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Chapter 1. THE PINHEADS

ON THE fifteenth of the month, Bruno Hen did the thing which was actually his first step toward disaster ——
a disaster that was to affect not only himself, but many others as well.

Bruno Hen sold his furs on this date.
Most of the pelts were muskrats, cunningly stolen from the trap lines of Bruno Hen's neighbors, the chief

loser being big, honest, slow-witted Carl MacBride. The thefts were slyly executed, for Bruno Hen was as
foxy a half-breed as the North Michigan woods held.
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Ox-like Carl MacBride never suspected.

Not that Carl MacBride liked Bruno Hen. One day big MacBride had come upon Bruno Hen killing a chicker
for dinner. The breed had been choking the chicken to death and taking great glee in prolonging the fowl's
death agonies. After that, Carl MacBride held a suspicion that no more cruel a breed than Bruno Hen range
North Michigan.

The fur market was strong the day Bruno Hen sold. His pelts brought more than he had expected. So he
decided to celebrate.

This decision was his second step toward disaster.

The Atlas Congress of Wonders was showing at Trapper Lake that day. The Atlas did not amount to much
a circus, being financially very much down at the heel. But it was the best Trapper Lake offered. So, by wa
of celebrating, Bruno Hen went to the circus.

That was his third step in the direction of disaster. The fourth pace, taken all unknowingly, was when he
stopped in front of the freak side show.

"Ladies and gentlemen!" bawled the side show barker. "We have here a stupendous, marvelous, awesome
dumbfounding sight! We have here the three most amazing beings ever to come from darkest Africa! Look
them over, good people. Try to make yourselves realize that these monstrosities are actually human. They
called the pinhead men. They are cannibal savages from darkest Africa!"

The Atlas Congress of Wonders was not above faking an occasional wild man or a cannibal, but it chanced
that these pinheads were the genuine articles. They had been brought from Africa by a more affluent circu:
which had then gone bankrupt.

Bruno Hen moved close to the platform to stare at the three pinheads. He had never seen such hideous
humans.

The pinheads were squat, the tallest reaching barely to Bruno Hen's topmost vest button. They were nearly
broad as tall, and they were as black as human skin could practically be. They might have been oversize
monkeys, shaven bare of hair, dyed black, and given a high polish.

The contour of their heads was especially haunting. Instead of being rounded in the fashion considered
normal, the skulls sloped upward to a sharp point. The pin—pointed heads were also very small in proportic
to the rest of their gnarled black bodies.

The pinheads had a trait of casting darting, animal-like looks about them. At times they jumped up and
down, after the fashion of chimpanzees. They emitted caterwauling noises —— apparently their way of
conversing with each other.

Trapper Lake citizens, looking on, probably thought this behavior was part of the circus act. They were
mistaken.

The poor pinheads were beings almost devoid of mentality.
BRUNO HEN looked at the pinheads and grinned from ear to ear. The idea of human beings so handicapp

by nature tickled him. He laughed out loud.
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That laugh was his fifth step toward disaster.

The pinheads stared at Bruno Hen, their attention drawn by the laugh. Bruno Hen's smile was derisive, but
the pinheads did not have the intelligence to realize that. They thought the grin friendly. They smiled back,
jumped up and down, and beat their chests with nubbins of fists. Back in the African bush, that was the way
one showed heart-to—heart friendship.

Bruno Hen thundered another laugh. It was the same kind of a laugh Carl MacBride had heard when he ha
come upon the breed slowly throttling a chicken to satisfy a lust for cruelty.

The utter cruelty of that loud laugh caused the barker to end his spiel abruptly and stare at Bruno Hen. The
barker ran his eyes up and down the breed's person.

In Bruno Hen he saw a bulky lout constructed on the lines of a brown bologna. Bruno Hen's clothing was
frayed, greasy. It never had fitted properly. He wore high deerskin moccasins, obviously made by himself. |
wore a dazzling green hat and a blinding—yellow necktie, both new.

The barker was a pleasant—natured soul. He did not like Bruno Hen's laugh; it sent wintry chills along his
spine. He decided to bullyrag Bruno Hen to persuade him to move on.

The barker sprang to one of the three pinheads, and made an elaborate pretense of listening to the
unintelligible cackle the fellow was making.

"Crowd right up, folks!" he yelled. "An amazing thing has happened! These pinhead cannibals from darkest
Africa claim they have just recognized a member of their tribe who was lost years ago!"

The barker leveled an arm at Bruno Hen. "The pinheads claim this man as their brother tribesman."
The crowd roared its laughter.

The pinheads hopped about, clucked and gobbled. They were just happy. But it looked as if they were
agreeing with the barker. Actually, they couldn't understand a word he said.

Bruno Hen glowered. His fists made big knobs at his side.
A grinning pinhead leveled an arm at the breed and spouted gibberish.

The barker yelled, "The gentleman from Africa declares that any one can tell this man is his brother by
looking at that green hat and yellow necktie."

At this point, to the barker's relief, Bruno Hen stamped off. He yanked his green hat over his eyes and
loosened his yellow necktie, as if it were too tight

Bruno Hen's swarthy neck was purple and he was muttering under his breath. It was a tribute to his stupidit
that he thought the pinheads had said what the barker declared they had. Accordingly, he was very angry \
the pinheads.

Farther down the midway was the strong—man show. A fellow with remarkable muscles stood on the
platform.
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"We have one of the strongest men in the world!" the barker was claiming raucously. "Only ten cents, a dim
a tenth part of a dollar, to see him perform. | might even say this man is the strongest in the world. The onl
other man who might be his equal is Doc Savage. But, unfortunately, this Herculean gentleman and Doc
Savage have never matched strength. We do not know who is actually the stronger."

Bruno Hen scowled blackly.

"You may never see Doc Savage, folks!" yelled the barker, "So step in and see one of the strongest men in
world!"

Bruno Hen tried to remember who Doc Savage was. He seemed to have heard the name before.
Soon the breed came to a show featuring a mental marvel, a fellow who claimed to be able to answer any
guestion asked of him without consulting a reference book. The mental marvel was supposed to know all

things —— or so the barker was saying.

"The only living man who may possibly be a greater mental marvel than this individual, is Doc Savage!"
extolled the barker.

Bruno Hen scratched his head, trying to remember.

"Doc Savage you may never meet, my good people,” the barker howled. "So pay a dime and see the mente
marvel who is almost his equal!"

Abruptly, Bruno Hen remembered who Doc Savage was. He was an almost legendary figure, a man of
mystery, who was reputed to be a superman in strength and mental ability. Doc Savage resided in New Yo
He traveled to the ends of the earth, punishing wrongdoers and helping others out of trouble.

In Trapper Lake stores, Bruno Hen had heard traveling salesmen tell of Doc Savage's fabulous feats.

Little dreaming that Doc Savage —— to whom amazing feats were commonplace events —— was to play an
important part in the future of Trapper Lake, Bruno Hen walked on. He did not give a hoot about the future

Trapper Lake, anyway.

WANDERING OVER the circus grounds, Bruno Hen soon found himself back among the tents and wagons
which the performers used for living quarters.

He came to a stop; his porcine eyes glittered. He put a wide, fatuous grin on his face.
Coming toward him was a young woman with the most striking hair Bruno Hen could recall having seen ——
hair the exact shade of steel. The young woman had it drawn like a tight steel skullcap, with steellike knob:s

over her ears.

She wore boots, laced breeches, and a brilliant red jacket. The garments set off a shapely figure to great
advantage. A shiny metal revolver was belted about her waist,

Bruno Hen was nothing if not bold. He prepared to accost the young woman.

The girl evidently knew the ways of such louts. She veered off and avoided him.
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Not daunted, Bruno Hen followed her. He stopped, however, when he saw the young woman pick up a cha
and calmly climb into a cage with several ferocious—looking maned beasts. These greeted her with ugly ro:

The steel-haired girl was a lion tamer.

Standing back, marveling that the lions did not devour her instantly, Bruno Hen watched the cage as it was
hauled into the Big Top.

Inside the Big Top, the ringmaster was bellowing, "And now we are going to present that extravagant,
unparalleled exhibition of human nerve!" He paused to get the proper drama. "Jean Morris, and her troop ¢
blood-thirsty, untamed lions!"

Bruno Hen loitered about in hopes of getting another glimpse of the young woman with the amazing steel
hair. But she did not appear. He concluded she must have left by another exit.

He got to thinking of the pinheads again, and his rage arose. He stalked off the circus grounds, bought somr
groceries in Trapper Lake and betook himself home.

Bruno Hen had no idea that he had laid almost the full foundation for future disaster.

BRUNO HEN'S cabin was located not far from the shore of lake Superior. The structure was a patchwork o
logs, cheap slab lumber and tar paper. It had one room. An open fireplace served for both warmth and
cooking. There was a window, and plenty of cracks for ventilation.

Except for big, slow—-witted Carl MacBride, who lived half a mile down the lake shore, there were no near
neighbors, There was no telephone, and Bruno Hen took no newspaper.

Hence, when the Atlas Congress of Wonders went bankrupt in Trapper Lake after counting the proceeds of
its last performance, Bruno Hen did not learn of the fact immediately.

The day following his experience at the circus, he expertly robbed a gill net set by Carl MacBride. He took
only such fish as he wished to eat; but instead of leaving the others in the net, he removed them and tosse
them aside. He was not doing the fish a kindness, for he knocked each finny specimen in the head before
discarding it. There was a peculiar twist to Bruno Hen's brain which made him delight in cruelty.

The pretty circus lion tamer haunted his thoughts somewhat. Memory of her steel-hued hair especially stuc
with him.

The next few days Bruno spent in overhauling his canoe, replacing a staved rib or two, and applying a coat
varnish. The fishing season was near. With the coming of summer, he usually traveled south to a district m
inhabited, where he offered his services as a guide.

It was a week to the day after his visit to the circus when Bruno Hen took his next step toward disaster.

He was getting a late supper when he heard a noise. He was frying fish. Over the sputter of grease, he thot
he heard a low moan.

With a quick gesture, he put out the light. Being of an evil nature himself, Bruno always expected the worst

from others. His eyes became accustomed to the murk. Although there was no moon, the sky was cloudle:
and the stars furnished fitful luminance.
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The breed eyed the window. The pane needed washing, but he could discern an object outside. His hair all
but stood on end.

One frenzied leap took Bruno Hen across the cabin to his rifle. He snatched it down, then dashed outside.

The thing at the window had been a hideous apparition, yet vaguely familiar. A cold dew stood on the breec
skin as he squinted into the night.

"Hell" he swore.
The odious specter at the window had been one of the pinhead cannibals.

ALL THREE of the grotesque little black fellows huddled near the window. They trembled after the manner
of frightened animals.

Bruno Hen, seeing that they were very scared of him, felt more bold.

"What d'you want?" he demanded.

The answer was a hooting, clucking conglomeration of sounds. Bruno Hen could understand no word of it.
He could not tell that the unfortunate pinheads, stranded when the circus went broke, were slowly starving.
Unable to speak English, and lacking the intelligence to convey their needs by making signs, the pinheads
were in a predicament.

Bruno Hen scowled at them, thinking of the mortification they had caused him at the circus.

"Get outa here!" he snarled.

The pinheads only waved their arms more vehemently and cackled louder. They were desperate for food. C
kneeled, seeking to grasp Bruno Hen's knees in supplication.

Bruno Hen kicked the pinhead, sending the unfortunate fellow sprawling away.

Apparently pleased by the sound of his foot on human flesh, the breed launched another kick. He struck wi
his rifle barrel, with his fists.

The pinheads, weakened by lack of food, could evade only a few of the blows. Mauled and bleeding, they
finally managed to drag themselves away.

"Il do worse next time you show up!" Bruno Hen bawled after them.

The pinheads disappeared in the timber to the southward. The breed stood in the starlight until he could no
longer hear sounds of their footsteps. Then, chuckling, he entered his cabin.

It was possibly ten minutes later that he heard faint but terrible human screams.

These came from the direction the pinheads had taken. They lasted only a moment, and ended with
unpleasant abruptness.

"Probably two of 'em eatin' the third one," Bruno Hen snorted.
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The breed did not know, but he had just taken his final step toward disaster.

Chapter 2. TERROR

MONTHS PASSED.

Bruno Hen went southward during the fishing season. Pickings as a guide, much to his disgust, proved
slender. Only two short engagements did he obtain in some ten weeks. Finally, there was a third job. This
promised to pay well.

Bruno Hen, however, made the mistake of trying to lift a fat wallet which his temporary employer carried in
hip pocket. Upon being discovered, he narrowly missed getting shot. To evade jail, he was forced to flee b:
to the timber fastnesses out of which he had come.

If stolid Carl MacBride was surprised at Bruno Hen's premature return, he said nothing about it. MacBride's
fish traps had yielded a more abundant catch during the past weeks, but he had failed to attach the true

significance to this.

If Carl MacBride was not surprised at Bruno Hen's early return, he was surprised when the breed paid him
visit a few nights later.

Something was wrong. MacBride could see that as be admitted the breed to his cabin. Bruno Hen's eyes
rolled. He perspired freely, although the night was cool.

There was a noticeable bulge in one of his coat pockets.
"Did you hear anything a few minutes ago?" the breed asked bluntly.

Carl MacBride shook his head. He never used a word where a gesture would do. He had heard only the us
night sounds —- insects and nocturnal birds.

Bruno Hen's next question was more surprising. "What happens when a man goes crazy?"
MacBride did not laugh. "Search me. He has funny ideas, | guess."

"He sees things, huh?"

"I reckon.”

The visitor wiped his forehead with his palm, then swabbed the palm on his corduroy pants. Abruptly, he
thrust a hand in his bulging coat pocket.

He brought out an enormous roll of greenbacks.
"You're the only honest man | know, MacBride," he said. "Want you to do me a favor."

Carl MacBride was a great mountain of a man, reddened by many winds, and with eyes as blue as Lake
Superior itself. He eyed the money placidly.

"Sure, I'll do you a favor," he rumbled. "But | ain't takin' pay for it."
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Bruno Hen placed the money on a table.
"Take it," he directed. "If anything happens to me, use this kale to hire the best detective in the world."
Carl MacBride batted his lake-blue eyes.

"I want the detective to investigate whatever happens to me," Bruno Hen went on. "l want the best damn
detective there is anywhere! Plenty of money here to pay his bill."

MacBride eyed the currency. There were many thousands of dollars in the bank roil. He knew it must be
Bruno Hen's life savings.

"What's got into you?" MacBride rumbled. "This whole talk don't make sense."

Bruno Hen swallowed uneasily, squirming. A flush darkened his swarthy skin. He seemed on the point of
answering.

"Maybe it don't amount to nothin', after all," he mumbled. "But if somethin' happens to me —— hire the
detective.”

"I'l do that," MacBride agreed.

Bruno Hen took his departure, ignoring the slow questions which Carl MacBride asked. The breed carried &
flashlight, and kept this blazing steadily as he made his way through the timber. He washed the beam abol
continuously, seeming to be in deathly fear of some habitant of the darkness.

From the door of his cabin, big Carl MacBride watched the retreating breed. He shook his ponderous head
slowly.

"Somethin' is sure wrong with that guy," he grunted. He fingered the roll of money thoughtfully. "Bruno Hen
kinda acts like he'd seen the devil."

With that last statement, Carl MacBride came far nearer the truth than he dreamed.

HAVING REACHED his shack, Bruno Hen locked himself in. He tore up parts of the floor and spiked the
rough plank across the windows. Loading his rifle, he placed it on the table alongside a fresh box of
cartridges. He charged both barrels of his shotgun, and arranged a little mound of shells. Loading his
revolver, he belted it on.

He did not sleep at all that night; he scarcely sat down. Around and around the hut he paced nervously,
stopping frequently to peer outside through the cracks.

There was a brilliant moon. In the surrounding timber there were no stirrlngs except for the undulating of tre
boughs before a gentle breeze. Out of the far distance came sometimes the squawling uproar of fighting
lynxes; a lonely wolf howled mournfully. The odor of pine came with the breeze.

This peace of the woodland night seemed to soothe Bruno Hen not at all.

Strangely, the breed did not leave his cabin at all the following day. Literally hundreds of times, he peered
outside as if in deadly expectation. It was apparent that he had seen something —— probably on the night

before he visited Carl MacBride —— which had frightened him. The more he thought of what he had seen, th
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more terrified he seemed to become.
Toward noon, he slept a little. He did not sleep that night. The following day, Carl MacBride came over.

"Wondered how you was comin'," MacBride said. Bruno Hen peered out at his neighbor through his barred
window. He did not invite MacBride in. In fact, he said nothing.

MacBride, big and slow moving, ambled around the shack. He noted that the place had been turned into a
fortress.

"Afraid of somebody?" he asked.

The breed scowled. "You git! Tend to your own business."

Not taken back, MacBride grinned pleasantly. "I've got your money, if you want it back."

"Keep that money. If somethin' happens to me, you hire the best detective in the world, like | told you."

"l been readin' in a magazine about a feller that makes a business of helpin' other people out of trouble,"
MacBride offered. "Maybe he'd do."

"What's his name?"
"Doc Savage."

Bruno Hen recalled the flattering references which he had heard the circus side show barkers make to Doc
Savage. A muscular Hercules and a mental marvel, they had termed Doc Savage.

"He'll do," growled the breed.

"0. K.," said MacBride. "But listen, Bruno, what's ailin' you?"

"Nothin'," snarled the breed. "You go 'way."

"You must be nuts," opined Carl MacBride, and took his departure.

By way of paying the good-natured giant back for that last crack, Bruno Hen left his cabin during the
afternoon and raided one of MacBride's fish traps. He selected several choice walleyes, and turned the res

the catch loose. The breed was thoughtful as he slunk back toward his cabin.

"l ought to have told MacBride about what | seen prowlin' around here the other night," he said slowly. "Hell
He would think | was crazy."

Reaching his shack, he fastened himself in securely. Exercise seemed to have lulled his fears somewhat.
He lay down and slept.

The night was well along when Bruno Hen opened his eyes. He lay in a sort of drawn rigidity, listening to
what had aroused him.

It was a strange wind, which seemed to be blowing outside. This came in puffs, regularly spaced.
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The breed shivered from head to foot. The gusty sounds were too peculiar to be made by a natural wind.

Using extreme care to make no noise, Bruno got up. He gripped his rifle in one hand, his shotgun in the oth
He crept to one of the timbered windows and crammed an eye to the crack.

What he saw caused him to shriek out in awful horror.

Jumping back, he lifted his rifle. It was high—powered, intended for bagging moose. He fired. The slug
slapped through the planks as if they had been paper. Again the breed fired. He pumped jacketed lead thre
the wall until the magazine was empty.

Plugging in fresh cartridges, he continued his wild firing.

"It's worse'n it was before," he moaned, referring to the horror outside.

Over the whacking of the rifle and the breed's moaning there sounded a tremendous rending and tearing. T
breed stared upward in ghastly terror.

Parts of the roof of his shack were being torn off. Stout boards split apart or snapped off. Rafters buckled
under some cataclysmic force.

Still firing madly, Bruno retreated to the other side of the cabin.

With a final squawling of withdrawn nails, and a cracking of wood, a section of the roof came off. Something
extended through the aperture.

The breed emitted one squawling shriek after another. He dashed from end to end of the cabin. He was like
trapped rabbit.

The breed's neighbor, Carl MacBride, unlike many big men, was a light sleeper. He heard the yelling and
shooting coming from Bruno Hen's cabin. Leaping up, he yanked on his pacs, grasped a rifle and ran for th
uproar.

Long before he reached the breed's cabin, MacBride heard Bruno Hen's shrieking die. Its termination was ¢
piercing, bleating sound, remindful of a mouse which had been stepped upon.

Arriving at the shack, MacBride found an amazing sight. The structure itself was little more than a great
shapeless wad of timber and planks.

Striking matches for light, he circled the spot. His gaze lighted upon a timber as thick as his leg, and he
whistled softly in amazement; for something snapped off that timber as if it were a match stick.

MacBride stood still, straining his ears. There was an occasional creak from the settling ruin of the cabin.
From out on the lake he thought he heard faint splashing. This was very distant.

No other sound came. The bedlam at the cabin had been so awesome that the night birds, animals, and ins
had been frightened into complete silence.

MacBride now dug into the cabin wreckage. He found a gory wad of a thing. He had to examine it for some
seconds before he would believe it was the earthly remains of Bruno Hen.
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Bruno Hen had been crushed to death in ghastly fashion! Carl MacBride made a slow circle of the cabin an
the vicinity, searching. Then he headed for his own cabin, running.

"This is a job for that Doc Savage!" he muttered,

Chapter 3. PLANE ACQUAINTANCE

MODERN PASSENGER planes are remarkably efficient creations. Not only are they capable of great spee
but the cabins are soundproofed until it is possible to conduct a conversation in ordinary tones. Pretty
hostesses serve coffee and sandwiches.

Big Carl MacBride occupied a seat in one of these passenger ships, as it rushed toward New York. He triec
look nonchalant. He balanced a cup of coffee clumsily on one calloused palm and held a tiny sandwich
between thumb and forefinger of his other hand. Between nibbles and sips, he eyed the surrounding clouds
This was his first time in the air. From impressions gained in a life spent on the ground, he had supposed
clouds were fairly solid things; but he was discovering they were really of a very wispy nature, with hardly
more body than widely diffused cigarette smoke.

A fellow traveler interrupted the bulky woodsman's thoughts.

"l see you like to read back issues of magazines," the fellow remarked.

Cart MacBride turned his head. He saw a tall man with a freckled nose, reddish hair and a reddish mustach
The latter was an artistically waxed creation. The man was attired in a quiet business suit, and looked
prosperous.

The fellow had been perusing a newspaper. This was folded carelessly, and an advertisement was upperm
It was a strange sort of an ad. It consisted simply of large black type in the center of a white space:

BEWARE! THE MONSTERS ARE COMING!

This somewhat unusual advertisement was not in line with Carl MacBride's gaze, however. He failed to see
it.

The big woodsman had always associated freckles with friendly individuals. He smiled, and said: "Sure —— |
the magazine ain't too old, | enjoy it just as much as a late one."

"l notice you were reading about Doc Savage," said the freckled man.

"Yep."

"My name is Caldwell," the fellow traveler introduced himself. "Quite an interesting chap, this Doc Savage."
"Do you know him?" Carl MacBride asked eagerly.

"Oh, no, although I'd rather like to. I've read of his accomplishments. | guess almost every one has heard of
him."

"Yep. He's quite a detective, | reckon."
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"Detective!" laughed Caldwell. "Doc Savage is not a detective."

Carl MacBride's jaw fell. He was shocked. The article in the magazine was all he knew of Doc Savage. He
had judged Doc Savage to be a detective, for the story was one telling how Doc and a group of five assiste
had ferreted out a gang of villains seeking to seize the nitrate industry of the South American country of
Chile.

Believing Doc Savage to be a detective, MacBride was now on his way to ask him to investigate the death
Bruno Hen.

"Not a detective!" he gulped.

"Not exactly," smiled Caldwell. "He is more in the nature of what you would call a trouble-buster. He goes
to the far corners of the earth, metes out justice to evildoers, and helps those in trouble."

Carl MacBride breathed a little bit easier. Doc Savage might be interested in Bruno Hen's death, after all.
"What do you know about Doc Savage?" MacBride asked. "This magazine story didn't tell very much."

"No one seems to know a great deal about Doc Savage," replied Caldwell. "It is general knowledge, howev
that he is a man who has been trained from the cradle for his present purpose in life. The training was don
scientifically by his father, who is now dead. As a result, Doc Savage is almost a superman, both in physica

capabilities and in mentality."

"How do you mean —- physical capabilities and mentality?" Carl MacBride asked vaguely, befuddled by the
——to him —— high-sounding phraseology.

"They say that Doc Savage has developed his muscles until he is the strongest man ever to live," Caidweil
explained. "He has also studied intensively in every branch of science. He has become a mental marvel. Ir
other words, he knows about everything."

The plane dipped sharply.

Caldwell looked over the side. "We're nearing New York City."

Carl MacBride showed little interest in New York City, although he had never seen that impressive
metropolis before. "What else do you know about Doc Savage?" he asked eagerly.

"Well, not much more," Caldwell rejoined amiably. "Doc Savage has five men who help him. Each one of
these is a world—famous expert in some line. One, according to what I've heard, is a chemist, another a
lawyer, and a third is an electrical expert of ability. Of the other two, one is an engineer and the other a
geologist."

"Sounds like some crew!" ejaculated the big woodsman.

Caldwell eyed Carl MacBride. "You seem rather interested in Doc Savage?"

"I am," MacBride grinned. "I'm on my way to see him." Caldwell looked properly impressed at this, his
brows rising in astonishment.

"Imagine!" be ejaculated. "Say, that is the most interesting thing I've beard in a long time."
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Carl MacBride expanded before the flattering tones. He wanted to talk about the strange demise of Bruno
Hen, anyway. He proceeded to do so.

He told the story in detail. Drawing a newspaper from his pocket, he exhibited it.
"I cut that from the Trapper Lake Clarion, as you can see by the name at the top of the sheet," he explainec
Caldwell read the clipping.

"It says here that a peculiar tornado dipped down and demolished Bruno Hen's cabin, killing the breed," he
remarked.

"That newspaper feller done some tall guessin'," MacBride said confidentially. "My cabin ain't very far away
from the breed's place. There weren't no daggone tornado. I'd have heard it. Anyway, the sky was as clear
crystal."

Caldwell returned the clipping. "And You are going to New York to get Doc Savage to investigate?"

"That's right. Bruno Hen gave me the money to do it. It's only fair that | should live up to the promise | made
him."

"Quite true," Caldwell agreed; then broke off to watch a young woman who came down the aisle from the
washroom.

Carl MacBride also eyed the girl. She was a striking vision. She had hair the exact hue of steel. Her travelin
costume, while neat, was somewhat worn. MacBride's contact with pretty girls had been largely from their
pictured faces in magazines. This young woman was as entrancing as any photo he could recall having see

The girl passed the two men without a glance. Her eyes were a steel color that about matched her hair. She
took a seat forward.

A battered traveling bag reposed on the floor beside the girl's seat. Carl MacBride possessed eyesight an
Indian would have envied. He read the writing on the tag appended to the young woman's bag:

JEAN MORRIS THE WORLD'S PREMIER WOMAN LION TAMER THE ATLAS CONGRESS OF
WONDERS

"Atlas Congress of Wonders" had a line drawn through it. Immediately below the circus name was written:
"New York City."

Carl MacBride scratched his head. He remembered that the Atlas Congress of Wonders was the circus whi
had gone broke in Trapper Lake many months before.

MacBride recalled one particular morsel of gossip. There had been three pinhead savages with the strande
circus. These had wandered off and mysteriously disappeared.

"There's the New York airport," said Caldwell, interrupting the woodsman's thoughts.
IN THE excitement of disembarking, Carl MacBride lost track of his friendly traveling acquaintance,

Caldwell.
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Had he been able to watch Caldwell, he would have received a surprise. Caldwell scuttled around to the
deserted side of the field operations office. Hidden there, he opened a large bag which was his only luggac
He unearthed two large, blue automatics, and slung them in bolsters under his armpits. Next came a hand
grenade of the small, fluted type used in the world war. He pocketed this.

The bag yielded a banjo. The round body and the neckpiece of the musical instrument were in separate
sections which clamped together. The banjo actually held an ingenious, silenced gun, which could be fired
simply by plucking one of the banjo strings.

One who knew how could aim this unusual weapon with accuracy, without seeming to do so.

Working rapidly, Caldwell combed out his waxed mustache. He applied a chemical to it' and smeared more
of the same compound in his hair. Mustache and hair turned black. He drew a ragged coat from the bag an
donned it. He sagged his shoulders as he walked.

A stooped musician with a stringy black mustache and black hair got in one of several cabs waiting near by

New York is a city harboring many curious people. The taxi driver thought little of it when his face
guerulously commanded him to wait a few minutes before starting.

Not until Carl MacBride had clambered into a cab and rolled in the direction of the business district, did
Caldwell permit his machine to move. Issuing terse orders, he contrived to follow the hulking woodsman
without calling his driver's attention to what he was doing.

When they had traveled twenty or thirty blocks, Caldwell became sure of their destination. It was Doc
Savage's office. He ordered his conveyance to halt while he entered a telephone booth located in a tobacc
shop. He got a number.

Caldwell and the party he was calling recognized each other's voices. They exchanged no hames.

"Exactly what we were afraid of is happening, boss," Caldwell informed the other. "This lunk of a
backwoodser is on his way to see Doc Savage."

"You sure?" asked the voice at the other end of the wire. "He don't want to go to a lot of trouble taking care
of him, unless it's necessary."

"It's necessary, all right, boss," said Caldwell. "I pumped the guy while we were on the plane. He never
suspected a thing. Came right out and told me the whole story."

"He told you he was on his way to get Doc Savage to investigate what happened to Bruno Hen?"
"That's exactly what he told me."
The voice at the other end swore violently. "We've got to stop him before he gets to Doc Savage."

"I've got a grenade, my gat, and that silenced pistol-and-banjo contraption. I'll be able to stop him at Doc
Savage's office."

"Nothing as reckless as that!" ordered the other. "Can you keep MacBride in sight and nail him somewhere
route?"
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"He's headed straight for New York on the main road. Guess | can overhaul him."

"Do that. Get him on the road somewhere." Caldwell, his deadly banjo tucked under an arm, dashed to his
cab.

"Whoop it up, buddy!" be ordered the driver. "If you get me downtown fast enough, there's an extra twenty i
it for you."

"Get the twenty ready," retorted the driver, and they were off.

Chapter 4. THE KILLER

CARL MACBRIDE had never before visited a city of any consequence. So he stared with great interest as
they approached the cluster of towering skyscrapers. The tremendous size of the structures caused a feeli
awe.

One building in particular reared like a great thorn of gray masonry and shining metal above the spiked top:s
of the other cloud-piercers. Not only was it among the tallest, but its simple, modernistic lines made it far tf
most impressive.

Carl MacBride made a mental note that, before he left New York City, he would go to the top of the
towering, modernistic structure to have a look at the town.

It had not occurred to the big woodsman that he might have difficulty in locating Doc Savage. Up in his
woods country, one had merely to walk into town and inquire for an individual and some one would be able
to point him out. Every one knew everybody else.

It occurred to Carl MacBride that he had better ask where Doc Savage resided.

"How do you find anybody in this town, partner?" he asked the taxi driver.

"Look in the phone hook is one way," was the reply.

"Maybe you know the feller | want to find —— his hame is Doc Savage."

The taxi driver turned to eye his fare, and almost ran off the pavement. He straightened his machine out, th
pointed ahead to the skyscraper which Carl MacBride had admired.

"Everybody knows that guy. He hangs out on the eighty—sixth floor of that building."
The fact that the driver knew the whereabouts of Doc Savage's headquarters did not impress earl MacBride
much as it should have. In New York, the average individual knows only his business acquaintances and

immediate friends.

"You got an appointment to see Doc Savage?" asked the driver, taking advantage of the obvious amiability
his fare to ask questions.

“No. Do | need one?"

It had not occurred to the lumbering woodsman that an appointment might be necessary. In the backwoods
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business appointment was a rarity. There was time for everything.

"I don't know Doc Savage personally,” the taxi driver said. "lI've seen him a time or two. He's a big shot, so
you'd better get an appointment.”

"How'll I go about doing that?"

"Phone him."

"Stop off somewhere," Carl MacBride commanded. "Guess I'll call him."

The cab pulled up in a filling station which displayed a public telephone booth sign.

A NEWSBNOY loitering at the filling station in hopes of making a sale, ran out.

"Read the latest mystery advertisement about the coming of the monsters!" he shouted.

Curious, Carl MacBride bought a paper. The "mystery" ad was in black type in a square, white space. It rea
WARNING! WATCH OUT FOR THE MONSTERS!

"What's this mean?" the woodsman asked.

"Nobody knows," replied the newsboy. "Newspapers all over the country been gettin' them advertisements |
the mail, along with money to pay for their insertion. It may be a movie stunt —— to get people talkin' about

some picture that'll come out soon."

Carl MacBride frowned and tucked the paper in a pocket. He entered the booth and thumbed through the
directory until he found Doc Savage's name.

The telephone was a dial type. He was unfamiliar with the dial device, and had some trouble with it.
Eventually, however, he got his number.

The voice which came to his ears was one so profoundly impressive that he knew instinctively that the
speaker must be Doc Savage. The tones were deep, vibrant with controlled power. MacBride had never
before heard a telephone receiver reproduce with such distinctness.

"l want an appointment with you, Mr. Savage," said the woodsman. "It's something mighty important. My
name is MacBride.

"You do not need an appointment,” Doc informed him. "Feel perfectly free to see me at any time."
MacBride reflected that the driver had given him some bum advice.

"I'll be right up," he said.

"Is your business something you would care to discuss over the telephone?" Doc Savage asked.
MacBride was so impressed by the remarkable voice that he did not answer for a moment.

"I'd rather tell you in person," he said finally.
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"Very well."
The telephone conversation terminated.

MacBride went to his cab. The machine moved toward the towering skyscraper which was Doc Savage's
headquarters.

Big Carl MacBride did not know it, but this chance pause to telephone was instrumental in prolonging his
life. Caldwell had passed without observing the big woodsman in the filling station phone booth. Even now,
the murderous Caldwell was hugging his death—dealing banjo, and cursing.

"I've lost the big lunk somewhere," he gritted. "Well, hell! I'll have to catch him at Doc Savage's office, after
all.”

CARL MACBRIDE was even more impressed by the big skyscraper which housed Doc Savage's office,
when he alighted before it. Head back, mouth open, MacBride peered upward When he entered the lobby,
magnificence of the ornate place made him feel mouselike.

His amazement at sight of the great building accounted for the big man's failure to note a fellow with black

hair and black mustache who carried a banjo and lurked in a corner of the lobby. MacBride lumbered into &
elevator.

"Doc Savage's office," he said.

He was promptly rushed to the eighty—sixth floor. He found a door which bore, in very small bronze letters,
the name:

CLARK SAVAGE, JR.

There was a button, but few persons had doorbells where Carl MacBride came from. He rapped the door w
his knuckles in the good old-fashioned way.

The door opened.

The unusual voice over the telephone had partially prepared Carl MacBride for the sight of an unusual
personage when he confronted Doc Savage. Even then, the bronze man was so far beyond expectations tf
MacBride gaped in amazement.

Doc Savage had evidently opened the door by some mechanical means. He stood, not near the panel, but
some feet from it — in the middle of a great office. This was fitted with a costly inlaid table, an enormous
safe, and a number of comfortable chairs.

That the bronze man possessed amazing physical strength was evident from the enormous tendons which
bundled his neck and cabled his hands. He was a giant; but his proportions were symmetrical, and standing
the massively furnished office, he seemed little larger than an ordinary man.

The mighty bronze man's eyes held Carl MacBride's attention. They were strangely impressive, those eyes
They had the appearance of tiny pools of flake gold which eddied and whirled continuously.

The bronze of Doc Savage's hair was somewhat darker than the bronze of his skin. He was attired in quiet
business garb.
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"Doc Savage?" asked Carl MacBride, although he knew he was confronting the man he sought.
"Right," confirmed the remarkable man of bronze. Carl MacBride took a step into the office.

An elevator door down the corridor opened. A man popped out He had a black mustache, dark hair, and
carried a banjo. He raised the banjo to the level of his eyes and gave one of the strings a forcible pluck.

There was a chunging sound —- it might have been a man emitting one harsh cough. A tongue of flame
leaped from an almost indistinguishable round hole in the side of the banjo.

Carl MacBride opened his mouth wide, and a crimson flood came out. His knees buckled. His hands clamp
to the back of his neck, where a bullet from Caldwell's deadly silenced gun had clubbed a hole.

He slammed face down upon the floor. MacBride felt no pain from the impact, for he was dead.

Chapter 5. THE CLIPPING

CALDWELL, THE killer, was in a position where he could view Doc Savage's office. He saw the giant
bronze man, got a most unnerving look at the weird golden eyes. He realized that Doc, having witnessed th
killing, was a menace.

Caldwell darted his banjo weapon m Doc Savage's direction and plucked the trigger—string. The concealed
gun lipped powder flame and slugs.

Caldwell's eyes threatened to jump from their sockets. A weird thing had happened to his bullet. It had
disintegrated in a grayish lead puff in mid—air, some feet inside the door.

He fired the hidden gun until it was empty. He wrenched out his two automatics and squeezed the weapon:
the office door. They convulsed thunderously, and spouted empty cartridges.

To all of the bullets the same fantastic thing happened. They splashed into innumerable fragments in mid—¢
or became shapeless blobs which fell back to the floor.

Caldwell spun and fled. He dived into an elevator, menaced the attendant with his gun and forced an instan
descent.

As the cage sank, Caldwell heard a fragment of weird sound. The note was not loud, yet it penetrated to the
descending elevator with remarkable clarity. It seemed without definite source; it might have been a produc
of the movement of the very air itself past the sinking cage. It was not a whistle, nor did it seem quite the
emanation of vocal chords. A mellow trilling which defied description, the sound trickled up and down the
musical scale.

Caldwell, unable to define the note, dismissed it as a freakish trick played by his own ears.
He was wrong. The strange, undulating note was the sound of Doc Savage. It was the small unconscious
thing which the bronze man did in moments of stress —— when thinking, or surprised, or contemplating som

unusual procedure.

AN ONLOOKER, knowing Doc Savage, and cognizant of the mighty bronze man's abilities, would have
expected pursuit of Caldwell. At Doc Savage's disposal here on the eighty-sixth floor, was a high—speed
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elevator capable of dropping the bronze man to the lobby level before Caldwell could arrive.

Doc did not pursue the slayer. Instead, he moved into a room adjoining the office. The walls of this chambe
were banked with book shelves. Massive cases laden with ponderous tomes stood thickly on the floor. It w
Doc Savage's library, and it held one of the most complete collections of scientific works in existence.

The bronze man seemed to be moving without hurry, but his speed was surprising.

Beyond the library was another vast room. This held glittering arrays of bottled chemicals, banks of test
tubes, retorts and filtering devices. Electric furnaces and costly metalworking tools occupied the floor spac

In the center of the great workshop—laboratory Doc Savage halted. He stood before a paneled cabinet. A
microphone dangled in front of this. Inset in the cabinet was a square panel that resembled frosted glass.

Doc spoke into the microphone. "Did you see what just happened in the outer office?"

From a loud-speaker, the grilled throat of which was almost unnoticeable on the side of the cabinet, the ref
came. It was couched in a tiny, almost babylike voice.

"We did,"” said the small voice. "Ham and me both saw it. And we're off."
Doc Savage reached over and flicked a switch. Upon the panel of frosted glass a picture appeared. It depic
cold concrete floors, wails, and an array of parked automobiles. There was a door in this pictured room. Tw
men were just diving through it, making a wild departure from the place.
Doc switched off the televisor—phone with which he had communicated with those two men. He returned to
the outer office. Here also, but concealed cleverly in the wails, was another televisor-phone. This one had

transmitted an image of what had occurred in the office to the two men to whom Doc had spoken.

Doc Savage and his five men were accustomed to keep each other in view with these devices whenever
convenient. Thus they could withess danger which might threaten each other.

They had many enemies.

In approaching the lifeless body of Carl MacBride, Doc circled widely to avoid the agency which had cause
Caldwell's bullets to mushroom so mysteriously in mid-air.

It was nothing more mysterious than an upright sheet of clear bullet—proof glass.

Due to the fact that he had many enemies, it was Doc's custom to first greet strangers from behind this
unnoticeable shield.

THE GIANT man of bronze closed his office door to avoid the notice of passers—by in the corridor. Then he
examined the body of the unfortunate Carl MacBride.

The first thing Doc brought to light was that the enormous roll of bills which Bruno Hen had given the big
woodsman. He. riffled through the money. In the act of doing this, his nostrils quivered slightly. He lifted the
bundle of currency and gave it an olfactory test.

Doc Savage had a daily exercise routine of two hours which he had taken unfailingly from childhood. The
exercises were scientifically designed to develop his every sense
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touch, hearing, sight, the sense of smell, and taste. His faculties were far beyond those of an ordinary man.
Doc identified the odor easily, faint though it was. The scent of musk!

Continuing his examination, he brought out a newspaper clipping —— the one Carl MacBride had shown his
plane acquaintance, Caldwell. After noting that it was from a Trapper Lake, Michigan, paper, Doc read it:

TRAPPER LAKE MAN VICTIM OF WEIRD TORNADO

Bruno Hen, trapper and fisherman residing near the lake shore five miles north of Trapper Lake, met death
last night in what authorities have decided was a freak cyclone. Hen was found crushed to death in his
demolished cabin by Carl MacBride, a neighbor.

MacBride, it is reported, heard sounds from the direction of Bruno Hen's cabin. Rushing to the spot, he four
his neighbor dead in the wreckage of his home.

MacBride reported that he saw no evidences of a tornado, and that it was a moonlight night.

The coroner and the sheriff, however, point out that a tornado is the only explanation for the demolished
condition in which the cabin was found.

The tornado apparently dipped suddenly upon the exact spot where the cabin stood. After annihilating the
building, the twister tore up brush and smashed down small trees over a narrow path to the lake's edge. Tt
storm evidently progressed out over Lake Superior without doing more damage.

Bruno Hen, it will be remembered, a few months ago sold the largest collection of muskrat pelts trapped in
this vicinity in a long time.

AFTER HE finished reading, Doc Savage's fantastic trilling sound came into being. So low as to be scarcel
audible, it existed for three or four seconds, then ebbed away.

Bruno Hen had sold muskrat pelts. The scent on the roll of bills was musk, such as would be put there by tt
pawing of hands which had skinned muskrats.

Doc Savage carried the bills into the laboratory and used a finger—printing outfit upon them. He discovered
few of Carl MacBride's prints upon the bills, but the preponderance of handling had been by another set of
fingers.

Having found musk odor on bills which Carl MacBride had hardly touched, and which were thick with the
other finger prints, Doc felt there was a likelihood that the money had originally been the property of Bruno
Hen.

The giant bronze man returned to his search of the body. The dated stub of an airways ticket showed that C
MacBride had come to New York by plane; that day.

DOC BROUGHT out the newspaper which Carl MacBride had purchased in the filling station. MacBride
was a laborious reader, and in perusing the strange advertisement regarding the giants, had traced the wor
with a finger nail. The indentations were plainly discernible:

WARNING! WATCH OUT FOR THE MONSTERS!
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Doc Savage studied this with no little interest. Then he went to the library, and came back bearing a tray. T
contained newspaper clippings.

One, from a Detroit paper, read:

BEWARE! THE MONSTERS BRING DEATH AND DESTRUCTION!
Another, from a Chicago paper, stated:

TERROR! THAT IS WHAT THE MONSTERS BRING!

There were numerous others, all in like vein. In no ease were the advertisements signed. They came from
newspapers in Cleveland, St. Louis —— every city of consequence in the country.

Doc Savage sorted over these thoughtfully. His fingers, sensitive and possessed of a dazzling speed, for al
their superhuman strength, turned to the clipping concerning the weird death of Bruno Hen.

The giant man of bronze made it his business to keep tab on all strange circumstances. Thus did he
sometimes see danger before it struck.

He had collected these "monster" clippings because their very nature was sinister. Doc had newspaper
connections.

Through them he had learned that no one actually knew what was behind the "monster" advertisements. It
was no motion picture press agent's build-up.

The ads simply came in the mail, with money to pay for their insertion. And in each case, the ads had been
mailed from Trapper Lake, Michigan.

Chapter 6. MYSTERY MANSE

IT WAS more than an hour later when the telephone buzzer whined and Doc Savage picked up the
instrument.

The tiny childlike voice which had spoken to him from the televisor—phone in the laboratory came over the
wire.

"At the junction of Hill Road and the Hudson Turnpike, in New Jersey," said the small tones.

"Be right out™ Doc replied, and hung up.

The bronze man took his private high—speed elevator to the skyscraper basement. This lift was the product
his inventive genius, and operated at hair-lifting speed.

Stepping from the elevator, Doc entered his basement garage. This was the chamber with the array of park
cars which had appeared on the scanning Screen of the televisorphone.

For his immediate purpose Doc chose a long, somberly colored roadster. This machine, as he wheeled it u

the street, showed by its acceleration that the hood housed a powerful engine. Wending through traffic, it
attracted no attention, due to its quiet hue.
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Not so the bronze man. Scarcely a glance rested upon him that did not become a stare, so striking was the
picture he presented.

The roadster swept over George Washington bridge, which connects Manhattan Island with New Jersey.
When traffic thinned, the machine increased speed. It traveled just within the bounds of safety.

Several times, traffic policemen sprang into startled life as the car moaned past; but they subsided upon
observing the occupant. The greenest rookie knew there was an imperative order out to extend to this mar
bronze. every possible co—operation.

Hill Road ran east and west, and the Hudson Turnpike was a north and south thoroughfare. The two
intersected in a nest of filling stations and hot-dog stands.

Doc Savage pulled into a gasoline station at the intersection and ordered fuel.

A few yards distant, a crowd of excited children surrounded a man whose appearance was nothing if not
startling. He came near bearing more resemblance to an ape than to a man. His furry hands dangled on be
of arms well below his knees. He had a little nubbin of a head. His hair grew back from his eyebrows. The
huge simian fellow's face was likeable, although entirely homely.

This pleasantly ugly personage was amusing the kids by calmly folding pennies between a hairy thumb anc
forefinger. The feat of strength he performed without great exertion.

The gorilla of a man hardly glanced in Doc's direction. He ceased performing for the amusement of the
children and entered a large sedan which stood near by. He drove westward along Hill Road.

Doc Savage, having paid for his tank of fuel, also rolled westward along Hill Road. He topped the first hill. It
the valley beyond, the gorillalike man had stopped his car.

Doc came to a halt alongside the simian one. "Where's Ham, Monk?" he queried.

Monk grinned, showing a tremendous array of large white teeth. His head seemed to disappear entirely
behind the grin; certainly, there did not seem to be room for much intelligence in his head.

His looks belied the truth, however. He was Lieutenant Colonel Andrew Blodgett Mayfair, whose ability as
an industrial chemist had brought him worldwide fame and a fortune in money.

MONK WAS one of a group of five who had associated themselves with Doc Savage. These five men were
all capable of commanding high monetary returns, had they chosen to exercise the professions at which the
were skilled. But they loved adventure. Possessing ample wealth, they had thrown in with Doc Savage in h
career of punishing evildoers in the far corners of the earth.

Monk pointed down Hill Road. "We trailed the killer to a kind of a funny-lookin' country estate. Ham's
watchin' the place. We better go on afoot."

Doc switched off the roadster motor. So silently had it operated at idling speed that cessation of movement
the ammeter needle was all that showed the cylinders had ceased firing.

The two men strode along Hill Road, leaving the cars drawn into weeds beside the highway.
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"We had the televisor from your office to the basement garage turned on while we were working on a car,"
Monk said. "We thought you might want us or something. It was lucky we did. We saw the killing, and got ¢
good look at the guy who did it. We caught sight of him as he left the building."

Doc nodded. "I figured you would have the televisor—phone turned on."

Monk was puzzled. He scratched his knob of a head and eyed the giant bronze man curiously. "Wonder wt
that guy.was killed," he offered.

"To shut his mouth, obviously," Doc Savage replied. "The killer may have been a hired slayer. That's why |
allowed him to escape —— so you fellows could trail him to the man who hired him, if any."

Monk nodded as he waddled along. His legs were so bowed that his gait was grotesque; he seemed
momentarily on the verge of taking to all fours.

"Any idea what's behind it?"
"Remember the mysterious advertisements which have been appearing in newspapers recently?" Doc quel
"You mean that 'Beware the Monsters!" stuff?"

"That's it. Those ads were mailed to newspapers all over the country. They were postmarked, every one of
them, as being mailed from Trapper Lake, Michigan."

MONK SQUINTED his small eyes. He had known of the "monster" advertisements, but had not been aware
that they had been mailed from Trapper Lake. Doc, he realized, had unearthed this fact in the course of his
usual checking on things which 'night be of sinister nature.

"Why'd the murdered man want to see you, Doc?"

"Possibly concerning the mysterious death of a trapper named Bruno Hen, near Trapper Lake," Doc replied
"He had a clipping concerning the Bruno Hen death in his pocket."

"What about Bruno Hen's death?"

""He perished, according to the report of the local officers, in a mysterious tornado which struck on a
moonlight night, and did nothing but demolish Bruno Hen's shack and tear a path to the nearby lake."

"Queer tornado!" Monk grunted.

"A neighbor claimed there was no tornado. His name was Carl MacBride —— the man who was killed at our
office door."

"Huh! If not a tornado, what did he claim it was?"
"The clipping didn't say."

Monk squinted ahead. His small eyes in repose were nearly invisible so deeply were they sunk in their pits
gristle.
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Hill Road at this point was seldom traveled, due probably to the fact that its macadam surface was
uncomfortably roughened by the weather. Untended brush made a wall on either side.

"That shyster lawyer, Ham, should be waiting along here somewhere," Monk declared, his small voice
pitched even lower than usual.

The gentleman to whom Monk referred in such undignified terms promptly stepped out of the brush. He wa:
Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks, one of the most astute lawyers ever to be graduated from
Harvard.

"You homely missing link!" Ham whispered irately at Monk. "One of these days I'm going to skin you and
make a red fur rug!"

Ham was slender, slim-waisted, quick—-moving. His clothing was absolute sartorial perfection. He was a
tailor's dream.

In his right hand Ham carried a black cane. Ham was rarely seen without this.
The unlovely Monk turned an innocent look on the enraged Ham.
"Always threatenin' me!" he complained in low tones. "What's on your mind now?"

Ham shook his cane in the air and turned purple. He was not, however, making undue noise with his
dramatics.

"You left that infernal pig behind and had him follow me around!"
Monk seemed grieved.

"Habeas Corpus must be takin' a fancy to you," he groaned. "I never thought that pig would stoop so low as
to associate with a shyster lawyer."

At this point, Habeas Corpus walked out of the brush. A more astounding—looking specimen of the pig
family than Habeas would be difficult to find. The pig was under-sized, razor-backed. He had the legs of a
dog and ears so large as to resemble wings.

Habeas eyed the dapper Ham, emitted a friendly grunt and ambled toward the lawyer. Ham launched a
spiteful toe at the pig. In dodging this, Habeas displayed an agility as surprising as his appearance.

Habeas was Monk's pet. The homely chemist had trained the pig until the porker seemed to possess a
near—human intelligence.

Doc, low-voiced, interrupted what amounted to a perpetual quarrel. "Where's the killer, Ham?" he asked.

"He went into a funny-looking place over the hill." Doc noted the appellation, "funny-looking." Both Monk
and Ham had used it.

"What do you mean —— funny-looking?"

Ham, like many orators, had a habit of making gestures when he spoke. He gestured now, although his wo
were whispered.
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"We're in the country," he said. "There's no reason for anybody having a high wall around his place. But
there's one around this joint. It's at least forty feet high."

"Forty!"

"Every inch of that." Monk entered the conversation with his small voice. "l ask you, Doc —— what does any
one want with a forty—foot wall out here in the country?"

"I walked around the place," Ham said, scowling at Habeas Corpus. "There's only one entrance. That's
secured by the strongest steel gate | have ever seen."

Doc Savage did not comment on the somewhat startling revelations. He went forward.

Monk and Ham trailed him. They exchanged throat—cutting looks. Actually, either of them would have
sacrificed his life for the safety of the other, should necessity for such an act materialize.

The pig, flopping big ears at Monk's heels, grunted contentedly.
"Put on the muffler, Habeas," Monk directed.

Obediently, the pig fell silent.

Chapter 7. THE ELECTRIFIED NET

AS DOC and his two aids topped the hill, the mysterious wall came into view.
"Some joint, eh?" Ham suggested.

The wall was so high as to conceal whatever lay behind it. A somber barrier of gray, it was altogether
forbidding.

"Concrete," Ham offered softly.

They left the road. The brush was high: it grew thickly. They eased through the leafy maze with little sound,
and came to the gate in the wall —— the only gap, according to Monk and Ham.

This gate was notable for its size, being fully fifteen feet Wide and equally as high.

Monk breathed, "Look at the size of the bars."

Monk possessed furry wrists almost twice as thick as those of an ordinary man. The gate bars were of a
diameter about equal to his wrists. The gigantic gate was supported by a multiple array of ponderous hinge

Apparently, it opened and closed through the medium of machinery.

"They wouldn't need bars a fraction of that size to hold elephants," Ham said. He ran a finger thoughtfully u
and down the glistening black length of his cane.

Doc Savage listened for a time, but detected no sound. He moved along the wall, eyes ranging its towering

height. When he had circled the place completely, he had proven Monk and Ham's declaration that there \
only one entrance.
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The wall did not enclose much of an area.

Doc Savage withdrew with his two men to a point remote from the gate of giant bars.

From within his clothing the bronze man produced a collapsible metal grapple hook. To the shank of this we
secured a long silk cord. He sprung the book open, then tossed it upward expertly. The grapple fastened it
somewhere on the opposite side of the wall.

Doc mounted the thin cord with an amazing ease and speed.

Nearing the crest, he slackened his pace. From a pocket came a tiny periscopic device. This instrument he
put to frequent use in the past. Its barrel was little larger than a match; the average eye would fail to detect
projecting above the wall. Its tiny lenses were finely ground; its functioning was almost equal to that of a
larger instrument.

Doc jutted the periscope above the wail, not showing himself.

What he saw brought forth the weird trilling note which was characteristic of the bronze man.

He swung atop the wall. Crouching there, he gestured to Monk and Ham, directing them to ascend the corc
Monk grasped the thin thread. The hairy chemist had bent copper pennies quite easily for the amusement ¢
the children. Great as was his strength, however, he could barely cope with the task of mounting the silk
thread —— a feat which Doc had accomplished with ease. Monk was perspiring prodigiously from the effort
when he reached the top.

Monk had buttoned the pig, Habeas Corpus, inside his coat.

Ham struggled valiantly to mount the silk line. But his most Herculean efforts got him less than ten feet fron
the ground. His hands became sweated and he slipped back.

Doc made gestures indicating that the lawyer should tie the cord under his arms. This done, Doc hauled hir
upward.

The three men surveyed the enclosure.
"For the love of mud!" Monk gulped. "What kind of place is this, anyway?"

STRETCHED OVER the walled area was a huge, crisscrossed net of copper cables. The cables were near
three inches in thickness. Their mesh measured nearly a yard.

"I don't 'understand this!" Ham muttered. The lawyer had retained a grip on his cane as he was hauled up:
Now he gave the cane handle a twist, and withdrew a long, slender blade of steel.

Ham's innocent-looking black stick was a sword cane.

"Notice that the cables are insulated from each other,"” Doc said.

These insulators were substantial affairs of a brown dielectric composition.
"The cables are built to carry a high—voltage electric current," Monk decided.
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"Don't touch them," Doc warned. "They may be charged."
"What gets me, is the solidness of the construction," Ham mused.
From the gigantic net, they dropped their attention to what lay below.

Beneath the net stood a house of native stone. It was vast; undoubtedly old. Its state of repair was good. It
was two stories in height, the roof top aimost reaching the thick cables.

"I'll bet that place has fifty or sixty rooms," Monk muttered, and held Habeas by an ear to keep him away
from the insulated copper hawsers.

Untended shrubbery surrounded the house. It was carelessly crushed down at some points. Nowhere was
there sign of life.

"We make swell targets up here," Ham said grimly.

The grapple had hooked on the wall lip. Dangling it by the silk cord, which was not a conductor of electricity
Doc used the hook to short—circuit two of the crisscrossing cables.

There was a crackle and a blue—hot spark. The big net was electrified!

"Enough of a current to kill a man, if you ask me!" Monk grunted.

"You fellows keep an eye on the place," Doc suggested. Monk and Ham nodded. From their clothing they
drew weapons which resembled slightly oversize automatic pistols. They were fitted with drum magazines,
and the mechanism looked somewhat intricate.

These were superfiring machine guns perfected by Doc. Their rate of fire was so rapid that their roar was lil
the hoarse song of a gigantic bass fiddle. In addition, the slugs which they discharged did not produce fata

wounds, being "mercy bullets" charged with a drug which brought only unconsciousness.

Doc Savage calculated briefly, then sprang outward upon the spreading copper net. He went forward in a
series of agile leaps, maintaining perfect balance.

His position was dangerous. Should he touch two of the metal hawsers simultaneously, death by electrocut
would be almost certain. He was safe as long as he poised on only one conductor at a time, just as a bird «
perch, unharmed, on a high tension power line.

Soon he was over the house roof. The net mesh was amply large to permit him to drop through. He did so,
executing the move with a batlike quietness. The roof shingles were very old.

The bronze man listened for a time. His ears, attuned to the keenness of a wild animal's, detected vague
stirrings. There was also an odor —— a beasty odor.

Doc worked down the steep slope of the roof. From eaves to ground was an appalling drop. He took it with
the casual ease of a great, tawny cat. Leaves fluttered slightly as he landed in the shrubbery.

Doc's two men still crouched on the wall, alert. Monk shook his small head, indicating he had seen no dang
astir.
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The shrubbery, unclipped for months, was over Doc's head at points.
From the wall crest, Monk howled, "'Look —— "
A rifle sounded from a window of the house.

To his remarkable vision, developed and kept sharp by scientific methods, Doc owed his life. He saw the rif
barrel even before Monk perceived it and started his yell of warning.

Doc saw the face behind the gun —- the visage of the man who had killed Carl MacBride.

A split second before the gun discharged, Doc veered left.. The bullet chopped shrilly at the space he had
vacated. Seeming not to slacken his pace at a", the bronze man gained a sheltering corner of the house.

FROM THE top of the wall came an abrupt, almost deafening moan. Monk and Ham had put their
supermachine pistols in action.

The rifleman ducked from view so quickly, that he was unhit.

Monk and Ham hastily made the grappling hook fast and slid down the silk cord. They used care not to touc
the charged copper cables. Monk had his pet pig under an arm.

Ham came up, sword cane unsheathed. Monk lumbered on his heels. The pig, Habeas, trailing Monk, was
excited as the simian chemist.

"We'd better get inside," Doc said crisply. " That fellow may try to use his rifle from another window."

The bronze man reached a window and gave the sash a rap with his palm. Glass fell with a brittle clanging.
Doc crawled in through the opening.

Ham and Monk kept at his heels. The homely chemist grabbed Habeas by an ear and hoisted him inside.
The room in which they found themselves was large, apparently a smoking room. The chairs were
upholstered in leather; the furniture was massive, dark. A thick layer of dust reposed over everything.
Cigarette stubs were scattered about with great carelessness for the well-being of the furniture.

Not for a long time had the place received a cleaning.

Doc yanked open a door. It gave into a hallway. This, too, needed cleaning.

The men went down the hallway, making no attempt at silence, except when pausing to use their ears. But
sound did they hear; nor did they see any one.

They came to the room from which the rifle had been fired. An empty, high—powered cartridge shell lay on
the floor. It reeked of burned powder.

The rifleman had fled.
A scuffling sound led the trio toward the upstairs regions. They mounted stairs which were carpeted. From
the carpet nap their feet knocked up little puffs of dust. It had been long uncleaned. At the top they found a

corridor lined with many doors. Passages branched off from it.
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"You'd think this place was a hotel," Monk breathed.
To their left a door opened. The bright metal snout of a pistol poked out.

A determined feminine voice said, "Don't move!"

Chapter 8. THE EX-LION-TAMER

THE YOUNG woman was tall. A plain traveling frock set off the enticing curves of her form almost as
effectively as would have an evening dress.

Her hair was her really striking feature. Young women with attractive figures were fairly common. Not so
hair such as this. It was the shade of steel. And the young woman's eyes were as metallic as her hair.

Doc acted while her command still echoed. His hand drifted with blinding speed to Ham's sword cane.
Surprise had slackened the dapper lawyer's clutch on the weapon. Doc swept it from his hand and flung it,
hilt first.

The hilt hit the girl's gun hand. She squealed and dropped her gun, then sought to recover it.

Lunging, Doc scooped up the gun before she got it. His fingers banded the young woman's wrist, not tightly
enough to inflict pain, but with a firmness which prevented her flight.

The girl threw back her head and shrieked. There was splintering terror in her voice.
"I'll do it!" she wailed. "I'll do it!"

That she was genuinely frightened, Doc could tell by her trembling. Her firm muscles quivered under his
clutch.

"Where's the fellow who shot at us?" he demanded. The girl looked surprised. Her struggling ceased. "Wha
—— what —— " She seemed bewildered. "You mean —- you're not one of them?"

"Who are you?" Doc asked her.

The girl stared distrustfully. She seemed a bit more at ease when Doc released her wrists.
"My name is Jean Morris," she explained.

The name meant nothing to Doc. This was the first time he had heard it

"I'm a circus lion—tamer by profession," Jean Morris elaborated. "My last job was with the Atlas Congress of
Wonders. It went broke in Michigan."

"Not at Trapper Lake?" Doc asked sharply.
"How did you know?"

"Do you know a man named Carl MacBride?" Doc queried, instead of answering her.
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The girl's burnished-steel head shook a negative. "No."

Monk now addressed Habeas Corpus. "Go hunt 'em, Ha. beas. Hunt 'em up!"

The pig trotted off.

The girl stared after the pig, surprised at the unlovely porker's prompt obedience.

"l got 'im trained until he's better'n a bloodhound," Monk grinned.

Doc entered the room from which the young woman had accosted them. It was a bedroom, bleakly furnishe
The mattress was missing from the bed; there were no curtains at the windows. Long disuse was apparent
everywhere.

Doc crossed to a windowly in need of washing. Looking out, he found he could keep an eye on the gate.
Monk stationed himself in the door, apparently waiting for the return of his pig, Habeas Corpus.

"How did you get here?" Doc asked the young woman.

Her eyes snapped. "In answer to an ad in a circus trade journal —— an ad offering a job to any one who coul
speak the language of the pinhead tribe of African natives."

"You speak it?"

"I do —— a little. There were three pinheads with the Atlas Congress of Wonders. They were pitiful little
fellows. They used to follow me around like three black dogs. | learned to speak some of their language.”

Doc Savage's features indicated neither belief nor disbelief. He asked, "When did you come to New York?"

"To—-day, by plane. | had been directed by telegram." She thrust her fingers into a tiny pocket in her frock ar
brought out a folded yellow paper. "Here it is" —— handing it to Doc.

Doc accepted the wire, and read the contents.
J MORRIS CARE OF GUIDE'S HOTEL TRAPPER LAKE MICHIGAN

JOB YOURS STOP CATCH PLANE IMMEDIATELY FOR NEW YORK AND COME TO MY HOME
ON HILL ROAD NORTH OF CITY GRISWOLD ROCK

"Does Griswold Rock own this place?" asked Doc.

"A taxi driver told me he did," the girl replied.

Monk had been listening for the return of Habeas. Now he glanced at the girl.

"That name —— Griswold Rock —- sounds kinda familiar," he said.

"Griswold Rock is president and chief stockholder of a small railroad which serves northern Michigan," Doc

said. "He is well known."
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"There are several men here," said the girl. "l don't think | saw Griswold Rock, though."

"You said there were three pinheads with the Atlas Congress of Wonders," Doc reminded the young womat
"What became of them?"

"They disappeared. They wandered into the country, and that was the last heard of them."

"How long ago?"

"Almost a year."

"Then the circus did not go broke recently?"

"Oh, no, it went on the rocks months ago. | have been working in Trapper Lake as a waitress."

With a slow gesture, Doc Savage indicated the high wall and the mysterious net of copper hawsers.

"Have you any idea about the meaning of all this?"

"No," the girl shuddered, "the place gives me the jitters."

"SOMETHING MUST'VE happened to Habeas Corpus," Monk groaned.

"You three stay here," Doc directed. Then he was gone down the stairway into the lower regions of the hou

Reaching the library, he glanced about. The furnishings, while old—fashioned, were not cheap. Condition
here, as elsewhere in the house, indicated months of cleaning neglected.

The library was empty of life.

Doc crossed to a ponderous desk which' was something of an antique. Letters littered the top of it. More
letters, obviously containing advertising matter, had been flung upon the floor.

Doc ran through the epistles. All were addressed to the same individual: "Griswold Rock."

Doc read several missives. They pertained to routine operation of the railroad with which Griswold Rock wa
associated.

One thing was evident from the text of the missives. Griswold Rock had been operating the railroad from
seclusion. It seemed that he had not visited the offices during recent months, but had handled all business
letter, telephone and telegraph. Just why this somewhat peculiar condition should exist, the communication
gave no hint,

Doc left the library and continued his hunt.

Monk's pet pig should have returned long ago. The fact that Habeas had not appeared was ominous.

Doc Savage examined a kitchen, a dining room, and a large pantry without finding any one. He did, howeve
note an enormous food supply. This indicated some tremendous eaters were around.
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Doc dropped to all fours and pressed an ear to the floor. The wood brought faint noises from somewhere in
the house. But they were too vague to be located.

Glancing from a window, Doc noted ruts which seemed to be auto truck tracks, swinging from the great
barred gate and terminating against one wing of the house. This particular wing was windowless, little mort
than a great wooden box.

The peculiarity of the construction was interesting.

Doc Savage worked in that direction. His intention was to investigate the box of a room.

A door barred his progress. He tested it with his shoulder. Judging from its solidity, the panel must be
armored on the other side with sheet steel.

There was no peering through the keyhole. It was covered on the opposite side by a swinging shield. This
refused to move when Doc probed it with a slender metal instrument which he extracted from a pocket cas

Doc worked at the lock with his metal probe. He threw the tumblers, but the door still resisted. It must be
barred on the inside.

Doc moved to a window, lifted it, poked his head out and surveyed the surroundings. He was under no
delusions. Death was aprowl somewhere in this fantastic place, for all of the quietness in the air.

Doc saw no one. He clambered outside and, circling, he examined the wing of the house which was like a
great box. At the end he found ponderous doors, closed tightly. Nowhere was there a crack to permit
inspection of whatever was inside.

Doc tried his giant muscles against the panels. The wood only groaned.

The sun was low. The huge copper net overhead made a barred shadow pattern on the concrete walls, anc
the sides and roof of the house.

Inside the house, Habeas Corpus began squealing terribly.

Chapter 9. THE MAN OF FAT

DOC SAVAGED dived around the corner of the boxlike wing of the house and reached the open window
through which he had come a few minutes before. He pitched himself quickly inside.

The pig was squealing somewhere in the basement regions. Doc plunged through rooms, hunting the entra
to the cellar.

On the stairway which led down from the upper floors, Monk and Ham created racket. They were
descending. Evidently they had left the girl behind; the sound of her feet was not mingling with theirs.

"Stay with the girl"" Doc yelled at them.

Monk and Ham came to a stop on the stairs. From behind them came a sudden awful sound. A board snap
with a tremendous noise. Planks broke, splintered. Nails pulled out of wood with shrieks like dying things.

Chapter 9. THE MAN OF FAT 32



THE MONSTERS

The bedlam drowned the squealing of Habeas Corpus. Monk and Ham wheeled back up the stairs, reachec
the top and pitch