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Chapter I. THE CITY THAT WASNOT THERE

I'T was remarkable that anything Ben Brasken did should astound the world.

Ben Brasken waswhat is sometimes called "a poor fish." This had no connection with hisbeing asailor.
He was meek, abused, and did not have many manly qualities of the hairy-chested kind. He was short.
Hewasthin. He had never won afight, athough he had had several. He was as poor as a church mouse,
and somewnhat resembled one. Not that he went to church. They did not have a church on the Benny
Boston. All they had was grease, heat, smell, hard work and ahard skipper and afirst mate with bucko

leenings

Ben Brasken had one quality. It wasthis one thing that got himinto all histrouble. And got some other
people into theirs. Which aso caused some heads to turn gray, and afew peopleto die.

To say nothing of theincredible chain of thingsit started happening.

A dreamer, this Ben Brasken. Not a student. Not awise man. Heread alot, though. Most of hisreading


G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
http://www.blackmask.com

was smple stuff about heroes who were everything Ben Brasken was not. None of it was deep. What he
read went in one eye and out the other. At any rate, he was kind of adumb cluck.

Mogt of thetime, he dreamed. He would stop and lean on his shovd and go off in reveries until
somebody threw achunk of coa at him. Ben Brasken was afireman on the Benny Boston. The Benny
Boston wasasmall tramp freighter, nearly as old as Ben Brasken, who was not a young man any more.
It was awonder the Benny Boston got by the inspectors.

Ben Brasken' s dreams worried nobody but his employers, and didn’t worry them much, because Ben
Brasken wasn't worth worrying about. He was paid his not-very-good keep—ahammock in the
creaking fo'c's'le, and afew of Uncle Sam'’ sdollars each month, avery few.

Not that Ben Brasken waswhat isvarioudy called agoop, anut, batsin his belfry, or strange. Not a bit
of it. Ben Brasken was just apoor failure of asailor man who got hisjoy out of life by standing around,
or going off in some corner where he was done, and dreaming. They were light, harmlesslittle dreams
about Rolls Royces, penthouses, mints of money, and pretty girls. Just things he had seen in the movies.

An understanding of Ben Brasken, the kind of sailor man he was, is necessary to understand the fantastic
things he started happening.

SOON after Ben Brasken shipped for hisfirst voyage on the sea-going coffin, Benny Boston, he knew
something waswrong.

The other sailors. They stood around in knots. When Ben Brasken, who was a sociable mousein aquiet
way, came up to them, they would stop talking and split up. They had a secret among them, and didn’t
want to shareit.

Rough sess, agtinking tub of aship, and hard work are wonderful ice-breakers where conversation is
concerned, though. On the eleventh day out of San Francisco, destination New Guinea and other South
Seasidands, asailor told Ben Brasken what waswhat. The sailor had just polished off apint he had
smuggled aboard in San Francisco, but that was of no importance.

In truth, Ben Brasken did not give the story the credence he should have. He thought it was allittle goofy.
"Say, what' s the big secret around here?' Ben Brasken asked.
Y ou see, his conversation was perfectly rationd.

"Ah, it'ssomethin’ most of us figure we saw on thelast voyage," explained the sailor. "The skipper got
mad and said he'd beach any sailor he caught talkin® about it. The skipper thinks he' s got dignity. He
don’t want to get to be known as one of these captains who sight seamongers.

"Everybody knowsthere ain’'t no seamonsters. Anybody who says he seen oneis either aliar or tryin' to
get hisnamein the papers, the skipper claims. See how it is? The old man don't want people to start
laughin’ at hisboat.”

Ben Brasken was naturally interested. "What did you see?'

The sailor squinted one eye and sucked his upper teeth. "1 ain't sayin’ we saw anythin’. It' swhat we
thought we saw. It was acity.”

"A city?



"Yeah. It was a seq, a night. It was as dark as hell, and everybody knows you can’'t see anythin’ when it
isdark. But these buildin’ sin this city wasthere plain as could be. They showed up kindalike the stuff on
the kind of watchesyou can tdll time by in the dark.”

"A mirage," said Ben Brasken.

"Huh?'

"A mirage. You see‘emin the deserts, and sometimes at sea.”

"It was dark."

"Oh! Then it must have been phosphorescence in the water. Y ou see alot of that in the South Seas.”
"Thiscity waskindaup inthe sky."

Ben Brasken scratched his head. He was baffled. "Where was this?"

"Two hundred miles off the New Guinea coast.”

"That was kinda queer, wasn't it?' Ben Brasken said, after aminute. "How do you explain it?’

"Well, the skipper said it must be somebody on another boat throwin’ amagic-lantern picture on acloud.
He said they use powerful magic lanterns and throw advertising pictures and stuff on cloudsin New Y ork
and placeslikethat."

"Of coursel" exclamed Ben Brasken. "That explainsit.”
The other snorted. "1t don’t explain how we al knew the name of the city was Ost."
"Youwhat?'

"Everybody who saw the city knew it was called Ost. Don't ask me how. We can’t figureit out. Y et
somehow, every man knew it was Og."

"That' sfunny.”

"It get till funnier when you know therean’t no city named Og."
"Therean't?'

"No, thereain't. Welooked on all the charts."

Ben Brasken was not without a sense of humor. He did not believe in such spooky tales. He was sure
fortune tellers were fakes, mediums were hoodoos, and anybody who believed in spiritualism was only
kidding himsdlf. So Ben Brasken burst out laughing.

"How’'d you like abust in the snoot?' growled the other, offended.
That put anend toit.

Until, of course, Ben Brasken disappeared at sea.

WHEN Ben Brasken was missed, and the cry, "Man overboard!" rang through the ancient Benny



Boston, it wastoo late for there to be any hope.

Anyway, every one aboard wasin something of adither, because the glowing city in the sky had been
seen again. The watch below, loitering on the murky foredeck, discovered it firdt.

A sallor ran to get the skipper, whose name was Captain Smooth, aname, incidentally, which did not fit
him.

The sailor met Ben Brasken in acompanionway, and shouted, "We' re seein’ that thing again!™
"I know it," Ben Brasken replied. "I am on my way there now."

That wasthe last they saw of Ben Brasken on that voyage. A rain squal hit the old steamer afew minutes
later, and while arain squdl is nothing to agood ocean freighter, when one blew down on the Benny
Boston, things had to be watched. All hands were busy for awhile, and they stopped seeing the city.

They missed Ben Brasken. They searched thefo' ¢’ S | e, the other places where he might logicaly be, and
didn’t find him.

The sailor who had met Ben Brasken on the companion got to thinking.

"He said he was on hisway there," the seaman muttered. "Holy ladders! | wonder if he meant hewason
hisway to that city?| thought he meant he was headed for the deck to have alook.”

Captain Smooth ordered the Benny Boston hoveto. They laid there the rest of the night, the vessdl
rolling, and some of the men became seasick. Y es, sailors get seasick.

The day dawned bright and clear. Therewas no city in sight. There was just alot of ocean.
They did not find poor Ben Brasken.

They sailed on to Melbourne, Audtraia, which was asfar asthey went. In Mebourne, the story got out,
and the newspapers ate it up. Captain Smooth got a cable from his ownerstelling him to cut out such

idiocy.
When they returned to San Francisco, some enterprising reporters got the first mate tight, and the front
pages carried his remarks.

Captain Smooth was carpeted, the Benny Boston got anew first mate, and became an old-fashioned
hell-ship on the leg back to Mebourne. It helped alittle when they didn’t see the strange city.

But they saw the city when three hundred miles off the New Guinea coast, enroute back to San
Francisco.

And they found Ben Brasken climbing aboard the Benny Boston in the open sea, carrying an iron block.

BEN BRASKEN hauled himsdf over therail, and stood, clothesleaking water, holding his piece of iron.
The rope up which he had climbed was aline which trailed overside and down into the water.

Thefirgt two sailorsto see Ben Brasken lit out running, reached thefo'c's le and didn’t say aword. They
thought they had seen aghost.

And why not? Ben Brasken had vanished quite some time ago in the open sea, and here he was climbing



aboard again! On the face of the thing, it was absolutely impossible.

Captain Smooth, when Ben Brasken was brought before him, took three fingers of rum in awater glass,
athough he was not a drinking man. Before he said aword, Captain Smooth looked for along time at
the sailor who had done theimpossible.

A different Ben Brasken stood before him, yet it was the same man, or a shadow of the same man.

Ben Brasken was emaciated, so thin that the shape of histeeth actualy showed under his cheeksand lips
when his mouth was closed. His eyeswere burning coals.

Water ran off him and made a pool on the old rug in the captain’s cabin.
Captain Smooth looked at Ben Brasken's piece of iron.

The piece of iron was|essthan afoot long, lessthan haf that wide, alittle lessthick than it was wide, and
had akind of handle fastened to one flat side. The other flat 5de was smooth.

In generd, it wasrather like an oversizeflatiron of the old-fashioned kind that had to be heated on the
cookstove. Except that it had squarish ends.

When Captain Smooth got avoice, he pointed at theiron and asked, "What' s that?"

"An ordinary piece of iron," Ben Brasken replied hollowly. "But it was touched with the magic of the
mighty Goa, and so with thiskey | was able to wak through the mouth of the caveinto Og."

Captain Smooth swallowed two or three times and squinted at Ben Brasken.
"Where have you been?' he asked.

"O4," Ben Brasken said. "l just told you.”

"How did you get there?"

"l svam."

"How did you get back?"

"l svam.”

"What did you find there, Ben Brasken?"

Ben Brasken shut his eyes and seemed to be thinking.

"l believe" hesad grimly, "the main thing | found wasthe awful terror.”

CAPTAIN SMOOTH sat back, relaxed, and tried to look as gentle as he could. He was suddenly
convinced that he was dedling with a demented man.

"What is Ost?" Captain Smooth asked quietly. "We d like to know al about your experiences, Ben. Is
Ost atown on one of the Japanese idands?'

"No," Ben Brasken replied quickly, "Ost isthe city of the Ostians. The Japs probably never heard of it.
Y ou never heard of it ether, did you?'



"l—I think | saw it in the sky," Captain Smooth said. "It was kind of aglowing color.”

"The buildings were shaped like pyramids?' Ben Brasken asked. "And one of them, the temple of Goa
the mighty, was upsde down?"

Captain Smooth gulped. Asamatter of fact, one of the queer aspects of the city in the sky had been the
gpparent upside-down position of one huge building.

The city, as he and the crew had observed it, had been somewhat vague asto outline, and the exact
detals of the structures did not stand out any too clearly.

"What was this horror you mentioned?' Captain Smooth asked.
Ben Brasken seemed to think again.

"It was soterrible,” he said at last, "that you had better give me timeto think of away to describeit so
youwill understand,”

"That’sdl right, Ben," Captain Smooth said quickly. "Take your time. What else did you see?
"l saw Martin Space.”
"Oh, then the people in Ost are white people, en?”’

"No. Martin Spaceis awhite man. And there was awoman, who was aso white. Therest were
Odians™”

"What do the Ogtians|ook like?"

Ben Brasken had to think over that, too. "1 guess, when | first saw them, | thought of them asthe
Spider-armed men."

IIE.]?I
"The spider-armed men. They have blue bodies, too.”

The skipper suddenly decided he had enough of this. Ben Brasken looked so inhuman that talking to him
was not apleasure,

"Well, wdll, Ben, thisisdl very interesting, and | know | want to hear more about it," he said. "But you
must betired, and now | want you to have agood long rest. Y ou can have acabin dl to yourself, and we
will just lock the door so no onewill be bothering you."

Ben Brasken became animated.

"No, no!" he cried out vehemently. "Y ou must turn and go to Ost at once! That iswhy | am here. | came
to get you to save Ost from the horror!”

"Y ou know that way to Ost?" Captain Smooth asked, interested in spite of his common sense.

"Oh, yes. Come hereand I'll show you."

BEN BRAXTEN went to a porthole and pointed through it.



"There," hesaid. "Y ou can see Ot asplain ascan be.”
There was nothing when Captain Smooth |ooked.

"Sure, sure,” Captain Smooth said gently. "Y ou just go to deep and have arest, and we' || wakeyou
when we anchor a Ost."

Hetook Ben Brasken's elbow.
Ben Brasken looked at him. He jerked his elbow away.

"Don't act that way!" he shrieked. "Y ou think I’'m crazy! You don't believeme! | tell you, I'm assaneas
any man on thisship! You've got to go to Ost. They sent mefor you. They need help. They’ ve got to
haveit!"

"Of course, of course," murmured Captain Smooth. "Don’t get me wrong, Ben. We' Il sail for Og."

Ben Brasken was not fooled. He became araving fiend, and tried to get at the gun Captain Smooth kept
in hisdek.

It took five stout sailorsto lash poor Ben Brasken to astout, padded plank in aspare cabin. Ben
Brasken then fainted. He was very weak, and apparently had been without food for days. They noted
that his hands were skinned, and thick callouses were on the pams. The pamswere also cut and
bruised.

Ben Brasken would eat when he regained consciousness. But when they asked him questions, he only
glared at them, after saying that what was the use, snce they thought him crazy.

When the ship reached San Francisco, they transferred Ben Brasken to the mental ward of ahospital for
observation.

Chapter I1. THE LADY DIRIGIBLE BUYER

THE strange case of Ben Brasken came to the attention of Doc Savage in the shape of atypewritten
report, the first sheet of which was headed:

INCIDENTS POSSIBLY WORTH ATTENTION,
No. 9163. BRASKEN, BEN,
(Sailor who saw phantom city.)

There werealot of other reportswith this one. They covered incidents pretty much al over theworld.
Some of the reports apparently had no meaning. The premier of an obscure European country had
deposited a hundred thousand dollarsin hisbank account. A famous racketeer had been released from
the penitentiary. A scientist had developed an eectrica treatment for curing color blindnessin the human
eye, it wasbelieved.

These reports were made up for Doc Savage by hisfiveaids.

Doc Savage' s headquarters occupied the top floor of New Y ork’ stalest building. He remained there
most of the time, and did not venture out in public, for he had agenuine didike for being noticed.



It was impossible for him to go about without being noticed. He was a bronze giant who made amost
every other man seem small in comparison, athough his muscular development was so symmetrica that
he did not seem such agiant when standing off by himsalf. He had straight bronze hair, alittle darker than
hisskin. But his eyes probably made him more gtriking than any other feature,

They werelike pools of flake gold stirred steadily by tiny winds, and they possessed a penetrating,
amogt hypnotic quality which was quite disturbing, especidly to somebody with aguilty conscience.

Doc had been trained from childhood by scientists. He was a scientific product. He had never had a
norma youth. The result was that he was an amazing personage. The newspapers called him amenta
wizard and amuscular marvel.

Doc Savage read the report about Ben Brasken without showing any emotion.
With Doc in the library of the skyscraper headquarters were two of hisaids.

William Harper Littlgohn, more often called " Johnny," had often been described as being two men high
and haf aman thick. He wore amonocl e attached to hislapel. It was redlly amagnifying glass. Johnny
was an eminent archaeologist and geologist. He had one habit which might some day get him daughtered:
He never used asmal word when he could think of abig one.

Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks was the best-dressed man in America, most persons
admitted. He was d s0 a noted lawyer, and carried a harmless-looking black cane that wasredly a
sword cane. Those who knew him very well, or could outrun him, caled him "Ham." He did not like the
nickname.

Ham had one bad habit: It was Chemigtry, his pet. Chemistry was either an gpe, chimpanzee, gorillaor
baboon, or amixture. Scientists who tried to figure out just what Chemistry was frequently gaveit up and
cdled him thewhat-is-it.

Doc had just put the Ben Brasken report down and waslooking at it when "Monk™ camein, looking very
excited.

MONK was Lieutenant Colonel Andrew Blodgett Mayfair, chemica wizard, owner of apet pig cdled
Habeas Corpus. Monk looked amost exactly like Ham' swhat-is-it, Chemistry, would look likeif he
weighted two hundred and fifty or so pounds.

Monk was indeed excited. He shifted from one stubby, bowed leg to another.
Ham looked at Monk.

"It must be awoman,” Ham said sourly. "Something in skirtsis sure to get that freek of nature all worked
up. Jugt anything in skirtswill do the trick."

Monk looked at Ham. Helooked at Ham asif the latter were afly some one had missed with the
Swétter.

"Y ou shyster!" Monk squeaked, inasmall child’svoice. "Some day I'm gonnacram you dl into one
shoe!"

Doc asked quietly, "What isit, Monk?"'



"A lady to seeyou,"” Monk said. He gazed at the celling ecdtaticaly. "And brothers, isshe classl”
"| told you s0," Ham jeered.
"Show her in," Doc requested.

When the young woman camein, they al got to their feet courteoudy. But Ham sprang forward and, with
gresat politeness, escorted the young woman to Doc and arranged achair for her, elbowing aside Monk,
who glared indignantly.

No one could recal Monk and Ham ever having treated each other with any civility.

She was sort of apocket-edition girl. Not that there wasn’t enough to her to make avision who would
have disturbed any man’sdignity. There definitely was.

Her mink coat was cost and class, and her stockings were so sheer that a second glance was necessary
to be sure she wore any. She had large brown eyes, and her hair was about the color of apecan shell.

She carried her chininthe air, and began to act like a young woman who was accustomed to having men
let her have her own way.

"l am KittrdlaMerrimore," she said.

Monk and Ham exchanged the kind of glances they might have swapped if they had discovered a
harmless-looking butterfly they had been handling was a deadly, venomous moth. They had heard of
"Kit" Merrimore. Indeed, she had more money than any young woman should have.

Two jackleg foreign noblemen had sued her in the courts, claiming she had promised to marry them. She
had started atransatlantic flight. Her pilot had tried to drown them both by diving into the seawhen she
refused to wed him at the end of the flight. She was what is known as dynamite.

"You haveasmadl dirigible, | believe," Kit Merrimoretold Doc Savage.

The bronze man admitted he did have. If Kit Merrimore was having any effect on him, it failed to show.
"I cameto buy your arship,” Kit Merrimore stated flatly.

"For what purpose?' Doc Savage inquired.

"You'll pardon me," the lady hell-raiser retorted, "but that happensto be my business.”

DOC SAVAGE' Sthree ads waited with great interest for whatever might come.

Doc Savage sad nothing after the pretty visitor advised him to keep hisnose out of her affairs, which was
what it amounted to.

The silence gppeared to irk Kit Merrimore. She started tapping the floor angrily with an expensively
custom-shod toe.

"Wdl," she snapped, ""how much do you think your airship isworth?"'
"Itisnot for sde" Doc replied quietly.

"Nonsensal Of courseitis How much?'



Doc Savage rested his metalic hands on the desk. The bronze skin on the hands were smooth and
fine-grained, and the tendons, when movement caused them to spring out, were hard cables nearly as
large as an ordinary man’ sfingers.

"It ssemsyou do not understand,” he said, in adeep, well-controlled voice. "Thedirigibleisaprivate
craft which we had constructed especidly for our own needs. And we would certainly not alow any one
to useit without knowing for exactly what purpose it was intended.”

Kit Merrimore stoe tapped the floor vicioudy.
"Youtak asif you thought | was going to useit to drop bombs on women and children.”
Doc used good judgement. He did not answer thisinvitation for aquarrdl.

The young woman suddenly used a different tack. She had been studying the big bronze man, who was
himself far aoove the average in mae pulchritude. Perhgps this had something to do with it. Kit
Merrimore smiled swestly.

"Please" shesaid, "l redlly do want the airship badly.”

"For what purpose?’ Doc asked bluntly.

"I'mtruly sorry, but | cannot tell you that,”" the young lady replied.
"l am equaly sorry," Doc said. "'Y ou cannot have the airship.”

Kit Merrimore s smile would have stopped awar.

"Mease," she pleaded.

"Y ou haven't achance of vamping meinto it," Doc said.

Kit Merrimore stamped both feet, and her eyeslaunched sparks.
"I demand that you sdll it to mel™ she hissed.

Doc shrugged wearily.

"I’ [l make you wish you had!" the young woman snapped. " Perhaps you don’t know just who | am?”

"Y ou are ayoung woman who was not spanked often enough when she waslittle," Doc Savage replied
earnedtly. "And you have too much money.”

Monk and the others held their breath, mortally certain Doc was going to get hit with thefirst thing the
young lady could get her pretty hands on.

Kit Merrimore did grab for a paper weight. Then something happened. She stiffened. She seemed to
forget al about Doc and her rage.

Her eyes were fixed on the report about Ben Brasken. She could see Ben Brasken' s name. She could
a so see the notation: "Incidents possibly worth attention,” preceding the name.

She moved her brown eyesto Doc Savage. The eyes were wide, amazed, shocked.
"Oh!" shesad. "Oh!"



Doc showed no emotion. He hardly ever showed any, for that matter. But his three aids were dmost as
agtonished as the young woman.

Kit Merrimore looked up from the paper.
"Sotha’'sit!" shesad.
Without another word, she spun and walked out to the place. She seemed in ahurry.

"Monk, Ham," Doc Savage said quietly, "it might be agood ideaiif you checked up on what she does.
Tral her."

Monk and Ham went ouit.
"I'll be superamadgamated!” said tdl, thin Johnny. "An anagrammatica eventuation.”

These words were a sample of why adictionary was necessary to understand Johnny’ s normal speech.
Not for the world would he have stated smply that he was surprised at the puzzling turn events had
taken.

KIT MERRIMORE took an express elevator to the street. The express evatorsin the building were by
no means dow conveyances. Y et Monk and Ham beat her to the street.

They did thisby taking Doc's private speed eevator, alift used only by the bronze man and hisaids, and
one which would not have been passed by the inspectors for public use smply because it operated at
such a speed, that it would have been considered dangerous to individual s with weak physiques.

Monk and Ham hurried out and got in the first taxi they saw. There was a string of cabs at the curb
waiting for fares.

There was aso an enormous gray town car at the curb. Pedestrians turned around and stared at this car,
sometimes running into each other in their absorption. It was avery striking car, streamlined to the last
degree.

A round butterbal of a Chinaman was behind the whedl, and alean, dark, very muscular-looking man
wasintherear.

Monk and Ham waited.

"Theresheis" Monk said. "Even if she does expect to befollowed, she will never suspect we arrived out
in the Street before her.”

Kit Merrimore got into the aristocratic town car. She was biting her shapely lipsin rage.
"Drive up to the park, Two-hit," shetold the Celegtid. "I want to think."

Then she turned and looked at the dark athlete beside her.

"Lupp, everything went wrong," shesaid.

"Yes," sad thedark "Lupp." "What? Wouldn't he sdll usthe airship?”

"Worse. He has been investigating that sailor, Ben Brasken. | saw somekind of areport on his desk.”



Lupp sat up straight at that. Muscles around his mouth bunched.

"Thisisatough bregk!" he said grimly. "I wonder if he knowsthe truth?"

"I don’t know what he knows. | wasn't fool enough to ask him. What are we going to do?
"Don’'t worry, I'll do plenty!" Lupp snapped.

"Y ou had better think twice," the young woman offered. "Doc Savageis not to be taken too lightly. | was
very much impressed by him."

"Savageis quite a handsome chap,” Lupp said, with atrace of acid.

"Handsome men are adime adozen!" retorted Kit Merrimore, who should know. "And furthermore, his
looks have nothing to do with it."

"Of course," Lupp agreed dryly.

"Furthermore,” snapped Kit Merrimore, "if | should fal in love with Doc Savage or anybody else, itisno
concern of yourd™

"Two-hit," the Orienta, said, without turning his head, "It has been said that the mightiest tigers are those
whom the jackasfollow most."

"What do you mean, you fat hesthen?' Kit Merrimore asked.
"Two men," replied Two-hit, "arefollowing us. | have seen them in my rear-view mirror."

Lupp growled, "I’ ll take care of them mighty quick!”

MONK and Ham sat back in their cab, blissfully unaware that they had been discovered by the
sharp-eyed Orienta driver of thetown car.

"Lawyersshould al be shot,” Monk stated firmly. "They’ re what' swrong with this country.”

Ham unshesthed his sword cane and examined asticky substance on thettip.

"I wonder if this Stuff haslogt its strength?" he pondered aoud, and looked at Monk speculatively.
The sticky stuff was adrug which produced unconsciousness when the sword cane pricked avictim.
"You gtick with that," Monk promised, "and I’ ll take you by the neck and wind you up like aclock.”

They continued the quarrel whiletheir quarry led them into Centra Park viathe Sixth Avenue entrance.
The machine carrying Monk and Ham got up to fifty milesan hour.

Then, for no reason immediately apparent, it rocked wildly, jumped the curb, turned Sidewise, went
completely over, and lit in about four feet of water which wasin alagoon beside theroad. It wasvery
fortunate that the cab had an all-steel body and agood one.

Monk yelled. He dways yelled when he got excited. His ordinary voice wasthat of achild, but hisyells
were the bellows of abull.

He kicked about, fought the door. The door was jammed. He batted the glass with apam. It caved.



Monk broke the rest out, and clambered out. He reached back and got Ham by the hair.
"Let’'sgo!" Ham snarled. "I’m not dead yet!"

Monk reached for the driver. At that point, Monk was suddenly conscious of an awful stinging in hiseye.
They began to water. His nose hurt.

Hetook agasping breath, and hislungs and throat began to sting. He bent over in an uncontrollable
paroxysm of coughing.

"I’'mdyin’!" he croaked.

IT was arather sheepish-looking Monk and Ham who presented themsalves at Doc Savage's
headquarters. Ham was adso mad. His natty morning suit—for which he had just paid the city’ s most
exclusvetailor dmost four hundred dollars—had been ruined.

The other two of Doc Savage' slittle group of five aids were in the skyscraper aérie. They were""Long
Tom" and "Renny.”

Long Tom was an undersized, pale specimen, such asickly appearing character indeed that undertakers
could not help fedling awave of prosperity coming when they saw him. He was actualy aman who had
never beenill. Hewas an dectrica genius. Hisfull namewas Mgor Thomas J. Roberts.

Renny was a big, sour-faced man who led theworld in two things: He was probably the greatest living
engineer. And he had bigger fists than any other man. He used them for an aggravating pet diversion of
knocking wooden panels out of doors at the most unexpected moments.

"Holy cow!" Renny rumbled, using avoicethat waslike alion in adeep cave. "What happened?'
Monk’ sgroan could not have been louder if he had lost an arm.

"Tear gas," he sad. "It must have been the kind you squirt out of them little gunsthat work likefire
extinguishers, only you don’t pump ‘em. Anyway, this dame had her car drive fast, and either she or
somebody with her pumped the gas out, and our driver got it and ran off the road into a puddle and
turned over."

"And ruined my clothing!" Ham snapped.

"What about the girl?' Doc asked.

"Oh, her?' Monk shrugged. " Search me. They got away."
"“They?"

"A Chinaman driving her car. He came the nearest to being afull moon as anybody | ever saw. And there
was some kind of aswarthy, athletic-lookin’ guy in the car with her. | never saw ether him or the
Chinaman before.”

Doc Savage said nothing more. But he picked up the report on Ben Brasken, tapped it with ametallic
forefinger, and glanced at gaunt Johnny.

"A plenary chronographica recapitulation,” Johnny said.



"Eh?" Monk said.
"He said that report on Ben Brasken was complete, supid!” Ham told Monk.

"l wish he d learn English,” Monk growled. "And who are you caling stupid, you mud dauber?*

DOC SAVAGE began to speak without emotion.

"It looks asif this Ben Brasken matter was something that could stand alittle of our particular type of
attention,” he stated. "What do you gentlemen think?"

The expectant grins gave him hisanswer.

Doc Savage continued. "Y our first move might be to get aline on Kit Merrimore and her two associates,
the Chinaman and the dark man. Find out whatever you can. Y ou know the best methods to use. One of
you had better remain here to take the reports and assemble them, so that they will be available when |
cdlin"

Monk demanded, "What are you going to do?'
Doc did not seem to hear the question.

The bronze man had an aggravating habit of not seeming to hear queries which, for one reason or
another, he did not desire to answer. This had a connection with his custom of not letting his aids know
what he was doing, frequently, when he worked aone.

Theideawasthat if one of them should be seized, and perhaps tortured into talking, there would be no
information available which would imperil the bronze man or the others.

Renny walked over, camly drew back, and practically demolished the wooden pandl of the library door
with oneof hishugefids.

"Holy cow!" hesad. "Thisaffair kind of interests me dready."

Helooked very gloomy. It was peculiar with him that he looked the saddest when he was the happiest.

Chapter I11. THE SAILOR WHO COULD NOT SWIM

POOR Ben Brasken was il in the wing for mental casesin the San Francisco hospital, and there did not
seem to be much chance of his getting out soon.

A number of more or less eminent psychologists, psychopaths, psychophysicists, and aplain M. D. or
two had examined Ben Brasken. Aswasto be expected, they came up with different idess.

Being puzzled, they expressed themsel ves with five-dollar words which were not only unintelligibleto an
average man, but more or less confusing to each other. The truth was that they hadn’t been able to quite
figure out Ben Brasken.

The hospital was modern, the food good, the nurses easy on the eyes, and the patients had the use of a
croquet court, swimming pool, short golf course—all surrounded by ahigh man-tight, woven-wire
fence—so there was no reason why a poor sailor man with nowhere e se to go should want to leave.



Ben Brasken seemed to have resigned himself. He sat in his chair on the lawn beside the swimming pool,
his favorite spot, most of thetime. It was asif, being a seafaring man, he liked to be near abit of water.

It was there that Ben Brasken received the large, swarthy sailor who cameto visit him. At least, the big
vigitor had alittle white sailor hat perched on the back of histhatch of dark, curly hair.

There was one sriking thing in particular about the visitor: He had one bad eye. It looked exactly like a
large pigeon egg, pink and quite awful. The other eye was protected by apair of colored spectacles
which were minusthe lens over the bad eye.

"Hdllo, Ben, you old swab," said the visitor, when the nurse brought him up.
The nurse, convinced he knew Ben Brasken, departed.
Ben Brasken then muttered, "L ook here, | don't know you!"

"Sureyou don't," said the other, and took a seat cross-legged on the edge of the swimming pool beside
which Ben Brasken's chair was Situated. "'l wanted to talk to you."

"Whatchawant?'

"Look here" grunted the other. "Suppose | knew a sailor, and he was on aboat makin’ the run from
Frisco to Melbourne, and he reached Frisco one time and talked some when he was drunk about seein’
atown of somekind in the ocean. Mind you, the town wasn't there. Then, on the next voyage, supposin’
he disappeared off the ship.”

"Why areyou interested?"

"Supposin’ thisother sailor was my brother.”
"l ain’t your brother! | ain’t got abrother.”
"Nobody said you were or had."

"Oh!" Ben Brasken thought that over. "Y ou mean that you had a brother and that’ swhat happened to
im?"

"Maybe"
"Y ou got a heck of ahindforemost way of sayin’ s0."

The other shrugged. "Did you see any sign of my brother?"

Ben Brasken leaned forward eagerly. " Say, do you redly bdieve I’ m not crazy?'
"Maybe my brother wasn't crazy," the other said.

"Whét was his name?'

"Gulliver Smith"

"l didn’'t see him," sghed Ben Brasken. "The only white people | saw were the man named Martin Space
and the woman."



BEN BRASKEN had been under an intense strain for days. He had known he was considered insane,
and that was enough to worry any man. Now that he had a chanceto talk, heliterally overflowed
conversation. In spite of the latter’ s undeniably hideous appearance. Indeed, the guests' very ugliness
was something that inspired pity, and therefore a certain amount of kindness.

The story Ben Brasken told was almost word for word the same one he had told Captain Smooth, the
hard-boiled master of the ancient hooker Benny Boston. When he came to the mention of the "greeat
horror" he had seen, he did not go deeper into details than that.

"Hold on!" interjected the vidtor. "What was this horror?!
Ben Brasken leaned back and closed his eyes. He seemed to be thinking. He shuddered.

"Totdl thetruth, that iswhat isworrying me," he said. "The strain of that long swim back from Ost
carrying the two iron keys must have been too much for me. The doctors here said | was nearly dead
from exhaustion and lack of food.

"I swam for many, many hours. It must have dulled my mind, or something. A lot of detallsarefaint. |
can't tdl exactly what the horror was."

"Think hard."

"l have. For days. But if anything, it al seemsto grow more vague, like abad dream. | told that to those
psychowhatchacdl’ ems who examined me. They didn’t seem to know wheat to think."

"That’ stoo bad," muttered the visitor.

"It was something terrible, thishorror,” Ben Brasken said. "But | can’t remember. | guess| am going bats
maybe."

"Don't let *em kid you!" snorted the other. "Listen, my boat sank onetime and | was out in an open dory
for three weeks without food and with only alittle water, and I'mtellin’ you for along time| couldn’t
remember athing that happened to me."

Ben Brasken grinned. "I’ m sure glad to hear you say that. Everybody thinks I’ m nuts.”
"Forget it!" chuckled the one-eyed guest. "L ook, what about that iron key you mentioned?!

"l used them to get in and out of O<." Ben Brasken pinched his eyes shut and puckered hisbrowsin
deep thought. "Oh, damn theluck! | can’t remember. It' sall so hazy. Likeif | was drunk the wholetime,
Only I wasn't. | never drink."

"Y ou had two of them?"
"Oh, yes. Onefor each hand.”
"But when you reached the ship, you only had one."

"Darn, that’ sright." Ben Brasken shut hiseyes again. "Well, | must havelogt the other onewhile | was
svimming. It was pretty heavy."

"Y ou swam and carried these two pieces of iron?"

"Oh, yes"



The visitor now arose, asif to depart. But the big, one-eyed fellow seemed to have become stiff while
seated cross-legged on the edge of the pool. He staggered wildly, hislegs not tracking. To keep from
faling, he grabbed Ben Brasken'schair.

Ben Brasken, chair and dl, toppled into the swimming pool.

BEN BRASKEN landed in the water with a splash. The pool was deep at this point, aimost ten feet. The
chair was of metd and sank. Ben Brasken aso went down, but came to the top, splashing and gagging.

"Help!" he croaked.
Then he sank again.

The pool was very clear. Every move poor Ben Brasken madein hiswild struggles could be seen plainly.
He had both his eyes and mouth wide open, and big bubbles kept coming out of his mouth and nose.

He grabbed franticaly, again and again, for the surface. He did manage to reach the top, but went down
again. When he was momentarily on the surface, he emitted a piteous shriek.

Hospital attendants had by now reached the pool. Two of them sprang in. Ben Brasken grabbed them as
adrowning man will, and there was quite aturmoil until every one was hauled out of the poal.

The big, dark, one-eyed salor started walking away. "Hey, you!" an attendant said sharply. "I’ m not
sure, but it looked asif you pushed Brasken into the pool "

The one-eyed man said nothing, but walked faster.

The hospita attendants were accustomed to handling persons who did the unexpected. They pursued the
big, dark vidtor. A whistle blew. More attendants appeared. Burly fellows, strong men who knew how
to control maniacs with the grestest of facility.

They closed in on the big, dark one. Two attendants reached for hisarms. They reached confidently, for
the big Cyclopswas merdly walking aong. But they got ashock. Their hands got only empty air.

The one-dyed man had not dodged, apparently. They grabbed for him again. Once more, the incredible
happened. The truth dawned on them. Their quarry was asfast as the proverbia greased lightning.

A wild méléefollowed. Men rushed the dark visitor from al directions. He whipped about in afashion
that was astonishing. Reaching a door, he dodged through. A nurse cried out hislocation. When the
attendants reached there, the fellow was gone. They looked about wildly for him.

A few moments later the dark, one-eyed mariner dropped from awindow of the hospital and sauntered
away, unobserved.

Back in the hospital grounds, attendants stood around Ben Brasken, who was little the worse for his
immerson.

Ben Brasken' s ducking had proved one thing: He could not swim a stroke.

Chapter IV. THE HIDING PLACE



THE big, dark sailor with the pigeon-egg eye next turned up in the vicinity of the sleamship pier to which
the ancient hooker Benny Boston wastied.

It was dusk when he arrived. There was only one gangplank down, and a sailor loafed at thisto keep just
anybody from wandering aboard, a precaution against snesk thieves.

The sailor gpplied amatch to acigarette, and it was dark enough for the match flameto blind him dightly.
When he had accustomed his eyes by blinking, he discovered the Cyclops sailor in front of him.

"Hy’ ah, captain,” said the latter.

Around the water, every one cals every one el se acaptain, whether thetitleiswarranted or not. Just as
al ederly gentlemen are called colonel in Kentucky.

"Gredtings,” sad thesallor.

"When you sailin’ ?" asked pigeon-egg-eyed man.

"Couple of days."

"Got afull crew?

"Dunno. Y ou better see the Old Man. Cap’n Smooth. He' s not aboard to-night.”

"Thanks, captain,” said the one-eyed sailor. He walked away, and was swallowed in the darkness. He
had gone in the direction of town.

His course did not take him toward town for any considerable distance, however. He doubled back and
went directly to one of the big hawsers by which the Benny Boston wastied to the pier. He seemed to
be the brother of acat in his ability to get about in the dark.

Without seeming to exert hismusclesin theleast, he swung adong the hawser. He passed the big conical
tin rat guard through which the hawser ran, and went on.

The rat guard was turned so as to keep the rats on shore, but it would have been more appropriate the
other way, rats being much more plentiful on the old steamer than on shore.

Once on deck, the prowler entered the holds. He showed an extraordinary familiarity with theinterior of
freight geamers of ancient vintage. He lighted hisway with aflashlight, which emitted only asmdl stresk
of light.

He began searching the ship. A thorough job, he did; but he seemed little interested in the holds,
passages and cabins which were used most frequently.

Nothing did he miss, which was unusual, because there were numerous crannies of the most remote kind.
The prowler even raised atrapdoor and wormed down into the bilge, wading around in water which was
incredibly smelly and coated with dmost a quarter of an inch of grease and scum.

Hewas very secretive. Since it was early in the night, sailors were gtill moving about, those who had not
gone ashore. The searcher dodged these expertly. Altogether, he was quiet enough to have done a
firg-class spook job in haunting a house.

In alittle-used compartment back of the anchor chain locker near the bow of the boat, he came across
something that seemed to interest him. The niche was agloomy one, closed by a hatch, and apparently
not used at all.



The place was littered with empty cans. The searcher examined the cans closdly. Tomatoes, corn, beans,
mostly. Mogt of them bore grimy finger prints.

Some of the cans had been opened only afew days ago. Others had been emptied lessrecently. This
difference, while it was not quite as plain as print, could be discerned by close ingpection.

It was evident that some one had lived in the cubicle, esting out of the cansfor an interva that might have
been three weeks.

There were certain other Sgnsto indicate whoever thiswas had been completely a hermit, had not |eft
theplaceat dl.

Judging from the signs, the hermit had entered the place about a month previoudy and had remained
there until about aweek ago.

Thiswasthe period during which Ben Brasken had been missing.

THE dark, one-eyed giant now produced two articles from his pockets. One item was a pocket
finger-print set, such as police detectives sometimes carry. The other object was a copy, or rather the
page itself, from the hospita records made out when Ben Brasken was committed. It bore Ben
Brasken' sfinger prints.

A few seconds, and the mysterious sailor was comparing the finger prints on the emptied food canswith
those of Ben Brasken.

They were the same. Ben Brasken, then, had been the hermit.

Thefood cans were not the only interesting objects. In moving them aside—there was rather alitter of
them—the hunter found four sted hacksaw blades, two files, abrace containing a metal-boring bit, and
two or three bolts. There was also adab of rusty iron, three inches or so thick, more than afoot wide,
and alittle longer than wide.

The hacksaw blade teeth were dmost worn away, the two files had seen much service, and the bit's
cutting edges were chipped and rounded. Rectangular pieces had been sawed out of theiron. Two of
them.

Under apile of tin canswas an oblong iron block equipped with a handle, an exact duplicate of the block
Ben Brasken had been carrying when they found him gpparently climbing aboard the Benny Boston. The
key, hehad cdled it.

It would seem that the blocks had been made here. And Ben Brasken had spent the time on the job
which he clamed he had expended in visiting Ost.

The big, one-eyed prowler seemed satisfied with what had been found, but was thorough enough to go
over the rest of the old steamer. He did not devote much time to anything e se that he found.

He carried the flatiron-shaped block equipped with a handle when he went on deck.

IT wasfabuloudy dark outside, amost asblack asit had been in the smelly innards of the ship. The big
hunter moved with feline quiet toward the hawser by which he had come aboard.



Out on the bay, apair of tugs began blasting their whistles at each other. The echoes bounced back from
warehouses and buildings until there was a gobbling uproar.

This accounted for the pigeon-egg eyed sailor bumping into another prowler on deck before he
discovered his presence.

Therewas no preliminary word exchanged. The other marauder hit the big sailor with afist. Thefist hit
thelarge one’ s chest with a sound asiif abig jungle drum had been thumped.

The two sprang upon each other. Both seemed fully confident of an immediate victory. They strained,
grunted, and clothing tore. They tripped, went to the deck.

Thelr fighting styleswere vastly different. The big, dark fellow used fist science. The other felt about with
snaky fingers, twisting ajoint here, punching anerve center there. Jujutsu. Skilled, too.

Suddenly, the giant with the pigeon-egg eye commenced to demonstrate that he dso knew jujutsu. He
was, indeed, the other’ s master at the tricky joint-cracking, nerve-punishing science. Hisfoe emitted a
sudden squal of pain, after which he could barely move.

The beam of the big sailor’ sflashlight licked over the gasping assailant.
Thefdlow was arather large and dmost round Chinaman who was about the color of homemade butter.

Had Doc Savage stwo aids been present, they would have recognized him as the same Celestia who
had driven pretty Kit Merrimore’ stown car in New Y ork City.

A sharp shout came from amidships. Running feet pounded. Thefight had drawn attention.

Chapter V. THE PHANTOM CELESTIAL

THE globular Oriental had the cunning of hisrace. Helay quiet until he had enough strength to emit ayell
that would have raised the dead.

"Hetly kill me!" he squawled. "Help poor Chinaman!*

The footsteps approached with the rattle of ahallstorm coming across atin roof. The crew of the Benny
Boston. Some of them had hurricane lanterns.

They did the natura thing. They decided to grab both strangers and ask questions afterward. The
Chinaman was a stranger, certain enough.

"Who' sthe laundryman?' asailor barked, and that proved that.

The dark giant with the strange eye tried to pick the Oriental up and get over the Side with him, but the
Celedtia kicked and used his hands. He wasredlly amaster of hisjujutsu. He managed to delay the
business of carrying him away.

Two sailorsleagped upon the dark marauder. They were promptly flung backward.
The Orienta sank to the deck and moaned, "Hefdlableak mineleg!"

It was clever strategy. The sailors gave him no attention, but flocked upon the big, dark fellow. Assoon
asno onewaslooking at him, the Celestial bobbed up and disappeared down the hawser to the gloomy



shore.

The Benny Boston sailors were tough ladswho knew al about fighting, or thought they did. After they
had been mixing with the big, dark fellow for afew seconds, they began to conclude there were things
they didn’t know.

Men suddenly found themsalves on deck, pardyzed, and not knowing in the least just what had
happened to them. Those who got hold of the foe frequently thought some one had introduced iron bars
the sze of aamsand legsin thefight.

The hurricane lanterns became smashed, one by one, and the mélée went on in the darkness. Captain
Smooth came running from his cabin, carrying along, heavy boat hook. With this shilldah, he poked and
whacked, until someone kicked most of the skin off hisright shin.

The fight became less violent. One man scrambled clear, struck severa matches and managed to relight
what was |eft of one of the hurricane lanterns.

They saw then why the fight was less violent. They were only scrapping each other. Their foe, the big
tartar with the queer eye, had faded away, probably overboard.

Captain Smooth hopped around on one foot, nursing his pedled shin, and began to say things which,
remarkably it seemed, did not melt the surrounding ironwork.

One sailor backed hastily to the rear of the group and examined the toe of his shoe. He hurriedly brushed
off some bunches of the skipper’ s hide which were sticking to the toe. The hide somewhat resembled the
kind of ogtrich leather they make purses out of.

THE big, dark, strange-eyed sailor was not only ashore; he had reached the street which ran beyond the
piers. A smal coupéwas a hundred yards away, and still gathering speed.

Itis, of course, impossible for aman to outrun any respectable kind of an automobilein atest of speed,
but the big sailor very nearly succeeded.

The Celedtid in the car saw him barely in time, stepped on the gas, and got away. The car motor had a
carbon knock, but that didn’t hurt.

The big, dark sailor stopped. He had just covered two hundred yards at a clip that would have taken the
breath of aprofessonal sprint timer. Y et his breath was not coming with undue speed.

He went back to the pier, listened, learned the sailors of f the Benny Boston were ashore searching. He
paid no attention, but entered the pier shed silently. Once, he could have reached out and taken the
cigarette off the lips of a searching Benny Boston deckhand.

The dark sailor got the flatiron-shaped piece of sted with the attached handle which he had found in the
cubicle aboard the ship. Because of itsweight, he had | eft this behind while pursuing the rotund Orientd.

Thebig, dark, strange-eyed sailor |eft the vicinity with ghostly stedth.

One of the city’ s more obscure hotel's saw him next. He seemed to have aroom there. He entered it,
closed the door, pulled the shade, listened for awhile to make sure no one was listening, then went to the
bureau mirror.



With atiny suction cup gripping device that somewhat resembled the rubber part of an eye dropper, the
sailor proceeded to remove colored glass caps which fitted over hiseyebdls, under thelids. These were
transparent enough to permit vison through them. One had given him the pigeon-eye.

A pastelike chemica and an gpplication of friction and sogpsuds took the curl out of hishair. The hair
became gray, dmost white when the chemical treatment was done.

A smdl trunk yielded adignified and very conservative business auit, dso an excellently made mustache
and Vandyke beard, spectacles with ablack ribbon, and a case of instruments such as surgeons carry.
There was also a case of business cards.

Another pair of the glass eyeballs caps disguised his eyes, and afew drops of achemica made them
watery and old-looking.

The surprising individua walked out of the hotel as an elderly, dignified gentleman. Theiron block wasin
hissurgica bag.

Heturned up at the hospital where Ben Brasken was confined and presented one of his cardsin the
office.

The card sad:
Kurt Von Valenstadt
Psychiatrigt Vienna, Berlin

"Ja,"

sad the old gentleman, using agrand manner. "Vass it possible for me to examine dot sailor Ben
Brasken?'

"It israther late, doctor," he was told.

"Ja.

| know dot. But mine plane leave for New Y ork very early in morning. Dot Ben Brasken case interest
me very mooch."

After some hesitation, he was told he might see Ben Brasken.

Ben Brasken occupied award in which there were three other beds, but the other three were empty. Ben
Brasken was reading a detective magazine. He lowered the magazine.

Ben Brasken' sforehead was covered amost to the eyes by adamp towel, and the sheet was pulled up
over hischin.

The nurse departed.
"What do you want?' Ben Brasken asked hoarsely.

THE old gentleman put the bag on the table. "I have something to show you."
He took out the flatiron object.

"Huh?"' said Ben Brasken.



"Thisisaduplicate of the key you had when they found you climbing aboard the Benny Boston,
gpparently,” stated the vigtor.

"Oh." Ben Brasken blinked dark eyes.

"l found it inasmall, unused cubbyhole near the bow of the Benny Boston. It had been made in that
cubby. There were some other thingsin the place which proved you were hiding out there during the time
you claim you visited this place called Og."

"Who areyou, fdler?'

For answer, the old fallow handed over one of his cards. The hand which came out from under the bed
covers and took it was hairy, brown and rather thick.

"Yah," hesad, after glancing at the card. "A pill-pusher, en?’

"You arenot insane," said the visitor.

"Thanks"

"Youareakillful liar."

"I may beasck man, but don't get too tough with me, you old goat!"
"What isbehind this?"

Thisgot no answer.

"Derjigisup, ja", dated the ederly man. ™Y ou had best talk.”

"Y ou want the dirt, sawbones?'

"Der truth, ja."

The man on the bed grinned. "1 wanted to get my namein the newspapers.”
"Ach!"

"Sure. All my life, nobody had ever noticed me. So | got an idea, see. | had some money saved up.”
"V ot has der money saved got to do mit it?"

"Shut up and you'll see. | used the money to buy one of them high-powered magic lanternsthat they use
to throw pictures on clouds for advertising. | took adide of aview of lower Manhattan Idand,
sandpapered off some of the paint on it so it would look spooky, and threw it on acloud.

"| pointed the machine through a porthole in the hull of the ship, see. Nobody got wise. They saw this
thing on the clouds. That was the mysterious city them fool sailors thought they saw.”

"Jal

Amazing!"

"Sureit was, you old nanny. Then | disgppeared into the hold, made them iron things, and one night went
on deck, waited until | heard a sailor coming, then did down the rope and got wet, then climbed back
and they dl thought | was just coming aboard. Nobody would see through that, eh?"



"Nein.
Nobody vould."
"| told astring of liesabout avist to acity caled O."

"Ja,
but suppose somebody questioned your ability to swim mit dot iron you were carrying?'
"That'swhy | |eft the one behind. | could swim with one, dl right.”

"Maybeyou could,” thevisitor said grimly, "but Ben Brasken could not swim.”
"Huh?'

"Y ou are not Ben Brasken."

Chapter VI. THE NEW BEN BRASKEN

THE man on the bed redlly bore only avague facia resemblance to Ben Brasken. He was amost afoot
taller and nearly a hundred pounds heavier.

His hand came out from under the covers. It held agun.
"Hold everything!" he gritted.
The bearded old gentleman sat very quiet.

"l an't Ben Brasken, dl right!" snarled the man with the gun. “I’m apd of Ben's. Two or three of Ben's
pasgot tired of them keepin' ‘im in here and makin’ out he was anut, so wetook ‘im out. | stayed here
so that Ben would have time to get clear. Anybody lookin’ in would takeit for granted that | was Ben."

"And dot story about der magic lantern?' the elderly visitor asked thoughtfully.

"That was Sraight. It wasjust astunt of Ben's. Poor little feller. He didn’t know they would put him in the
birdhouse."

The man untangled himsdlf from the bed covers and stood erect. He was very muscular, dark, and had a
not unhandsome, if rather hard, face.

"Two-bit!" he called softly.

"Allee same on deck, Mis Lupp," said aperfectly round and big Orientd, hauling himsdlf in through the
window, outside which he must have been crouching.

"Yourice-edting gpe!" said dark, ahletic Lupp. ™Y ou caled out my name!”
"Y ou do sameto me," reminded the big Celestid.

Lupp looked angry, but motioned. " Tie up whiskers here, and we'll blow. Our gag didn’t go off so

The Oriental advanced, picked off abedsheet, rolled it and made arope. He evidently did not go to the
movies, or he would have made the mistake of tearing the sheet to make it into ropes. A sheet that istorn
ismuch more easly parted.



He came close to the bearded old gentleman, stopped, bent forward, and his dant eyes popped in
adonishmert.

"Thislowly one has many timeswondered how Little Led Liding Hood felt when she find wolf inlittle
sheep’'sclothing,” he said.

"What’ swrong, you yellow peril?* Lupp growled. "Y ou’ ve got the story cockeyed, anyhow. Red Riding
Hood' s grandma was the one the wolf pre—"

"Thisfdlaal same on Benny Boston," interjected Two-hit.
"What?"
"Hefdlametdl ‘bout. Only now be dl samewhiske falsal"

Lupp sprang forward with an oath, gritted, "I’ 1l see how falsethe whiskersarel™ and grabbed the
whiskers and yanked.

Results were not quite as expected. The whiskers came off readily enough. But Lupp cried out, dropped
them with wild haste, and ogled hispalm.

A smdl puncturein his palm oozed adrop of crimson.

"There saneedle or something in them whiskers" he snarled. "It stuck me! It felt likeaspring or
something made it driveinto my hand!"

"That vely stlange," said Two-bit wonderingly.
"Y eeh—yeeh—"

Lupp drew in afull breath, shut hiseyesand fell heavily on hisface.

TWO-BIT, thefat Oriental, had nothing wrong with what istechnically called reactions. He whirled, and
seemed to bein the air before he was hafway around.

His gigantic legp took him to the window. He sailed through it, headfirst.

The big man who had pretended to be aforeign psychiatrist was only ajump behind. He reached the
window, looked out. He ducked back with great haste.

Lightning struck three times outside the window, if noise was any indication. Two-bit’ s gun was evidently
of enormous caliber. Bullets gouged plaster off the ceiling. A patient upstairs emitted an unearthly yell,
which was promptly echoed by howls and screams al over the hospital. Two demented persons began
to laugh like hyenas.

The big man inside the hospital room seized the mirror which lay on atable, and used it to examine the
vicinity outside the window.

But Two-bit was gone by now.

Whipping back to Lupp, the big man picked the unconscious fellow up, went to the window, dropped
through, and glided into the handiest patch of darkness.



Over to theright, there was a series of metallic squeaking sounds, then haf a dozen sharp twangs. Some
one was cutting the wire fence around the rear of the hospital, using a stout cutter, no doubt.

The big man made for the sounds.

Long before he reached them, he heard alow gasp, a squawky Oriental curse, and a blow that was
louder than elther gasp or curse.

The big man quickened his pace. He heard an automobile engine start, race, and connect with rear
whedlswith amighty gear clash. The car |€ft. Its engine had a carbon knock which did not sesem to dow
it up much.

There was aholein the high wire fence. The big man boosted the senseless L upp through—L upp was
gtill breathing—and followed. It was very dark. He took five paces and his toe touched something that
yielded.

The flashlight he had used on the Benny Boston, the one which emitted awhite splinter, cameinto use.

The man on the ground was much taller than necessary, and thinner than it seemed any individua could
be and till stay out of acoffin. It was not necessary to pick up hiswrigt to find apulse. The regular
puffing of the artery in hiswrist wasvisble.

The man on the ground was the eminent archaeologi<t, geologist and Doc Savage aid, William Harper
Littlgohn.

The big man carried both Johnny and Lupp and |eft the vicinity.
After awhile, Johnny revived enough to say, "I'll be superama gamated!”

Chapter VII. THE BRONZE MAN

JOHNNY let the exclamation, hisfavorite and the one he used on dl possible occasions, suffice until he
had gotten his head cleared. Then he did some thinking. The cogitation led him to making amistake, asit
sometimes does.

He hauled off and tried to knock the big man carrying him sensdess. He did not quite succeed. But he
did cause the big fellow to fal down with his double burden.

"Johnny!" said the big man reproachfully.
"Doc Savage!" Johnny exploded.

"Yes," sad theremarkable individua who had been first a pigeon-eyed sailor, then an eminent
psychiatrigt from Viennaand Berlin.

"An indefeas ble eventuation—I mean, | didn’t know it wasyou!" Johnny gulped.

Johnny was addicted to his amazing words on most occasions, but when he was adone with Doc Savage,
he did not use them.

For Johnny, it was amarked token of respect to the bronze man, or possibly hewas afraid of misusing
some of histongue-twisters, which it was to be suspected he did occasionally, athough no one had ever

caught him.



"What happened?' Doc Savage queried.

"Well," Johnny said dizzily, "you disguised yoursdf as asailor this afternoon and entered the hospita to
talk to Ben Brasken. Y ou left Long Tom, Renny and mysalf posted around the hospital grounds to watch
for anything suspicious. Then—"

"With areference to amoment ago,” Doc put in. "What occurred?’

"I heard somebody cutting the wires of that fence, ran to the spot, and got the most beautiful knock on
thehead | ever received,” Johnny said.

"Youfed dl right?"

"Not dl right. Not by along shot. But | think I'll live."

"Canyouwak?'

"I might run if | had to," Johnny admitted.

They waked quickly through the gloomy streets, Doc Savage carrying Lupp.
Johnny had aflashlight on his person. He turned it on Lupp.

"I’ll be superamagamated!" he exclaimed. "His con-naturalness of physiognomy—I mean, heisthe guy
Monk and Ham described as being in the car with the Oriental and Kit Merrimorein New Y ork!"

"Yes," Doc Savage agreed. "And the Oriental was the same one who just knocked you out.”
"Ouch!™ Johnny felt the back of his head where he had been struck. "What doesit dl mean?

"Ben Brasken isevidently the key," Doc Savage said. "They carried him off to get him in aspot where he
would not be questioned, ismy guess.”

"Y ou think Ben Brasken could tell uswhat dl the shooting is about?'
"An examination of him might be of assstance, would be amore accurate way of putting it."
"Well, we should not have much trouble finding him," said Johnny.

The gaunt geologist had been alittle flippant for afew moments, which wasvastly unlike hisusud s@f. It
must have been some after effect of the blow, or perhaps his rea nature had loosened up for amoment
and asserted itself. At any rate, he was getting his dignity back now.

"What do you mean ‘ no trouble finding Ben Brasken' 7' Doc queried.
"Long Tom and Renny were |ft at the hospitd with mysdlf,” Johnny said.
"Of course.”

"Well, we saw them carry off Ben Brasken. Long Tom and Renny followed them. They should find
where Brasken was taken."

DOC and Johnny reached a car. Thiswas arented machine which Doc Savage had secured for their
use. The bronze man drove, heading for his hotdl.



Johnny seemed to have a headache by now. He held his rather large cranium and muttered. "1t would
seem that our elaborate precautionsto let no one know we were coming to San Francisco, aswdl as
your entering the hospital in disguise, were wasted.”

Doc reminded, "The disguise was largely to avoid public attention and newspaper notice. Too much
publicity for uswould not only point out to any possible enemies what we were doing, but it would draw
down aswarm of well-meaning amateur detectives which would hamper us.”

"Circumgtantidity indistinguishable—er—to say nothing of theflood of imaginary and worthless clues
which would descend upon us," Johnny said.

The fake Ben Brasken—L upp, if that was his name—dtirred feebly.
"He seemsto be drugged,” Johnny remarked. "How did it happen?"'

By thetime Doc Savage had explained the needle in the beard, and touched briefly on the fundamenta
urge which seemsto dwel within every human being to grab the whiskers of afoe, immediatdly he getsin
afight with one, they had reached the hotel.

"Women gpparently are driven irresistibly to seize hair when in aconflict,” Doc expounded. "A beard
seemsto offer the same temptation to aman.”

They droveinto an aley at therear of the hotdl. From this, access could be had to the freight elevator
without disturbing the hotel guests. The elevator operator looked deaf, dumb and blind as he took them

up.
Johnny spoke when they were carrying Lupp down the corridor to Doc’ sroom.

"Long Tom and Johnny were going to report to the hotel here when they found where Ben Brasken was
taken," he said. "But | wonder if it was the best ideato let them take Ben Brasken away?"

"By trailing these men who seized Ben Brasken, we may be ableto find their headquarters, and by
eavesdropping or planting hidden microphones, learn what isback of this excitement,” Doc explained.

Johnny nodded. "'l hope Long Tom or Johnny has reported. If they have, it will be attached to that
photographic recording device we left in the room, hooked to the telephone.”

They reached their room.
Doc and Johnny entered with their captive.

Pde, underszed Long Tom and big-fisted Renny stood in the room. Long Tom looked gloomy. Renny
looked moderately cheerful, which was bad, considering that the better things went, the more gloom he
would regigter.

"I’ll be superamalgamated!" Johnny exploded. "Why aren’t you two trailing the gang who got Ben
Brasken?'

Long Tomtook in along draft of air.

"They gave usthedip," heimparted.

DOC SAVAGE placed Lupp inachair, got handcuffs out of ameta box which held innumerable other



gadgets, and handcuffed him to the chair. Then he administered achemica to the man with ahypodermic
needle.

"A gimulant,” the bronze man explained. "1t will cause himto revivein afew minutes”

Johnny frowned grimly a Lupp. "If wefail to make himtak, it looks asif we were going to beout ona
limb without any information.”

This caused big-fisted Renny to emit arumble of saf-disgust.

"We got abad break trailing those fellows," he said. "They crossed a street, and an ingtant later, astring
of firetrucks came down the street, and we couldn’t possibly cut through.”

Doc Savage said, "We had better get set before L upp regains consciousness. Johnny, you are something
of psychologist, so your job will beto sit out here and watch Lupp whilewetry our trick.”

"What trick?"
Doc glanced &t Lupp, who was showing signs of awakening.
"No timeto explain,”" the bronze man decided. " Just watch him, Johnny."

Johnny took a seat in a secluded corner, picked up a newspaper and arranged it so he could pretend to
read it, but really watch Lupp.

Doc, Long Tom and Renny entered the adjacent room. They had, as amatter of fact, taken the entire
floor of the hotel. They closed the door.

Johnny continued to pretend to read the newspaper, and watched Lupp. In afew moments, Lupp
opened his eyes and looked around. Johnny made a show of not noticing.

From the next room came what sounded like Ben Brasken' srather whining voice.
"I tel yuh, I’'m scared to talk!" he said.

Doc Savage strained, deep tone said, "What would you say if that Oriental, Two-bit, had told usthe
whole gory?'

At this, Johnny saw Lupp give adigtinct start.

Johnny kept his bony face expressionless. Doc Savage was in the other room, imitating Ben Brasken's
voice, and making conversation of a nature intended to soften Lupp up for the questioning.

Ben Brasken' sfaked voice said, "Two-bit didn’t lay nothin’ onto me!™

"No," Doc Savage said quietly, "but Two-bit is going to be the cause of things becoming tough for Lupp,
aswdl asthegirl, Kit Merrimore.”

"Two-bit laid it onto them?”
"Y es. Possibly he was passing the buck, though.”
Lupp’ sface was twisted with astonishment and uneasiness. He was deceived.

The voiceswent on;



Ben Brasken: "What' s Lupp supposed to have done?’

Doc: "Plenty. What would you say if you were told Two-bit claimed Lupp shot ahospitd attendant
during the excitement. That sounds like murder, en?"

Ben Brasken: "Whew! Thenthey’ll hang Lupp!™

Doc: "Possbly."

Brasken: "Maybethey can't proveit.”

Doc: "If Two-hit testified that Lupp murdered the man, they would.”
Brasken: "Gimme aminuteto think, and I'll tdl you dl | can.”

Doc: "Very wdl. Inthe meantime, I’ [l seewhat Lupp hasto say, if heisawake.”

DOC gppeared in the door, glanced at L upp, seemed surprised to find him conscious.
"Ready to talk?' Doc asked.

"Gotothedevil!" Lupp snarled.

Doc said wesrily, "Johnny, you might aswell call the police.”

Johnny strode to the telephone.

"Wait aminute!" Lupp exploded. "What'reyou tryin’ to pull on me here?!

Doc Savage sad quietly, "It isvery smple. Listen.”

The bronze man went back to the connecting door, opened it and leaned through.

"Two-hit," hesad, "are you till sure Lupp murdered that hospita attendant when hewastrying to
escape?”

"Mefdlavely cdtain," replied avoice that would hardly be taken for any but Two-bit's.

From where he sat, Lupp could not see the bronze man imitate the voice.

"Damn!™ Lupp groaned. "L ook here! How about us making aded ?"

"What kind?' Doc queried, turning.

"Youturn meloose," Lupp countered, "and I’ [l let you in on the biggest thing you ever—"

At least four bullets came crashing through the door.

Chapter VIII. MURDER VICTIM

THE unexpected, even at its mildest, is startling. A man who almost steps on amouse may jump only a
littlelessmildly than if he had stepped on ajunglelion.



Johnny legped as high as his chair. When he came down, he had in one hand awesgpon which resembled
an oversized automatic pistol, but which was redlly a supermachine pistol of Doc’ s development. A
Western bad man of the ‘ 80s could not have drawn his shooting iron quicker.

Lupp yelled, "I’'min the center of the room, guys! Be careful!”

Johnny legped to the door into the inner room, waited there, his machine pistol ready. He seemed
surprised when Doc Savage shoved him on into the room with Long Tom and Renny and dammed the
door.

Lupp was now shut off from them in the next room. And the gunswere crashing in the corridor. Blasting
the lock out, no doubt.

Johnny exploded, "But, Doc! When they come through the door, with this pistol and mercy bullets, |
can—"

"You might," Doc Savage said quietly. "But that would not find Ben Brasken.”

"Oh," Johnny said, understanding.

"Kegp them from getting in here," Doc warned.

Renny and Long Tom had likewise produced machine pistols.

"Fat chance!" Renny rumbled.

The shooting in the other room abruptly ceased. The men in the hallway kicked the door in.

Theround Orienta, Two-hit, led the raiders. His associates were tough-looking fellows.

THEY ranto Lupp. Since he was handcuffed to the chair, and the chair was stout, they could not get him
loose. They picked him up chair and all.

"Get Ben Brasken!" Lupp ydled. "He sin the next room!"

"That Doc Savagefelatell you stoly,” explained Two-hit.

"What?"

"We dlill got Ben Brasken."

Lupp understood then that he had been tricked. He was too shocked to get mad.
"Best it!" he ordered.

Two-bit and the others showed willingness to do that. They carried Lupp and the chair into the hall,
popped into the elevator. The elevator operator sat in one corner of the cage, mouth open, jaw skinned,
bresthing.

The cage went down.
"How’d you find me?" Lupp wanted to know.

"Vdly smple" Two-bit shook hisshoulders. "Melait till men take you away. | follow.”



"Oh." Lupp grimaced. "Damn Savage anyhow. But he ill don’t know what it’sal about yet.”
Two-bit looked ascam asever. "We listen," he sing-songed. "We note stlange words coming from you.”

Lupp swore and looked fierce. "Don’'t get thewrong idea, pigtail! | was getting ready to save my neck,
maybe set atrap for Savage. | thought he had you and Ben Brasken, and that you talked.”

After that therewas Slence.

The cage reached the lobby. Severa persons were staring curioudly, and there was acrowd of small
proportions out in the street. The shots upstairs, of course, had been heard.

Theraiders cdmly shot part of the bulbs out of the chandeliers, shot some of the glass out of the front
windows, and the spectators al used good judgment: They dived into the handiest shelter.

Two-bit and the others carried Lupp to two cars parked on the street. They divided their number
between the machines, and the cars got going.

A police sren was howling in the distance.

Big-fisted Renny, leaning out of ahotel window, heard the sren. From the window, he could not seethe
gtreet, but he could hear the cars going away.

Ontheinner sde of the window sill was adeep nick. Thetine of agrappling hook had madeit. To the
end of the grapple was attached along, thin very stout silk line. Doc Savage had gone down this.

Renny squinted into the darkness. He could not see Doc. For that matter, the bronze man had been gone
for some moments.

Renny snorted and went out to make explanations to the police, who had by now arrived. Thiswould not
betoo difficult. Doc Savage and hismen held aspecia commission from the Cdiforniagovernor
designating them as pecia investigators with police authority, which took in alot of territory.

Long Tom, the dectrica wizard, opened ameta case—Doc Savage' s equipment was transported in
meta containers which looked very much aike except for painted numbers—and brought out a
short-wave radio transmitting and receiving apparatus. The antennawhich this used was hardly larger
than awalking stick, and telescoped. He switched it on, adjusted the dids, and lft it on.

Soft crackles of static and nothing el se came from the loud-speaker for aimost half an hour.
"Long Tom," Doc Savage's, voice said from the speaker.

"Coast Avenue and Tuna Street,” the bronze man said, when Long Tom answered. "Better hurry.”

COAST AVENUE meant water-front dives. Tuna Street was wholesd e fish. There was plenty of
darkness. Thewad of clouds above had started legking finerain.

Johnny stood in adark aley and jumped afoot at least when Doc Savage spoke beside him.

"The pier to which the Benny Boston istied is at the end of thisstreet,” Doc Savage said. "Thetrail led to
awaterfront rooming house near by. The proprietor of the rooming house advised me, when he was
guestioned, that a man answering the description of Ben Brasken had taken aroom, along with some
other men."



"We regettin’ closeto the end of thetrail,” Renny rumbled softly.

"The rooming house isalabyrinth of aplace," Doc continued. "There are at least three entrances and
exits. That means each of you will have oneto guard, whilel go up and flush the game.”

"Let’'sgo,” Long Tomsaid grimly.

One entrance to the rooming establishment—by stretching alittle it might have been called a hotel—was
through agloomy drinking place which had sawdust and wooden sand box garboons on the floor.
Another entrance was ablowsy door with asign, "Beds 15c¢, 25¢, 50c." Thethird gaveinto an dley and
was probably as much used as any of the others. Doc stationed his men.

The bartender in the drinking place aso ran the rooms, collecting for them at least. When Doc entered,
he sidled over and spoke.

"Some of them fdlersyou was askin’ about just left," he said.
Doc described Ben Brasken quickly.
"Was that one with them?" he asked.

"Nope. Not unless he went out one of the other doors. They do sometimes, you know. Don’'t make no
difference to me. Everybody paysin advance here.”

The proprietor seemed al right. He could not have any Chesterfield manners and run aplace likethis.

Doc mounted the stairs quickly. Ben Brasken was ensconced in aroom which he had secured dl for
himsdll by paying for the three beds it contained. Or Ben Brasken's companions had paid for the room,
rather.

Doc gained the door, listened outside it. He remained there for along time. There was no sound of
anything living within the room. Doc turned the knob. The door was unlocked. The bronze man went in.

Ben Brasken wasthere.

Doc backed out of the room and caled his men. They gathered around the bronze man and looked at
Ben Brasken. The looks they directed at Ben Brasken were short, and afterward they |ooked
everywhere but at Ben Brasken.

"Thismakesit tough,” Renny rumbled grimly, "unless Monk and Ham turned up something in New
York."

Johnny drew a sheet over Ben Brasken to shut off the sight. For Ben Brasken’ s head had been
practicaly cut off.

Chapter IX. THE STOLEN AIRSHIP

MONK and Ham, who had been left behind in New Y ork City to do variousthings, were quarreling.
Thiswould have surprised no one who knew them. Rather, it would have been a surpriseiif they had not
been squabbling.

"You'll let meexaminethat nickel," Ham was saying, "or I’ [l separate you from your epidermidl™



"That nickdl,” Monk grumbled, "was a perfectly ordinary nickel!"

Thiswas afdsehood. The nickd had two heads. Monk had just used it to flimflam Ham into going out to
get their morning ration of coffee and doughnuts.

"Y ou mistake of naturel” Ham gritted. "We re going to match over again!™

"Any more argument out of you," Monk stated, "and I'll pop you so hard your spirit will have aheck of a
time locating your body again!”

They werein Doc Savage s waterfront hangar, alarge brick building on the Hudson River which
masqueraded as awarehouse. A sign on the front said, "Hidago Trading Company.”" The building was
actualy agiant, dmaost bombproof, surrounded by burglar darms, and held anumber of planes, ranging
from small single-seeter true-gyros to huge transport ships. Moreover, therewasasmall and unusud
submarine, some surface boats, including adiminutive but fast yacht.

The most interesting object, however, was probably the smal demountable dirigible which Doc Savage
had lately acquired, an dl-meta craft which was not large, but which was the only one of itskind
inexistence.

It had only two motors, and one small cabin, enclosed within the gas bag. It had a high speed, and was
small enough that it could be used to land men in ajungle, for instance, smply by tossing out agrappling
hook which would snag atreetop. Moreover, it was stout enough that it could stand a good dedl of
banging around without damage.

Monk and Ham were watching thisdirigiblein particular. Kit Merrimore had wanted to buy it.
Monk picked up an envel ope, took some papers out, and shuffled through them elaborately.

" wonder if we' d better telegraph this stuff to Doc?" he pondered aoud. "He wanted information,
whatever we could pick up, about aman named Martin Space.”

Ham glared at Monk, tapping atoe indignantly.

"Areyou gonnaget that coffee and sinkers, you fashion plate shyster?' Monk demanded.
"Let meseethat nickd!" Ham commanded.

"You'll seedarsif you don't get going,” Monk said.

A ghrill buzzer whined out. It was connected with a button at the door.

Monk went to adevice of mirrors by which they could view the vicinity of the door.
"Blazed" he squesked. "It sthat girl, Kit Merrimore!”

Ham gasped, " She' s been hurt!™

THE girl was draped against the door, hanging to the huge handle. She was pale. Her garments were
torn. Her right deeve from the shoulder down was soaked with red.

Monk gasped, " She may be dying!" and started for the door.



"Wait aminute, nickelwitd" Ham snapped.

"Huh?'

"Thismay beatrick. The hangar hereisliteraly afortress, and they may know it."
"Yeah," Monk paused. "I’ll take agood look around.”

He used apair of binoculars on the wide, dmost deserted water-front street. Thiswas Sunday, and there
was not much treffic.

"Nobody in sight,” Monk decided.
"Becareful," Ham warned.
"Sure"

Monk was careful. He got aboat hook, opened the door a bare crack. The girl was now alimp heap on
the grimy pavement outside.

Monk hooked the boat hook in the belt of her sport frock, and gingerly hauled her inside without
exposng himsdf.

Ham stood back, in the meantime, his supermachine pistol held ready.

"Just like you to shoot awoman!" Monk sneered a him.

"These wouldn’t damage her," Ham snapped. "They’ re mercy bullets. Only make her unconscious.”
"She'sthat now," Monk told him.

Having closed the door and fastened it, the homely chemist growled, "We d better rush her to ahospitd,"
and bent over the young woman."

With his pocketknife, Monk opened the young woman' s deeve from wrist to shoulder.
He stared. His mouth fell open.

"Huh!" he exploded. " She’ snot hurt!™

A smacking sound caused him to glance around.

Ham had fallen face down.

Monk made afrantic effort to stand up, but instead, pitched down across Ham.

MONK, when he opened his eyes, and found himself looking at Ham, who seemed to be awake, made
adisgusted face.

"Next time," Monk croaked gloomily, "I’ll let you shoot her, and won't ask whether you' ve got mercy
bulletsor not."

"Next time," Ham snarled, "I’ ll have sense enough to pay no attention to you, you stumblebum, when |
suspect there may be danger!™



They stopped abusing each other, and looked around. One thing struck them with the effects of acold
bath.

"Thedirigiblel" Monk howled.

Their shouts were hardly necessary. There was not the dightest doubt but that the dirigible was gone. It
must had been taken out through the big rolling doors at the river end of the hangar, because one of the
doors had been improperly closed.

Four men were loitering about the hangar. Monk and Ham had never seen any of the four previoudy, but
they had seen crooks before.

Thegirl, Kit Merrimore, waked up to Monk and Ham, who had by now redlized they were tied hand
and foot with stout wire,

"Fed sick?' she asked.
"Yeah," Monk said. "Of embarrassment.”

"That gas generally makesthem sick at their somachs,” the girl said. "A nice old man | know who works
for achemicd concernin New Jersey madeit up for me. He said it would knock an eephant out amost
indantly.”

"Skipit," Monk requested.

"Oh, | liketo brag,” the young woman smiled. "1 had the stuff in abottlein my sport suit pocket, and |
managed to pull the cork while you were ripping my deeve to examine the wound that wasn't there. You
certainly ruined my frock, incidentaly.”

Monk looked at her. In spite of himsdlf, he grinned.

"How long we been out?' Monk asked.

"About six hours,” thegirl said.

Monk looked stunned. It hadn’t seemed like more than afew minutes.
"We borrowed your dirigible" said the young woman.

They knew that aready.

THE young woman now snapped her fingers, called out softly, and there was a stir over to the left. Two
animals approached. Habeas Corpus, Monk’s pet pig, which had thin, long legs and ears built for flying.
And Ham' swhat-is-it, Chemigtry.

Both anima s frolicked around the young woman' strim ankles, a behavior which moved Monk and Ham
to stare with unbelieving astonishment. Each man had spent innumerable hourstraining hispet, and a
major item had been lessonsin not to take up with strangers. Never before had it happened. Monk and
Ham were mutudly disgusted.

"Ham," Monk said, "for years, you' ve been wanting to have that hog for breakfast. Y ou can have him.



What'smore, I'll help you egt him.”

"Monk," Ham said as solemnly, "you can put Chemistry’ s hide over your fireplace, like you' ve been
wanting to do."

The young woman smiled sweetly at them.
"Inthat case," shemurmured, "Il just take these two animalswith me. | think they'rered cute.”
Monk and Ham groaned together.

One of the men came forward and growled. "We d better blow, miss. No point in sticking around here
any longer.”

He pounced upon Monk and Ham and proceeded to make each one swalow apill. The pills were about
the size of Mexican beans, and each one was as hitter as anything either man had ever tasted.

Monk and Ham lay there grimacing, spitting out the bitter taste, and wondered what would happen. They
soon found out. Things began to go away in agrayish haze.

Thelast thing they heard wasthe girl, Kit Merrimore, thanking them in sugary tones for Habeas Corpus
and Chemidiry.

Chapter X. SEA TRAIL

TWENTY hourslater, Monk and Ham were back on their usua basis. Mutua sorrow over the
shortcomings of their pets had caused them to be hafway civil to each other for awhile, but that had not
lasted very long.

"That goriboon of yours," Monk growled, coining aword, "was responsible for my Habeas taking up
with thet female hdll-cat!"

"A soft touch for anything in skirts, you and your hog,” Ham sneered.
"I think," Monk remarked, "that I’ [l see how you bounce.”

They glared at each other. Monk wasflying their plane with one hand, and had the other made into afigt,
ready for knocking purposes.

The plane was over Nevada, just north of Reno, more exactly and was high. It would have been bitingly
cold in the cabin, but they had the port closed and the heaters on. They were flying toward San
Francisco.

Both Monk and Ham were abit pae. The pills had not been poison, as they had both thought for afew
horrible moments, but had merely rendered them generdlly usdessfor severd hours. In truth, neither felt
too spry yet, and it was reflected in the temper of their quarreling, which lacked its usua violence.

The radio loud-speaker—the silent cabin permitted use of the speaker instead of headsets—broke
vociferoudy upon ther diverson.

"KPOX to WDOC," the speaker said.

KPOX was the Denver police radio station, and WDOC was the plane.



"Yeah?' Monk said.

"The network of Western police stations have managed to gather only one more report of your dirigible,”
the police operator explained. "A filling station attendant on Highway 40 a aplace cdled Vernd in Utah
reported the coyotes howling woke him up last night and he came out and saw adirigible heading west.
From what he said, | guessed it had come down to get its bearings, then went up in the, the—whatcha
cdl it?'

" Stratogphere," Monk supplied.

"Uh-huh. Plenty high. Anyway, there s no more reports.”
"Thanksalot."

Monk clicked off the mike and looked at Ham.

Ham sad, "The dirigible was sighted in Pennsylvania, then at a place caled Millard, in Missouri. And
now this. They headed west. But afat chance we have of finding them.”

Monk nodded gloomily.

BY thetimethey met Doc Savage in San Francisco, Monk and Ham were not on spesking terms. Each
looked dightly bruised, and their clothing had afew tears. It was to be suspected they had cometo
blows. It was a strange feud they carried on, considering that each would lay down hislifefor the other.

Doc was not in acheaful frame of mind.

It wasimpossibleto tell this by looking at the bronze man. He never showed emotion. But Renny, Long
Tom and Johnny looked asiif they were Sitting around in adead friend’ s parlor.

Monk, uneasy because he and Ham had | et the dirigible be stolen from them, tried to cover it up by abig
orin.

"You guyslook asif you had been seeing ghodts," he said.

"Wehave" Renny sad.

"Huh?' Monk grunted, Sartled by the soberness with which Renny had spoken.

"WE re up againgt something we can’t understand,” Renny rumbled quietly.

"Y ou mean you' ve found no trace of that Lupp, Two-bit and the girl, Kit Merrimore?* Monk asked.

"No," Renny said, "They have disappeared, and dthough we' ve had the police and private detective
agencies looking for them, and doing al we could ourselves, we have had no luck. Poor Ben Brasken
was buried thismorning. They murdered him to keep him from talking.”

Renny took in adeep 9gh. Long Tom swalowed. Johnny fiddled absentmindedly with his monocle.
There was something strange about dl their attitudes.

"Look herel” Monk said suddenly. "What' s egting you birds?’

Renny looked at Doc. "Youtel him, Doc.”



The bronze man seemed to consider for atime.

"Y ou know about the city of Ost which Ben Brasken claimed he visited, and which the sailors on the
Benny Boston are sure they saw?' Doc asked.

"Sure," Monk grunted. "What about it? Obvioudy, there ain’'t no such city.”
"Let ushavealittle demondration,” Doc sad.

The bronze man went to the bureau in the hotel room, picked up the strange flatiron-shaped piece of
metal which he had found in the cubby in the bow of the Benny Boston, and handed it to Monk.

"Blazes!" Monk exploded. "What am | supposed to do with this?!
"Just hold it," Doc replied.
"Say, what kind of agag isthis?'

Big-fisted Renny put in, "Try to do something that may, for you, be kinda hard, Monk. Just keep your
mouth shut and stand there for afew minutes.

Monk, looking skeptica and haf convinced that some kind of trick wasin the making, held the piece of
ironin hishands. It wasthefirst time he had seen it, so he turned it dowly, examining it.

But as Monk continued to hold the iron block, a change came over hisfeatures. He blinked his eyes
three or four times. He looked down at the block.

An absolute and stark amazement came over Monk’ sface.
"For the love of Mikel" he gasped.

He dropped the block and sprang away fromiit.

HAM let out one cracking guffaw, then sobered.

"What' sthe matter, you missing link?" he demanded.

Monk said nothing. That was unusua for Monk.

Doc Savage said quietly, "Ham, you might find it interesting to try what Monk just tried.”
Ham looked confused, and gulped, ™Y ou—think so?' rather inanely.

When no one spoke, Ham moved over and gingerly picked up the block. Where he had been sarcastic
and skeptica amoment ago, he was now doubtful and confused.

He held the block. Nothing appeared to happen, and this caused a sardonic grin to creep on hislips.
Then the grin sraightened out dowly and vanished, then hislips parted dightly, and incredulity dilated his

eyes.
He put the block down asif it were hot.

"Wiseguy," Monk said. "Now what do you say?"



"Describe your sensation as you held that block, Ham," Doc Savage suggested.
Instead of doing so, Ham suddenly yelled, "What caused that?"

"Suppose you first describe what you felt,” Doc persisted.

Ham whipped out a handkerchief and blotted hisforehead.

"It wasafedling, al right," hesaid dowly. "And that iswhat floorsme. As| stood there with that iron
block in my hands, | naturaly thought about what we know of its history. And suddenly | had thefedling
that Ost wasred, and furthermore, | got a sensation of another sort—kind of—"

"Asif aguy were pointing agun a you." Monk supplied.

"Yes" Ham agreed. "Only not afeding of any definite weapon menacing me. Just afeding of
something—something horrible—about to happen.”

MONK and Ham stood there registering emotions of two fellows who had just met up with something
they could not comprehend.

Monk got his startled thoughts back on solid ground. He snorted loudly to show that he was not
buffa oed.

"I’m gonna put that iron block under an X ray," he said.

"Weadready did that," Doc Savagetold him. "The block issolid iron.”
Monk, nonplused for amoment, thought of something else.

"ThenI’ll try some chemica testsonit," he declared.

Doc Savage sad, "We have given the iron block achemica analysis. It isan ordinary iron block. No
chemicals, no other dements than those which go into ordinary iron.”

Monk scratched his nubbin of a head, then pulled one of his ears which bore traces of past fights. "Then
how do you explain thet feding?'

The homely chemist looked at Doc Savage as he asked for an accounting of the phenomenon. A natural
act. Monk had an enormous respect for the bronze man’ s abilities.

Doc would have an idea of what was behind the mystery if anybody would have one.

In his heart, Monk did not expect Doc to answer his question. He was astoni shed when Doc spoke.
"Ontheface of thething, itisimpossble" Doc Savage said quietly.

Monk blinked. ™Y ou mean its got you buffa oed?!

"Something like that."

"Blazed" Monk muttered. "'Blazed™



IT wasthefirg timein Monk’ s recollection that the bronze man had admitted being confronted with a
mystery to which he could see no possible explanation. One had to know Doc to appreciate what that
redly meant.

"Thereisasmple explanation somewhere,” Doc Savage added, "because every one knowsthereisan
explanation for everything that happens.”

"Yeah," Monk scratched his head again. "But what are we gonna-do about this?'

"The Benny Boston issailing to-night on her regular run to Melbourne," Doc Savagereplied. "We are
going to be aboard her.

"The Benny Boston isaclue of sorts. Y ou will recdl that the city of Ost was seen from the old steamer
on more than one voyage. Therefore, we will sail aboard her, in hopes of seeing O4t. If we do, we may
be able to make something out of the phenomenon.”

"Phenomenon?’

Doc seemed not to hear the question, which made Monk look very thoughtful, because on past
occasions the bronze man had acted in that manner when he had a suspicion which was no more than
that, and which he did not wish to discuss.

They went aboard the Benny Boston secretly, letting no one know who they were.

Chapter XI. THE WATCHFUL WAIT

FFTY yearsor so ago, dmost every ship that sailed the seas carried afew passengers. Nowadays, itis
different. But the Benny Boston had been built fifty years ago, maybe more, and she had never been
materialy changed. She had afew cabinsfor passengers. They were not much.

The plumbing was china pitchers and washbowls, and you threw the water out the porthole after you had
washed your hands. The berthswere really berths, with ahigh board in front so you didn’t roll out. The
board was necessary, too, because the Benny Boston in aseaway had away of ralling likeahogina
mud puddie with lice dong its backbone.

Ham, who liked the dite comforts of ultramodern civilization, lifted hisupper lip up againg hisfiney
chisded nose when he looked over the accommodations.

"Putrid," hesaid.

Doc and his aids had boarded the Benny Boston in the night, and no one knew their identity, not even
Captain Smooth, the skipper.

There was a bustle on the pier and below decks, because some late cargo had apparently arrived, and
had to be loaded aboard before sailing time.

"Going to look things over," Doc Savage said, and | eft his associatesin their connecting cabins.

The bronze man wore dark clothing, including along, dark raincoat, and athough he usudly wore no hat,
he wore one now, alarge one with awide brim which he bent down al around and shadowed his
features.



He prowled the decks, not in arambling fashion, but in away that showed he was interested in one thing
morethan anything dse.

Doc worked forward. The late-arrived freight was being |oaded into the hatch just aft of the bow. That
meant it was large freight. Smal stuff they would have trundled up adoping runway into adoor inthe
sdeof the hull.

The bronze man found a secluded spot on the forward rail, in the obscurity beside an elevator, and
watched. The boxes were new, large, not al the same size.

Box after box came aboard. Doc watched closdaly. The boxeswere new. There was an eectric light
beside the hatch, and when the boxes swung past it, he could read the name of the consignee:;

AUSTRALIAN FARM MACHINERY CO.
MELBOURNE, AUSTRALIA
Doc watched for fully fifteen minutes.

Then agrange thing happened: There cameinto existence atiny, trilling sound, smdl, fantastic, dmost
impossible for any onewho overhead it to describe. A tremulous note, it ran up and down the musical
scale, not awhistle, and yet not a product of voca cords, either.

Thiswasthe small sound which the bronze man made unconscioudy on occason when hewas
profoundly moved with surprise, or in moments of menta stress.

There was avery good reason for it now: He had made a discovery.

DOC SAVAGE lé&ft his niche beside the evator, worked aft, descended a companionway, moved a
few paces, went down another companionway, and was soon in the hold where they were stowing the
late-arrived freight.

He did not go near the stevedores, and did not let them see him. Seemingly in no hurry, he waited. After
atime, thelast box camein. The stevedores departed findly and silence fell.

Doc waited. Sometimes, atool or something was forgotten, and a man returned for it. When enough time
had elapsed that no danger remained of this happening, he went to one of the boxes.

Their shape and size had interested him.

Furthermore, the Benny Boston happened to be the only steamer sailing for Australiaimmediately. The
next one would not depart for ten days, to be exact.

The pine boards which composed one box had aflaw in one spot. A small finger grip was afforded. Doc
took hold and performed arather remarkable feat of strength in tugging off the board.

He reached into the box and felt around.

Hisamdl, trilling sound came out briefly. It wastiny, hardly louder than the drone of some smdll insect on
thewing.

He put aflashlight beam into the box.



The box held the starboard stern collgpsible gas-bag section of Doc' slittledirigible.

He replaced the board. Working quickly, he gained entrance to two of the other boxes. There was no
doubt of it by the time he had finished. The thieves had sdlected the Benny Boston for shipping the
dirigible

The dirigible, then, had been seized for aflight in the South Seas, or some equally distant part. Why the
arcraft had not been flown there was a question smply answered.

It isalong distance across the Pecific Ocean. And the dirigible, without specid enginefuel of which Doc
Savage probably had the only supply available, was not capable, for instance, of even making the San
Francisco-Honolulu jump safely. With the specid fud, it could make an infinitely greeter hop. But the
thieveswould not have that.

Having learned al that was necessary—the name of shipper and consignee on the boxes were
undoubtedly fakes—Daoc turned away. He walked toward the companionway.

The round, iron hardness of agun againgt hisface stopped him.
"Y ou’ ve stepped into plenty of trouble!™ aharsh voice rumbled.

Doc maintained awise stillness. Ebony was not blacker than the darkness around him. He wore awatch,
but it was agpecial silent kind, and only akeen ear, placed against the case, could detect itsticking.

Y et it seemed audiblein the stiliness. The one with the gun was holding his breath. Helet it out with a
careful downess

"Renny," Doc said.
"Holy cow!" Renny thumped softly.
"Our arship isinthese boxes"

"Y eah, that’ swhat | suspected,” Renny agreed. "I sneaked out on deck, watched the loading, and it
suddenly dawned on me that the boxes were about the right size. | waited until everything had quieted
down, then came below for alook. Nobody saw me.

"l saw your light poking into the boxes, but couldn’t make out that it was you. | thought it was one of the
gang making sure the shipment was intact.”

"It isall there, apparently,” Doc said. "We had better get back to our stateroom.”

Both made the return without attracting attention. Most of the crew had probably gone ashorefor afina
fling.

Monk and the others opened their mouths when they heard about the dirigible being aboard.

Dapper Ham, who had been putting a fresh coating of unconsciousness-producing chemical on hissword
canetip, had a happy deduction.

"If the alrship is aboard, the gang is probably on the boat, too," he said.
"A posshbility," Doc agreed.
Monk, looking very cheerful, rubbed his hands together.



"Thisisabreak for us" he growled. "Maybe I’ ll get achanceto get my hog back."

Ham snorted. "From the way he took up with that crowd, my guessisthat your hog won't have anything
to do with you. Good riddance."

"That what-is-it of yours made up to the girl first!" Monk gritted.
"That'salie, you lump of gristleand hair!" Ham replied.
Renny interrupted with arumble.

"That quarrel isgonna haveto recess," he declared. "We're not attracting any attention in here. Another
sguawk out of either of you, and I'll take you both!™

"Any timeyou' refeding lucky!" Monk and Ham said in chorus.

Chapter XI1. ADRIFT

THREE weeks. Twenty-one days. Five hundred and four hours. Thirty thousand two hundred and
forty-minutes. A long time.

After that much time had passed, Monk and Ham were getting along fairly well, strangely enough. Or
possibly it was not so strange, for Renny was about to eat them both, as he put it earnestly. Renny had
gppointed himself slencer in the matter of arguments, and was doing agood job.

Renny did not often put his foot down so vehemently. Moreover, when he sat in a corner and cracked
wanutsin hishugefidts, it was convincing, somehow. They were not English walnuts, but the black ones,
the thick-hulled kind.

Monotony had done about as much damage to their nerves asit could do. Nothing had happened in the
three weeks, except that the ancient hooker Benny Boston had cut more didoesin aseaway than a
washtub in the Niagararapids. They took their exercisesin the stateroom, and had their meals there.

They told their seward they were seasick. That wasthe truth part of thetime, asfar as Monk, Johnny
and Long Tom were concerned. The steward had never seen dl of them.

Therewas areason for their keeping under cover. Long Tom, taking a congtitutiond the first night out,
when every one but the watch on duty had turned in, had come upon an old newspaper in the bedraggled
lounge. Init was an article about Doc Savage and pictures of the bronze man and hisfive ads.

That meant Doc and his party would be recognized as soon asthey did any extensive promenading. So
they had kept in.

Each day, Doc Savage spent two hoursin exercise, sometimes abit more. He used aroutine, varying a
little each day, which he had been engaged in usng since childhood.

Through the porthole, the group had been able to observe some of the other passengers, athough not
many. The Benny Boston had had rough going, and only the hardy souls were on deck.

There were anumber of passengers. Thiswasin itsalf suspicious, because the Benny Boston was ho
liner. All the passengers, however, were hardly enemies, from their gppearance. There were even
women, some of them young.



Onthe night of the twenty-first day out, Monk kicked over the traces. It was only aquestion of time until
he was bound to do this, anyway.

Monk was not by nature awatchful, waiting soul. He did not entirely approve of Doc Savage' sintention
of waiting until they were near Melbourne, Audtrdia, their first stop, before ingtituting a sudden searching
of the ship and unmasking of thevillains, if any.

Doc was waiting until they were near Melbourne because it would be ashorter run to port with the
prisoners, with a correspondingly smaller limefor them to try to escape.

The Benny Boston was nowhere near Austraia as yet. She was somewhere off the coast of New
Guinea. Thewilder part of that coadt, too.

When Monk kicked over the traces, he left the cabin while the others were degping, and strolled down
the deck getting abreath of seaair. Their cabinsrather smelled, as cabins on old boats will. The Benny
Boston had given theimpression of carrying skunksin her bilge.

Monk had not strolled far when he saw awoman leaning against the rail. She was aone. She looked
dender, and therefore she was probably young.

A woman was the downfall of Sampson, and asfar as Monk was concerned, history repeated itsalf.

He went over and struck up a conversation.

"KIND of arough trip, hun?" he asked, propping an elbow on therail adiscreet distance from the young
lady.

Monk was an old hand at this stuff. Somewhat strange, that, since hislooks frequently scared fierce
bulldogs back under their porches.

"Eet eesbad," the young woman said.

"You bet,” Monk agreed. "Now | know why they make portholes small."
"Why, m'sieu’ ?"

"If mine had been larger, | would have got out and svam," Monk replied.

This got the chuckle he had hoped for. She had a nice voice. She was probably alooker. These French
babieswere generdly pretty snappy.

"l guessthe ship isoff New Guinea,” Monk said. "Probably not more than sixty miles or so. That storm
drove usalittle out of our course.”

Monk knew this because Doc had taken some observations through a porthole.

"Qui,"

the young lady agreed. "Ze captain eestell me zat."

So she knew the captain. It was a cinch she was agood looker then. Captains ways picked off the
peaches.

"| bet your hushband is seasick,” Monk suggested.



Shelaughed again. Very nice.
"Zey dways ask zat," she chuckled. "Non. | ‘ave no cosban’."
"Swell," Monk said. "You like Augrdia?’

"Oui!"
the young woman replied quickly. "I love ze seety of Melbourne.”
"Livethere?'

"Oui!"

Gresat stuff, Monk thought. Get her tel ephone number, then persuade Doc to hang around M e bourne for
awhile

Monk opened hismouth to tell her she should see his pet pig, then remembered he didn’'t have any. A
tough break, that one. Habeas Corpus had away with the girls, Monk had discovered. Monk could lead
Habeas down Fifth or Park Avenues any day and make half adozen conquests.

Before Monk could think up another subject for conversation, the young woman turned from therail.

"Au revoir,"
she murmured swestly. "'l theenk | will retire now.”
"Nutsl" Monk thought, but he said, "Pleasant deep, and I’ [l see you again sometime.”

That was the stuff. Don’t let them think you were chasing them.

The young woman walked away, and the night took her. Monk had not seen her face, but there was no
doubt in hismind but that she would do. For that matter, if she had taken alook at him, he had not
observedit.

Oh, well, she'd see him in the daytime, and hiswasthe kind of hairy beauty that seemed to impressthe
femmes.

Monk went below in ahappy frame of mind and turned in.

He got alucky break, then. He could not get the young woman off his mind, and he had done nothing for
days but deep and quarrel with Ham when Renny was not watching, so he was not deepy anyway.

Helad awake with histhoughts.

That was how he happened to see the puddle of stuff come creeping under the door.

MONK liked to degp with al his pillows and sometimes a suitcase under his head. Ham claimed thiswas
because his close ancestors had roosted upright in the trees with the monkeys and birds.

Monk saw the stuff coming under the door immediately. He thought it was water, and reflected thet it
was not raining, and he had not heard a sea break on deck which would send water into the corridor.

Then he got awhiff. Monk was achemist. He knew what things were when he smelled them.

And heretained his presence of mind. Springing out of bed, he made no sound. Nor did he make anoise



in scooping up the bedclothes, carrying them over and depositing them on top of the puddle spreading
from under the door.

Monk held hisbreath.

Heran into the connecting cabins which the others occupied. He looked at the doors. Other puddles
were spreading there.

He awakened the men quickly.
"Poison gad" he breethed. "Quiet!"

The activity for the next few momentswas wild but silent. It was Doc Savage who seized therest of the
bedclothing and spread it over the liquid, which had obvioudy been poured under the doors from the
corridor. Then he opened the windows.

It was the bronze man, too, who really saved them. He did it by hurriedly opening his equipment cases
which held chemicals, getting out various bottles, mixing the contents quickly in one of the big washbowls,
and pouring the concoction over the saturated bedclothing.

A ydlowish vapor arose, but thiswas harmless. The chemicas Doc had added to the gasliquid had
rendered it harmless, just aswater added to dcohal in quantities makesit noninflammable.

"Whoever poured the stuff under the doors probably fled immediately,” Doc said. "They won't be back,
but will wait for our bodiesto be found.”

Renny growled, "What | want to know is, how did they discover us?'

MONK had been doing some tal wondering on that point. And Monk, while he was afellow who
lacked discretion at times, firmly believed that confession is good for the soul.

"l don't think | doneit," he said.

"You gpe!" Ham grated ingtantly. "What have you been up to?'

"Aw, | hadda have someair,” Monk explained. "I went on deck.”

Ham sighed. "Wdll, if nobody saw you, that don't explainit.”

"No, it couldn’t have been me," Monk agreed. "The girl wasn't one of the gang."

Ham dmog ydled a that. "What girl ?*

"A French oo-larla,”" Monk elaborated. "But she wasjust a passenger, and lived in Melbourne.”

"Was she about the size of Kit Merrimore?' Doc Savage asked abruptly.

"Well, now—" Monk floundered. Asamatter of fact, the girl had been about the size of Kit Merrimore.

"I examined Kit Merrimore' s past,” Doc Savage stated. " She was at one time an actress, and her best
part wasthat of aFrench girl in America."

Monk emitted afeeble squeak.



"Catch me, somebody," he croaked. "I think I'm going to faint.”
Ham sad grimly, "Renny!"

"Huh?'

"How about letting me cut him up in little pieces?' Ham demanded.
"Go ahead,” Renny directed.

"And I'll stand till for you," Monk contributed, after which they did not have the heart to roast him to the
brownness that they would have liked.

It was now apparent that the enemy was not only aboard, but was going to make trouble. Doc’ s group
hurriedly set about opening their equipment cases which held such wegpons as they thought they might
need.

They had hardly started on this task when aface appeared at the porthole. It was aface Doc’s men
knew. The owner was one of the men who had been with Kit Merrimore at the dirigible stedling in New
York.

The face disappeared ingtantly.

Doc flung to the porthole. It was open. He thrust his head through. The man waslegging it down the
deck.

Severa men were gathered toward the bow. Doc looked in the direction of the stern. More men
gathered there.

There was a cheap leather suitcase standing under the porthole, on deck.
Doc whipped back out of the porthole.

"Run!" he said, and his voice was acrash.

DOC' Smen had learned to do things quickly when the bronze man spoke like that, and they dived
through the doorsinto the corridor, and when Doc gestured, dashed down the corridor.

Something hit the ship asif it were agreat drum. The doorsfell into the corridor. The old carpet jumped
up off thefloor. Thelight bulbs broke and came jingling down; only no one heard them jingle, because
sound had pushed eardrumsin and strained them until they could hear nothing for moments.

Probably Doc Savage was the only one who knew what had happened. His friends had not seen the
suitcase. Had they, they were astute enough to guessit held explosive.

The bronze man was bringing out small objects and hurling them first one direction in the corridor, then
another. They were smoke bombs, and blackness bloated up and engulfed the group, and it was darker
than it had ever seemed to be before.

A gun banged, and another, and a small machine gun snarled like an iron bulldog. Bullets pecked and
Szzed.

"Top deck,” Doc Savage said. "Get together with me.”



His associates got together with him.
"Y our supermachine pistol, Renny," Doc said. "Demoalition cartridges. The celling.”
"Holy cow!" Renny said, which was the equivalent of O. K., and they stood there aminute.

Renny’ s supermachine pistol hooted; explosive-driven air buffeted them, and wood and meta fell. The
Benny Boston's rusted old whistle started on along toot, while al over the hooker men yelled, cursed
and shot off their guns.

Therewas aholein the ceiling now. Renny had made it with hislittle supermachine pistol bulletsthat were
packed with high-powered hell. It was abig hole, and parts of the ceiling hung down, so that by grabbing
and hauling, Doc and his men climbed out.

The smoke bomb smoke poured out around them. They got out of the smoke. The starslooking down at
them seemed small, the moon big, alittle red asif blushing.

Doc and his men started for the bridge, but red sparks sprang up aong the bridge rail, and bullets began
meaking those strange, awful soundswhich nothing, but bullets make.

"Gasl" Monk squeaked. "WEe ve got some!™
"They have gas masks, t00." Doc pointed out.

Men ran here and there, mostly fore and aft, and once in awhile they werein a spot where there was
somelight, and it could be seen that they were wearing gas masks and iron military hats.

"The ventilation funnelsto the engine room," Doc said. "If we control the engine room, we control the
ship.”

Ventilators, flower-mouthed monsters, reared up from the top deck all around. Doc ran to one of these,
gorang, caught the lip. Hanging haf ingde, he listened. It would be easy to go down, bracing his back and
hands against one Side, hisfeet against the other. But he did not go down. He listened.

Then he dapped his hands againgt the ventilator, making sounds.

A big, nonexistent snake hissed in the bottom. Hot steam came up. Scalding clouds of it. Men had been
waiting with steam hoses at the bottom, and they had thought Doc was coming down.

A searchlight came on, splashed Doc' slittle group. Monk shot it out. Bullets traveled about without much
system. But fore and aft, the attackers were organizing themselvesfor acharge.

Captain Smooth had had his ship taken away from him by now.
"The boats," Doc Savage said.

LONG TOM exploded, "Y ou mean we' re going to get off the ship?"
"Right."
"But we may be ableto lick them!™

"Maybe. But we are leaving the ship anyway."



IIWI,.M?I
"A good reason,” the bronze man said. "Quick! The third boat on the starboard isamotor dory.”

There was no inclination for alengthy debate on whys. Doc’ s group got the boat down to the water. The
boat was the one modern thing about the Benny Boston, or rather, the davits by which it was|owered
were. They were the type which could be operated mechanically from the boat.

Doc and his men got into the boat. Two of the group watched the controls. The others used flashlights
and machine pigtals. Theflashlights gave bright light. The machine pistols gave out streams of mercy
bullets a theright time.

The boat was now adrift. The Benny Boston went gurgling past, and the boat rocked and turned
completely around twice in the boil pushed back by the propellers.

The dory had shipped alittle water. Monk and Ham bailed. Doc did things with the motor and it began
making noises; the bow of the lifeboat picked up, the stern settled down, and they made ten knots or so.

"Diesd," Doc Savage said of the motor. "It will run along time on what fud we have.”

The bronze man and his aids were not as worried as landlubbers might have been. The Benny Boston
had put about, it wastrue, and it could run them down as easily as a drunken motorist would run down a
pup, if it found them.

If it found them. Thiswas the open sea. There had been stormsfor days. It was calm now. But big swells
kicked up by the stormswere il rolling mountain high, and it was dark.

The only searchlight on the Benny Boston had been shot out. Aslong as the ship showed no light, Doc’s
little band was in no great danger of being picked up. And they would not show alight.

Twenty minutes put them in safety.

And Long Tom got around to finding out why they had left the ship in the open sea, when there il
remained a chance that they could have overcome their foes. A very good chance, from what Long Tom
knew of Doc Savage.

"l don't seeyet," the dectrica wizard said, "why we gave up the ship.”
Doc pointed. "Thereisthe reason.”

They dl looked, and they al saw.

"Ogt!" Monk breathed.

Monk was awed—It was rarely that he was awed.

OST! Thelittle band had heard about it. Now they were seeing it. Fantastic vison of the sea. All had
read its description as printed in the newspapers. It was dl of that.

Ost was high. It was asif it sat upon adistant mountainside, yet they could not see amountain, and they
could seethecity.

Luminous. Like a photograph done, by some unknown process, in the radioactive stuff which is put on



watches and clocks to make them tell timein the dark. And like that radioactive materia when seen from
adistance, this picture wasindigtinct. It seemed to be atrifle out of focus.

A city, it had been cdlled. It was more of atown. There were buildings, dwellings or places where
businesses were conducted, if thisweird place had businesses.

Pyramids, these buildings. Every one of them. Broad at the bottom, doping up, somewhat erraticaly, asif
there was a porch or veranda every so often.

Topping each pyramid was an irregular something, tall, narrow. It wasimpossible to distinguish, dueto
the indistinctness of the image, what these topping things were.

Strangest of al, though, was the building at the back of the city. The big structure. A pyramid, too, but it
was upside down. Inverted. Suspended in the air, apparently.

Hanging upside down with nothing to holdit.
Monk laughed. Did it suddenly, loudly, somewheat irrationdly.

And somehow no one was surprised at the laugh, or even looked around. It was the perfectly natura
thing to do. The thing they were viewing was too impossible, of course.

"Well, now we ve got to figure out what we' re seeing,” Ham said.

"If it sadide thrown from a powerful magic lantern on the Benny Boston, we should be able to see the
light of thelantern,”" Long Tom contributed. "The Benny Boston isbehind us”

But the group could see no magic-lantern glow.

Gaunt Johnny picked from apocket apair of binoculars which he had been carrying there. He studied
the vision with the binoculars.

"I’ll be superamagamated!" he exploded.

"Eh?' Monk demanded.

"Look," Johnny said, and handed the homely chemist the glasses.

Monk looked. He put the glasses down, and said something that was only amumble of astonishment.
"What' sthe matter with you two slly-sadlies?’ Ham asked sarcadtically.

"Nothing," Johnny muttered.

"Yeah," Monk said. "Nothing except that these binoculars don’t magnify that city.”

"Don’'t magnify it? The glasses do not—"

"Seefor yoursdf," Monk invited.

Ham looked, and when he put the glasses down, his manner showed that they hadn’t done their duty.
"Somebody took the lenses out asajoke!" he barked, an instant later.

But the lenses werein the glasses, and they magnified everything except what it was wanted most that
they magnify now.



THERE was slencein the boat. Silence and eyestrain. Wonder. Bafflement.

"What' s over there, Doc?' Monk asked &t last.

"New Guinea," the bronze man said.

"How far?'

"Sixty milesor s0."

"Nobody can see sixty milesat seaat night.”

Doc Savage said nothing. No one el se said anything. Doc headed the motorized lifeboat for the city.

No one talked much. They all watched what they could see high above the sea ahead. It was so
wonderful, so amazing, that they did nothing but wonder and puzzle abot it.

Thelittle band hardly noticed the breeze when it kicked up. It was the type of breeze that always kicked
up before dawn, and it turned into one of the viciouslittle squalls noted frequently happening in that part
of the sea. Before long spray, and occasionally green water, was coming over the side of the boat.

Two thousand years ago, before the birth of Chrigt, the Norsemen built boats, open cockleshells fastened
with thongs and wooden pins, and in them crossed the Atlantic. Thislifeboat had lineslike them, and it
was perhaps not much smaler.

Doc and his men came through without much more hardship than athorough wetting.

But the city waslost somewhere in the excitement and darkness and whining wind and stinging spray.
They had been surprised a how long it had remained visible. Only near the height of the squal could they
no longer seeit; and after the squall had abated, they were too tired from their battle with the eementsto
show much interest init. They lay down and dept as only exhausted men can.

Doc Savage remained awake and steered and nursed the fuel supply of the Diesdl.

Between the big bronze man’ sfeet as he stood at the tiller was an equipment case of metd. One of his
own.

He had gotten it aboard during the excitement and none of the others had noticed.

Chapter XI11. THE SUMMONING VISION

DOC’ S men were glad to see the dawn—and they weren't. The sun was warm. Furthermore, it showed
them land.

But it did not show them the city. There was no city. Johnny used his binoculars, and they magnified the
land, so there was nothing wrong with the glasses.

The little band reached the land before noon. There was no city onit.

The shore was rocky, but here and there was a patch of dark, smooth sand, and they landed on one of
these, hauled the lifeboat up, and tied the painter to apalm. There was fresh water and canned foodsin



the boat. The canned foods were good.

Captain Smooth, a hard man, had been agood seaman, and kept hislifeboat larders stocked. That wasa
good ideaon aship like the Benny Boston, when the boats might be needed at any time.

Doc and his men ate.

"| fed better,” Monk said. Helooked at the mountains, searching for the city, and not finding it, said
grimly, "Maybe | fed better!"

"That' sfunny,” Renny said. "l fed that way, too."
"If you mean, you have asort of fear, | haveit, aso," said Long Tom.

Ham made a clucking noise. "I thought | was the only one who was scared. If you ask me, it'sdarned
queer. There s nothing here to be scared of ."

All stood there, looking, as Monk expressed it, funny. That is, they wore the expressions of men who
could fed fear.

Then something happened which sartled them al: Doc Savage' stiny fantadtic, trilling sound cameinto
being, rose and fdll, and ebbed away into nothingness.

Doc' sads stared & the bronze man. Thetrilling never came without reason. Alwaysit marked something
of mgor importance. They waited for him to explain.

Doc did not explain.
"Weareheading inland," he said.
"What for?' asked Monk, who was aways full of questions.

Doc seemed not to hear. After that, there were no moreinquiries. The bronze man, al knew, did not fed
ready to explain.

The bronze man and his men took the food and water, and marched inshore. They were not too badly
equipped. They would miss hammocks and mosguito netting, and perhaps antidotes for snake bites,
athough Doc might have that in the remarkable carryall vest which hewore.

Doc Savage carried the metal equipment case which he had brought. 1t was the smallest of their
assortment of cases. It seemed very heavy, even for Doc.

Once, Monk volunteered, "I’ll carry that for awhile, Doc," and picked the case up. The homely chemist
immediately looked queer, and put the case down.

It was so heavy he could hardly lift it, much less carry it any distance.

There were pam trees around the party for awhile. Then they began to climb, and there were no more
palm trees. Palms grow best around salt water.

NIGHT saw al—with the exception of Doc—hoat, tired and more or less quilled with thorns. They had
made, at aliberal estimate, ten miles. It was not bad. It was, in fact, good, and they were proud of it, for
the way had turned into one of the thickest junglesthey had ever seen—when it was not straight up.



There was not much talk as the group cooked and made smudges to keep away the insects. Therewas a
reason: Thefear. It was till with them, and till they could not explain, identify or even fully comprehend
it. Renny gave the best description of how it felt.

"Thefirst time| sat in afront-line trench, knowing we were to go over the top, and not knowing the exact
zero hour, | fdt thissameway,” hesaid. "I guess| was scared. Don’'t know how else you would describe
the fedling, athough some lunkhead captain kept telling us good soldiers never got scared.”

"Only mental defectives do not get scared,” Doc Savage said. "Fear isanormal emotion. If you do not
fed it, you are not normd.”

"Then I’'m too dang norma!" Renny grunted. "Right now, | don’t fed abit brave.”

"Bravery isthe power of determination that pushes you toward agoa when the naturd ingtincts of fear
urge you to turn back."

Doc and his men were now on their backs on palets of soft boughs which they had plucked. The smudge
fireswereto windward, and the dense smoke lifted just enough to make a cover afew inches above their
faces asthe breeze carried it past.

"What | want to know," Monk complained, "iswhat isscaring us. Me, | ain't used to getting scared when
thereain't nothing to get scared of "

All weretoo tired to stay awake long. They dept silently and deeply, except for long Johnny, who
occasiondly emitted asnore that disturbed the birds roosting in the surrounding jungle.

Doc Savage awakened his men once that night, and let them look at the city of Ost, which had become
visble through the jungle. The vison was not much more distinct than it had been the night before,
athough perhapsalittle.

When the sun came up, there was no city.

Doc Savage led the march onward. He carried the heavy metal equipment case, and seemed not to mind
greatly its enormous weight, although the going was intensdly difficult, dmaost impossible a times.

On such occasions asthis, the real power of the enormous muscular devel opment the bronze man had
built up through years of exercise and living as strict, dways, as an athletein training, became athing that
amazed hisaids.

Time after time, while they rested, gasping and perspiring, he would range through the jungle and come
back with fruits and roots which, when eaten, had specid strength-giving vaues.

The going became worse as the group progressed, a circumstance that seemed impossible.
They pushed ahead for nine days.

NINE days was along time to march through green hell with nothing, actudly, to urgethem on. To be
sure, Doc’' s band saw the fantatic city ahead frequently, but it was always like amirage; and they
redized it was much more distinct, yet it did not seem alot closer.

They were a bedraggled crowd by now. There was only one whole shirt among them. Pants had been
docked off above the knees, with the exception of Ham, who was il trying to preserve his sartorid



splendor. Ham had the one whole shirt.

The night of the tenth day was an unsettled one. The five aids were convinced they were on awild-goose
chase, and when they thought of the terrible trek back to the coast, they felt like eating nails.

Doc Savage done was an exception. He had not said what he felt. But he had not et down any in the
forward drive.

Then Monk awokein the night and saw the old man with the spider arms.

This strange apparition of abeing stood on the far edge of the clearing in which they had camped for the
night. There was bright moonlight. Y et moonlight at the best isnot the finest illumination when it comesto
showing up details. That made it stranger that Monk could see thefellow so well.

The being' sface waswrinkled. Like amelon in aloose blue sack. Blue. His skin was digtinctly blue. His
garment seemed to be made out of one piece of dark-red cloth—simply along piece of goods which he
had wrapped thisway and that around his body until he had it al covered. He had incredibly long arms
which werevery thin, and hislegs were dmost asthin, but only about aforth aslong.

"Wake up, guys!" Monk barked. "Here's Goal"

Monk was not as amazed then about what he had said as he was | ater.
The others awakened. They looked. All of them exclaimed in surprise.
And al five dashed forward. Doc Savage done remained where he was.

The spider-armed old creature looked very happy when he saw them coming. He beckoned wildly,
urging them to come on. Then he turned and ran on ahead of them.

The group shouted at him to stop, but he paid no attention. At intervals, he would wave a them to come
on.

Doc’smen did not gain on him. This surprised them, for they were running their fastest. Their quarry did
not have legs built for running, if appearances were any indication.

But they were not half as surprised, though, asthey were an ingtant |later.

They cameto ameadow of soft, deep grass. Monk glanced back. They were crushing down the grass
with their feet, and leaving aplaintrail.

But the old man ahead was leaving no tracks whatever.
"Hey!" Monk squawled. "There s somethin’ phony!"
The others stopped. The bony, old man went on, still beckoning, and was lost in the dark jungle.

Monk and the others produced flashlights. They looked around, examining everything soft enough to
have taken afootprint. They did not find asingle track.

They went back to camp walking in the manner of small boys passing a cemetery after having heard a
good ghost story. They told Doc Savage about it. The bronze man did not say what they expected.

"Anxiousto go on now?" he queried.



"Darned right," Renny rumbled. "Holy cow! There' s something blamed queer behind this, and | wanta get
at the bottom of it."

There was more than athird of the night remaining. They had alittle difficulty going to deep.
"Monk," Ham said.
"What isit, you spook-chasing shyster?"

"When you awakened us, you said, ‘Here' sGoa.” What I’ d like to know is, how you knew it was Goa.
Did hecadl out his name while we were adegp?"

Monk made a startled, choking noise.
"Wdl, did he?'
Monk said, "'l refuse to speak.”

Ham chuckled. "If it'll make you fed any better, | knew his name was Goa, too. | don’t know how |
knew it. | just did.”

All did deep alittle before dawn.

THIS jungle country wasinhabited. Doc’ s group had seen signs of natives, footprints usualy. A few
times, they had seen furtive faces, but the natives had fled, and they had not bothered to try to make
contact with them. Meeting a peaceful native tribe usualy meant lengthy ceremonids, and they wereina
hurry.

Doc Savage dways led the way, flake gold eyes dert. Just how little histrained scrutiny missed was
brought home to the others when, alittle before noon, he stopped abruptly while striding dong with
seeming casuaness.

"Back," hesaid.

He advanced afew paces adone, bent forward and scrutinized something. He went back to the others at
once. "Poisoned thorns," Doc said. "Wewill have to take to the trees.”

Ham demanded, "Can we not go around?"
"Eadly. But we might not see the next ones. Natives are sometimes clever at handling them.”
"Oh!'Y ou mean—"

"Yes," the bronze man replied. "They were thorns set by nativesto trap other natives. We are now in
warlike country.”

Gaunt Johnny, the archaeologigt, put in, "Head-hunters?’
"Probably. Some of the few remaining head-huntersin theworld arein thisdistrict.”

The party’ smeans of travel from now on was unusua: First, Doc Savage disappeared for atime, leaving
the others crouched in the jungle with eyes and supermachine pistols ready, and with stimulants and
poison antidotes handy. Native head-hunters were not lads to take chances with.



Doc reappeared, and he had ahuge armload of very fine fibers which he had plucked from jungle plants.
Thelittle band plaited these into thin, stout ropes, one for each man.

The task took them until noon the next day.

Then they took to the trees. Every one but Monk viewed thiswith great skepticism. But once aoft, they
found it even easer than working through the jungle at earth level. The reason wassmple:

The higher trees of this part of the jungle were huge, scrawny-leafed things, and nearly every tree had at
least one branch which waslike ahornin that it could be roped easly.

Doc’s men had but to stand on one bough, rope a distant one, and drop aloop in their own end of the
rope over another hook of abranch, then swing across. Some of them speedily perfected away of going
across upright, in a squatting position, gripping the rope on each side with their hands.

They had not gone far in thisfashion before Monk made aremark.

"It looks asif some of these boughs had been used thisway before,” he said.
"Doubtless," Doc agreed.

"Huh?'

"Thismethod of travel is much used in theseidands," Doc replied. (Explorers have often reported the
method of savagetravel. The lbilao tribesmen of theide of Luzon are notable examples.)

MONK proved especialy adept at the new mode of travel, which was no surprise to Ham, and he found
occasion to say o repeatedly and sarcastically.

The jungle below seemed to get more and more dense. It was an incredible mass. Where they could see
theground at dl, it was usudly covered with pools of vile green water inhabited by vicious looking
water-snakes and reptiles. Travel on the ground would have been amost impossible.

Aheed, they could see afanged mountain range, not especialy high, but remarkably rugged. They were
headed directly for these.

Doc and hisaids dept that night in crude platforms which they congtructed in the forks of abig tree.

A digtinct chuck! of anoise awakened them. It was made by a short, heavy war spear which stuck ina
bough of thetree.

Chapter XI1V. THE STINGING BREATH

THE sun had not arrived, but there was enough predawn light to show the surrounding jungle, and as
Monk expressed it, "more fierce natives than you could crowd on a battleship.”

The natives were little brown fellows, and they looked not greetly different from savagesin other parts of
the world, except perhaps they were alittle more naked. The nearest were along spear throw away.
Behind them, the trees were almost bending with their fierce human freight.

As soon as Doc and his men stirred, the natives al began howling. Drums and weird-sounding reed



whistles added to the uproar. Here and there was a chief or awitch doctor in a grotesque mask.
Monk drew abead on the nearest with his machine pistol, which was|oaded with "mercy” bullets.
"Careful," Doc warned.

The bronze man listened for afew momentsto the shouting. He could speak innumerable languages
fluently—sometimes not as fluently as he thought he should, considering the years he had spent mastering
them. Thisonewas avariation of one of the more civilized Guineatribesman.

Doc caled out in the nearest tongue he could manage, demanding what the hullaba oo meant.

The natives showed no surprise. It probably never occurred to their ignorant heads that there was any
other language but their own, unlessit might be the language of their witch deities.

The business of replying to Doc’ s question became quite a ceremony. One man would squawl for a
while. Then another. And another. This continued. Then they started squawling at each other.

"What' stheidea, Doc?' Monk asked. "What they talkin' over?'
"Making selections" Doc said.
"Of what?"

"Our heads,” the bronze man replied quietly. "They are aggravated because we have not enough headsto
go around.”

"Blazed" Monk ydled. "Head-hunterd"”

Ham listened with interest. "Whaose head are they bidding the highest for, Doc?"
"Monk’s" the bronze man admitted.

"Aw-w-w!" Monk groaned.

Johnny asked uneedlly, "What are they waiting for?"

"They consder that they have ustrapped,” the bronze man said dryly. "And they enjoy this palavering
among themsdlves. Furthermore, there will be more light for hunting usin the jungle later in the day.”

"Then what are we waiting for?"
"Shortly after the sunis up, abreeze usudly starts blowing,” the bronze man replied.

Johnny fumbled with his monocle, which he had preserved, dthough he scarcely had apiece of clothing
left to which to attach the black ribbon.

"l don’t see what good that will do," he said.

DOC SAVAGE did not seem especially concerned by the fact that he and his men were surrounded by
head-hunters who were playing with them in their queer way. But that did not make hisfive aidsfed any
easer. They knew Doc. Hewould not ook especialy concerned if he were faling out of a plane without
aparachute.



Thefive aids got the ammo drumsfor their supermachine pistols ready. There were unpleasantly few
drums. Moreover, the jungle was so thick that the capsuleike mercy bullets would not be especidly
effective.

Came the time when the bes egers seemed to get settled the matter of who was to have whose head.
They indulged in ababble of extremely loud yelling by way of warming up.

The breeze had by now piped up. It blew toward the mountains.
Doc Savage dropped several small objects into the jungle under the tree.

Then he strode out on a high, naked branch, baancing there. He called out sharply, and the great crash
of hisvoice brought comparative Slenceto thejungle.

The bronze man leveled both armsin adramatic gesture toward the distant mountains.

"We are white men who comein peace, and we are going on to those mountains,” he said, in the native
tongue.

Thereply thisgot was surprising.

"No one goes to those mountains," was the substance of it. "It isforbidden by hewho hasal power."
Doc acted unimpressed.

"Youintend to kill us?' he asked.

They shouted happily that they did.

Doc waved his arms and got some silence.

"We are not ordinary men asyourselves," he cdled loudly. " Should we die, our breaths would leave our
bodies and go on to the mountains, and it would not be pleasant for you."

This got the head-hunters equivaent of ahorselaugh.
Doc cdled out again with great volume.
"In this manner it would happen,” he said.

He cupped his hands about hislips, filled his chest with agreat breath, and blew it noisily in the direction
of the mountains.

For amoment, nothing happened. Some of the natives Started cackling derisively.

Then abrown fiend shrieked, grabbed his eyes, and fell off hislimb into aspringy bush. Others shrieked.
General bedlam seized those natives who stood between Doc’ s party and the mountain.

Within three or four minutes, they were as hel pless as men become when dosed with tear gas.

The small objects which the bronze man had dropped had been tear-gas grenades, hisaids knew by
now.

Doc' s voice roared over the hullabal oo.

"And our spiritswould rise like black monstersto haunt you,” he caled. "In thisfashion.”



He made an elaborate gesture of plucking something out of his own head, and releasing it.
Simultaneoudy, he opened one of the little smoke bombs.

An enormous cloud of black smoke immediately materiadized above the bronze giant’ s head, and drifted
off lazily with thewind toward the mountains.

DOC SAVAGE' S knowledge of primitive psychology was excellent, and histhegtrica's got the results he
had aimed for.

Fight oozed out of the throng of natives. They began to howl, but there was adifferent toneto it, a
mournful, scared quality. Wespon after wegpon was thrown away.

"All right,” Doc called to hisads. "They are convinced we are supernatural. We may be able to go ahead

They swung their rattan lariats, and began moving from treeto tree.
Doc 4till carried hisextremey heavy metal equipment case.

Asthe bronze man had hazarded, no hostile move was made by the natives. Not wanting to spoil the
effect created by the tear gas by themselves getting into it, the party moved to theright.

Coming to agtretch of higher ground, where the jungle was abit too thin for fast traveling aoft, Doc and
his men swung to the ground. Soon, they were surrounded by natives. Thelittle brown fellows had
discarded their weagpons. They had astrange way of showing humiliation. The process seemed to be for
aman to grab hisown throat and go through the motions of choking himsdif.

Thiswas definitely amusing to Monk. He got started chuckling, but did manage to keep hisface straight.

Hismirth died agulping desth when at least twenty natives suddenly surrounded them, genuflecting and
choking themselves—and abruptly seized Doc Savage and his men.

"Hey!" Monk yeled. "What' stheidea of this?"

Doc spoke rapidly in the didect. He was answered. "They are not going to harm us," the bronze man
trandated.

"Then what' stheidea of grabbing us?'

"They are not going to let us go to the mountains,” Doc said. "They are going to keep us here.”

Chapter XV. THE OTHER WHITE MAN

THE native hut had one thing to recommend it: A roof. There were other things to discount that—afew
overly ripefish and some small animals hanging to the ridgepoles. This provender had been smoked for
preserving purposes, but with doubtful success. There were fliesin the hut. Monk was pretending to
count them.

"Onequintillion, seven quadrillion, two trillion—"

"Giveit up," Ham requested, "or I’'m going to dam you over the head so hard you'll bite your toenails.”



Renny, Long Tom and Johnny also occupied the shade under the hut roof, on the side from which the
wind blew. Theflieswerelessthick there.

"Ouch!" Monk complained. "It wouldn’t be so bad if these weren’t man-eating flied"

Doc Savage was howhere in sight. His aids had pondered about where the bronze man had gone, and
had decided he was moving about the village, talking to the natives, perhaps arguing.

The bronze man’ s helpers doubted if the arguing would help much. They had dready done plenty of that,
but without it getting results. They were herein the native village, prisoners, with nothing to do but strall
around and peek into the huts, a pastime that was not especidly inviting, Since the principa ornament in
each hut was ahuman head, singly or in clusters.

Doc Savage appeared suddenly and called, "Ham!™

The dapper lawyer arose and accompanied the bronze man, and the others remained behind, it being
obviousthat Doc wanted only Ham.

Monk rolled over and frowned at Renny.
"Say, how doesthisthing all stack up to you?" he wanted to know.

"It has me buffaloed,” Renny admitted. "Holy cow! Some of the things that have happened are
impossible. That city, and that old spider-armed man, for instance. Blamed queer.”

Monk nodded. "That’ s not al. When Doc asked these natives questions about that mountain range, and
why we should not go on there, they clammed right up. Acted scared.”

Long Tom put in, "Listen, if you birds haven't got any ideas, why not keep ill? 1 can do my own
puzzing.

"Yes," gaunt Johnny echoed. "V erbosity superabundantly—"
He stopped with a croak. Pointed.
"Look there!" he gulped. "There' s Lupp!”

MONK, Renny and Long Tom cameto their feet asif jerked by strings. They looked, and their eyes
popped.

Lupp! The man who had been with Kit Merrimore, the fellow who wasthe red |eader of their
oppostion. They had last seen him in the fighting aboard the Benny Boston. And here hewasin this
savagevillage.

Swaggering adong the makeshift street area between the huts, the newcomer came. And the natives, to a

man, backed away from him, took themselves by the throats, wrestled with themsalves, then got down
on their hands and knees.

"It'sLupp!" Renny rumbled softly.

"Thisisbad!" Long Tom breathed. "That fellow is obvioudy somekind of deity to these natives! If he
setsthemon us—"



The dark, muscular white man in the native street stopped and shouted what sounded like two words.
The natives began to gather toward him. Lupp retrested until he stood closeto the wall of the jungle, and
the natives clustered before him. Helifted hisarms.

Words poured from hislips. Wordsin the native tongue, which Monk and the others could not
understand. In response, the natives chanted and throttled themselves.

Then Doc'saids got their big surprise. The man who had addressed the natives lifted his voice and spoke
English.

"Doc Savage, or any of hismen!™ he shouted. "Can you hear me?”
"He knowswe're here," Monk muttered, then howled, "We hear you, you scamp!™”

"You arefreeto go," theman cdled. "I havejust told the natives that they shall not prevent your
departure. They were holding you because on apreviousvist, | told them to prevent any white man
reaching those mountains. They were obeying orders. To them, | am a powerful witch doctor. But now
you can go."

The man spoke afew words to the natives, turned and disappeared into the jungle.

"Dag-gone!" Monk said, when astonishment freed histongue. ™Y ou reckon we can walk right out of
here?'

"Wecantry," Renny said.
They tried. And they did it. Not awar spear or poisoned arrow was lifted to stop them.

Thelittle band penetrated about a quarter of amileinto the jungle, then stopped, their supermachine
pistolsin hand.

"There ssometrick to this" Renny stated emphatically. "We Il wait herefor Doc, then, if he don’t come
on, we |l go back hunting him."

"And when we find Doc, we'll trail that Lupp, Monk declared.
"You will not haveto go far," avoice said dmost beside them.
Doc Savage and Ham walked out of the jungle.

"Y ou shyster!" Monk growled. "What do you mean by that?"

"l wasthe Lupp you saw back there," Ham vouchsafed with asmile.

MONK blinked twice, said, "I don't believeit!"
"We had better get going,” Doc Savage said.

The aids climbed into the trees and used their ropes, which had been coiled about their middles. Doc il
carried his heavy equipment case.

Monk declared, "1 don't savvy what happened back there."

Ham said, "Simple, you Siamese gossoon. Doc got to listening and inquiring around among those natives,



and he learned two men stayed with the tribesmen several months ago. Two white men. They answvered
the description of Lupp and that Two-bit."

"I'd hardly call Two-bit awhite man," Monk said.

"That’squibbling!" Ham snapped. "L upp and Two-bit were with those nativesfor awhile. They came
from the direction of those mountains ahead. When they |&ft the tribe, they went on toward the coast.

"But before they |eft, Lupp had established himsdlf asamedicine man, not adifficult thing for aclever
white man to do. And Lupp had impressed upon these natives that they must not, under any condition,
permit any other white men to go toward those mountains.”

"But Lupp—" Monk paused and squinted intently at Ham. "Aw, bugs! | can see traces of make-up on
your face! So Doc made you up to look like Lupp.”

"Ham hasaphysica build nearest that of Lupp’'s," Doc admitted.

Ham added: "It was Doc done the voice imitating. | might have managed that, but | couldn’t speak the
darn head-hunter’ slanguage.”

Big-fisted Renny, who had been silent during the recitd, broke into a rumble which sounded pleased.
"We re on theright trail to the mystery!" he boomed. "We know that now!"

That very certainty which Renny mentioned injected new enthusiaam into the group’ stired muscles. They
made very good time through the treetops, looking back often to detect a sign of following head-hunters.
They saw them.

The sguat, brown natives kept some distance to the rear, so far back that they looked like monkeysin
the trees. But they only followed for afew hours, then stopped and went back.

"They fear these mountains ahead,” Doc Savage remarked.
"Wonder why?' Monk wanted to know.

"They call theregion anamewhich, liberaly trandated, means, * The Land of the Spook men,’" the
bronze man replied. "That was about al | was ableto gather."

Doc and hissmdl group kept traveling far into the night, for the moon was bright. And only when they
turned in for the night did they redlize the mountains ahead were making strange sounds.

Queer sounds indeed. Rumblings, sobbings—noises that were probably distant many miles, yet which
must be very loud. More striking were the sounds which came less often. They were best described asa
long, gurgling whoosh! Asif something titanic wereletting out bresth.

"Reminds me of the time we found some prehistoric mongtersin avolcanic pit,” Monk muttered uneasly.
"Boy, did they show usatime!"( The Land of Terror)

Johnny polished his monocle absently.
"A monticolousterrestrial cacophony,” Johnny said.
"Huh? What'd you cdl it?" Monk grunted.

"Mountain music,” Long Tom trandated dryly.



BY mid-afternoon the following day, the aids began to redlize what had made the noises. They climbed
sharply, crossed aridge, and descended into alow valley beyond which lay the piled masses of bare
rocks that were the mountains.

All became aware of an odor. It became highly distressng.
"Cdefactive thermae of earthly orgination,” Johnny said.
"Blazed" Monk groaned. "What?"

"Hot springs,” Long Tom trandated again. " Geysers. Look!"

Over the treetops, the associates saw aplume of steam hurl upward for a hundred feet or so,
accompanied by the loud, roaring sound which they had heard the night before. In the fashion of geysers,
this one hurled up water and steam for awhile, then subsided.

For thefirst time, dl redized they were headed into aregion of intense volcanic activity. Geysers, boiling
hot springs, great areas where the entire earth became mud that was hot enough to cook.

"Kind of like Y dlowstone Park," Monk offered.

Therewas adifference. Y ellowstone was picturesque. This region was most displeasing to the eye, and
made doubly unbearable by the brimstone smell which grew stronger and stronger.

Then the aids were pleased indeed that they had not discarded what equipment they did have, during the
march. They still had the tiny gas masks which Doc Savage had perfected, and they donned them, after
which the going was more bearable, except for the hedt.

The heat got more intense. Earth heat. It made the sun, which they had previoudy thought was hot, seem
amost cooling by contrast.

Time after time, Doc and his men were forced to retreat and pick another route. Since the mud lakes,
amogt frying hot, were covered with an innocent-looking crust, it became necessary to fling rocks ahead
to test the going whenever there was the least doubt.

A moment later, they saw the spider-armed being, Goa, again.

THE creature appeared ahead of them, as on the other occasion, and waved at them, beckoning. All
yelled a him, or every one but Doc did. No answer.

The ads hurried after him, and the being receded; they were beginning to have strong doubts that he was
humen.

Speedily Doc’ s aids discovered that the spider-armed man was not showing them atrail. He merely
urged them to come on. And there was something pitifully pleading about his exhortations, it struck them.

"The old coot seems kindaworried," Monk took his mask off amoment to say.

Goa, it devel oped, could apparently pass over regions of soft mud and hot fissures where they
themsalves could not traverse. Doc warned of this.



"Wewill haveto pick our trail,” hesaid.

By noon of the following day, the bronze chief and his men had passed through the worst of the region.
They reached higher ground, and the mountains shoved up around them. Sheer cliffs, for the most part.

Time after time, Doc and his aids managed to climb afew hundred yards, only to be blocked. They
would go back and try a different route.

The rock higher up seemed to be veined in places with some dark formation.

The spider-armed apparition had been lost to sight for awhile. But now it appeared again. For once, not
ahead. To theleft. They went in that direction.

Soon the group came to a stream, a creek which flowed steaming hot water. The spider-armed one went
up this. Doc Savage and his aidsfollowed. The going was easer, which meant they were not on hands
and knees clawing up sheer rock faces more than half of thetime.

Goa, the fantastic being with the long arms and the enveloping cloth garment, appeared to dacken his
pace, so that they came nearer. Then he disappeared.

A few minutes|later, Doc and his men stopped and stared.
"Holy cow!" Renny rumbled. "He mustagoneinto that!"

They had come to a cavernous opening in the face of the mountain. Out of thisthe boiling stream poured.
Above and to the sides, the rock wall was too sheer for any man to climb.

The stone around the hole was of dark quality. The same darkish stone composed most of the mountain
behind.

It was very hot, and Monk sighed and laid down his pack, including his supermachine pistol. A moment
later, he reached over, picked up hisgun, then gave agtartled yell.

"Hey!" he squdled. "Somethin’ was holdin® my gun to the ground!”
"And something," big-fisted Renny barked, "is playing the deuce with the needle of my compass”

I'T was gaunt Johnny who cleared up the mystery. He pointed at the dark stone around them.
"Lodestone," he said. "The biggest deposit of the stuff, or strata of it, that | ever saw."

Monk looked relieved, bent over, and tested the pull of the black rock with his supermachine pistol. He
was startled. He could free the gun only with astrong pull.

"Firg timel ever seen any of it thisstrong,” Monk said.

"L odestone," Johnny explained, "is amagnetic oxide of iron, and this particular deposit of it ssemsto be
of high magnetic srength.”

"Holy cow!" Renny interposed. "Look!" Heindicated Doc Savage.

The bronze man had opened the metal equipment case which he had carried on the long trek. The case
which Monk personaly knew was so heavy he could hardly lift it.



Out of the case, Doc lifted six pairs of pieces of iron shaped like large flat irons. Exact copies of the
strange iron implements which Ben Brasken had possessed.

He passed them out. Monk promptly lowered histo the rock underfoot, then tugged and grunted, trying
to lift it againgt the pull of the lodestone.

"Blazed" he complained. "What aplace! Y ou can't lay anything down!™

Big-fisted Renny peered doubtfully at the cavity out of which the boiling stream poured.
"| takeit you'regoin’ inthere, Doc?' he muttered.

"Right," the bronze man admitted.

"Why?

By way of answering, Doc Savage called them to the mouth of the subterranean hot-water stream and
showed certain scratches on the rocks which had escaped the aids notice.

"These are several months old,” he said. "But they indicate some one entered thistunnel, using iron blocks
probably smilar to ours™

"Y ou think these thingswill support our weight?' Renny countered.
"Eadly, judging from the pull outsde here."

"How will we movethem?'

"Sidethem aong. It isacrude process, but workable.”

It was. Doc and his men prudently used the precaution of tying their wriststo the handles of theiron
blocks before they started in. And they linked each other together with the rope, in the manner of
mountain climbers, before entering.

It was not as bad as the aids had expected. The het, terrific at first, was not so great but that they
became accustomed to it.

Theroof of the water-worn tunnel was smooth, hence it was possible to dide the iron blocks aong by
swinging and jerking. The better method was to swing up and actually shove ahead with the feet.

Y et it was probably lucky that the distance through the tunnel was not greet.

Doc and his men came out at the foot of agreat cliff which seemed part of thewall of acuplike
depression in the mountains. And the excitement Started immediately.

Monk leveled anam, yelled, "Our dirigible!™

Chapter XVI. THE THIRD VICTIM

THE little dirigible was perhaps half amile distant, moored beyond a clump of trees. The back of the
craft glinted in the sunlight.

Thisvalley, or cup, crater, or whatever it was, seemed to have only afew hot springs and geysers. These
appeared to be confined to the lower end, where Doc and his party had entered.



Ham breathed deeply of the air, mopped perspiration and moved away from the stream of hot water. He
had managed to tug hisirons free of the tunnel sde, and he carried them with him. However, therock al
about—amost the entire wall around the valley—seemed to be of lodestone.

When Ham put hisirons down, the magnetic force seized them, yanking him over forcibly. He sat down
withasgh.

"Of dl the crazy stuntsl" he groaned. "Doc, how on earth did it occur to you to make up theseiron things
and bring them dong?'

"A natural move," Doc replied. "Ben Brasken' stalk indicated they were necessary askeys.”

"Ben Brasken!" Monk exploded. "If that guy swam ashore, worked through that jungle, then back, and
swam around in the ocean until he met his ship—well, somebody iscrazy! A thing like that couldn’t be
donel"

Doc Savage did not comment. The bronze man was studying the dirigible. Then he glanced at hisaids,
noted that it would take some time for them to recover their strength, and made a suggestion.

"Whileyou rest, | am going ahead and look over the Situation,” he said.
"Go ahead," Monk groaned. "I got Chancy horsesin both arms.”
Monk was pretty far gone when he willingly passed up a chance for action.

Doc Savage went forward. He cameto arill of fresh water, tasted it, examined it closdly, even using a
meagnifier from his compartment vest—the most intact garment he il retained.

Convinced the gtriking clarity of the water did not indicate that it was poisonous, he drank. He was
aways suspicious of very clear water in thejungle. Fish, frogs and other creaturesthat roil water do not
livein poison pools.

Therewas acool breeze through the valey, and from the manner in which the tops of the trees bent to
the southward, it was evident that thiswas a continuous wind. Probably it was created by therising of air
warmed by the region of geysers and hot springs.

The breeze made the going pleasant enough. The jungle was not unusually thick when Doc reached it,
and he worked through it. There were many birdsin the trees. Surprisingly, most of these seemed edible
fowl, guineas, gamecock and species of wild chickens peculiar to the Orient. He also observed pigs, fat
egting goats, and other food type animals.

Nearing the dirigible, the bronze man used caution, circling once entirdly, listening often. There was no
one around. He swung aboard the craft.

Thearship wasdtill inflying condition, but it had been cardesdy and inexpertly handled. Many smadll
things were broken, and a number of the specia gadgets, such asthe infra-light projecto-receptor for
watching the earth at night with invisible light, had been taken apart by personswho did not have enough
skill to get them back together. The dirigible had carried more than a dozen passengers, judging from the

deegping arrangements.

Kit Merrimore had been aboard. Doc found the innumerable bottles and boxes or beauty aids which
women seemed to need in the tiny cabin which she had occupied.

The soft earth around the dirigible had been trampled agreat dedl. The craft wastied to trees with stout



lines, and wasin no danger of damage. Doc scrutinized the tracks.

The footprints were fresh. The motors bore afaint trace of warmth when he tested them.
The airship had apparently not been herelong.

The footprints headed up the valey. Doc followed them.

HIS quarry had taken a straight course, which indicated they knew where they were going.

When he had covered no more than a quarter of amile, the bronze man began hearing the shots. There
was ahdf dozeninthefirst volley. After that, only afew, scattered. Doc quickened his pace.

He saw human beings. Kit Merrimore, in whipcord breeches, silk blouse and sun hemet. Lupp, dark,
muscular and evil. Two-bit, the Oriental, impassively watching. And adozen others, more or less. All
were heavily armed.

They were holding two prisoners.

The man captive had the frame of atwo-hundred-pounder, and probably weighed not much more than
half of that. He was near fifty, and had agreat dedl of white hair.

The woman captive was about the same age, atall, sturdy figure of alady who had been pretty in her
youth and was now quite handsome.

Both prisoners were whites. They were holding their hands up.

"—and you were afool ever to come back asyou have, Lupp,” the man was saying. "When we found
thisplace, it was only by therarest accident. We al might have escaped, if it had not been for your
greed. But no. Y ou saw what was here, and you tried to takeiit.”

Lupp laughed harshly. "1t s plenty worth taking, Space!™

The white-haired man continued. "As my assistant and manager of my exploring expedition, you took
advantage of my trugt. It was only by double-crossing mysalf and my wife, leaving us behind, that you

and Two-bit escaped.”
Two-hit, the Celedtia, squirmed uneasily and looked pained. Lupp was unaffected.

"Martin Space, the eminent explorer!" he jeered. "What the hell do you think | am?Y ou and your kind
get dong on the few dimes your museums and societies hand out to you. But me, | like dough. Plenty of
dough. | thought | was gonna get it, only they up and repedled prohibition in the States. Then | ran onto
my big chance here. What kind of a sucker do you take mefor?'

"You're not asucker,” replied the white-haired Space. "Y ou are as unprincipled adevil aswas
Spawned.”

Lupp laughed again. "Now that we' ve got that settled, we'll proceed.”
"And what do you think you are going to do?" Space asked camly.
"Get rid of you and your wife permanently,” Lupp said.



"Murder?'
"It sonly murder when you get caught. There' s not much chance of that.”
Lupp cocked the large revolver hewas carrying and raised it.

"Lupp!" Kit Merrimore cried out, in horror.

LUPP haf lowered his gun and looked at the young woman who was known around New York asa
thrill-hunter with too much money.

"What' d you think we would do?" he demanded.

Kit Merrimore gasped. "When you cameto mein New Y ork to finance this thing, you told me there
would be no killing, and that you would rescue Martin Space and hiswifel"”

Lupp laughed. "I’ ve changed my idess."

"You'll change them again!™ the young woman snapped. "Y ou are not going to murder these people or
anybody else!"

Lupp nodded at hismen. Severad lifted their wegpons.

"We regoing ahead withit," Lupp sad grimly. "And let metell you something ese! I’ ve been making a
play for you ever since we started this thing, and not been getting any place. From now on, that isgoing
to be different, too!"

Kit Merrimore bent forward alittle. She showed her teeth, and it was not asmile.
"Youtouchme" shesad too camly, "and I’ll kill you if it' sthelast thing | ever do!™

It was not aloud declaration, but it had aquality init that caused Lupp to move back astep, asif he had
just missed being bitten by a poisonous snake. He recovered immediately.

"Grab her!" he ordered his men.

Four men sprang for Kit Merrimore. Shetried to whip asmall gun out, but did not quite succeed. She
fired a one of the men from her pocket, and the bullet damaged hisleg dightly, causng him to emit an
earsplitting howl. Then they got the young woman's gun and held her.

Lupp looked her up and down evilly, but a the same time he seemed to be thinking. He had evidently
observed Kit Merrimore enough to redlize she would be dangerous aslong as shewas dive. Too
dangerous, he must have thought, for he shrugged.

"Put her with Space and hiswife," Lupp ordered. "Women will be a dime a dozen when we get back
outsde."

They shoved Kit Merrimore toward the explorer and hiswife.

"You'regoing to kill me?' Kit Merrimore demanded.

"Hdl, yes" Lupp sad frankly. "I’'m afraid of you."

The men stepped back from Kit Merrimore and the two Spaces. They got their guns ready.



Martin Space said desperately, "Goaismy friend now! Y ou will never liveto leave this—"
"Giveit to them!" Lupp rapped. "We |l take care of Goaand the rest of—"
Hedid not finishit. The rock made an dmost metalic noise hitting the side of his head.

HAVING thrown the rock, Doc Savage lost no time. He heaved erect, charged. During the excitement
connected with Kit Merrimore' s seizure, he had crawled close.

He hit two men, lifted them, flung them into two others. All four went down. Doc had asmoke bombin
one hand. He flung it to the earth. It bloomed ablack mushroom, and an instant later no one was very
sure where anybody else was.

Doc Savage, who had started quite effectively, was himsalf somewhat out of luck, because he made a
few hearty swings at the spot where Lupp had been, but Lupp had moved, fortunately for him. The
bronze man findly connected with some one else, and knocked him completely out of the smoke cloud.

The smoke had a certain stinging effect on the lungs and eyes, not enough to blind, or even make one
cough, if one used saf-control. The sting was vastly disturbing to those who did not know much about it,
for they immediately thought it was gas, probably poison.

Doc changed position, found Martin Space and hiswife, whose feet were tied. He picked them up
bodily.

Some one said, "No, you don’t!" and hit him three times about as fast as he had ever been hit before. It
was Kit Merrimore.

Doc said, "Stop that!" and she stopped. Furthermore, she was of some aid in getting out of the mélée, to
the extent that she tripped some one.

They got out of the smoke cloud.

"Run!" Doc said, and they ran.

The man whom Doc had knocked out of the smoke was sitting on the ground and he saw them.
"Herethey go!" he began to bawl. "Here they go!"

That was the wrong thing from his standpoint. He should have said, " There they go." Hisfriendsran for
hisvoice, and by that time Doc Savage had steered his party around to the other side of the smoke
cloud—and back into it.

Going back into the smoke was asmooth move. The clearing was one of size, and the group would
probably have been shot full of holes had they tried to get acrossit.

Asit was, the enemy thought by some miracle Doc and the prisoners had traversed the distance to the
jungle, and immediately began to shoot the luxuriant tropica growth full of holes, to the immense distress
of wild guineas and not-so-wild goats.

Meanwhile, Doc Savage and his party smply kept in the smoke cloud and walked adong with it—the
bronze man’ s judgment of the wind speed was nice—as the breeze swept it to the opposite side of the
clearing. Once under cover, Kit Merrimore took off her nice, shiny, but tiff and clumsy boots, after
which it was remarkable with what silence she could move.



The party traversed dl of ahaf mile without anybody saying anything but, "Watch that dry stick,” or "It
looks more open over here," and such stuff.

At the end of the haf mile, Kit Merrimore stopped, looked Doc Savage up and down, and shook her
head.

"What aprizeonel’ve been,” she sad.

SOME men might have agreed with her, but Doc Savage had acquired restraint, and moreover, was
afraid of women. If not afraid, he at least considered them too difficult, one never knowing what they
would do.

Kit Merrimore began, "They played mefor a sucker to finance them. Lupp isaformer gangster and
bootlegger, and when he needed men for thisjob, he gathered up his old associates; but they did not
have money enough to buy aplane or finance atrip here. So they used me, telling me—"

Doc told her he had heard dl that, thus heading off aredundant explanation.
"Well," the girl said, "thereisalot you don’t know about this place and what it is.”

Doc told her he had formed some ideas and | ft the impression that he was interested in knowing how
close hisguessing had been.

"But Lupp and the gang will hunt for us" he said. "And we are too close to them.”

The band appreciated that.

"What isthe best direction for safety?' Doc asked.

"To Og," Martin Space said. "It isat the far end of the valley. Y ou cannot see it from here.”
Doc indicated they would go in that direction. They did.

Kit Merrimore reminded, ™Y our men. What about them? Or are they with you?"

"They can take care of themsdves about aswell asany five men dive," Doc sad.

Then he was reminded of something else which would likely interest Monk and Ham:
"What about the pig and the what-is-it?" he asked.

"So that’ swhat you cal that thing that looks like amonkey," the girl said. "Wl they must be around, in
the jungle somewhere. They never did take to Lupp, and both pets ran when Lupp seized Martin Space
and hiswife"

Martin Space said, "We saw the dirigible land, and ran to meet the crew. We did not dream it was
Lupp."

Doc asked, "What about the Ostians?"

"I guessthey saw the dirigible, too," Martin Space decided. "But they would fuss around some before
they started to see what it was. Have to consult old Goaand their other yogisfirst, you know. They'll be
dongintime”



"On our side?" Doc asked.
"Oh, definitdy,” Martin Space declared. "They are my friends.”

About thistime, men began walking out of the jungle around them. They were grotesque fellows with
incredibly long arms, big heads, bodies which were mostly belly and legs which did not amount to much.
They were dl blue. Some were more blue than others.

Each man carried a short stick made of some dark wood resembling mahogany and about aslong asa
walking stick. To one end of each of these sticks was affixed a noose made out of stuff which resembled
braided fiddlestrings.

They showed every indication of intending to lasso Doc and the others with these unique weapons.

Chapter XVII. GOA

DOC SAVAGE legped backward afew paces, picked up along branch which had falen from atree
and took aswat at the nearest blue Ostian. The fellow got out from under with the nimbleness of afly,
using hislong arms. Doc whacked and poked and temporarily discouraged the assault.

"So they areyour Friends" Kit Merrimore told Martin Space dryly.
Space sad, asif it explained everything, " These are some low-caste Ostians.”
"High or low, they mean business" the girl declared. "Wheét isthe difference?’

"Ignorance,”" Space said. "These chaps are dumb, frenziedly given to superdtitious beliefs. They think
white people are evil spiritsor devils, who will do them no good.”

"If they knew the history of American Indians,” Kit Merrimore declared, "they would know they weren't
so far wrong."

Doc made afew more passes with hislong stick. The twig was thicker than hiswrist, and the Ostians
gppeared to marvel grestly at the kind of man who could wield such atree asif it wereredly light. This
held them back. Then they came closer.

They now used some of the strategy which American Indiansfound rather effective on covered-wagon
trains. They circled, yelling, jJumping up and down, and occasiondly jumping a Doc or one of his group.

They held their sticks with the nooses on the ends reedy.

"Thisisthe craziest thing | ever dreamed of!" Kit Merrimore gasped. "I’ 1l bet an audience would kill itself
laughing if they saw thison ascreen!”

"The audience," Martin Space said, "wouldn't be ableto fed those nooses like we will."
"Y ou mean they’ll choke us?* the girl cried.

"It' stheir rigion,” Space said, talking like ascientist telling a student a bug had five legs. "They believed
they will go to hell if they kill anybody or anything. But if they tie something around your neck and you
suffocate, they figure you just died.

"They don't understand what suffocation is, so they don't believe it is anything they caused. It'sacustom



throughout the South Sesas, for that matter. Why, the natives on many idands choke a chicken instead of
ringing its neck when they want one for supper. In other words—"

"That' s enough words!" groaned the young woman who liked her thrills.

The words were hardly out when she followed them with an "Eeek!" An Ostian had lassoed her. He
gave the stick ayank, the noose tightened more, and punch-hunter Kit Merrimore began to act like a
chicken which had suddenly logt its head.

Every Ostian low-caste emitted a brother-greeting howl and sprang to the attack. Doc ingtinctively felt of
his pocketed vest, but he was out of the smoke bombs which had proved so effective.

A supermachine pistol would have helped the Situation materidly, but Doc never carried one of the
weapons himsdf, feding that carrying any sort of firearm made the carrier too dependent upon the
wespon. Thiswas not the first time the theory had looked bad in practice.

A lasso got Doc’sarm. The blue human spider who held it started to yank, but was himsalf yanked
forward againgt Doc’ sfist. A man rushed in—he probably did not redlize just how foolish he was
being—and grabbed Doc. The blue devil was strong in the arms, but weak in the legs. Before Doc could
get rid of him, another was on them.

Doc reached for his tear-gas capsules. He had only one, and he had intended to saveit if possible. It did
not look asif it were possible.

There was a sound asif some one had broken the smallest and tightest string on a piano.

An Ostian fell over with one of his eyes shot ouit.

THE crash of therifle reached them an ingtant later. It was followed by more bullets and more crashes.
Some of the bullets missed, but some didn't.

Doc did not need Kit Merrimore's, "L upp!" to know what was happening.
"Run!" the bronze man ordered.

They had no trouble doing that. The Ostians had stopped everything else and were looking at each other.
When one of their number would fal over with abullet in him, they would look at him with their mouths
open, and even walk over and peer down at him, kick him, and cackle a him, asking him what kind of
glly game the man wastrying to play.

It was pitiful because they did not know what arifle was and did not redlize they were being killed.

Doc whirled and yelled at them in adiaect which he believed was, of al those he knew, closest to the
one they spoke.

"Run!" hetold them. "A strange devil iskilling you!"

The didect which he used happened to be an Indo-Chinatriba one. And Indo-Chinawas not very near
to New Guinea, unless two thousand five hundred miles could be cdled near.

The Ostians paid no attention to the yell, but kept on acting like chickens when another chicken is shot.
They understood what Doc had shouted, but their reaction was the wrong one.



Any timether deities sent adevil which squesked and banged to kill them, they probably needed killing,
oneyeled. Thislast was what Martin Space gasped out as the group plunged into the jungle. He could
understand the tongue.

A number of bullets smashed through the foliage as Lupp and hismen fired.
"Goon!" Doc sad.
"But you?' Kit Merrimore gasped.

"Go on!" Doc said, and there was something in his voice that shut the young woman up and made her run
on with the Spaces. And Kit Merrimore had not taken an order from anybody in along time. When she
did think of that, it made her mad, and she stopped.

"Comeon!" Martin Space said.

"Nobody isgoing to order me around!" said Kit Merrimore. "That big fellow istoo free with telling
people what to do."

Martin Space then demonstrated that he was ajudge of character.

"Y ou are ayoung woman without much judgment,” hetold Kit Merrimore. "And that man is Doc Savage,
who was just beginning to be known as one of the most remarkable men who ever lived, about thetime |
garted this New Guinea exploration which brought me here."

"If you wereawoman, I’d dap you!" Kit Merrimore said angrily, not being used to being told the truth.

Mrs. Space, who had said dmost nothing up to this point, said, "I’m awoman, and I’ d love for you to
dap me. I’d paddle you good!"

Kit Merrimore got madder and madder and finally burst out laughing.

"Let’srun," shesad.

DOC SAVAGE had turned back for two reasons, any one of which would have been enough: He
wanted to save thelives of the silly blue Ostians. And he wanted to get Lupp and his men off thetrail of
Martin Space, hiswife and Kit Merrimore. The same move would accomplish both purposes. He made
it.

He smply showed himsdf to Lupp’ sgang. Thelatter started yelling and shooting. Doc got behind abig
tree near which he had foresightedly |ooked for. He got down low enough so that the irregularities of the
earth sheltered him, and left, making aplaintrail.

A pack of redbone foxhounds would not have made more noise following thetrail than Lupp and hismen
made. They must have brought plenty of ammunition aong, because they were free with it. None of the
dugswould have hit aquarry who used ordinary sense, and Doc evaded them easily, keeping well

ahead.

Lupp’s men began to get discouraged. And possibly alittle scared. By now they knew the bronze man
could pass muster as a blend between a ghost, a magician and a bobcat. He was nobody to beloosein
the same woods with if hedidn’t like you.

Doc egged them on alittle with an old bobwhite trick. He fell down when he came to a soft spot where



the marks would show, and dragged hislegs asif he were wounded.
The howl that went up when the pursuers came to that place made every one happy.

When Doc had led them over to the northern wall of cliffs, about amile, he took to the treetops, swung
from branch to branch with an agility that seemed uncanny unless one had studied the tricks of circus
acrobats, and |ft the pursuers to poke around the terminus of atrail abruptly ended, and eventualy to
gart calling each other names that meant stupid.

By that time, Doc had found Kit Merrimore, Martin Space and the latter’ swife. Kit Merrimore had a
sweet smilefor the bronze man.

Kit Merrimore was aremarkable young woman in that she could carry her peeves when the danger and
mystery around her would have made another weak with unease. She had decided to use her feminine
weapons on Doc. Get him agog about her. Then squash him plenty.

Shedid not know Doc very well yet, or she would not have wasted time with that idea.
"Youredly think it issafeto go to thisOst?' Doc asked.
"Indeed | do,” Martain Space said. "Goaismy friend."

"So were those Ostians back there," Kit Merrimore remembered aoud dryly.

WHEN the party got their first glimpse of Ogt, they al stood still and nobody spoke or hardly breathed.
They did that for dmost five minutes.

People do that when they see the Grand Canyon.

Ost was black. So shiny black that it amost hurt the eyes. The pyramids seemed to be made of stone,
and looked asif one great dab had been placed on top of agreater one, then asmaller one on the very
top, to make each house. That was only the effect, though, for the dabs were doubtless rooms, or floors
of rooms.

Every building was made with mathematica precision, and they were arrayed in aneat semicircle—a
letter C of buildings with the opening of the C againgt atremendous overhanging cliff. A wall connected
the buildings

Theredly gigantic size of thisdiff, and the fact that it overhung hundreds of feet, did not become fully
goparent until later.

It was vagudly like the city of Ost which had been seen at sea. Y et different. That had been an outline,
vague, like a phosphorescent photographic print, underexposed.

Martin Space speared out an arm.
"The temple of Goathe Mighty," he said.

There was no mistaking what he meant—the upside-down building. It waslike the others, a pyramid of
black stone. But it was upside down, against the underside of the great cliff which wassuch an
overhanging mass.

The amazing structure, because of itsincredible position, looked larger than some of the others, but



probably was not.
"The black rock isal magnetic iron oxide,” Doc Savage said.

Martin Space nodded. "Commonly caled lodestone. The minera of nature which attracts metd likea
magnet.”

"Whew!" gasped Kit Merrimore. "What ardief! | wasjust beginning to think we werein aland where
the natural course of things had reversed themsdlves. The dliff islodestone, and that temple or whatever
you cdled it islodestone, too, and they attract each other. That iswhy the temple sticks to the underside
of the dliff that way."

Martin Space nodded again, then added, "But let me warn you."
"What about?'

"Y ou are going to find some thingsin Ogt that are much harder than that to explain,” Space said. "But let
me warn you now. Everything you see here, which may seem impossible, can be explained by modern
science. Everything! Remember that and it may literally save your reason.”

"You sound,” Kit Merrimore said, "asif thiswas quite a place.”

"The placeis not as unusua asthe beings you will find here," Space replied.

Chapter XVIII. SIEGE

CULTIVATED fiedswere around the party asthey went forward toward O4t. It was an intensive kind
of cultivation. Firgt, therewas awall acrossthevadley, alow wal inset long the top with pointed stakes.
A fenceto keep back the goats and other semi-domesticated animals.

Doc, observing closaly, noted that they scaled the wall without trouble. At intervals aong the fence were
poles atop which were contraptions turned by the wind and which flapped bits of leather and made
noises ca culated to frighten out of hiswitsany crow or buzzard. Scattered through the fields were other
such scarecrows.

Doc, observing closdly, noted that the parts of these scarecrows which turned were inscribed with what
were gpparently prayer symbolssmilar to the "Om mani padme hum," of the Tibetans. Each revolution
of the whedl was doubtless construed as offering a prayer for the whedl’ s owner and builder. Thusthe
wheels served both as prayer mediums and as warningsto the birds.

The fieldswere asintensively cultivated as hotbeds or greenhouses. Each patch was surrounded by a
soneretaining wall, and there were stone-walled ditches, some filled with water for irrigating.

Everything stood as if work had been suddenly interrupted. Here and there were baskets, Hill filled with
fertilizer, and hoes and leveling rakes had been dropped in thefields.

"They fled to the temple when they saw thedirigible," said Martin Space.

The black pyramids and connecting wall of Ot grew larger—at least that was the effect—as Doc and
the others approached. The great ledge shoved out toward them, and it was not apparent that the
gigantic shdlf of stoneliteraly overhung at least haf of the strange metropolis of Ogt itself.



"Whew!" breathed Kit Merrimore. "Are these inhabitants of Ost invisible or something?”

When Martin Space did not reply, the young woman stared at him and her lips came apart and her eyes
got wide.

"Are they?"

she gasped.

"Oh, not exactly anything likethat,” Martin Space muttered. "But—well, | am afraid you will beginto
think your mind isgoing haywire beforelong.”

The black wall connecting the pyramid was too high for any man to jump, even with theaid of apole,
and was glass smooth, so that there was no climbing it.

But at one point there was an opening, rectangular, evidently arranged to be closed by adiding pand of
the stone. Doc Savage and the others passed through.

"I do not know what will happen,” Martin Space said. "But keep your heads.”

Kit Merrimore looked around when they were through the aperture in thewall. Therewasno onein
sght. Ahead stretched aflat area, and on either sdewasthe ring of strange pyramidica houses. There
was one very griking thing about the whole picture: The incredible neatness.

There were no small objects about. No baskets. No implements, vessels or trinkets. There was no dust
or dirt, even; not asingle article of clothing could be seen anywhere.

There was no sound. Only the shiny blackness of the unusua lodestone of which everything was made.
And the diff, alooming black slence overhead, with the upsde-down building under it. Stillness—

Mrs. Space said, "Goa—he dways—I fed, when | see him—asthe Egyptians must have felt when they
saw the waters part for the I sraglites.”

Martin Space, asif the words had been dl that was needed to give him afina shove, stopped.
Hesaid, "Mr. Savage, perhaps | should try to make some things clear before we go any farther.”

DOC SAVAGE cameto ahdt. For amoment, the weird silence seemed as real as amonster.

Doc Savage sad, "These people are of Hindu descent, the origina followers of the yogi beliefs, and have
been at it for centuries.”

Martin Space did not seem surprised. He nodded.

"Y ou have an andytica and reasoning mind,” he said. "'l hoped you would redlize that what you will see
hereisrea, and absolutely possble. Y ou areright about these people of Ost being of Hindu and Y ogi
descent.”

"Y ou know the history of the Ostians?' Doc queried.

"They once populated acity in what | presumeis now Indo-China," Space replied. "Whether it isthe lost
city which wasfound in the Indo-Chinajungles afew years ago, | do not know. Y ou will recall that such
acity wasfound, and no one has as yet been able to explain what became of the people who built it and
vanished centuries ago." (Such acity was found in Indo-China by explorers, and movie patrons may recall



having seen motion pictures which were made of the fantastic place and later exhibited over the United
States.)

Doc sad, "That istrue.

"The Ostians were driven out of their origind city by aplague,” Space continued. "Their yogis, or
medicine men, got them here, to this place. It must have been aterrible trip, but boats were known in that
day, dthough it was long before the time of Chrigt.

"They reached this valey and the magic black mountain, and stayed here because of the mountain. You
and | know the mountain is only magnetic iron oxide, or iron oxide magnetized by the earth itsdlf. But the
Odtians congdered it amagic mountain.”

"They have been here since?' Doc asked.

"Oh, yes. Remember, | said they werefollowers of the yogi belief from thefirst? Y ogisare believersin
few comfortsfor their bodies and much deep thinking. A great yogi would spend histimein sStting and
thinking about things and the world and the mysteries of life, instead of trying to make alot of money.”

"Sort of the opposite of theway thingsgo in New York," Kit Merrimore said dryly.

"Twenty-three or twenty-four hundred years of thought and reflection explainswhat you are going to see
soon, and some of what you have aready experienced,” Martin Space finished. "Come. We will spesk to
Goa"

He walked to aspot under the strange temple hanging from the underside of the cliff. Asthey drew near,
agtout cord with aknot every foot or so came snaking down from the upside-down temple.

Goa descended the cord.

THERE was nothing new about the appearance of Goa. Doc Savage and his aids had seen, apparently,
the fellow before. The master yogi—that was what he turned out to be—was the spider-armed fellow
who had appeared in the jungle and urged them on toward O<L.

His age was undoubtedly beyond seventy, and hewas clad only in an enormoudy long red cloth which he
had wrapped around and around his person, tucking the end in. His arms were strong, judging from the
easy manner in which he descended the line. When he poke, it wasin excellent English, dthough there
was nothing Caucas an about the cast of his features.

"You will climb the rope, and at the top you will find aspot whereyou cantalk,” he said.

Doc Savage tested theline. It seemed solid. Martin Space went up. He seemed to have had practice, for
he had no trouble. Hiswife, amuscular woman, aso mounted. Then Kit Merrimore, and findly, Doc
Savage. They left the remarkable creature, Goa, at the foot of the rope.

Doc Savage swung through a hole into a square black room which was absolutely bare and lighted only
by such illumination as was reflected up through the hole. The room had no other opening.

Kit Merrimore looked down at Goa standing at the foot of the rope.
"He givesmethe cregps,” she said.

The next instant she jumped and cried out. Goa was suddenly standing amost beside her. And he had



not climbed the line!
Kit Merrimore blinked a him. "Why—why—you must be twing!"
"I have been standing here dl thetime," Goasaid camly.

Kit Merrimore looked suddenly indignant. She opened her mouth, and it was plain to be seen shewas
going to state in no uncertain terms that she knew when she was being kidded and didn't likeit.

Doc Savage stopped her.
"Goaisamaster of sdf-projection,” the bronze man said.

The young woman obvioudy knew what that meant. She stared at Doc asiif about to cdl him aliar, then
thought better of it, moistened her lipsand said, "I—well, I’ m just abit too modern for that. Thereisno
suchthing!"

"On the contrary,” the bronze man replied. "Y ou have just seen proof of it. Goa stood here, yet we saw
him down there a the front of the rope.”

"Thereissometrick toit!" the girl snapped.

The bronze man shook hishead: "It isrea enough in this case, apparently. Just how it isaccomplished is
beyond my present ability to explain. At any rate, it isknown the brain definitely does set up tiny
magnetic fields, and that nervous impulses are probably dectrical in nature, o it isnot absolutely
impossible that the brain does send out impulses just as aradio station sends out ether impulses. Not the
samekind, nauradly.”

"I'll bedarned if | can bdieveit," said Kit Merrimore.

"Mysdf and my men saw Goa plainly on the seacoast many milesfrom here, and later in the jungles,”
Doc explained. "And you will recall that many sailors saw this city of O, alikeness of which Goamust
have projected by mental power."

"All right!" snapped Kit Merrimore. "That’ senough. | don’t believe any of it. | won't believe anything that
anybody can't explain to me so | can understand!”

"'Science has been unable to explain many of the mysteries of the Orient,” Doc Savage reminded.

(Among the mysterious feats of Hindu fakirs which science has been unable to explain isthe one where
the yogi floats unsuspended and unsupported in mid-air before the eyes of the observers. For many
years, travelers have reported withessing thisimpossible feat. For years, it was clamed by scientists that
hypnotism was used. But within recent months actual pictures have been taken of the subject suspended
in mid-air. Such pictures appeared in the lllustrated London News among other publications, and were
reprinted in some magazinesin the United States. Whileit may be possible to hypnotize anindividud and
make him think he was seeing something which was not happening, hypnotizing acamerais something
edseagan.

For years, skeptics have laughed off these impossible feats of the yogis by saying that it was hypnotism
since a camera photograph showed nothing. But the above instance definitely refutesthis
contention.—K enneth Robeson.)

Goasad camly, "There are more important things to discuss than what | can and cannot do."



"What?' Doc Savage asked.

"Not a pleasant subject,” the strange creature replied. "Death.”

THE bronze man did not change expression, but Kit Merrimore blanched alittle.
"Whose death?' Doc asked.

Martin Space answered that question. "My own and my wife's," he said. "And now, probably the lives of
thisyoung lady, yoursdf and your men.”

Goanodded. "I might add, my own aswell."
Martin Space looked at the strange blue, long-armed old fellow in red.

"I am sorry, Goa," Space muttered. "Y ou befriended me, and used your mental powersin an attempt to
summon help from the outer world to take mysalf and my wife back to civilization.”

Doc Savage listened with interest to this.
"Y ou know asailor named Ben Brasken?' Doc asked Goa.

"No," the old man replied, "except that | read your mind after afashion. That is one of my powers, as
you would cdl it. | see by your thoughts that Ben Brasken is some one who caught my projection of the

dty.ll
Kit Merrimore gasped, "Then Ben Brasken didn’'t come here?!

Doc replied, "He did not. He could not have, because it was physicaly impossible, and Ben Brasken was
no yogi. What happened wasthis: Ben Brasken had a dreamer’ s mind, and was more receptive to Goa' s
thought projection than the other sailors on the Benny Boston. Ben Brasken was put into a state of

coma, so greatly was his mind affected.

"He crept off to arecessin the ship, probably one where he wasin the habit of going when he wanted to
be adone. He remained there for days, not entirely himsalf mentally, under the spdll of Goa s projected
thoughts al the time. He made those iron blocks while under the spell." The bronze man paused and
glanced at Goa.

"Naturaly, | included ingtructionsin how to get herein my projected thoughts," Goasaid. "l aso sent out
menta pictures of Martin Space and hiswife."

Doc Savage nodded. "There is one other thing which Ben Brasken mentioned that you have not
explaned.”

"Something that Ben Brasken cdled aterrible fear.”

THE strange silence was no longer outside. Asthe party had entered Ost, the sinister quiet had been
perhaps the most striking thing. But now there were noises, low calling for the most part, but occasionally
asharper shout. And as moments dragged on, there were more and more of the shouts.



Goa seemed interested in the noises more than he was in the conversation they were having.
"Thefear?' he said vaguely. "Oh, that! Perhaps Martin Space had best explainiit.”

Martin Space nodded. "Goais my friend, you understand. He isthe only friend | have here, or that any
white man has, redlly. It was different when wefirst came, when we first sumbled on this place by
accident and did down into the valley with ropes. Some of them were friendly to us, then. But Lupp
killed some of them when he escaped.”

"l did not know that," Doc said.

Space nodded. "Only Goa swarnings saved my life then.”

The muttering below was louder, more ominous.

Doc Savage asked Goa, "What makes your bdliefs differ from those of the other Ostians?”’

Old Goashrugged. "They do not believe as|," he said. "Thinking is hard work, and for the last generation
or two, it hasrather sopped. | am thelast of the great thinkers. The human brain islike what you cal a
muscle, and if it isnot used, it falls off in strength. Asfor the question of thelife of thisman Martin
Space—why should he die?!

There wasred |y no reason.

Doc said, "Lupp came back."

"Wewere afraid he would," Space muttered.

"Why did hereturn?"

Space looked a Goa. The queer old fellow shrugged in aperfectly human way.

"No harminteling him," he said. "Thereal harm was done when Lupp found out about it."

Space told Doc. "When these people | eft their ancient home, they brought aong the accumul ations of
generations of wedlth. At the expense of sounding trite, | will say that they have gold and jewe s such as
you never dreamed existed. Y ou know that even to-day some of the greatest collections of hoarded
wedth areto befound in India. Theingtinct to hoard must be aracid one.”

Kit Merrimore said, "L upp told me he saw apair of cut diamonds aslarge as hisfistd"

"The eyes of an ancient image of somekind," Space nodded. " Such huge jewelswere amost invariably
used for such purposes.”

There was a sharp cackle of shouts below. They had an angry imperativeness.
Goawent to the floor aperture and stared downward. They babbled up at him.
Goalooked at the bronze man and the others.

"It istoo bad you are not up to the task of salf-projection,” he said softly. "If so, you might make them
think you were el sewhere. |, mysdf, may be able to escape them in that fashion.”

Doc Savage went to the aperture and looked down. The areaimmediately below was blue with the
spider-armed men. They were armed with their queer sticks and nooses, and with large blocks of wood,



bundles of reeds, and jars which seemed to contain an oil of some kind.

"They look asif they meant business” Kit Merrimore said.

OLD Goa, who talked asif he were one of them in spite of hisamazing appearance, said, "Lupp and his
men killed some of them, and they have decided to kill every whitemaninthevaley. After dl, itisavery
smple conclusion for them to reach. And not abad one.”

"They will have their difficulties when they tackle Lupp,” Doc Savage said, "L upp isarmed with some
very modern machine guns and military equipment.”

Kit Merrimore made her jaw firm.

"If you think they’ re going to bump us off easily, you' ve got another guess coming!" she snapped. She
whirled, eyed old Goa. "What isthere around here to fight with?"

Goashrugged. "Nothing."

Kit Merrimore squinted at him. "L ook here! Y ou sound phony to me! Y ou are supposed to be some
kind of ayogi or medicine man who spent hislife sitting here meditating. That don't ring right, because
you spesk English asif you had been throwing it around dl your lifel"

Goashrugged again, spread his hands.

"My friend Martin Space has been here along time, and Lupp and the Chinaman, Two-bit, were also
here, and from them | learned the tongue,” he said. "It does not take me long to learn things. My brainis
astorehouse which | keep well in order.”

A puff of smoke drew the party’ s attention to the opening again. The Ostians had made a great pile of
timbers, kindling and tinder below, had dumped their oil on the whole, and some one had come running
with ahot cod. The masswas blazing up. They were bringing more fuel.

Space swallowed, said with an effort, "Trying to suffocate us" and looked at hiswife.
"It'sdl right, Martin," hiswife sad.

Kit Merrimore declared, more as astatement of fact than in apanic, "I’m not ready to die yet by along
shot!”

Old Goasighed.

"| think thereisapart of man which never dies,” he said. "'l confessagresat curiosity to find out about
that, yet | am abit reluctant to be shoved into taking the step.”

Chapter XIX. THE REST OF THE VICTIMS

DOC SAVAGE' Sfive associates were still at the mouth of the underground boiling-hot stream by which
they had entered the valley. The bronze man had told them to wait there. They had waited. About long
enough, they were thinking.

Renny stood up and blocked and unblocked his hugefidts.



"Holy cow!" he rumbled. " Something has gonewrong. And I’'min favor of using our judgment.”

The others agreed. That was the usua procedure. Orders from the bronze man were to be obeyed, but
not if their better judgment told them there was some good reason why they should not be.

The shots they had heard much earlier had impressed them as being reason enough.
"Weshould ‘a goneto find out what that shooting was about right off the bat,” Monk muttered.

The party headed for the dirigible. Having rested, they felt much better. The heavy iron contraptions by
which they had entered the valey were difficult to carry, so they buried them at the foot of a prominent
tree, and hid the spot well.

Approaching near the dirigible, Doc’s men discovered three of Lupp’s men guarding it. Thetrio were
much too aert to be captured without anoise. They might easily be winged with the machine pistols and
mercy bullets, but that would mean aracket, too.

"| got anidea," Monk whispered.
"Treat it gently,” Ham snapped. "It' sin astrange place. What isit?"

"Take the carburetors or somethin’ off the airship, you clothes-horse shyster, so the thing won't fly,”
Monk said.

Ham gritted histeeth to show what he thought of thet.

"I suppose them three guards won't have anything to say about it?" he sneered.

AT this point, two more men appeared out of the jungle and walked toward the three guards watching
thedirigible. There was a short conference, then the two climbed into the motor gondolas, which were
redly compartments entirely contained within the craft. There was a clinking of tools on meta. The men
climbed out again in about five minutes.

They carried theinjection jets, very essentid parts of the specid Diesdl motors with which the craft was
powered. The Diesdlsdid not have carburetors, as Monk now recollected.

"Blazed" the homdy chemigt gritted. "They thought of it ahead of udl"

Lupp'smen now waked away from the dirigible, heading up the valey. They carried the jets, which
were not heavy.

"I’ll be superamalgamated!" bony Johnny muttered. " An obreptitious reconnoiter is propitious.”
"Eh?' Monk said.
Long Tom trandated, "1 guess he meanswe better trail ‘em.”

They did that. It was not difficult. Monk, asif he had something he wanted to think over, dropped
behind.

Perhapsfifteen minutes later, the others suddenly discovered Monk was no longer with them. He had
disappeared.



"Do you suppose something could have happened to him?' Ham gasped.

The gtark anxiety in Ham' svoice was surprising in view of the things he had been telling Monk about the
latter and his ancestors and how little he—Ham—would careif Monk fell into one of the sulphur-exuding
volcanic cracks they had passed enroute, which would be only a sample, Ham claimed, of where Monk
was eventualy going, anyhow.

Ham, when Monk came stalking out of the jungle abit later, flew into arage again, however.
"We thought you had got killed," Ham gritted, "and had just stopped to cheer!"

Monk grinned amiably. The homely chemist was carrying some metal objects.

"Theairship won't fly without these, either,” he said, and exhibited them.

He had removed certain very essential gearsfrom the Diesdls.

"Now | gottafind aplaceto bury ‘em,” he said.

Helooked around. Immediately, his eyes protruded.

"Glory bel" Monk gulped.

The Chinaman, Two-bit, had come out of the jungle and was watching them.

MONK, who looked as clumsy as a Missouri snapping turtle, produced his supermachine pistol with
agtonishing speed.

"Start somethin’, heathen!™ he squeaked. "1 think | could die happy, once | got to pepper you good!”
Two-bit grinned at them asif they were hisvery dear friends.

"Vdly happy seeyou fela" hesad.

Monk and the others exchanged startled looks.

"Melook dl ovel helleefo’ you fella" Two-bit explained blandly.

Monk growled suspicioudy, and said, "There sa Celestid in the woodpile here somewhere!™

While Two-bit stood smiling happily a Doc's men, and they stood waiting for whatever to happen that
was going to happen—nothing would really have surprised them—the pig, Habeas Corpus, and the
what-is-it, Chemistry, came out of the jungle and stood at Two-bit'sside.

Two-bit bent over and scratched each animdl.

"Vdly nice hog and vely nicefunny monk," hesaid.

Monk and Ham gave signs of having been struck dead where they stood.
"They likeeme," Two-hit explained.

"Habeas!" Monk ydled. "Ain’'t you got no pride a-tall!"



"Shut up, you dope!” Renny thumped softly. "They could hear that yell back in San Francisco!™

"Thisisaydling matter!” Monk gurgled. "Ham, that danged flea-carrier of yours has plum corrupted my
hog!"

"My—my—" Ham sputtered hisindignation. "If there was any corrupting done, your hog—"
"Missy Kit Mdlimole likee two animals, too," Two-bit offered.

"Therel" Monk croaked. "That' swhat caused it. That danged girl!"

Long Tom strode forward dertly and addressed Two-hit.

"Just what are you doing here, fellow?" the dectrical wizard demanded.

Two-bit said, "Y ou fellamake mistake about meal dong.”

"Yesh?'

"Mefliend of Mdltin Space," said Two-hit.

NATURALLY, none of Doc's associates believed Two-bit, and since nature seems to have endowed
each Orientd with apoker face, they were not much more certain after they had questioned him closely.

Two-hit, in answer to their queries, maintained he had been afaithful servant to explorer Martin Space
throughout, and had joined Lupp only with the idea of getting to civilization and bringing help back to get
Martin Space and hiswife.

Two-bit blandly explained that the reason Lupp had returned to the valley wasto get the store of ancient
wed th which the Ogtians had brought here from their origind dwelling place.

"The story ishokum!" Monk declared.
"It tluth," Two-bit declared.
"It salie! You had plenty of chancesin the United States to escape from Lupp and tell your story."

"Y ou no savvy," Two-bit complained. "It do me no good to escape, because only Lupp know how find
thisplace again. Me, | tly and tly to stedl papd with location oniit, but Lupp keep it hid some place all
time"

The bronze man’s aids put some sharp queries to Two-bit about this, but did not shake him. Even Ham,
an expert at such stuff because of hislega training, could not make the Oriental admit he waslying.

They gaveit upindisgus.
"WEe | take him dong and go see what’ sin the upper end of thevaley," Monk said.

Doc’s men started forward, after searching Two-bit and finding arevolver on him. They cametoa
well-worn trail, headed dongit.

Two-bit immediatdy balked.
"Not thisway!" the Orientd objected. "You felafal intlgp!"



"Yeah?' Monk inquired.
"Lupp fdlawatch thistlack,” Two-bit explained.
Monk thought that over, then grinned thinly.

"Sothat’sit!" the homely chemist growled. "Listen, fellows! Lupp sent thisrice-eater to steer uswrong!
Probably he' sgot atrap set, and Two-bit, here, wantsto lead usinto it. What do you think?"

"| say follow thetrail," Renny rumbled.
The others agreed, and they followed thetrail.

Two-bit lost histemper and said some rather expressive words which he must have picked up around the
water fronts of English-speaking countries, after which he accompanied them. There was nothing elsefor
him to do, when it cameright down toiit.

Monk and Ham became involved in a deep, whispered discussion about whether to forgive their pets,
who now appeared to want to adopt their respective masters again.

It ended with painful abruptness when the bronze man’ s aids became aware of gun muzzles protruding
from the jungle on either Sde of thetrail.

Lupp'svoice said camly, "I hope you gentlemen don’t think for amoment that 1 won't shoot!”

Chapter XX. PAYMENT IN DEATH

DOC SAVAGE' Sfive men had no doubts about what Lupp might do. They had been trapped, and they
were the more stupefied because Two-hit, the Oriental, had warned them about it.

Two-hit, it now seemed, had been on thelevd.

Doc’smen lifted their hands, and when they saw the number of foeswho came out of the jungle with
ready guns, were glad they had not tried to fight. All Lupp’s gang seemed to be present. Morethan a
dozen.

Two-bit gave Lupp abig, happy smile, said, "Thislowly and foolish one got lost. These bad fellaglab
him, which iswhat he had coming fol being such dumsy ox."

Lupp gave the Oriental a dark-eyed scowl, opened his mouth, closed it, and said nothing.

Monk and his companions said nothing, either. They dmost held their breaths. Two-bit, they were
convinced, wasdl right. And if he put this over, he might help them.

Two-bit apparently put it over.
"Stand Hill!" Lupp ordered his prisoners.

They wererdlieved of their wegpons, their pockets were emptied, and Lupp’s men produced strong
cords and applied them to their wrists. Judging from the workmanlike knotting, there were ex-sailorsin

the gang.
"Shoot that hog and that other thing!" Lupp snarled.



At this, Habeas and Chemisgtry vanished into the jungle. Two bullets could hardly have gone more swiftly.
Lupp, enraged, turned on the prisoners. "Where is Doc Savage, Kit Merrimore and the Spaces?”

Thiswasthefirgt the prisoners had heard about Doc Savage having encountered the young woman or
any one named Space, and their startled expressions undoubtedly did more than their vocal denidsto
convince Lupp they redlly did not know where Doc was.

"Well, we re going to keep you divefor awhile" Lupp advised them. ™Y ou may comein handy."

He barked commands, and the march got started toward the end of the valley where Ost lay. Lupp had
no hesitancy about following thetrail. He smply made his captives walk ahead, so that they would fall
into any trap of poisoned thorns or hidden arrow-guns which might be planted.

Monk, to keep his mind off possibletrapsin thetrail, asked questions.
"How did you birds get the dirigible off the Benny Boston?" the homely chemist wanted to know.

"Vdly easy," Two-hit volunteered. "Welun ship aglound on’ idand, lock clew in hold and put boxes on
beach. Wefix up alship and—"

"Shut up, you laundryman!™ Lupp snarled.

Eventualy Monk and the others caught sight of the black overhanging cliff under which Ost was Stuated.
About the sametime, they began to hear sounds of shouting and screaming, and to observe a sheet of
smoke creeping out from under the face of the cliff.

"I’ll bet Savageishaving sometrouble!™ Lupp chuckled gleefully, and made every one put on speed.

HAM, Monk and the other three, anxious and consumed with curiosity to know what was happening,
dashed ahead so briskly that it was only by running at full speed and clubbing with gun stocksthat Lupp
and his men dowed them down. Even after that, they made abrisk pace, and camein sight of the strange
city of Odt.

The party ran with their mouths open in astonishment and wonder for atime, and it was only when Lupp
managed to stop them that they realized what was happening.

Lupp used field glasses on the smoke pouring out from under the cliff.
"Hah!" heydled. "They’'re smoking Savage, that girl, the Spaces and old Goa out of the templel”

This seemed to be what was happening. An enormous amount of smoke, and probably agreat dedl of
heat, was pouring up from afire kindled under the temple. The fire had evidently been burning sometime,
judging from the gigantic column of smoke hanging above the cliff.

Lupp said, "That' |l get Savage out of there, if he' sin the place. But we can work it aswell asthem blue
mugs, and now isaswell chance to make a surprise attack and clean out the place.”

Monk and the others were now lashed to trees, one man to each tree, and athorough job was done with
the tyings, as had been done with their wrist bindings. They could scarcely move when Lupp’s men were
done, and Lupp assigned arifleman, athin fellow with one bad eye, and that entirely evil, to watch them,
making it highly unlikely they would get free.



Lupp and the others rushed off in acharge. Monk promptly emitted ayell for whatever good it would do.
It got him knocked senseless, the rifleman seeming to take a pleasure in the job. And the Ostians did not
hear it, being too busy jumping and ydling around their fire.

Renny could see, from where hewastied, dmost dl that happened. And the awful criestold him the rest.

Lupp and his men got through the holein to the city before they were discovered. Each of them carried a
submachine gun or automatic rifle, and apparently, plenty of ammunition. They turned loose.

A roaring as of rain on agreat roof came out from under the cliff. The acoustics of the place made the
meachine-gun roaring hollow sounding.

It wasimpossible to see over thewall, but the criestold enough. The helpless Ostians must have died by
the dozens.

Then the unexpected happened. Lupp and his men gppeared, running wildly in flight. Three of them were
being carried by the others. These three seemed to have something wrong with their legs.

The Odtians then appeared. But they were not chasing Lupp and his gang. The Ostians seemed to want
only to get away from the horrible place.

Something other than the Ostians, then, had routed L upp. Monk, who had regained his senses, and the
otherslearned what it was when Lupp arrived.

Lupp swore until hisface was amost as blue asthat of an Ostian.

"Space srifleswerein the templel™ Lupp snarled. "He and Savage are using them. They didn’'t use ‘em
on the Ogtians. | guessthey weren’t in any danger from that fire and smoke. But they sure used them on
lﬂ"

"Vdly tough,” Two-bit said. "Mebbeso cannot get closeto cliff eve.”

Two-bit did not sound asif he thought it was very tough.

FOUR or five hours now dragged past. None of the Ostians put in an appearance. Things appeared to
have become too much for them, and they had hidden out, and were no longer aforce to contend with.

Doc Savage showed himsdlf in an gperture which opened in one of the sides of the temple. There seemed
to be anumber of such openings, fitted with doors so skillfully made that their exact location could not be
detected when they were closed.

Doc dropped aline down, aline with aknot every foot or so. Whether or not he intended to descend, no
one ever knew. He might have been merely seeing what would happen.

At any rate, Lupp’s men cut the rope with bullets before it had stopped swinging.

"We got him penned in there," Lupp said. "But with them rifles, he can keep us away. | happen to know
Space had plenty of ammunition when he cameto thisplace.”

That seemed to be theimpasse.

Renny, Monk and the other three waited with their breaths almost bated for what L upp was pretty sure
to decide to do. He had not mentioned the idea eventudly, but it waslogica that he would.



Hewould threaten to shoot them if Doc Savage did not surrender the temple fortress—that strange,
sugpended building which hung under the cliff for no good reason but that it was made of blocks of
lodestonefilled with amagnetism that held them to the cliff, which was also of lodestone.

But Lupp was dow getting the idea they feared he would get. Lupp even disappeared |ater in the day,
with two of his men, and was gone for consderable interval. Almost three hours.

Doc Savage' s men next observed Lupp closeto thewalls of Ogt, yelling at Doc Savage. The bronze man
appeared and yelled back. This shouted exchange continued for several minutes.

The prisoners weretoo far distant to hear exactly what was said.

Lupp left the vicinity of the Ostian wall, and next appeared before the prisoners wearing abig grin, and
followed by two men carrying large boxes which were obvioudy so0 heavy that their weight was all the
men could stagger under.

Lupp leered, expanded his chest.
"Well," hesad, "Wemade aded.”

THE ideaof Lupp making adeal with Doc Savage smacked of the impossible. Monk and the others
stuck their ears out and listened.

"Y ou seen me havin' atalk with Savage?' Lupp said.
"Uh-huh," Monk admitted.

"O.K.," Lupp continued. "We made adedl. It' sthis: | give Savage ashare of the treasure and turn you
mugs loose, and Savage gets out of Ogt, and staysin thejungle until we get clear of thisplacein the
arsip.”

"Oh!" Monk exploded. "Y ou aready got the loot, en?"
"Of course," Lupp said, looking surprised. "We got thet the firgt thing."

He paused and pointed at the boxes. "There’ sthe share we' re gonna give Savage. We re gonna turn you
loose, see, and you take it into Savage in the city. Have him examineit if hethinkswe retryingto runa
whizzer onhim."

"Something about thissmdls,” Monk said.

Lupp swore. "Y ou're damned right it smells! But what am | gonnado? | can’t have Savage gettin’ out—"
He stopped, looked confused.

"So thereisacatch!™ Monk growled.

Lupp glared a him. "All right, thereis. | don’t think Savage and the rest of you will ever be ableto make
it out of this place. Maybe you will. But if you do, it'll be monthsfrom now, and I'll have the swag
disposed of and be out of the picture.”

That, Monk reflected, sounded more reasonable. The homey chemist swung hisarms briskly when he
was untied, and was contemplating taking aswing at Lupp for luck when one of the boxes was shoved



into hisarms. It was a stout pine box, one which had evidently been brought to the valley aboard the
dirigible. It was extremely heavy.

The others were untied. Ham, Johnny and Long Tom were handed boxes. Thiswas all of the boxes.
"I'll help with one of them," Renny rumbled.
"Wait aminute," Lupp said. "I’ ve got something for you to carry.”

With that, he walked over to Two-bit, the wily Oriental, and with asudden blow of hisrevolver barrd,
knocked Two-bit senseless.

"He thinks he’ s been kidding me," Lupp said sourly. "But I’ ve had ahunch he was working for Space all
thetime"

Renny picked up Two-bit. Monk, Ham, Long Tom and Johnny carried their boxes.
They were permitted to walk to the strange, black metropolis of Ost.
Monk called aparting word over hisshoulder. ™Y ou'll probably try to shoot us down when we leave!™

"You cantrust me" Lupp said smugly.

WHEN Monk and the others had staggered out of earshot with their burdens, one of Lupp’'smen
addressed his chief.

"They'resuspiciousashdl,” he said.
Lupp chuckled. "Sure. But not suspicious of theright thing.”
"But Savage may guessthe truth!™

"Unlikely. | told Savage the boxes would contain food, arms and ammunition, and apart of the treasure
which we had aready recovered. | told him he could take them and leave the valley, or fight it out, as he
pleased, providing he would leave the city. He agreed to leave the city to get hismen released.”

"Oh," said the other. " Then he won't suspect. But | thought the treasure was dl in that hanging temple?”

"Thebulk of itis," Lupp agreed. "But thereis alittle scattered around over the vdley in little shrines.
Savage and even old Goawill think we have gathered that."

The other man shivered. "But maybe Goais mind reader enough to detect the trick?”

Lupp shook his head, cursed softly. "Goa can read minds, but he has to be face to face with the subject,
then | think he judges quite abit by facial expressions. But don’t think for aminute that he can’t project
or teleport histhoughts, crazy asthat sounds. He made them sailors on the Benny Boston think they saw
thiswhole—"

He stopped to watch Monk and the others file through the narrow aperture in thewall of Og. A few
moments later, Doc Savage sivung down from the hanging temple. Goa followed the bronze man more
dowly. Then Martin Space, hiswife, and lastly, Kit Merrimore.

"Swell!" Lupp growled. "A perfect set-up! Now, al we ve got to do iswait until they open the boxes!”



"You suretheré |l beno dip?"

"No chance. There¢ sSTNT enough in them boxesto sink haf a dozen battleships. And the moment one of
those boxes is opened, an dectric contact will be closed and st it off."

The other nodded, moistened hislips. "How did you get wise to the chink?'
"Oh, he' sprobably al right."
"Wha?'

"Sure. | just figured I'd get rid of him. Never did like the whelp. Too chicken-hearted. During that
business with the machine guns awhile ago, he daimed hisgun jammed. | think he jammed it himself.

Afraidtokill anybody.”

They stood there conversing, mainly about what their swag would bring. Lupp, on his previous sojourn
into the valey, seemed to have appraised the treasure rather closely, and he had definite ideas about
what the venture should pay.

"Beauty of itiswewon't have to deal through fences," he explained. "Nobody’ Il know how wegot it. |
should say five or sx million, anyway, and maybe more.”

Mention of so much money made the listener alittle flushed.

But the roaring explosion which came an ingtant later made him pale again.

Chapter XXI. THE TRAP

LUPPwas running an instant after he heard the blast. He kept in the open, and could see dl that
happened.

The boxes, he decided, had been taken into one of the pyramid black houses at the end of the city wall
for opening. The house came apart, and the pieces jumped high, buffeted about and licked and split by
tongues of flame.

Dust and smoke came up to engulf the stoneswhile they tumbled about in the air, and the whole dliff
trembled, and afew big fragments came |oose and ran bouncing down.

The roar, strangely enough, was not a single sound, but abooming series of them, due to some strange,
echoing effect of the cavity under the cliff.

L upp wrenched to a stop, and waited until afew rocks had come rolling toward him and stopped, and
the dust had lifted to show atumbled mass of black stone where the house and that portion of thewall
had been.

"Comeon!" Lupp yelled a hismen.

They scrambled wildly over the mass of blasted rock, some portions of which were still settling, making
groaning Noises.

Lupp listened to these unpleasant sounds and chuckled.

"I’ll bet Savage or some of his crowd are making afew of those!" he declared.



The men got over the mass of stone which had been the house before the explosion.

Lupp saw that the rope was till hanging down from the temple which clung so queerly to the underside
of the cavernlike diff overhang.

"Climb up!" he ordered. "L ower the stuff down. Them fool Ostians may get their nerve back. If we're
away before they do, so much the better.”

Lupp held the rope, and two of his men climbed. Then greed to see the wealth he knew was above got
the best of Lupp, and he yelled at another man to steady the line, and himsalf started up. The knots were
large enough so that it was not at dl difficult to climb.

Lupp got ten feet or so up.
A man below yelled, "Hey! Look!"

Lupp looked. And he promptly fell the ten feet back to earth, bruising himsdlf, but hardly noticing. He
gprang erect with hisgunin hishand.

"Tricked usl" he squawled.

He was apparently right. Doc Savage and al his party had appeared—outside the walls of Ost.
Obvioudy, they had crept out through the narrow city gate while Lupp and his men were clambering
joyfully over the blasted remnants of the house.

Doc and his party was furthermore now stationed so asto cover the hole blasted inthewall, aswell as
the narrow city gate. And they had Martin Space' srifles.

Two of Lupp’s men, overly reckless, raced for the hole made by the explosive.

Doc Savage and big-fisted Renny aimed deliberately. Their rifles made noise. They must have madea
dight mistake and both aimed at the same target, for one of the two men fdll, shot through both legs. The
other whirled and fled.

"Get down!" Lupp snarled. "They found out about the explosive and managed to explode the boxes so
wewould think—"

He stopped, fell to eying the blasted remains of the house narrowly. Something struck him. The explosion
had seemed amply large when it had occurred, but now that he thought about it, and the power of TNT,
he cameto adecision.

"They only exploded one box!" he snorted.
Lupp got himsdlf under cover, looked around, and hit on acampaign.

"WEe Il blow six or seven holesin those houses and thewall!" he yelled. "From them, we can do plenty of

good sniping!”

Lupp himself carried hand grenades, and severd of his men were likewise equipped. They produced the
violent little metal eggs

"Ligen!" aman muttered. "That guy isydlin’ a us"



THE fellow meant Doc Savage. The bronze man’s powerful voice was plainly audible. He was conveying
awarning.

"Do not use your grenades,”" Doc called, which proved he had heard Lupp’syell. "It is dangerous—"
Lupp gritted, "Who the hell doeshethink heisl" and began hurling grenades.

They were powerful grenades. Thefirst onerolled into a pyramid house, went off, and lifted the roof and
kicked the walls outward. The second upset aline of black wall.

Lupp, looking pleased and enthusiastic, snarled, "These eggs can do plenty!" and let fly athird.

Hewas right. The grenade could do plenty, and it proceeded to do it—much more than Lupp or any of
his men expected. It did what Doc Savage had tried to warn them that it would do.

The bronze man had aways adhered to his policy of never taking ahuman lifeif it could be avoided, and
it wasfor that reason that he had yelled.

Lupp’ sgrenadelit in ahouse with the other three boxes of TNT. Doc and his men had set off only one
with asmall grenade of their own which had contained atime fuse. Doc chanced to have one of these left
on his person.

The shock wasterrific. It was more of a shock than an explosion, even out where the bronze man and his
companions stood. It hurt their ears, even their eyes, with its sudden pressure.

The earth jJumped and shook, so that they ingtinctively doubled over and put their hands on the ground to
keep fromfdling.

A few rock fragments reached asfar as the spot where Doc and his aids stood, mostly coming bounding
aong the ground, and driving them behind treesfor safety.

Therewas agreat roaring and grinding after the first smash of the blast, akind of delayed shock withit,
too, asif the explosion had caused something to happen.

"Thediff fell down!" Monk yelled.

MONK waswrong. It was only the temple. But it might aswell have been the cliff, for dl it meant to
Lupp and his men, because they happened to be under the temple at the time it came down.

The sudden shock had been too much for the strange temple sticking, by the force of magnetic attraction,
to the underside of the cliff.

"Magnetism,” Long Tom, the dectrica wizard explained, "can be disturbed by a shock, asany one can
prove by taking an ordinary horseshoe magnet and hitting it asharp blow with ahammer. Sometimesthe
magnetism will be amost completely destroyed. The shock disturbs the atomic arrangement which causes
the magnetic lines of force, and—"

"l should say the fellow most disturbed was Lupp,” said Monk, who was abit callous, and who had been
looking around. "Ham found something he dlaimsisdl that isleft of Lupp, but it looksto melike nothing
but abig, greasy mass."

Then Renny came up to explain that only two of Lupp’s men weredive.



"They cleared out during the excitement,” Renny rumbled.

Monk shouted, "They may try to get the airship—Remembering he had removed certain essentia parts of
the airship, the homely chemist looked more relieved.

Renny said, "What you had better worry about isfinding those jetsfor the dirigible Dieselswhich Lupp's
men removed.”

Their searching located some of the jets, but othersthey did not find.

It took the group almost three weeks of rather painstaking work to fashion new Diesdl jets out of the
materials a hand.

In that interva, the Ostians came around to amore level-headed way of thinking. They accepted the
presence of Doc and his men, and agreed to |et them depart.

Thefaling of the temple, the Ostians announced € aborately, must mean that the spiritua power of their
deities—another way of describing the magnetism in the lodestone mountain—had relaxed and let the
templefal. Therefore, things should be changed.

The wedth brought with them from their ancient home centuries ago was accursed, and should be
handed over to the white men. It was so that it could be handed over to the white men that the deities
hed relaxed the hold on the temple and let it fall.

Just how much old Goa had to do with thisimpression getting around among his people was
problematica. When Doc went to question Goa, the old fellow had vanished somewhere into the jungle.

Doc Savage spent agood ded of time hunting Goa, desiring greetly to hold lengthy conversation with
him, for Goawas the one being the bronze man had ever encountered who had actually accomplished
many of the thingsthat the more libera psychologists and experts on the human brain have admitted

possble.

But there was no trace of Goa. Hewasady old fox.

DOC SAVAGE' S men took no part in the Goa hunt. They were occupied with the Diesdl jets, and with
the jewels and yellow metal which they were collecting from the wreckage of the temple, with the aid of
the Ostians.

Therewas agreat ded of the wedlth. Even more than they suspected. The vaue unlucky Lupp had put
upon it would not cover more than afraction of it, because Lupp had never seen the full extent of the
trove.

The bronze man’ s aids had to discard every nonessentia part of the dirigiblein order to carry the full
load.

Doc, having failed to find Goa, did some research on the subject of why al Ostians had blue skins. The
solution turned out to be asmple one: A sacred color, blue. So the Ostians Smply took all their bathsin
water which had been dyed with the juice of aberry.

None of the Ostianswould consider leaving the valley. They said so in no uncertain language.
Furthermore, they indsted that if they never saw any more white men, it would be perfectly dl right with
them.



"Heck with them,” Monk grinned. "Who would want to stay here, anyhow?"
Hamsaid, "I know what your objectionto ‘em s, you missng link!"

"What, you shyster?"

"These short-legged, long-armed Ostian girls don’t apped to you.”

Monk grinned.

"They were kindaspidery at that," he said.

Thedirigiblegot dl of them out of the valley, and most of the way back to civilization. They only had to
walk through the junglesfor about three weeks after the lifting gas gave out.

THEEND



