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Chapter I. SIGN OF THE SCARAB

IT just happened that a peculiar incident took place a moment or so before the great ocean liner salled
from Southampton, and because of this no one observed the ariva of a remarkable man with bronze
features. The bronze man, via another gangway, dipped to his stateroom unnoticed. He remained there,
in seclusion, throughout the remainder of the voyage to New York. And so nobody redized that Doc
Savage was on the liner.

But what they did know—and tak about—was the presence of the two dark-skinned men with the
copper tube. The fellows looked like Egyptians. They had come hurrying up the gangplank & the very
last second, dmogt.

Preceding them, there had been various sorts of rackets. A police car, sren working, had drawvn up to
the pier. 1t had been followed by another.

Between this and yet dill two more police cars that followed had been the taxicab containing the two
Egyptians and four other men who looked like New Y ork bodyguards for an old-time ganggter.

The two Egyptians hurried from the cab with the long copper cylinder hed between them. It did not
appear to be heavy, and yet each man dung to the thing as though distrustful of dlowing the other full
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possession of it. The four blocky-jawed bodyguards formed a cordon around them as they came on
shipboard.

Passengers gawked. Some who got too curious, and who shoved in close in order to get a better 1ook,
were elbowed aside gruffly by the four men with blocky jaws.

The entourage with the long, shining copper cylinder moved swiftly through the ship, picked up a purser,
then headed directly for alarge suite on A Deck. There seemed to be awhole lot of solemnity in bringing
the copper cylinder aboard. The two dark-skinned Egyptians and their four bodyguards might have been
pallbearers a afunerd, so gum were ther expressons.

One of the onlookers was a young college student. He was quite an intdligent individua. He got close
enough to get agood look at the thing which the two Egyptians were carrying so carefully.

About three feet long, the cylinder was perhaps three inches in diameter. It gleamed with a red-gold
coppery hue. It appeared to be capped at both ends. And on the smooth, gleaming surface of the tube
was a scramble of funny-looking figures.

The college boy stared. He squinted his eyes to take in dl he could of the thing before the men carrying it
disappeared down a corridor. Then, his dert young gaze bug-eyed, he grabbed his nearest companion
and let out acry.

"Did you see what's on that thing?' the student demanded.

"Y ou mean them funny decorations?' asked the other passenger.
"They're not decorations. It was writing!"

"Writing?'

"Hieroglyphics™ explained the college boy. "It just happens | caught some of the characters on tha
thing!" His voice rose excitedly.

"And 07" The other passenger was not yet impressed.

"That . . . that copper cylinder,” the youth gulped, "has something to do with the Fourth Dynasty of
Cheops! Five or ten years ago, severa archaeologists died trying to open a tomb containing, they
believed, rdics of that dynagty. It's awful!"

"Awfu?' There was a puzzled frown now upon the second passenger’ s face.
"That dynasty—everything connected with it—is cursed. Men die who try to penetrate its mystery!"

The college boy moved away from the spot. He cdled back in a thin, tight voice, "Keep away from that
thing. It's cursed!™

ADJOINING the corridor down which the Egyptians and ther bodyguards had disappeared, was a
ardl ingde space that was more or less a smoking room. It was through this space that the college youth
was moving when he let out the startled cry about something being cursed.

A man seated in a deep armchair reading a newspaper looked up. He got to his feet. Severd people
ganding about looked at him.

For the man was very tdl and s0 thin that most passengers had to stare up a him. He had a high
forehead, the aesthetic face of a thinker, and it was a bet, when he started to walk, whether his clothes



would fdl off hislong thin body. From his |gpel dangled a ribbon to which was attached a monocle with a
thick lens.

He had overheard the student’s remark. And, as he ligened, he overheard other remarks now beng
made about the strange copper cylinder. He caught the words. "—curse of the Fourth Dynedty of
Cheops!”

Thelong thin man murmured to himsdf. "I'll be superamagamated!”

Then he followed a crowd of curious passengers as they pushed through the ship corridor in order to
gand and stare at the stateroom door through which the Egyptians had disappeared.

None could know that the tall man was William Harper Littlgohn, an eminent archaeologist and scholar.
And dso one of the aidsin the unusud organization headed by Doc Savage, the Man of Bronze,

"Johnny"—as William Harper Littlgohn was cdled by his mogt intimate friends—was aso on shipboard
in somewhat the capacity of a bodyguard. His assgnment at the moment was to see that Doc Savage
was not disturbed throughout the entire voyage to New Y ork.

For the bronze man—from time to time—went into secluson when he had his remarkable brain centered
upon a particular problem. In this case, it was a tregtise on anew type of brain surgery that was going to
dartle a good part of the world. It was Johnny’s job to see that no one disturbed Doc Savage.

This explained why Johnny had been seated in the amdl smoking room that gave a view of the corridor.
The bronze man's stateroom was a few feet down that corridor. In the excitement of saling, someone
was lidble to try to enter it by mistake. Johnny was to see that they didn’t try.

The crowd passed the bronze man's doorway now as they pressed down the corridor in search of the
men with the copper cylinder. They reached another group jammed about a closed door only a dozen
yards or so away from Doc Savage' s stateroom.

One curious fdlow was stooped down trying to peer through the keyhole of the door. Another was on
his hands and knees trying to look through the crack formed by the bottom of the door and the sl

They could see nathing.
Someone asked, "Wha was dl the secrecy about that copper cylinder?!
Another passenger shrugged, replied, "You're asking me! That's what we'd dl like to know."

No one, from the excited conversation, seemed to have an idea of what the Egyptians could have been
carying so guardedly.

Johnny Littlgohn listened, and his interest deepened, and after a while his restless imaginaion got the
better of hm and he decided that he would waich the curious-acting Egyptians and ther four

bodyguards.
But the fdlows remained in their cabins throughout the rest of that day.

It was about ten that night that they changed staterooms.

JOHNNY had been seated in the smoking room reading a magazine. Only twice had he been in to see
Doc Savage. And both times the bronze man had been so intently concentrating on his medica treatise
that he had not replied to Johnny’s remarks. So the archaeologist had left im aone.



Johnny was judt thinking of retiring when he saw one of the blocky-jawed fdlows come out of the
stateroom beyond the bronze man’s own and look up and down the corridor. Then the man hurried aft.
Shortly he returned with half a dozen ship’s officers. The three other bodyguards stepped out into the
passageway. They were followed by the two Egyptians carrying the mysterious copper cylinder.

Immediatdy a protective cordon was formed around the two dark-skinned men and their shining object,
and the group started hurriedly forward.

Curious, Johnny Littlgohn followed a a discreet distance. He reached a turn in the corridor, had just
started around it, when he noted that the group had paused a an ingde suite doorway. Johnny drew
back.

He heard someone ask, "You're certain there' s no outsde deck entrance to this site?'
"That'sright,” came the officer’s reply.

"And no outside windows?'

"None whatsoever."

"All right, then. We Il say here.”

Shortly, the officers moved off down the corridor. Johnny dipped dong through the passageway until he
came to the doorway of the strange-acting men's new suite. He listened quietly.

There were voices taking, but he could diginguish no words. Johnny frowned. What the devil was this
mydery dl about, he wondered. He moved out on deck.

Though the moon was shining overhead, there was fog lying like a thick blanket over the surface of the
ocean. The liner was ripping through the tendrils of the damp, chill fog. And as Johnny stood there,
leening againg the ship’srall, the Suff grew thicker. His clothes became damp. The few passengers who
hed been waking on deck quickly disappeared. He was |eft done.

Theliner's deep-throated, mournful foghorn started its hdf-minute blasts. The sound shivered through the
throbbing ship, trailed off behind the fast-moving boat. In between each blagt, there was heavy, deep
Slence.

Johnny had been ganding there perhaps hdf an hour, thinking of the two dark-skinned Egyptians and

their peculiar copper cylinder, when the woman walked past him. Or rather, floated past him. It was this
that caught his attention.

For the woman waked with short, smooth steps that carried her trim smdl form dong as though it were
being moved on some sort of conveyor. Johnny had never seen anyone wak so smoothly, so effortlesdy
as this beautiful creature,

And beautiful she wad!

A danchion light gave Johnny one brief glimpse of the woman's face as she passed by. He caught a
right-dde view of her classic profile.

There was athing excatic and mysterious about her olive-skinned, fine features. Johnny had an impresson
of dark somber eyes, of hair tha was like ebony. She was not tdl, but dmog fragile in her delicate,
exquigte form.



Onething about her formed a word in the gaunt archaeologist’ s thoughts. Egyptian! That was it! Perhaps
she was somehow connected with—

She had suddenly turned into the doorway through which Johnny had reached the outsde deck. On a
sudden impulse, he followed.

And amoment later he was garing as he watched the smdl, gemlike woman from a concealed distance
down the long passageway .

She had paused before the room door of Doc Savage!

JOHNNY watched quietly. The woman's black-gloved hand raised to tap on the door. But midway to
the pand, it suddenly paused. The woman seemed to hestate. Her hand moved to her lips and she stood
there saring a the closed door.

And then, abruptly, she turned away and ran hurriedly down the passageway, away from Johnny
Littlgohn. The tall archaeologist let out a surprised ydl. He legped after the smal woman.

But she had turned past a bulkhead. When he reached the point, she had disappeared. He stared around.
A cross-passage led to ether the port or starboard side of the greet liner. The woman could have gone
ether way. Johnny went to the right.

And saw no sgn of her.
He tried the other angle of the passage. And had no success.
All this happened on Tuesday night.

On Friday night the Situation was unchanged. The ship was due in New York in a few hours. And yet
Johnny had not once seen the dainty Egyptian woman again. Neither had he seen the two men with the
mysterious copper cylinder.

Of course, at various times throughout the voyage, he had seen the blocky-jawed bodyguards moving in
and out of the suite. But never more than two of the bodyguards left the cabin & any one time. There
were dways two left behind. Trays of food were taken from cabin boys at the doorway. No one, Johnny
hed observed, was ever permitted ingde.

The game of watching for the Egyptian woman and observing the actions of the bodyguards had helped
pass the time for Johnny. For Doc Savage was il in seclusion. He was in one of those intense moods of
concentration that took hold of him from time to time. Johnny had perhaps seen him only a dozen times
throughout the entire trip. And even then he had not disturbed Doc with detalls about the mysterious
cylinder and the beautiful, exotic Egyptian woman who had seemed afraid to knock on his stateroom
door.

Thelast night out was particularly dark and murky. There was no moon. At midnight, Johnny stood out
on deck in the darkness and thought about the gemlike little woman whom he had seen only once. There
was something mysterious about the way she had acted. He wondered who—

Down deck, off in the damp gloom, he thought he caught a startled little cry. Johnny quickly moved that
way. It could have been a woman'’s frightened exclamation. Ahead, he was certain, he detected a step.

And yet he could see nathing in the darkness. There was only the steady, ominous sound of the sea
swishing past the ships sde plates, and the deep throbbing of the engines. He listened, moving quigtly
forward.



It was then that he saw the scarab.

At fird, though, dl that Johnny saw was the weird blue glow in the inky blackness. It was as his eyes
grew accustomed to the light that he saw the other thing. The thing with a round, fat body and legs A
beetle. And a bestle, to the gaunt archaeologist, denoted the Sign of the scarab.

The scarab Johnny saw was no more than an inch in diameter! 1t moved. Or rather, appeared to floa
through the arr in a jerky, waving sort of motion!

"I'll be superamalgamated!” Johnny breathed. The archaeologist never used smdl wordsif he could avoid
it. The exdlamation was one he frequently used when suddenly surprised.

He stepped forward, his head bobbing up and down as he followed the myserious actions of the fa
beetle surrounded by the uncanny blue glow. Johnny, with a start, saw something else—athing that made
him swiftly legp forward with a startled outcry.

And immediatdy, powerful hands seized him from behind, closed about his skinny throat and dragged
him to the deck. Johnny gagged, kicked, smashed out with his figs. For a long thin felow, he was
unusudly strong and quick-moving.

But other hands joined those that had saized him, and he was quickly subdued. Something rapped his
skull. Even as consciousness flowed from the archaeologist’s limp body, he had the thought that he
should have spoken to Doc Savage.

He should have told Doc about the mysterious-acting Egyptiand

Chapter Il. DEATH STRIKES

PERHAPS if someone had told John Black that the archaeologist known as William Harper Littlgohn
was connected with the Doc Savage organization, he would not have had anything to do with the thing in
the copper cylinder. But John Black was not informed that Johnny Littlgohn knew Doc Savage. John
Black was the man to whom the cylinder was ddivered in New Y ork.

John Black’s name hardly suited his description. For he was an dbino.

He had skin the color of skim milk, hair as light as oat straw, and eyes that seemed to be a shade of pink.
He was alittle stout man that made you think of a kewpie. But a very sanctimonious kewpie.

Because John Black had a habit of standing with his hands held in a holier-than-thou sort of gesture
across his round middle, and of amiling pioudy and of saying, "Bless you," quite frequently.

John Black looked at the shining copper cylinder resting on his desk, and then at the two dark-skinned
Egyptians who had jugt delivered it to him. His round, milky-white face beamed, and he sghed, "Ah,
bless you, my children. So thisis the scrall from my most worthy cousinin Egypt?”

The two Egyptians bowed low from the waist. Behind them, their blocky faces immohile, stood the four
bodyguards.

"Yes, sahib" sad one of the dark-skinned men. "We have ddivered the scroll safdy from most
respected cousin. We shdl now return.”

John Black looked at the two. "To Egypt?'
Both men nodded solemnly. "Y es, sahib—to Egypt."



John Black looked suddenly flustered. He reached toward his hip pocket, drew out his walet, hesitated.
His round face looked worried.

"Wdl, blessme" he started. "'l want to pay you, but you see. .. ah. . . that is—"

"The payment,” said one of the somber-faced Egyptians, "has dready been made. There is nathing owed
LEIll

The beaming amile returned to John Black’s features. "Ahl" he exclaimed. "Bless cousn Northrup. What
afine upstanding man heid"

The sextet prepared to take ther departure. Ther misson was ended. But one of the bodyguards
paused, frowned, jerked athick thumb at John Black. He addressed the two Egyptians.

"You're positive about this bird, now? You an't made any mistake?'

John Black looked shocked. That anyone for the moment should doubt that he was John Black
"But," he cried, "I have proved to you that | am John Black!"

The two Egyptians nodded. One sad: "Quite true, sahib. We have made quite certain. We shdl go."

They bowed and went out, and as John Black closed the door behind them he let out a long, thankful
dgh. He sat down in a chair amoment and closed his eyes. His lips moved as though in prayer.

For the ordeal—before the cylinder from Egypt had been turned over to him—had been quite trying. He
had been forced to prove his identity beyond a doubt. He had produced dso the cablegrams from his
cousn Northrup in Egypt. He had convinced the Egyptian messengers that he was the party who was to
receive the cylinder in New Y ork.

Fndly he got up out of the chair and returned to the table. He stood for a long time garing at the
three-foot-long cylinder of copper. Then, with trembling fingers, he unscrewed one of the ends.

Upending the tube, he carefully eased the contents out onto the wide table top. His pink-red eyes
widened as he stared a what was reveded.

The object looked like the paper rall for an dectric player piano. Only this Suff wasn't paper, but some
agdess, rare form of parchment. As he opened it up, strange characters and figures met his gaze. Some
of them looked like fat cows, and some like dogs, while others were like the kind of animds he had never
before seenin hislife

He unrolled the scroll father and saw that the whole thing was interspersed with such crazy
hieroglyphics. And there was aso writing, but it was like no kind of writing that had ever appeared in the
Twentieth Century—in any kind of language!

But the writing on the separate sheet of amdl white paper was in English.
The message read:
John—

The inclosed might mean a great deal, or nothing. But urtil you are certain, guard it with your life |
uggest that you look up a well-known authority on Egyptology who resides there in New York. The
man's name is Ludus Pettibone. He will be able to decipher this thing and tdl you its red vaue But
remember, don’t consult anyone else.



—Northrup.

John Black reread the note from his cousin, and he looked up startled. His plump, pink hands came up
and pressed hisface, and he cried, "Oh, dear me! Perhaps | should send it back!"

He quickly put the scroll back in the cylinder and then, because he seemed confused, he sat down and
looked at the copper tube for along time.

It was Saturday morning, and the sun was shining brightly outside his home.

After awhile, gpparently having reached a decision, John Black went to the telephone stand and got the
red directory thet listed every type of business and professonin New Y ork.

He located the name of Ludus Ethelbert Pettibone, Egyptologist. The man lived on Eighth Street, near
the Village. John Black made an gppointment for two o’'clock that same afternoon. He was careful
enough to say nathing about the copper cylinder over the phone. He merdly stated that he wanted advice

on something pertaining to Egypt.

Later, he wrapped the cylinder in old newspapers, and then he got out an old suitcase that was a good
yard long. He packed the cylinder in amongst soiled linen that he jammed into the suitcase. If anything did
happen, he could pretend he was teking his laundry to the Chinaman's.

At 1:30 he phoned for a cab and went to see the Egyptologist.

LUCIUS ETHELBERT PETTIBONE was a drapping big fdlow with worried eyes and a nervous
manner. Shaking hands with him was like taking hold of a piece of soap that has stood too long in water.

The moment John Black was seated in the Egyptologidt’s office, Pettibone got up from behind his desk
agan, moved toward a water cooler, poured himsdf a drink and then reached into his coat pocket for a
gardl bottle. There were white pills that 1ooked like aspirin in the bottle.

Pettibone shook out two of the pills into his pdm, gulped them down with a mouthful of water. He
looked at John Black and said worriedly, "Headache. You'll pardon me? | have terrible headaches dl the
time. Too much concentration. Too much work. | don’t know what I'm going to do.”

His sentences ran together as though he were blurting out the words while being chased by a pack of
hungry wolves. It looked odd to see such abig man so nervous.

John Black had the copper cylinder resting across his knees, his hands folded in the pious gesture across
hisfat somach. Briefly now, he explained about the scrall he had received from his cousin in Egypt. He
finished with:

"They say you're an authority on this sort of suff. | want you to tdl meif it is vduable. Bless you, | hope
you do say itid"”

Ludus Ethdbert Pettibone's face twisted once or twice. His hands gripped the edge of the heavy desk.
Sowly, though, some of the nervousness seemed to leave him. He took the cylinder when it was passed
to him, opened it, removed the scroll and spread it out on his desk.

Suddenly, he jumped back, dropping the thing as though it were on fire. He quickly flung open a drawer
of his desk and brought out a bottle with an atomizer top. He started spraying an evil-amdling substance
around him and over the scroll spread out on the desk. He exdamed:

"Gamd Germsadl around us. Air isfull of them. Thisthing probably contains millions of them. I'm afraid



of germs. That is, | don't like them." He looked a little flustered. "W, anyway, there' s nathing like being
caefull”

John Black gave the man a puzzled regard.

Pettibone put the atomizer away, got out a large magnifying glass and peered closdy a the aged scrall.
He studied the thing for long moments. He said nothing.

John Black sat fidgeting, anxious to hear the verdict.

But Pettibone seemed to have gone into a sort of trance. He sat saring at the scroll, ill saying nothing.
Only once did he speak, and then to read something a oud—as though to himsdf.

"Cheopsin the redm of the Fourth Dynasty of Pharaoh—" Then the Egyptologist’s words trailed off into
amumbled jargon. Hislips moved, but he said nothing aoud.

Sweat popped out on John Black’s forehead. He fidgeted with his fat hands.

Fndly, Ludus Ethelbert Pettibone looked up. He put down the magnifying glass and leaned back in his
desk chair. He sad:

"Thiswill take alittle time. Could you come back, say, in about two hours?'

John Black decided that there was little he could do about the delay. These authorities, as a rule, were
touchy individuds. He agreed to the suggestion.

But when he returned, he was dmog a nervous wreck. The drain of waiting to hear the verdict was
terrific. He sat down, watched Pettibone stare again at the scroll for long moments. He demanded:

"Wdl?'

Pettibone findly spoke.

"Thisone" he said, "isjudt like dl the others. A hopeless mix-up. Utter fools mugt have written it.”
John Black leaped to his feet, trembling. "Then you mean—"

"The scrall," announced Lucius Ethelbert Pettibone, "is worthless!"

LATER, John Black took his ancient scroll and his copper cylinder and went home, after paying the
Egyptologis a ten-dollar fee for his services. He was thoroughly disgusted.

He decided to ship the blasted thing back to his cousin in Egypt. But this was before he had read the
evening newspapers.

It was a custom for John Black to read the evening papers thoroughly each night before retiring. He lived
aone, except for a mansarvant who kept modly to himsdf. The servant was a deaf-mute, and therefore
not a very takative companion. But he was a good workman, thrifty, and thus John Black kept him
around his home congantly. In fact, Jo—as the deaf-mute was caled—had a bedroom across the hdl
from John Black’s own.

Jo had gone to bed when John Black came upon the item in the newspaper. It read:
MILLIONAIRE OIL KING



TO FINANCE PLAYGROUND

The article below the heading on Page 3 went on to State that aloca millionaire was going to sponsor the
largest playground ever built for the children of New York City. His act was commended. There was a
lot of ballyhoo about the wedthy man.

John Black had read hafway through the article when his amdl pink eyes became suddenly thoughtful.
He quickly got the telephone book and looked up the phone number of another famous New York
millionare

A. B. Chickerdli had been an immigrant boy who had made good in a large way. He was head of the
largest banking chain in New Y ork. He was a member of the Stock Exchange. He owned yachts and
race horses. He was president of Rega Foods, Inc.

John Black, after fifteen minutes of clever persuason, got A. B. Chickerdli on the phone a his
Fifth-Avenue home. John Black spent another fifteen minutes giving himsdf a build-up.

He mentioned the fact that he was dder a a cartain church, on the board of trustees at another, the
author of various treatises on rdigion. He convinced A. B. Chickerdli that he was a very good-living,
pious man.

And s0, he wanted to know, would it be possible for him—John Black—to make an agppointment for the
next day? There was something of utmost importance, a little matter that might mean a fortune to A. B.
Chickerdlli.

The millionaire was findly convinced of the sSncerity of John Black’s propostion. Chickerdli was not a
person to pass up an opportunity to make a dollar. He granted an appointment at his Wal Street office
for ten the following morning.

John Black hung up, giving a satisfied long 9gh. He returned to the table where he had cardlesdy thrown
down the copper cylinder upon returning from the Egyptologist’s. He picked up the tube fondly, as
though it were something again very precious. He took it upstairs with him to his bedroom and laid it on a
char near the bed.

Then he undressed, got on his knees beside the bed and said his prayers. He dimbed beneath the sheets
with the stisfied feding of a man who has taken advantage of a precarious opportunity.

The time was gpproximately 10:30.

It must have been close to midnight when John Black was awakened by the gutturd, terrified scream
from the bedroom across the hall.

THE firg thing John Black thought of was Jo—his deaf-mute servant. And so he tumbled out of bed and
raced across the hdl. Even as he crossed the hdlway he heard a loud thump from Jo’s room, as though
something had fdlen heavily. He flung open the servant’s door and started into the room. And drew up
with a gtartled gasp.

Light from a street lamp outside the house shone into the bedroom. It cast a diffused, dim glow over the
heavy carpeting of the bedroom. Sprawled out, partidly reveded by the light, was the heavily built
deaf-mute. The servant lay unmoving.

Stunned for the moment, John Black moved cautioudy across the room. A bit of light angling between
the window curtains touched Jo’'s mouth and half of his face. What John Black saw held him petrified
with dread.



The servant’s mouth hung open dackly. His eyes, oddly glazed, stared unseeingly upward toward the
caling.

His spine tingling, John Black dared a step closer. He ligened intently, draining his ears againg the tight,
heavy slence of the room. He redized the truth.

The deaf-mute was not breathing!

John Black was on the verge of jumping back to the hdlway, to hurry downgtairs and cal a doctor, when
something caught his gaze. Something that fluoresced with awelird blue light, a fat round thing that looked
like a beetlel

And the beetle was on the forehead of the dead mansarvant!

As John Black watched, horrified, the fa beetle seemed to move across the dead man's forehead.
Summoning his courage, Black took another step closer. And watched.

Then he knew that atrick of the light had made it only appear that the beetle had crawled. It was ill in
the same place, in the center of the servant’s forehead. It seemed to be some sort of a mark, like the
mark of a scarab!

Tha was it, John Black decided. A scarab! He had seen pictures of the things. In fact, there had been
some of them in the characters drawn on the scroll!

The sudden remembrance of the thing brought John Black up taut. He spun toward his own bedroom,
dashing to the chair where he had I€ft the copper cylinder. He started to pick the thing up, suddenly
recoiled from the tube and stared at it worriedly. Avoiding it completely, he backed toward the doorway,
removed the key from the lock, inserted it on the outside and locked the bedroom door behind him.

Then he dashed downdtairs and caled the doctor. He stayed down there until the medicd men arrived.
He had a story dl made up by the time the man arrived.

Going up the gtairs with the thin, dert-looking doctor in tow, John Black explained smoothly, "Poor Jo.
He s had the spdlls before. Fits, I'd say. They had weakened his heart, poor fdlow. This one killed him!"

The doctor did not doubt John Black’s words. For Black was a fine, upstanding man in the community.
Hedid alot to help charitable organizations. He was a pillar of goodness.

The doctor preceded John Black into the dead man’'s room. Black himsdf switched on the lights The
doctor could not see John Black’s wide, staring pink eyes as they sought out the corpse.

For John Black had said nothing about the scarab’s mark. He would let the medica mean figure that out
for himsdf. He didn’t want to explain anything about the copper cylinder, or that thisthing might have any
connection.

Moving forward, the doctor in front of him, John Black held his breath as he waited for the discovery.
And then, scarcely controlling the outcry thet tried to force its way from his throat, he stared. He stared
and fet a cold chill race down his spine.

The 9gn of the scarab was gone!

Chapter Ill. THE CURSE

AT one o' clock that same morning, the undertaker’s conveyance drove up to John Black’s house. A few
moments later it departed, dong with the doctor, with the corpse.



About fifteen minutes after this, John Black himsdf went out. Though it was a farly warm night, John
Black was wearing a long topcoat that came dmogt to his ankles. He was carrying the suitcase that he
hed used on the preceding afternoon when he had seen the expert on Egyptology.

At the nearest corner, he located a cab, hailed the driver and dimbed in. He seemed to be nervous and in
ahurry.

The two men who had followed John Black down the street, keeping to the shadowy darkness of
doorways as they did so, stared as John Black’s milky-pink features were reveded when he stepped into
the cab.

One man quickly haled another cruigng taxi. The other blurted, "It's the wrong guy! That wasn't the
servant at dl!”

His partner grunted. "You'retdlin' me! That was Black. That means he didn't croak!™
"There mugta been a misteke! Wait'll Lou heers—"

The other man grabbed his arm. Both men were near a street light. The lamp glow reveded therr square,
blocky faces. The two heavily built men were two of the four bodyguards that had accompanied the
Egyptian messengers. Both |ooked worried.

"Lou’s not gonna hear," said the firs man. "Well trall Black. W€l catch him, somehow.”
"You mean, we ll grab the suitcase?"
"Yeeh," snapped the other.

The cab had drawn up to the curb. Both big men piled into the rear. They gave orders to the driver to
tral the other cab, now a good two blocks down the wide avenue. For the time being, until they had
worked out a plan, they merdy ordered the other car kept in Sght.

In the vidnity of Forty-second Street, the first cab siwung left and headed toward Times Square. It turned
right on Broadway, drew up to a stop near the Times Building.

The two men who were tralling John Black were a scant haf a block behind when the first cab stopped.
They ordered ther driver to do likewise.

They watched John Black hop out of his taxi. They were on the verge of getting out and fallowing him,
when one man grabbed his partner’s arm, rapped, "Wait! He an't carryin’ the suitcase. He's Idft it in the
cab!"

They waited. Apparently John Black was going to return.
One of the two suggested, "We could grab it here.”

"Fool!" complained the other. "You wanna get nailed by the law right here in Times Square? He's
probably just getting cigarettes. We Il keep fallowing him until we get a chance to run him to the curb on
ome Sde Stredt.”

"O.K."

They waited. John Black returned in about three minutes. He got back into his cab and the driver pulled
out into the thin streams of after-midnight traffic. The car headed downtown. In the Twenties, it swvung
eadt. The Sde street was along one, and especidly dark.



One of the two big fellows leaned forward and spoke to the driver.

"Force that hack ahead over to the curb, bud." He dropped a hill through the open window behind the
front seat. It was a ten-spot.

The driver grinned and stepped on the gas.

A moment later there was a squed of brakes as he swvung sharply right, cutting off the fird cab and
running it up onto the sdewak. The firg driver legped out, curang and making a lot of noise. In New
York, cab drivers never come to blows. They merdly make noise.

The two hard-looking individuds piled out aso, leaped toward the rear of the firg cab. But John Black
hed aready gone out the door on the other side. He was racing franticaly down the street, his long coat
billowing out behind him.

One man started to jump after him. But his partner ydled, "Hold it! He's left the suitcase here—in the
cab!"

Since the suitcase and its contents seemed to be what they wanted, they forgot dl about John Black and
hurried into the cab. They dimbed out with the suitcase, returned to their own taxi. To the firg driver,
they called, "Sorry, son, but that blasted so-and-so snatched our bag.”

They ordered their own driver to return uptown. They had a lagt fleging glimpse of John Black diving
down into a subway entranceway.

Then they settled down to examining the contents of the long suitcase. They quickly flung it open. And
Stared.

It was filled with newspapers, old shoes and two bricks.

WITH something like terror dowly spreading over ther hard fegtures, the two men stared at the
otherwise empty contents of the suitcase. Sweat popped out on their brows.

One murmured shekily, "You know . . . what this means, Jake?"

Jake appeared to know only too well.

"Yeeh," he whispered.

"Lou’s gonna do something about it."

"Yeeh. He will, dl right."

"You ever see aguy die, Jake?"

The other big fellow trembled. "Like the way Davy did? Thetime that he crossed up Lou?"
His partner nodded. "Like that," he said.

"What do we do?' The pdms of Jake's hands were moig with sweat. "What do you think could have
happened to that damned cylinder, Steve?!

"I'vegot an idea," said Steve.
"What?'



"When Black went into the Times Square Building, he didn’t buy cigarettes. That's why he was wearin’
that long coat, too!"

"Coat?"'

"Sure. Don't you get it? He had the cylinder benegth the coat. The suitcase was just to throw us off. He
took that cylinder down there where dl those subway entrances are and hid it in one of them dime
lockers. That's what he done!”

"There' s athousand of them! Them lockers are dl over the place down there beneath Times Square!”

"Sure. An’ night an’ day that place is crowded with people changing trans. We an't got a chance of
finding that cylinder. Besides, you' d hafta have akey."

As the two taked worriedly, in low voices, ther driver had been cruisng around. He suddenly turned his
head and cdled through the window, "Where to, gents?'

Jake and his partner looked a one another. It was Steve who sad: "Theré's no out. WEl have to tdl
Lou. Then we'll take turns watching them subway lockers and maybe Black will come back tomorrow.”

"Who's gonnartdl him?*
They thought about thet for awhile,
Then Steve said, "WE I draw straws. One of us has gotta do it."

He took out a cigar, lit it, blew out the match. He placed it Sde by sde with a fresh match, so tha the
burned end was down. He said, "Draw one?"

Steve himsdf was left the burned maich. Hisjaw set grimly and he said, "All right; let’'s go."

They gave the driver the name of a street downtown. The cab swung around in the street. They rode in
dlence, both men thinking of what might be in store for them.

Apparently, Lou was someone to be feared.

Sometime later, the cab svung from the avenue, rolled through a sde street. Steve leaned forward and
gave a house number. He started to St back again in the seat in order to speak to hisburly partner.

But something held him on the edge of the seat. He was saring out the right-sde window of the cab.
Steve' s eyes were abruptly wide with astonishment—and something else. He grabbed his partner’s arm,
cried, "Did you see tha?'

But the one named Jake, obvioudy, had dready seen. He was trembling. He blurted:
"Yegh. Jugt as the guy walked beneath that last street light, | got a good look.”
Steve gasped. "But it couldn’t be! What would he be doing down here?"

Then, as though in answer to his own question, he jumped. He exclamed, "You don't think he knows?
About that Johnny guy! About how we—"

Steve's partner had swiftly jerked forward and was spesking to the driver. He rapped, "Get outta this
neighborhood. Just drive around—anywhere—but not here. Hurry!"



The cab moved away from there.

In the rear sedt, the two men sat, trembling, white-faced. Even after they had turned the next corner, they
stared back through the rear window.

Jake, findly trying to show alittle courage, said, "Maybe | was wrong. Maybe I’ ve just been thinking too
much about the guy.”

"But you dill think thet it was . . . was—"
Steve finished for him, "Doc Savage?"
The other man nodded as though a death sentence had just been placed on his head.

The two hard-jawed men drove around in the cab for about hdf an hour. They avoided the
neighborhood where they had seen Doc Savage, for apparently they were more fearful of the bronze man
then they were of the man referred to as Lou.

Fndly, they returned. The Side streets seemed to be deserted. They should be, at this hour of the night.
They directed tharr driver to the address that had been given earlier.

Steve said, "Just dow up. I'll drop off."

Jake, his partner, nodded. "Good idea. I'll keep riding around and pick you up in about twenty minutes.
Then you can tdl me what Lou said.”

When the cab dowed, Steve jumped out. His partner dammed the door and ordered the driver to
proceed. Jake stared back through the window. He could see no 9gn of Steve's heavy-set form. Steve,
wisdly, must have taken to a doorway until he was certain that no one was observing his actions.

The cab driver drove Jake over to one of the dl-night lunchrooms on Sixth Avenue. There, they killed
time drinking coffee. Once the driver remarked:

"You guys sure are being awful careful about something!™
Jake nodded. "You'd be careful, too, if you knew what we're deding with!"

The driver waited for further explanaion of Jake's remark. But Jake remained slent, brooding over his
coffee, his eyes worried.

Later, they returned to pick up Steve.

They cruised dowly through the shadowy street. Here and there a street lamp cast saffron shadows on
the sdewak. No one was about.

Near the address they sought again, the driver dowed his hack. Abruptly he turned around in the set,
exclamed, "Hey! There' s something wrong!"

A moment later, he had stopped, was legping out to the curb. Jake followed.
And in the next ingant fear took hold of him like alive, repulsive thing and left him trembling, dightly ill.

The man on the sdewak was writhing and moaning. Blood drooled from his mouth. Even as they
watched, the body gave a last convulsve jerk, and then went dl limp. The eyes remained open in a
horrible stare of desth.



But it wasn't this so much that held Jake rigid. It was the awful thing that was on Steve's face. He stared
a it with bulging eyes, then jerked his gaze to the house before which he stood. Though the house was in
utter darkness, it suddenly seemed to hold a great menace for Jake. He recoiled, started backing toward
the cab.

The cab driver, seeing the expresson on the big felow's face, started backing off adso. He couldn’t
understand it. But he, too, was horrified a dght of the thing on the dead man’s cheek.

It was a round, fat beetle—a thing with legs. About the beetle there was a sckly blue glow. The weird
light seemed to make the fat beetle more bloated and repulsve.

Jake shuddered and, even though he was trembling with horror, he reached out a hand to brush the ugly
bug from Steve' s face. As he did so, it disappeared.

With a hdf scream, Jake legped back, grabbed the cab driver by the arm, amog flung him into the car.
Jake started gibbering like aman suddenly gone insane.

"Get away from here. . . . Hurry! It'sacurse, that' swhat it id Doc Savage . . . maybe he knows! We . .
. we should have never touched that cylinder! We're dl gonnadi€”

Jake had hdf falen into the rear seat. The cab was aready whirling away from the spot. The driver
leaned back, queried, "What the hel? What' st dl about, bud? Wasn't that your friend lying back there?

But Jake hed fainted.

Chapter IV. MENACE IN BLUE

THE day was Sunday, and it looked as if there was going to be rain. John Black, dill wearing his long
topcoat, was waking through the hazy gray of early moming. He had been waking and thinking for
hours.

His round pink-white face was worried. He was faced with the momentous task of meking a decision,
and he could not decide whét to do.

He had the gppointment with A. B. Chickerdli, multimillionaire. Chickerdli mugt be interested in the
proposition Black had for him, otherwise he would never have made this Sunday-morning gppointment at
his office.

And then, at the hour of the gppointment, John Black should be at church hdping with the collection. He
adways did that rdigioudy each Sunday morning. He had overlooked it when he had cdled A. B.
Chickerdli last night.

Or he could cdl Doc Savage!

There was something about this copper-cylinder business that worried him. Take that Sgn of the scarab,
the death of his manservant, Jo.

And the attack by the two, ugly-looking fdlowsin the cab! The whole thing was getting too menacing.

John Black had heard of this remarkable fdlow Doc Savage. It was sad that he deved into such
mysteries. Perhaps he should turn the whole thing over to him.

John Black kept thinking about that, and kept walking. He walked for another two hours. It had started
toran.



Fndly, he ducked into a drugstore, located the line of phone booths in the rear, started looking up the
phone number of Doc Savage.

He found the name Clark Savage, Jr., and the address checked with a skyscraper location that John
Black had heard was Doc Savage's headquarters.

He dided that number.

When the connection was made, a voice—a squeaky, smdl voice was saying, "An’ here’ s another one
for you, shyger: Confucius ssy—"

There immediady followed a roar that sounded like, "Y e-e-ow!" The voice faded away from the phone.
John Black held the receiver, puzzled.

And then the voice came back, the squeaky, smdl voice. It seemed more subdued. It asked, "Hdlo?
Who's cdling, please?!

John Black was just going to speak when, through the phone-booth glass door, his pink-eyed gaze
happened to travel to a 9gn above the soda fountain in the drugstore. The fountain extended the length of
the store, and the sign was opposite the phone booth. It sad:

Millionairé s Specid. Today only. 15 cents.

Something about the advertisement for the specid ice-cream sundae hdd John Black’s gaze. He
wondered if it was sort of a prediction for him. Today was Sunday. Perhaps—

Sowly, he hung up the receiver without speaking. As he did so, a voice was crackling in the receiver,
"Hey! What the heck?'

John Black hurried out of the store, headed toward Times Square. A little later he had removed the
copper cylinder from the dime locker where he had placed it last night. Though the long tube was
wrapped in newspapers, John Black ill moved in hdf terror as he boarded a subway tran for
downtown New York and Wall Strest.

A. B. CHICKERELLI didn't look like amillionaire. He was smdl and thin, and plainly dressed. His suit
looked as though it had come from Fourteenth Street. Specia, marked down to $17.95. This week only!

But he wasfull of a nervous energy that gave some idea of his capabilities. He walked restlesdy up and
down the carpeted office as John Black outlined hisidea

It was John Black who sat behind the millionaire s desk, his amdl, fat hands folded across his somach in
the pious attitude.

Firgt, John Black had stated a gtring of references upon which A. B. Chickerdli had immediatdy
checked. He had made dmog a dozen phone cals. He had convinced himsdf that John Black was a

very goocHliving citizen.
And now, for the past hour, he had ligened to John Black’s idea. Black finished with:

"Theré s a fortune awaiting us over there. My cousin knows the exact location of the place. All we need
now istheright people at this end, men who are not afraid to put up a dollar and let themsalves in for a
little adventure. They won't regret it. They’ll double or triple their money!”

Chickerdli came back to the huge desk and stood saring at the long scroll spread out there. John Black



spoke with smooth, confident words. He started reading the ancient writing in the old manuscript.

He read as though he were the greatest living authority on Egyptology ever known. There was no
hegtation as he pored over the manuscript.

And there should not be. John Black had been memorizing this speech throughout the night, as he had
walked the streets.

Fndly, A. B. Chickerdli proved that he was a smart business man who did not pass up opportunities,
even on a Sunday. He had a secretary waiting in the adjoining office. He cdled the man in, dictated a
contract, presented it to John Black.

The contract placed John Black in full charge of the expedition. It put imin charge of the society that
would raise dl funds for the project. Only millionaires would be approached, was one dipulation.
Chickerdli, apparently, knew the right people. He had no worries about getting enough wedlthy members
to put up the cash. When, the contract stated, John Black fdt that there was enough money to proceed,
goplications for membership would be closed.

Chickerdli drew up alig of names. There were perhaps three dozen wdl-known wedthy men on the lis.
Hesad:

"By the time we have consulted the firg twelve, we should have enough for the expedition. Not one of
those firgt twelve will pass this chance up. They’'re too anxious to make a dollar.”

John Black sgned the contract, as did Chickerdli. The secretary and another employee, cdled in for a
moment, Sgned as witnesses. The contract was dated as of the previous day, Saturday.

John Black, before departing, looked very sanctimonious and said, "Bless you, my dear fdlow. You shdl
never regret thisfine move. Y our name will go down among the greet in higory."

A. B. Chickerdli, the ded over, shrugged his thin shoulders nervoudy and held the door open. He was
not one to waste time. He had other things to do yet today. He planned to cdl on his millionare friends
and get them lined up in the expedition. And then Black could see them firg thing in the morning. He
could explain the ideain detail and start collecting the funds.

Chickerdli didn't give a damn about becoming a name in higtory. Black was o trustful that he had even
left the copper cylinder and scroll in his care. A. B. Chickerdli figured that he had just pulled a smart
business dedl.

And in the hdlway outsde the office, as the door closed behind him, John Black rubbed his chubby
hands together and Sghed and murmured, "Bless me.”

He

figured that he had just ingtigated what was to be the biggest fraud ever worked.

ONE of the first wedlthy men to sgn up for the expedition was ex-Senator Mortimer Stelle. Stelle had
made quite a sum of money in railroads. That was before the depression.

Since then, unknown to the government, he had been connected with various other enterprises, some of
which he faled to report upon in his yearly income-tax statements. But certain treasury department
offidds were getting too curious. Mortimer Stelle thought it might be a good idea to get away to some far
country for awhile. Here was a chance to make allittle money without being too close to home.

He sgned up firgt thing Monday morning.



There was another reason for his interest in the affair. Stelle collected Orienta treasures. He had only a
few items from the country of the Nile. He' d like to add to the collection.

On Monday evening, remembering something he had wanted to ask A. B. Chickerdli about the
expedition, he put through a cal to the millionaire He was seated done in his library, a vast collection of
Crienta treasures surrounding him in the huge, paneled room. The collection—including hunting knives,
at work, pottery and porcelains—was on shelves, protected in large glass cases, mounted on placques
onthewals

Mortimer Stelle looked at the suff proudly as he conversed with his friend, Chickerdlli. He had visons of
the things he hoped to add to this vauable collection. In fact—

Abruptly, as he taked, his words tralled off and he stared across the room. He stared in horror at the
amdl, uncanny, blue-glowing thing that seemed to move across the Orienta rug.

Like adigtant, smdl flame glowing, the blue spot came closer, paused as though seeking something, then
continued its Slent, awesome approach across the carpet.

Once, asit hestated on an intricate design in the Orientd rug, it appeared—Stelle thought—to ook like
some sort of bug.

Then the millionaire gave a start, jumped to his feet with the phone and recelver ill clutched in his
trembling hands.

For it was abug. A scarab! Fat, |oathsome—hideous!
It legped closer, dmogt touched Stelle's feet.

The ex-senator screamed. From the receiver which he dill hdd clutched in his hand, Chickerdlli’s voice
demanded, "What's the matter with you?'

Sdle gasped, "It . . . it sascarab! It'smoving. It'sgoing to . . . to touch me!™

At the other end of the ling, A. B. Chickerdli heard a terified scream. Then something like a gurgling
sound. And then—silence.

He rattled the hook, tried to get Stelle back on the wire. There was no answer.

Remembering that Mortimer Stelle had another, unlisted phone number, he looked it up in his notebook
and put through a cdl. Findly, after severd moments, there was an answer.

Chickerdli recognized the expressionless, flat voice of Stell€'s butler. Briefly, Chickerdli explained about
how funny his friend had sounded over the wire. Perhaps Jarvis, the butler, should investigate.

Chickerdli held the phone while the butler proceeded to do so.

It was |ess than a moment later thet the Startled exclamation came to him.
"Mr. Chickerelli! Oh, good heaven, Sr!"

The millionaire jumped at the tone of the butler’ s voice.

"Yes, Javis" he prodded. "What's wrong?"

"The master—" the butler started, hisvoice quaking. "He.. . . he's dead!”



"Dead?'
"Ye-es. The poleax isin hisskull, gr. It's quite horriblel™
"The poleax?' prodded Chickerdli. "What's that?"

"A copper-bladed ax from the master’s collection, gr. It's Egyptian. It used to hang here on the wdl in
the study. And now—" The butler’ s words ended in a moan.

Chickerdli hung up, cdled the police, natified them of what the butler had told him. Then, for long
moments, he sat thinking of the copper cylinder that was in a vault in his own home. He wondered just
what was the red ggnificance of the scroll contained within the cylinder. Perhaps he should have an
expert look the thing over.

The more he thought about it, the more convinced he became that he should further investigete. There
was, he recdled, a man who had traveled dl over the world, who was said to be an authority on

Egyptology.
William Harper Littlgohn, the archaeologist!

But there was someone ese who should know more than Littlgohn himsdf. The millionaire had often
heard the name.

Doc Savage.
A. B. Chickerdli picked up the phone again and cdled the headquarters of the Man of Bronze.

Chapter V. THE PRINCESS

THE skyscraper headquarters of Doc Savage were on the eighty-axth floor of a block-square building in
lower Manhattan. Entrance to the secluded headquarters was by means of a high-speed eevator that ran,
without stop, to this topmost floor.

But you just didn't ride up there and barge in and talk to Doc Savage. The bronze man was a difficult
person to interview. First, you had to state your case to one of Doc Savage's aids, and then—if your
problem was something very, very vitd, a Stuaion that meant the punishing of evildoers and the righting
of awrong—you might get past the reception committee.

This reception committee was handled by two of the Doc Savage aids commonly called Monk and Ham.

Monk was an apelike individud about as broad as he was long. He had no forehead to speak of, enough
mouth for severd men, and visble parts of him were covered with a stubby red hair that looked like the
kind of shingle nails used on barn roofs. Hisfull name was Lieutenant Colonel Andrew Blodgett Mayfair,
but you didn’t cal him that if you wanted to keep in good with the insurance companies.

Also, Monk was one of the world' s leading chemids.

Ham was Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks, a former Harvard Law School honor graduate,
and perhaps one of the best-dressed men in the United States. The word "dapper” described him well.

Ham was ssdom without an innocent-looking black cane that, in redlity, contained a dender sword
whose point was tipped with a drug made to produce quick unconsciousness.

At the moment, both Monk and Ham were fdling over themsealves in an attempt to make an impresson
on the trimly built, smdl, dark girl who stood in the doorway leading into the reception room.



The girl had the excatic, olive-hued features of a woman of the Orient. She was as dainty-looking as a
cogly gem. She had large, deeply mysterious eyes.

Monk beamed and sad in his drangdy childike voice, "My dear lady, come, come in! If there's
something we can do for you—"

Ham elbowed Monk aside. He bowed gdlantly.
"Thisoaf,” he said, indicating Monk, "is only employed here to scrub floors. May | hep you?"

The gl merdy stared at the two. Apparently she couldn’t quite figure them out, which was nothing
aurprigng. A lot of people had the same reaction when they met the two aids. Monk and Ham liked
nathing better than a good argument. Most of the time it seemed that they were ready to cut each other’s
throats, whereas—oddly—they were the best of friends.

Ham, thinking the girl did not understand English, tried a different tack. He figured her for an Egyptian.
And s0 he rattled off something in that language.

Thegirl sad quietly, "l speak English. | must see Doc Savage. It is a matter of gravest importance.”

Ham gulped. The gifl spoke excellent English. He quickly drew up a chair, saw her seated. He tried to
getin front of bulky Monk, but wasn't quite successful.

Lady," the hary chemist blurted, "you just tdl us what's wrong, and we ll get Doc Savage to help you.”

Smatly dressed Ham shot his partner a brief look. It was quite obvious that the chemist had gone
overboard completely for this exotic-looking creature. Monk was like that. He admired the ladies,

epecidly pretty ones.
Ham used a more subtle approach.
"You say there is something of grave importance?' he prompted. "If you'll give us some idea—"

The dark-eyed girl reached for her purse. She opened it and Started feding ingde for something, saying,
"Do you know this person—"

At that moment, there was some sort of commotion in the doorway leading to the wide entrance hdl to
the elevator. So interested had the two Doc Savage ads been in the beautiful girl, that they had faled to
close the door after her entrance.

Thegirl looked up, stared, abruptly leaped to her feet and screamed.
"That's two of them!" she cried. "The ones | was going to tdl you about!™

There was something like a burst of thick black smoke in the wide doorway leading into the room. It
spread quickly, enveloped Ham, Monk and the girl.

The men who took hold of Ham were within the concedling black cloud.

IT was Monk who quickly pushed the smdl girl behind an armchair of the reception room. Then he dived
into the smoke that was hillowing in from the doorway and joined the fight.

Ham had tried to get free his dender sword, but the cane was knocked from his hands. He ydled
something to Monk.



The chemigt crashed into somebody, got hold of a neck and started squeezing.
Ham gasped, "Dunce! Y ou've got the wrong one!™
Monk let go. Heavy figs crashed into his homdy face. Somebody kicked himin the shins

Monk gave a bdlow and started grabbing hold of weaving forms. He couldn’t see a thing in the black
cloud, but he knew that the bodies he held were too solid for that of his dapper, dender-waisted partner
Ham. Monk flung two men to the floor.

Immediatdy two other felows seized him. Ham, from the assorted sounds, was having his hands full with
acouple of others.

Monk spilled another man, grinned in the blackness and let out another roar. He was enjoying himsdf
completely, as he did in any fight. And gone was his squeaky voice. He bellowed.

Thefight was just getting worked up to a good noisy racket when a new person whipped into the mélée.
Sartling, breath-taking speed followed. Monk became confused. He had never witnessed so much fast
movement in his life. He'd grab a man, prepare to sock him, then find the fdlow whisked away. There
were groans and curses, and findly, in the concedling cloud, the sounds of running steps on the marble
corridor just outsde the reception room.

There was abruptly a sckening, heavy odor in the room. Monk and Ham choked. They fdl back. There
no longer seemed to be any men fighting them, and their heads fdt funny.

They got down on their hands and knees and tried to maintain consciousness. Both heard the sound of a
powerful exhaust fan running. The black cloud cleared. So did ther heads.

Doc Savage was heping them to their feet. He had dready placed the amdl dark girl in an aramchair.
Doc said, "You shouldn't have |&ft the hdl door open.”
Ham stared. "Where are they?' he demanded.

"Gone" announced Doc Savage. "They must have used gas on the elevator operator, as they tried to do
on you. They had the evator wating for them.”

Monk stared at the bronze man. He knew, now, that Doc was the one who accounted for the blurred,
furious movement that had been added to the fight.

Standing done, Doc Savage was an unusud person. Beside Monk and Ham, he was remarkable. It was
the physicd development of the bronze man that was gtriking.

He was a giant with Herculean muscles, and yet his development was so symmetricd that his true gze
would not be noticed were he sanding aone in the room. His skin was of a bronze color that must have
come from countless tropical suns. There was athing of sriking handsomeness about his features.

The eyes were most compelling of al. Of an unusud flake-gold qudity, they were dmost hypnotic.
Even a firg glance, it was obvious that there were many unusud qudities about this bronze giant.

Doc Savage was looking at the girl. Her eyes had been closed. But they opened now. She straightened in
the chair, her eyes wide and fearful. And then, a Sght of the bronze man, rdief came into her lovely face
and she relaxed.



Shesad, "You. . . you're Doc Savage?'
Doc nodded.

The girl legped to her feet. She was again reeching into her purse, as she said, "Those terrible men, the
ones who tried to capture your men just now, they’ ve been falowing me ever snce | got off the boat.”

"Boat?' Doc asked quidly.

Monk and Ham both looked interested.

"Yes" sad the olive-skinned girl. "My name is Princess Amen-Amen. I'm from Egypt.”
There was aflickering of the bronze man's remarkable eyes.

"Yes?' he prompted.

"I cameto tdl you about . . . about—" She was dill fumbling in her purse. She brought out a amdl card
on which a name was written.

"—about one of your aids called William Harper Littlgohn!” the girl finished.
Monk jumped. "Blazed™ he yelled. "Y ou know about Johnny?'
Ham said, "Good girl!"

Doc sad nothing. He was looking at the girl’ s left hand. She had removed her gloves before reeching into
the purse for the card. On the fourth finger on her left hand she was wearing a ring containing a large
gone of rare sgpphire-blue. The stone, even in the daylight, seemed to give off a dight glow.

Built into the stone was a scarab.
"EXACTLY wha," asked Daoc, "do you know about William Harper Littlgohn?’
"He has been captured! Captured by some of those very same men who followed me herel™

Doc was dlent a moment. Monk grabbed the girl’s am. Doc had told them about Johnny's strange
disappearance from the boat. There had been no word from the archaeologist snce. Monk and Ham
were worried about their friend.

Doc next asked a question that sartled the two aids.
"Has the capture anything to do with the copper cylinder?' the bronze man asked.

The gl nodded, her dark eyes worried. "Yes. Very much. Thereis a curse on the copper cylinder. Your
ad, this one cdled Johnny, isin grave danger. He isliable to die”

Monk put in, puzzled, "What' s thisdl about, Doc? What about a copper cylinder?'

Whatever Doc knew about the mystery of the cylinder, he had not yet imparted to the two aids. For the
moment, Doc did not explain further. Instead, he looked at the girl.

"You know where Johnny is?"

"Yes | think so. If you send someone with me—"



Doc nodded. "Monk and Ham will accompany you." He turned his attention to the two aids. "You have
heard of A. B. Chickerdli, the banker and millionare?'

Both nodded.
"But what the heck—" Monk started.

"Chickerdli," said Doc, "has possession of an ancient scroll contained in a copper cylinder. It is the thing
that has something to do with Johnny’s recent disappearance. Chickerdli is organizing an expedition to
Egypt, in connection with this thing. He cdled me a a late hour last night, and is due heré'—Doc
consulted his watch—"in twenty minutes."”

"And what has dl this got to do with Johnny?' Ham wanted to know.
Doc spoke quietly, but there was a tone to his voice that held both aids tense.

"Thereis a curse attached to this thing, it appears. Johnny got too close to something, and because of that
he has been captured. And, lagt night, a man died because of the curse”

The bronze man mentioned the name of Mortimer Stede, the millionaire found with an ancient ax blade
through his skull.

Monk stared. Ham whistled.

"And s0," finished Doc, "there is need for hurry." He looked at the Egyptian girl. "We have alot for which
to thank Princess Amen-Amen.”

Monk goggled at thegirl. "I'll say. Let’'sgo!”

With Ham gdlantly taking the girl’s arm before the chemig could interfere, they started out. At the same
moment, from the open doorway to a room beyond, two strange-looking creatures came following
quickly.

ONE animd was arunt pig, scrawny, homey, and with a snout made for poking into gopher holes. The
pig was Monk’s pet, and was cdled Habeas Corpus.

The girl let out a frightened, amdl scream at the sght of the pig and the other animd that was
accompanying it.

Chemidry, Ham's pet, was a smdl ape that looked for dl the world like a pint-sze reproduction of hary
Monk. The two pets were a source of continud bickering between Monk and Ham. And they
accompanied thar masters dmogst everywhere.

On the way out, Ham sad to the girl, "Chemidry is redly a digant rdaive of Monk, only more
intelligent.”

The chemig let out a howl of rage. He poked a finger a the smartly dressed lawyer, touched the girl’s
am, sad, "Don't believe athing that shyster lawyer tdls you. He's married and has thirteen half-baked
kids. All crazy!"

Princess Amen-Amen gave a smile that would have melted ice, and remarked, "My, what two charming
men!"

Later, outsde the building, the girl indicated a car, explained, "I'll drive you. It will save time. | have
every reason to bdlieve that your friend Johnny is being held in an old warehouse over in Brooklyn.”



They climbed in, Monk pulling afast one and managing to get a postion next to the girl’ strim figure in the
front seat. Ham sat glaring, on the outside.

Thegirl made good timein traffic. HAlf an hour later, they pulled up before an abandoned old warehouse
near the Brooklyn water front. The place looked asif it was ready to fal down any moment.

They parked. The girl led the way through a cluttered dleyway and around to a rear loading platform.
Windows of the old building were broken.

Large sted doors were a the rear of the loading platform, but off to the left was a smdler entrance
doorway. It was locked.

Monk shot his huge fig through a smdl glass pane, reached indde, unlaiched a snap lock. They
proceeded insde,

The building was mugty, decaying. The girl clutched both aids' arms.
"Where?' prodded Ham.

She indicated a staircase off to one Sde of a huge, empty storage room. "Up there. Third floor. That's
what | heard them say last night. | followed some of those men here, but . . . but | was afrad.”

Monk grinned. "Girlie, your troubles are over. Just let us lead the way!"

Monk barged forward, up the gtairs, the others fallowing. There was just enough light coming through the
gimy windows that they could find their way. The old building was as Slent as a tomb.

The third floor once had been a series of partitioned-off offices. Monk headed for the door of the firgt
one. It seemed to lead through to a whole series of amdl rooms.

Behind im and Ham, the gifl said, "From what | gathered, those terrible men Ieft him tied up on this
floor."

Monk dammed through the firgt office, into the second. Ham was right behind him.

The 9x gunmen seated around the walls of the room in the second office pointed their weapons at the
two Doc Savage men and grinned coally.

A short, fa little man came out of a doorway that was apparently an entranceway to the next office in
line He had milky-pink skin and pink eyes. He had to squint in order to see wdl. Apparently his eyes
were not as srong as most men's,

He was John Black.
He looked at the girl, gave a pleased Sgh and folded his hands across his fa somach in a pious gesture.
"Bless you, my dear," John Black said, "you redly managed it, didn’t you?'

Chapter VI. PINK-EYED RASCAL

THE table was about four feet long and hdf that amount wide. It contained a glass top of opaque color.
A peculiar, diffused light came up through the glass and made tranducent the length of parchment spread
across the glass. The parchment was a part of the ancient scroll removed from the copper cylinder. The
remainder of Doc Savage' s large laboratory wasin temporary darkness.



Short, dert-looking A. B. Chickerdli stood beside the giant bronze man. He remained quiet as Doc
Savage studied the ancient writing. Doc had said nothing for long moments.

Hndly, Chickerdli said, "I've had a hunch. A man named John Black brought this thing to me" He
described the dbino. "I figure maybe he's trying to pull a fast one. That's why | need your advice, Doc
Savage."

Doc nodded, 4ill studying the scroll. He used a powerful magnifying glass. He went over the parchment
inch by inch, and Chickerdli fidgeted nervoudy as he waited.

Doc findly straightened and announced, "This thing is worth a king's ransom. It gives the location of a
tomb in Egypt that has never been opened. Apparently that tomb contains treasures of a fabulous vaue™

A. B. Chickerdli’s eyes brightened. A pleased amile spread over histhin, sharp features.

"Good!" he snapped. "Then we ll go ahead with the expedition plans—curse or no curse. I've lined up
gx new members. John Black is seeing them today. By the end of the week, well have—"

They were interrupted by the flashing of asmadl red light high in the wal of the bronze man's laboratory.
Theflash indicated that there was a telephone call.

Doc excused himsdf, moved out to the library. Chickerdli followed.

A second later, the bronze man was handing the phone to the millionaire, saying, "For you. A Mr.
Anthony Bascom cdling.”

As Chickerdli stepped to the phone, he said to Doc, "Fine I've been hoping hed come through.
Bascom's wanted to get in on something like this expedition, and I’ ve given him firg cdl.”

He lifted the phone, said, "Hdlo?"

And then, his brow furrowed, he sat there with the phone in his dim hands, ligening. Once, he looked at
Doc Savage. And then, abruptly, he exclaimed, "There' s something wrong! Ligen!”

He held out the phone.

Instead of taking it, Doc whirled to a built-in cabinet in onewadl of the library. He flung open a door and
flipped down aamdl switch.

The apparatus was one for shunting any incoming phone cdl into a loud-speaker arrangement that
megnified the caler’ s voice many times, so that dl in the room could hear.

Firgt, from the loud-speaker, there was a sound like a gasp. There followed a startled ary: "Good Lord!
Theréssomething .. . . here. . .inthisroom! It . . . itsmoving . . . likeabig, fat . . . bug!"

The voice broke off. But there came the sound of a man's breething, labored, srained, somewhat
terrible,

The scream followed.

IN the megnificet home of Anthony Bascom, Wal Street millionare, the scream floated through the
meany rooms of the house, echoed down a staircase, reached the ears of a maid who was duding a ship
modd in the library.

The mad diffened in cold fear. The scream she had heard was a man's outcry, and it was quite awful.



For a moment, the girl was too frightened to move. Then, gathering her courage, she raced through the
wide hdlway and back to the butler’s pantry. She flung past a swinging door, located the man, dragged
hm back with here.

"Mr. Bascom . . . he's. . . something'swrong!" she slammered. She indicated the rooms above.

Together, the butler and the maid hurried up the stairs. They passed three guests rooms, reached the
magter’s big bedroom at the front of the hdl. The butler, seeing the door open, stepped across the
threshold, ssying:

"Begging your pardon, sir, but the maid said—"
He stopped, gasping with horror.

There was awide mante across the room, some distance away from the huge four-poster bed located at
the far end of the vast room.

Anthony Bascom was lying beneath that white mantel, his stout form spread-eagled on his back. The
bronze dagger was gticking from his heart.

Though a good part of the blade was buried in Bascom’'s chest, at least Sx inches of it ill remained
exposed. Atop this, there was a haft of carved sheet gold. Ancient Egyptian hieroglyphics formed a part
of the intricate carving.

The maid was ganding with her clenched hand jammed against her mouth. Abruptly she started making
peculiar sounds in her throat. She got one hand outstretched and pointed. "Lo . . . look!" she cried.

The scarab—the fat, ugly-looking beetle—was on the pdm of Anthony Bascom's outflung hand. The
butler stepped close. He was a former War veteran, and he prided himsdf on being a person who did
not frighten easly. He stepped down, lifted the dead man’s hand, stared at the scarab thing.

He drew back, shuddering.

For the mark of the scarab had burned into the dead man's pdm and left the sench of seared flesh
floating in the air. Nearby, where it had toppled to the floor, was the phone that the stout millionaire must
have been usng when he died so horribly.

The butler picked it up, rattled the receiver, got the operator and put through a cdl to police
headquarters.

Later, he led the terrified mad from the bedroom and back down the dairs. In the lower hdlway,
pink-eyed John Black had just been admitted by another maid who yet knew nathing about the murder.

Thegirl said, "A gentleman to see Mr. Bascom.”

The butler looked gravely at fat little John Black. He motioned him into the library. He ordered the two
maids into the kitchen, suggested that they stay there for the time being.

A moment later, to John Black, he announced the sudden desth of Anthony Bascom.
John Black stared out of his pink eyes. "Dead?' he gasped.

"Murdered!" rapped the butler.

"Mur—" Black started to breathe.



"Murdered with a strange-looking knife. Mr. Bascom told me abouit it once. It was given to him by an
old friend, a member of the Explorers Club. Egyptian, it is. | believeitisardic of the Fourth Dynasty of

Cheops—"

John Black pressed his fa pams together in front of his chest, the fingers pointing upward. He looked
upset.

"Oh, bless me, blessme” he cried. "Thisis. . . ishorriblel" He started backing toward the wide hdlway.
"Dear me, | mustn't disturb you at such adistressng moment asthis. | . . . I'll seeyou later.”

With that he turned, and dmost ran from the house.

JOHN BLACK returned to the old warehouse in Brooklyn. He didn’t appear very upset now. His pae,
pink eyes were harsh, and he mounted the creaky old stairs of the decaying building as though he had
some grim purpose in mind.

Monk, Ham and the pets were tied up in one of the offices on the third floor. With them now was gaunt
Johnny, the archaeologist. Johnny was gagged, as well as bound.

Hdf a dozen men stood guard over the trio of Doc Savage aids. They hardly looked like the type who
went on Sunday School picnics. Each man hed agun.

John Black snapped, "Thisis getting serious.”
The others looked at him.

"Anthony Bascom just died—srangdy” John Black told about the details given him by the butler in the
Bascom home.

"Someone dther istrying to diminate the expedition members, or thereis. . . isa curse on this busnesd™
Everyone stared.

One gunman looked worried. He exclamed, "Maybe we oughta forget the whole thing. Me, I'm afraid of
them scarab thingd |I—"

"Shut up!" rapped John Black.

Then he continued, "We re not quitting now. There's dmost a hundred grand deposited in the bank
aready for the expedition, and | have control of that account. Do you think I'm crazy?'

Someone asked, "But what about this Doc Savage?'

John Black snorted. "We're going to take care of him." He indicated Monk, Ham and Johnny. "We
made a good start. WE |l finish the job in the same way." He looked around. "Where s the princess?’

"Goneto try and trap a couple others of them Doc Savage aids. They weren't a Doc’'s headquarters this
morming.”

"Hne" said Black. "And now—" He stared down at the captives, his pink eyes squinting. "Well move
them to the boat. When we have the whole crowd of them, we ll finish the job."

Monk climbed up off the floor and bellowed, "Brother, we' re gonnafinish the job now!"
ONE thug said, "Whoof" loudly and landed on his back on the floor. Monk’s hairy, massve fig had



caught him benesth the jaw.

The chemig grabbed two more men, held their heads, then started cracking their skulls together. Shortly
they fdl down.

Others piled on the homdy chemist. Monk hit one of them. The fdlow screamed, fdl to the floor, got up
agan. Monk bounced him on the skull with a chair which he had whipped up into his hands.

Theman fdl down again and didn't get up. Monk swung on his next opponent.

John Black, at the firg move from Monk, had leaped clear of the fight. His hand dipped beneath his coat
now, came out with what looked like atiny pistol. He raised the gadget, pointed it a Monk’s face and
pressed the trigger.

A stream of liquid squirted into the chemist’s amdl eyes. Monk let out a howl, released his hold on two
of his opponents and grabbed a his face. His eyesl He staggered around the room, blinded, and as he
did so the men moved in and kept hitting him over the head with various parts of a broken chair.

Monk findly fel down, groaned, then lay Hill.

John Black said harshly, "Foold You should have tied him with cables. That fdlow has the strength of
half a dozen men!"

They tied Monk up again. Those who had been knocked out were revived. Everyone hurried out of the
room until the acrid fumes of ammonia had cleared.

Then John Black directed the carrying of the captives down to the rear loading platform. Habeas, the pig,
and Chemigtry were dso bound and gagged. The thugs handled them gingarly as the animds twisted and
squirmed againg their bindings.

The captives were loaded into a van that was parked behind the old warehouse. Five of the gunmen

dimbed in the rear. The Sxth man drove, John Black seated beside him. The driver followed little-used
Streets on a route that led right down to the water front.

There, againg an old dock, a boat was tied up. The wharf was deserted. The boat was a gasoline launch
with a good-sized cabin. The captives were placed indgde and their condtricting cords made more secure.
Each Doc Savage aid had been wel gagged.

There was a door leading into the cabin. John Black snapped a padlock in place, motioned his men back
to the van, ordered, "WE Il return tonight. Now we' d better check up on that bronze guy.”

Chapter VII. DISAPPEARANCES

AT that moment, Doc Savage was in the desth room of Anthony Bascom, millionare With him was
dert-looking A. B. Chickerdli. The police had departed, puzzled by a type of degth that was new in the
aty'scrime higtory. A man killed by a dagger centuries old. It was uncanny!

The mark of the scarab burned into the dead man’s hand, they did not try to explain.

Doc Savage was an honorary member of the police department. The commisson had been given himin
recognition of work done in the past. And so a busy ingpector, dready tied up with more crime cases
then he could handle, had suggested that perhaps the bronze man could find some sort of clue. He had
departed, leaving Doc Savage a free hand.

Dac, for the past severa moments, had been moving dowly around the room. Chickerdli watched him,



fidgeting nervoudy.

"WdI?' Chickerdli findly asked. "What caused his desth—I| mean, outsde of the dagger? What's
behind this menace?’

Doc did not immediady answer. Instead, he looked a the butler, wating in the doorway to the
bedroom. The butler was Hill stunned by the sudden desth of Anthony Bascom.

"And s0," Doc asked, obvioudy having been taking to the butler previoudy, "you have no idea who
might have desired your employer’s degth?

The man shook his head quickly.
"Mr. Bascom got dong pretty good with admost everybody, Sr," he said. "He had no enemies™

The long dagger with the carved handle had been turned over to the bronze man. He had placed it on a
table, wrapped carefully in a handkerchief, though it was quite obvious that there would be no prints on
the thing. The ancient, intricate carving made it impossible for prints to be retained. The handkerchief was
just a precaution in case some foreign substance should be stuck on the handle.

"And you say there are a least hdf a dozen ways to enter this room?' Doc continued. "A stranger could
have got up here while you were downgtairs in the pantry?'

The butler nodded again. He pointed to various French windows located on two sdes of the long room.

"Theré sa bacony outsde, sr. Anyone could eesly dimb up there by means of the trdlis which circles
this side of the house, below the balcony. And—" He indicated a door a one end of the room. "And the
bathroom leads through to Mrs. Bascom's room. That, too, leads to a Sde porch. And then there's the
front stairway. Anybody could have dipped up here—"

Doc nodded. He had learned that Bascom'’ s wife and family were, a the moment, in Canada. Naturdly,
a such atime, the eficiency of the servants was probably lax. Severd persons could have dipped
updtairs, and the help probably would have not known the difference.

Doc opened one of the French doors—they were unlocked—stepped out onto the bacony, and looked
around. Shortly, he returned and took something from a amal, portable case that he had brought with
him. The device he took with him looked like a boxlike affar with alens a either end.

He went over the ba cony flooring inch by inch with the scanning device.
Chickerdli, interested, followed outsde and watched the bronze man's careful movements.

ABRUPTLY, Doc swung over theralling of the bacony, climbed down the vine-covered trdlis, reached
a terrace below. The terrace led to a broad sweep of smooth lawn. Doc continued his minute
examination of the ground.

After awhile he bent down close and appeared to be fallowing something across the grass. He stopped
when he came to agrave pathway that wound through the estate. He returned to where the wedthy Wal
Street millionaire was impatiently waiting.

"Find something?' Chickerdli prodded.
Doc nodded. "Sandd tracks," he said.
Chickerdli frowned.



"You mean, snesker tracks, like the kind—"

"A type of sandd," explained the bronze man, "that was used in ancient Egypt. A thong passed beneath
the arch and held the shoe on."

Chickerdli stared. Then he blurted, "What do you make of this? Do you redly think—"

But Doc Savage had moved ahead into the bedroom once again. He suddenly seemed anxious to be on
hisway. He picked up the long dagger, put it away in a specid pocket in an equipment vest that he wore
beneeth his suit coat. He prepared to leave.

From a chair, Chickerdli picked up the long copper cylinder that he had brought aong from the bronze
man's laboratory. On the way out, he handed it to Doc.

"I"d rather that you keep this" he said. "I'd fed safer if you stored it away some place. Do you mind?'

Doc took the long tubular container. "That will be dl right,” he said. He looked a Chickerdli, and his
flake-gold eyes flickered dightly. ™Y ou dill plan to go ahead with the expedition, then?'

They had reached the street, where the bronze man's car was parked. Before he stepped into the car,
the little wiry banker looked at Doc and said dowly, "Yes"

There was determination in his sharp voice. "Even though there is.. . . is this apparent curse connected
withit." His eyes clouded and he stared & Doc Savage. He added:

"What do you make of that scarab thing—that hideous burn that was on Bascom's hand?'

Doc siwvung in behind the whed of the car. His great shoulders were dmogt the width of the car doorway
through which he moved. He sad:

"Nothing—yet." Doc made no further explanation. It was a habit of the bronze giant’s to remain slent on
a subject urtil he had the thing solved. At present, he was not ready to say what the sgnificance of the
scarab might be.

As they drove away from the curb, far down the street behind them another car started up. It did not
aving out directly into traffic, but instead moved dowly dong close to the curb. Its movements, to a car
some distance ahead—as was the bronze man’s—would hardly be noticeable.

But the driver of the car had her eyes glued on Doc’s big limousine.
The driver was smdl, exotic-looking Princess Amen-Amen.

TWO men rose up inthe rear seat of the girl’s car after it had proceeded a block or so. They looked like
classmates of the gunmen who had seized Monk and Ham. Judging from appearances, their dma mater

might be Sing Sing or San Quentin.

One said, "Nice going, princess. Y ou keep taling that bronze guy, an’” well do the rest!”

Without turning her head, the girl asked, "Do you think Doc Savage found out anything back there?"
"Let’'s hope 0," sad one of the hard-jawed men in the back. "That's what we gotta find out.”

"You're pogtive" continued Princess Amen-Amen, "tha John Black had nothing to do with Anthony
Bascom's death?"



"Hdl, no!" exclamed one of the two. "That's what has got Black so blasted worried. He's scared, if you
ask me! You don't think he' d kill off the goose that lays the golden egg, do you?

"Hardly," admitted the girl, her eyes ill ahead.

"All right, then. That's why we gotta get hold of Doc Savage. That bronze guy is plenty smart. Black
figures maybe Doc Savage knows something about this scarab business. Black’s own servant was killed
ina damned funny manner. That'swhy he let Chickerelli keep the copper cylinder!"

The girl said nothing in reply to that. She kept driving, falowing the bronze man's car, which was wdl
ahead.

At a Manhattan street corner, they saw the bronze man's car stop. The millionaire, Chickerdli, got out,
stood taking to Doc Savage a moment. Then he halled a cab and the bronze man’s car moved on.

Cautioudy, Princess Amen-Amen followed. Ten minutes later they were approaching the skyscraper
building that housed Doc Savages headquarters.

One of the men in the rear rapped an order.
"Stop here, princess. Thisis where we get out.”
"But how—" the girl started.

One of the men grinned.

"Hdl, baby," said the other, "you don't think we went a this thing half-cocked, do you? There' s five of
our pals waiting up there on the top floor for that bronze guy to return. Me and Oscar will follow Doc
Savage up. WE ve got imin one sweet trgp!”

They climbed out, ordered the girl to wait, were soon logt in the crowd of pedestrians moving dong the
gdewak.

Shortly they were entering the lobby of the towering structure. It was plain that the two had been here
before, because they headed directly for the specid devator that made non-stop trips to the topmost
floor. The operator had his car at the lobby floor, and they stepped insde,

One of the two flashed a card. "Elevator ingpection,” he said briskly. "Take us up to the penthouse.”

Entrance to the machinery room atop of the building would naturdly be from the top-floor corridor. The
elevator operator took them swiftly.

In the eighty-sixth-floor corridor they met their five companions. Each group stared at the other.
One of the two new arivds blurted, "Where' s Doc Savage?'

"Thet's what we' d like to know!" one of the five snorted.

"No one's come up here? No one's gone into his headquarters?’

One of the five waiting near the bronze man's headquarters doorway shook his head. "Ain't been a
blasted soul up here for two hours" he said.

All seven piled back into the elevator cage and ordered the operator back to the ground floor. The
operator looked at them suspicioudy, but made no comment.



In the lobby, dl hurried through to the sidewak. They stared around, seeking the bronze man's big car,
which had been parked nearby, a the curb.

But Doc Savage, car and dl, had completely disappeared.

One of the men started to say, "We left the princess waiting down the street. Maybe she saw Doc—" He
stared.

It was obvious, aso, that Princess Amen-Amen had disappeared.

LATE that same night, the bronze man was dill being sought. John Black, his plump little body tense as
he stalked up and down the room of a secret hide-out, glared out of his pink eyes a a collection of his
underworld hirdings

"Doc Savage mug be found!" he shouted. He stepped to a table, picked up an evening newspaper. In
blaring headlines, the paper told of the mysterious death of a museum curator connected with one of the
aty’s largest inditutions.

"Another onel" cried John Black, dapping the paper. "Ancther degth from the curse of the scarab! That

man—he was dready to dgn up for the expedition—died a two o'clock this afternoon. He was an
archaeologist, an authority on Egypt. We needed him."

"What killed hm?" someone put in.

John Black’s milky-pink features looked somewhat pdlid. He sad quietly, "Some sort of poisonous
spider bit him while he was moving a mummy case at the museum. He died hdf an hour later, without
regaining consciousness.”

"Spider?’

"That'swhat the Negro porter up there a the museum caled it. He saw the thing on the curator’s hand
just after the fdlow collapsed. The. . . spider was gone when police arrived.”

Murmurs of astonishment passed through the group. One man asked:
"A spider? Was that porter certain? It might have been that fat bug thing—that scarab!™

"John Black whirled, glared at the speaker. He said, "The porter hasn't been seen since. He ran out of
the building and, for dl we know, is till running.”

"But_"

John Black stopped his restless pacing. His weak eyes blinked. "I tdl you," he excdlamed, "we ve got to
learn what' s behind this menace! We' ve got to find Doc Savage. Perhaps—"

He paused, his eyes narrowing. He seemed to give a start. Then he spun toward two or three of his men,
ordered, "The boat where we have Monk, Ham and that other one! Get down there! Doc Savage is
shrewd. Perhaps he will trall them. Get down there and move them out to the place on Long Idand. Step
onit!"

Three men hedlily |eft the room. Soon they were riding in the van that, earlier in the day, had been used to
trangport Monk, Ham, Johnny and the two pets to the boat tied up a the deserted pier. Sometime later,
under cover of darkness, they pulled up to the wharf, climbed out, moved quiglly through the enshrouding
gloom.



The boat was in darkness. No sound came from within the locked-up cabin.

One man got out a key, opened the lock, swung back the door and led the way ingde. The leader used a
flashlight.

All three arrivas saw the trussed-up captives dill lying on the deck within the cabin. One crook grinned.
"Ain't they cute?' he said. "As snug as bugsin a—"

His words were cut off. Cut off because a bronze hand with great corded fingers shot out from behind
the door and took hold of his throat.

A second bronze hand shot out and grabbed another arrivdl.
Thethird fdlow stared in horror, gasped, "Doc Savage!™

Chapter VIIl. DEATH FOR THREE!
THE third man tried to jump back through the doorway of the cabin.

Doc Savage ssized him. He was forced to release one of the first two captivesin order to do this. But his
great metdlic hand moved with blinding speed.

Doc yanked the third fdlow forward, got his powerful arms around dl three captives, and pinioned the
men's ams to their sdes as he whirled them away from the doorway.

These three crooks had heard of the bronze giant. But this was their fird actud encounter with him. They
were stupefied a Doc’s strength, at the furious speed with which he moved.

One felow was knocked senseless to the deck. Doc struggled with the remaining two. He reverted to his
origind gesture—saizing the men's headsin order to crack them together. The trick was dways a quick
way of getting results, especialy unconsciousness.

Doc banged the two heads together and the two fellows joined their partner on the floor. The bronze
giant spun to where his three aids were tied up on the cabin floor. He yanked the gag from Monk’s
mouth, went to work on the hairy chemigt’s bindings.

Monk said dilly, "Doc! How the blazes did you find us?'

Doc Savage explained how Princess Amen-Amen had trailed him earlier in the day with her car. He
revealed how he had been suspicious of the trap waiting for im at headquarters. When he had |€ft the
building by alobby sde entrance, the princess had again taken up the trail.

But Doc had fooled the girl, and before the day was over was trailing her!

"Tonight," Doc said, "she drove down here, looked around, later departed. So | investigated after she
had gone."

Monk stood up, worked the kinks out of his squat form, gave a thankful sigh.
"That dame sure fooled us”" he admitted.

When Ham was untied, he said unkindly to the chemigt, "I’'m going to kill a pig. They left Habeas tied up
on top of my face. Whew!"

Monk gave a howl and leaped to rescue his pet. Ham was swiftly untying his own pet, the chimp. He



swvung on Monk, said, "Furthermore, you hairy goofus, you had a chance to hdp us, back there at the
warehouse, and you muffed it. Y ou might have got us al murdered, if it hadn’t been for Doc!"

Doc Savage interrupted the argument. ™Y ou might hdp here with Johnny," he suggested quietly.

JOHNNY, the bony-looking archaeologist, was somewhat weakened from being so long a captive. It
was necessary to hep him to his feet after he was untied.

Doc reached into his vest, took out a amdl hypodermic-type needle. He pulled up Johnny’s deeve and
administered a shot of gimulant that had dmost an immediate effect.

The gaunt fdlow brightened, exclamed, "A pretentious exemplification of—"

"Whoa!" yeled Monk. "Cut out them long words. Let's hear what happened to you in English!”

Ham scowled at his hairy partner, suggested, "Make it Smple, Johnny, so that Monk can understand.”
Doc sad quietly, "We would like to know what happened to you, Johnny?*

The archaeologist said, "On the boat, shortly before we got to New York, | was trying to find out more
about something two Egyptian fdlows had in a copper cylinder. |—"

"We know about the cylinder," said Doc.

He told Johnny about the millionaire, Chickerdli, coming to him for advice. He aso mentioned the
drange desths that had overtaken severd members who had signed up for an expedition sponsored by
the millionaire.

Johnny’s eyes widened.

"I'll be superamagamated!” he exclamed. "This mark—this thing you say is dways in evidence when
degth strikes, what isit like?"

Doc described the mark of the scarab—the loathsome, fat beetle of athing.

Johnny’s eyes grew dill wider. "That thing!" he said. "l saw it on the boat, just before | was knocked out.
It was sort of blue and glowing and about the Sze of a quarter, and—"

"Could it have been aring?' Doc prodded.

"Ring?" Johnny looked puzzled. "W, it was so dark thet | couldn't see. Just thet beetle thing moving,
and—"

"Princess Amen-Amen,”" explained Doc, "wears aring with such a scarab design. It is quite possible that
the stone in that ring glows at night.”

"Blazed" exploded Monk. "Do you think the princess had something to do with them deaths?’
Ham scowled. "Some day, ape," he commented idly, "you're going to get wise."
"Wise to what, shyster?' the chemist demanded.

"Wise to dames. You fdl for them. Why, | suspected the princess right from the start. | was gringing
aong, hoping to learn something—"

Monk almost choked. He glared at his dapper partner.



"Liden, smart-Aleck,” he piped dilly, "you were so blasted interested in thet girl that you—"
Doc sad, "We might try questioning the prisoners.”
That appeared to be agood idea.

THE three captives were 4ill lying, unconscious, on the deck. Habeas and the pet chimp, dso untied,
were Fiffing at the three strangers suspicioudy.

Doc used some of the injection he had given Johnny. Shortly the three thugs were awake, saring fearfully
a the bronze giant. Doc had a flaghlight turned on—he had been using it Snce untying his three aids—and
he directed the beam into one man's face.

"We want some information,” said the bronze giant.

The man dtarted to say, "The hdl with—" and then looked from Doc to hary, powerful Monk. The
chemidt’s expectant attitude didn’t help the captive s thoughts any. Monk looked as though he was ready
to fight.

The man looked back at Doc Savage.

"We were just hired by aguy to grab these assstants of yours™ said the fellow.
"John Black employed you?' Doc said.

The man stared. Then he shrugged. " Sure, since you dready know."

"And who is John Black working for?* prodded Doc.

"Hean't workin' for nobody! He s got alot at stake, and now some crazy things are happening and he's
tryin' to find out what it'sdl about!"

Doc mentioned the scarab curse and the desths of severd wedthy men who had sgned up for
Chickerdli’ s expedition.

"What has John Black got to do with those desths?" demanded the bronze man.

The captive stared. "Liden,” he cried. "Black an't got nothin' to do with that! That's wha has him
worried. If you ask me, he's plenty scared. He figured maybe you guys were mixed up in—"

Another of the captives had dimbed to his feet. He glared at the one who was speaking. "You tak too
damn much!" he snapped. "What' s the idea of—"

Outgde the cabin of the boat, there was the sound of something rumbling over wood planking. Doc
whirled to the door, whipped it open, then jerked back to hisaids.

"Everyone outside!" he ordered.

The van that the men employed by John Black had used in their trip down to the wharf was now backing
up. It was backing up to the very edge of the dock, its closed, rear doors facing the boat.

Monk, Ham and Johnny had led the three captives outsde. The pets scrambled up onto the dock. Doc
moved forward to investigate.

At that moment, the rear doors of the van flew open and a man appeared in the opening with a machine



oun hdd in hishig hands.
Doc moved with blinding speed. He caled, "Look out!"

Monk and his partners released their three prisoners and dived for safety behind heavy pilings on the
dock’s edge. At the same moment, the machine gun started a blast of leaden death. But the gun was not
amed at Doc and his men.

Instead, it mowed down the three captives who had been standing just outside the cabin door. They fdl
down screaming.

Immediately, the heavy van started moving away from there. Crouched in the rear-door opening was the
mechine gunner, and now he swept the menacing weapon in an arc that covered both boat and dock.
Whining dugs ripped through the night, ate into the pilings behind which Doc’s aids were concealed.

The bronze man himsdf, usng the protection of a shed located near the end of the dock, had lesped out
in an attempt to reach the driver's cab of the moving truck. Momentarily, he was out of the line of the
machine-gun fire.

But the van moved too rapidly. Before the bronze man could reach the cab door, the rear of the van was
amog abreast of him.

Doc was forced to whirl back to safety. A pile of metd ail drums near the shack furnished temporary
protection.

The man with the machine gun covered the truck’s retreat down a dark Side strest.

WHEN it was safe to venture out from behind the heavy piling, hary Monk made a dive for the cabin of
the boat. He was bellowing, "Blast ‘em! When we were tied up, they took away our guns and dumped
themin a trunk!"

What Monk referred to was a specid type of machine pigtol of the bronze man's own invention. The
pigols used a drum-type megazine that hed "mercy” bullets. These bullets produced temporary
unconsciousness ingtead of death. Doc Savage never took alife, unless utterly necessary.

Monk came racing back with the wegpons that had been taken away from them. But it was too late. The
van had disappeared in the gloomy night.

Also, the bronze man had parked his car a good two blocks away, so that when he approached the old
wharf he would not, by chance, be spotted.

They dl returned and looked at the three dead thugs.

Ham asked, "But why would their own friends shoot them down?”
Doc's eyes were thoughtful.

"Perhaps" he said, "they were not friends."

Ham stared.

"It is quite possible” continued the bronze man, "that those in the van were not John Black’s hired
gunmen. Y ou might investigate that angle, and dso try to locate John Black."

They returned to the bronze man's car, and on the way Doc explained that he had left a message at



headquarters for Long Tom and Renny.

Long Tom and Renny were the remaining two Doc Savage aids. They had been temporarily out of town
when the trouble started. Apparently, though, Doc |ooked for their return tonight.

Inthe car, Doc said, "You can drop off uptown. Noatify the police about the dead men on the wharf. It
will not be necessary to say anything about the copper cylinder or the mysterious scarab curse. Report
back to headquarters as soon as you learn anything.”

Doc was driving the big limousine. He leaned forward now, turned on a switch on a built-in tranamitter
below the dash. The receiver was part of a short-wave radio sysem that the bronze man employed in dl
his movable equipment and at his headquarters.

When the set warmed up, Doc lifted a amdl hand microphone from a hook and said, "Renny? Long
Tom?'

Shortly, avoice crashed back at him out of the loud-spesker.
"Hdly cow!" the voice rumbled. "That you, Doc?'

An angry lion released in a cave would have made about the same amount of thunderous roar as the
voice tha filled the car. It was Renny, the giant engineer in Doc’'s crowd, and Renny dways bellowed
likethis.

"You got my message?' queried Doc Savage.

Renny said, "Yes, Doc. And Long Tom spotted the princess parked near here for awhile. When she |€ft,
he followed. It seems she was tralling some car out to a place on Long Idand. But this other machine got
away from her and she came back. She's gone to her hotd.”

Doc asked a few questions about the car that Princess Amen-Amen had followed. Surprisngly, Renny
even knew the address of where the firgt car had gone. It appeared that Long Tom had been better than
thegirl a traling it. Renny gave the address.

Doc sgned off with the suggestion, "Wait for further ingructions”

A little later, he dropped off Monk, Ham, Johnny and the two pets, daing that they would dl meet back
a headquarters before dawn.

Then he headed the car toward Long Idand. Twenty-four hours later, there had been no word from the
bronze man. It looked as though he had mysterioudy disappeared.

Chapter IX. PAT GETS A CLUE
IN the library of Doc Savage' s headquarters, two men paced the room, paused, stared a one another.

One said gloomily, "Holy cow! Something must be wrong. Doc’s not only missing, but now there's been
no word from Monk, Ham or Johnny. What do you make of it, Long Tom?"

The speaker was agiant of a fdlow with gloomy-looking festures and massive fids the Sze of quart palls.
Thiswas Colond John Renwick, better known as Renny, the engineer in the bronze man's organization.

The man to whom he spoke—Long Tom—was a skinny little felow with pale har and festures. He
looked an anaemic bundle of bones. But Mgor Thomas J. Roberts, the pade man, had never known a
gck day in hislife He was the dectricd wizard in Doc’ s crowd.



Long Tom said, "Am | supposed to be psychic?' in reply to Renny’s question. "I've told you a dozen
times | trailed Doc out to that place on Long idand, to that address you gave him lagt night. | got in
there, and dl | found was an empty house from which some guys had vanished. Vamoosed!"

Huge Renny’ s gloomy fegtures were grim.
"They must be mixed up in something. Too bad we weren’t here when—"
The telephone rang.

Renny hurried to answer it. In his crashing voice, he kept saying, "No. . . . No. . . . No, gr," for severd
moments. Then he hung up.

Long Tom asked, "Wasit that guy Chickerdli agan?'

Renny nodded. "About the twdfth time he's cdled today. He's sill worried about some copper cylinder
that Doc had when he last saw him."

"Would Chickerdlli tdl you yet what wasin that thing?'
Renny shook his head. "Guess he does't trust us™
"Wonder what it was—the cylinder, | mean?'

"Whetever it is" suggested Renny, "it mugt have something to do with Doc’s disappearance. Or with
Monk and the others. Funny! 1 wish—"

A buzzer sounded. It indicated that someone was a the outer-hdl doorway.
Both aids hurried through the reception room, opened the door, then stared.

Sinny Long Tom exclamed, "Pat!" His eyes lighted happily. "Gosh, Pat, you look more beautiful each
time| see you."

Thegirl came into the room, smiled warmly, said, ™Y ou sound like Monk."

The arrivad was Pat Savage, lovely cousin and only living rlative of the bronze man. Pat was tdl, dender,
and had hair of the unusud tone of her remarkable cousin. Pat owned an exdusve beauty shop on Park
Avenue, though—if Doc would only approve—she’'d rather be involved in some of his adventures
throughout the world.

A few times Pat had managed to join one of these dangerous cases, much againg the bronze man's
wishes. For Doc, likethe rest of his aids, thought the world of Pat. He disapproved of subjecting her to
danger.

Pat was gamiling and chearful a moment, as she greeted Renny and Long Tom. And then her face
sobered. Her eyes grew thoughtful. Long Tom eyed her shrewdly, commented, "Oh, oh! Here it comes!
I'll bet you're up to something—as usud!"

Pat didn’t amile. She looked suddenly deadly serious. She asked:
"Have either of you ever heard of Princess Amen-Amen?”

BOTH ads stared. The name was new to them, but gpparently it meant something to Pet.



Renny asked, "No. Why?"
"Y ou've been reading the papers?’
"Sure, but—"

"You've read about these strange deeths that have been hgppening here in New Y ork? The police have
tried to hush them up, but a tabloid got hold of it today. They're cdling them the scarab desths. Thereé's a
hint of an old Egyptian curse!™

Renny and Long Tom had seen the newspaper stories. Until now, they had given them little thought. But
there was something in Pat’ s tone.

"What about it?" Long Tom queried.

"One of the papers,” said Pat, "described this scarab thing. And late this afternoon, in my shop, | saw
something that fitted a description of the thing perfectly.”

"YS’?I
"It was aring on the left hand of this Princess Amen-Amen.”

Renny shrugged. "Hdly cow, Pet!" he said. "That's just coincidence. Why should you get dl excited
about—"

"Wat!" interrupted Pat Savage. "There' s something else. This princess—she appears to be an Egyptian,
though she speaks perfect English—wel, she made a phone cdl from a booth a the beauty shop.
Because of the ring she was wearing, and of those newspaper dories, | sort of overheard her
conversation as she made the call.”

Thin Long Tom winked at the giant engineer. "Sounds like Pat!" he commented. "Always dicking her
nose into something. Always getting into trouble!”

Pat continued: "This cal Princess Amen-Amen made was about something she was trying to trace. |
caught something about Egypt and an ancient tomb. That's what made me think of the scarab deaths that
have been reported in the papers.”

Long Tom shrugged. "Still coincidence—" he started.

"And," went on Pat without ligening, "this princess was trying to find out something about a copper
cylinder that she—"

Both aids of Doc Savage gave a start.
"What?' exdlamed Renny, his voice crashing around the room.

"Something about a copper tube. | had to dip away from the booth before she completed the cdl, and |
missd the rest. But | was wondering—"

But Long Tom had seized Renny’s massve am. "That cylinder!” he cried. "It's the thing Chickerdli was
asking about! He wanted to know if Doc had it!"

It was Pat’ s turn to show surprise. "You mean to say,” she demanded, "that Doc knows something about
acopper cylinder?'



"Apparently,” admitted Renny. His gloomy face was taut. "But we can't locate Doc. There's something
funny about thet, too. If we' d only been around when Princess Amen-Amen made that cal—"

Pat suddenly brightened again.

"Look,” she raced on. "I did a little deuthing. | left the shop when the princess did, followed her,
and—and guess what | found out?"

"Wha?' unhedthy-looking Long Tom prodded.

"I learned where she went. Firgt, she met two men who looked like Egyptians. They drove to this placein
acar. It was a closed storage garage, a place that has gone out of business. [t+—"

"I don't see how that connects with—" Long Tom started to say.
"The place isonly hdf a block away from the Hidalgo Trading Co. building,” finished Pat Savage.

Long Tom jumped. Renny was adready heading toward the door. "Come on," he said, "perhaps Pat has
something.”

Long Tom seemed to think so, too, for he quickly followed, taking Pat’s dender arm.

The Hiddgo Trading Co. building was just a "front" for the bronze man’s plane hangar-warehouse near
the Hudson River!

THE parking garage was 3x floors high, its windows grimy from lack of cleaning. It was in darkness, and
the neighborhood was a deserted one at thistime of night.

Not far away, adjacent to the river, was the large building with the Sgn:
HIDALGO TRADING CO.

It was within this structure that Doc Savage kept dl his planes and extra equipment. It, too, was in
darkness now.

Pat, seated in the car with Long Tom and big Renny, said, Princess Amen-Amen and those two men
came here and went ingde. | watched for some time, but they didn’t come out again.”

Renny said, "Perhaps thisis a wild-goose chase, and yet there is that copper cylinder thing that connects
Doc with it—with the mystery. Come on—we Il investigate.”

They wanted to leave Pat in the car, but she would not hear of it.

And so, leaving the car parked a little distance away, they moved down the street and looked over the
tal garage that had apparently been closed for some time.

A heavy padlock sedled closed the big entrance doorway. Beside this was another, a smdl door. It, too,
was locked.

But, bordering the building, was an dleyway by which cars could be driven around to the rear. Renny led
the way back through the dley.

There was alarge parking space in the rear, but no cars. Quietly, they followed arisng ramp that led up
to ahuge sted door. Renny and Long Tom worked quietly, seeing if the door could be raised. But it was
fastened securdly.



Beside the ramp, extending off to the right, was a narrow ledge benesth a solid line of smal-paned
windows. The windows were built-in sections that could be svung outward from the ingde.

Long Tom murmured, "Wait," and stepped up on the ledge. He wriggled dong, trying each section of
windows by prying his fingers benegth the sted casements that formed them. Findly, Renny and Pat saw
one of the sections moved dightly outward.

Long Tom bent down, got hiswiry form beneath the outswung window, and hopped insde the building.
Renny looked at Pat. "You'd better go back,” he said.

But Pat’s pretty chin was set decigvely.

"Not me" she rapped, and she started dong the narrow ledge.

Shortly, dl three of them were within the building. Slence enveloped the place. It appeared to be
deserted. One or two cars were parked ingde, on the main floor, but the rest of the place was vast
emptiness.

They moved forward quietly, Long Tom indicating a ramp tha led upward to the next floor. They
covered the second floor, then the third and fourth. There was a closed-in sairway that they could have
used, but the ramp was quicker.

They were just reaching the fifth-floor leve when Pat paused, touching skinny Long Tom's arm.
"I’ sfunny,” she whispered, "but | thought | heard—"
She hdf turned, staring back down the steep ramp behind them. The two Doc Savage ads turned also.

And there, where the indine started up from the fourth floor, the advancing foursome of gunmen were
reveded.

Sedthily, they were dosng in on Pat, Long Tom and Renny!

RENNY'’S great, powerful arms moved with blurred speed. He swept Pat’s dender form into his grasp,
whirled with her away from the ramp’s exit onto the fifth-floor level. Long Tom dived after them.

Immediatdly a blast of gunfire smashed out behind them. Leaden dugs came up the ramp and made
thudding noises as they buried in the plaster wal around a freight-devator hatchway nearby.

Renny continued his plunge across the room. This floor was a machine shop, apparently, and spread
around the place were lathes and various sorts of machinery. Faint light came through the dirty windows
a the end of the long room and reveded things vegudly. But, in a way, tha dim light was a hep. It
covered Renny’s movements as he tried to reach a place of safety with lovely Pet.

He ducked between the machines. They were not heavy enough, however, to foom any sort of
protection. But at the far end of the room, toward the rear, were severa old cars in various stages of
dismantlement. Renny dived for these.

He pushed Pat down behind one of the cars, ordered, "Don’'t movel™

Then, with thin Long Tom close a his hedls, he legped to a different location in order to draw the
gunmen's fire away from the bronze man’s cousin.

For a moment, the trailing gunmen had paused as they emerged at the top of the ramp. But they soon



discovered the two aids location. Again dugs whined in the air, hammered across the room.

Renny and Long Tom crouched down and unlimbered their machine pistols, the weapons that released
the mercy bullets invented by Doc Savage. The blast of the pistols added to the bedlam of sound
racketing between the four walls of the large inclosure. A windshidd in a car broke and sprayed glassin
evey direction. A dug hit atire, and it exploded loudly. Pellets spanged off metdl.

The thugs were dosing in.
Suddenly, a voice lifted over the uproar.
"What the hdl!"

Long Tom was just aming his wesgpon in the direction of the voice, when Renny seized his am and
bellowed, "Wait!"

Both aids stared, wide-eyed, across the shop.

Another group of men had arrived, as they could see, from the floor above. They were carying a heavy
form, and now they started to put it down as they joined their pals.

Long Tom stammered, "L-look! Good grief, it's Doc!"

The figure the men had quickly lowered to the floor was not bound or gagged. But it was limp,
unconscious. Even in the vague light there was no question of the identity of that remarkable giant figure.

Doc Savage!

Chapter X. WARNING

IT must have been the Sght of towering Renny that threw the gunmen into frenzied action. For the big
enginer had raised up from behind one of the cars, saring in astonishment as he saw the body of Doc
Savage quickly placed on the garage floor.

Smashing action followed.

The groups of thugs united, moved forward in determined attack. They ducked behind machinery,
scurried from one vantage point to another. Their guns made a great banging in the huge room.

Long Tom glanced back behind him, saw Pat Savage crouched behind a car severd dozen feet away.
She was out of the line of fire. The dectrica wizard yeled above the uproar, "Use demoalition bullets,
Renny!"

The demalition dugs were only employed by Doc’s crowd as an emergency measure. Two or three of
them were capable of tearing down a house.

Renny dipped one of the demdalition cartridges into his machine pigtal, took careful am toward the front
of the garage and pulled the trigger.

Immediately that corner of the building looked as though it was fdling down. Part of the celling caved in.
Two ged lathes flew apart and sent smashed fragmentsflying in various directions. The concussion of the
exploding dug knocked most of the advancing thugs to their backs.

Long Tom gave a stisfied whoop, and started dipping one of the demoalition cartridges into his own gun.
But Renny held him back.



"Caefull" he warned. "Doc’ slying over there to the left!”

Thought of the bronze man’s unconscious figure lying helplesdy near the ramp entranceway drew Long
Tom up short. He reverted to the mercy bullets, let go with a blast toward where some of the gunmen
hed climbed to their feet and were advancing again. Two men had not gotten up.

The gunfire was now a degfening roar. Long Tom ydled something at Renny, but the giant engineer
merdy shook his head. Obvioudy, he could not understand the dectricd wizard. Renny was crouched
down behind one car; Long Tom was behind another. They were firing from around the sides of the
parked cars.

From time to time, Long Tom glanced worriedly toward where Pat was concealed. The lagt time he
looked, he could not see her. His heart crashed againg his chest. If anything should happen to lovdy
Pat—

Something hit the front of the car behind which Long Tom was hidden. The front of the machine went up
inthe air and dmog toppled over on the skinny dectricd expert.

The explosion that accompanied the car lifting was enough to shatter eardrums.
LONG TOM goggled. The crooks were usng a type of smdl hand grenade.

One cleared Renny’s car, landed some distance away, toward the rear of the room. Almost a hundred
panes of glass mugt have burst outward with a terrific blagt.

The gunmen were dill dosing in on them.

And then, above the uproar, a great, carrying voice rose above the sounds of gunfire.
"Weatch out!" came the words in the deep-toned voice.

It was Doc Savage!

Renny and Long Tom, dong with the advancing gunmen, turned to stare a the bronze man, now on his
feet across the room.

In the same ingant, Doc’s metdlic hand flicked outward. What he had thrown could not be seen, but
amog in the same second a great cloud of black smoke sprang up around the advancing thugs. They
started choking and gasping. Cursesfilled the ar as their gunfire died down.

"Closein!" Doc Savage' s voice crashed out, in a command to histwo aids.

But Renny and Long Tom needed no urging. Long Tom let out a joyous shout and legped toward the
cloud of black smoke.

But a the same time, thugs emerged from the cloud and started a dive toward a ramp leading above to
dill another floor. Two or three crooks were Ieft behind, lying on the garage floor.

Doc, Renny and Long Tom started toward the ramp entrance, but before they could reach it, the
thunderous roar of a descending car warned them. They legped back, got clear of the ramp exit onto this
floor.

The heavy limousing, windows al closed, came down the ramp in the next moment. It hit the floor levd,
the driver svung it in a careening arc around the circle that led to the next ramp leading to the floor
below. Rubber screamed, and the whole machine threastened to overturn.



Renny aimed his gun, fired pointblank at the closed windows. Long Tom did likewise. And stared.
For though the car windows webbed, they did not shatter. They were bulletproof.

The car went down the ramp. Rubber screamed again as it took the turn at the floor below, then the
motor increased its roar and the driver sent it hurtling down to ill another floor.

There shortly followed a crash as the big machine was sent damming through the entrance doors of the
garage. The driver had not even stopped with his carload of escgping thugs. Door and dl was torn out of
the building as he sivung the racing car into the street.

Doc Savage had legped to a window at the front of the building. Long Tom quickly passed the bronze
men his pigtal, loaded with demalition cartridge. Doc took a quick am and fired. There was no time to
be too accurate.

A pat of the pavement bulged up inches behind the escaping car and Ieft a deep hole there in the
roadway. But the machine had cleared the spot in time. In the next ingtant, it rounded the nearby corner
and disappeared from view.

Doc siwung back. "You saw them?' he asked.

Renny was jerking his head.

"Haly cow!" he bellowed. "They looked like . . . like Egyptiand"

Doc Savage nodded. "That was the impresson,” he said.

Long Tom, worried, shouted, "We got to find Pat!"

Doc had been moving toward the down ramp. He stopped, whirled, asked, "Pat? Pet is here?"

Renny and Long Tom nodded slently. They knew the bronze giant's attitude about having his beautiful
coudn involved in any of his dangerous missons.

Fearful, both of them, Long Tom and Renny started toward the spot where they had Ieft the girl. They
took flaghlights from their coat pockets.

And Pat Savage, her fine features flushed with excitement, dimbed out from a large air-compressor and
exclamed, "Boy, was that something!"

DOC SAVAGE s#ldom reveded his emotions. But rdief showed on his face now.
He said, "How did you get mixed up in this?'

Pat told him about the vist of Princess Amen-Amen to her shop in order to have her har set, of the
phone cdl that the princess had made while there. She adso mentioned the unusud scarab ring.

Long Tom put in, "We ve got Pat to thank for leading us here, Doc!" Remembering how Doc had been
unconscious when they had seen him but a few moments ago, the eectrica expert added, "Y ou were out
cold, Doc—didn't have a chance—"

But Doc Savage shook his head.

"Not unconscious” he said. "Merdy atrick."



They dl looked sharply at the bronze giant.
"Trick?'
Doc nodded.

"To gain information,” Doc explained. He told how he had run into the Egyptian gunmen here, of a fight
that had followed. The crooks had thought Doc Savage unconscious.

"By kesping up the deception,” Doc went on, "there was a chance of learning what has happened to
Monk and the others. Or of the whereabouts of a man named John Black.”

The bronze man explained about John Black, of the saizure of Monk, Ham and Johnny the night before,
and of their subsequent release of Doc himsdif.

Renny was puzzled as to how Doc Savage knew the other aids had been captured again, snce he had
not returned to headquarters.

Doc sad quietly, "Something these men mentioned tonight. There is no doubt but that Monk and the
others are being held captives.”

"By John Black and these guys who were here tonight?* Renny thundered.

"By John Black, yes" agreed Doc. "But not by these men. These Egyptians, from remarks made, are not
inleague with John Black. That is the puzzing part about thisthing. They, too, are seeking John Black.”

Long Tom, Pat and Renny dl looked surprised. It was Long Tom who put ther thoughts into words.

"Then this curse, this scarab busness” said the dectrica expert, "is something beyond John Black’s
control?*

The bronze man nodded.

He turned, moved over to where three dark-skinned men lay unconscious on the floor. "WEIl try
questioning them," said Doc.

But, after a short examination, it was evident that there was not going to be any questions asked of these
three for some time. All three were ready for a hospital, and in pretty bad shape.

WHEN the police arrived, to investigate the large hole in the street and the smashed front doors of the
garage, Doc explained to them. The unconscious men were carted off.

Doc returned with his cousin, Pet, and his two ads to the car that Renny and Long Tom had used in
reeching the garage.

Pat’s pretty eyes clouded as the bronze man helped her into the car. Doc sad:

"Go directly home—and stay there."

"BUE"

"You' ve had a narrow escape tonight. We are not taking any more chances with you," advised Doc.

Lovdy Pat tried to protest, but there was no arguing againg Doc Savage's determination. She put the car
in gear, smiled, drove off.



Long Tom let out asgh. "That'sthet!" he said. "Pet sure likes to get mixed up in trouble!”

The bronze man’'s car was, he reveded, parked in his warehouse hangar. Shortly they, too, were heading
back to headquarters. Perhaps there would be some message from Johnny and the others.

There wasn't.

Headquarters was deserted. But the phone rang shortly after they had returned.

Renny took the cdll.

"Doc Savage?' agrating voice asked.

Renny said in his booming voice, "I'll take the message for him.”

Theman at the other end laughed harshly. "O. K., brother,” he said. "Now lisen carefully—"
Renny rapped, "I’ m ligening. Get going!™

"You tdl the bronze guy to Stay right there a home and tend to his knitting from now on. Get that! He's
gotta keep his nose out of things, or something is gonna happen to Pat, his nice-looking cousn!™

Renny’s massve fig tightened on the phone. “"What?" he bellowed.
The man laughed harshly again. "Ligen!" he suggested.

In the next indant, Pat’s strained, frantic voice was on the wire. She cried, "Renny, they’re not foaling!
They're holding me captive! If—"

Pet’ s voice was abruptly cut off.
Big Renny rattled the receiver. "Pat!" he boomed. "Ligten, Pat—"
But the line had gone dead.

Chapter XI. DEATH COMES SEEKING

THE ar of the room was dectrified with strained slence as the telephone recelver was moved away from
Pat Savage' s lips and the hook replaced on the ingrument.

Pat Savage, tied securdly, sat diffly in the chair in the big room. Though she was helpless to move, two
burly men stood guard over her, taking no chances. A bright caling droplight hung overhead, and its
intense glare made a shimmering glow of Pat’ s bronze-gold hair.

A man stepped forward into the cirde of light. He was short and fat and sanctimonious-looking. His little
pink eyes, however, were bright with cold light.

"Whl, gracious me" he murmured, "that should bring Doc Savage herein a hurry!™

It was John Black, the pious-looking abino. He squinted againg the bright light as other thugs moved
forward and joined him. They had been standing around the four walls of the big, dmost empty room. It
suddenly looked like a convention of crooks, there were so many hard-looking individuasin the room.

Onefdlow asked, "How long do you figureit'll take thet bronze guy to locate this place?’
John Black shrugged. "An hour perhaps. In the meantime—"



He turned, stared out of his weak eyes toward a corner of the room. "Well make one more attempt with
that Johnny guy. Come on! Hurry it up!"

Another light was switched on.

And there, reveded in a corner of the room, were the trussed bodies of hary Monk, Ham and gaunt
Johnny, the archaeologist. Baing wire had been used on their hands and feet. They were not gagged. The
pets, Habeas and Chemidtry, were likewise tied.

Ham was glaiing a Monk.

"You hary migake" the lawyer rapped. "You thought you had a due to John Black's
whereabouts—and look what it got ud”

Monk, for once, looked cregtfdlen. "How did | know it was gonna be atrap?' he said. "How did | know
they left thet trall so we' d purposdy follow it?!

Ham snorted, sghed, "No," he said, "I guess you wouldn't be expected to know anything!"

Monk tried to roll toward his partner, found himsdf unable to move. His eyes blazed. "That sounded like
adirty crack! Ligen, shyster, as soon as | get loose I’'m gonna—"

One of John Black’s men walked over and gave the hairy chemist a nagty kick in the ribs.
Thefdlow snarled, " Shuddup, you!"

Monk howled with rage. "Bladt it! Sx guys are gonnadie as soon as I—"

John Black cdled across the room, "Shut that fool up!™

Tape was dapped across Monk’s mouth. The same was done to Ham. Then severd men moved to the
gaunt archaeologist’s Sde, picked him up, carried him back to the bright circle of light.

Ancther chair had been set up, beside Pat’s. There was a table before the chair and some sort of papers
spread out on the table, so that the overhead light hit them directly.

Pat’s eyes were wide and worried as Johnny's trussed form was dumped into the chair. For once, the
bronze man's beautiful cousin looked scared. Something about the air of tensenessin the room had made
her redlize thet they dl werein a pretty tight spot.

John Black moved up to the far Sde of the table, looked at Johnny and said, "And now, brother, we're
going to find out about this scroll! You ether tdl us—or you diel”

Johnny merdly glared. He used smdl words that these thugs could reedily understand. He snapped, "Hdl
with you!"

John Black nodded to one of the dozen or so men ganding nearby. A big fdlow stepped forward. He
hed a hard, blocky jaw.

John Black said, "Hit him, Jake!"

JAKE was the one who had been a bodyguard to the two Egyptian messengers aboard the ship. He was
the one who had seen his pd, Steve, die with the curse of the scarab marked upon him.

Jake's cold eyes were like muddy-looking glass. His big figts baled; he stepped up to Johnny and hit him



inthe face hdf a dozen times.

They were hard blows, and they caught the archaeologist on the jawbone. Johnny’s head was rocked
from sde to Sde. His eyes bleared.

John Black waited until Jake was finished, then said, "That’s just a sample, miger.” He sghed. "Bless me,
| hope that has convinced you!"

Johnny said nothing. He looked asif he was on the verge of passing out.

Pat Savage s eyes were suddenly misted. She cried out in a quavering voice, "Tdl them, Johnny. Please
tdl them. They'll kill you if you don’t!"

Johnny shook his head.

And a crafty gleam come into John Black’s pink eyes. He motioned to one of his men, then indicated
lovely Pat.

"Hit her," he said, as though asking someone to pass him a cigarette.

A man about the sze of Jake moved in front of Pat’s chair. There was a peculiar dullness to his amdl
eyes. He pulled back hisarm—

Johnny gasped, "Wait! I'll read it!"

John Black grinned. He quickly spread out a section of wide paper on the table. The archaeologist’'s
chair was moved close to the table. He indicated a certain section on the paper, ordered, "Reed that!"

It could be seen that the papers were photostatic copies of some origind. They were copies of the
ancient scrall that had been origindly ddlivered to John Black.

The dbino said, "l took this to a guy, an expert named Ludus Ethelbert Pettibone. He said it was
worthless. Now | want to know the truth!™

Johnny studied the copy of the scroll, looked at the part indicated by John Black’s plump finger.
He read: "Cheops in the reelm of the Fourth Dynagty of Pharaoh—"
"O. K.," interrupted John Black, nodding. "l just wanted to make sure. Now go back to the beginning.”

What John Black had done was check Johnny’s trandation againgt a pecific part trandated by Ludus
Ethdbert Pettibone. Both men were in agreement. Therefore Black was convinced that Johnny was not
now trying to fool him.

He listened while the Doc Savage ad went through the copy carefully. Once Black turned to one of his
henchmen, grinned and commented, "l didn’t trust that guy Pettibone. So | had a copy made of the
origind scroll.”

SOMEONE remarked, "For aguy who acts like a good Samaritan, you sure pull some fast ones, boss™
John Black gave the speaker a brief look. The fellow's face paled, and he shut up.
Johnny Littlgohn continued his trandation. After afew moments, he looked up.

"Thisthing isworthless" he announced. "It's Smply nonsense!™



John Black looked suddenly worried. "Then why," he asked, "is there this curse attached to the thing.
These mysterious deaths?'

Johnny couldn’t shrug very well, he was so carefully tied. But he made the attempt.

Black indicated the scrall again, ordered, "There's one thing | want to know—even if this damned thing is
worthless. Give me the |ocations mentioned in Egypt.”

Johnny studied the copy again. He said, "It isin the Libyan Desert, an am of the vast Sahara—"

"Exact
location!" snapped John Black. He took adip of paper and pendil from his pocket, and waited.

Johnny reed: "Léditude approximately 29 degrees, 58 minutes and 51 seconds North. Longitude 31
degrees and 9 minutes East. That's—"

John Black amiled. "O. K. And now—"
The telephone rang. Someone picked it up, listened, hung up and turned quickly to John Black.
"That was Ben. He's spotted Doc Savage. He's on the way—aonel™

John Black quickly started gathering up the photostatic prints. He nodded to a couple of his men. Johnny
was taken back and dumped down beside Monk and Ham. He was gagged.

Pat Savage was then treated in the same manner.

Someone looked at ther leader, asked, "Hdl, boss, how are we goin’ to fool this bronze guy?'
Black grinned, said, "Ligen!”

He motioned to another of his men, ordered, "Show him, Charlie"

Charlie was alittle fellow with features that, & sometime in the past, had been worked over with a knife.
He opened his mouth and said:

"Blazes, Doc, we sure was gettin' worried. We're over here in the corner of the room. Get these danged
ropes off me"

Charlie s words were an exact imitation of Monk’ s squeaky, childlike voice.

JOHN BLACK’S hired crooks, at his direction, took up podtions in various corners of the big room.
Lights were extinguished. The little fat man, sad:

"Now, bless me, keep quiet! That Doc Savage is no foal. But if we work this right, Charlie will imitate
that Monk’ s voice and trick the bronze guy.”

Slence enveloped the room. Someone moved so dightly that it sounded like a breath of ar floating
through a window.

John Black rapped, "Do that again, and I'll kill you!"
From then on, there was utter silence.

Doc Savage reached the hdlway outsde the room about fifteen minutes later. The hdlway was on the
fourth floor of an old tenement building that had not been lived in for over a year.



Doc Savage moved in total darkness, his feet making no sound, his breething controlled.

Once, though, there was the dightest of shuff sounds. The bronze mans shoe had scuffed a piece of grit
on the hdlway floor.

There followed more slence.

Then there was the fedl that the door to the room had opened. No sound. No view of anything in the
totd darkness. Merdly the impresson that something had changed. The door dowly opening!

The voice that was like Monk’s now piped up. It told of the hairy chemist’s predicament; it directed Doc
Savage over to the corner of the room.

Smashing action followed as over a dozen men legped upon Doc Savage. Lights came on in the room.
The bronze giant was the center of a struggling, sraining mob.

Sheer weight carried him to the floor. His great arms were pinioned. Six men sat on his powerful legs.
Everyone was ydling directions a everybody ese to be careful. This bronze man was tricky!

After awhile they got Doc Savage subdued and John Black moved away from his ssfety point at the
wadl. His round, milky-pink face was twisted in a sneer. His watery eyes blazed. He stood over Doc
Savage and sad:

"We knew you'd have that phone cdl traced. We figured just how much time it would take you to get
here. It was a pretty smart—"

John Black abruptly stopped, seemed to give a dart, stared a the bronze giant. He stammered,
"l—ah—what—"

A flush had crept into the bronze man's metdlic features. The flush changed to a purple color as Doc
Savage' s mouth opened and he appeared to gasp for breath. His head rolled dightly to one side, his eyes
bulged, and he made terrible srangling sounds.

But it wasn't this so much that held John Black horrified. It was appearance of the fat, loathsome thing
thet was vivid on the bronze giant's forehead.

It was the shape of a bug, swollen, with repulsve-looking legs. It was bluish.

It was the mark of the scarab!

John Black leaped back, screamed in terror.

"Out of here" he cried franticdly. "All of you! Run! Doc Savage is dying from the curse!”

Every crook piled out, as though Deeth were gdking the room with seeking, outstretched handd!

Chapter XIl. HELP NEEDED

A FEW moments later, Doc Savage got up off the floor and started untying his pretty cousin Pat. Next,
he released Johnny and the others, induding the two pets.

They dl stared at the giant bronze man.
"I'll be superamagamated!” exploded lanky Johnny. I . . . | thought you were dying?'

Doc sad quietly, "Trick,” and svung toward a smdl case that he must have set down quietly upon



entering the room in the darkness. It was near the door, behind a chair.
Monk goggled.

"Trick?" he piped ghilly. "But how—"

And then he stared at the bronze man’s forehead.

"Blazed" sad Monk. "There an't a blasted thing wrong with Doc!"

There was no mark of the scarab on Doc's forehead. No flush to his face. Nothing whatsoever wrong
with him.

Doc explained.

"The mark was put there with a specid invisble chak that would only glow when affected by
perspiration. After Black and his crowd ran out of the room, it was a Smple matter to just wipeit off."

Monk was astounded. Or perhaps disappointed, for there had been no red fight.
"Didn’'t you wanna grab those guys?' he prodded.

Doc looked at histal, dender cousin. His flake-gold eyes were somber.

"No," he said briefly. "Not with Pat here. Too much danger.”

The others understood. Doc Savage would face any kind of menace rather than have Pat’s safety
threatened.

The bronze man was ill working with the equipment case. A smdl, compact radio receiving set had
been taken from the case. A loop antenna was atop the smdl boxlike affair. Doc worked with various
knobs and shortly picked up a series of steady, sharp Sgnds

"Thear car,” anounced Doc Savage. "We should be able to tral it now that"—he looked a his
cousn—"that Pat isout of danger."

"Their

ca?' Ham asked. "But how—"

"They were uang a car tha they had employed previoudy," explained Doc. "It was parked near this
building. | merdy concealed the smdl short-wave tranamitter benesth the rear seat of ther mechine. It is
gving out the sgnals”

They dl hurried out. Johnny was given the task of taking Pat home and making certain that she stayed
there. Johnny was ordered to lock her up, if necessary.

Pretty Pat sghed. "Just when things were getting interesting,” she complained.

"Too

interedting,” said Ham. He was not quite as smart-looking as usud. Beng tied up with baing wire does
things to well-taillored clothes. But the lawyer was not saf-conscious with Pat Savage. He knew, and
admired her too wdll.

He took her arm, motioned her toward bony Johnny. "WEII tdl you dl about it later, little girl," he said,
grinning.



Monk blurted, "Don't trust thet shyster, Pat!”
Pat Savage made a face and let Johnny lead her away.

DOC, Monk and Ham, with the pets, returned to the bronze man's car. Doc was dill carrying the
direction-finder radio device. The dgnds, somewhat fainter, were coming from the insrument.

Doc drove, worked with dids of the radio-controlled gadget, was soon heading the car downtown a a
fast clip. The sgnds grew stronger. The bronze man followed them uncannily.

They findly arrived in a section near Greenwich Village, along, darkened side street. Doc swung the car
left, dowed his speed.

The sgnds had abruptly stopped.
A scant block farther on, the bronze man did likewise. He pulled up to the curb.

Ahead, a short distance, a car had just started up. It was moving rgpidly down the street, away from
them.

Monk yelled, "Blazes They mugt bein that car! Aren’t you gonnafollow them, Doc?"
The bronze man shook his head. He was looking a the house before which he had parked.
"This" he said, "is the residence of Lucius Ethelbert Pettibone, the Egyptologist.”

Monk nodded. "Hey | know that guy! An old fluffy-ruffled He's even araid to shake hands with people
because he figures he' s gonna catch a germ. Why, he even—"

Ham said, "Why would Black be after Pettibone, Doc?"
Doc was dready out of the car as the lawyer asked the question.
"That iswhat we might find out,” suggested Doc.

Leaving the two pets locked in the car, they hurried up to the entrance of the house. It was an old
brownstone, made over, and with, mogt likdy, up-to-date apartments inside.

There was no answer from the gpartment of Lucius Ethelbert Pettibone.

Ham looked worried. "Do you think anything could have happened to him?" he wanted to know. "That
John Black crowd might have—"

Doc, apparently, had reached a quick decison. He was not in the habit of entering peopl€’ s apartments,
but this obvioudy was something serious.

He took aring of keys from his specid vest and went to work on the door of the wel-known
Egyptologist. Shortly, they were indde the gpartment. They found themsdves in a well-stocked library
containing every kind of volume on ancient and modern Egypt and the Holy Land.

They found dl kinds of evidences of the Egyptologist’s work.
But they did not find the man himsdf.

Inagmdl office at the rear of the apartment, however, they found sgns of something else. A fight. Things
were overturned and the place, in generd, was a shambles.



Outsde of this, however, there was nothing to show what might have happened to Pettibone.

Doc and histwo aids departed. They tried once more to pick up the radio Sgnds, but had no success.
They found no trace of John Black, his hired hoodlums, or of Lucdius Ethelbert Pettibone.

Two days later the Stuation was just about the same, with one exception.

The A. B. Chickerdli expedition, with the millionaire himsdf in charge, took off for Egypt.

ONLY one thing marred the departure of Chickerdli’s huge plane. The millionare and his crowd were
taking off from an airport on Long Idand. Ther Clipper-type ship was capable of carrying about twenty
passengers. But only eight wedthy men were aboard.

Two minutes before the take-off, an arport atendant ran, screaming, across the fidd. He acted
drangely. Other attendants were sent chasing after him.

They found the man lying in bushes at the edge of the wide fidd. He was writhing, foaming at the mouth.
His eyes were glazed.

Men tried to question him.

The strickened man findly managed to gasp, "Back there . . . plane . . . something like . . . like a fat
beetle—"

Thefdlow lost consciousness.

Some of the other attendants raced back to Chickerdli’s waiting plane and announced what had
happened. A search was made of the mammoth ship. Baggage was moved. Equipment had to be taken
out of the wing storage chambersin order that every part of the ship could be inspected.

They found nothing. No kind of bug or beetle.

Chickerdli and his millionaire partners figured it was some kind of gag. A trick to hold up the flight. They
took off for Egypt ahdf hour later.

The plane rolled the length of the fidd. It was loaded heavily with supplies. Onlookers held their bregths,
shuddered, then findly gave long Sghs as the great ship findly lifted and cleared the trees beyond the
arport fied. The plane disappeared like a giant dlver bird againg the bright sun.

An hour later, the dricken arport atendant died in a nearby hospitd. He died without regaining
consciousness, without tdling anything more about the beetle of athing that he had supposedly seen.

Doctors a the hospita were puzzled by his death. They performed an autopsy—and discovered that the
fdlow had died of arare type of poisoning.

They a0 located the pin-prick mark on the pdm of the dead man’s hand, a tiny mark that could have
been made by some sort of bite. The doctors working on an andlyss of the poison findly decided thet it
was of arare type produced by aloathsome insect of the Sahara.

And yet, thiskind of insect was extinct today. The last of the species had been found thirty years ago in
an old tomb of the Pharaohd!

The information reached the newspapers and created quite a furor when people read about it next
morning.



But not nearly so much excitement as the black headlines that followed on that same afternoon.

The headlines told of the great Clipper-type expedition plane of A. B. Chickerdli. A frantic message had
come from the plane as it was somewhere out over the Atlantic. There had been a cry for hdp, an urgent
SO S. And then, the gartling words:

THE CURSE HAS OVERTAKEN US. THE CURSE IN THE FORM OF—
After that, nothing ese at dl. No further word from those aboard the giant plane.
Slence

THE little old brown maen arrived at Doc Savage' s headquarters a hdf hour after the newspapers were
on the streets. The old fellow’s name was Menzaa, and he spoke only in Egyptian. He was accompanied
by gemlike Princess Amen-Amen.

Menzda sad in his native tongue, "There has been a terrible mistake!™

Doc Savage and Johnny, who aso understood Egyptian, lisened. Ham was there, and he watched the
pretty Egyptian gifl suspicioudly.

Monk came out of Doc’s huge laboratory, got one look a Princess Amen-Amen and let out a howl.
"You!" the hairy chemig roared. "Look here, dark and dangerous, what the heck was the idea of—"
Doc Savage said quietly, "Quiet, Monk. Thisis quite important.”

Monk subsided.

"Migtake?' the bronze man asked of the little old brown fdlow. "You might explain.”

Menzda indicated dainty-looking Princess Amen-Amen. The old fdlow mentioned a long, titled name,
explaned, "She is a red princess. She is a direct descendent of King Tutankhamen. The scrall, the
ancient manuscript was stolen from her!™

Monk and Ham could not understand what was being said.
But gaunt Johnny jumped. "What?" he demanded.

"Stolen," Menzda repeated. "It was stolen by some of our own countrymen and brought to this country.
The princess trusted John Black. She thought he was an honest, righteous man. In that, poor child, she
was wrong. | must admit that she has done some things that have appeared suspicious. But she did not
know, because she was confused. Y ou mudt forgive her.”

Doc Savage was thoughtful a moment. Excited, Johnny said something to the bronze man. He used long
words that nobody could understand.

"I have come to you for hdp," added old Menzaa. "We are hdpless in this greet country of yours. But
we have heard about you, Doc Savage. They say you help people like us™

Bridfly, for the benefit of Monk and Ham, Doc told what the old man had said. He added, "We dhdl
check on his gory."

Doc moved toward his laboratory, asking the princess and the old man to follow. The girl looked
sef-conscious, dejected. Her dark, deep eyes avoided those of the Doc Savage aids.



In the laboratory, the bronze giant used a lie-detector device, that was more fully developed than those in
use in modern police laboratories. Doc subjected both the princess and Menzaa to the machine. He
asked quegtions. He made the old fdlow repest his story.

It seemed the old man was her uncle. He, too, had a title—a long one. Menzda, though, was an easier
name to remember.

Doc continued the quegtioning for some time. He watched the indicator needle of the machine. It showed
thet both the princess and her unde were s&ting the truth.

Then Doc Savage moved to a telephone. He put through cdls that should have made telephone company
offidds rub their hands together with pleasure. They would be able to declare an extra dividend.

Most of the cdls were to Egypt, to various officids there.

When Doc had finished, he stood up and said, "Menzda is authentic. So is Princess Amen-Amen. They
have been swindled out of something that is worth a fortune.”

Monk stared. Ham did likewise.

The chemig said, "But blazes, Doc! Everyone says that blasted thing in the cylinder is junk! How
come—"

"The scroll is not worthless" said Doc Savage. "It is merdy that everyone has overlooked something very
important in the ancient manuscript.”

"You mean—" Monk started.

"We are leaving for Egypt tonight," announced the bronze man. "Long Tom and Renny are dready at the
water front hangar. We have been readying a plane for just something like this™

Princess Amen-Amen, her deection suddenly gone, gave a happy cry and flung her arms around Doc
Savage. She choked out, "I could kiss you!"

Embarrassed, Doc Savage drew back. The attention of women was something that Doc avoided in his
dangerous career.

But Monk, beaming now, jumped forward. "Hey!" he piped excitedly. "Try that on me!"

Smartly dressed Ham blocked the hairy chemidt’s path. He said idly, "You mifit!" He smiled & the girl.
"Allow me, my dear—"

Monk swung at his dapper partner, bellowed, "Why you blasted shyster! You were the one that said the
princess—"

It looked asif there was going to be a good fight.
The bronze man’s words momentarily checked it.

"Thereisagreat ded to do y&," he said.

Chapter Xlll. PYRAMID

PIOUS-LOOKING John Black was busy, aso. He was judt finishing up with a gruesome pirate party at
sea.



The pink-eyed crime leader was accompanied by a dozen of his men. They were in the giant Clipper ship
o A. B. Chickerdli.

Chickerdli and his companions had been dumped overboard!
The ruse that John Black had worked was smple.

The amdl fishing boat ill carried a distress 9gnd on her masthead. It had been set adrift, and now some
of the sruggling men in the ocean were franticdly trying to reach it.

John Black and his men had been in the fishing craft, on a course that the giant plane would cover on its
direct flignt to Egypt. The navigator of the plane had seen the boat in distress. He had ordered the plane
down in order that the hapless fishermen could be aided.

And that's when John Black had taken over.

All the wedthy men had been forced overboard. It looked as though a number of them weren't going to
reach the drifting fishing boat. They could not swim.

But the navigator and plane pilot had been spared. John Black needed them for the remainder of the
flight. Shortly, the great amphibian ship wasin the air again.

The hot sun dropped low in the western sky, and John Black strode nervoudy up and down the aideway
of the plane cabin. He looked worried. His litle pink eyes squinted from one to the other of his
henchmen.

"Something wrong?' one of his hard-looking thugs asked.

John Black paused in his nervous pacing up and down, looked at his men and snapped, "Bless me, yed
There s plenty wrong!"

"What, for instance?'

"Thet radio report about the airport attendant—the way he died! What do you make of it?'
Somebody shrugged. "Who cares? Long as it wasn't you, why—"

"It could have been!" said John Black.

That made everybody st quiet for severa moments.

One man grinned. He was Jake, the felow of the blocky jaw and massive shoulders.

Jake sad cardlesdy. "Aw, nutd That scarab busnessisalot of hooey, | figure. Sure, it had me scared at
fird, but I've got over it."

"Yeeh!" said somebody sarcadticaly.

John Black frowned and went forward to the control cockpit. The assorted gunmen were taking turns
guarding the pilot and the navigator. Black took a dip of paper from his coat pocket, located the
markings on a chart spread on asmdl table before the navigator.

"We're going here" snapped John Black, indicaing a point at the fringe of the Sahara. "And no
migtaked"



The navigator shrugged. A gun was held in the lap of the guard seated near him. There was little the
captured navigator could do but agree.

The huge ship droned on through the night.

THE earth appeared to be a thing of vast whiteness on which the sun hammered down with an intengty
that seared the eyebdls and made one's skin bligter.

As John Black and his men climbed out of the huge plane, they cursed a the scorching fed of the hot
sand and of the white brilliance everywhere that dmost blinded them.

But Black had come prepared. As equipment was unloaded, he opened a box, removed colored
eyeglasses and white pith hedmets. He passed them around.

"Thexewill help alittle" said John Black.

Each man was assgned a box or a case to carry. There were afew grumbles of complaint.

"Why the hdl land here?" someone wanted to know. "We ve got the whole blasted desert ahead of ud"
John Black shook his head. Hislittle pink eyes were invisble behind the dark glasses.

"Not quite" he explained. "Only about five miles of it."

He consulted a compass thet he wore like a wrist watch. "We go about five miles due east. There, we
should find something interesting. At that point, we will be a our journey’s end. Gracious me, yes, we
sdl!”

The pilot was ordered to remove certain parts from the plan€ signition system, so that there would be no
chance of anyone escaping with the plane during their absence.

As John Black explained, "It would not be a good idea to land right at the exact spot we seek. Let’s look
the place over alittlefirs."

They started out, trudging through the hot sands, and soon these city hoodlums were curaing the heat and
thar parched throats. John Black had trouble keeping them from drinking what supply of water they hed
with them, in canteens.

It took them three hours to cover the five miles, the waking was that difficult. Blisters appeared on the
men's feet; their faces, even though protected somewhat by the white helmets, were beet-red.

But they held out, looking forward to thisthing that Black had said would prove interesting at the end of
the journey.

They came to an oasis. Green foliage ahead beckoned them to quicken ther pace. Night was dready
fdling, and there was a hint of coolness to come.

But there was no forewarning hint of the smal band of wild-riding Arabs who came—it seemed—right
out of the desert dunes to swoop down upon them.

Everyone dropped his luggage and got out gats and formed asmdl tight circlein the desert.

THE horsemen circled once, moved in alittle closer. A rifle cracked, and the bullet went whizzing across
the sand dunes, leaving a death song tralling along behind it.



Severd of John Black’s men let go with a blast from their automatics and revolvers. The damage was
dight. One horse fdl down.

And in return, a volley of rifle shots passed overhead—about two inches over the heads of Black's
crowd.

John Black screamed to his men, "Wait! Maybe we can outsmart these guysin kimonod™

He got out a white handkerchief, started waving it franticdly. To his men, he ordered. "Throw down your
guns”

Some hesitated. They had been brought up with guns, as some babies are brought up with slver spoons.
They didn’t like to part with their one means of defense.

But they took another look at the menacing white-garbed horsemen and changed their minds. They threw
down their weapons.

A rider left the indoding ring of horsemen and approached Black and his men. It could be seen that he
was ahig man, entirdy garbed in white. Even a white face-piece patidly conceded his fegtures agangt
the desert heat.

He spokein Arabic.
John Black shrugged. "What the hdl do we do now?' he asked his men.

The one with the blocky features, tough-looking Jake, stepped forward. "I'll tak to that Egyptian
cowboy," he offered.

"How?' someone exdlamed.
"Watch!"

Jake started jabbering in some sort of staccato lingo. The big horseman diffened, seeming to be ligening
atentively. Suddenly, he answered in the same sort of tongue.

Jake made a mation with his hands, turned to John Black and grinned.

"Nothing to it," he said. "Snow White wants to know what the blasted hdl we're doing here. And, boy,
that guy knows some fancy cuss wordsin Arabic, boss!™

JOHN BLACK thought swiftly. A crafty scheme leaped into his ever-scheming thoughts.

"You tdl Snow White" he said, "that we'll split with him on anything we get from the tomb in the pyramid
we're seeking. Tdl imwell cut imin, if he helps usingtead of dinging lead.”

Blocky-jawed Jake trandated John Black’s words into the lingo that he and the bandit leader had been
usng. There was alot of am waving between the two men. Then Jake turned back to John Black.

All noted that the Arab leader had been making motions across the desert with his outstretched hand.

"He says," informed Jake, "thet the pyramid is just beyond the next hill—that the damned thing has been
there since about 2100 B. C. and what the hdl are we going to do about it? Explorers have entered the
pyramid a dozen times. They have never found any treasure in the cussed place!”

John Black showed no sgn of disappointment at the announcement. Instead, he looked pleased.



"Swel!" he exclamed. "Bless me, that's fine That means the treasure must ill be there! You tdl Snow
White that | know something that no one ese has ever discovered about the pyramid. Ask him if he has
ever heard about the Queen’s Chamber ingde thet rock pile?!

Jake talked some more. Everyone saw the Arab leader shake his head.

Jake turned back and said, "He says he an't never heard of any such room in the pyramid. He says no
one has ever found such a place.”

John Black grinned. "That," he said with pleasure, "is what makes me different from the others. | have the
key that will show us the entranceway to that chamber. It is there that a cool million in treasure ought to
be found!”

Jake trandated the information. They dl saw the big Arab st in sunned slence. Then he barked a
commeand to his followers in Arabic. Rifles were sheathed. The white-garbed bandit tribe did not look
Quite SO menacing.

Jake spoke to the leader again, then said, "Show White says you and him are going to get dong swell.”

The group of horsemen got down from their animas and helped with some of the boxes and equipment.
The procession set out through the gethering dusk. Everyone gave asgh of rdlief.

Someone said, "We got to hand it to the boss." He referred to John Black. "For a guy who looks like a
parson, he's got more crooked moves than a snake!™

The comment pleased John Black. His fat somach, for once, looked a trifle smdler than his chest. He
sad, "Snow White' s going to get one hdl of a surprise.”

They traveled onward through the approaching darkness. After awhile the moon came up and it got light
agan;, amog white, with the moon-glow hitting the gleaming white sand.

They cleared the top of the hill findly and saw the awesome spectacle ahead, about amile avay, set on a
fleat plateau of solid rock.

It was the pyramid, its limestone-trested Sdes a shimmering, breathtaking sight.

Chapter XIV. THE QUEEN'S CHAMBER

THE fallowing morning, in the bright, hot sunlight, the great pyramid looked even more spectacular. The
aun gleamed off its limestone-coated sides. Here and there, mogt likdly caused by the ravages of time, a
part of the protective coating was missng. Darker sone shone through. But on the whole, the massive
edifice was athing to create awe.

In the Doc Savage plane, crding severa thousand feet above the plateau on which the pyramid was
built, the bronze man's aids stared downward at the huge edifice.

Monk’s little eyes squinted.
"Gallywockud" he piped dhilly. "Lookit, will you! Imagine how many guysit took to build that thing!"

Ham commented coolly, "They showed more sense than you do, midfit! Mathematicians have proven that
the Great Pyramid of Gizeh is the most accurately orientated building known to enginesring science.
Why, it—"

"Doggonit, you talk like Johnny!" Monk complained.



Doc spoke up.

"Nevertheless, Ham's statement is correct,” said the bronze man. "This pyramid below is not the Great
Gizeh, but it appears dmog as large. For example, its square base covers an area of dmost tweve
acres. It is over saven hundred feet in haight, and each of its four base lines measures gpproximatdy the
same length.”

"Gally! Monk said.

Johnny said, "Also, in the building there are approximately ninety million cubic feet of stone. It is
practicdly a solid mass, unlike ordinary hollow structures”

This gave some idea of the pyramid's enormousness.
It was Long Tom who queried, "where d you get dl those figures?”

Doc indicated a package that was carefully tied up in the cockpit of the plane. The bronze man was at
the controls, and the others had crowded in there to watch the avesome sght below them on the desert
plateau.

"From the ancient scroll that was in the copper cylinder,” informed Doc Savage. "Those detals were
mentioned, dong with other things"

Later, they came down and Doc brought the huge plane to rest dong a stretch of smooth, stone plateau.
Everyone piled out, glad to stretch legs and arms again. Each Doc Savage ad was dready attired in a
white burnoose, the one-piece hooded garment worn by Arabs as protection againgt sand and sun.

Renny, the little brown man named Menzala, and Princess Amen-Amen were dso in the cabin of the
plane. They, too, were éttired in the white nightgowns, as Monk referred to the things.

They dl saw nothing save the gleaming desert sands, the Stretch of wide plateau, and the towering stone
pile of athing directly ahead. There seemed to be no Sgns of life whatsoever.

Johnny remarked, "I'll be superamagamated! Funny we didn't see any trace of John Black and his
crowd!"

Apparently Doc's flight had taken him out of the way of the grounded John Black plane. For they hed
not seen it.

Sidfied that they had been the fird to arrive, they advanced on the pyramid. Haf an hour later they were
a its extensve base. Doc and Johnny led the way around the thing urtil they were beneath the north wall.

The grest, four-foot-high blocks of stone rose above them. Up—up—
Monk blinked. "Blazes" he squdled. "How are we gonna get inside this blasted thing?!

"The secret entrance,”" explained the bronze man, "is on the fiftieth level on this Sde, exactly in the center
of thiswall. It is doubtful thet it has ever been discovered. It is a sealed doorway that fits perfectly into
the outer wall."

They dl decided to dimb up the pyramid and investigete,

IT was somewhat of a task. Monk and Ham gdlantly helped lovdy Princess Amen-Amen. She was 0
grdl and gemlike that she had to be lifted from one set-back to another. Monk enjoyed that. Ham
scowled whenever his hary partner managed to hdp the girl firg.



Habeas, the pig, dimbed up on the chimp's back and made Chemidry carry him. Chemidry made
squeding protests, to no avail. Habeas dung on madly, refusing to be shaken off.

At lagt they reached the fiftith tier. Doc Savage cdmly studied the formation of the massve stone
blocks.

Monk asked, "How much does one of these pebbles weigh, Doc?' He indicated one of the stone blocks.

"About two and a hdf tons," explained the bronze man. "But indde the pyramid, they are placed in such a
way that passages cut through the dructure a various angles. It is the secret door to one of these
passageway's that leads to the Queen’s Chamber.”

"The Queen’s Chamber?”'
Doc nodded. "Thet is the room we mugt locate fird. It is quite important.”

Doc had been bending down close to the huge blocks of stone. He removed a amdl ingrument that
looked like a chisdl from beneath his burnoose, started scraping at the limestone covering of the pyramid.
The materid was cracked and dry from its centuries-old exposure to rain, wind and sun. Pieces of it
came off in sheets, reveding the solid darker stone benegth.

Suddenly, the bronze man's chisd dipped into a crack. He worked the blade up and down. The crack
grew longer.

Johnny looked excited. "I think you've found it!" he cried, so interested that he forgot to use big words.
"It mugt be the doorway, because every other part of these pyramids was so carefully constructed that no
seams were ever reveded!”

Doc's chisd was working rgpidly now. The crack became a rectangle in the great stone block. It was
perhaps a quarter of an inch in width. When the bronze man had it dl cleared out, he stepped back,
replaced the chisd beneath his burnoose cloak, and then motioned to huge Renny.

"Push on this part here," Doc directed.
They shoved on one side of the great block of stone.

It dowly siwung inward, as the opposite Sde of the stone block swung outward. Hinged in the middle, the
back of the massve stone block was circular in shape, and it cleared the opening neatly. It was a
massve, well-made door!

The passageway beyond loomed like a black funnd of emptiness.

They dl had brought aong the spring-generated flashlights used by Doc Savage. These were turned on
now as everyone crowded indde the opening.

AHEAD, danting downward a an angle, was reveded the long passageway built between the great
blocks of the pyramid. Mudtiness, a dank smdl, siruck ther nodrils. The flooring of the tunnd was
dippery, so that it was necessary to move cautioudy in order to avoid afal.

Doc Savage and the others, stooped down because of the tunnd’s low height, proceeded toward the
boweds of the great Structure.

Even Monk was quigt, ingpired by the magnitude of thisthing they had entered.
Ten minutes later they reached another passage. This, instead of danting sharply downward, led upward



agan.
They started up the dippery indine. Suddenly, the wide opening on their right was reveded. Doc Savage
led the way insde.

And dl found themsdves in a massve room about a hundred feet long and fifty wide. Great stone
columns supported the caling of the room. Along the walls blocks of the stone stood out like giant
shelves. There appeared to be openings that might lead back into the pyramid mass.

Monk, curious, started forward, pointing ahead. Habeas was siiffing dong close to the hary chemid’s
hedls. Monk yelled back, "Gally, there's somethin’ over here that looks like a blasted crypt, an’ it's—"

Doc Savage' s voice suddenly crashed out in the huge room.
"Wat!"

The bronze man legped forward as Monk halted, startled. Doc seized the chemist and dragged him back.
He indicated the pit dmost at Monk’s feet, as the others moved carefully forward.

Monk goggled as he stood on the edge of the pit and dircted a light downward. He could not see the
bottom. The pit was about five feet square a the top, and appeared like awdl of some sort.

"Whew!" Monk exploded. He picked up a amdl fragment of rock that had dropped from one of the
walls. He dropped it into the black opening, lisened carefully as he counted seconds before the thing hit
bottom.

And then he jumped when the stone findly struck. "Blazes" Monk piped dhilly. "That thing's close to
seven or eight hundred feet deep. It's degper than the pyramid itsdf!”

Doc Savage nodded. "That isexactly whet it is”" he said. "The Rit. It goes right into the solid rock of the
plateau beneath the pyramid. Centuries ago, it was perhaps used for the destruction of unruly daves.”

Everyone was slent for sometime. And then they got away from there. They investigated the remainder
of the great room—and learned one fact.

There were no coffers, no mummy tombs, no Sgns of treasure whatsoever. Nothing.
HAM looked disgusted. He stared at Princess Amen-Amen and her dderly uncle, Menzala

"A gag,” he said sourly. "It looks like you aren't going to find anything here at dl, princess” He patted the
gir’'sarm.

Monk came up on the other Sde of the dainty-looking girl and squeezed her other arm. "Daggonit,” he
murmured, "I’m sorry."

Everybody but Doc Savage looked gloomy. The two pets, Habeas and Chemidiry, sat down and looked
disgusted. They even forgot to pick afight with one another.

And then the bronze man spoke.
"The Queen’s Chamber," he informed them, "isonly akey."
"Key?' Ham the lawyer, stared. "But—"

"A key to the redl treasure chamber. It isfrom this room that we must find the secret entrance to the red



dorehouse.”
Monk jumped up and down and let out a yel.
"Wow!" he bellowed. "That's different!"

His words came smashing back at him from some opening across the far side of the big room. It seemed
to come out of a great depth.

Monk goggled. He tried again.

"Hey!" he cdled, and waited for an answer. The word came smashing back.

"Try out-ydling this, brother!"

Monk amost popped out hissmdl eyes.

In the next moment, the blast of a gun made a deafening roar in the great stone room.

Men appeared in the openings up on the walls of the room. Men garbed in white burnooses and with
riflesin their hands. A dozen of them! They started ydling and jumping down to the floor of the vast
chamber.

Behind them, up in one of the openings, appeared John Black.
Chapter XV. DESERT DEVIL
JOHN BLACK ordered, "All right, let that Doc Savage crowd haveit!"
It was his voice that had answered Monk when the chemigt had tried for the echo effectd

Powerful Renny had pushed the girl and her ederly unde into the outer passageway the moment the
white-garbed men had appeared. It was the passage leading back to the sde wal entrance of the
pyramid.

"Run for it!" the giant engineer ordered in his booming voice. "Get back to the plane. Lock the cabin
doors. Wait therel"

Then he legped back to hep Doc and the others. Doc’s ads had taken up postions behind the heavy
supporting columns of the great chamber. Down the length of the room, using the protection of other
columns, the Arabs were uang therr rifles

Sugs banged around the stone walls, ricocheted, came screaming from dl angles.

Doc's crowd had out their mechine pistols. Monk let go with a blast. An Arab leaped into the ar and
came down on dl fours. Hisrifle went flying across the room.

Monk howled with glee. "Got him!"
He ran out from behind the stone column protection, took am on another dark-skinned figure.
But adug nicked the hairy chemigt in the leg and he leaped, howling, back behind the stone column.

Habeas and the chimp had scampered to a corner of the long room and were trying to get behind one
another.



Fat little John Black had disappeared from the wal opening a dozen feet above the stone floor of the
chamber. But his voice carried out of a hidden opening beyond.

"Kill them! Murder them dl!"
It was about then that Doc Savage threw the smoke grenade.

The black, thick suff billowed out and spread quickly. It soon filled dl corners of the room. Within it, the
flashlights were usdless. Men fought in awild, noisy frenzy.

Monk kept howling.

"Got me another blasted nightshirt!"

And a moment later, "Y e-e-ow! Got another one!”

And Ham' s voice cried out in pained anger. "Hey, you hary ape! That's me!”

Monk kept quiet after that and was more careful of whom he grabbed in the darkness. Rifles and guns
were usgless now. There was too much danger of each side killing their own men. Even the Arabs were
gmart enough not to take any chances.

The greatest menace, though, in that entire room was the black pit of a thing that was somewhere just
ingde the entrance from the tunnd.

Thefight moved like a great wave up and down the stone floor. Heads cracked. Fists thudded into flesh.

Agan Monk let out a glesful howl. "I know | got me the right one this time. He's got a beard! Allah
be—"

There followed a didtinct crack as Monk’s fig connected with a brittle jaw. The chemist yelled happily
and reached out in the darkness for someone ese.

And then, after a while, Monk found himsdf grabbing, a intervas, Ham, Johnny and his other partners.
There appeared to be no Arabs left. Doc’s men paused in their fighting and used their flashlights again in
an attempt to penetrate the black fog. They listened.

No shots came. No sounds.

Sowly, the black suff dispersed and they stared around.

Johnny ydled, "I'll be superamagamated! They’re gong"

This seemed to be the situation. Also, there was something else. Ham was the one to discover it.
"Where—where's Doc?' he cried.

But the bronze man was not in the grest chamber.

Monk leaped toward the tunnd entranceway, ydling, "Maybe he went to help the princess and Menzaa.
Maybe he—"

And he dmog crashed into the amdl, nedtly formed gl as she moved into the room from the
passageway. She was followed by her brown-looking uncle. Her face was strained with alook of horror.

"We—we're trapped!" she gasped, gripping Monk’ s massve arm.



"Trapped? But the door opening up there on the side of the pyramid—" the chemigt started.

Princess Amen-Amen clutched Monk more fiercdy. She said, "The opening has been shut off. We
cannot get out!"

RENNY, who was perhaps the most powerful of dl the Doc Savage ads, went up the long-ceilinged
passageway to investigate. He returned to report:

"What the princess saysistrue. We're blocked in. That stone door of a thing has been closed, and there
isno way of opening it again. Some sort of stone key has dropped down above it and sealed it tight!”

For saverd moments, everyone stood in sunned slence. And then they remembered Doc Savage. They
started a search within the big chamber itsdlf.

On the floor, they found two unconscious Arabs. They were not dead, merdy stunned from effect of the
mercy bullets. All knew that shortly they would regain consciousness. Bt little hdp that would be.

The Arabs would not be able to speak English.

They got up into the openings aong the stone wadls and investigated the spaces up there. There mugt be
another outlet from this room, for that’s where John Black had appeared.

But they found no openings except indentations that went back about a dozen feet and then ended
agang blank stone walls. There were no exits whatsoever.

Monk blinked his smdl bright eyes. "But blast it!" he snorted. "How did they get out? And where's
Doc?'

They kept investigating. And haf an hour later, they were convinced that, somehow, the bronze man had
been captured. He had been captured by John Black and his Arab henchmen during the smoke blackout.

That was the mogt gartling discovery.
The other was that they, themsalves, were helpless prisoners within the greet stone pile of a pyramid!

JOHN BLACK stood with a satisfied grin on his milky-pink features. He was standing not more than ten
feet from where Princess Amen-Amen, her uncdle, and the Doc Savage aids were trapped. What
separated John Black from them was a block of stone ten feet thick. But so carefully was that stone
balanced that it had did back into position perfectly, locking off the room that was known as the Queen’s
Chamber.

"Tha," said John Black, "takes care of Doc Savage and his men. And the princess”” He rubbed his fat
hands together dowly. "They are locked in there forever. Bless me, I'm afraid they shdl die”

He looked very happy about the whole Situation.

John Black then turned his attention to others who were waiting for him in this room of the pyramid.
There were some of his New Y ork hoodlums. And Jake, the one with the blocky jaw was there.

Also, the semi-masked figure of the Arab leader they had nicknamed Snow White.
Black said, "And now, pasy-walsy, we got to get the real treasurel”

Jake trandated the words for John Black. The big Arab leader jerked his head. His eyes were bright
behind his half-mask. He said something in his brittle lingo.



Jake trandated, "He saysthat is O. K. with him. Let’'s go!"

The men were carrying lanterns. They moved across the room, reached an exit thet led to another tunnd
through the pyramid. This one danted downward.

John Black was carrying the photostatic copy of the origind scroll manuscript in his hands. He consulted
it, passed it to the big Arab leader, then spoke to Jake.

"Tdl Snow white to check the directionsin that thing. Make sure we' re fallowing the right passageway.”

Jake spoke to the white-garbed |eader. The man nodded, pointed down the tunnd. He said something in
histricky language.

Jake explained, "He says we got the right tunndl. The scroll says that the swag is in the King's Chamber,
in some sort of anteroom off that room. It is ahead somewhere.”

John Black nodded. He squinted his weak, pink eyes as he proceeded, with his men, dong the damp
passage.

They arrived @ lagt in the King's Chamber.

It was amilar to the large space where the Doc Savage men had been Ieft. But this room had been
furnished. There were huge chairs engraved in copper and gold, that had withstood the centuries. There
was araised dais that must have been some sort of throne.

It was on this that the mummy was resting in the crypt. There wasn't much to it. Jugt a shriveled-up thing
in some sort of wrappings. When they touched it, it practicdly fel awvay to ashes.

John Black moved about the large room. His eyes were bright with greed. But he saw nathing here that
resembled grest treasure. Not yet.

HE looked at the Arab leader, snapped to Jake, "Where' s this damned antechamber he mentioned?'

Jake trandated. The Arab moved across the room, stooped down. All saw the two-foot-high tunnd that
entered the room close to the flooring.

The Arab dtarted to crawl through. The others followed. And as he crawled, he talked. Jake did some
more trandating.

He said, "Snhow White says, according to the scroll, everything is in the next room. The king was no
dumbbel. He didn't have his wedth buried in the room with him. It was dl placed in this adjoining,
gmdler room."

Shortly, on hands and knees, Black’s men started emerging into the amdl room beyond. The Arab was
first, some of Black’s men behind him. John Black himsdf was Hill on his hands and knees within the little
tunnd. Some of his men followed him.

Suddenly, from in front of him, came aydl. One of his own men cried, "The room is empty! Not a damn
thing in here, boss”

And then, more worried, the man’s words came floating back. "It'satrick! Lookout, boss, thisguy is—"
Thefrantic, terrified scream followed. 1t ended on a dying gurgle.

The cry came back dong the line, passed from man to man as they paused on hands and knees.



"Trick! We ve been fooled. Get out. Hurry!"

John Black started backing through the tunnd as though a machine gun had been stuck up againg his
nose.

Another man screamed somewherein front of him. There was confuson as men tried frantically to back
up on hands and knees. They became a bailing, confused knot.

Someone yelled, "It's that damned Arab—Snow White. He's shooting a gat into this tunndl!”

John Black findly got out of there and ran, panting, across the room of the King's Chamber. Jake was
with him. They reached the throne platform. There was some sort of figure there, hdf fdlen apart after
centuries of ganding. But it was Hill massive enough to offer protection.

John Black and some of his men got behind it and got out guns. They waited for the Arabs and ther
crooked leader to emerge into the room.

All redlized that they had been deverly tricked.

Chapter XVI. THE DEVIL CALLED LOU

MEN backed out of the tunnd opening across the room. Black's men and some of the Arabs. They
dtarted fighting. There was alot of racket and cussing in Arabic and English.

John Black, terrified, cringed againg the statue thing—got part way behind it, squeezed in againg the
massive rock wall.

It was then that powerful hands took hold of his throat.

John Black fdt the world going to smash around him. He twisted, wondering what horror thing had a grip
onhim,

It was Jake.

Jake' s blocky jaw was grim, his eyes dfire with a queer light.

He held onto John Black’s fat throat and snarled, "Brother, you' ve sure been a chump!™
"l—ah—what—" John Black gurgled.

"You thought that arfidd attendant died of the curse, didn't you?' demanded Jake.
Black jerked his head dumbly.

Jake grinned. "That guy was just jabbed with a poisoned needle. An ordinary beetle was released in the
plane for afew minutes so that he could see it. That's what he was raving about before he died.”

John Black gurgled some more. "But the others—how—"

"Poisoned, too!" rapped powerful-looking Jake. "Like your servant, that deaf-mute. Only we meant to
get you! We left them marks around, to scare you off. Lou arranged dl that!”

"La,l?l

John Black had to dmogt ydl above the uproar that was taking place in the throne room. Beyond the
protection of the statue behind which he and Jake were hidden, hismen and the Arab raiders fought with



wild fury. Men screamed. A New York thug coughed blood as a long knife was shoved into his lungs
Guns racketed, and the sound smashed around the big wals of the pyramid room.

Jake hdd on to John Black and sneered.

"Yegh, Loul" he snapped. "Lou arranged dl this. He worked the scarab busness to scare everybody.
But you got away before he could nall youin New Y ork, and so now he's going to kill you here!”

Black goggled out of his weak, pink eyes. He sammered, "You . . . you're working for Lou! And yet
you . . . you were one of the bodyguards!”

Jake nodded, laughing.

"Yegh. That's right. You fdl for that note that was inclosed in the copper cylinder. You thought your
cousin Northrup had written it. But we switched notes. Y our damned cousin is dead!™

John Black tried to gasp. "Bt . . . but—"

Jugt then, there was a great ydl from the room behind them. Jake, holding John Black, pushed out to
take alook. They both saw the big Arab leader emerge from the tunnd and stand with the grenade in his
uplifted hand. The fdlow was no longer wearing his face mask.

John Black jerked with terror, stared.
"Him!" he cried.
Jake sad, "Yesh—him!"

John Black hdf dumped againg the wdl behind them. His hands clutched wildly for support. They
touched the knob of a thing built into the stone and the entire back wal behind the staiute started
swinging inward.

Doc Savage was sanding ingde the opening.

John Black, the coward now, clutched a the bronze man's am and cried, "Hdp me We ve been
tricked. The one behind this whole menace has been—"

Jake had released Black and started to whirl out from behind the statue hiding place.

The bronze man’s left hand whipped out, took hold of the powerful fdlow and hedd him rigid. Doc used a
neck hold that rendered the man incapable of movement. He was the same as paralyzed. .

Doc Savage turned his attention back to John Black. They were dl concealed from those fighting in the
big room beyond.

"The one you refer to is Lucius Ethelbert Pettibone, the Egyptologist,” said Doc. "The man to whom you
went for advice in New York City."

John Black was stunned.

"You. .. You know?" he gasped.

The bronze giant nodded.

With Jake and the fat little dbino ill hed in his grasp, Doc moved out from behind the statue and into



the throne room proper.

And there, across the room, stood tdl, heavy-set Lucius Ethelbert Pettibone, his hand il upraised, and
gpeaking in English to those who stood in awe before him.

"One move, and you diel" rapped Pettibone.

He no longer looked like the nervous, fidgety professor of Egyptology. His eyes glittered. His gaze
swvung, and saw the bronze man with the two captives.

Pettibone ydled, "Fine. Here s where | get you all!™

In that ingtant, Doc Savage released his prisoners. His own arm moved in a flashing arc. Something went
hurtling through the air.

But too late.

Pettibone' s grenade had dready Ieft his fingers. It exploded near the group of cowed thugs. It made a
great whoosh of a sound, and concussion staggered everyone.

It aso knocked down one of the great stone pillar supports in the center of the throne room. One of the
round columns that held up a huge stone block of the cailing.

That part of the calling started fdling down. Men started screaming and legping out of the way.

Added stress on another column caused it to crack in the middle. It snapped in two. More cdling came
down and landed on some of John Black’s thugs and two Arabs.

Perhaps John Black saw that he was doomed. Desth was to be his regardless. And in that last moment
on earth he saw his opportunity for revenge.

With a scream of unhaly rage, he leaped toward the moving figure of Lucius Ethelbert Pettibone—the
men known as "Lou'! A heavy pen-knife appeared in John Black’s trembling hand. It clicked, and a
blade five inches long legped into view.

Snaling, John Black hurtled hisfat body toward the big man.

Everyone ese was trying to press himsdf into the walls of the room, fear-filled eyes raised to where the
caling was collgpang in the center of the vast chamber. Another two-ton block came down with a
thunderous roar. Dusty, choking suff that was dry as chak, made the ar a thick cloud. Figures moved
vagudy in the haze.

Doc Savage, strangely, had not moved. He was hardly naticing the others. Instead, his eyes were looking
Seadily at the caling of the chamber, as though studying the congtruction of the place.

And then, abruptly, he moved, back behind the statue thing that had been swung open. He leaped into
the passageway beyond.

FIVE minutes later, he was emerging into the room that held Princess Amen-Amen and his own men
helpless prisoners. Doc's figure came into view up in one of the indentations on the stone wal. His grest
voice crashed out:

"Thisway! Hurry!"
Astounded, Monk, Johnny and the others stared up at Doc. Then they were racing across the room.



It was Renny’ s booming voice that thundered out. "Ligen!" he said.
Everyone heard. A digtant, steady rumble like thunder beyond mountaind
Doc’s voice rapped an order again.

"Up herel" he snapped. "You'll have to run for your lived"

Thegirl was svung up. Doc grasped her dim, amdl form and placed her on the ledge. Her dderly unde
followed. And then Doc’s men. Monk and Ham had their petsin their ams.

The hary chemig ydled, "Doc, we were up here! But there wasn't any outlet from the space!”

Doc Savage pointed. There was an opening now. It led into one of the dark tunnds that criss-crossed the
gant pyramid.

Doc, leading the way with a light, said, "This opening was mentioned in the old manuscript. It is a way

"Out?' Monk ydled. "Blad it, Doc, I’'m gonna find that John Black guy and twist off his pink eard™

Doc did not argue. He merdly motioned them onward, leading them at afast pace. He had swung the girl,
Princess Amen-Amen, and her uncle up into his powerful arms. He ran up the steep passageway with no
apparent effort.

Moments later they emerged into light. They stared. Down below them, ralling off into the vast distance,
was the flat plateau and desert. They were dmost hdf-way up the Sde of the pyramid.

Thegir cried, "We re out of that avful place. Good heavens, | thought—"

She paused, terror legping into her eyes. The great dab of stone on which her dainty feet rested had
trembled. All heard the rumbling sound from within the great pyramid.

Doc's eyes flashed to his aids. He indicated the girl and her uncle.
"Get them down from here" he commanded.

They went down the sides of the pyramid, from rock shef to rock shef with great legping bounds. Each
jump was a distance of four fedt.

Doc carried the old man. Powerful Renny had the girl. Monk and Ham, worried, were dinging to ther
pets.

They reached the pyramid base findly, kept running a distance, paused to look back.
Doc’s voice ripped out, "Keep going!"

They kept running until they had reached the bronze man's plane, il grounded some distance away from
the towering mass of block stone.

And then they paused. They looked back and saw the awesome spectacle.
The top of the pyramid had disappeared, caving indde the massive structure!

LATER, Doc Savage told them about the room in which the pillar had been knocked down by the
explosion of the grenade hurled by Pettibone.



"That room,” said Doc Savage, "was sort of a keystone for the entire pyramid. Its collapse meant a
cave-in of the whole mass. We were lucky to escape.”

Monk looked at the bronze man.
"You sad Pettibone—"

Doc nodded. "Black went to him with the scroll. Pettibone was no fool. Agents of his in Egypt had
dready learned about a cousin named Northrup sending the copper cylinder to Black. And so Jake got a
job as bodyguard. He was working for Pettibone."

"But everyone said the scroll was worthless”™ put in Ham.

"Yes" agreed Doc Savage. "But it wasn't. Pettibone, while he had the scroll in his possession a few
hours, made a change in the ancient manuscript. | detected that change when we examined it beneath
ultraviolet light a the laboratory. Also, in an invigble writing on the scroll, were directions showing that
the thing was authentic.”

It was the fdllowing day that Doc Savage made this explanation. The top third of the pyramid had
disappeared ingde the structure now. And no men had emerged from the great edifice. All insde had
been doomed.

"But what about the scarab things?' Long Tom prodded.

Doc reminded them of the scarab that had appeared on his own forehead when the John Black crowd
hed thought he was dying.

"You see how the trick was easly duplicated,” sad Doc Savage. "Chdk that glowed when affected by
moisure, such as perspiration of the body. Later, it could essly be wiped off—even by someone
cardedy touching the body. Pettibone had to stop Black. He built up the menace ides, the old curse
Suff about Egypt. He used, or borrowed from the victims own homes, weapons and things that pointed
to ancient Egypt."

Thegirl, lovely Princess Amen-Amen, stared.
"Then both of those terrible men were crooks?' she said.
Doc nodded.

"Black thought the scroll was a fake and tried to pull abig fraud. Pettibone knew it was genuine and tried
to scare everybody off."

"And," put in Renny, "it was those poor expedition guys who had to suffer, had to diel"
But this time, the bronze man shook his head.

"They were saved," he informed them. "I had an idea John Black was going to try to stop their flight. The
coast guard had been warned to watch out for them. All the expedition members have been picked up a
Seq, in the fishing boat.”

Princess Amen-Amen gave a thankful sigh.

“I'mglad,” she murmured. "l don’t care that we can’t reach any treasure—even if there is any within the
pyramid. | had planned to turn most of the proceeds from it over to some worthwhile charity, but now—"



Doc said, "You dill can. The treasure is intact. We can ill reach it, even though the pyramid itsdf has
collapsed.”

Everyone was stunned.

BUT within the following two weeks, Doc Savege proved that he was right. He reveded that The
Pit—the wdl of athing that, centuries ago, had been cut through the pyramid and into the very rock of
the plateau, could be reached.

It was located by blasting a way through the plateau shdf itsdf, beneath the great pyramid. There, the
jewds, slver, gold and ancient treasure were found. Doc Savage estimated its vaue at close to a million
dollard

It would take another week to get the Suff out.

The At was the red treasure room beneath the pyramid. It was the one item that dl but Doc Savage had
overlooked in the ancient scroll. None had thought of looking for the invisble writing that the bronze men
hed found.

During the job of getting out the buried treasure, Monk and Princess Amen-Amen had plenty of time to
et better acquainted.

The dainty, smdl girl sort of fdl for the hairy, easygoing fdlow in abig way.

One afternoon she drew dapper-looking Ham aside. She whispered, "I like Monk. | think he's grand.
But with dl the money | have now, I’'m afraid he would be too much of a gentleman to propose to me.
Do you think | should do it ingead?" Princess Amen-Amen smiled knowingly. "After dl, Ham, it's Leap
Yea!"

Ham amog choked. He logt no time in consulting Johnny, Long Tom and Renny. They had to do
something to keep scrappy Monk from getting married.

The fallowing morning the cablegram apparently arrived from New York. It was addressed to Princess
Amen-Amen, but ingde, she found the message that had been sent in care of her for the hairy chemidt.
She could not help but see the printed words before, with gpologies, she gave the message to Monk.

The message sad:

COME HOME AT ONCE. FOUR OF OUR CHILDREN HAVE MEASLES. YOUR LOVING
WIFE.

ANNA.
THE END



