asked.
"l do."
They dl gazed with mooning eyes at the girl.

Doc Savage chanced to ook up. He saw the love-struck gazes. They seemed to remind him that he had
been looking abit that way himself during the last few moments.



For afraction of asecond, Doc'ssmadll trilling noise came out distinctly, and with afaintly startled quality.

Doc got up hastily, switched on the automatic plane control, smiled at the golden-haired girl, excused
himself, hurried into the back of the plane, and then stood there watching hisfive aids. He called Long
Tom.

"That girl," Doc told him, "isusing the power of her incredible brain to make usdl fal inlove with her.
Y ou' d better tell the othersto watch out. Tell them to think about other things, and not to look at her. In
other words, keep their minds off her."

"Grest jJumping cupid!" Long Tom exploded.

He went to the others and told them what Doc had divulged. He aso added an idea of hisown to the
informetion.

"I think shewasturning loose her mental come-hither on Doc, and the rest of us just happened to be
around,” he said.

THE possihilities of the strange powers which the girl seemed to possess were not productive of a
peaceful frame of mind, once they started thinking about it. Not that it was distressing to have such a
ravishing young lady make you like her. Oh, no!

"Holy cow!" Renny said, trying to keep his booming voice down to awhisper. " She might get usjeaous
of each other and gart usfighting!"

"Fat chance!" pae Long Tom sniffed. "We ve been working together for years, and we' ve never fought
among oursalvesyet."

"Listen!" Monk put in. " She practicaly don't have to make me jealous of Ham at dl, before I’ Il wring his
neck!"

They talked it over, and it ssemed funny at first, something to wisecrack about. The funny angles of it
somehow exhausted themsalves after awhile. The thing had serious possibilities, and they began to see
them.

"Where could she have come from?' Long Tom pondered.

"Wherever that lost aviator wasfor thelast ten years," Renny pointed out. " She came from the same
place”

"Theway shetaks, | gather she considers her home shut off completely from the outer world,” Ham put
in.

"Wdl," Renny contributed, "if her country isfull of peoplelike sheis, I'll bet life thereisn’t monotonous.™

The big-fisted engineer did some thinking, and adightly cheerful look came over hislong, puritannica
face. That was abad sign, because Renny somewhat contrarily registered gloom when he was happiest,
and when he looked even moderately cheerful, it wastime for ordinary peace-loversto take to sorm
cdlars

"Holy cow!" he mumbled. "When we get to this place where she' sfrom, | wonder what we' Il find?!

"And | wonder how weé Il know whether it' sredly there” Ham said, grimly. "Considering that the girl



made those other fellows see snakes where there weren't any, and made us think we weren't seeing her
when we were, | wonder what’ sin store for us?

"Suppose there are othersin her country like her—whereas we are only ordinary men—how in the name
of common sense are we to know what we think we seeis redlly what we see, and not something thisgirl
or somebody eseismaking us see?"

"Eminently ducidated,” said Johnny.

Monk complained, "I dunno which would be worse—Ham, if he used sentenceslike that al thetime, or
Johnny’ sbig words, if he didn’t know any little ones.”

The homely chemist looked at the golden-haired girl, who smiled at him, so that he looked as happy asa
small boy with alollypop.

"Oh, me," he 9ghed chearfully. "If she'sa sample of whoever liveswherever she camefrom, | for one
will struggle very hard to put up with ‘em.”

THE golden-haired girl could not read amap. Doc had the latest land charts, athough they would not be
alot of help after thefirst few hundred miles, which their big plane, at its present speed, would not take

long traversing.

The bronze man conferred with her over the chart. It meant nothing to her. He explained about how the
distances were depicted. She caught on quickly.

"Here," she said, and placed afinger, then drew it in acircle to show an approximate number of miles
away, but without indicating a definite direction.

"What direction?' Doc asked her.
"Direction?' she repeated, pronouncing it perfectly. "I do not know what thet is."

It was not the first word she had heard which she had never heard before. That much it had been
possible to ascertain by observing her closely. Usudly, she had been ableto tdll, from what was being
said, what the word meant.

"Direction—north, south, east and west, we call them,” Doc told her. ™Y ou get them off a compass.”
"I do not know what acompassis,” she said frankly. "Do you have one?"

Doc took her forward and showed her the compasses—three of them on the plane, because with one or
two, it isimpossibleto tell dwayswhich oneisoff.

"David Hutton had one of thosein the plane which we didn’t—which heflew," she said.
"Did you watch it?' Doc asked her.
"Yes. Because hedid, | did, also." She pointed. "Thereis no mark there which showed on his compass.”

Since practicaly al compass dias|ook dike, there could be only one explanation. These plane type
compasses were made so that only a part of the dias showed at atime.

"Swing the planein adow circle," Doc requested Renny, who was flying the plane now.



Renny did so.
The girl watched the compassdid, sad, "Therel"

Thedia had rotated, and the markings on the opposite side had come before the aperture in the
instrument panel. Doc, able to box acompass ingtantly, directed Renny.

"Hutton flew northwest by north. Wewill fly the direction directly opposite, which is southeast by south.”

The bronze man indicated, on Renny’ s chart, the distance which the girl had stated; roughly, their
destination lay from their present pogtion.

"Holy cow!" grunted Renny. "Nearly fifteen hundred miles We haven’t achancein amillion in flying that
far and hitting any specific point, with only acompass course to guide us, and not knowing how the air
currents ran the day Hutton flew it."

Doc Savage said, "Angleto theright, then the left, and try to cross aregion which the girl will recognize.”

That was successful. Two hours later, the girl saw jungle which she said she recogni zed, and pointed out
the direction they wereto take.

Monk peered at the jungle, which from the air looked remarkably monotonous and devoid of landmarks,
and said, "I’d givealot for that girl’smemory." He eyed the young lady covertly and let out arapturous
sgh. "But I'd givealot morefor her hersdlf.”

"Y ou’ ve got, you know," Ham told him, "your pet hog."
"Habeas," Monk grinned, "ain’'t jedous.”

THE spot they were heading for was very nearly on aline with the equator. That meant heat. Cartagena
had not been cool. It was winter, bitterly cold in New Y ork, which meant summer and heat down here.
And the equator meant even grester heet, and the jungle, humidity.

Humidity! It came up a them like steam off aboiling kettle, so damp that their clothes got clammy and
they seemed filmed with perspiration. Habeas Corpus, Monk’ s pet pig, lay in the back, beside acrack
around adoor which was lesking air, and panted.

Chemistry, Ham' s pet what-is-it, stood back and chucked various articles—spoons, cartridges, shoes,
and they had to lock up the binoculars—at Habeas. The pets got dong about as peacefully astheir
owners, which meant no noticeable peace.

Every one but Ham, who never shed an item of hisremarkable clothing if it could possibly be helped,
discarded coats and shirts. The fact that they opened the plane’ s windows seemed to have no effect.

The sun became hotter, and rivers steamed, and Renny flew low in order that the girl might be sure of her
landmarks.

Johnny, using binoculars, watched the jungle. Then, abruptly, he put the glasses down and sat back,
looking sober.

"Stomach ache?' Long Tom asked.

Johnny used much smaler words than usua when he answered.



"| saw anative village down there," he said. "They had afire out in front of one of the huts, and were dl
gathered around it, drying and smoking several objects.”

"What?' Long Tom wanted to know.
"Human heeds™"

Doc Savage had been observing the girl, and it was obvious that she knew where she was going. She
was certain about her landmarks. Frequently—and absolute proof that she had been thisway
before—she called her landmarks before they were reached.

Doc asked her severd questions. He asked her exactly what her country was like. He asked her what
Klantic was, or who. He asked her what the secret of Klantic was. And he put some other queries
intended to gather some genera information.

Todl the questions, the girl gave him asweet amile.

But something was bothering the golden-haired lady. Something that started as nothing much, and grew
more serious as she thought about it—and looked covertly at Doc Savage. It was obviousthat the
bronze man was having some effect on her idess.

Doc, for his part, kept well reserved. His men, who were familiar with the bronze man’ sinscrutability,
could tell that Doc was very much on edge, tense.

"He's scared—" Monk chuckled.

"Y ou gpe discredit!” Ham sneered, cutting in. "The tight spots you’ ve seen Doc in, and no sign of fear,
and you ssy—"

"Scared that the girl isgonnado her stuff on him any minute and make him fal in love with her,” Monk
finished. "Why don'tchalet mefinish when | Sart to say somethin’, you shyster lawyer!”

Doc Savage went to the rear of the plane, which was unoccupied and began going through his two-hour
exercise routine. He had not yet had time thisday for it, and he never permitted a day to pass without
expending not less than two hours on the exercises which had given him the agile senses and dmost
incredible physical strength which he possessed.

Doc’ sads, who had seen the exercise routine often, paid little attention, but the girl, Z, stared in
amazement.

IT was some hourslater before Z got around to what was bothering her. It could be noted that she had
worried about it during Doc’ s exercises, and findly she got up and came to the bronze man’ s seat. She
leaned close, that her voice might penetrate the motor roar.

"l have been mideading you," shesad.

"Lying, you mean?' Doc asked.

She nodded, said precisely, "That iswhat it anountsto.”
Doc made no comment, and after a moment, she went on.

"l anusing you," she said dowly, "merdly to get me back to my—to my land, | guess you would call it."



"But you are also taking usto where El Liberator O’'Ned isgoing?' Doc queried.
"Y%"
"Then how haveyou lied?

She was suddenly almost desperately earnest. Y ou do not understand! O’ Nedl isgoing to hisend! Oh,
hewill not die! But to aman like him, what will happen to him will be agreat dedl worse. His punishment
will be much more severe than anything you will inflict.”

Doc told her, "Wewill go ahead, anyway."
She shook her head violently. "Y ou mustn’t!"

"O'Ned," Doc told her, "killed severd men. That isenough to keep uson histrall. But thismystery has
its other angles, too. Very interesting angles.”

She put ahand on hisarm. ™Y ou do not understand!™

"No?'

"Y ou will receive the samething that isgoing to happento O’'Ned!"

Doc sad mildly, "We are not usudly threatened by so charming ayoung lady.”

SHE shook her head. "'l am not threatening you. | have nothing to do withit. | could not help you if |
would. It was al arranged—centuries ago.”

"It sounds even more interesting.”

She showed some faint signs of atemper. Her fingers dug at—not into—the corded bronze of hisarm.
"Go back!" she gasped. "Land me somewherein thejungle and | will take my chances!™

"Impossble”

"You'vegot to!" she gasped. "Why, even now, O’ Ned’ s planes are down, and he and his men have met
afaewhich they never dreamed—"

Renny’ s great voice roared, "Three of O’ Nedls' s planes! Dead ahead, and below!™

"Intheair," Monk squesked loudly. "They’ re coming thisway."

"Holy cow, yed" Renny added. "Thissteamissothick | didn’t see‘em at firs."

Big-worded Johnny chimed in, " A quadrigeminous member is ensconced on terrafirma.”

"I guess," Monk decided, "he meansthat the fourth planeis on the ground. Probably it' sdisabled.”

"That explains how we overhauled them,” Renny boomed. " One plane had to make aforced landing, and
the other three came down a so to help make repairs.”

Therewas, unexpectedly, asound asif some wild man had beaten a sudden, mad flurry againgt the hull of
the plane with hisfigs. It was accompanied by the sounds machine-gun bullets make going through the



things—fortunately not men—in aplan€ scahin.

"I'll be superamagamated!" Renny said. "They think they’re going to kill udl™

Chapter XI. WHAT MONK SAW

RENNY had flown in planes being shot at before. He rolled, sidedipped, got out of the rain of dugsfrom
O’ Ned’ s atacking ships. Simultaneoudy, Renny eased over to make room for Doc to get into the other
pilot's seat.

Monk, clipping dugsinto amachine pistol, squeaked, "How' d they know we werein this plane? How
comethey attacked usright away?"

"ThisisaColombian war plane, ignuts,” Ham told him. "We re out of Colombiaalong ways. What
would a Colombian war plane be doing here, if not hunting these birds? Naturdly, they jumped us."

"l don't like that name you called me!™ Monk complained.

Bullets cameinto the plane' s cabin and stitched aneet design, geometrically semicircular, on the cabin
floor and in the calling.

"l don't likethat, either!” Monk squesaked. "Renny, you tryin' to get us shot?"

Asamatter of fact, Renny was doing some very good flying. Doc Savage said so as he eased into the
other pilot’s sest, and Renny looked very gloomy, which meant he liked the praise. He settled back to
watch someflying that wasflying.

The planewas big. It had been built to carry alot of bombs high and far, and to fight if necessary. It was
one of the latest design war giants of the air. But the attacking planes were dso the latest. Colombiawas
not so far behind with her air force.

Three againgt one, the odds. But one was a scientific master who had long realized the importance of
armanship, and had studied it as he had studied many things, with an absolute intensity of concentration
that amazed those who saw.

Doc flew. The big plane had been banking, rolling, in an effort to escape. Under Doc’ s handling, it
whipped straight for the opponents.

"Monk!" he called. "Among our equipment isa case numbered A311. Bring it!"

The bronze man’ svoice carried through over the motors roar without being unduly loud, and Monk
heard and leaped to comply. The after section of the plane was |oaded with a number of cases—meta
boxes, very light, which contained the innumerabl e scientific gadgets which Doc had occasion to use.

They had been aboard the cruise ship. Doc and his aids had sailed on the cruise ship on avacation, but
they had taken vacations before—and had them terminate in as choice mélées as hell ever spawned.

Monk came forward with case A311.
"Openit," Doc said, "and rel ease the contents shortly after we pass those planes.”

They went past the three stolen war planes with a sobbing howl of engines, and agnashing of lead againgt
metal and wood as asingle machine gun found them. Considering that each of the attacking planes



carried two gunners aft, who could shoot in dmost any direction, it was remarkable flying.

Monk began emptying the contents of the cylinder which had been in case A311 through the plane
window. Monk wore a big, expectant grin. He thought he knew the contents of that cylinder.

Doc Savage zoomed their big plane at the three attackers. Now, he continued on downward. Like pups
onthetrail of abig dog they think they’ ve scared the other planestell in behind. Their machine guns
shuttled and sent out long whiskers of tracer bullets. Doc rolled hisbig ship, arched it alittle, sank it
some. Only afew of the machine-gun bullets came close.

Monk watched the other planes. Expectancy held the big chemist’ s ample mouth open.
"All right, Doc!" he called abruptly. "That got them!"
Doc pulled the big plane out of itsdive.

Behind and above, the three pursuing planes were diding dowly toward the jungle below, and the
clearing in which stood the fourth plane which had never taken the air. The motors of al three planes had
stopped.

MONK, hisbig grin bigger than ever, tossed the empty case A311 into the rear of the plane.

"It worked like acharm!" he told the golden-haired girl glefully. "It dways doesl Me and Doc invented
thet stuff!"

"What isit?' thegirl asked.

"A chemica vapor,” Monk explained. "It works like the stuff that comes out of fire extinguishers. Formsa
vgpor that mixeswith the air and makesit noninflammable in combination with gasoline, so thet their
motors stopped. Likel said, just like the fire extinguishers of the chemical type.”

"What," asked the golden-haired girl, "isafire extinguisher like?'
Monk frowned at her. "Ligten, are you kidding me?"
"If you mean lying to you to entertain mysdlf, the answer isthat | am not!"

Monk squeaked, "Y ou'’ re the doggonedest combination of absolute genius and abysma ignorance that |
ever saw!”

Hewas actualy somewhat piqued at the young lady, because he thought she was putting on an act. But
as hefrowned criticdly at her, he felt something distinct happen to him.

A wave of absolute good fedling toward the young lady swept over Monk. He felt the thing happen
distinctly. The sensation was as plain asif he had been out in the cold and had come in where it was
warm. One moment he was piqued at the golden-haired young lady; the next, hewasliking her.

"Blazes" Monk gulped, and fled.
Hejoined Doc.

"That gal can sure do thingsto you!" Monk sighed. "Boy, am | scared of her!" He peered downward,
saw that they were circling back. "Doc, whatcha gonna do?'



"The vapor with which we stopped their motors settles, being heavier than air,” Doc said. "We will wait
until it is clear, then go back and drop anaesthetic gas bombs on El Liberator and his crowd.”

Monk grinned, "El Liberator O’ Ned will have the notebook he took off that aviator, David Hutton. 1t'l]
explainjust what isbehind this mystery." Monk glanced over one shoulder at the young woman. "It'll
explain her—and them trick clothes sheiswearing!”

"Holy cow!" Renny boomed. "Thisthing is about over!"

Their motors, one after another, made coughing noises and stopped.

HAD theworld vanished from under them, the effect could hardly have been more startling. Renny, the
engineer, who was al so something gpproaching awizard as a plane mechanic, was out of the co-pilot’s
Seet ingtantly.

"It hasto bethefud!" Doc cdled. "Each engine hasitsindividud ignition, so it can't be that.”

Renny was not long finding the trouble. He crawled up into the big wing, which held the tanks, and was
ingantly floundering in gasoline.

"Tanksriddled!" heyelled.
Instantly, Doc Savage put the big plane down in asharp glide.

"The origind design of thistype of ship," he said, quietly, "caled for the new-type tanks, surrounded by
sponge rubber and chemical's, which cannot be punctured by bullets. | merely glanced at the tanksin
making an ingpection before we took off. They looked like the prescribed tanks.”

"Somebody worked a cheap graft, and put in aless costly type of tank when the ship was built." The
big-fisted engineer made arumbling noise. "Me, I’'min favor of shooting al grafters”

Doc Savage, testing the gliding angle of the plane, found it would reach abroad, yellow river about two
miles to the southward. He made no comment about the tanks.

Had he been aware they were not the bulletproof type, he would have taken more painsto see that no
bullets found them. It was not often that such details dipped by him.

The jungle was an incredible green mat below. They were much too closeto it for peace of mind. There
did not seem room for aman to stland anywhere. Behind them, of course, was the clearing where El
Liberator O’ Ned’s planes had by now landed. But if Doc’ s party attempted to come down there, they
would get areception at which they would be hopelesdy outhnumbered.

The river was better. This big plane was equipped for descending on water aswell asland.

Monk, ogling the vastness of the jungle for something better than the river, gave asudden, violent sart.
Helevded anam.

"Look!" he squawled.

They dl glanced ingtinctively back &t the clearing in which O'Ned’ s planes siood, O’ Ned and hismen
clustered about them, no doubt wondering what on earth had stopped the motors.

"No!" Monk howled. "This other way! Look!"



He was pointing in the opposite direction.

They dl stared in the direction which he was pointing. Their expressons became dightly blank.
"You gringing usaong?' Renny demanded, gruffly.

"The great chemig," Ham said, sarcadticdly, "hasfinaly gone as smpleminded as helooks.”

Monk had been watching them, to observe their expressions when they looked. Now he shifted his gaze
back to the direction he was pointing. Hisjaw fell. Hislittle eyes blinked rapidly.

He had been pointing to avast area of jungle over which steam lay like afog—and nothing else.

Monk began to get somewhat pale. He sank down in achair and swallowed rapidly. In fact, he looked
so flabbergasted that the pig, Habeas, ran up, sniffed of histrouser legs, and squed ed.

Ham shed his sarcasm and snapped, "Just what did you see, Monk?'
Monk’ s throat made some word movement without words before he managed to speak.

"Wait'll weland, and I ll talk about it," he said, hisvoice very smdll. "l wantathink it over. Maybe | could
have been nuts! If | really saw what | think | did, then I’ m nutd™

MONK looked appedingly at Doc Savage, who was doing something in the cockpit besides flying the
plane. Monk craned his neck.

Doc was using the regulation aéria camerawith which the big bombing plane was equipped. Modern
bombers are expected to take pictures, for their superiors, of the damage their bombs do. This camera
was operated by atrigger from the pilot’s cockpit, and was automeatic.

Monk ran forward, looked at the camera controls, and saw that Doc had it pointed in the same direction
which the homely chemist had requested every oneto look.

"Soyou saw it!" Monk gulped.

"Wel, apparently,” Doc agreed, quietly.

"Y eah, apparently.” Monk rubbed at hiseyes. "I don’t beieve there' s such athing, either!”

Doc Savage nursed the plane dong carefully. It would just about make the ominous-looking yellow river.

Renny, Long Tom, Johnny and Ham crowded close behind Monk, and they had overheard enough to
redizethat Monk redlly had seen something.

"What wasit?' Long Tom barked.
Doc sad, "Wait amoment! Thislanding isgoing to be difficult. Stand by for accidents.”
Theriver, they could see now, was dotted with snags. Moreover, the stream had no too great awidth.

Renny rumbled, "Thedurnthingisa creek!" and ran aft where he could grab and salvage some of the
equipment casesif necessary.



THE golden-haired girl, Z, got out of her seat and came forward, to stand just behind Doc Savage, and
closeto him. She watched the bronze man’s handling of the controlstensely.

"She' sscared!” Monk told Ham in an aside. " She fedl's encouraged just by being closeto Doc. The big
bronze guy has got her groggy!"

Monk was wrong about the girl’ s reasons for standing where she was. He knew that an instant |ater.

The girl fdll suddenly over Doc’ s shoulder and grabbed the deperdussin type control whedl. Shefdl upon
thewhed with dl her strength, wrenching, twigting.

It was the mogt critical instant of the descent. The girl was strong, far stronger than it seemed possiblein
S0 exquisitely moulded abody.

Doc’ s clutch at the ingtant was light on the whed, for lightness goes with skill. And there was only feet to
Spare a either Sde.

The ship veered. The right wingtip snagged atree. Around came the heavy craft. It struck awall of trees
and vines. Propdllers kept going, chewing up branches, flailing vines. One wing crumpled. A snag of dead
hardwood came spearing through the hull, missing pale Long Tom only when he gave an agile legp.

The uproar subsided, and there was the moment of tense silence which usudly follows disasters.
Thegirl brokeit.

"l wrecked David Hutton' s plane when he landed near El Liberator O'Ned’smen,” shesaid. "l did it
that same way. He was not expecting it either. He did not know | had been watching what he did to the
planeto makeit do different things."

Chapter X11. TOO FAR IN!

MONK, hisvoice plaintive and more than ever sounding asif it belonged to asmall boy rather than the
funny hunk that was Monk, began spesking.

"It was aman, lying on his back on some sort of couch on the ground,” Monk said.

There was abrief pause. No one else said anything. Monk was somewhere back in the wreckage of the
plane. They craned their necks, but no one could see him.

"Thisman,"” Monk said, "wasamile from his head to histoes."
Monk’ s voice sounded small and seemed to be getting smdler.

"He couldn’t have been much lessthan amilelong," Monk continued. "And | should judge he was about
two hundred yards across the shoulders.”

Doc Savage was up and working through the plane’ swreckage. Ham joined him. They said nothing.
Monk must have been in the very rear of the plane when it crashed.

Monk went on, "l was just wondering what it would belike if the mile-high guy should swat us, when
bingo! Hemug ‘a doneit!”

Ham groaned, "Poor Monk! He' sddlirious! His head must have been bashed in!™



Ham sounded asif he were about to cry, which was remarkable, since Ham, at least adozen timeswithin
the last twenty-four hours, had expressed the hope of seeing Monk meet aviolent and early end.

They found Monk on his back staring out through a hole at the hot sky.
"Youdl right?" Ham demanded anxioudy.

"Heck, yes" Monk sat up. "l wasjust thinkin' out loud sorta, over what had happened durin’ the last few
minutes.”

"Y ou do the craziest things!" Ham drew back and gave Monk aviolent kick in theribs. "That’ sfor
worryin' ug"

Monk squawled, got up wanting to fight, and Doc said, "Would it interest you gentlemen to know this
planeissnking?'

It was. It had not penetrated the growth on the side of the river sufficiently to be held, and it was working
back, sttling, water gurgling into the hull.

There was awild rush now. None of them had been more than skinned and bruised a bit, and they
floundered about furioudy, trying to get al of their equipment out before the plane sank.

They succeeded, and even got aline from the plane to the huge branches of an overhanging tree and
made it fast so that the plane, once settled to the bottom, would not drift away.

"We Il be ableto float thething, | think," said big-fisted Renny. "It may take time, but we can repair the
craft, | believe.”

"Optimist!" said sharp-tongued Ham. "Fat |ot of good it would do! We have no gasoline!”

Monk put in, " Stick to your petitions and court phenagling, you shyster! These motors can be made to
burn acohal."

Ham jeered, "And | suppose acohol grows around here?!

"Something like that,” Monk agreed. ™Y ou can didill it out of certain jungle plants.”

Ham, who hated to be caught showing any ignorance, especially before Monk, looked ready to explode.
Monk stalked off triumphantly, lost some of hisdignity when hefell over avine, and joined Doc.

The bronze man was carefully ingpecting, to seeif it was damaged, the aérid camerawhich had been a
part of the plane and which he had removed.

Ham came up and said peevishly, "'l can't see why you went to the trouble of saving that camera, Doc.”
Monk squesked, "Simple."
"Likeyou, eh?"

"Doc," Monk said, with dignity, "took a picture of that mile-high guy | saw deeping on the ground just
before the plane landed and cracked up in the trees and stuff."”

A NUMBER of strange things had happened since this adventure had started. But the little group had not



yet come to the point where they accepted the sghting of men amile high asif it were an ordinary event.
The stunned silence persisted until Monk brokeit.

"Ligen, | ain’t kidding nobody," said the homey chemist. "'l saw what I'mtdlin’ you | saw."
Stll, no one said anything.

"Themile-high guy waslying on asort of pallet, and the jungle was thick al around him," Monk went on.
"The guy was naked except for akind of aleather skirt—" He paused and looked surprised. "Say! It
was askirt that looked just like the one David Hutton was wearing!”

Monk paused and looked around at them. He got no comments.

The homey chemigt continued: " This mile-high guy had atanned face, and he was built for the rough stuff,
what | mean. I'll bet the bicgps musclesin hisarms werefifty feet high.”

Ham began to titter with laughter.

"Why the giggles, shyster?' Monk growled.

Ham cackled, ™Y ou’ ve been hypnotized again! Thisgirl has got you seeing thingd"”
Monk snorted. "L et’s see what the camera shows!"

Doc Savage had been working with the camera. 1t was of an ultramodern type, containing its own
devel oping compounds, which produced, instead of anegative done, acompleted picturein avery few
moments. The picture was of asize sufficient to bring out plenty of detail perceptible to the naked eye.

Doc spread the picturefor all to see.
"Therel" Monk exploded triumphantly. "Let’ shear you gigglethat fellow off, Ham!"
Ham |looked, and his eyes seemed about to fall out.

The big man was about as Monk had described him. Perhaps he was not amile high. It was hard to tell.
But the jungle growth—huge trees, obvioudy—near thelong couch on which the giant lay wasan
indication of hissize. These trees seemed no taller than lawn grass.

"Y ou can seethat he'sadeep,” Monk said, camly. "He sgot his eyes shut!”

The golden-haired girl came over to them—she had been standing a bit apart—and looked once at the
photograph. She saw it asif she were seeing afamiliar thing.

Shelooked steadily at Doc Savage.

"Y ou have cometoo far now," shesaid. "Y ou will never go back."
Doc Savage pointed at the mile-long man in the photograph.
"Whoisthet?"

"ltisKlantic."

KLANTIC had astraight nose, arounded but not overly obstinate chin, a high forehead, and otherwise a



fine aristocracy of feature which was effective. Contour of the body indicated a developed physique, but
in genera, the head was large in proportion.

Klantic was dressed in nothing but an gpronlike garment which looked asif it were leather, except that it
was unlikely that any leather would be stout enough to make agarment for aman amile high. That is, a
mile, if he stood up.

Renny looked at the golden-haired girl, then asked, "What color was his hair, Monk?"
"You'reright,” Monk said. "It was the same color ashers."

Renny, gill looking a the girl, asked, "Any reation of yours, that big guy?'

"l," shesad, "am the bride of Klantic."

"Holy cow!" Renny gulped, and could think of nothing else.

Ham put in, "But what isKlantic?'

Thegirl did not tell him. She put her lipstogether firmly, turned and walked off. When it was evident that
shewas going to wak away in the jungle, Ham snapped, "I’ m going to take charge of her."

Heran after the young woman, who by now had disappeared. There was a sound of abrief Srugglein
thethick tropical growth, after which Ham came back with the young woman and the makings of a
spectacular black eye.

"It sabout your style, fighting with awoman,” Monk told Ham unkindly.
"It wasn't afight,” Ham pointed out. "I didn’t strike back."
Thegirl ill wouldn't talk.

They began thework of examining the plane. Doc Savage, removing outer garments down to the silken
shorts he wore which were designed to serve as bathing trunks, dived into the yellow river and examined
the plane. The others made fast lashings which held it to the bank.

The growth was so tangled, there being practically no bank on which to sland—only awall of roots,
vines and gnarled branches—that any kind of work was very difficult.

Doc came up, caught a branch, and swung out of the water. His metallic features were expressionless.
"The ship can be sdvaged,” he said. "But it will take weeks of work."

"I’ ll be superamagamated!" Johnny murmured. "Thisleavesusinajam.”

Doc said, "We have oneimmediate chance.”

What?"

"El Liberator

O’ Ned and hisplanes;" the bronze man explained. " The vapor which clogged their motors will be
effective ingde the cylinders until it is cleaned out and wiped off the spark plugs. That will take them
sometime. We may be able to reach them.”

The others hagtily began grabbing up equipment cases, and they were dl shortly in motion toward the



clearing in which O’ Nedl’ sfour planes had last been seen.

THEY darted out a arun. Very shortly, they were dmost at astandtill. The jungle was fabuloudy thick.
The number of growing things which had thorns on them was remarkable.

"Blazed" Monk complained. "Every time | move, something sticks me!™

They were by now aswet asif they had just crawled out of theriver, but it was perspiration instead of
river water. The salty sweat smarted their eyes. They panted, and their faces began to look queer.

Monk, who had lately acquired—from some feminine admirer, it was suspected—awrist watch which
had, among other ingenious gadgets, a barometer and thermometer incorporated into it, stopped to eye
hiswrigt. What the tiny thermometer told him made him gppear hotter if anything.

"Whew!" he exploded. "Thisthing saysit’sahundred and twenty-five, and the humidity in here must be
something anvful!™

"Don't you ever spread good news?" snapped Ham, who had his sword cane out, dicing at thejungle
growth.

Renny, after abit, boomed, "It’ s gonna take us a couple of daysto reach them planes at thisrate! By that
time, they’ll be gone."

Doc Savage stopped them. He indicated Monk.

"Monk and mysdlf will go ahead, sSince we can travel faster than the rest of you,” the bronze man advised.
"Y ou otherswill keep on, traveling a compass course. The four planes are about north-northeast from
here"

Monk grasped the bough of atree and swung atop it.
Ham looked up at him and said, "'l dwaysdid say you should stick to jungles!”

Monk ignored him. He jumped, seized another bough with hislong arms, and swung to athird branch.
Doc Savage followed him, and in amoment was leading. Chemistry, Ham's pet monkey, started to
follow them, but avolley of expletivesfrom Monk sent the animal back.

It was actudly possible for the men to travel faster by the aérid route than on the ground. Thejungle was
amat below, more open up here. But they by no means equaled the speed of a sprinter. Monk,
swesting, grunting, doing his utmost, had an idea that Doc was holding back to about half the speed he
could have made.

"The planes are not far ahead,” Doc said findly.
"Could they have taken off without one hearing them?' Monk wanted to know.
"No chance."

They found the clearing before long. It bore a certain shape—Iike the head of along-eared
rabbit—which made it easy to identify. They stood for along time and stared, and Doc Savage' s small,
fantagtic trilling noise came out of nothingness, made an eerie melody for atime, then ebbed away as
gradudly asit had come.



There were neither planes nor men in the clearing.

It wastheright clearing. Marks made by the planes’ landing whedls could be distinctly discerned. The
tracks of men, depressonsin the lush tropica grass.

"They got their motors cleaned up and flew away," Monk muttered.
"Impossible” Doc told him quietly. "We would have heard them.”
"But they’re gone," Monk pointed out.

Doc Savage went forward. Monk started to follow, noted just how aert the bronze man was, and eased
back into shelter. He glanced at his machine pistol to make sure it was not on safety.

Watching closely, Monk saw Doc Savage go over the clearing with a quick thoroughness, and finaly
stop at apoint near the northern edge. The bronze man stood there for some time. Monk went over and
joined him.

Monk was fifteen feet away when Doc said sharply, "Keep back! Come around behind me!™
Monk did as suggested, then saw the reason why.
"Huh!" grunted Monk. "What made them round places on the ground?'

What Monk referred to was a series of roughly ova depressions, more than onein acluster, and the
clusters spaced some distance apart. The weeds and brush had been mashed down and crushed in these
depressions, and the earth appeared flat and packed, asif it had sustained quite aweight.

Monk stood back and surveyed the marks generdly.

"Good night!" he exploded. "These thingslook like big tracks of some kind! But what would make tracks
that 9z€?'

Doc Savage asked, "Did you ever see apanther track?!

MONK sguinted at the marks. Then, apparently without thinking about what he was doing, he backed
away from them.

"Look here!™ he burst out. "They’ re shaped like panther tracks, dl right, but each one of them toesis
bigger than awashtub, and each whole track is bigger than anything that would be made by the biggest
€lephant that ever lived!"

Monk waited, but Doc Savage made no comment.
Monk demanded, "Y ou mean to tell me a panther made them tracks?"
Doc countered, Do you remember your mythology?"

"Y ou mean my ancient Greek, Roman and such? | been tryin’ to forget it ever sinceit was crammed into
mein high school, but I may gtill remember alittle of it."

"Recall thelegend of acharacter who went around with a panther?'

Monk squinted. "Y eah. Somebody named Nemo, or maybe Nemo was the name of the panther, or



maybe it was somebody else."

Monk waited for Doc to comment, but the bronze man said nothing.
"Wéll, what of it?' Monk wanted to know.

"My wish was merely to suggest the connection.” Doc said.

"Huh?Wel—huh! Il be superflabbergasted, as Johnny might say! Y ou mean this old character out of
mythology has grown amile high, dong with his panther, and iswalking around in this South American
jungle with the panther, which has aso grown? If you do, | hate to think what thisworld is coming to!"

Before Doc Savage could make any answer, if he had intended to, there was arustling in the brush, and
Renny, Long Tom and Johnny stepped out. Ham brought up the rear, guarding the strange golden-haired

girl.

They looked around and wanted to know where O’ Ned’ s men and the four stolen Colombian war
planes had goneto.

Monk rolled hissmall eyesat them, aremarkable effect in itsalf. Y ou lads remember the mile-high guy |
saw?'

"I have ahunch,” Long Tom muttered, "that I’'m going to remember himin my deep for daysto come!™
"He sgot apanther, it seems, built about on hisown scale. Monk pointed to the tracks.

The others stared. They said nothing for some minutes.

"Somekitty!" Long Tom sad findly, inasmdl voice.

Thegirl, Z, spoke. There was something digtinctly like utter fear in her voice.

"Please!" she cried out desperately. "Get away from this spot at once! It isthe only thing that can save
your lived"

Chapter XI1l. FEAR JUNGLE

THE girl’ s voice started the fedling of terror. The stark look on her features continued it. But there was
something ese that madeit grow, made it mount until the men therein the clearing by the enormous,
mysterious tracks, dthough they were brave men—men who had been through fantastic perilsin their
time, and had surmounted unusual dangers—began to grow pae and dry of mouth.

Thisother quality that terrified them was something unseen, something as undefinable as the so-called
dramatic build-up. Dramatists will take charactersin aplay, and by having them do certain things, build
up afedling of awful horror, athough the audienceisnot told at any time that they are supposed to be
horrified, or have any reason to be horrified.

It was thus here. Before long, the dightest rustle in the surrounding jungle caused violent artsand an
absurd tendency to flee.

Doc Savage stepped forward, grasped the girl by both armsand said, "Stop it!"

Her strange eyesreturned his hypnotic stare, and the fear did not leave her face.



"Stop it!" Doc repeated. ™Y ou are using your hypnotic powersto frighten usinto leaving this spot. Stop
it! If you continueto attempt to influence us with your so-called menta magnetism, wewill smply give
you adrug that will make you unconscious!”

Monk, understanding what had made him scared, sighed so loudly that he dmost choked.

"Blazed" he gulped. "So she was making me scared! Boy, | wasright at the point where | was afraid to
look for my shadow!"

"Your
shadow," Ham said shakily, "would scare anybody almost any time!™

Thefeding of fear which had laid hold of them seemed to be growing less, dthough it by no means went
away entirely.

Stark terror was ill on the golden-haired girl’ sface.
"Y oung lady, you'’ d better stop registering so much terror!™ Ham told her.
She stared at them desperately.

"l cannot helpit!" she gasped. "I amterrified! | did attempt to think you into being frightened amoment
ago. That was because | was scared and wanted you to take me away from here.”

Doc’ saids exchanged glances.
"Why are you scared?' Monk asked her.

She pointed at the tracks, the gigantic panther printsthat, if by someincredible stretch of naturd laws
should have been made by area beast, were the tracks of such amonster as the human mind could
hardly conceive.

"I have seen," she said ghrilly, "the monster that made those tracks! | know what It is—what it will
do—what will happen to usif we are caught!"

Monk produced his supermachine pistol from its armpit holster, and from a pocket dug out adrum
holding, not "mercy" bullets, but high-explosive dugswhich, if placed carefully enough, might conceivably
blow the sides out of a battleship.

"I could change the shape of Pikes Pegk with thisthing,” he said, exaggerating. "Bring on your overgrown
pussycatd”

THE girl said nothing more, athough they asked questions. She seemed offended that they had not done
as shewished.

"She'sspoiled,” sid Ham.

Ham had managed to preserve the immeaculate perfection of his clothing throughout the hectics of the
plane wreck and the encounter with thejungle.

They went over the clearing now, searching. In severa spots, they found smears of oil, and at one point
the stench of spilled gasoline was strong.



There was human blood at only one spot, and not much of it there.

The giant panther tracks led to a near-by creek which was narrow, but deep, and just about arched over
with thick jungle growth.

They stood there on the creek bank and listened, but there was only slence—infinite and
absolute—broken at long intervals by the wind rustle of some bough. These latter sounds were scarce,
because there waslittle breeze, and that was becoming less.

They stood on the banks of the creek and were baffled.

"The big pussy got in and swam either up or down the stream,” Ham decided.

Big-fisted Renny emitted arumbling snort that would have done credit to a hippopotamus.
"If you ask me, thiswholething isgoofy!" he boomed. "Thethingisridiculous!”

No one seemed to have any comment on that. A man amile high adegp on apalet inthejungle! A
gigantic panther’ stracks! Four planes and maybe a score of O’ Ned thugs, utterly vanished. Ridiculous?
Of course! But that did not alter the redlity of it.

Doc Savage saids were not carrying as many boxes of equipment as they had started out with.
"What became of your packs?' Doc asked.

"That jungle got the best of us,” Renny said. "We figured we could cache the Stuff, and go back for it
later.”

Long Tom added, "It redly didn’t save us much time. We found some sort of gametrail through the
jungle, and it led usright thisway. That accounts for our getting here so quickly.”

Doc Savage studied the creek into which the giant tracks vanished. Histrilling came very briefly.

"We had best get our packs," he said. "If we are up against what it appears we are up against, we will
need dl of our equipment.”

Asthey walked back toward the clearing from which the planes had vanished, gaunt Johnny took
occasion to study the layout of the huge tracks.

"Thegiant animd," he said, "seemsto have made severd trips. Anyway, manifold peregrinations are
maenifes.”

They did not wastetime in the clearing. The return through the jungle was difficult until they reached the
gametrail. They trotted along it without incident—until the girl wrenched to astop with alow cry.

When they looked at her, she was pointing.
"Huh!" Monk grunted. "What’ swrong with her?"
"She hasjust discovered the big cat’ stracks are dong thistrail, too," Doc Savage said.

Hisadslooked asif they had just discovered themselves standing in cold water. They peered closdly,
and saw what their lesser trained eyes had missed.

The big cat’ stracks were here and there dong thistrall.



MONK sad digtinctly, "I don't like to seem to be aguy who don’'t want to get ahead, but | suggest we
do our getting in the opposite direction!”

Doc Savage vetoed that.
"Wewill continue," he said. "But we can be careful.”
They were amply careful.

The equipment cases lay some distance off the gametrail, Renny explained, and guided themin the
proper direction. He stopped before amat of vines which covered a section of the earth.

"We stuck the stuff under here," he said, and lifted the mat of vines. "Holy cow!"
There were no cases under the vines.
There were only two gigantic panther tracks.

Agtonishment reacted on them varioudly. Johnny dowly stuck hismonoclein hiseye, agesture which had
persisted from the day when he actually used it as amonocle, long ago before Doc Savage' s surgical
mastery had returned the use of an eyeinjured in the great war.

When the magnifier hurt his eye, Johnny opened the eye wide and | et the monocle drop to the end of its
black ribbon.

"I’ ll be superamagamated!” he breathed.

Big-fisted Renny—onefigt filled with a machine pistol—peered dl around.
"l don't seethething,”" he rumbled.

"l don't want to!" Monk told him.

Renny waved hiswesgpon generdly. "But how did any cat as big as this one—leopard or any other kind
of cat—pack off our boxes of equipment?’

"Perhapsinitsteeth,” Long Tom suggested.

Monk turned around and frowned critically at the girl. "I wonder if you or anybody eseis making us
imagine dl this?'

For once, the young woman answered a question. "Y ou can be sure you are seeing just what you think
you seel”

"Isthisbig cat dangerous?' Monk wanted to know.

"Y ou saw what happened to O’ Ned and his planes,” she retorted.
"Wedidn't see anything!" Monk pointed out.

"Then you can make aguess.”

Monk evidently made aguess, for he was sllent amoment. Then he donned a pained expression.



"| got too much imagination,” he said. "When | start guessing, | durn near scare mysdlf to death.”
Doc Savage put in sharply, "It might be agood ideaif we stood by what isleft of our plane!™

They kept in atight group now, and their eyes were never for long in one place. They saw and heard
nothing, and the jungle was more quiet—more quiet than it should have been. All of thewind had
stopped now. There were no birds, or if there were any, they kept quiet and out of sight. It was melting
hot.

They cameto the river bank, looked, then stood there for along time, not speaking, not even glancing at
each other. They were slent.

Finaly, having stood it as long as she could—if her expression was any guide—the golden-haired girl
made along, sobbing sound and sank down and covered her eyes.

"They know we are here," she sobbed. "They are everywhere around, watching us. We cannot escape!”

That was enough to take their minds off the fact that their wrecked plane wasn't where they had |eft it.

THE plane was smply gone, dong with the ropes that they had used to tieit to the bank—ropes hagtily
contrived out of vines, for the most part. The ropes had not been cut, with the endsleft dangling. They

had smply disappeared.

No tracks were on the bank. They looked thoroughly. They al had super-machine pistolsin their hands,
and each weapon was charged with the high-explosive cartridges, the most deadly they carried.

Doc Savage, however, carried no gun. He never carried one. He believed that dependence on agun got
aman in ahabit, and that once the man was without his gun, he was helpless.

Thegirl, after her one desperate cry that "they were everywhere around us," had said nothing.
Monk, after seeing and hearing nothing said, "Y ou' retrying to kid us, young lady."

She said nothing. Her face was set, white, and there was alook onit. The look caused Monk to shiver
when he glanced away. He addressed Doc Savage.

"Doc, what the heck’ sgoin’ on here?'

Instead of answering, the bronze man said, "Wewill head for Klantic."
"Y ou mean the mile-high guy | saw, and the one you took a picture of ?*
"Right."

Monk hesitated, sghed and said, "Well, he’ sthe only thing I’ ve seen around here big enough to whip that
tiger or leopard or whatever was making them tracks.”

Renny asked, "But how about looking around here? Whatever took the planes and our equipment |eft
somesign, it salmogt certain.”

Doc Savage, without making explanations, without arguing, said, "My suggestion isthat we push ahead
without delay.”



Renny asked no questions, offered no other suggested courses of action.

"Then that’ swhat I’'minfavor of doing," hesaid.

"It may saveour lives," the girl said, "but if it does, it will be because we are lucky."
They dl noticed that she wasincluding hersalf among those endangered.

THE jungle continued its utter Slence asthey continued on their way. The gametrail which they had
followed earlier now proved to lead in an undesired direction, and they had to take to the jungle.

The stupefying heat caused them to remember something that they had overlooked in the excitement of
the plane crash—the water canteen.

"Whew, I'm thirsty!" Renny complained.
"Me, too," Monk agreed. "I’m swesated out until | got no more moisture left than adried apple.”
"A dried prune would be morelikeit,” Ham had vitdity enough to add.

Doc Savage, aswas natura because of his superior strength and agility, ranged ahead, seeking out the
easest routes and quicker going, covering twice and possibly three times the distance the others did, and
dtill finding it necessary to wait for them.

It was during one of these moments when Doc was ahead that they heard the bell-voiced man.

There was some doubt &t firgt that the bell voice belonged to aman. It had afantastic ringing qudity.
Moreover, the sounds it was making were not recognizable as words, athough it might have been
gpesking—or chanting—atongue which none of them had ever before heard spoken.

This particular jungle was infested with an ordinary-looking bird which had a strange clanging cry, and
which was caled abel bird.

"Maybethat bird haslearned to talk,” Monk suggested. "Maybe somebody has split one stongue, like
they do magpies, and—"

"Shut up, stupid, and let uslisten!” Ham grated.

They listened, but the strange bell-like voice ended dmost a once. They hurt their eerdrumstrying to
hear it again, but it did not come.

Monk said, "My voteisthat it wasabird."
Then they noticed the golden-haired girl. She had changed. Her terror was gone. She was radiant.

They asked her about it, but she refused to answer, and looked scared again, athough they felt somehow
that she was acting now, although she had not been acting earlier.

Going on, they kept awatch on the girl. But the heat was S0 intense, the going so difficult, that they did
not watch her any too closely aslong as she was with them.

They did not see her stoop swiftly and pick from under adistinctive scarlet leaf athree-inch length of
hollow reed which was closed at each end with awooden stopper.



They did notice the girl when she stopped suddenly and pointed.
"Water!" shesaid. "l want adrink!™

The water had escaped the notice of the others. It seemed to be a spring, tiny, probably fairly coal.
There was some sign around to show that it had been used by animals, so it was probably all right.

The girl dashed forward, sank to her hands and knees and scooped up water. They let her go firs,
because they were naturaly polite gentlemen.

They did not seethe girl dump the contents of the hollow reed—a yellow powder which dissolved
ingtantly and did not stain the water—into the spring.

AFTER thegirl, Monk sank beside the spring and drank. He drank for along time, and when he arose,
he looked distressingly full.

"I suretook aboard enough to take the wrinkles out of my hide," he grunted.

Then hetried to have Habeas drink out of the spring ahead of Ham, and there was dmost afight. Whileit
gtill raged, Doc Savage came up.

"Swell weter,” Monk grinned. "Theyoung lady, here, saw it firg."
"Shedid?' Doc said.

Something in the way the bronze man said that caused Monk to look suddenly sober. But he brightened
amost at once.

"Oh, shedrank out of it ahead of us" he said.
Hedid not know that the girl had imbibed before she dumped in the yellow powder.
Doc was last to sink beside the spring and immerse hisfeaturesin the clear water.

Monk, watching the bronze giant, abruptly began to open and shut his mouth. He put his hands over his
middle, pressed hard, then down heavily. Continuing the Stting movement, helay on hisback, shut his
eyes, and dl of his movements seemed to stop.

Ham, Johnny, Renny, Long Tom did exactly the same thing, not in succession, but al at once, with
whatever differencein timing there was favoring the order in which they had drunk.

Doc Savage got up from the spring with great haste. He ran to his men with great haste. Then hishaste
seemed to leave him completely; he became interested in the sky, staring intently at such of it as could be
seen through the trees.

Helay down like the others.

Chapter X1V. THE BIG MAN

THE girl, Z, stood contempl ating the motionless men, then went to them in quick succession and tested
for artery pulsation in their wrigts. She nodded over each man, asif satified.



Then she picked up one of the super-machine pistols, and stepped aside afew paces, put her back
againg ahugetree, and waited. The manner of her holding the pistol showed she had, by observation,
learned how the weapon worked. She was very tense.

Before long, the strangdly bell-like voice which had sounded earlier came again. It emanated from bushes
only afew yards distant.

"Arethey dead, any of them?" it asked.

The language which the voice spoke was the same one which it had spoken earlier—a tongue none of
Doc Savage' s men had recogni zed.

"They aredl dive," replied the golden-haired girl, in the same language. "I did not employ too much of
the drug. The spring from which they drank was quite apool.”

"I knew you would know the location of al the springs, and that they would be thirsty,” said the bell-like
voice. "That waswhy | concealed various tubes of the drug along your course, under red leaves, where
you could find at least one. Were they suspiciouswhen | caled the information to you?!

"They do not understand our tongue.”

The bell-voiced man now gppeared. Severd things were remarkable about him. First, his age, which was
great. Secondly, he was abag of bones, thinner even than gaunt Johnny, Doc' s archaeol ogist.

Finally, he had the same golden hair as Z, and he wore aleather gpron, as had David Hutton—and the
fabulous giant Doc’ s party had located from the air. The gpron, however, was more ornate than the other
two.

The girl went to him and bestowed upon him avery ardent and quite Americanized kiss.

"I loveyou,” shetold him.

Heeyed her dyly. "What isthat? Love? A new word you have learned while you have been gone?!
Z' shauntingly beautiful eyes danted the briefest glance in the direction of Doc Savage.

"No," shesaid, "l learned the word long ago from one of the other white men who chanced to find this
place. Hewasfat and had avery high opinion of himsdf."

The bell-voiced man squinted at her. "But perhaps you have learned more clearly just what the word
meant? No?"'

"One never keeps anything from you, do they, Ki?!

Thin, golden-haired, bell-voiced old "Ki" smiled and changed the subject. He pointed to Doc Savage and
hismen. "Who istheir leader?’

"Which onewould be your guess?' Z countered.

Ki pointed ingtantly at Doc Savage. "There. He isthe most remarkable physica specimen | have ever

"Heisthar chief," Z agreed.

"Doyouthink heisKlantic?'



Z hesitated. "He does not seem to know what Klanticis."

"He would not necessarily know," Ki replied. "The onewho is Klantic will be guided to the spot, and will
crumble the statue perhaps by some power greater than we understand. A divine power. With the
crumbling of the statue, which only the true Klantic will ever accomplish, al knowledge will be released
to that one."

Z seemed to think deeply.
"If heisKlantic, | will beglad," shesadfindly. "Asglad as| am that you are my father.”

THE bell-voiced old man now clapped his hands loudly and rang out a sharp command.

Men began coining out of thejungle. They moved quietly, making neither noise or tirring the bushes.
Therewasamilitary precision about their manner.

These men carried weapons. At first glance, they looked like the most ancient of man’s means of killing
at adistance—the bow and arrow. But they were abit more than that. Bows and arrows, al right, but
the arrows were tipped, not with sharp points, but with tiny bags of something that was evidently
intended to be scattered when the arrows struck.

The girl noted the number of the armed men.
"l am glad you travel well-protected,” she said. "Aug and his men are about.”
Ki eyed her sharply. His ancient face had become suddenly worried. "How do you know?"

Instead of replying directly, the girl went back and began telling astory that started herein the jungle
prior to her appearancein the vicinity of Cartagena.

"David Hutton escaped, and | discovered him before he got out of sight,” shesaid. "I confronted him. He
tricked me, and managed to knock me senseless. He carried me to one of the planes—his own—yput me
init, and got the planeinto the air. He must have been escaping secretly for many days and working on
the plane, because it wasready for the air. Weflew for along time—"

"But why did he take you dong?' Ki interrupted.

"Hewanted,” said Z, "proof that the story he had to tell his people and hisworld were not the ravings of
ademented man. | wasto be his proof.”

"Very effective,” Ki agreed. "Hutton was not afool.”

The girl went on with her recitd—O’ Ned, the Hutton diary, the Hutton murder, Doc Savage's
intervention, the pursuit. She got around to where O’ Ned’ s planes had been found missing.

"I WRECKED Doc Savage' s plane because | knew we were almost here, and they had seen the—the
big man," she said. "Then, around O’ Ned’ s missing planes, we found what |ooked like the gigantic tracks
of apanther. | do not think they deceived Doc Savage, but the tracks amazed his men. Doc Savage
ingsted on pushing direct for—the big man, so he must have guessed that the tracks were made carefully
by men."



"Giant panther trackd" Ki rang grimly. "That is Aug'sold trick, when he commanded our frontier guard.
He claimed the fake panther tracks terrified the natives and kept them away from the vicinity. He even
had an elaborate arrangement of wooden blocks to tamp down the grass and soil and make the tracks.”

"Heis probably using the blocks again.”

Z sad pointedly, "Aug isroving the frontier again, when he was ordered not to do so. That can mean
only onething."

"Yes" sad Ki. "It means heishoping to meet men drifting in here from the outside world—men carrying
those remarkable weagpons which they call rifles. Aug could use afew rifles.”

"Aug now probably hasdl therifles he desires. And another wesgpon, like arifle only worse, known asa
machine gun. He may have some of them. O’ Ned brought them, probably.”

Ki sad, sharply, "Then wewill not waste time here!™

Chapter XV. PRISONER LEGION

DOC SAVAGE and hisfive aidslay on a stone floor that was cold, but clean. Wals and ceiling of the
room inwhich they lay were dso stone.

The only opening was one bardly large enough for abig man to crawl through, and this one aperture was
closed by amethod ingenious and smple—abar of heavy stone which dropped in adot and fastened
there with along peg which could only be reached from the outsde.

Doc Savage and hisaids had not stirred in the dightest after being shoved into the dungeon.

Outside, aguard, one of old Ki’s men, took measured paces back and forth. It was dark, but there was
amoon a intervals, when the clouds uncovered it. The guard was deepy, and he had perfected, it
gppeared, amethod of half dozing while ill on hisfeet.

Thefact that there was awall at each end of the beat he paced was of some assistance; when he bumped
into thewall, having become too soundly adeep, it awakened him.

But findly, at one end of the begt, he bumped into something which was not the wall and which did not
awaken him. It was around stone amost matching the guard’ s skull in Size, and it put him adeep for the
rest of eternity.

The man who had wielded the stone said to some one behind him, speaking Spanish, "One of uswill be
enough for thiswork. Doc Savage and his men are till adeep, according to what Aug's spies have
learned.”

"Not adeep,” another voice corrected. " Sensdess from the potion which the girl mixed with the spring
water. It isexpected that they will recover within two or three hours—"

"Thiswill take care of their recovery,” said thefirgt.
Heturned aknife blade so that it glinted in the moonlight.
"Buenos!”

They parted. One eased away into the night. The one with the knife—he who had murdered the



guard—scuttled forward and dragged the peg out from above the bar that closed the cell where Doc
Savage and hismen lay motionless.

THE second of the two stalkers had started away, but he had not gone far before he stopped. He
explained hisreason for sopping to himsdlf in amutter.

"El Liberator

would take the skin off us both whilewe il liveif thisventurefails" he mumbled. "And El Liberator’s
new friend, Aug, looks asif hewould enjoy watching the skinning."

He waited, gaze fixed on the mouth of the dungeon. The moving clouds made the moonlight tricky, and
there was enough wind to make small moaning sounds now and then. Twice, the furtive watcher heard a
sound which he took to be his partner doing the executing.

One sound, there was no mistaking. It was a strangled cry, an awful sound, just the start of it. After that,
there was sllence.

A skulking form emerged from the dungeon opening and glided swiftly away.
Satisfied, the watcher himsalf departed.

Asthe man sidled aong the remarkable strangeness of his surroundings became agpparent. The moonlight
had been penetrating through an opening in agreat stone ceiling overhead. When he left this spot, it was
very dark, and he used judicious dabs of light from aflashlight to guide himself.

It seemed that he had acharred stick, and with this he had made marks on the stone floor where
passages intersected. He followed these marks.

Eventually, he was confronted with the muzzle of an autométic rifle.
"It has been done," he said, in Spanish.

"El Liberator
will be pleased to hear that," said the other, lowering therifle. "But whereisyour partner?'
"It was he who did thereal job. | stood guard. He will be here soon.”

"Doc Savage and hisfive men are dead?’
"Not adoubt of it."
"Bueno!”

They were silent for atime. It was extremely dark. Once, somewhere in the distance, there was
ringing-voiced conversation, and afant, far-awvay glow from crude, burning torches.

"l wonder," said one man findly, "if itiswisethat El Liberator should combine forceswith thislocd,

Aug?'
"Under the circumstances, very wise," retorted the other. " Aug had enough men to greatly outnumber us."
"This Aug, will he gtick by us?' pondered thefirdt.



"Probably. As| gather it, heisambitiousto get exactly the samething El Liberator isafter.”

"Yes. Atfirg, | thought Aug was adisgruntled loca chief who wanted our gunsto help in taking over the
government. But he does not seem to care about the government. What he wantsis the secret of
Klantic."

Therewas abrief slence.

"And what | want, most of dl," said one man findly, "isto know just what this secret of Klanticis. If El
Liberator werewise, hewould tell us."

"Why do you think that would be wise?"
"Men who know just what loot they are after are better fighters.”

Thefirst manlaughed. "El Liberator ismore clever than that. He knows that we know that only abig
treasure would attract him. Curiosity makesfor greater greed.”

They stood there muttering, giving no indication of intending to go any place, or having anything on their
mind.

Findly, abig figure which had been lurking in the background came upon them silently, seized them, and
did something skilled and violent to the backs of their necks, around certain spind nerve centers. The
men fell sensdless,

WHEN thetwo O’ Ned patriots could move again, they found a giant bronze man crouched over them.
The bronze man had appropriated their flashlights, and he used the beam of oneto give them agood |ook
at hisfeatures.

"Doc Savage!" one croaked.

"But you are dead!" the other muttered, and added severa wordsintended to preserve him from evil
Soirits.

"Y our friend who wasto use the knife was dightly surprised to find me awake—or he will be when he
awakens," the bronze man said, quietly.

Neither prisoner replied anything.

"So O'Ned and some nétive chief called Aug have combined forces?' Doc queried.

They hdd their slence.

Doc Savage said, "How would you two like to die?"

They dmost didn’'t answer that, either; then one said, "It iswell known that you never kill aman.”

"Not aphysica deeth,” Doc replied camly. "A mentd one. How would you likeit? A smple thing which
can be done to your necks so that you will becomeidiots and forever remain so?

Doc was bluffing. The operation he mentioned was possible, but it was work for an equipped operating
room and plenty of time.



Thetwo prisoners did not know. What they did know was that this bronze giant had areputation al over
the world. Hewas afdlow you did not fool with. They answered the question.

"O’'Ned and Aug have combined,” they said.
"How many men have they, dtogether?'

"About two hundred,” one of the prisoners estimated. "And it seemsthat the rest of the population will
probably swing to their side. The present rulers are two persons, afather and his daughter, known asthe
custodians of the secret of Klantic."

"Whét are their names?'

"Themaniscaled Ki, and the girl isthe one we had prisoner for atime. They cal her Z."
"What else do you know?"

"Vay litle"

Doc asked specific questions, and they really seemed to know no more than they had told.

The bronze man put them back to deep with the skilled manipulation which produced the pardysis. The
gate of immobility would last along time, perhaps days, unlessit were relieved.

Doc |eft them lying there and went back to the dungeon where his men and the would-be murderer lay.
During the return, Doc followed the same route taken by the partner of the would-be murderer.

THE would-be murderer was making sounds very like the one he had made when Doc seized him as he
was about to use hisknife. Doc bent over him. The man wasin the paralytic state, but making the noises
anyway, a condition which sometimes prevailed. Doc worked on his spina nerve centersabit and he
becamedilent.

Doc next |eft the dungeon cell, moved carefully through the darkness to a near-by room, on the floor of
which was stacked their equipment—not the larger metal cases which they had hidden, only to have
vanish. This stuff waswhat had been on their persons.

Out of Monk’ s clothing, Doc unearthed a case holding an assortment of chemicals. He took this back to
the dungeon, and began making tests.

Drugsare of certain typesand act in certain ways. They respond, depending on their types, to various
dimulants or antidotes. Tests, if skillfully enough made, will show which iswhich.

When Doc had learned enough to go on, he mixed the proper drugs from Monk’ s pocket chemical
assortment. His men, since he dosed them all about together, awakened close to the same time. Monk
cameout of it mentaly till at the disastrous spring.

"Boy, oh, boy!" he said. "That was sure good water!"

Then he looked around him, took in the Situation, and was astute enough to guess instantly what had
happened.

"Drugged!” he exploded. "That spring was drugged!™



"Right," Doc agreed.
"Where are we?"

"The girl’ sfather, avery thin gentleman answering the name of Ki, came for uswith his persond guard,”
the bronze man explained. "And it seemsthat birds of afeather have gotten together, in that O’ Ned and
aloca named Aug have combined.”

Big-fisted Renny rumbled, "How’ d you learn dl thisDoc?"

"By neglecting to drink from the spring, and therefore not having been unconscious at any time," the
bronze man explained.

The others were quiet a bit, digesting this,

"But what tipped you, Doc?' Long Tom wanted to know.

"About the spring? That bell-like voice which rang out abit earlier. It wasthe girl’ sfather, incidentally.”
"I’ll be superamagamated!" said big-worded, skinny Johnny. "Y ou understood it?"

"Probably because of being closer than the rest of you," Doc explained. " The tongue was ancient
Egyptian.”

"He could have been pretty darn closeto me and | wouldn’t have understood him," Monk offered.
"Egyptiat—herein the Amazon jungle?' Ham murmured.

"Thereisno doubt of it," Doc said. "Thegirl, her father, and others here spesk it fluently.”

"Holy cow!" Renny rumbled. "Just where are we, anyhow?'

"Ing de the big man we saw from the plane," Doc replied.

MONK sarted to inquire, "Insde the big—" and fdl slent, understanding suddenly that Doc meant the
mile-high man, as Monk had dubbed him.

"l don't get this" Renny said vaguely. "How can we beinsde him?1 certainly don't fed abit digested.”

"The big man isof stone," Doc explained. "In other words, it isKlantic, or an image of some one known
asKlantic. Itisnot aslarge asit gppearsfrom the air. The pdlet isredly amound which has been
inclosed by awall, making a defense againgt anything less than modern artillery. The huge Statue lies atop
that, honeycombed with passages and roomsin which these peoplelive.”

"But who isthis Klantic? Who are these people? What are they doing here?' It was Ham who fired the
volley of questions.

"Y ou must think you got somebody in the witness chair,” Monk told him.
"The answersto those questions,” Doc said, "will have to come out later.”
Monk apparently thought of something. He sprang to hisfest.

"What about my pig, Habeas Corpus?’ he gasped.



"And Chemisiry, my monkey?' Ham echoed.

"| think the girl hasthem," Doc replied. "Now, it ismy suggestion that we start looking around this place.
It should beinteresting.”

They crawled out of the cell. Monk, being nearly as broad as he was long, had some difficulty negotiating
the narrow opening.

"I wondered what made my shoulders so sore," he grumbled, when finaly through. "They must have
bruised me cramming mein there!™

They filed glently past the murdered guard.

"Just our luck to have ‘em lay the blamefor that onto us," Long Tom whispered. "We d have trouble
proving wedidn't kill him."

Renny, trying to keep his great voice down to awhisper, but not succeeding too well, asked, "What part
of thisKlantic satue arewein, anyway?'

"Theright arm," Doc replied. "By following passages—"

A drange, croaking voiceinterrupted, saying in asepulchra and utterly strange tone, "Praise beto
Jehovah, my brethren, and hold up your heads. Let not fear take your hearts, but keep Him there, and
you may succeed.”

DOC SAVAGE and hisfive aids stopped instantly. It was along moment before the bronze man spoke.
"Whoisit?" he asked.

"Glory bel" exclaimed the sepulchrd voice. "Who on earth are you gentlemen?”

"Doc Savage,”" the bronze man said after abrief hesitation, "and five friends.”

"New prisoners?'

"Until lately," Doc admitted. "Just now, we are trying to remedy that.”

"May the highest success attend your efforts,”" said thevoice. "When | first heard you, | thought you were
some of our other poor unfortunates, trying a bresk for liberty. They had planned their attempt for
to-night, and | was just offering up aprayer for their success.”

"Who are you?' Doc queried.

"A missonary, Johnathan Brendd by name, come twenty long years ago to bring Chritianity to the upper
Amazon. Twenty years ago! | have been a prisoner since.”

"Good night!" Monk breathed.
Doc asked, "How many more prisoners?'
"Nearly two score,” replied the missionary. "Hdf of them are white men, and the others natives."

Doc requested, "Name some of them.”



The missonary did so. Listening, Doc' saids let out low gasps of amazement, for what they were hearing
wasliketherall cal of the vanished men claimed by the mysterious vastness of the upper Amazon.

Name after name had made newspaper headlines time and again when searching parties went into the
jungle, and some of the names were members of the searching parties.

"They saize every one from the outer world who comes near,” concluded the missionary.
"But why?" Doc asked.

"They fear dl who come near aretrying to stedl the secret of Klantic.”

"Whereisthe secret?'

"Sedled somewherein the head of thisgigantic infidel statuein which wefind oursdves” replied the
missionary. "The exact whereaboutsis known only to the custodians or keepers of the secret. These
number two, an ederly and, | must admit, arather pleasant gentleman, and his daughter. They are named
Ki and Z, asnearly as| can Anglicize the pronunciation.”

Doc Savage seemed to be considering. "Earlier remarks of Ki and Z led me to believe the secret of
Klantic isbeing held for some one who will some day appear and claimit. Isthere something to do with
crumbling agtatue?!

"A heathen bdlief, for which Jehovah forgive them,” said the missionary. "They have astoneimage of this
heathen god, Klantic, intheir infidd idol house. They believe that some day the deity Klantic will returnin
person, and the stone image will crumble when he appears beforeit.

"A dlly superdtition, holding forth that the stone imageisthe guardian of the secret of Klantic who will be
no longer needed, once Klantic gppears, hence will crumble.”

Doc asked, "Whereisthisimage?'
"Intheidol house, Stuated, rather aptly, in the head of this strange Satue.”

The missionary seemed to be speaking through a dungeon door very like the one which had lately given
Monk asqueezing.

Doc moved close. "How many others are held near by?'

"They aredl inthisarm,” replied the missonary.

DOC SAVAGE issued rapid ordersin whispers.

"Monk, you take Long Tom and work to the left. Find the prisoners, explain that we plan abig break for
liberty, and release them.”

Doc shifted to Ham.
"Ham, you take Renny and Johnny and work to the right and do the same thing."
Ham chuckled dryly, "For once, | won’t have to work with that Monk!"

Monk had a prompt retort. "Y ou notice that it takes three of you to do the work me and Renny will do."



Perhaps some day a situation would happen aong which would be so tense that these two would forget
to pointedly insult each other a every opportunity.

The missonary interposed, "Brethren, some of my fellow unfortunates may choose not to changetheir lot.
After dl, we are not unkindly treated, except when we attempt to escape. These people here merely do
not wish any word of the existence of this place to get to the outer world."

"They will be permitted to take their choice," Doc told him.
"| seeyou are arighteous man."

"How about you? Going with us?'

Themissonary was thoughtful amoment

"l am a peace-loving man, with anature usudly as gentle asthat of alamb.” He grabbed his dungeon bar
and shook it. "But sometimes | havealioninme! Let me out of here!”

Doc let him out.
"Help my men release the others,”" the bronze man suggested. "Then dl of you wait for my return.”

With that, Doc Savage eased away and was|ost to the notice of the others. He carried, as he left the
vicinity, the case of chemicaswhich belonged to Monk.

Chapter XVI. UPROAR

A CONSIDERABLE group of men were gathered in the corridor when Doc Savage returned. They
looked impatient, abit anxious. They were about evenly divided, haf white and half natives.

Monk served as spokesman.

"Every durn one of ‘em has decided to join us, Doc," the homely chemist said. "WEe ve got aviators,
explorers, rubber scouts, traders, escaped convicts and plain soldiers of fortune. Every kind of aguy
who would happen to drift into thisforsaken jungle.”

"Didthey dl join uswillingly?' Doc asked.
"Sure," Monk said promptly, then took the first opportunity to get apair of skinned knuckles out of sight.
"A few words from apurveyor of the Holy word helped,” said the missionary.

Doc Savage said, "Our first need is planes. Aug and O’ Ned have them. They have probably dismantled
and hidden them. It is advisable, then, for usto seek out this Aug and his partner and see what we can
accomplish.”

"Bigfelow," aman sad, dryly, "You haven't seen this Aug, or you wouldn’t be so free aout mixing it."

Monk snorted, "And you haven't seen this Doc Savage do his stuff, my pd, or you wouldn’t have any
doubts.”

"I never heard of Doc Savage," said the other.
"How long you been here?"



"Thirty years" said the man.

The floor was of stone, good footing except that it was pitted by feet that had trampled it in the past. The
men formed into along file and moved slently. Doc Savage had been showing aflashlight beam covertly,
but now he kept it out.

"Where were you gone for so long Doc?' Monk wanted to know.

The bronze man seemed not to hear, and Monk did not press the query, knowing as he did that seeming
not to hear was asmall habit Doc had when he didn’t want to answer a question.

But amoment later, Doc asked, "How does it happen that we have been able to do so much without
being observed?’

The missionary answered that. "Thereis only one guard in thisarm, which is devoted exclusively to
prisoners. But at dl of the outer exits, there are other guards.”

"The one guard in thisarm must’ ve been the poor egg who was murdered,” Long Tom said.

They cameto the end of the arm, and Doc turned prompitly to the left. There was a branch in the
passage, and he took the right one.

"Y ou seem very familiar with this place?’ the missonary suggested.
Doc did not explain how he happened to know where he was going.
"Pass the word back to be very quiet,” the bronze man said.

Thiswas done. They moved dowly, but for such alarge body of men, they were unusudly quiet. Every
one had shed al vestige of footgear.

"Where are you going?"' the missionary wanted to know.

"Two of O'Ned’smen are available for questioning,” Doc explained. "They probably can tell uswhere
O’'Ned and Aug may be located, or how."

Then Doc stopped. His bresthed command brought the entire column to a halt.
"Thereis some one ahead,” hetold them.

Asthe column froze in the darkness, the tramping of feet could be heard, and amoment later, a squad of
marching men gppeared. There were at least thirty of them, and they al wore leather gprons astheir only
garment, and carried bows and arrows, the arrows tipped with the little, fragile sacs.

"The outer guard changing,” the missionary whispered.

A man in the column behind Doc screamed. It was shrill and penetrating, jarred the tillness of the
hdlway.

GUNS—Doc' s superfirers were the only ones his crowd had—might aswell have gone off, or apart of
the celling fallen in. The squad of marching guards kept their heads, deployed swiftly, and started a
charge.



Doc Savage had started back adong the line to silence the man who had yelled. But it wastoo late for that
to do anybody good. Doc spun back, ran to meet the attack.

Out of the Doc column popped the man who had yelled. He ran toward the guards. He was some kind
of aEuropean. Hisfrantic cries gave the reason for his betrayd.

"l warned you!" he screamed. "I warned you! Let me go, please! Let me go back to my wife, my family!"
He reached the guards, and one of them calmly knocked him over the head with arock.

"Maybe he beforgiven!" murmured the missionary. "He hoped to gain their favor by betrayal. | confess
the same thought entered my mind, and like Satan, was put behind me only with difficulty.”

The guards were closer. Each had drawn an arrow from his quiver, fixed it to bowstring. But they waited
for closerange.

Doc rapped, "Our machine pistols had explosive cartridgesin them when they were taken from us! Shoot
a the cealling, ahead of the guards! Tear it down in front of them! Do not kill any one!"

Big-fisted Renny leveled his autometiclike wegpon, set himsalf against the expected recoil, covered his
head againgt the expected explosion asthe bullet struck. They al braced themselves. They opened their
mouthswide, as artillerymen do to relieve some of the concussion of big gun firing. Renny pulled trigger.

The gun made anoiselikeasmal rettail file bresking.

"Holy cow!" Renny gulped.

Helooked insde hisgun.

"Ammo drums been emptied!" he rumbled. "Ki and Z and their gang must' ve doneit!”

Monk, somewhere in the darkness, said in asmall voice, "Thisreminds me of thetime | went bear
hunting, and Ham had playfully taken the powder out of my cartridges.”

Renny asked, "What did you do?'
"Boy, | set anew footrace record!"
Doc Savage said, "A very good idea! Come on!”

They werewilling to run. It was the wise thing. The guards were close, and armed, and greater in
numbers. The men in Doc' slittle column put ebowsto sides, tucked chins againgt chests, and ran.

The man in charge of the guards rapped an order. They hdted, twanged their bowstrings, and arrows
came arching. When the arrows were close, they made hissings. When they hit, there was no explosion,
no shattering of stedl or obsidian againgt the stone floor.

There was a series of sounds asiif rotten eggs had been dropped.

DOC veered to the missonary’ ssde. "What are their arrows pointed with?"
"A dust worthy of theingenuity of the devil himsdlf!"
"Specificdly, what?'



"The powder from inside a species of jungle mushroom, or toadstool,” the missionary replied. "The dust
istreated in some fashion with stuff they let from certain plants, and the venom of certain snakes. Once
you inhdeit, you arein such ingtant agony that you are helpless.”

"Fad?'
"Not if you are blessed with a strong body."

Thefirgt flight of arrows did no real damage, for the reason that Doc’ s crowd got around a corner in the
passage. The corridor, furthermore, was not adapted especidly to archery, being narrow and not high. A
great many of the arrows hit thewalls and burst.

Two arrows aone burst in the middle of Doc’' s group.
"Hold your breasthd" Doc’ strained voice had a crashing quality of authority that got obedience.

Only one man failed to comply successfully. He had been running; he was screaming and groveling and
clawing a himsdf, a hisface.

Doc ran to him, grabbed him, and carried him. The man wasin infinite pain. He gargled and tried to push
histongue completdy out of hismouth.

The arrow dust burned when it made contact with flesh, sharp, éectric agony that was somehow like the
touch of that hideous sea creature known as aman-of-war. They gritted their teeth and kept from
bresthing until they were clear of it. Even when they did bresthe, it stung their lungs and set them gagging
and staggering.

"Achoo! Ow-w-w!"
Monk squawled. "Tak about your—achoo! Ouch—tear gas!"

THEY sped ahead. The uproar had aroused the entire interior of the giant, fantastic satue in thejungle.
Men and women were crying out. A low, undulating moan began to fill the passages and chambersinsde
the one man. It wasthe alarm.

But the guards did not follow them.

"They have no way of passing through theirritating dust without being harmed,” Doc guessed aoud.
"They will haveto take another route in ther pursuit.”

"That iswhat happened,” the missionary agreed. "But where, brother, now that our plan of catching Aug
and O’ Ned unawares hasfailed, are we going to betake ourselves?'

"The head section.”

"Their infidel temple—the quarters of the custodians, Ki and Z?'
"Right," Doc said. "Do you know the way?"

"Very wdl indeed.”

Doc sad, "Guide my five aids and the rest of the party there!™

Then the bronze man was gone, lost abruptly in the darkness. However, Doc was back again almost



ingantly, asif something had occurred to him.

"Give meyour machine pistols,” he requested of hismen. "They are uselesswithout ammunition.”
Thefive aids handed over their superfirers.

"Isthisevery one of them?' Doc asked. "l want every single one.”

They assured him that he had dl of the machine pistols.

Doc Savage carried the weapons away abruptly into the darkness of the labyrinthine statue interior.

Chapter XVII. SIEGE

WHEN he had left hisaidswell behind, Doc Savage did athing which would have puzzled them, and
maybe worried them alittle,

Doc |ft the supermachine pistols lying in the most public corridor, where they were sure to be found by
the enemy.

The weapons, when there was ammunition for them, wereterrible things. O’ Nedl and Aug and their
gang, having taken Doc’ s equipment cases, would have ammunition for the pistols.

After he had gotten rid of the guns, Doc worked toward the sounds of most excitement. The bronze man
was slenceitsaf, aseusve asashadow.

A running inhabitant of the statue came racing up, and Doc faded into aniche. The runner did not pass;
he was leaped upon, quickly rendered senselesswith the spinal pressure, and relieved of hisleather

apron.

The apron was redly somewhat of acombination trouser, an effective, efficient garment. Certainly, it was
cool, which was more than could be said of the atmosphere.

The bronze man went more boldly now. His skin color somewhat resembled that of the denizens of the
Klantic statue, and once he even managed to run through passages—the corridors were literaly
streets—with agroup.

Therewas agresat din. The strange moaning sound had not |et up, but kept going steadily, like some
drange caf in disiress. It was probably a horn of somekind, adanger signal, an assembly summons.
There was something about it to bring out goose pimples.

In ahuge room—about the chest of the statue—the throng was gathering. Doc deserted the group he
was running with and skirted the crowd. Firebrands were burning around the centra part of the room,
roughly encircling astone rostrum on which anumber of men stood. Unnoticegble ventsin the ceiling
carried the smoke out. Doc watched.

A SQUATTY man with alot of chest, neck and arms stood on the rostrum. He had gold hair, but it was
coarse and stood up as straight as wire. He wore aleather gpron, and two cartridge belts, crossed, and
two holgters holding automeatic pistols.

Hewaved his arms and howled.

"l am Aug!" hewastrying to tell them. "I am the man of iron! | am the man who should be the custodian



of the secret of Klantic! Y ou need an iron man for that job!"

He went on to tell them more about the job being one for an iron man, and how muchiron hehadin his
system. He gave examples. Mostly, they were hunting episodes, such asthetime he had throttled ajungle
leopard, and the time he had tied knotsin a snake as big, he expressed it, as his own chest. It must have
been a pretty big snake. He looked tough.

He could talk, too. The crowd listened, and while some of the older ones did not seem much impressed,
the younger ones, the oneswho till thought about their bodies agood dedl, kept their mouths open and
took itin.

Doc Savage had grest difficulty following the monologue, for it wasin ancient Egyptian, very unlike
modern Egyptian, which the bronze man could speek fluently.

Doc had learned it from afamous scholar, who had assured him that scientists had puzzled it out,
guessing at some of the sounds. They had, it seemed, guessed wrong, or the language as spoken here
had changed sometime.

Doc kept hisflake gold eyesroving, and before long discovered an O’ Ned patriot. The fellow wore a
leather gpron, but his features gave him away. These natives were finer, more aristocratic, athough not so
much so asKi and Z. The patriot looked like an idiot in comparison.

The patriot seemed to have something on hismind. He listened, or rather, watched the crowd, for it was
evident that he had no idea of exactly what was being said. But he knew the effect that Aug and his chief
were gtriving for, and he seemed satisfied.

The man left the crowd, sdlected atorch from a pile of the brands, and applied the end of it to asmal fire
which burned near by for that purpose. Thefirebrands were kept in pilesal through the smdl city insgde
the Statue.

The patriot strode aong boldly, and joined two more of hisfellows.

The latter two had been watching a huge pile of arplane parts—and the metal cases which held Doc
Savage s stores. The material wasin aroom which was closed with aclumsy sort of door. They were
trying to get the door, which was of stone, shut, when Doc Savage hit it.

Theimpact of the bronze man’s charge carried him ingde.

THE patriots were corkful of confidence, and s0 it was a minute before they got themsel ves organized.
Before one of them got himsalf organized, rather. For in the space of a hasty breeth, Doc Savage had
used afigt, aknee, the other fist, and two of them were down, not entirely sensdless, but unable to make
much noise.

The survivor tried to yell and fight. He did not do avery good job &t either. The yell fizzled when Doc
gathered hisfacein one hand. Hisfist blowslanded. But they damaged little except skin. The man looked
utterly scared. The bronze man’s body was like meta in more than looks.

The fellow kept the utterly scared look on his face after he became senseless. The paraysiswhich Doc
inflicted by expert pressure sometimes did that. The victims kept the same expressons on their faces.
Sometimes they kept the same thought in their mind throughout, too.

The three patriots disposed of, Doc Savage whipped to one of the equipment cases.



The case holding the ammunition supply for the machine pistolswasin front, plainly marked, and open,
but Doc ignored that. The case he chose bore another number, and when he opened it, it held
harmless-looking tin canslabeled "coffee.”

The case had been opened—the lock was broken on it aswell as on the others. O'Ned and Aug must
have searched everything. Probably it had been an interesting search.

Doc Savage carried an armload of the canswhich said, "coffee,” when he left the room. He was more
careful now. Most of the population of the strange city seemed gathered in the big council room. That
madeit easer.

The stone walls were nowhere less than three feet thick, and in many spots, much more massive. Severd
times, Doc Savage paused to examine closdly the construction of the place.

The stones, giant blocks, were fitted together with a surprising accuracy. Stone artisans and masons must
have worked over each piece paingtakingly.

The bronze man joined his companions without any greet difficulty. They werewaiting in the section
ingde the head of the great Klantic statue.

They were not exactly comfortable.
"We haven't got asingle gun,” Renny complained. "Thefirgt time they rush us, we're sunk.”
Doc Savage sad, "Wait here.”

The bronze man il carried his" coffee” cans. He went back, and along the passages close to the head,
he distributed the cans. He put them in spots where they were not likely to be found. And he made sure
that at |east one can wasin each passage.

Again, hejoined hisaids and the rescued prisoners. They had gathered in a perfectly round stone room
which was bare of any decoration, either carving or painting, of any kind.

Hoating in the air in the middle of the room was astone statue.

THE statuein the air was of some bright black stone, and it was aman, dressed in aleather apron. The
man was short of stature, broad, and he had the same remarkabl e intelligent-looking features that the rest
of the Klantic dwellers had.

"That isthe origina Klantic, or astatue of him," said the missonary. "When thered Klantic returnsagain,
in the body of some mortal man, that statue will crumbleto pieces.”

The statue hung inthe air, motionless. It was not as expressionless as statues usudly are. The artisan who
had made this one had been amaster. The figure of the stone thing leaned forward, and it managed to
wear an actua expression of intense concentration and expectancy, al focused on the door.

"Kindalooks asif the stone guy was expectin’ somebody to come through the door,” Monk offered.
Renny, the engineer, boomed, "What gets me iswhat keepsthe thing hanging thereintheair!”

The missonary lifted hiseyes pioudy.

"They told me," he said, "that it was suspended there by the spiritud strength of the origind Klantic. That,



of course, isan inferna lie. They never did let me close enough to have agood look."
"There s nothing to stop us now,” Renny boomed, and advanced.

For along time, he peered up at the statue. He shaded his eyes. Finally, he removed his coat and tossed
it upward. The coat hit something above the statue and fell back.

"Thin metal threads, the exact color of the celling and walls, support it," Renny said, loudly. "Well, there's
no hocus-pocus about that."

Monk squinted at the statue.
"You say, if anybody crumplesthat, they get this secret of Klantic?' the homely chemist asked.
"Exactly,” sad themissonary.

"Sort of aGordian knot, only more so, eh?' Monk struck an attitude of amagician about to say "presto
chango" and bring arabbit out of ahat or an egg out of abag just proven empty. "Statue, crumble!” he
commanded dramatically.

There was asquedling and a squeaking and scampering and into the chamber popped the two pets,
Habeas and Chemidtry.

"Well," Monk grinned. "l get some results, anyway."
Helooked at the statue. It had not crumbled.

Severa men ydled far away through the passages. Women shrieked. A modern automatic pistol made
banging noises. They could tdll it was an automatic because it fired seven times very rapidly, and they
knew some of O’ Ned’ s patriots carried automatics which held seven cartridges.

"Sounds like they’ re comin’ thisway!" Monk muttered. " Somebody must’ ve seen usin herel”

Hewaswrong. That became gpparent when the noise of howling, angry men and shrieking equdly angry
women came nearer, and two running figures suddenly appeared.

Therunners were the ederly Ki and golden-haired Z. Ki was taking the long strides of a distance runner,
and Z short ones of a sprinter. They were making about equa time.

"Back," Doc directed. "Do not let them know we are here, or they may not comein.”

They would probably have come in anyway, because the girl looked at Doc Savage, and showed digtinct
relief.

"Closethe doord!" she ordered. "Aug talked the rest of them into turning against us! They're going to
take away our jobs as keepers of the secret of Klantic!”

DOC SAVAGE closed the door because he had planned to do so anyway. There was an opening in the
door, in the nature of awindow, but with no glass, of course, through which they could observe what
happened outside. There was ahalway of considerable size outside the door.

Renny ran about borrowing coats, and making a bundle of them. He stuffed the bundle into the window.



"That’ sto keep any of thosetricky arrowsfrom comingin,” he explained.

Ham, who had not hit it off with Z so well from the first, was eying the young woman caudtically.
"What was wrong with your custodianship that they objected to?" he asked.

"Nothing," said the girl.

Ham looked asif he didn’'t believe that.

Thegirl snapped, "Y ou dect apresdent for your United States every four years, don't you?'
"Yes" sad Ham, "but what—"

"Did you ever have one elected that didn’t catch the devil, asyou expressit, before histerm in office was
out?'

Ham squinted at the young woman, wondering how she had learned so much about American palitics.

"Oh, some of the Americans heretold me," she explained. "The same thing has happened to my father
and mysdf. They' reamply tired of us. Everybody getstired of anything. They’ll get rid of us, and later
on, they’ll wish they hadn’t done anything about it."

"Right now, it'sAug?' Ham asked.
"Yes" shesad.

"Wel fix Aug," Ham told her, but as he said it, he had no idea how they would fix Aug, or even keep
Aug from fixing them. Ham just felt that he should suddenly say something encouraging to the girl,
because she was redlly quite aremarkable young woman, and he was abruptly fedling sorry for her.

They looked about for wegpons. Ki and his daughter, it seemed, had half a dozen bows and severd
quivers of arrows, al fitted with the strange toad-stool-dust points.

"Who among you can use abow and arrow?" Z wanted to know.
"Me" said Monk. "I’'majack of al trades.

Ham gtarted to make some crack about that, but there was afresh burst of shouting outside. The
inhabitants of Klantic were evidently starting acharge.

Chapter XVIII. THE KLANTIC

DOC SAVAGE had been busy with Monk’ s pocket |aboratory—really a collection of certain basic
chemicals—and he had mixed, in aglass bottle, avile-looking concoction.

"Open the door," he requested.

Long, bony Johnny opened the door. Doc threw his bottle of mixture through. He threw it very hard, so
that it broke ashort distance in front of the oncoming horde.

Resultswere gratifying. The charge stopped. Angry ydls grew pained. Howls and squawls arose.
Bedlam. Milling. Hight.



"I’ll be superamalgamated!" said Johnny, inamildly pleased voice. "That was ashort battle. What did
you throw & them, Doc?"

"Some of Monk’s chemicas," Doc explained. "The fumes stung their eyes and made their skinsitch. It
was harmless, but something new, and they fled. They will be back.”

"We can keep them off again with another dose of the stuff,” Johnny suggested.
"That," Doctold him, "wasdl of it."

Bony Johnny, scratching his head and fiddling with his monocle, walked over to thin old Ki, and
addressed him in English—small words.

Ki, it developed, could spesk English. In fact, as Johnny speedily discovered, Ki was as much of a
mental wizard as was the young woman, Z.

Johnny sought out Doc.

"Thisfellow Ki seemsto have the same remarkable type of mentality possessed by that girl," he said. "'l
can't understand it. | wonder if these people are dl asbrilliant asthat? If so, why haven’t they advanced
farther in scientific directions than they have? Why are they here?’

Doc said, " Suppose we seeif the girl will answer your questions.”

THEY went over to Z. The ravishing young lady had been using her spare time to admire Doc’ s unusua
physique. She colored alittle, but Doc appeared not to notice.

"Y ou have not been very good at answering questions,” the bronze man told her. "Have you reformed
yer?

"Wdl," shesaid, "you seem to be helping us. That changesthings, doesit not?"
It gpparently did, but Doc did not comment.

"These people here are Egyptians of an ancient strain?' he asked. "They are the descendants of the
picked forty men and women whom the Pharaoh Klantic took with him when he vanished out of Egypt
about a hundred years preceding the dynasty of Pharaoh Tut-Ankh-Amen."

"Yes'" sadthegirl.
"I’ ll be superamal gamated!" Johnny burst out. "Where did you get that information, Doc?"

"You are an archaeologi<t,” Doc told him. ™Y ou have heard of the Egyptian Pharaoh Klantic, have you
not?'

"Yes," Johnny admitted. "Very little history of Klantic isavailable, for some reason or other. Hewas
apparently gresatly feared or considered a hoodoo, or something. At any rate, it is known that he picked a
score of the most remarkable women, and an equa number of his most perfect men, and took a number
of boats, hislargest Nile craft, manned them with many daves, and sailed away. And that wasthe last of
him.

"I have one of the few tabletsin existence bearing the story of Pharaoh Klantic. It happensto be just one
among agrest many tablets, most of them more important historicaly. | am acollector of Egyptian relics,



you know. | had dmost forgotten thisone.”
Johnny hesitated at the end of thislong-winded explanation, then shook his head.

"My tablet,” he said, "refersin some way to a strange power which thisKlantic had. The nature of the
power isnot stated. | never took much stock init. Just passed it off asamistake in trandation on my

part.

"The power of Pharaoh Klantic wasred," the girl said levelly. "He found a secret. It was such an
incredible secret that he fled the civilized world of that day, in order that none might seize and misuseits
fabulous power."

"What wasit?"

"Let metell you therest of the Sory firdt,” the girl said.

There was arumbling and muttering of voices outside.

"| think they’re gettin’ ready to rush us out there," Monk cdled.

"Watch," Doc directed. "When it looks asif they’ re about to make the rush, cal me."
"Righto.”

THE girl said, "Klantic, histwenty strongest men and his twenty most beautiful women—" She stopped
and reddened dightly again. "There were really more than twenty women, because Pharaoh Klantic
brought aong some extrawives—they dl, together with the daves, findly reached South America, and
sailed up the Amazon. They reached this spot.”

She paused. The yelling outside was getting more ominous.

"Pharaoh Klantic's daves built this reclining likeness of their magter,”" she continued. "Rather, the daves
and their descendants, for the work took many generations, and Pharaoh Klantic's descendants carried
on."

"l see,”" Johnny said, dryly. " Some of those old Egyptians had great ideas. Take the pyramids. A bigger
pile of usdessness, | can't think of."

Thegirl drew hersdf up.

"Thisstatue," she said, "had its purpose. It wasto receive the secret of Klantic, and keep it, until the
world had progressed to such a point where the secret would be safe in the hands of the average man.

"When that day comes, Klantic isto return, his spirit occupying the body of some morta from the outer
world. When that one arrives'—she paused and pointed at the dangling statue—"the statue will crumble
to dust before him. By that sgn will the spirit of Klantic be known.”

"We heard about that," Johnny told her. "What we want to know iswhat this secret is, anyhow."

"My father and mysdf are the custodians,” the girl said. "We done know whereit is. It is hidden. When
the reincarnation of the great Pharaoh Klantic comes, and crumblesthe statue, we will produce the
secret.” She stopped, added, "We are descendants of Klantic.”



Ham, who had been listening in, came over and said, "This al soundslike a pretty tall story to me!™

"If such a statue asthis should be unearthed in Egypt, it would not be considered so incredible!™ Johnny
snapped. "This statue is not much larger than the Sphinx, and certainly smdler than any pyramids.”

Ham shrugged, "All right, big words. It' sdl perfectly ordinary. It could have happened in Missouri."
Johnny ignored the sarcasm. He turned to the girl.
"Just what isthis Secret of the Pharaoh Klantic?' he asked.

"The Pharaoh Klantic," the girl replied, "invented amethod of devel oping the human brain until it had
incredible power."

THAT was surprising enough to get astartled silence of several seconds' duration.
"Y ou mean that any stupid man could be made brilliant?" Johnny demanded.

"That iswhat the secret of Klantic can do,” said thegirl. "Not only brilliant—mentally overwheming. The
power of the thing surpasses anything your imaginations conceive. Y ou have seen how | make you think
as| wish? How | influence your opinions? How | can even make impressionable subjects see things
which are not there?"

"We saw that," Johnny admitted thoughtfully.

"All right,” the girl said. "Think of what an unscrupulous person can do with that power. The human brain
becomes so developed that it will register the thoughts of others, and you can make others do exactly as
you wish. They will be helpless. Y ou will not haveto useforce. You just think—and they do it!"

"Canyoudo al of that?'

She shook her head. "I have never taken any of the compound. My powers were inherited from my
ancestors, and they are not nearly equa to those which Pharaoh Klantic gave himself with the secret.”

"Compound?' Johnny interposed.

Shenodded. "It isamixture which istaken asfood is taken."

"And it Il make any stupid fellow bright?"

"ltwill."

Ham, somewhat skeptical about the whole thing, and cynical, as he awayswas, cdled out dryly.
"Monk," he said, "WE re hearing about something that may be your sdvation.”

Monk ignored him. The homely chemist had an eye fixed to the aperture in the door, and he was tense.
Evidently the mob outside was getting ready to charge.

"We retrapped here," the girl said. "Thereis no escape from this room, except by the routewhichis
blocked."

Johnny put her back on the subject of the secret of Pharaoh Klantic.



"Y ou people have lived here for centuries?’ he asked.

"Under the drict ruleslaid down by Pharaoh Klantic," she responded. "Always, it has been managed to
keep the existence of the place from getting to the outside world."

"Whereisthis secret?"
She shook her head. "Only the one who crumbles the statue will ever know."

"All right,” Johnny said. "But tell me more about it. Will it make any man have mental powers beyond
your own?'

"Any man," said the girl. "Providing, of course, that the brain is not diseased, or the person anidiot.”
"That letssMonk out,” Ham decided doud. "He Il never be helped.”
Monk, who probably didn’t hear that, yelled, "They’ re coming, Doc!"

Doc ran to the door. The charge had started.

DOC SAVAGE wrenched at the door, got it open, and sprang outside.
"Get some flashlight beams and torchlight on me!™ he ordered swiftly.

The light was put on him. It brought out his remarkable physique, and emphasized particularly the
unafraidness of his attitude. Helifted hisarms, and so imposing was the picture that he presented that the
mob stopped.

Or perhaps they knew they had him cornered, and thought it wouldn't hurt to stop and hear what he had
to say.

What he had to say was short.

"For your own good, do not rush us" he caled, and the reverberations of his powerful, trained voice
probably carried throughout the greet statue.

These descendants of Pharaoh Klantic—and probably his daves—were not tall people, and over their
heads, Doc could spot El Liberator O’ Ned, hismen, and Aug. They were al together in acompact
body, and toward the front of the crowd.

They had armed themsdaves with Doc’ s supermachine pistols.
Doc repeated hiswarning.
"Torush us" hecdled, "will mean death to many, if not al of you!"

They didn’t carefor that. It was not what they expected, was not an offer to dicker for atruce, or—this
would have been best of al—apleato be spared.

Doc whipped back inside the door a shade ahead of avolley of arrows with dust-bag points. The arrows
made poppings as they burst against the stone door.

"Whew!" Monk gasped. "' barely got these coats jammed in the hole in the door in time!™



Old Ki ydled, "We are doomed!" in English.

"Not aslong aswe havelife," the missionary told him.
Doc rapped, "Get down! Closeto thewalld"

"What?' some one among the freed prisoners exploded.
"Crouch againg thewald" Doc cdled. "In amoment—"

It was sooner. The door fell in; the walls shook and pieces dropped off; the floor changed and became
lessleve, and an enormous quantity of dust and noise came from everywhere.

Thefirg crash did not end it. A rumbling, roaring, grinding followed. Faling stone. Shifting sone. The
humans caught outside made awful noises. Groans. Cries. Sobs. These sounds went on asif they were
never intended to stop.

DOC SAVAGE cdled, "Any one hurt?'
"One man crushed back here" Long Tom shouted. "Piece of thewall fell on hislegs. HE Il livel”
Monk came scuttling to Doc’ s side. "What on earth happened?”

"Remember, before we left New Y ork on that cruise ship, each of you turned in his supermachine pistol
at headquartersto have anew grip applied?’ Doc asked.

"Sure, but what—"

"That grip was made of acomposition containing aradioactive substance,” Doc told him. "The origind
purpose was to make it easier to locate these deadly wegponsiif they were stolen. Y ou know that we
have detectors which can locate radioactive materias at great distances.”

Monk said, "1 ill don’'t see!™
"What happens when aradioactive materia is brought near acommon e ectroscope?’ Doc asked.
"The eectroscope leaves fly apart, if properly charged.”

"All right," the bronze man said. "If you attach one eectrica wireto one leaf, and another wireto a
contact which the leaf touches when it opens, the result isthe closing of an éectric circuit, which can be
used to explode abomb. The actud arrangement was a bit more complicated, but—"

"Blazes!" Monk said, "I remember you making up them bombs. Put them in what |ooked like coffee cans,
didn't you?'

Renny, who had gotten to the door, taken alook out into the corridor, and was now approaching, said,
"It looksasif O’'Ned, Aug and their crowd were leading the charge.”

"Any of them dive?' Doc asked.

"I’m going out to see.”



Chapter XI1X. THE GOLDEN KNOT

RENNY could have saved histime, and spared himself agory sight. The neck portion of the statue of
Klantic had been made of extralarge blocks, and they had al come down.

They found El Liberator O’ Nedl, Aug, and the others several days later, after agreat ded of hard labor
and engineering ability had been expended moving the stones.

"They just missed being grease spots,” explained Monk, who was abit calous at times.

The shift in attitude of the other dwellersinsde the great statue of Pharaoh Klantic was remarkable. Or
perhapsit was general ship on Doc Savage' s part. The bronze man urged Ki and the girl, Z, to step out
and assart their authority immediately.

Results had been everything desired. Those of the ringleaders who survived were even put in dungeons
by the others, at the girl’s command.

Doc Savage and hisaids, having disposed of O’ Nedl and his killers—that they had died was not of
Doc’s choosing, for his attempt to prevent them rushing had been a genuine effort—began to have
thoughts of leaving.

They asked many questions, but gave up finding the secret of Klantic when they discovered it could only
be accomplished by violence.

"After al, it belongsto these people,” Doc explained. "We can hardly play the part of pirates.”
"Then we'll leave here soon?' Monk wanted to know.
"As soon as we can assembl e the planes which Aug and O’ Nedl dissembled,” Doc agreed.

They started work on the planes. It was promptly ordered stopped. They became aware of a
complication.

They were not going to be permitted to leave!

"THAT isahdl of anote!" Thisfrom big-worded Johnny, who, while he might shetter the dictionary,
rarely used profanity.

Therewas naturaly agreat deal of argument. Doc and hisaids put up avery logica case why they should
be permitted to leave. But they were not met with logic in return. They were met with the smple
statement that they would not be permitted to leave, and that was that.

News of the existence of the secret of Pharaoh Klantic must never reach the outer world—until the
reincarnation cameto get it, first crumbling the statue.

Doc Savage said, "But is not every newcomer given his chance to crumble the statue?”
"Absolutely,” said Z and Ki together.
"1," Doc told them, "have not had mine."

Z smiled at him sweetly. She had failed to make much headway with the bronze man thusfar, and she
was daily becoming more determined, it appeared.



"Y ou think you can crumble the statue?’ she asked.

"Y ou yourself said the reincarnated one might never know his power until he confronted the statue,” Doc
reminded.

So they led him into the big statue room, which had been repaired somewhat. What happened next was
something that the bronze man’ sfive aids remembered for along time.

Doc stood under the Statue, after approaching it with ameasured, solemn stride. He seemed to be
engaged in deep thought. This mood increased, until there was a Strange tensity in the way he stood. He
seemed gripped by some ethera power.

Histrilling sound came into being, and ran up and down itsfantastic scae rapidly. Hisarmsbeganto rise.
They were giff. The fingers were distended. The arms arose faster. The hands came together with a
distinct clap over the bronze man’s head. He stood there.

The statue of Klantic began to come apart!
A few particlesfdl off at first. Then they came awvay morerapidly. A stream of them followed.
Findly, the whole remnant of the satue fell to thefloor, and burst into asmdl pile of dark dust.

There was utter sllence for along moment. Then agreat cry went up.
"The Pharaoh Klantic hasreturned!”

The day or two that followed was extremely hectic. They tried to set Doc up in the style of a Pharaoh,
and it seemed the Pharaoh had lived very luxurioudy indeed.

In the present case, one of the luxuries, it devel oped, was to be attractive Z. The new Pharaoh Klantic
was supposed to take her for wife. Every one supposed he naturally would. Doc was conducted half
through an ancient Egyptian marriage ceremony before he discovered what it was.

He got it stopped and got out of it by declaring the ceremony was not grand enough to befit the new
Pharaoh Klantic.

In the meantime, Monk wasthe first to try out the dark-red powder which was the secret of
Klantic—the compound supposed to give the one who used it astimulated brain devel opment.

The old man, Ki, and the girl, Z, had produced the red stuff from under the templefloor, near where the
statue had hung. The powder, they said, was all that was left and which had been handed down through
the centuries. Therewas no formula

"Chemicd andysswill show usits content,” Doc said.
But Monk wanted to try it first. He took some and awaited results.

"But how could the stuff work?' Ham muttered thoughtfully, eying his arch-antagonist Monk asif he
feared he might devel op into too much to handle.

"Itispossible” Doc sad. "It may be merdy astimulant. Body glands, the thyroid for instance, are made
large or smdl by either too much or not enough of certain substances.”

They dl watched Monk anxioudy.
"What," Ham asked him findly, "Isit doing to you, Monk?*



"It sgiving meabely achel” Monk grimaced.

That, it eventualy developed, was dl the secret of Klantic was good for.

DOC SAVAGE and hisaids had no trouble, now, assembling the planesin the nearest jungle clearing.

They did not explain that the secret of Klantic had, if it was ever of any value, become worthless by being
kept for centuriesin such aclimate. In fact, they were never sure about the secret. Chemica anadlysistold
them nothing. The ingredients were too far deteriorated.

Doc managed to leave Z behind, after some argument.

Their plane—they dl rodein one craft, and planned to send back othersfor such of the prisonersas
desired to leave—took the air.

Only then did Doc Savage clear up something that had been puzzling hisads. He had kept it to himsdlf
thusfar.

"Just how did that statue happen to crumble?' Monk wanted to know.
"Remember the Gordian knot?' Doc asked.

"Sure. It was aknot and the guy who separated the two pieces of rope which were tied together was
supposed to become the ruler of the world, or something.”

Doc said, "Thefdlow who finaly separated the ropes used atrick. He cut them with his sword.”
"Huh!" Monk exploded. "Y ou don’t mean to tell me you used—"

"A trick," Doc agreed. "During my first escape from the dungeon, | managed to locate your pocket
chemical case. We had dready heard about this statue, remember? It seemed like agood ideato have a
look at it at thetime."

Doc paused.
Monk said, "I beginto seealight.”

"The stone was of atype which could be dissolved, or its binding structure dissolved, with certain
chemicals,” Doc went on. "Once it was soaked with these chemicals, it was only necessary to tosson a
concentrated bit of the chemica to complete the disintegration.”

"Oh!" Monk said. "Y ou did that last when you threw your handsup inthe air!”
The homely chemist sat there and thought about it for awhile.
"That," he chuckled findly, "iswhat | call taking care of the Gordian knot."

Ham, who aways disagreed with Monk whether he was right or wrong, snapped, "At least they didn’t
have monkeys around in those times to give them headaches with their looks!"

"Y ou—you shyster lawyer!" piped Monk. "I’ll tear you apart! I'll—"
Ham, dodging a swinging fist, proceeded to defend himself as best as he could with his sword cane.



"Monk’ s sure aterror when he getsgoing,” boomed Renny. "1 wonder if them two will ever stop

fighting?"

THEEND



