
Thunder Jim Wade Adventures

Book I: Thunder Jim Wade

By Charles Stoddard (Henry Kuttner)

Chapter I: The Statue

SINGAPORE, being the fingertip of Asia, reaching down toward the equator just north of 

Sumatra, is a melting-pot in more ways than one. It is cosmopolitan, and it is tropically hot. 

From all over the Orient men of all types find their way to Singapore and, in that dazzling, 

quivering heat, they find their veneer of civilization melting away. Anything can happen between 

Bombay and Borneo, from Yogi magic to murder under the great docks in the brawling 

waterfront district.

Duke Solent, however, was not at the docks. He was relaxed on the cushions of a closed sedan, 

unusual in that climate, as it hurtled along under the shadow of lofty tamarinds that bordered the 

dusty reddish road. Sweat gleamed on his dark face under the cork helmet, though he was 

wearing only the lightest of white linen.

He turned to the man beside him. A gaunt, bald fellow, with the predatory face of a vulture.

“You have the chloroform ready, Quester?”

“I’ve got it.”



Again there was heavy silence, broken only by the hum of the car’s motor and the distant cries of 

coolies working in the flooded rice fields through which the road now wound. Ragged 

youngsters were driving buffaloes, whose enormous horns were silhouetted against the blazing 

blue vault of the sky. To the left, herons were circling above a clump of palms.

Solent’s manicured, fleshy hand brushed lightly across his forehead, as though to eradicate the 

cross-shaped scar that was branded there. Save, for that, he would have been handsome.

Solent was an Eurasian, with slightly slanted eyes in a strong, bronzed face. And as is so often 

the case, he had the vices of two races.

Two other men, big-shouldered and silent, were in the front seat. Solent nodded toward them.

“They know what to do?”

“They know.”

“We must be sure to get the statue,” Solent reminded.

“Don’t worry about Galbraith’s refusing to talk,” Quester growled, and for a second his mouth 

twisted unpleasantly. Solent looked at him with contempt.

“Professor Galbraith will give us the information we want,” he said, “but torture is quite 

unnecessary. We’ll use scopolamine—truth-serum.”

Quester patted his concealed under-arm holster.

“Suit yourself. But I—”

“You depend on guns,” Solent said sardonically. “At times they are necessary. Later on”—he 

scowled—“we’ll need them. But not yet.”

“I don’t believe in buried treasure,” grumbled Quester.

SOLENT’S slanted eyes hooded. “Your beliefs are quite unimportant, Quester. Galbraith is a 

well-known archeologist. Last month, when he was in Indo-China on an expedition, he caught 

fever and, in his delirium, talked about a lost city and a treasure. That was reported to me.” The 

Eurasian smiled. “I have many—friends. There are certain reasons why I’m convinced as to the 

truth of Galbraith’s words. This, I know definitely: Years ago, Professor Galbraith found a lost 

city somewhere in Africa. I checked up, and learned that he did go to Africa then—but never 

revealed his findings. He spoke of an immense treasure, and a promise he’d made never to tell 

anyone about it, unless the need arose. Well—the need has arisen.” Solent touched the scar on his 

forehead. “There is a fortune in what we plan to get, much more than the treasure alone. Though 

we’ll need it, as I’ve explained.”

“The statue?”



“Galbraith brought it back with him from Africa. He’s never let it out of his sight, even when he 

travels. Took it with him to Indo-China. And now that he’s returning to Singapore, it will be in 

his car. My man wired to confirm that.”

He was silent, peering ahead. A cloud of reddish dust hung in the distance, shrouding the road.

“I think—” He picked up his field glasses. “Yes.” He leaned toward the driver. “Turn the car—

mao!” he snapped.

The sedan slowed, maneuvered, and slowly retraced its path. “Let them overtake us,” ordered 

Solent. “Then—”

“The set-up’s screwy,” Quester muttered. “The treasure ought to be enough. You said there’d be 

gold—gems—”

“Those will be the means to the end,” Solent told him. “The real treasure is something else again. 

It’s more valuable than gold.” He hesitated. “To some people.”

“Okay. You’re the boss. The plane’s ready, the boys are ready, and we’ve everything from 

machine-guns to grenades. All we need is the dope from Galbraith.”

“You’ll get it,” Solent said, watching the other car overtake and pass them.

It was a rickety touring model, travel-stained and piled high with equipment. A native boy was 

driving, with reckless disdain for human life, and a linen-clad, dwarfish old man sat beside him.

“Galbraith,” Quester said under his breath.

“Yes. Wait till we get to a deserted spot.”

Solent’s car trailed the other back toward Singapore. Presently they passed across the bridge, 

where yellow flood waters were bringing down clumps of floating moss, and small sandalwood 

and tamarind trunks. A cormorant flew past, clacking its beak loudly.

“Now!” the Eurasian said.

Instantly the sedan leaped forward, overtaking the open car. There was a lurching skid, the 

scream of metal on metal, and Galbraith’s car slid into the ditch that bordered the road, coming 

to a precarious stop, tilted hood-down. Muddy water splashed up, and a cloud of midges rose.

It was, just as Solent had calculated it to be, an ideal spot for an abduction. The perfume of 

hibiscus and the purple flame-trees was strong, and the thickets effectually screened the road. In 

the sudden silence the chirp of crickets was nerve-rasping.

Solent waited in the sedan, one hand on his automatic. But he did not need to use it. Galbraith’s 

native chauffeur was disposed of by smashing a gun-barrel against his head. The scientist, 

curiously enough, made no move, but his bright little eyes were alert. He had realized at once 

what was happening.



“This stuff isn’t valuable,” he said to Quester, who was menacing him with a revolver. “Except to 

my museum.”

“Shut up and get out,” Quester commanded.

“Get the statue,” Solent called.

The scientist caught his breath. About to step out of the car, he whirled suddenly and snatched at 

the dashboard compartment. But a wad of chloroform-soaked gauze was pressed over his face, 

and, after a few frantic struggles, he subsided.

“Is it in the compartment?” Solent called.

“No.” Quester held up a small, paper-wrapped bundle he had found in the front seat. “This it?”

Solent took the package and moved aside to allow the limp body of Galbraith to be shoved into 

the sedan’s back. Hurriedly he tore open the wrappings.

“Good! This is it. Come along now,—mao!”

Quester and the two others obeyed. Within fifteen seconds the sedan was racing along the road to 

Singapore, the scientist lying motionless under a heavy auto robe.

By the time they had reached their destination, the swift tropic night had fallen. Under the 

electric street lights a mob surged through the avenues. Autos blasting their horns, forced their 

way through rickshas and malabars. This was the fashionable foreign district, center of the shops 

and cafés.

Further on Singapore went native. It didn’t seem too unlike the Arabian Nights. The smell of 

food and sesame was everywhere. A soap peddler, with his two jars suspended from the pole 

across his shoulder, called his wares; a congai shouted shrilly the merits of the earth-nuts he was 

selling. Chinese in silk tunics, beggars, coolies, an Indo-Chinese in his lineo cai-ao….

Fifteen minutes later the occupants of the sedan were in a room four stories above the teeming 

street. The incessant noise was bedlam. Those who own radios in Singapore are proud of the fact, 

and advertise it. And in this noisy ramshackle hotel, catering to what was known as “the trade,” a 

cry would pass unnoticed.

Solent laid out a hypodermic needle, and his other equipment while he waited for Galbraith to 

revive. The scientist lay on a dirty couch in one corner, breathing harshly. Quester was fingering 

the package.

The Eurasian took it from him and, with a peremptory nod, ordered the two others from the 

room. Alone with Quester, he found a hammer and chisel and unwrapped the bundle. The 

figurine that emerged was gilt-plated, and represented a bull having the head and torso of a man. 

The features were clearly recognizable as those of Professor Galbraith.



SOLENT fingered the statuette carefully. At last, with a grunt, he brought down the hammer 

upon it. Nothing happened.

Quester watched. The Eurasian tried hammer, chisel, and acid on the image, without perceptibly 

affecting it. He gave it up at last.

“Doesn’t matter,” he said. “Galbraith’s waking up.”

He turned to the scientist, who was grimacing and rubbing his head.

“Sorry I had to use such tactics,” he said, “but it was necessary.”

Galbraith glared at him. “You won’t realize much on the things I found in Indo-China.”

“Oh—those!” Solent made a gesture of disclaimer. “We didn’t touch those.”

Galbraith’s gaze went to the little statuette. He moistened suddenly gray lips.

“I think you know what I want,” Solent murmured. “Some information about—”

“You’re crazy!” the scientist snapped. “That figurine’s worth not more than a few dollars.”

“Then you shouldn’t mind telling us where you got it.”

Galbraith frowned. His eyes went to the hypodermic on the table, and the vial beside it. He could 

read the label.

He stood up, swaying slightly, and went to the figurine. There he hesitated, as one quick glance 

shot toward the window.

“It’s a four-story jump,” Quester growled. “Don’t try it.” Nevertheless, he moved toward the 

window.

Galbraith picked up the image. “Very well. The information will do you no good, but—”

Solent cursed and sprang forward, but he was too late. The scientist’s fingers had moved with 

surprising speed. He had slipped something over the statuette and flung it straight at the window.

With a crashing of glass the image went out of sight. The roar of sound blasted in from the street 

below.

“Guard him!” Solent snapped, and raced for the door.

In a moment he was darting down the stairway. He plunged into the stream of humanity that 

thronged the avenue, fighting his way to where the image might have fallen. But, as he had 

expected, he was too late. Someone had picked up the—the thing.

Solent’s eyes were deadly as he went back up the stairs. Without a word he filled the hypodermic 

needle and approached Galbraith who, under the menace of Quester’s gun, did not move. But 

there was a glint of triumph in his eyes.



Then there was nothing to do but wait, while Galbraith lay motionless on the couch.

In a whisper, Quester asked: “Will he talk?”

“Yes. He’ll tell the truth, too. Wait a bit. He’s coming ’round.”

The scientist moaned and shivered. His eyes opened, blank and blind.

Over the broken window the shade rattled in a sudden gust of oven-hot air. Midges danced 

around the electric bulb. The roar of sound from below seemed to come from another world.

THE Eurasian’s voice came, softly commanding. And presently, in response, Galbraith began to 

talk.

“…pretending to be unconscious. While you were testing the image, I managed to get out a 

pencil and write a note. Then, when I had the opportunity, I fastened it to the Minotaur with one 

of my arm-bands and threw it out the window.”

“What did the note say?”

“I asked Kearney for help. I wrote that if the finder would take it to Kearney’s shop he’d receive 

a reward.”

“Kearney?” Quester looked at Solent, who shrugged.

“There’s a man named Kearney who runs an antique and curio shop uptown. Is that the one, 

Galbraith?”

“Yes.”

“Will he get in touch with the police?”

“He will send a radio message to Thunder Jim Wade.”

The reaction to these words was totally unexpected. Quester

’s head swung around toward Solent. The vulture-faced man seemed suddenly strung on wires, 

tensely alert, and waiting for his cue.

Solent did not move at all. His face went completely blank. Then, slowly, he took out an 

enameled jade cigarette case and lit one of the small white cylinders.

“So Kearney’s one of Wade’s agents,” the Eurasian said, his voice toneless. He touched the scar 

on his forehead. “Well, then we must change our plans… Galbraith!” He turned back to the 

drugged scientist. “Tell me….”

It was nearly half an hour later when Solent straightened, sweat beading his bronze forehead. But 

he was smiling. Quester watched him in silent inquiry.



“We leave for Africa at dawn,” Solent said. “In the meantime, try and get hold of Kearney and 

the statuette.”

“What if—”

“We’re flying at dawn, and taking Galbraith with us. Can’t afford to wait. The police might come 

into the picture. If we fail to—to accomplish what we wish by morning, there’s a man named 

Varden in Singapore who’ll finish the job.”

“I can stay—” Quester started, but the Eurasian smiled and shook his head slowly.

“You’re coming with me. You know too much about this business. Varden can keep in touch with 

us by radio, and if he gets the statue, he’ll let us know. Meanwhile, there’s no time to waste.”

“How can we go without the statue? You know what Galbraith said.”

“We’ll get the statue.” There was a half-smile on the Eurasian’s face. “Even if Varden fails and it 

falls into Wade’s hands, he’ll follow to rescue the professor. Thunder Jim Wade! We shall 

discover whether or not his reputation is justified.”

At dawn a big cabin monoplane took off from the flying field, heading for Cairo.

Quester had failed, and the job of recovering the statuette was now in Varden’s hands.

But it was several days before the Singapore police were summoned by a riot call some blocks 

from Kearney’s little shop. In the commotion, no one noticed four armed men who entered the 

antique shop and reappeared presently bearing a mummy case, which they had conveniently 

discovered, and which now contained Kearney’s unconscious body.

The sarcophagus was placed in a waiting automobile, and Varden gave swift commands. He had 

his orders from Quester.

“Lucky we managed it before Wade got here,” one of the men commented.

“There’s somebody watching at the airport,” Varden smiled. “When Thunder Jim does blow in, 

he’ll get a plenty hot reception.”

He leaned back on the cushions, feeling quite pleased. Why not? He had been well paid—and 

there would be more dough presently. All that remained now was a minor matter of murder, 

torture, and sabotage.

Chapter II: Man Missing

“THUNDER JIM” WADE arrived in Singapore the next afternoon. He’d had a long trip by air 

from his hideout in the South Pacific—the mysterious place where he vanished when he was not 

working on “cases,” as he defined them.



He called himself a trouble-shooter. But he had a habit of seeking trouble, and smashing it with a 

cold, ruthless fury that had given him both name and reputation. His past was shrouded in 

mystery. Years before he had flashed on the scene like a comet—a comet whose mission was to 

destroy such men as Duke Solent.

Many had wondered whence Wade had come. But not even “Dirk” Marat and “Red” Argyle, 

Jim’s aides, knew that. Red was a burly giant with gnarled hands like knotted oak roots, and 

incredibly deft fingers. And Dirk was a small, innocent-looking chap with blond hair and black 

eyebrows, and one great passion. That was for cold steel. He could handle guns, but preferred to 

work with knives.

They helped Wade in his work—which was to smash crime and evil. Together they had wrecked 

opium rings, slave trades, pearl thievery, and a hundred other unscrupulous activities. Fighting 

always for the underdog, Wade had stationed agents in various parts of the world, each with a 

special powerful radio for getting in contact with him at his Pacific island hideout. Kearney was 

one such agent—and it was his message that had brought the Thunderbug to Singapore.

The Thunderbug was an impossible engineering marvel. That was agreed upon except by the few 

experts who had been allowed to inspect the craft. They had emerged shaking their heads, more 

than ever convinced that Wade was a scientific wizard.

For the Thunderbug could fly in the air, move underwater as a submarine, and speed across the 

ground as a fast tank. Only those who had inspected the fantastic craft could have explained how 

it was done, and they never did. It was a super-convertible, and a marvel of scientific 

engineering.

Just now Wade was whistling happily as he sprang out of the ricksha and tossed a coin to the 

native boy. He didn’t seem to mind the uncomfortable heat, though Dirk was sweating and 

pulling at his collar.

“I WANT a drink,” the little man growled.

“Kearney’ll feed you some n’g-ka-po,” Wade said, rather absently.

He was thinking how little this street resembled the popular tourist’s version of Singapore. It 

might have been any Eastern city, and the hotel before whose glass doors he stood might have 

been lifted from the Riviera. No, Singapore was not merely a collection of dives, dens and huts. 

Comfort could be had here—if one paid for it.

He didn’t go into the hotel. He turned to a small antique shop nearby, and stood for an instant 

staring at the collection of bric-a-brac in the windows.

“The door’s locked,” Dirk said. “That’s funny.”

“Yeah.”



Wade hesitated, took a key-ring from his pocket, and selected the right one. Sometimes it had 

been necessary for him to enter Kearney’s shop after it had been closed, and so he owned a 

duplicate key. But now it was only afternoon, and the store was shut. Why?

Together the two men quickly entered, and went back through the maze of display cases to a 

curtain at the back. They went through this warily, and paused.

“Fight,” Dirk said tonelessly.

“Yeah.”

There was blood on the floor, and a table had been overturned. The wreckage of a chair lay in a 

corner. Wade hastily went to an alcove and pressed a concealed spring there. A panel set in the 

floor slid aside, revealing steps that went down into darkness.

“Wait here,” Wade commanded, and raced down the stairs. He came back after a few moments, 

frowning.

Dirk looked at him with silent inquiry.

“Nothing. Somebody attacked Kearney, of course. But they didn’t find the radio room down 

there. They took Kearney away with them.”

His dark eyes lightened suddenly. Wade took a hasty stride forward, peering at the wall. There 

were streaks of blood on it. Dirk followed the direction of his gaze.

“Eh?”

“Kearney’s left us a message. In Chinese—see?”

Translated, the message read:

Lao Chen. Guard Thunderbug.

“Right.” Wade nodded. “I’ve heard of Lao Chen. He runs a dive down at the waterfront. 

Somebody’s trying to stop us, Dirk. And I suppose they’ll take a crack at the Thunderbug. Grab a 

taxi back to the airport. Tell Red, and see that nothing happens.”

“Like fun!” Dirk muttered. “I’m coming along with you.”

“No. If I don’t show up by morning, you’ll know where to look. Lao Chen’s.”

“Why not get the police?”

But Wade shook his head. “The way I figure it, our friends wanted Kearney alive, or they’d have 

killed him here. They want information from him.”

“Maybe they want that statue.”



“Could be. I know Kearney. He’s probably hidden it, and he’ll be tortured if he won’t talk. But if 

we get in the police and they raid Lao Chen’s—well, they won’t find Kearney. You know that!”

Unwillingly Dirk nodded. “Okay. Luck.”

They went out, Wade locking the door after him. He gave Dirk a casual wave and found a cab. 

There was no time to waste on rickshas. The auto shot off as Wade relaxed on the cushions.

He looked entirely different now, somehow. Lean, hard, dangerous. He looked like the man who 

had smashed a Turkestan opium ring, and blasted out a reputation for himself at the point of 

flaming guns. Rolling through the bumpy streets of Singapore, he let his mind wander.

First, Professor Galbraith had sent a message for help. That little statuette probably was vitally 

important.

And—where was it? Only Kearney knew.

The car threaded its way toward the ill-lit, bad-smelling waterfront district of Singapore, and 

Wade’s sense of imminent danger grew stronger. The sudden tropic night fell.

THE city wakened from its day-time drowsiness into roaring, lusty night. Men of all nations 

moved through the streets, seeking liquor, women, excitement, or trouble. Here the smooth face 

of a Lascar sailor gleamed under a lamp; there a bearded, turbaned Sikh strode with his regal, 

arrogant stride. Singapore, melting-pot and sink-hole of nations, resting like a blood-stained 

jewel beside an azure sea. City of contrasts, where men died by violence on beaches of 

enchanting loveliness, where every vice could be pandered to, and where there was no middle 

ground between squalid poverty and fantastic wealth.

The purple night darkened over Singapore….

Lao Chen’s tavern took up only a part of the lower floor of a huge, silent warehouse near the 

waterfront. Yellow light flamed from the windows. A man came staggering out through the 

swinging doors and collapsed in the gutter. Nice joint, Thunder Jim thought. Quite a dive. He 

could vaguely sense the distinctive, sickly odor of opium, but that was nothing unusual in 

Singapore.

He paid the cab driver and got out. Alone on the dimly lit street, he felt for the snub-nosed little 

automatic in its shoulder holster under his white coat, and nodded briefly. He’d probably need 

that gun before the night was over.

He pushed open the swinging doors and descended a few steps into a large room that held 

curtained booths along the walls, a large bar, and tables. In the corner a juke-box was jangling 

unmusically. A few native waiters, in grimy aprons, were moving about, and there were girls here 

and there. But they, obviously, were not customers.



Wade felt eyes on him. Well, he would have to take a chance that no one would recognize him. If 

his luck held—

With the painstakingly steady walk of a drunken man, he crossed the floor to a booth and

lowered himself to the bench. A waiter was at his side instantly.

“Sair? Your order?”

“Rye.”

“Yes, sair.”

The man vanished. A native girl in a green taffeta gown rustled forward and hesitated by the 

table. Wade gestured invitingly.

“You buy me a drink, perhaps?” she asked.

“Sure,” Wade said, and waited until full glasses of rotgut were brought.

He didn’t touch his. He waited, eyeing the girl. Her liquid dark eyes were inquiring.

“A friend sent me here,” Wade said. “He said I could get”—he hesitated meaningly—“anything I 

wanted.”

The girl’s dark eyes were suddenly veiled. “Yes?”

“A smoke?”

The girl pocketed the folded bill Wade passed her under the table.

“You will excuse me?”

Chapter III: At Lao Chen’s

IT WAS surprisingly easy. A little too much so. Lao Chen must be very confident, Wade thought, 

not to have investigated more thoroughly.

But, after being taken along a long corridor to a stairway that led up into the depths of the 

warehouse, Wade realized that escape from this labyrinth would not be easy. Suppose he had 

been a government man? A body would be found floating by the docks the next morning.

Had he been recognized? He wasn’t sure. Glancing around the low-ceilinged room in which he 

stood, Wade sniffed the sickly-sweet odor of opium. Curtained bunks lined the walls, on which 

men lay in varying stages of stupor. A few dim lights glowed faintly. Opium smokers prefer 

shadows.



Wade turned to the skinny, mustached Chinese beside him. Lao Chen himself had offered to 

guide his guest. The butter-colored face was impassive.

“This way.”

Wade let himself be drawn to a bunk. He lay down, loosening his collar, and accepted the long 

pipe Lao Chen handed him.

His eyes searched the room. No one was paying any attention, apparently. Good!

“Draw the curtain,” he muttered, and the Chinese started to obey.

They were in a shadowy corner. So swiftly did Lao Chen move that Wade was almost caught by 

surprise. But not quite.

Steel flashed as the Chinese’s hand dived into his sleeve. The wicked, short-handled knife shot 

down at the white man’s throat. But it did not find its mark.

For Wade jerked aside, feeling a sting of pain in his shoulder as the sharp point ripped through 

cloth and skin. His arms swept around Lao Chen’s body, dragging the killer off balance and into 

the bunk. Instantly Wade rolled over, slamming the Chinese against the wall so hard that he 

momentarily went limp. Then Thunder Jim had twitched the curtain back into place, retrieved the 

knife, and turned to his captive.

Lao Chen was wriggling frantically, his eyes popping. Wade’s hands tightened until the man 

relaxed, almost unconscious. There was a moment of silence.

Had anyone heard the sound of the scuffle? No noise came from beyond the grimy curtain. Wade 

waited a moment, and then whipped off the Chinese’s sash, ripping it in two to bind his 

prisoner’s hands and feet.

That done, he waited, one arm across Lao Chen’s throat, ready to tighten.

“Don’t yell,” he said gently. “Just whisper.” He put the point of the knife against the scrawny 

yellow neck. “You’re going to talk—understand?”

The steel drew blood.

Lao Chen gasped. “Yes,” he whispered. “I understand. I’ll talk!”

Thunder Jim’s eyes were icy black, but he was smiling.

“You’re blamed right you’ll talk. Where’s Kearney?”

“On the next floor down.”

“Why did you try to kill me?”

“I—I recognized you.”



“Spill it. All of it.”

The Chinese moistened his lips. “I don’t know much. They paid me to let them use one of my 

rooms.”

“Nothing unusual, eh? Always ready to turn a dishonest penny. Spill it—go on.”

“A man came to me and wanted to rent a room in the warehouse. He—”

SLOWLY Wade pieced out the story. The man’s name had been Varden. He was known to the 

Singapore police as a killer who could be hired for any job and, apparently, someone had paid 

him to kidnap Kearney.

“Why?”

Lao Chen had made it his business to find out, scenting a possible profit. Kearney had in his 

possession a certain statue that Varden’s employer wanted. Kearney had been kidnapped, and 

was now in a room above Lao Chen’s tavern, stubbornly refusing to reveal the hiding-place of 

the statue, even under torture.

The Chinese, surreptitiously listening, had discovered that Varden had sent men to wait for the 

Thunderbug and sabotage it when it arrived. Knowing Wade’s reputation, he had put two and two 

together when Thunder Jim had arrived. He had recognized Wade.

Well, Jim Wade thought quickly, Dirk and Red were guarding the Thunderbug. Meanwhile, 

Kearney was a captive here. Varden himself Wade was inclined to discount. The man was merely 

a tool in the hands of some higher-up, paid to do a certain job. That was all.

“Where’s Varden now?” he demanded.

“Not here. At the airport, I think.”

Wade froze as the soft pad-pad of slippered feet came from beyond the curtain. But they passed 

by without pausing. The gleam of hope in Lao Chen’s eyes faded.

“But Kearney’s here, eh?” Wade pressed. “How do I get to him?”

The Chinese explained, somewhat too willingly. He mentioned that there was only one guard. 

Wade didn’t believe that, but he said nothing.

He had no intention of walking into a trap, as Lao Chen no doubt intended him to do.

He shifted his position and brought up a hard fist in a short arc. The Chinese didn’t even grunt. 

He simply relaxed completely, knocked out. It was the safest way. Had Wade simply gagged the 

man, Lao Chen might have rolled off the bunk and attracted attention and aid. As it was, he 

turned the Chinese to face the wall, and left the opium pipe where it could have fallen from a 

relaxing hand. Then, having arranged the embroidered red-and-yellow smock to cover the bound 

wrists and ankles, Wade slipped out of the bunk.



He didn’t look around. A boy was rolling opium gum on a needle for a drowsy Chinese, but he 

seemed innocuous enough. Simulating the walk of a drugged man, Wade moved toward the door, 

opened it, and went out into the passage.

He did not look at the man stationed outside. He walked on, lurching a little, but with every 

sense on the alert.

Lao Chen had said that the prisoner’s room was on the next floor down. He found the staircase 

and descended the rickety steps. A few wan lamps scarcely dispelled the darkness. Movement 

seemed to lurk in every shadow. But the feel of the automatic was comforting in its shoulder 

holster.

Wade paused at an open door. A musty smell of rats and dead air came out. He stepped into the 

unused storeroom and waited, but there was no sound of pursuit to be heard. Good!

From his pocket came a flat, compact kit—make-up. He didn’t use much of it, and when he 

emerged from the room he seemed unaltered, save for a vague trace of grease-paint on his skin.

But this was invisible unless one looked closely, as was the nose-putty that transformed that 

feature ever so slightly.

STILL, the trick had a good chance of working, Wade thought.

He found the right door, at the end of the passage, and paused outside, listening. If Varden were 

inside, in spite of Lao Chen’s insistence that the hired killer was at the airport, his trick was 

foredoomed to failure. But he would have to take the chance. Not for a moment did he believe 

that there was only one guard within.

First he loosened his shoulder holster and took it off. He laid it behind a pile of rubble in the 

corner, near a window that overlooked the water. Then he went back to the door and knocked, 

stepped aside instantly.

There was the sound of a chair being scraped back. A lock clicked, and a man hesitated on the 

threshold as the door swung open. He did not see Wade immediately. When he did, the gun in his 

hand jutted menacingly.<

br />

Wade had his fingers to his lips. He nodded significantly to the open door.

The other’s brows drew together uncomprehendingly.

“Thun—” he said.

Wade’s grimace stopped him.

“Shut up! Varden sent me.”



The other man didn’t look stupid, and for a moment Wade was afraid he might be Varden 

himself. But seemingly he was not. He drew the door closed, still holding the gun aimed 

unwaveringly.

“You’re Thunder Jim Wade,” the man said softly.

“Listen,” Wade said. “I don’t know what this is all about, but Varden told me to come up here, 

and not let the little guy see me. He said I looked like Thunder Jim, and that he’d pay me plenty 

for a job he wanted done.”

Cold eyes were fixed on him, searching his face.

“He took me into a joint and had me made up,” Wade went on. “Said I was a ringer for Wade, 

and that you’d know what to do.”

“Yeah?” There was suspicion in the low voice. “Step out here in the light.”

They moved dangerously close to the pile of rubble in the corner. The gunman peered closely at 

Wade. He put out an exploratory hand and touched Wade’s cheek.

“Careful. It’ll come off.”

“Grease-paint. Yeah.” Swiftly the gunman searched Wade. “You’re clean, too.”

He hesitated, obviously wondering if Thunder Jim would be crazy enough to walk into a den of 

enemies, completely unarmed. He couldn’t conceive of such a thing—and that turned the 

balance. Yet suspicion still lingered.

“I get the picture. Okay, I’ll get the boys out. You go in when we tell you, and get the guy to talk. 

He’s tied up in a chair.”

WADE watched his opponent back away without lowering the gun. The man looked like a sailor, 

burned almost black, with an undershot jaw and a scar that knifed from cheek to lip.

He thrust open the door and called, “Come on out. Something’s up.”

“Righto, Dinky,” a voice answered, and feet thudded on planks. “What about our friend here?”

“Leave him,” Dinky said. “He can’t get away.”

Five men crowded out into the passage—ordinary specimens of dock-rats, they seemed.

There were startled looks among them as they saw Wade.

“What the—”

“Shut the door,” the man they had called Dinky commanded. “That’s it. Now listen—this guy 

isn’t Wade. He’s a ringer, made up to look like Thunder Jim. The boss sent him around to get 

Kearney to talk. But he won’t do it if he thinks this fella’s a ringer. We’ll have to play up.” He 



turned to Wade. “So we’ll let off a few shots. Nobody’ll pay any attention around here. You dive 

into that room and lock the door behind you. We’ll hammer on the outside and make a lot of 

noise, but we won’t bust in till you get the guy to talk. He’ll talk to you if he thinks you’re 

Thunder Jim. And we’ll help make him think so.”

Wade nodded.

“We’ll be outside,” Dinky said. His eyelids lowered significantly. “Okay,” he said, and fired a 

shot into the floor.

JIM WADE instantly opened the door, sprang in, and slammed the panel behind him, locking it. 

His eyes were blinded by a blaze of lamplight. The little room in which he stood was empty save 

for a table and a few chairs, and the single window was covered with iron bars. No wonder 

Dinky had been willing to let him enter! For there was no possible way of escape save by the 

door, guarded now by armed men.

Or—the thought came chillingly to Wade—did Dinky feel certain that he was Thunder Jim 

Wade? Had this merely been a shrewd method of imprisoning him, too? Well, that could wait.

For tied to one of the chairs was a little man, short and thin, with a tangled mop of gray hair. It 

was Kearney.

“Thunder Jim!” he whispered.

Wade grinned. “Yeah. How—” he began.

He paused, noting Kearney’s bare feet. The little man had been tortured.

“I didn’t talk, Jim. They wanted to know where I’d hidden that statuette—”

Chapter IV: The Thunderbug

WADE was untying the prisoner’s bonds. The men outside were trying to hammer the door 

down, but not trying too hard. They could shoot out the lock whenever they chose. So there was 

a little time, at least until Varden returned.

Kearney stretched his arms, wincing with the pain of returning circulation. Wade hesitated a 

moment, wondering what to do next. He moved to the window, but the bars were set solidly in 

their sockets. Wait a bit! One of them was loose.

He tested it, as Kearney silently watched. Slowly, imperceptibly, Wade exerted his strength. 

Muscles bulged under his thin linen coat. The rusted bar gave, tearing free with a shrill screech 

that went unheard amid the clamor at the door.

Then, suddenly, the clamor stopped. Wade heard a deep, authoritative voice raised in question. 

His heart jumped.



Varden had returned!

That meant there was only a minimum of time left before the deception was discovered. He 

glanced at Kearney.

“Can you swim?” he demanded.

“Like a fish.”

“Okay. That window opens over the water. You can squeeze between the bars.”

“But”—Kearney hesitated—“what about you?”

“I’ll be right behind you.”

Without another word Kearney wriggled between the bars. He hung for a moment, his face 

peering in, then it dropped from view. A distant splash came up.

Wade went after him as a shot blasted from the hall. He would have preferred to stay and fight it 

out with Varden and his men, but that would have been suicidally foolish. He was unarmed—and 

they were merely tools.

He went out the window, and a shot burned a red-hot furrow along his back. Then he was falling, 

with the lights of Singapore like innumerable shooting stars in the distance, and the water was 

leaping up.

HE DIVED deep, till his lungs ached for air. But the surface was silvered with moonlight, and 

Wade forced himself to swim underwater to the concealing shadow of a wharf. Clinging to the 

barnacled curve of a pier, he gasped air into his lungs and shook back his hair plastered across 

his eyes.

“Kearney?” he called softly.

“Right here,” the answer came back from the darkness.

“Bueno! There’s a ladder over here. Come along….”

Half an hour later Wade was at the airport, with a small bundle under his arm. He had left 

Kearney at the antique shop, with police guards, and the statuette had been taken from its hiding-

place inside a Ming vase and given to him. He had phoned the airport.

Dirk came to meet him. “Sorry, Jim. There was a bit of a scrap.”

“So you said on the phone.” Wade nodded. “Glad neither of you were hurt.”

“The sons couldn’t aim worth a hoot. But they lobbed a grenade at the Thunderbug.”

“You told me. What’s the damage?”



“Nothing serious. It wasn’t a direct hit. Red’s working on the motors now. It should be okay in a 

few hours.”

“So?” Wade’s brow furrowed thoughtfully. “We’ll take off at dawn, if we can. We’re heading for 

Africa.”

Dirk’s eyes widened, but he said nothing….

Early the next morning the Thunderbug rose from the tarmac, circled, and fled southwest. Wade 

was at the stick, guiding the plane over the smooth blue expanse of water, while Dirk and Red 

alternately checked equipment and squabbled bitterly.

“We heading for Cairo?” the giant asked at last.

Wade shook his head. “Nope. By the way, our friends at Lao Chen’s got away, didn’t they?”

“Yeah. The police raided the joint, but no soap.”

“Doesn’t matter. We’re after bigger game.”

Red picked up the little statuette Wade had got from Kearney. It represented a bull with the head 

and torso of a man rising from its shoulders. Originally it had been gilded, but the paint had been 

knocked off by rough handling. The statue seemed to weigh very little, as if it were hollow.

“So that’s the Minotaur,” Red said, pondering over it. “It’s had plenty rough handling. Doesn’t 

look very valuable.”

“It is, though,” Wade said. “I think I know why.”

The big man waited, but Thunder Jim had apparently said all he was going to. At last Red asked:

“Got any objections to telling us what this is all about?”

Thunder Jim lit a cigarette with one hand. The small white cylinder seemed to leap into view out 

of empty air, as did the flaming match. Few professional magicians could have matched Wade’s 

tricks, which he had learned long ago.

At last he nodded. “Okay. I’d better give you guys the dope on all this. Galbraith’s been 

kidnapped. You know that. I suppose I’d better tell you where I met the professor—it’s got a lot 

to do with what’s happening now.”

He was silent for a moment, choosing his words carefully.

“You never knew where I was born, where I came from,” he said then.

“Well, when I was five years old, my father and I were wrecked on an island off Africa. Dad was 

a scientist—a blamed good one. He kept us alive till we were rescued.”

Wade’s strong face relaxed as his mind went back.



“A little Cockney flier picked us up. Saw our signals. That was during the World War, and he was 

fighting and flying in Africa. He flew us—well, there was a storm, and we were driven off our 

course. The rescue didn’t quite jell.

“The plane crashed in a valley that was shut off from the outer world. Dad was killed. The pilot, 

Tim Miggs, was hurt, but I got off without a scratch. Kid’s luck. There were people in the valley, 

and they took care of us.”

“Natives?” Red put in.

Wade’s smile was somewhat odd. “I suppose. Yeah, you might call ’em that. Only they’d come to 

Africa thousands of years ago, and had never left that valley. They were Cretans.”

“Cretans!” Red’s jaw dropped. “But—”

“I know. But Crete existed before Greece. Thousands of years ago. It was plenty civilized then, 

and it sent out explorers. Some of them reached this valley in Africa, and settled there. Then 

Crete fell, and the African pioneers stayed where they were, hidden from their enemies.” Wade’s 

voice held

an odd awe. “Imagine it—cultivating there in that wilderness the science and secrets of their 

parent race! For the Cretans had their sciences.

“Well, I was too young to wonder much. I was brought up there. Miggs sort of adopted me, too. 

There was no way out of the valley—a pass had once existed, but not for centuries. So I grew up 

in a lost civilization, learning—a good deal. The priests showed me a lot. How to use hypnosis, 

for example. And Miggs did his part by teaching me sleight of hand tricks. I’ve an idea he used 

to be a pickpocket in Limehouse, though he never taught me anything crooked. A good guy, 

Miggs. The crash crippled him, and he died after four years in the valley.

“So I grew up there, and one day Professor Galbraith found his way in. An avalanche had opened 

a pass in the mountains, and he simply walked through. Pure luck! He took me back to 

civilization when he left, saw to it that I had a modern education. A bond almost of father and 

son has always been between us, though now our paths lie far apart as do our interests. But after 

we left the valley, the Cretans closed up the pass. They’d learned enough from Galbraith about 

the outer world to want to stay where they were. And the professor and I always kept the secret.”

THERE was silence for a moment, before Dirk asked a question.

“What has the Minotaur to do with it all?”

“The Cretans worship the Minotaur—the Man-Bull. Galbraith used that word in the message to 

tell me where to hunt for him.” Wade crushed out his cigarette.

“So,” Dirk said, and pulled in his lips. “Well, if Galbraith didn’t talk, how’d anybody find out 

about the place?”



Wade shrugged. “There’s another question. No, the professor wouldn’t talk, unless they gave him 

a dose of scopolamine—as they probably did. And there was only one thing he ever took out of 

the valley.”

“What?”

“This little statuette the priests made for him—a bull with Galbraith’s head. It was pretty much 

of a compliment, and I know he kept it.”

Wade glanced at the instrument panel and changed the course.

“Anyway,” he continued, “Varden’s boss kidnapped Galbraith, found out what they wanted to 

know, and took him in a plane to the hidden valley. They may think there’s treasure there. I don’t 

know about that. But I do know we’ve got to save the professor. His captors are ruthless, judging 

by the sample I got!” There was a hard brilliance to the jet eyes. “I lived among those people for 

years. They’re a good, gentle tribe for the most part. They don’t go in for war. A few grenades or 

a machine-gun would let hell loose in that valley. I don’t intend to let that happen. The Cretans 

deserve to be let alone.”

“Well,” Dirk asked practically, “what next?”

“We’ll refuel at Cairo and then head inland, beyond Ethiopia.” Then Wade remarked abruptly: “I 

don’t like the sound of that engine. The Thunderbug needed more work done on it. But we 

couldn’t wait.”

“Sounds all right to me,” Red said. “Cairo, eh? Nice town. For a short stop-over.”

Wade didn’t answer. He sent the Thunderbug racing on, a black bullet in flight. But Dirk glanced 

at the redhead sharply.

“Think there’ll be trouble there?”

“Maybe,” Red said noncommittally. “Maybe somebody’s got orders to stop us. Can’t tell.” He 

looked speculatively at one gnarled, gigantic hand and slowly closed it. “I’d like to get a crack at 

those boys myself.”

“Sweets to the sweet,” Dirk remarked. “Cracks from the cracked.”

“That’ll be all from you,” Red returned, and took down another gun to clean.

But nothing untoward happened at Cairo. Nothing at all occurred, indeed, until the Thunderbug 

was far inland, racing over tropical jungle not far from its destination. Then the motor began to 

give trouble.

WADE said nothing, but his eyes worriedly searched the unbroken forest beneath. It was 

impossible to land. He eased the engine as much as possible until, half an hour later, a small lake 

appeared below. Luckily, the Thunderbug was equipped with retractable pontoons for just such 



an emergency as this. Wade circled down slowly, squinting against the glare of the setting sun. 

He dared not fly further with darkness coming on. Repairs could be made while the amphibian 

rested on the surface of the lake. The delay need not be a long one.

Spray flew up in white fountains. Startled herons took off in squawking anger. A few crocodiles 

slid sluggishly from the banks. The Thunderbug coasted to a stop and rocked slowly, silence 

falling again over the jungle as Wade cut the motor.

Thick bush fringed the lake. In the distance there was a commotion as a giant rhino snorted and 

grunted as it drank. But there was no danger there, nor any from the crocodiles, provided Wade 

and the others stayed out of the water.

“We’ll stay here tonight,” Thunder Jim decided. “But we’d better make repairs now, while the 

light’s not too bad. Don’t fall off the pontoons.”

Grumbling, Red got out tools. He paused, startled, as a new sound whispered through the jungle 

stillness.

A plane’s motor was humming, growing louder.

Wade, half out of the cabin, froze, staring up. The cruciform shape of an amphibian came out of 

the north and circled overhead, losing altitude steadily.

There was no doubt about its intentions, even before a burst of machine-gun fire chattered out.

Wade dived back into the cabin, his eyes flashing.

“Varden, maybe,” he called. “Must have trailed us. He fired too soon, though. We’ll have time

—”

He was at the controls, while the others worked busily rendering the Thunderbug airtight.

“Dive?” Red asked.

“Yeah. Only thing to do. We can’t get off the lake without repairing the motor, but it’ll do for a 

dive. Quick!”

Chapter V: Jungle Terror

FROM outside, it would have seemed that a magic metamorphosis was overtaking the 

Thunderbug. The wings grew shorter as they were cranked in. Smooth, sleek black plates slid out 

here and there, until the craft was a cigar-shaped torpedo. Thunder Jim Wade had spent years 

designing and building the Thunderbug and, as was admitted, it was a marvel of scientific 

engineering. Capable of being altered as it was to travel swiftly by land, sea, or air—just now it 

was a submarine.



Last of all the pontoons were pumped in, and plates slid out over them as the Thunderbug 

plummeted into the depths. Machine-gun fire was drumming against the hull as it sank. Wade, 

busy with the controls, scowled. This would give him only a breathing-space. Inappropriate 

simile! The air in the miniature submarine wouldn’t last forever, but to have remained on the 

surface would have been sheer suicide.

Now, however, the enemy had the upper hand. When the Thunderbug did emerge, the enemy 

amphibian’s guns would be waiting for it. No doubt the other craft would land on the lake and 

wait for developments.

The Thunderbug grounded, with a lurch, in sticky mud.

“Think there are any hippos here?” Red asked, his face gleaming with sweat in the electric light.

“Doubt it,” Wade grunted, and cut the engine. “Lake’s too small.”

He sat still, considering. What next? Remain here until the air was gone? There was no room to 

maneuver in the small lake, and the water was too murky to aim a torpedo. But they couldn’t stay 

here forever!

Red and Dirk were silent, looking to their leader for orders. Wade flipped a cigarette out of the 

air and examined it. He made it vanish.

“Can’t afford to smoke in here. Well, let’s see. We’ve got to get rid of our friends. There can’t be 

many of ’em. It’ll be dark soon. When it is”—Wade glanced at his wristwatch—“I’ll go up 

through a torpedo-tube.”

“Crocs,” Dirk said quietly.

Wade grinned. “Nuts! You’re just aching for the chance to go yourself.”

“Why not?”

“The Thunderbug will need both of you to raise her. That engine’s bad—muy malo. I’ll try and 

get rid of our friends and, if I do, swell.”

“How’ll we know?” Red asked.

&

nbsp; “You won’t. Come up in an hour—maybe two. If you’re shot at, better abandon ship and 

swim for it. I’ll see what I can do in an hour.”

There was a little silence. No one spoke as Wade shed his coat and crawled into the torpedo tube. 

He went head-first.

“I’ll count up to ten,” he called back. “Then I’ll hold my breath while you flood the tube. 

Ready?”



“Luck, amigo,” Red said, and slammed the lock. Dirk hadn’t spoken but his eyes were bleak.

Water gushed into the tube. The numbing shock of it was icy. Wade waited until the tumult had 

died, and then he was out of the Thunderbug, swimming up through murky water that blinded 

him.

THERE would be a full moon, he knew, and that was dangerous. The silver African light would 

betray him to any watchers. Moreover, there were crocs in the lake. He had a knife stuck in his 

belt, and an automatic in a water-tight pouch, but he couldn’t help wondering if they would help.

His head broke water. He gasped for breath and ducked under again instantly.

He came up twenty feet away, but only for a second. In the tropical moonlight he caught a 

glimpse of the jungle, and a cabin plane floating, moored to the shore where a clump of trees 

grew alone, near the place where the rhino had drunk.

Firelight was glowing on the bank. Men must be there, armed.

Wade struck out for the opposite bank, coming up for breath as seldom as he dared.

Halfway across the lake, he saw a v-shaped ripple heading toward him. It was a croc.

Wade went cold. If he fought the saurian, the commotion would attract the enemy’s attention. His 

only possible hope was to outdistance the monster to the opposite shore.

A slim chance!

Until that moment Wade had not actually exerted himself. Silence had been more important than 

speed. But now his magnificent, wiry body came into action. Every muscle seemed perfectly 

coordinated; not a motion was wasted. His churning feet made little commotion, but his strong 

arms shot him across the surface of the water. Each stroke counted. His years in the wilderness 

had prepared him for such perils as these.

Through flashing droplets of foam he could see the crocodile sliding silently toward him, most of 

the lizard-like, huge body beneath the surface. And there was another one now. Then another, all 

three converging on their prey. Wade wondered whether he was heading toward the jaws of a 

fourth. That reedy, dark bank ahead would make a perfect hiding place for a croc.

He was conscious of nothing but the smooth, flowing rhythm of his muscles, surging almost 

intoxicatingly to carry him across the lake. Closer the bank drew. He did not wish to use the 

knife unless he had to. But—well, he must wait and see.

The pursuing saurians were near now. Yet he was in shallow water.

Wade’s hand touched bottom. He flung himself up the shelving underwater slope, and rose to his 

feet. From the corner of his eye he saw the crocs racing toward him, not ten feet away. 

Simultaneously a dark bulk slid off the bank and partly into the water, blocking his path. Its jaws 



clamped shut—crocs always sleep with their mouths open. But they open again immediately if it 

is necessary, with more dangerous intent.

There was only one thing to do, and Wade did it. He jumped high, coming down hard on the 

saurian’s back. One of the other crocs slid past the spot where he had been a moment before. 

Wade felt the hard, rubbery, corrugated hide under his soles, but he did not wait to be flung off 

balance.

His second leap carried him into the reeds, which rustled and crackled as he plunged into them, 

hurtling forward to avoid the deadly backlash of the crocodile’s tail. He heard the swish of its 

swing, and heard reeds break. Splashing sounds came from behind him as he fled up the slope, 

hoping he would not blunder into more of the monsters.

HIS luck held. He found a tree, hurriedly climbed it, and reconnoitered. Clinging closely to the 

trunk to avoid detection—though there was little danger of that—he peered across the lake. Its 

moonlit surface lay flat and unbroken. There was no disturbance around the enemy’s campfire.

The night was not still. In the jungle only the midday is silent. With sundown the great 

carnivores stretch and stir in their lairs, preparing to go forth to hunt. In the wooded dongas, 

Wade knew, would be wildebeests, zebras, and kongoni. There might be buffalos, and even 

elephants. But mostly the jungle night held prowling lions, leopards and cheetahs—the big cats 

that were so dangerous.

Wade descended the tree, and carefully began to skirt the lake, keeping his weapons handy. 

Crickets called shrilly from the shadow. Frogs were booming and croaking along the marshy 

banks.

A shadow stirred in the bush. Wade rose as he glimpsed two green eyes. Vaguely he could make 

out a silhouette, but could not tell what the animal was. A large leopard or a small lioness, 

perhaps. He waited.

There was a difference. A leopard charges like a streak of lightning and is hard to stop, even 

when filled with lead. But men have emerged, living, from hand-to-hand scraps with leopards. A 

lion, on the other hand, does not hug the ground when he charges, and has not a leopard’s speed 

and suppleness. But when a lion does reach a man and gets him down, it’s his finish.

Wade never knew what beast it was that watched him. It slunk back into the gloom and was 

gone. The wind brought the acrid taint of blood to Jim Wade’s nostrils, and he realized that the 

carnivore had made its kill and was feeding. He gave the bushes a wide berth as he went on, but 

no further sound or motion was visible.

Wade glanced at his watch. Not much time left. If the Thunderbug rose to the surface before he 

had accomplished his aim, it might prove fatal to Argyle and Marat.



Cautiously he slipped closer to the enemy’s camp. There were five men—maybe more. Quester, 

whom he had already discovered was one of Galbraith’s chief kidnapers, apparently wasn’t there, 

though Wade could not be sure. The men were working at some task that kept them busily 

occupied—all but one on guard.

They were preparing—Wade’s eyes confirmed his guess—depth bombs. Bombs that would 

wreck the Thunderbug if they were dropped into the lake.

Less time than he had thought! The men were well armed, and there was even a submachine-gun 

among them. The plane’s guns might be turned against attack, too. Perhaps, though, guerrilla 

tactics might help.

If he could dispose of the enemy, one by one…. Impossible! They stayed too close together, 

though at a safe distance from the fire, for they were, literally, playing with dynamite.

Wade seemed like a statue as he crouched motionless. No, not a statue, for every inch of him was 

vibrantly alive. He was like some sleek, alert carnivore of the jungle night, wary and dangerous. 

His black eyes looked almost luminous.

He had his automatic, of course. But the enemies were on the alert. At his first shot they would 

rake the underbrush with submachine-gun fire. Then, too, Wade had never yet shot a man from 

ambush, not even the most murderous scoundrel. But to save his men—

Wade’s bronzed, strange face was hard. His wet hair clung to his face, and he brushed it back 

with silent impatience. Perhaps there was another way. He was sure, now, that Quester was not 

among these men. Five killers—but their leader was not present. Wade regretted that as his 

fingertips slid along the cold metal of his gun.

Though soaked to the skin, he was not worrying about fever, even in the jungle.

Long years of adventuring had made him hard as nails. But of course his body was not armor 

against a bullet. Armor…. The thought stuck. It reminded him of something. What?

Abruptly he remembered. The rhino he had seen drinking at the lake a little while ago, its tough 

hide strong enough to turn steel. An ugly-tempered fellow, with its powerful, saber-curved horns. 

The rhino has bad eyes, but a good nose. And, knowing the creature’s habits, Wade had an idea 

this particular one might not be far away.

If he could find it, there might be a way!

Carefully he scanned the encampment. The plane was moored to a tree at the water’s edge. It was 

a big crate, which would help, and it was bobbing and dipping with the gentle movement of the 

water. Bueno! The rhino could not fail to see such an obvious and bulky shape. And the man 

odor would infuriate him to a killing frenzy.

All he had to do, Wade thought, was to lead the rhino here by the nose. Yeah, just that!



And first—find the rhino.

Chapter VI: Juggernaut

LIKE a shadow Thunder Jim slipped through the jungle finding the path the great beast had 

made, and tracking it by it spoor, with every sense alert for danger. The manifold jungle odors 

were a hot, sweet excitement in his nostrils. From the muted symphony around him he 

automatically picked out individual sounds—the grunt of a leopard, the sleepy chatter of a 

gibbon.

This country, Wade thought, was alive with game. Consequently the carnivores were not trouble-

hunters. They were well fed, at least until they became old and toothless and turned into rogues. 

However, rhinos are never noted for sweet dispositions.

This one had not gone far, after filling its belly with water. Wade heard a hiss of steam escaping 

through a locomotive stack. There were no trains around, he knew. And that meant—rhino.

It had scented the man. It came forward from deep shadow into the jungle path and stood 

motionless in the moonlight. Then it lowered it head, let out another explosive snort, and trotted 

forward a few steps before it stopped again.

Behind it, Wade saw, was another, only slightly smaller. But both seemed momentarily larger 

than haystacks. The chief danger of a rhino’s charge is the paralytic effect it has on the target. A 

mountain seems to be rushing at the victim—a mountain with the face of a dinosaur. At a short 

distance it looks fantastically gigantic. Many a hunter has been frozen with something more than 

fear at the sight, and has died as a result. It is the impulse that stops a man from jumping from 

the path of an automobile hurtling down at him.

Would they charge? Wade knew that, if they did, they might turn off if their pretended target 

stood firm. That sometimes happened. He waited.

Up went the first rhino’s tail, down went his head, and he charged!

Dangerous to use the gun! That would warn the enemy! Wade knew his knife would he useless, 

but his hand closed on its hilt nevertheless. He waited no longer. He turned and ran at top speed 

down the trail toward the lake.

The low, earth-shaking thudding of hoofs paced him. He risked a glance, and saw that both 

beasts were on his trail. He could not outrun that express-train charge, but if he could keep ahead 

until he reached

the shore, that would be enough.



He ran easily, head up, legs pumping, as though he did not realize that a misstep would mean 

death. His eyes searched the trail ahead, showing him where to place each foot. The skin of his 

back was crawling.

The wind stirred by his running blew coldly on his wet skin. It was like racing in a nightmare, 

unable to turn aside, unable to escape from a pursuing juggernaut. Two juggernauts! That 

ominous thud-thud was louder.

Then, through the bush, he glimpsed the fire.

He lunged forward, his chest aching, his muscles flame-hot, and burst out into the clearing. 

Simultaneously he lunged aside. He saw the fire, startled men rising around it, and beyond, the 

dipping, lifting hulk of the plane.

SO CLOSE had the leading rhino crept up that Wade felt the wind of its passing as he flung 

himself aside into the bushes. The thorns tore at his skin and clothes. But he drove farther in, 

regardless of pain, just as a bullet clipped leaves from his hiding place and went singing off into 

the night.

The rhino snorted again. Wade heard one of the men yell, and there was the sound of a shot 

plunking home. The beast went “Phsss!” and went for these new enemies, enraged by his wound, 

crazed by the man smell, confused by the huge, bobbing target of the plane that he mistook for 

an enemy.

The fire could not stop him. He went around it, for luckily it was not in his direct path. Luckily 

for Wade, that is. The second rhino just stood there until a bullet hit it. Then it bent its knees and 

folded up, killed by the lucky shot.

The men were shouting and firing in confusion. There was a rending crash as the rhino hit the 

plane. Spray rose in moonlit fountains. Wade yanked the automatic out of its holster and lunged 

forward out of the bush.

A bullet greeted him slicing cloth from his shirt sleeve. The gun barked and jolted against his 

palm. He saw one of the figures jerk upright and begin to collapse, but there was no time to 

watch that. The remaining men had seen Wade.

The rhino was wreaking its fury on the plane, and splintering crashes mingled with the splashing 

of the heavy bulk in the shallow water. Wade ignored the beast. The danger was not there. 

Coldly, icily, he stood with the automatic jolting in his hand, straddle-legged and grim, his eyes 

deadly as black ice. The whiplash crack of his shots split the night.

To his enemies, he must have seemed a ghost risen from the lake. The legendary Thunder Jim!

But Wade knew that he was up against four guns, and not even his unerring marksmanship would 

help enough. So, with chill deliberation, remembering Red Argyle and Dirk Marat imprisoned in 

the Thunderbug, waiting to be blasted to doom by depth-charges, he took steady aim.



His bullet found its mark—the dynamite.

The roaring boom of the explosion ripped out like heavy thunder. Wade was flung back into the 

bushes, his eyes blinded by the glare, deafened and shock-paralyzed. He lay motionless while the 

gusting echoes went whoo-whoo-whoo and faded into silence. Faintly he heard the rhino 

charging away in fright.

But there were no more shots.

Wade got up, blinking to clear his vision. A curious stillness had fallen over the jungle. The 

wreckage of the plane was half-submerged in the lake. The clearing was a shambles, embers 

scattered far into the bush by the explosion. There were no survivors.

Wade’s eyes still held a blazing, ruthless fury—a fire that had meant death to many. Slowly it 

died. But there was no sign of compassion in the hard, bronzed face, just as there was no trace of 

triumph.

He glanced around, made certain that there was no immediate danger, and walked to the shore.

Something was rising above the surface of the lake. It was the Thunderbug. A hatch on the 

rounded upper hull opened, and Red Argyle cautiously poked out his head.

“Okay,” Wade called. “There’s no danger.”

“That you, Jim?” Argyle did not ask what had happened.

“Yeah. Bring the Thunderbug ashore here. We’ve got some repairs to do before we take off.”

As the black bulk slid forward, Wade absently reloaded his gun. His eyes were no longer black 

ice.

THE next morning the repaired Thunderbug rose smoothly from the surface of the lake, once 

more adapted to air travel. Wade was at the controls, shaking his head worriedly as he listened to 

the engine’s beat. The craft had taken hard usage up in the Turkestan country, and really needed a 

complete going-over.

But there had been no time for that, of course. If it would hold out until they reached the hidden 

valley—swell! But would it? Thunder Jim Wade was not sure.

Still, there was not far to go now. Yet the air currents over the mountain barrier were treacherous. 

And a crack-up in that desolate, lifeless region would be fatal. Blizzards on the equator! But that 

was nothing new in Africa, land of weird contrasts and incredible survivals. It was the country 

where the unexpected always happened.

Wade hoped there would be no fog. Flying blind, in a low ceiling, would not be pleasant. He was 

tense with the momentary expectation that the motors would stutter and quit.



No landmarks were visible. They were flying over a great plain. Zebras, giraffes that ran at sight 

of the Thunderbug’s shadow, elephants and buffalos were plentiful. There were smaller animals, 

too—hyenas, jackals, wart hogs, and a great many leopards. Then, as the ground rose, kudu were 

visible on the mountain slopes, their spiral horns clearly visible through the glasses.

Once they passed above a group of natives who stood staring up in wonder at the indagi—the 

“great bird.” And once they swept over an island in the center of a huge lake. Wade nodded 

down.

“I’ve been there. The natives are Omolos. It’s a funny place. The blacks think they’re the only 

people in the world.”

Red stared. “How come?”

“They can’t see the shoreline—it’s a big lake. And they haven’t any boats. They make rafts out 

of reeds, but those get water-logged almost immediately.”

The Thunderbug roared on. The ground mounted steadily. They were leaving the great plains. 

Sometimes a solemn-looking secretary bird or a bustard was seen, but there was not much game 

now.

Uninhabited, bleak and hot was the country they now passed. It was utterly barren, like sand-

dunes frozen motionless at the moment of some vast cataclysm. Mostly the terrain was volcanic 

lava covered with sand. It was a baking oven, and heat currents blasted up from below 

incessantly. Wade nodded toward a window.

“That’s one reason why the Valley of the Minotaur remains undiscovered,” he said. “Even in the 

Sahara you find oases, but here—well, most of the lakes are alkali. People don’t come here, as a 

rule. There’s nothing to bring them.”

Dirk smoothed back his blond hair. “How did Galbraith get in?”

“Sheer luck—and nerve. A long time ago—centuries—there was a fresh river that ran across this 

hell. Galbraith discovered its route by ancient inscriptions he dug up, and followed the dry water-

course. He found enough good water to keep him going, though mostly he had to dig for it. But 

he did get through, and brought me back with him.” Wade glanced down. “I wonder if I could 

find any traces of our camps. Guess not, though. The simoons wipe out everything.”

Red shifted uneasily. “Want me to take the stick?”

Wade nodded. “Thanks.” He relinquished the controls to Argyle, and lit a cigarette, expelling the 

smoke in twin streams from his nostrils. “Bueno. We’ll spell each other. We can’t afford to be 

tired, any of us, when—”

He didn’t finish. There was no need to. All three men knew that peril waited for them in the 

Valley of the Minotaur.



PRESENTLY Wade began to sketch on a pad he took from a compartment. Dirk peered over his 

shoulder.

“Here’s the set-up. Something you both should know. The valley’s pretty big. Or, rather, the two 

valleys. There’s a large one where the Cretans have their walled city—Minos—and a smaller one 

at the top.” He drew an oval, and a small circle crowning it. “The valleys are connected by a 

pass, through which a river flows. The Argo River, it’s called. It comes down from the mountains 

into

the little valley, where the priests have their headquarters, runs through the Labyrinth—that’s 

their temple—and through the pass into the big valley, where it skirts the wall of Minos. Catch?”

Red, glancing aside at the map, asked:

“What’s this Labyrinth?”

“I’ll have to teach you to read some time,” Dirk observed blandly. “You’d be surprised what you 

can find in books. Ever hear of Theseus?”

“Yeah—three little Theseus,” Red responded, and bellowed with laughter. “Haw!”

Dirk moaned. “You and your lousy puns. Even if it were good…. Shut up and listen. Back in 

ancient Crete the Minoans worshiped a monster god called the Minotaur, half bull and half 

human. Victims were turned into a maze, the Labyrinth, and the Minotaur got ’em. They couldn’t 

find their way out, of course.”

“Bull,” Red said, laughing immoderately.

“For the love of—” Dirk growled.

He lifted one hand, presumably to scratch the back of his neck. Suddenly it flashed down, with a 

short, deadly throwing knife in it. More than once. Dirk had found his back-holster effective, 

giving him the advantage over an armed enemy. To tell Dirk Marat to put up his hands was 

leading with your chin. A swift, blinding motion, a lightning-fast throw—and bullets didn’t 

always have the advantage over Dirk’s sharp steel.

But now he just sat idly toying with the knife, and went on talking.

“One more crack out of you and the joint will be covered with blood,” he promised. “Theseus, as 

I was saying, killed the Minotaur. He took a spool of thread with him into the Labyrinth, 

unrolling it as he went, and simply back-tracked.”

Wade was staring at his crude map.

“There was no Theseus in the valley,” he said. “I never was in the Labyrinth, but the priests said 

there was a Minotaur in it. Criminals condemned to death were sent in—and never came out. But 

a young priest once told me he’d seen the Minotaur. He believed in it.”



“What was it like?” Red forgot to joke.

Wade shrugged. “Dunno. He wouldn’t say. But he was scared pantless…. Well, I suppose we 

ought to make some plans.”

Inwardly he was not so sure. It was difficult to foretell anything yet.

“The best thing to do is get in touch with a guy named Cardoth. He’s the high priest. We’ll find 

him at the Labyrinth.”

“In the small valley?”

“Right.”

“Is there room to land there?”

“Room enough.” Wade fell silent, thinking.

Chapter VII: Over the Mountains

MOUNTAINS loomed ahead. They were beyond the last outposts now. This was the lost land, 

forsaken and desolate as the surface of another planet. Presently Wade took the controls again.

Higher the mountains rose, snow-capped and thrusting up like menacing spears. The wind was 

chill now, and the plane hard to handle in the whirlpool currents. The icy mountains, bordering 

the oven-hot surrounding wilderness, made the air rough. From occasional rifts and valleys rose 

thermals that sent the Thunderbug sliding and rocking sickeningly. Wade lifted the plane’s nose 

higher.

Up—and up! Toward the highest ramparts of that great wall, to the towering peaks that seemed 

to touch the sky.

“We’ll need oxygen masks,” Red muttered.

“Not quite.” Wade smiled. “There’s a pass—for planes, anyway, if my memory’s right. I’ve 

never been this way by air.”

All around them now lay the tumbled, cataclysmic vastness of the icy ranges. Sometimes the 

bellowing roar of an avalanche thundered up from below. Plumes of snow blew constantly from 

the mountain peaks, like the famous mile-long plume of Everest. The scene beneath was a black-

and-white dry-brush sketch, redeemed only by the violet shadows on the snow. The sky was a 

pale, cloudless blue.

Wade felt a surge of excitement mounting within him. He was a part of the plane now. It was an 

extension of him, like an extra arm. He vibrated to every life-beat of the engines, and the 

Thunderbug thrilled responsively to his deft, delicate touch as he fought the winds.



Red and Dirk were silent, marveling and appreciating Thunder Jim’s mastery over the great 

plane. He nursed it along, remembering the danger that still lurked in the motors, not yet 

completely repaired.

Mountains—mountains that stretched to the ends of the world, far beyond the horizon! Towering 

peaks that lifted far above the laboring engines of the plane. And then—a wall, a vast, frowning, 

overhanging rampart that rose directly ahead, broken only by a single cleft, narrow as a knife 

blade. Wade headed for it.

He could not rise above the barrier, not with the motors straining as they were. In more rarefied 

air they might quit completely. And that would mean catastrophe, swift and sudden.

He headed for the cleft. Red and Dirk leaned back, seeming to relax completely. Long ago they 

had learned to do this, in order to minimize the nervous strain of imminent danger. Relax….

The gorge seemed to grow wider as they approached. It was no longer a knife-cut in the ice-wall. 

It was wide enough to let a plane fly through—just wide enough.

But not easily—no! The pass was a natural channel for raving, pouring winds. Snow clouds 

billowed and whirled in gusty currents. And the gorge turned and twisted like a snake. It was no 

easy road—impossible for men afoot, terribly difficult for a plane.

“The valley’s beyond,” Wade said softly. “It’s a hot place.”

THAT, of course, explained the winds. Cold air rushed down the pass to replace the constantly 

rising heated air from the valley beyond. The jagged walls sent the winds rippling dangerously in 

all directions. Like shooting rapids, Wade thought grimly. He nosed up slightly, leveled off, and 

roared at top speed into the cleft.

Peril at this speed, but even more if he went slowly, with a corresponding lack of control. Now 

the mighty power of the Thunderbug throbbed at his finger-tips, power that could mean success 

or crack-up, depending only on Wade’s lightning-quick reactions. If he were an instant too slow 

in handling the controls, gauging his distances, it would be fatal.

They were in the shadow of the cleft. There was no sound but the humming roar of the motors. 

The wingtips seemed to be brushing the gorge’s walls. The Thunderbug zoomed up, tilting 

sideward in the grip of the wind, and snow blasted against the glass. Wade’s fingers did not 

tighten on the stick. They rested there delicately, ready to grip. And they gripped now as the 

plane was hurled down toward the floor of the pass far below.

The prop hit deep into the air, hurtling the Thunderbug forward. There was no danger of a wing 

buckling. Wade knew his craft too well to fear that. But there was the danger of the motors going 

dead.



The plane righted, fled on, while Thunder Jim fought the stick. There was the merest hint of a 

smile at the corners of his mouth. His eyes, in that brown, expressionless face, were blazing with 

excitement.

The booming roar of the engine resounded through the gorge.

“Avalanche ahead!” Dirk said suddenly.

Wade had already seen it. The repercussions and echoes had loosened a key rock somewhere. Ice 

was falling like flashing diamonds from an overhang not far ahead. The black streak of a boulder 

arced down. If one of those hit the plane—

The smile on Wade’s face was distinct now. He was gambling with death, as he had done so often 

before. For there was no other way. He could not stop or turn back. He must race on at top speed, 

trying to beat the avalanche.

The whole side of the gorge swayed out. A glacier seemed to be exploding in colossal fragments. 

As the plane roared on, Wade saw from the corner of his eye a great wall of churning, thundering 

ruin bellowing out toward him. The wind lifted the Thunderbug, while the stick twisted like a 

mad thing in Wade’s hands.

The iron fingers tightened, holding the plane steady. Ice rattled and clashed on the wings. Then, 

incredibly, the danger was over. There was clear air ahead. The booming echoes of the avalanche 

were left behind.

Out of the gorge the Thunderbug swept. A current of hot air—a thermal—drove it up. Briefly 

Wade fought the controls; then the plane steadied.

It flashed into a valley, bordered on all sides by the towering ramparts. In the exact center, Wade 

saw with a heart-stopping twinge of memory, was the walled city, white and splendid as a jewel. 

Minos!

DOWN the length of the oval valley a river ran—Argo River, skirting the city’s western wall. 

Tilled fields were visible, and tiny huts and farms, as well as a few roads.

To the south, the river plunged into the cliffs and was lost, as Wade knew, in a cavern. Northward 

it emerged from a narrow pass beyond which lay the smaller valley of the priests. He turned the 

Thunderbug in that direction.

Strange homecoming. The boy Jim Wade had grown up in that valley. It had been his home for 

many years until Professor Galbraith had made his way in from the outer world. And the place 

seemed to have changed not at all. Poignantly he remembered the days he had spent, swimming 

in Argo River, watching from the wall of Minos… It was like going back into the past.

“By the way,” he said, “you guys don’t know the Cretan tongue, but some of the people here 

speak Greek.”



Dirk Marat nodded. “I know the lingo pretty well.”

“I know a little of it,” Red said.

“Modern Greek,” Wade told them. “This is archaic. But you’ll get along. Cardoth, the high 

priest, speaks English. He picked it up easily, when Miggs and I were here.”

Miggs. Tim Miggs, the Cockney pilot, who had crashed with Wade in the lost valley. Vividly Jim 

Wade remembered the strutting, arrogant little man, with his withered brown walnut of a face 

and his beady, sparrow-like eyes. Tim Miggs, whose grave was on the shore of Argo River. 

Thunder Jim’s smile was sad.

The Thunderbug raced north, up the valley. There were no signs of danger. Through a pass they 

went, following the river, and into a smaller valley.

Before them rose—the Minotaur!

It was a statue so gigantic that, for a brief moment

, nothing else seemed to exist. White and alien it towered against the background of dull black 

crags, impressive as Memnon on the Nile, archaic as the Colossus of Rhodes, strong with 

primeval menace as the Sphinx. But this was older than all. It was the Man-Bull—the Minotaur, 

beast-god of the ancient Cretan nation. Once its power had ruled the Mediterranean. Centuries 

ago, before the conquering Greeks stormed upon the mysterious Minoan nation, the Sign of the 

Man-Bull had meant terror and mystery to all the earth.

Bull-headed, the anthropomorphic god towered. It had the body of a man, monstrously thewed, 

decorated with ornaments of bright metal. Atop the broad shoulders rose the head of black stone.

It was forty feet high, and it had the horned, blunt-muzzle head of a bull. The sheer, vigorous 

power of the image was overwhelming. It was impossible to tear eyes away from the colossus. 

Though Wade had seen it before, he felt again that touch of superstitious awe he had known 

years ago.

Between the knees of the seated figure was a gate—a double bronze door. The pedestal on which 

the Minotaur sat was apparently hollow.

Wade pointed. “That’s the entrance to the Labyrinth. It’s underground.”

He swept the plane around in a long, swooping curve. Argo River burst from a cavern at the 

valley’s head, and raced down to go through the pass into the larger valley beyond. Below no 

farms were visible. This was a park, and in its center stood the Minotaur.

AROUND the towering statue were a number of temples, flat-roofed, white as pale marble. 

Wade let the Thunderbug drive down, his eyes alert for sign of danger. But he saw nothing. A 

few tiny figures stood motionless, staring up. Priests, evidently. That was all. There was no sign 



of any more of Quester’s men. Had they failed to reach the lost valley? Had they crashed in the 

mountain barrier?

Wade put the plane down on a smooth stretch of grass. He cut the motors, and silence fell. Then, 

from the far distance, came a faint booming thunder—the roar of the glaciers—that were 

perpetually crashing down among the surrounding peaks.

It died. Thunder Jim stepped out of the plane, followed by his two companions. Wade, save for 

his pistol, was unarmed, but both Red and Dirk carried rifles. One of the priests was coming 

forward.

Hastily Jim turned back to the Thunderbug. His hands worked swiftly, and metal shutters slid 

over the ports. He closed the door once more; his fingers seemed to drift lightly over its surface. 

But now no one but Wade, Red, or Dirk could get into the super-plane. Certain, precautionary 

guards had been built into the Thunderbug.

The priest, a gaunt, thin-faced figure in short kilt and blue tunic, was staring. His eyes opened 

wider when Wade addressed him in the Minoan tongue. “Greetings, in the name of the 

Minotaur!”

“Greetings.” The man’s gaze wandered to the plane, then back to Jim. “Who are you?”

Wade told him. The priest nodded.

“Now I remember. But you were much younger when you left the valley. Much!”

“There’s little time. I bring a warning of danger. Have any other planes—bird-machines—landed 

here?”

“No. We could not believe, at first, when we saw—”

Wade interrupted. “Then we got here first. But I must see Cardoth, quickly. He’s still alive?”

“Yes. He’s in the temple. I’ll take you to him.”

The priest stared again at the plane, turned, and signaled to the other natives who waited nearby. 

They scattered.

“My name is Yaton,” he said. “Come with me.”

Wade nodded, and obeyed, Red and Dirk behind him. Planes, of course, were not unknown to the 

Minoans. Jim Wade’s first entrance to the valley had been made in a plane—a rickety old Spad. 

But there was quite a difference between a Spad and the Thunderbug.

Chapter VIII: Hidden Valley



SOMEHOW, the place looked different, Wade thought. He had seen it years before with the 

immature eyes of a youngster, naïve and unsophisticated. It was significant that now, as he stared 

around, he was analyzing the possible defenses of the temple group. The pass into the larger 

valley might be defended against a strong force, but much would depend on weapons. Spears and 

arrows were of little use against machine-gun bullets. And of no use at all against aerial bombs!

He followed Yaton into one of the great flat-roofed temples. Red and Dirk followed, their eyes 

wide with curiosity. So this was the mysterious land from which their leader had sprung! It was 

like stepping back thousands of years into the past, and one could almost imagine that beyond 

the mountains red-sailed galleys plied from the Tin Isles to the Mediterranean. Only the three 

adventurers made an incongruous note in the cool, dim quiet of the temple’s interior.

They passed into a dark corridor after the shadowy, silent figure of their guide. Everywhere was 

a queer, indefinable odor of antiquity. It was utterly silent now.

Yaton reached out, as though to guide himself by touching the wall. So Wade thought, at first. 

Too late he realized his mistake. Beneath his feet the floor tilted—tilted and dropped away!

Twisting like a cat in mid-air, he fell, hearing surprised gasps from Red and Dirk. A flame of 

intensely bright light blinded him. He landed on his feet, but his knees buckled, and he went 

down, legs bending like springs. Before he could recover, vague figures were leaping forward.

The light was painfully bright. For brief moments Wade could see nothing. He heard grunting 

curses from his companions, and the sound of harsh breathing and blows. He stood up, 

motionless, as wiry, arms wrapped themselves about his body. His vision cleared.

Red and Dirk were still battling, though hopelessly outnumbered. Battling not only against 

priests, blue-garbed and kilted, but against men who were not the stocky, broad-shouldered 

Minoans. White men! Killers, armed with guns, which they were not using. Apparently they 

wanted their prisoners alive. But there were at least twenty enemies in all.

Several men stood against the walls, weapons aimed. But they did not fire. They waited.

Red and Dirk had already been disarmed, but that did not seem to bother them. The red-haired 

giant’s gnarled fists crashed home with audible thunks! A priest’s face dissolved in a crimson 

blur, and he staggered back, screaming and spitting out bits of teeth. Each sledge-hammer punch 

Red Argyle landed had disastrous effect.

Dirk fought differently. The little man was tricky, an expert at ju-jutsu and street-fighting. His 

bland face wore an expression of sleepy happiness as he kicked, gouged, bit, and punched. He 

had the morals of a wolverine and the fury of a wildcat.

Then Thunder Jim went into action. His captors had been momentarily disarmed by his seeming 

helplessness as he stood there without making any effort to defend himself. One had a gun 



jammed into Wade’s middle. And Thunder Jim’s arms were held, bent forward slightly, by two 

others.

THERE was unusual power in Wade’s muscles. When he moved, his captors were caught by 

surprise. He simply jerked his arms free, brought one down and the other up. The first slammed 

into the gun, knocking it aside. Wade’s right fist crashed against an unshaven jaw, and there was 

a crunching click as teeth were jammed suddenly together. The gunman was hors de combat.

Simultaneously Wade sprang back, evading the hands that reached for him. His automatic had 

been taken from its holster, and his companions’ rifles were also gone. The glaring brightness 

was not so much of a handicap now. His eyes were accustomed to it.

So this was a trap! The enemy had reached here first, after all, and they had made their 

preparations. But why were the Minoan priests helping them?

That was a problem Wade could not solve just then. He was too busy using his fists.

Two bright searchlights had been set up at opposite ends of the room, and from the darkness 

behind them came the sound of a shot. Red Argyle let out a yelp and stood for a moment staring 

at his left arm, dripping with blood.

“THAT’S it!” a sharp voice said. “Don’t kill ’em! Aim at their arms and legs.”

“Hold it!” Wade commanded. “Red—Dirk—lay off!”

Argyle turned an expres

sion of angry disbelief to his leader.

“What?”

Ignoring him, Wade called, “We surrender!” He raised his arms.

From behind the searchlight, someone laughed.

“Good! Tie ’em up, boys. But be careful.”

Wade let himself be bound, and Red and Dirk followed his example, though with muttered 

objurgations. But they knew in their hearts that this was the best way. If they had continued to 

fight, they would have been shot at ruthlessly from the darkness, until they were crippled and 

helpless.

Now, though prisoners, they were still able to fight should the chance come.

Wade hoped he had not been wrong. His first mistake had been in allowing himself to be lulled 

into a false sense of security, and so into this trap. Somehow, he could not believe that the 

Minoans had allied themselves with Galbraith’s kidnapers. Yet everything pointed to that.



“Leave their legs free,” the voice commanded, then the speaker came forward. A man with 

squinting eyes, lantern jaw, and bald head. He looked like a vulture, and needed a shave.

“Thunder Jim Wade and his pals, eh?” He grinned, eying his captives. “My name’s Quester. Glad 

to know you.”

Wade didn’t answer, and Quester went on:

“So Varden’s men didn’t get you in Singapore. They radioed us about that. But what happened to 

the boys we had tailing you?”

Wade’s eyes were icy cold. “They’re dead,” he said, and something like a gust of icy wind 

seemed to sweep through the underground room.

Quester’s tongue came out and licked his lips. He was not grinning any longer.

“You’ll be dead yourself, pretty soon,” he said at last. “All three of you.”

He made a quick gesture, and Wade saw that Yaton, the treacherous Minoan guide, had appeared.

“The cell is ready,” the Cretan said.

He spoke English, and Wade realized that this must be the result of his own visit with Miggs to 

the valley years before.

Perhaps many of the natives had studied the new tongue.

AT a command from Quester, Wade and his companions were hustled through a short corridor 

and stopped before a metal door, which Yaton unlocked. The door was made of bronze bars, set 

solidly in a metal frame.

Beyond it was a small, bare cell, lighted by a single lamp.

The prisoners were thrust in; the door was shut and locked. The others went away, leaving only 

Quester, Yaton, and one of the armed killers, a squat, hairy fellow with evil, piggish eyes.

Quester’s face was twisted with malice. “If I had my way, I wouldn’t keep you alive,” he said, 

staring through the bars. “So you’re Thunder Jim Wade, eh?”

“Not really,” Wade said, with infuriating calm. “I’m Santa Claus, and these guys with me are 

Donner and Blitzen. Two of my reindeer.” His eyes were no longer icily inhuman.

“Smart fella,” Quester growled. “Yeah!”

“What about Blitzen, here?” Wade said. He nodded toward Red. “Want him to bleed to death?”

Argyle’s arm was still dripping blood.

“The rope will make a good tourniquet.”



“Go away, Baldy,” Dirk put in. “You bother us. We want to play charades.”

Quester took out his gun. “You’ll sing different if I put a slug through your arm.”

Dirk met the vicious eyes with bland indifference. “Nuts.”

Yaton murmured something. “…he does not want…” Wade could not hear the rest. Quester’s 

face turned a mottled red.

“They’ll still be alive if I put bullets in their legs!” he burst out.

He lifted his gun. Simultaneously a hand shot out of the shadows and closed on Quester’s wrist. 

The bald man gasped in startled surprise, his discolored teeth showing in a snarl. Then he 

glanced at his assailant—and went parchment-pale.

“You must learn not to disobey me, Quester,” a low, purring voice murmured.

The hand—fleshy and well manicured—took the gun. So swiftly that eye could scarcely follow 

the motion, it swept out. Quester grunted explosively.

He reached up and touched bleeding scratches on his cheek.

“You had better put iodine on that,” the voice said, and, more sharply, “Now!”

Quester said nothing. His mouth was working as he turned and vanished in the depths of the 

corridor.

Yaton had not spoken. But there was fear in his eyes. The owner of the voice moved into view 

before the door, and Thunder Jim Wade nodded slowly.

“Solent,” he said. “Duke Solent.”

He had never seen Solent before, but tales of the man were whispered from Bombay to Rio. 

Duke Solent, the Eurasian, hybrid of two races, with the worst vices of each combining in his 

strong, well-built body. Ruthless, cunning, dangerous as the ringhals cobra or the black mamba, 

he had left a trail of death in his wake across the world.

He worked swiftly, and had always gone unpunished—except once. A Russian mujik was the 

only man who had left his mark on Solent. No one ever knew the truth of that story, but Duke 

Solent had come out of Siberia with a flaming, crinkled scar on his forehead. He had been 

branded with a cross.

MANY women had found him attractive. He was tall, strongly built, with an easy flowing grace. 

Only his slightly slanted eyes in the dark face told of his half-Asian ancestry.

Wade had always known that some day his trail must cross that of Solent.

And now—he felt a thrill of exultation at the thought—that day had come. True, he was the 

Eurasian’s prisoner, but—



“Quester is impetuous,” Solent said, softly. “I wanted you alive and unharmed. I have heard of 

the Thunderbug, and the precautions you take.”

Wade lifted an eyebrow. “So you couldn’t get into it, eh?”

The other lifted his hand in a queer gesture, brushing at his lips.

“My men could not,” he admitted. “When they had acid sprayed on them from concealed 

automatic vents, they were discouraged.”

“I’m the only one who can get into the Thunderbug, once it’s locked,” Wade informed his captor. 

“I’d advise you not to try to burn your way through the hull with an acetylene torch. There’s high 

explosive in the Thunderbug, and it’s apt to go off.”

For a long moment Solent stared. “I believe you,” he said at last. “You’d rather see the 

Thunderbug destroyed than have it get out of your hands. But you can open it, eh?”

“I can—”

“And you will. Or your men will be tortured.”

Wade exchanged significant glances with Red and Dirk. Such threats had been made before.

“Got any objections to having a chat, first?” Wade asked. “There’s a lot I’d like to know.”

Solent shrugged his muscular shoulders. The scar on his forehead gleamed crimson.

“I shall tell you only what I wish, of course. But go ahead.”

“Is Professor Galbraith safe?”

“Yes.”

“What are you after here?”

“Talk will get us nowhere,” Solent said suddenly. His hand brushed his lips again. “No, we waste 

time. You will show me how to operate the Thunderbug. You have ten minutes to make your 

decision. Otherwise, the torture begins.”

Without another word he turned and strode away, followed by Yaton. The single guard they had 

left leaned idly against the wall. Silence fell over the prison vault.

“Well,” Red grunted, “what next?”

Wade smiled. “Next? We’re getting out of here, of course!”

Chapter IX: Test for the Thunderbug



JIM WADE glanced around. The cell was empty, save for the single dim light of the ancient 

lamp.

“Over here,” he said softly, and led the way into a corner of the prison where they were 

temporarily hidden from the guard outside. “Now—what about a knife, Dirk?”

Marat’s round face twisted in a smile, its seraphic effect somewhat marred by a black eye.

“I have one. You’ll have to get it for me.”

“Where?”

“Behind my teeth—feel? It snaps in place like a dentist’s band.”

He knelt as Wade deftly retrieved the tiny sliver of steel. One of Dirk’s chief interests was 

thinking up ingenious ways of concealing knife blades so that they would not be found by 

searchers. The sliver was sharp, and soon the three were free of their bonds.

“Keep the ropes in place,” Wade warned. “We’re not out of this fix yet.”

With his arms still apparently bound he went to where the lamp stood on the floor, and stumbled, 

knocking it over. The guard outside stirred, peering into the Stygian blackness of the cell.

“What you think you’re doin’?” he snapped.

Thunder Jim was moving swiftly. The ropes were gone from his body now. He snatched up the 

lamp, drifted like a shadow to the door, and emptied the contents outside the bars, on the stone 

floor. That done, he slipped aside into the blackness, and Red Argyle took his place.

The guard was coming forward, his gun ready. The torchlight just revealed Red within the cell.

“Back up,” the guard snapped. Argyle obeyed.

The guard was taking no chances. He walked forward warily, his pistol snouted forward, his eyes 

intent on the interior of the vault. Consequently he did not see the little pool of oil. He stepped 

into it, but his hobnailed boots did not slip.

Simultaneously Wade lit the packet of matches he had fished out of his pocket, and tossed it 

between the bars.

Instantly the oil-pool blazed up. To the guard, it seemed as though the fire had leaped up from his 

very feet. Attack he had expected, but not this.

And Argyle’s huge hand shot between the bars, clamped on the guard’s gun-hand, and dragged 

the man forward. His companions worked in swift unison. Wade’s fist cracked sharply against 

the gunman’s jaw. He caught the fellow as he slumped down. Dirk had already yanked the pistol 

from the guard’s hand.

It was over. The three had worked like a well-oiled machine, with swift precisi



on and accuracy—as always.

“We could use the pistol on the lock,” Wade said, “but that’d be too noisy.”

“Got that pen-knife of yours?” Red asked.

He took the steel sliver from Dirk and bent over the door. His gnarled, hairy fingers looked 

clumsy, but within a few seconds the lock clicked, and the barrier stood open. The three hurdled 

the pool of oil. Briefly they paused to smother the fire licking at the unconscious guard’s 

clothing.

LEAVING an enemy to be burned to death was something they could not do, even at this critical 

moment. But it did not take long, and then they were hurrying back along the corridor. Wade had 

taken the torch from its socket, and led the way.

“Know the way out?” Dirk asked.

“Maybe. We’ve got to get to the Thunderbug.”

“There’ll be guards.”

“Some. Let’s have that gun, Dirk.”

“What about Galbraith?”

Wade grunted. “Figure it out. Why did Solent want the Thunderbug? Because he didn’t have 

another plane. His own must have cracked up when he landed here. Okay. But why the rush? 

Because he wants to use the Thunderbug for something. I know the Minoans. Not many of them 

are fools or scoundrels. Solent might have got a few to help him, but the rest—no. Certainly not 

Cardoth, the king-priest.”

Red was tying up his wounded arm as they went on. “Well?” he asked.

“My idea is that most of the Minoans are against Solent, and they’re with Cardoth, in the city—

Minos. So Solent wants to get the Thunderbug and drop a few bombs on Minos. I don’t get all 

the angles yet, but I believe that’s the best solution.”

Wade halted in mid-stride, staring around. He held the torch higher.

“Anyway, this is the place. Where we fell through the trap-door. How’s your arm, Red? Can you 

stand some weight?”

The giant grunted. “Climb on.” He braced himself.

Carefully Wade mounted, until he stood astride Red’s shoulders.

“Can’t reach. Dirk?”

Marat made the third stone in the human tower. He could just touch the ceiling.



“Right. No lock on it. I—I’ll see.”

Abruptly the panel slid down, upsetting all three. They were up again instantly, alert for any 

sound that might betoken danger. They heard nothing.

Once more Red braced himself. This time Dirk’s fingers slipped over the edge of the aperture, 

and slowly, gradually, he pulled himself up.

“All oke,” he whispered down “Let’s have your hand, now.”

It was more difficult to get Red up through the trap, but they managed it at last, with the aid of 

improvised ropes made from their belts and twisted shirts. Finally the three stood panting in the 

upper corridor that was dim, silent, and empty.

Wade had the gun. He led the way. They met no one.

Then they were outside the temple, in the bright sunlight. The Thunderbug stood not far away. It 

seemed unharmed. There were a few men near it, two of them priests.

“What about Galbraith?” Dirk whispered. “We going to leave him there?”

“Got to,” Wade said shortly.

It was the only way, he knew. Just now it was imperative that they make their escape, and return 

later with aid. Besides, Galbraith might not be here. He might be in the walled city of Minos.

Wade felt a sudden electric tingle go right up his spine. Far away, a voice was shouting 

something. Had their escape been discovered? Had Solent returned to the cell and found it 

empty? In that case, Jim Wade could not wait for an opportunity to disguise himself and his 

companions as priests. “Red,” he whispered, “head for the plane. I’ll cover you.”

Without hesitation Argyle launched himself forward. He knew Wade’s uncannily accurate 

marksmanship.

Dirk was gone, too, slipping like a shadow from bush to bush. Wade followed, his eyes keenly 

alert for any sign of movement.

The four men visible near the plane noticed Red’s sprinting figure. One of them yelled and 

jerked up a gun. Wade seemed to fire without aim. The gun was unfamiliar to him, but he did not 

miss. The killer yelled even louder, and jerked up an arm from which red drops splattered in the 

bright sunlight.

Wade willed himself to icy calm. His glance raked the scene. The shadow of the gigantic 

Minotaur lay beyond the plane. Was someone moving there? Yes!

Again the pistol snarled. From far away, a voice rose in agony. Red was almost at the 

Thunderbug. Then he was at its side, bending low, his deft fingers searching. The magic in those 

gnarled hands opened the secret lock in split seconds. But meanwhile Wade guarded him, not 



daring to waste bullets, for he had no extra ammunition. Six slugs, and he had used two… three 

now.

Red was in the plane. The door was shut. A staccato clatter of machine-gun fire ripped out, and 

the priests flung themselves flat on their faces. But they had no need to fear. That was just a 

warning. Argyle had aimed high.

“Dirk!” Wade called sharply, and saw a small figure dart rabbit-like toward the Thunderbug.

He followed, racing at top speed. Behind him he heard shouts and shots. Over his shoulder he 

saw men pouring out of the temple he had just left, and risked a snap-shot that halted them 

momentarily.

Then Dirk was scrambling into the plane, Wade on his heels. Lead plunked against the armored 

hull. A bullet sang through the door as it closed, and splashed on the inner wall. Wade jammed 

the barrier shut, locked it, and breathed again.

“Anybody hurt?”

“Those sons can’t shoot worth a hoot,” Red told him, and Dirk merely smiled.

“Okay.” Wade bent over the controls, touching the starter. Only a coughing grunt was the 

response. He went suddenly tense.

Neither Dirk nor Red said anything, though they realized that something was wrong. Quietly 

they took their places, one on each side of the cabin.

The shutters were still in place, and the small enclosure was lit by electric light. Nothing outside, 

of course, was visible.

Wade’s deft fingers moved swiftly. That attempt to enter the Thunderbug—it hadn’t helped any. 

The engine trouble had developed to dangerous proportions. Dangerous to men in the air, for a 

forced landing here might be disastrous.

“We’re moving by land,” Wade said.

INSTANTLY the cabin sprang into hurried activity. The retractable wings were drawn in, tractor 

wheels pumped out, and, in a matter of minutes, the Thunderbug was not a plane any more. It 

was a tank, of definitely unusual construction, but looking strong.

Wade chanced a glimpse of the outside. As he half suspected, the enemy under Quester’s 

guidance were arriving with dynamite. Ahead, in the Thunderbug’s path, a tree had been hastily 

felled, and rocks piled about it to form a barricade. No doubt boulders had been put against the 

treads, too.



Jim would have preferred to warm the motor awhile longer, but he dared not delay. With a signal 

to the others, he flipped open the front shutters. The Thunderbug quivered, shook, but did not 

move.

From outside, came Quester’s voice.

“Touch off that fuse! Quick!”

Wade threw on more power. The Thunderbug backed up, the floor tilting dangerously, and then 

moved forward. It crawled toward the tree that blocked its path. The straining, damaged motors 

sang more shrilly.

Slowly, gradually, the Thunderbug clambered like a beetle over the barricade. It came down with 

a thump, just as a grenade landed nearby. Wade threw on additional speed, and the tank, once 

more on level ground, began to move faster. The pick-up was good, he thought, but those motors 

might quit at any moment. Faster, now….

The grenade exploded, too far away to do any harm. From the distance came shots and cries. 

Wade sent the Thunderbug racing forward, at thirty miles an hour, heading for the pass.

The mountainous ramparts at either side drew closer. On the right was the Argo River, flowing 

with smooth, oily speed. The Minotaur’s shadow fell on them briefly as they rounded an outcrop 

of rock; then they were in the pass. The confusion of noise grew fainter behind them.

The

Thunderbug picked up speed, but its motor sometimes stuttered disconsolately. Wade frowned. If 

it died—

They had to reach shelter first. And the only safe shelter was the walled city, Minos.

The sun was dipping toward the western rampart of ice-bound cliffs, and the shadows of trees 

and bushes were lengthening. Jim Wade glanced around. Dirk was busy adjusting a new bandage 

on Red’s arm, to replace the temporary, makeshift one. Both of the men were ragged and blood-

smeared, but Wade knew there was plenty of life in them yet. There would have to be! If his 

suspicions were right, a hard fight lay ahead.

So Duke Solent was behind this! The Eurasian was a dangerous man. He was cunning as well as 

unscrupulous, and no doubt he had laid his plans well. But what was behind all this mystery? 

What was the unknown treasure of the valley? And how did the little statue of the Minotaur, 

which Galbraith owned, affect the situation? The material of which it was made was not even 

marble. The thought of its being pitchblende or any precious metal was ridiculous. Nor was it 

old. The priests had made it for Galbraith when the Professor visited Minos.

Wade shook his head doubtfully, guiding the Thunderbug through the pass and into the larger 

valley. A gradually rising slope lay ahead, tree-forested and bushy. Higher up were farms. But, 



when Wade passed them, he saw that the oddly constructed buildings seemed deserted. No 

smoke rose from the roofs, and cattle lowed sadly in the meadows.

Chapter X: Escape to Minos

NOW there was no danger of pursuit. But there was always the ever-present peril of engine 

trouble. The motor was worse now. Once it went out entirely, and Wade had to tinker with it for 

fifteen minutes before it sputtered unhappily to life again.

Red and Dirk watched in silence. The little man had found another throwing knife among the 

equipment, and was sharpening its blade. Red was smoking a particularly vile brand of black 

cigar, which Dirk contended was imported from Gehenna.

The ground kept on rising. The river lay on the right, hidden now behind palisades of low cliffs, 

from which ravines cut up at sharp angles to the plateau-plain. Ahead Wade could see the tall 

rampart of the city’s wall, and the gate that opened northward. He went on, following a road into 

which he had guided the Thunderbug.

Cough, the engines went. Sput-t—sputt-t-t-chk! The tank needed an overhauling badly, Wade 

realized. He wished he had left it in Singapore until the job had been completed. But there would 

have been no time, had he done so. As it was, time was dangerously short. Duke Solent already 

had acquired power of some sort in the valley. But how?

Those questions could be answered later, Wade thought. Meanwhile, the most important thing 

was to get the Thunderbug into Minos, where it would not fall into Solent’s hands and be 

destroyed. Granted, of course, that the city held friends.

Land of mystery and ancient glamor! And now overrun with killers, the worst types of the outer 

world’s civilization. To Wade, who had lived so long in the lost valley, such intrusion seemed 

almost sacrilege. The incongruity of modern guns, hand grenades, dock rats and hired killers in 

Minos was, somehow, subtly degrading. Like a black blotch of fungus on a marble statue of pure 

beauty.

Wade’s mind went back to a long-ago day when brigands had attacked an isolated Chinese 

Buddhist temple, a marvel of jade and bronze and ebony. He had felt the same way then. And he 

had had no compunction in machine-gunning the brigands, at that time, for their weapons had 

been superior to his own. And once, in the silent fastnesses of Tibet, battling in the air against 

roaring planes, he had glanced down and seen the bleak, ascetic bulk of a lamasery against the 

snowy peak. It had stood there for centuries, untouched by greed and hatred and evil.

And now Minos—cheapened, somehow, desecrated by Solent and his murderous crew.

The great wall loomed ahead. To left and to right it stretched, tall and grimly undecorated, save 

for sentries who paced the walls, tiny silhouettes against the dying light. The road led directly to 



the tall bronze gates, three times higher than a man, decorated with carving of the Minotaur. 

Wade sent the light tank heading directly toward it.

“They’ve spotted us,” he said, over his shoulder. “We may have to back up in a hurry. Keep extra 

clips handy.”

Dirk, busy with a rifle, nodded. Red, handicapped by his wounded arm, was awkwardly 

adjusting a small machine-gun.

The great gates swung open. Wade felt himself getting tense. The next few moments would be 

important indeed.

THE swift twilight of the tropic was falling. The sun dipped behind the western peaks. A shadow 

fell on Minos.

Beyond the open gates were the towers and buildings of a city. The road led into a cleared space, 

a square in which many Cretans were thronged. Wade stopped the Thunderbug just short of the 

gateway, peering through the bullet-proof glass window.

Minoan women, in their striped full skirts and neat bodices, strapped tightly about their middles. 

Men, in scanty, tight skirts and broad-shouldered tunics, carrying shields and short-swords, 

javelins, bows, and spears. The Cretans of Minos, watching the gateway.

Out of the throng a man strode, white-bearded and tall. He came forward fearlessly, his arm 

lifted in salute. Wade sighed in gusty relief.

“Okay, boys,” he said. “That’s Cardoth, the king-priest. We’ll be safe in Minos. For awhile, 

anyhow.”

He sent the Thunderbug lurching forward. The bronze gates crashed closed behind them.

They were in Minos—lost to the world for untold centuries! The heart of a secret, forgotten 

civilization!

Minos—the mystery of mysteries!

There was a queer, warm feeling in Thunder Jim’s chest as he stepped out of the Thunderbug and 

advanced to meet Cardoth. Many years before, a child stunned by the Spad’s crash, he had been 

carried over these same stones. And often he had walked upon them as he had grown older, 

sometimes with Miggs, the little Cockney, at his side. It was like opening again a dearly loved 

book not read since boyhood.

The dim, ghostly twilight made the scene unreal. The walls towered up endlessly, gray as the 

somber skies. With the coming of night, a chill wind blew down from the surrounding 

mountains. Torches were aflame here and there in the square. A curious silence hung over all. 

The mob was not demonstrative. They did not shout—they scarcely seemed to whisper.



Wade gave a strange, archaic salute, and Cardoth acknowledged it. The king-priest was very old, 

yet his lean body was not bent by age. Bright, keen eyes flashed from under tufted white brows. 

The oldster’s nose was a scimitar-beak. Unlike the broad-shouldered, squat Minoans he was tall, 

wiry and lean.

“You have come back, my son,” he said simply. “I am glad.” He put out his hand. “Let us greet 

each other in the way of your people.”

Wade wrung the hard hand. This was homecoming—to the only real home he had ever known. 

Abruptly he felt an aching longing that he knew could never be fulfilled. A home. But he was 

Thunder Jim Wade! Always he must pay the price his strange background exacted. Always must 

he remain homeless, a wanderer in far places, and an avenger.

Yet his youth lay buried here in Minos, with the bones of his father, and with little Miggs, the 

Cockney pilot. He could never forget that.

“It is good to see you, Cardoth,” he said. “But let us talk in English, if you remember? My 

friends do not speak Minoan, and only a few words or more of Greek.”

The king-priest bent his white head. “So. Come to my palace, with your friends.”

HE saluted Red and Dirk and, as they stared, extended his hand. They shook it, surprised at the 

old man’s strength.

“My machine—” Wade said.

Cardoth looked at the Thunderbug. “The outside world holds strong magic, as we have lately 

found to our cost. But it will be safe here. The gates are barred and there are sentries. I will post 

guards, though.”

He called a command, and soldiers pushed forward, armed with short swords and javelins. 

Silently they formed a cordon around the tank.

Cardoth beckoned. He led the way between the silent throng that opened before them and closed 

again in their wake. A chariot, drawn by two black horses, waited. Riding in it through the flame-

lit streets of Minos, Wade could almost believe that he had stepped back into his fantastic youth. 

The towers and domes of the city rose up all about him. And ever the people watched, silently, 

with an air of waiting.

The palace was surprisingly simple. In a plain, quiet room high up in a tower, undecorated save 

for a frieze about the walls, Wade and his companions faced Cardoth at last, relaxing on soft 

cushions. From a window came the sound of a rushing torrent—Argo River, far below. The 

palace was by the west wall of Minos, where the stream ran.

“You will wish to refresh yourselves,” Cardoth had just said.

“Time for that later,” Wade said promptly. “Just now, we’d better talk, eh?”



“As you wish. But you can eat and drink as you speak.”

Girls in the odd Minoan costume came hurrying in response to Cardoth’s summons. Speedily 

they returned with wine and food.

Wade watched Red light one of his twisted black cigars. He caught the king-priest’s glance, and 

smiled.

“You remember Miggs? He was always unhappy because there was no tobacco here. This is what 

he meant by cigars, Cardoth.”

“So?” The oldster was interested. “I should like to try it.”

“Try a cigarette,” Wade said hastily. He knew the strength of Red’s cigars.

Cardoth took one of the small white cylinders, and was soon puffing away interestedly, delighted 

with the new sensation.

“So this is what little Miggs wanted,” he murmured. “Well, it is pleasant…. But we have other 

things to talk about. You come in good time, son. Strange that both of you—you and Professor 

Galbraith, who was here so many years ago and took you away with him—should arrive a day or 

two apart.”

Wade grunted. So Galbraith was here! Good!

“Just what happened?” he asked.

Cardoth was smoking with unhurried calm. “We are besieged in Minos. But I had better begin at 

the start. For a long time a priest named Yaton—”

“Yaton?” Wade repeated sharply.

“You know him? So… He chafed under my rule. He gathered malcontents about him. But they 

could do nothing. The bulk of the

people were satisfied. Yaton is cruel, and if he had his way, there would be many more sacrifices 

to the Minotaur than there are now. At present only convicted criminals enter the Labyrinth to 

die. Well—well, I have my spies.”

HE examined the cigarette with interest.

“A man named—what is it?—Solent, came into the valley in a plane. Like the one that brought 

you and Miggs and your father, only more modern, I suppose. He had Professor Galbraith with 

him as a prisoner. We did not know that at first. Later, too late, we learned the truth. Solent 

wished to acquire a treasure he believes the valley holds. Yaton wished to rule. Inevitably, the 

two found each other, and helped each other. Yaton said he would give Solent the secret provided 

Solent helped him become king-priest of Minos. Thus the two are allies, now, against me.”



Wade’s face was expressionless.

“And?”

“They hold the sacred valley of the Minotaur. I fled here to Minos. I could see Solent and his 

men were evil, and only evil could come of dealing with them. They wish to conquer us, kill me, 

and enslave and rule the people. Yaton will become king-priest, and he will not be a good one. 

The Minotaur will have far too many sacrifices.”

“I get it,” Wade said. “They’re going to march on Minos.”

“Yes. All the people have fled into the city. We are not well armed against the weapons of the 

outside world. But we have courage. Yaton and Solent will not conquer us easily.”

“So,” Jim Wade said thoughtfully, “Yaton and Solent have Galbraith a captive in the sacred 

valley.”

Chapter XI: Besieged City

GOING over to the window, Thunder Jim stared down at the long sweep of tower that merged 

into the city wall, and then the cliff that dropped sharply away to the moonlight surface of Argo 

River far below. The water’s rushing murmur came up to him softly. What treasure, unknown to 

him, could possibly exist here?

“Solent has modern weapons, of course,” he said, turning abruptly, his tall figure outlined against 

the blackness behind the window. “That means guns, dynamite, and so forth. What about his 

plane?”

“It was damaged,” Cardoth said, with the trace of a sly smile behind his beard. “As I said, I have 

my—spies!”

Wade nodded appreciatively. The king-priest was no fool. He would make a good ally. And the 

Minoans, hard, trained fighters, would not be useless. But the thought of seeing them fall in 

dozens before machine-gun fire was sickening to Wade.

He looked at Red and Dirk.

“Solent can’t attack by air,” he said, then turned back to the king-priest.

“He—how many men are against us, Cardoth?”

“Not many. Six hundred altogether, perhaps. We are many more.”

“But you have no guns. That’s why Solent wanted the Thunderbug, of course. To attack by air. 

He doesn’t really need the tank. Dynamite can breach holes in these walls easily enough. We 

haven’t much of a chance.”



“The Thunderbug?” Dirk said quietly.

“Those engines are badly strained. It’ll take days to repair the machine. We can’t depend on 

that.”

“We have weapons, too.”

“Some. Yes. But not enough to defend a city. Solent isn’t a fool. He has his own men, and he’s 

trained the priests by now to use guns.”

“We can do that, too,” Dirk said emphatically.

Wade scowled. “Yeah—yeah. But I wish we could use the Thunderbug. Drop a few bombs on 

those boys, and they’d hightail it pronto.”

Red gnawed his cigar. “We got some ammunition, but not such a lot. Even if we could train the 

Minoan soldiers to use gats, it’d take awhile. And badly trained soldiers are muy malo.”

“Our men have courage,” Cardoth said.

Wade smiled at him pacifyingly. “Of course. But in a fight they’d probably forget the guns and 

depend on their own weapons—spears and arrows. How much time have we, do you think?”

The king-priest shrugged. “I do not know that. Days—or perhaps only hours.” He rose as a gong 

clanged sharply from the distance. “Wait. This may be a messenger.”

Presently a stocky, broad-shouldered priest was ushered into the room. Sweat still made channels 

in his grimy cheeks. He bowed low before Cardoth, sending a glance of swift inquiry at the three 

Americans.

“There is news, Highness.”

“Then say it,” Cardoth commanded. “These men are to be trusted.”

Wade felt again that queer warning thrill of danger. He sensed menace in the air, a breathless 

expectancy that tingled through his body.

Red and Dirk felt it, too. Their eyes were bright.

“This is Rezzar, one of my spies,” the king-priest said. “He has just returned from the Minotaur 

valley, where he pretended to be a priest of Yaton.”

REZZAR nodded. “Aye. They attack at noon tomorrow, in full force. The slant-eyed man—”

“Solent?” Wade asked.

“Yes, Solent. He was waiting for something, but decided not to wait.”



“He was waiting for the Thunderbug, in case it got past that trap they set for us back in the 

jungle,” Wade explained. “We got away, so the longer he delays now, the longer we have to 

prepare for him.”

“More than six hundred men will march on Minos,” Rezzar said. “I—I had difficulty in 

escaping.” He glanced at a bloody scratch on his bare, bronzed arm. “They will come with 

strange new weapons, and the powder that explodes.”

“Grenades—dynamite—machine-guns,” Red growled. “This’ll be slaughter!”

“Do you know of Professor Galbraith?” Wade asked suddenly, and the spy priest nodded.

“He is Yaton’s prisoner.”

“Do you know what they intend to do with him?”

Rezzar shrugged. “They will kill him, I suppose.” He turned to Cardoth. “If you have no orders 

for me, I shall go to join the soldiers who will be defending Minos tomorrow.”

The king-priest smiled. “You are a brave man, Rezzar. Yes, go. Our gods guard you!”

Then, for a time, there was silence in the room. Wade went to the window again and stared down, 

pondering. So the attack would be at noon tomorrow? So little time left in which to prepare! He 

turned.

“We have a night and half a day to train the soldiers. Spread the guns around as much as 

possible. Train as many as you can, so there’ll be reserves. And get to work on the Thunderbug. 

There’s a chance—a long one—that we can get it working by noon tomorrow. Before the attack. 

So hop to it!”

Dirk nodded silently. Red’s shaggy brows came together.

“What about you?”

“I’m going back to the sacred valley,” Wade told him. “Cardoth, can I be disguised as a priest?”

“You are tall—too tall,” the ruler said hesitantly. “But we can try.”

“You’re going back?” Red broke in. “Why the—”

“Sabotage,” Wade explained. “Fifth Column work. I want to try and cripple the attack at the 

source, if I can. I can save Galbraith, too.”

The giant scowled. “Well, why can’t Dirk and I go along. You might need us.”

“Because I might fail—be captured, or killed. Then everything would depend on you guys. On 

your guns, and on the Thunderbug, if you can repair it in time.”

“Fat chance,” Dirk muttered. But Red eyed his big capable hands a nodded.



“Bueno.”

Wade stretched his muscular body.

“Cardoth—”

THE king-priest signaled for an attendant. He gave swift orders, and followed the American as 

he was conducted out.

“I had better go with your friends, my son, and confirm what they do,” he offered.

“Yeah. Thanks.”

Wade was removing his clothing as he walked. He waved at Red and Dirk, saluted the king-

priest, and went on.

Soon he found himself in a huge, cool bath, lit by torches. A deep basin was sunk in the stone 

floor. Servants were busy, bringing clothing, strigils, and other necessities.

Twenty minute

s later Wade was transformed. He was still too tall for an average Minoan, but there were some 

tall men among the natives. He wore the customary short skirt and blue bodice of a priest, 

covered by a loose cloak. On his head was a plumed hood.

He stood looking at his reflection in a steel mirror. From beyond the window came the sound of 

noisy preparations as Minos made ready for the invaders’ attack. Wade grunted and went to find 

the Thunderbug, from which he took some weapons that might come in handy.

He needed no guide to the sacred valley. Soon he was outside the city wall, its torch-lit glow 

fading behind him, hurrying northward on a fast horse whose hoofs drummed through the 

moonlit night.

The river was a silver stream on his left. Down the long slope he rode, and, at last, the narrow 

pass that led to the Labyrinth opened before him.

Wade dismounted, sending the horse away with a slap on its rump. He slipped into the shadows, 

peering ahead with wary eyes. There might be—would be—guards in the pass.

SILENTLY as a wind-blown leaf, Thunder Jim advanced.

Civilization seemed to drop from him like a useless cloak. He was back in the jungle now, where 

life and death were primeval and everyday occurrences. Where wariness and skill meant life, and 

weakness was a prelude to destruction.

Not physical weakness alone—no! A single false step, a betraying sound, a miscalculation in the 

dimensionless moonlight, any of these might bring death swift and inevitable. But Wade has a 

curious blend of ancient instinct and keen intelligence. He was not merely wise with the wisdom 



of the wilderness savage. He was an animal, a stalking carnivore, a puma with the alert mind of a 

man.

Like a shadow he moved, making no sound. His eyes were strange now, the pupils expanding 

until they seemed large and almost luminous—set stones in the hard, bronzed face. The wisdom 

of two races—of a forgotten, archaic civilization, and, of a modern, scientific world—mingled 

with the primitive, deadly instinct of the jungle. To have seen Wade now as he moved like a 

stalking beast through the gloom would have been to know why many feared him.

The careless, daredevil adventurer was gone. In his place was a Nemesis, relentless and 

inexorable. In his mind, Wade had condemned the killers who had brought blood and death into 

the lost valley, and the cold fury within him glittered in his jet eyes. He went on.

There was a guard posted—one of the renegade Minoan priests, stocky and sinewy, his gaze 

wary as he lounged in a dark crevasse that cut the eastern wall of the pass, hidden from view. 

Wade did not see him, but sensed his presence unmistakably. The innumerable night-sounds, the 

whisper of winds, the murmur of the river, the hum of nocturnal insects, formed a monotone 

which altered, very slightly, as Wade approached the guard.

An almost undetectable hush surrounded him. His presence had driven away the wary insects 

and small bush animals. His breathing was not quite inaudible, and Wade’s nostrils, long trained 

for such work, could detect the man’s odor, as distinctive as the strong musk-smell of a lion. 

Each of Wade’s senses was keenly alert, attuned to the slightest disturbance.

He waited, considering. There was no reason to risk an alarm unnecessarily. Discovery at this 

point would be dangerous. He grinned in the darkness. Dangerous was an understatement. It 

would be fatal.

To overcome and tie the guard would be a delay, and unnecessary. Better to slip past unnoticed. 

If that could be done!

Wade retreated. Taking advantage of the cover, he crossed the narrow pass to the west, until he 

reached Argo River. It did not flow too swiftly for his purposes. The valley was fairly level, and 

the stream had neither rapids nor falls. It clung to the steep side of the gorge, and by keeping to 

the slow water of the shallows, Wade felt sure he could swim upstream. Whether he could do so 

without being detected by the enemy’s guards was another matter.

Crouching under a bush, he stripped and made his garments into a small, compact bundle, which 

he gripped in one hand. That done, he slipped into the water. Its snowy chill was a shock. There 

were flecks of ice visible floating downstream, and Wade knew speed was essential, to avoid 

freezing. But silence was even more important.

Holding his clothes and gun over his head, he crossed the river and reached the shallows, where 

plants grew thickly on the shore. He paused long enough to procure camouflage—some leaves 



that served to disguise his bundle, and a vine that he ripped up and wound about his head like a 

turban. This might not help much, but every precaution was valuable at this stage of the game.

Again he dropped into the water and began to make his way upstream. Above him the steep, dark 

rampart of rock rose against the purple sky. Sometimes pebbles and earth would be dislodged 

and fall splashing into the stream. The moon had risen above the eastern summit of the gorge, 

and its light slanted down on the river. But that was something that could not be helped.

Far away came the muted rumble of avalanches. The sky was blazing with jeweled brilliance. 

The strange, fantastic beauty of the African night was exotically unreal. Wade thought he might 

be on another world, a planet where man had never existed. For the thousandth time the lure of 

the far, lonely places beyond civilization’s outposts struck through him. Wade could never live 

long in a city, he knew. The blood of explorers and adventurers flowed too strongly in his veins.

Little clicks sounded as ice-shards touched rocks. But this was along the edge. In the center the 

river flowed like a broad, smooth ribbon, back into the larger valley and past the wall of Minos. 

There were no crocodiles here, Wade knew. It was far too cold. Nor, for the same reason, would 

there be hippopotami. But there were certainly guards and, worst of all, there was the deadly, 

biting chill of the water.

It crept through Wade’s flesh and into his bones until he clenched his teeth to keep them from 

rattling together. His breath came unsteadily. Still he fought his way on.

Abruptly he froze. A guard! A Minoan, standing motionless on the bank. Had he seen the 

swimmer? Wade let himself drift down. Under the water his hand found a rock, and he anchored 

himself to it with numb fingers. To the priest it must seem as though two floating bits of vine had 

caught on a boulder. He waited, while the iron cold gnawed into him, numbing his naked body.

There must be no alarm! Over and over he repeated the phrase in his mind. He must wait, for 

hours, if necessary, until the way was clear once more. His hand slipped from the rock and he 

regained his grip with difficulty. His fingers were without feeling.

Chapter XII: The Minotaur’s Lair

CAREFULLY the guard looked up and downstream, turned, and walked away. Wade waited a 

few minutes, for safety’s sake, then resumed his struggle. But it was more difficult now. His 

reactions were slowed by the terrible chill.

The walls of the pass grew wider. He was entering the sacred valley. In the distance he could see 

the towering image of the Minotaur, ghostly in the moonlight, and the white temples shining 

about it. Sleep shrouded the place. The men of Solent and Yaton were resting, in preparation for 

tomorrow’s attack.



A glint of silvery-gray caught Wade’s eye. Far upstream, by a grove, he could make out the 

wreckage of a plane—Solent’s, obviously. Solent would need the Thunderbug to leave the valley, 

once he accomplished his ends. But a plane was not vital. With dynamite, the pass to the outer 

world could be blasted open, and the trek made afoot. Wade himself and Professor Galbraith had 

once done that, in the distant past.

Briefly Jim Wade wondered how Red and Dirk were getting along back in Minos. He doubted if 

the Thunderbug could be repaired in time to repel the attack. That made his present mission even 

more important.

It was time to leave the river. Under the cover of bushes, Wade scrambled out, shuddering with 

cold. He took time to rub his body vigorously with a mat of stiff grass he tore up, gasping as 

circulation was restored, and the ache left his arms and legs. That done, he dressed again in the 

priestly masquerade, and considered.

What was to be done first? Solent seemed to be the worst danger. With the Eurasian dead, the 

attack might collapse. Or would it? Yaton, determined to seize power in the valley, would not 

give up his plans so easily. There was an army of six hundred men here, most of them familiar, 

by now, with the weapons of civilization. Quester would take Solent’s place, if necessary.

There were three leaders—Quester, Solent, and Yaton. They must be killed or rendered harmless.

And Professor Galbraith. He was a prisoner here somewhere, condemned to death. He must be 

rescued. Wade wondered if the pass to the larger valley could be closed with dynamite. No, it 

was too wide. And the enemy could blast it open again easily enough.

Solent remained the real danger. The Eurasian was diabolically clever. If he had a weakness, 

Wade did not know it.

Wade slipped toward the temples, watching for a guard. What he wanted now was information. 

As he advanced, he stooped to lift from the ground a smooth, round stone, a little larger than a 

walnut. He had a gun, but the sound of its explosion would ring like a thunderclap in the silent 

valley. A thrown knife might kill, but would not knock a man out. Wade weighed the stone in his 

palm, judging its potentialities as a missile.

A Minoan priest—apparently all the guards were priests, selected because of their specialized 

training—walked past as Wade froze into immobility. He wasn’t quite close enough. But he was 

approaching.

THUNDER JIM’S arm went back, and he hurled the stone with unerring accuracy. There was a 

soft thump, and the priest slumped without a sound. Briefly there was deadly silence. Had any 

other watchers seen him fall? Wade’s muscles were tense, ready for instant action. But the 

stillness only dragged on endlessly.



A few moments later, Wade had the unconscious guard in the concealment of bushes, and was 

bending over him, deft fingers busy. Soon the man sighed and opened his eyes. They went wide 

as he saw his captor. As his mouth opened Wade’s hand clamped over it, while his other hand 

found the priest’s throat.

The man tried to struggle, discovered that he was bound with strips torn from his own garments, 

and relaxed, glaring balefully.

“Do you wish to die?” Wade said.

The priest gasped for air. The strong fingers about his throat relaxed slightly.

“If you speak above a whisper—”

“By the goddess Rhea! You—” The priest’s face went purplish-bronze under Wade’s deadly grip. 

“Nay!” he choked out. “Na

y! I will speak!”

“So. You are wise. Where is the white man, Galbraith, held prisoner?”

The prisoner’s eyes were somewhat too frank in their honest stare as they met Wade’s.

“In Rhea’s temple.”

“And now the truth!”

“Nay, do not slay me! He is in the Temple of Cnossos! That is the truth. I swear it by the 

Minotaur!”

Wade was satisfied. He asked a few more questions, grunted, and struck. The priest went limp as 

a hard fist cracked against his jaw. It was the only way, short of killing the man, to insure his 

silence. He would revive, but not immediately. Wade gagged him, tested the bonds, and melted 

into the bushes like a wraith.

The Temple of Cnossos. It lay beyond the image of the Minotaur, a small stone building that 

usually housed priests. But now—

The time for concealment was past. Wade had to trust his disguise. He stood up, and his tall, 

well-knit body seemed to alter strangely. Years spent studying gymnastics, something all priests 

and warriors in Minos had to know, had given him incredible control over his muscles. His body 

seemed to shorten, his shoulders to broaden. His head was hunched down so that he appeared 

neckless. The concealing cloak helped, too. He kept his legs slightly bent, like his arms, to help 

maintain the illusion.

Then he walked toward the Temple of Cnossos.



Soldiers slept under temporary shelters on the grassy ground of the sacred park. There did not 

seem many, but Wade knew the temples housed others. A few guards were strolling about, alert 

for danger. Yet they sensed none in this figure that walked among them like any Minoan priest, 

with no attempt at concealment. They did not see the gun Wade gripped under his cloak.

HIS nerves were like chilled metal now, with the deceptive calm of unexploded dynamite. He 

walked, without a word, past the guard stationed at the entrance of the temple. His captive, the 

priest who lay now bound and unconscious under a bush, had told him in what room Galbraith 

was a prisoner, and Wade made for it without delay.

He moved along a dimly-lit hall, passed the cell’s door, and continued for a few yards until he 

found what he wanted—a window that overlooked the park. It had no bars in it, and would 

provide an easy means of egress, even burdened by Galbraith.

He went back to the cell and tested the door. A metal bar locked it, but Wade slid this back 

without a sound. He pushed open the portal noiselessly.

Silence. The room into which he stared was completely empty, save for a couch against the wall 

on which a man’s figure lay. Moonlight slanted in through a barred window. A lamp was bright 

in one of the corners.

Wade hesitated on the threshold. A trap? No—this was Professor Galbraith, lying bound hand 

and foot on the couch. About the prisoner’s throat, Wade saw, was a noose that ran up into the 

gloom overhead. He stepped forward.

Instantly the door slammed shut behind him. Simultaneously Galbraith’s thin, dwarfish body rose 

into the air, hoisted by the rope about his neck. Before Wade could move, the scientist was 

hanging against the wall, his feet dangling above the couch, and he rose higher as Wade watched.

So it was a trap! Galbraith was gasping for breath, his wrinkled face mottled and congested. As 

Wade crossed the room with two swift leaps the captive was hoisted up until he hung with his 

feet a man’s height above the floor. The rope about his neck ran through a small aperture in the 

wall, thence into an adjoining chamber, Wade guessed, where men were pulling it taut. Cursing, 

he sprang to the couch and ripped a knife from under his cloak.

The moment he touched the rope he realized his mistake. It was of twisted wire. So taut was it 

that Wade could get no slack, and the blade could not cut through its metal. He seized Galbraith’s 

legs and tried to hoist the agonized figure higher to relieve the strain, but that did no good. There 

was not an inch of space between the scientist’s neck and the wall through which the rope ran.

Hopeless! The strangling man was already unconscious. Wade hesitated, and suddenly a voice—

Solent’s purring tones—sounded in the room.

“There is not much time, Wade. Drop all your weapons out the window, quickly, or Galbraith 

will die.”



That, at least, was evident. Thunder Jim wasted not a moment. He was at the window instantly, 

and his gun and knife made soft thuds on the turf outside as he tossed them through the bars.

“Make no resistance, or—” Solent’s voice began, but he did not finish.

Galbraith was still dangling helplessly from the wall. The door burst open, and six priests sprang 

in, weapons ready. Wade raised his arms.

THERE was nothing else to be done. He could not see his old friend killed while he watched. 

But not until the priests had bound him securely did the wire rope slacken, and Galbraith’s figure 

fall back on the couch. A priest went to him and loosened the noose.

“He will live,” he said shortly. “As for this man, bring him out. He will go into the Labyrinth—to 

meet the Minotaur!”

Ten minutes later Wade stood on a little dais of marble, before the towering image of the 

Minotaur. The harsh clamor of a trumpet still echoed against the valley’s bleak walls. In answer 

to its summons, men were pouring from the temples, gathering around in a swarming mob, 

Minoan priests and soldiers, and Solent’s killers as well. The moon made the scene bright 

enough so that the torches seemed wan and useless.

Wade’s legs had been shackled together with a short length of chain, permitting him to walk only 

with four-inch steps. His wrists were similarly manacled behind him, and a taut chain ran down 

from them to join his leg irons. He had been carefully searched, and wore only the tight Minoan 

skirt and blue tunic. His dark face was quite impassive. His mind was relaxed, alert and waiting. 

At present he could do nothing. But when and if opportunity arose, he would be ready.

The surging throng pressed around closely. In the forefront, Wade saw, were Quester and Solent. 

Both were smiling triumphantly.

Again the trumpet cried. Yaton, the renegade priest lifted his arms high. There was silence as his 

voice rang out.

“This is our greatest enemy! Some of you know him. Most of you have heard of him! As a boy 

he lived in Minos, and now he has come back to help our enemies. But the Minotaur is stronger 

than he! The Minotaur aids us! Under his protection, we shall destroy Minos and rule. But first 

this man, our foe, will go into the Labyrinth!”

A muted whisper murmured up from the serried, moonlit ranks. Plumes dipped; moonlight 

rippled along bronze helmets.

“The Labyrinth!”

“The god will slay him! No man comes alive from the Minotaur’s lair!”



Chapter XIII: The Labyrinth

YATON’S words were good psychology, Wade thought absently. The Minoans would be 

encouraged by his death. Religious fervor would be added to the lust of conquest. And, too, the 

natives of the lost valley were superstitious. They worshiped their god, and feared him. The 

Man-Bull was a part of their life—an intrinsic, worshiped part—from birth to death.

It was worth remembering. Psychology was a science with which Wade was familiar.

He scarcely listened as Yaton continued his harangue. At last soldiers thrust him toward the 

gigantic statue.

No escape. No man had ever come alive from the Labyrinth. They had met the monster, and had 

perished. And never before had a captive been sent in chains to meet the Minotaur. Such a 

handicap had been considered unnecessary. But Yaton was taking no chances with this prisoner!

The bronze gates between the statue’s knees swung slowly open. Darkness yawned beyond. 

Wade turned on the threshold. He looked at Yaton; his gaze swung to Quester; and ended with 

Solent.

“I intend to kill you three,” he said, quite gently. “Personally, if I can. But you will die, 

nevertheless.”

Yaton’s harsh laugh held little mirth. Quester cursed under his breath. His hand swung down 

toward the gun at his belt. But Solent’s grip restrained him.

The Eurasian smiled. Wade smiled back, but his eyes did not.

“I’ll put a bullet through that scar on your forehead,”

he said, and with that grim promise turned back to the threshold.

He stepped through into gloom. The bronze gates clanged shut behind him. He was in darkness, 

utter and complete. Before he could stir, there was movement under his feet. The floor tilted and 

dropped away.

He plunged down like a stone. In the few moments of his fall, his mind worked like lightning. 

Was this the simple explanation of the Labyrinth? A well down which victims were dropped? 

Would his body crash into a mound of crumbling skeletons far below?

Something crashed against Wade’s skull, and the world exploded in a blinding fountain of 

sparks.

He awoke slowly, his body aching. What had happened? He had fallen, but at least he was alive. 

Metal fetters clanked noisily against the rock on which he lay. How severely was he hurt?



The chains clinked as he investigated. His arm ached a bit more than the rest of him, and a cut on 

his head was dry with coagulated blood. That meant he had been unconscious for a long time. He 

looked at his wrist-watch, luckily unharmed by the falls. Past noon, he guessed. That meant—

The renegade army had already marched on Minos!

Wade forced the thought away. He realized that there was light here, a vague, wan radiance that 

filtered dimly around a bend of the corridor in which he lay. It was a broad passage, at least 

twenty feet wide, with walls of unscalable smooth rock. The roof, he judged, was about three 

men’s height above him. He could not escape by the way he had unwillingly entered the 

Labyrinth.

WHAT next? The fetters, of course. They were of bronze, tough and unbreakable without tools, 

but they were not welded on. They were locked. They might have held anyone but Houdini or 

Thunder Jim Wade.

Silently he blessed his arduous years of training. His bones were not flexible, but long practice 

had given him incredible control over his joints and muscles. And, too, the little Cockney 

pickpocket, Miggs, had taught him much.

Wade’s hands were manacled behind his back. First of all, he rolled onto his back and doubled up 

his legs, knees under his chin. Without much difficulty he slipped his manacled hands over his 

feet, so that they were no longer chained awkwardly behind his back. A chain still bound them to 

his ankle-fetters, but by keeping his knees bent he could get slack.

The bronze could not be cut or broken easily, especially without lever or chisel. But the cuffs 

might be slipped off, over Wade’s hands. Until his hands were free, anyway, he could do little. 

But at least he could escape from his fetters. That wouldn’t get him out of the Labyrinth, of 

course, yet it would decrease his handicaps.

Skin tore from his knuckles as he worked the cuffs free. Even for his trained, limber agility it 

was difficult. But it could be done.

It was done! Wade’s hands were free now! Without hesitation he began to work on his leg irons. 

They could not be slipped off like the wrist cuffs. The locks must be picked.

Miggs could have done the job no sooner. Within five minutes Wade was free, and stood up, 

stretching his lean body. His stiff joints cracked audibly. He stared around.

No sound—nothing. What was the next step? A weapon?

He had one. The chains. They could make a formidable mace, and Wade carried them dangling 

from one hand as he moved noiselessly toward the source of the dim light. His sandals made no 

sound on the stone.



He rounded a bend of the corridor. A lamp glowed high up on the wall, on a shelf placed out of 

reach of any prisoner. The corridor branched here into three forks, with lamps placed at intervals 

along all of them. The labyrinth—the maze from which no one ever escaped, and in which all the 

passages led toward the center—the lair of the Minotaur.

Faintly, from far away, came a whisper of sound. It grew louder, echoing through the tunnels till 

it roared out ominously.

It was the deep-throated, ominous bellow of a bull.

As it died another noise came, a muffled thunder Wade did not recognize. It was like the beating 

of an incredibly huge drum.

His fingers tightened on the bronze chains. He froze into a statue, still listening.

And now he heard water—rushing, tumultuous.

It seemed to come from the left-hand corridor. On impulse, Wade hurried into and along it. The 

lamps recurred at frequent intervals. He had not walked more than a few minutes before the 

tunnel branched; the muffled roar of a torrent sounded from the right-hand fork this time. It 

seemed close.

IT was close. The passage ended at an underground river that tumbled along swiftly to vanish 

into a gaping hole in the rock wall. The road stopped here, Wade realized, and with a shrug 

turned to retrace his steps.

He had passed the first fork when he heard the bull’s bellow again. It was much louder this time. 

Louder, too, was the hollow thunder of a drum.

Far down the tunnel, a monstrous figure raced into view. It was a man with the horned, 

malformed head of a bull.

A priest! So this was part of the Labyrinth’s secret—a priest with a bull’s mask! The man paused 

at sight of Wade, and lifted a trumpet to his lips. From it came a roaring, piercing bellow.

For answer there was a thundering rattle of drums. In the priest’s wake sounded a clashing of 

hoofs. Around a bend of the corridor came pouring—bulls!

They filled the passage completely, a raging, horned flood that bore down relentlessly upon the 

priest, who seemed unconscious of his danger. He raised the trumpet to his lips and blew again. 

The drumming was a clashing roar now.

So this was the secret! A herd of fierce bulls, trained to kill at the priest’s command! In the bare 

passages of the Labyrinth few men could escape the beasts’ charge.



The priest was armed, nevertheless, Wade saw. He carried a javelin, and there was a knife at his 

side. The blind, weird mask of the bull glared balefully at its victim. Again the trumpet simulated 

a bellow.

The herd thundered on. But they did not harm the priest. They split to right and left about him, as 

a stream splits on a room, and bore down on Wade, a welter of tossing horns and clashing hoofs. 

The thunder of their passage roared back deafeningly from the walls.

There was no possible hiding-place, no niche in the rock where Wade might take shelter. He 

thought of the underground river. If he could get back to that and hurl himself into it—

Then, with flashing suddenness, a plan came into his mind. It was desperate enough to seem 

almost completely hopeless, but not quite. And if it succeeded, triumph might be snatched out of 

disaster.

It meant killing the priest, first of all!

The bulls came on. There must be a hundred of them, at least, Wade judged. They crammed the 

passage to the walls, squeezed so closely together that no man could have lived or kept his 

footing among them.

But upon them!

It would be like trying to cross a river on ice-floes! But there was no time to consider danger 

now, or the possibility of failure. There was just sufficient time to race forward toward that 

avalanche of horned death, gather every ounce of strength for a straining, desperate leap.

High in the air Wade flung himself, while the first wave of the herd crashed beneath him. He 

came down precariously on a swaying, shaggy back, felt himself falling, and leaped again before 

he could be shaken off his insecure footing. Horns swung viciously, menacing him from all sides. 

But the bulls had lost sight of Wade momentarily, and the impetus of their savage charge carried 

them on.

Once, in Wyoming, in the United States, Jim Wade had known an old-time stage-coach driver 

who had been famous for his handling of bullock-drawn wagons. Old Cyram Haggart, cracking 

his whip, would spring up and race along the backs of the bulls, springing lightly from one to 

another.

It could be done. And now, in the narrow tunnel, the beasts were jammed so closely together that 

Wade could not have fallen between them had he tried.

His years of acrobatic training carried him safely through the menace of the sharp, swinging 

horns. The real danger lay in pausing, even for a moment. He flung himself forward atop the 

surging mass of the bulls.



Chapter XIV: Out of the Jaws of Death

ON THE bulls came, pouring into the left-hand fork of the passage. Wade hurled himself forward 

in desperate leaps, the bronze chains gathered into a ball about his fist. And suddenly, incredibly, 

the last of the herd fled past him—under him—and he sprang down to the floor of the corridor, 

hazy with the dust-clouds raised by innumerable sharp hoofs.

Only the priest faced him. The weird figure was running forward, javelin raised. The bull-mask 

lay discarded on the stones. Its purpose served, it was only an encumbrance now. The swarthy, 

ferocious face that had been beneath it was twisted into a snarl of hatred.

Caught off balance, Wade hurled the balled, heavy mass of bronze chain he held in one hand. 

Simultaneously the javelin flashed at him, ripping flesh from his shoulder as he fell.

Instantly he was on his feet, waiting for the priest to attack with drawn knife. But the man did not 

come. He was lying motionless, his face a bloody, crimson mask where the bronze missile had 

crashed through flesh and bone.

He was dead. The thin temporal bone had been broken, and the Minotaur’s priest lay silent and 

still in his Labyrinth. From the distance the pounding of hoofs beat a requiem.

Wade’s eyes were cold. He took the priest’s knife, found the trumpet, and placed it to his lips. He 

blew a shattering, peremptory bellow.

That done, he placed the bull-mask upon his own head. It was merely a light framework, not 

uncomfortable, and he could see through eye-slits cut in the hairy throat.

Would the bulls obey him? The mask and the horn seemed the vital things—the horn to lead the 

herd to attack, the mask to safeguard its owner.

Wade went down the right-hand fork of the Labyrinth until he was near the river. It must mingle 

its waters with the Argo, but probably it flowed underground for some distance before the 

juncture. Yet the larger stream was not far from the Labyrinth. On that realization Wade based his 

hopes—on that, and t

he supposition that the bulls were trained to blind obedience.

He saw them come plunging into the main tunnel, and blew his trumpet again. The herd turned 

and came at him. He waited until they were uncomfortably close, then dropped the horn from his 

lips and raced before them.

The brink of the river loomed at his feet. Without hesitation Wade leaped out over the rushing 

water. The icy shock of its cold numbed him. He came up gasping for air, saw the black gap in 

the wall rushing toward him, and realized that the bulls were following.

Trained to blind obedience—yes! The herd did not hesitate. The great beasts came pouring along 

the tunnel, over the brink, into the stream.



Blackness swallowed Wade. He clung desperately to the trumpet. He might need that. Would the 

bull-mask stay in place? As he wondered, it was torn away, and he saved it only by a blind clutch 

in the dark.

Gripping the mask with one hand and the trumpet in the other, he went spinning and tumbling 

through the Stygian gloom, the roar of the torrent a deafening thunder in his ears, the snorting 

and bellowing of the bulls all about him.

ABRUPTLY sunlight flamed above. The stream spewed Wade out into a broad, swift-flowing 

river under a precipitous cliff. The Argo!

He was borne downstream. The huge statue of the Minotaur was visible in the distance, then 

gone as he drifted along into the pass that led to the larger valley. The surface of the water was 

alive with tossing heads and churning hoofs. The snorting of the bulls mingled with their 

bellows.

Wade chanced a glance at his watch. Far past noon. The attacking army had arrived at Minos, 

and perhaps were already in the city. Unless the defenders, guided by Red and Dirk, had held 

them off for awhile.

Cliffs rose to the left, broken by ravines that led up to the plateau on which Minos stood. 

Presently Wade glimpsed the long wall of the city ahead, rising like a precipice above the river. 

Instantly he sounded the trumpet, donned the bull-mask, and struck out for the east shore.

The bulls followed, splashing and churning. They were trained from calfhood to obey that sound, 

and to follow the priest who wore the Minotaur mask. Now they swam toward the figure of 

Wade who stood on the bank, the trumpet at his lips.

Gunfire crackled in a staccato outburst from far away. Wade glanced up. No sign of the 

Thunderbug. It was still disabled, then.

He had landed at the foot of a broad gulch that ran up at a steep angle to the plain above. Now he 

turned and raced along it. The bulls were landing, stretched out in a long curve across the river. 

There were still nearly a hundred.

But they were the strongest of their species, chosen for power and ferocity and trained to kill 

with raging fury. All the better! Wade’s eyes were cold as he fled up the gulley, the Minotaur’s 

herd thundering at his heels.

The crash of dynamite boomed out from above, and then the roar of toppling masonry. The wall 

of Minos had fallen!

Wade felt a shock of apprehension. Was he too late? If the hordes of Yaton burst into the city 

before he arrived with his terrible army, he would fail. With an effort that brought twinges of 

pain to his tired legs, he spurred himself over the last few yards of the ravine. He came out on the 

plateau, the great plain that spread before Minos wall.



Parallel to the gulley, on his right, the rampart stretched from the river eastward across the valley. 

Atop it were the soldiers of king-priest Cardoth, armed, Wade saw, with guns as well as with 

their own weapons. Red Argyle’s flaming head shone burnished beyond the gate. He held a 

submachine-gun that stuttered out death. Dirk Marat was not visible to Wade.

But the wall had fallen. A great gap had been breached in it, and dust clouds were still rising like 

a pallid pall. Drawn back out of spear range were Yaton’s soldiers.

There were at least six hundred, Wade saw. Few of them were mounted. Horses had almost died 

out of the lost valley in the centuries since they had been brought in from the outer world. But 

the three leaders—Yaton and Quester and Duke Solent—rode steeds, as did a few others.

The army, Wade thought, had drawn back out of range, while the wall was being dynamited. 

Mostly the attackers were composed of Minoan priests and soldiers. There were only a score of 

Solent’s imported killers. But of guns, grenades, rifles and pistols there was no lack. The natives 

carried them, as did their allies.

BEYOND the fallen pile of rubble and masonry that marked the breach in the wall the defenders 

were gathering, many of them, but armed chiefly with spears and swords and bows, useless 

against modern guns. The Thunderbug’s arsenal was not large. When the invaders poured in 

through the gap, blasting a path with grenades and machine-gun fire, nothing could stop them. 

They would be in Minos—and the city would be lost!

But for a brief moment the attackers waited, ready for the charge. In that second Wade raised the 

trumpet to the gaping mouth of his mask, and the roaring bellow of a bull boomed out over the 

plain!

Every eye turned toward him. And what the Minoans saw was fantastic enough. On the edge of 

the plateau stood a man in the garb of a priest, with the hairy, horned head of a bull. It was the 

Man-Bull—the Minotaur!

And out of the gulley, pouring past Wade, spawned as though from the depths of the earth like 

the soldiers Cadmus made by sowing the dragon’s teeth, came horned and terrible beings—the 

bulls that served the Minotaur! Excited and enraged by their swim, dripping with river water, 

eyes blazing, the herd thundered past Wade. Dust rose in great clouds from their clashing hoofs. 

Their horns tossed and gleamed in the hot sunlight.

Bulls, chosen for their strength, trained to kill ferociously at the command of their master—the 

bulls of the Labyrinth thundered down on the attacking army!

They had been searching for their prey, puzzled by its vanishing when Wade had escaped them. 

Now the roaring blast of the trumpet sounded in their ears, the familiar figure of the Minotaur 

had led them to this place—and before them were men! Men, to them, meant victims. Victims to 

be trampled and gored and slain.



Like an avalanche the hundred bulls swept across the plain!

They had not far to go. Erratic gunfire broke out from Solent’s men. But the Minoans, priests and 

soldiers alike, reacted in an entirely different way. Yaton’s scheme had rebounded to his own 

ruin. The superstitious natives remembered their high priest’s words:

“The Minotaur aids us….”

Was this the Minotaur’s aid? No, rather his vengeance! The god of the lost valley had taken sides 

with Cardoth, king-priest of Minos!

A concerted attack might have turned the bulls or stopped their charge. Even Solent and his men, 

alone, might have done it with their guns. But the ranks of Minoans broke in frantic, terrified 

confusion. They were faced with the avenging figure of their god, and the concrete weapon of his 

vengeance. They forgot the new, deadly weapons that had been given them. They forgot their 

own words and spears. Mad with fear they broke ranks and were lost!

THE scene exploded into a blind blur of action. Dust rose up in a gray, whirling pillar, a cloud 

that hung over the milling army. The three leaders, yelling commands, were caught in the 

maelstrom, their voices lost in the confusion of shouts and screams, the shrilling of horses, the 

bellowing of the bulls and the clashing pound of their hoofs.

Into the edge of the army the herd drove like a wedge. The bulls knowing nothing but to kill, 

went mad with blood-lust. They gored savagely, charging like thunderbolts through the mass of 

surging, leaderless men.

From the wall came gunfire, vicious and deadly. Red Argyle had marshaled his men into a 

competent fighting force. The defenders were picking off targets with painstaking care, 

concentrating, Wade saw, upon Solent’s men.

The renegade Minoans were already broken. They were scattering across the plain, fleeing in a 

panic of superstitious fear. But many of the bulls were down now, killed by well placed bullets.

Yaton yelled futile commands. Abruptly Wade saw the priest’s horse rear, terrified by the smell 

of blood or by the confusion. Yaton was flung off, a shrill scream breaking from his lips as he 

went down.

He did n

ot touch the ground. A huge black monster of a bull was under him. Yaton’s scream rose still 

higher as the sharp horns pierced through his body. Then he slipped off the ground, and the bull’s 

head lowered as it snorted and gored savagely at its victim.

The priest’s army was scattered, fleeing across the plain, pursued by the raging bulls. Only 

Solent’s men remained. Wade, crouching in concealment at the gulley’s head, saw a gaunt, bald-

headed figure break from the group and race toward him. It was Quester.



“Trying to get away,” Wade thought. “He hasn’t seen me.”

But he slipped back into the ravine, crouching behind a rock, though it offered little concealment. 

Still, there was no other place to hide.

He took the bull-mask from his head, drew the knife he had won from the priest in the Labyrinth, 

and waited. Distantly the crackle of gunfire grew fainter. But now there came the sound of 

thudding feet, louder and louder.

Chapter XV: Vengeance of the Minotaur

QUESTER burst into view, face shining with sweat, blood smearing his bald head. His clothing 

was in rags. He held an automatic in one hand, and swung it up instantly as he caught sight of 

Wade. His lips twisted in a screaming oath.

Thunder Jim flung the mask. It made a good missile, light, but bulky. For a second it distracted 

Quester—enough to make his bullet go wide of its mark. Then Wade, gripping his knife, had 

launched himself over the boulder and was diving at his opponent.

Again the gun blazed, the flash of its explosion blinding Wade. He felt a sickening agony tear 

along his side.

“Rib broken,” he thought, and his clenched fist felt a thudding shock.

For a second the tableau held, breathless and immobile. Wade realized that his knife was sunk to 

the hilt in Quester’s chest. Instinctively he ducked aside the gun as the dying man’s trigger finger 

sought to contract. But there was no shot.

Quester’s mouth gaped open, as though he sought for breath.

“Thunder Jim!” he said, in a soft, oddly surprised voice.

And he fell, wrenching the knife hilt from Wade’s hand.

Simultaneously a shot cracked out. It struck Wade somewhere. He knew that, but he could not 

have told where. His whole body felt nervelessly numb. All he could see was the automatic that 

had fallen from Quester’s relaxing fingers. He dived for it, lead burning across his back as he did 

so.

The cool steel was ice against his palm. The familiar feel of the butt nestling in his hand was like 

finding a friend. As Wade turned, the gun coming up, he saw Duke Solent silhouetted against the 

sky at the head of the ravine.

The Eurasian stood motionless as a statue, rifle at hip. It barked. But Wade’s gun had spoken 

first.



Thunder Jim’s eyes seemed again to become pools of black ice. His face was hard and relentless 

as Lucifer’s. He waited, while Duke Solen lifted his hand in a half completed gesture toward the 

branded cross that had been on his forehead—but which was there no longer! Wade’s bullet had 

erased it forever.

Solent came down as a tree falls, crashing on his face, to roll over and over down the gulley. He 

lay still at last, staring up blindly.

The satanic, remorseless fury ceased to glow in Wade’s eyes. He turned and walked away, up the 

ravine. He seemed to have forgotten that Duke Solent ever existed.

Once again Thunder Jim Wade had kept a promise.

He stared out at Minos. Men were pouring out of the gap in the wall, spreading over the plain. 

The bulls were almost all gone now, and the few of the enemy who still remained were going 

down swiftly under arrows and bullets. Red Argyle and Dirk Marat were visible, and Wade 

hurried toward them.

“Find me a horse!” he shouted, and by the time he reached his companions a swift gray stallion 

waited beside them.

Red grinned through a thick coating of dirt and blood. Dirk had somehow managed to remain 

immaculate, save for a sleeve drenched with crimson.

“Going somewhere?” Red asked. “A mighty fine time to go riding.”

“Galbraith’s still a prisoner,” Wade told him. “I’ve got to—”

DIRK gripped his arm, holding him.

“Wait a bit! Cardoth’s already sent a troop up to the sacred valley to clean up things there. 

They’ll find the professor.”

Wade hesitated, watching a band of horsemen racing northward across the plain.

“Yeah—”

“You may not believe it, but you’re wounded,” Dirk said. “You couldn’t get to the valley before 

the soldiers, so what’s the use? Just relax.” He vaulted to the saddle. “I’ll go along with ’em and 

make sure things are okay. Where is the old goat?”

“In the Temple of Cnossos,” Wade said, and gasped with pain as he turned.

“See? Busted rib, probably. Adios!” Dirk spurred the horse away after the others.

Red started to yell in the little Greek he remembered.

“Come over here, you shavetails! Lend a hand! How the devil can I do any bandaging with a 

lame wing?”



“I’m okay,” Wade said. “Unless some bullets stopped inside my hide.”

They had not, as he found out hours later. The wounds were clean. One had passed through his 

arm, and another had broken a rib. But there was nothing serious. His last worry was removed 

when he learned that Professor Galbraith had been found and brought lack safely to Minos. The 

scientist was weak and feverish, but unharmed. He needed only rest. Wade felt that he could do 

with a little of that himself….

It was the next day when Wade, Galbraith, Red and Dirk gathered in Cardoth’s tower apartment. 

The little scientist was lucid, apparently completely recovered from his fever. He relaxed on a 

pile of cushions, fingering a small block of metal and a white, curious statuette.

“Yes,” he said, in response to Wade’s questions, “this is the secret of the valley—what Solent 

was after. The image.” He held it up, a delicately carved bull with a replica of his own head atop 

the massive shoulders. “You remember this, Jim. It was made for me by the priests when I first 

came here. I realized its value only lately, and made certain experiments. The statuette’s 

substance is extremely valuable. Solent posed as a financier who wanted to back me, got into my 

confidence, and insisted that I try to duplicate this alloy. I couldn’t. When Solent realized I’d 

failed, he asked me where I’d found the statuette in the first place. I couldn’t tell him that, 

because—”

Cardoth bowed his massive white head. “True. You swore never to reveal the existence of our 

valley to the outer world.”

“Solent kidnapped me—used truth-serum to find out what he wanted to know.”

Wade grinned. “I guessed that. It was the only way he could get anything out of you.”

Red turned to stare at him. “I’ve got a hunch you knew what Solent wanted all along.”

“I did. It was pretty obvious, wasn’t it? The goldleaf had flaked off the statue, and it was easy to 

see the thing had had rough handling. Yet it hadn’t broken. It didn’t break even when the 

professor threw it out of the window in Singapore. D’you know of anything that could stand that 

sort of handling?”

“Steel.”

“The statuette was light—very light. It looks like stone, but it’s metal. And I knew the secret of it 

long ago.”

GALBRAITH nodded.

“It’s the toughest metal alloy ever made on this planet. Tremendous lightness and tensile strength

—much lighter than aluminum.”

Wade agreed. “It would have industrial uses, but that wasn’t what Solent was after. He wanted a 

weapon for warfare. Think of the cannon that could be made from this! Not to mention armor! 



The stuff’s so light that a tank as big as—well, a regular land battleship could carry it easily. And 

nothing but the highest explosive could penetrate it.”

“So that was why Solent wanted to get the statue?” Dirk put in.

“Sure. He was afraid somebody might manage to analyze it, and he wanted a monopoly on the 

secret, so he could sell the stuff to warring nations. And that would have meant a holocaust such 

as has never been known on earth. Size limitations would be almost removed from mobile 

offense units. Tanks, planes—gigantic.”

Red was scowling. “You said you’d known the secret all along.”

Wade’s eyes were twinkling. “Yeah! What do you suppose the Thunderbug’s made of?”

Red’s jaw dropped. “You don’t mean—”

“I built the Thunderbug a long time ago, for Cardoth had given me the secret of the alloy before I 

left Minos. Not even Professor Galbraith knew that. How do you suppose the Thunderbug can 

get off the ground? It isn’t made of aluminum. It’s tough, light, and strong.”

“I knew the hull was alloy,” Dirk put in, “but I never knew just what it was.”

“It came out of this valley—at least, the formula did. Solent didn’t realize what was right under 

his nose. If he’d guessed the secret of the Thunderbug, he could have found it out easily enough

—given me truth-serum, when I was his prisoner, and made me talk. But he did it the hard way, 

instead.”

“I’m leaving the statuette here in Minos,” Galbraith said.

“Good.” Cardoth nodded. “We want no more outsiders here. Their ways are not ours.”

“You saw what happened when Solent came,” Wade said, and his eyes swept around the room. 

“We’re leaving tomorrow for Cairo. The Thunderbug’s in good repair now. Aside from us, no 

one knows Minos exists. No one shall!”

Dirk, Red, and Galbraith nodded their agreement. The scientist sighed, rubbing his wrinkled 

cheek.

“But that wasn’t all. There was another reason why Solent wanted the statue.”

“It was this, wasn’t it?” Wade said, and took a small roll of parchment from his pocket.

Galbraith’s jaw dropped. “How—” he began.

“I found out how to open the image,” Wade told him. “It was hollow. The lock was pretty 

intricate, but I finally managed to open it. And this treasure map was inside.”

Cardoth’s great head nodded. “That is true. When you and Professor Galbraith left Minos so 

many years ago, I



bestowed on each of you a gift. Yours was the secret of the alloy. I gave Professor Galbraith the 

chart of a treasure buried in the wastelands beyond these mountains, and asked him never to use 

it unless he had need. I feared that if men came to search for the treasure, they might also blunder 

upon our valley.”

HE touched the map with a lean finger.

“When we first came to Africa, from old Crete, we found the ruins of a great city on our way. It 

was dead when we arrived—had been, for ages. It might have been the home of King Solomon. 

There was much gold there, and jewels, for which we had no need. But we remembered, and it 

was my gift for Professor Galbraith—if the need ever came to him.”

“I never needed it,” Galbraith said. “I never opened the image or looked at the map. That was 

why Solent couldn’t find out the treasure’s location from me, even under truth-serum.”

“I guessed as much,” Wade said. “But huge as that treasure may be, it would have been only a 

drop in the bucket compared to what Solent could have got out of the alloy. He knew that. But he 

also knew he’d need plenty of dough to finance his racket. That was why he wanted the gold and 

the jewels. They would have enabled him to set up a company, and probably guard or destroy 

Minos. He wouldn’t have wanted anyone else to find out his secret. Yeah, he needed the statuette, 

but even if he had it, he wouldn’t have found the map. I’d already taken that out, just in case!”

“THE treasure had best remain where it is,” Galbraith said. “Perhaps sometime the need may 

arise. But it hasn’t arisen yet. Keep the map, Cardoth.”

There was a glow of gratitude in the king-priest’s eyes as he obeyed.

“Minos will be safe now,” he murmured. “There is nothing to draw the vultures.”

The scientist nodded.

“I must get back to my Diocene fossils,” he said. “It will take weeks to get them catalogued.” He 

turned again to Cardoth. “But I want to talk to you about some unusual variations in the Cretan 

inscriptions, first. After all, I’m an archaeologist, and—”

He dragged out a notebook and pencil and began to question the king-priest.

Wade winked at the others and led the way out. They paused in the corridor beyond the door.

“It’s time to relax,” he told them.

“Relax!” Red’s lip pushed out. “Do I look sleepy?”

“Who said anything about sleep?” Thunder Jim asked. “They make darn good wine in Minos. 

Who wants a drink?”

At any rate, nobody refused….



END


