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Chapter 1. HAND IN A CROAD

DOC SAVAGE knew a hand had touched his pocket. There was a swift, waith-1ike novenent of

fingers. Then the hand was gone.

The touch was fleeting enough, but Doc Savage knew it had not been for the purpose of robbery.

The fingers had not been explorative. They had nerely deposited sonething in Doc’s pocket.

Doc Savage did not pause. Nor did he nake any effort to apprehend the man who had touched him It
woul d have been sinple to have |aid hands upon him corded bronze hands; to have trapped him

Doc knew the nan was not a thief. He was aware nothing had been renpbved. Doc pressed the back of

a hand on the outside of the pocket and felt a square white card.

The man who had placed it there had slipped aside in the crowd. No doubt, he believed he had
succeeded in delivering his nessage w thout being detected. If he had known Doc Savage better he
woul d have known this to be an inpossible feat.

It was Doc’s principle to avoid public encounter unless the circunstance was conpel ling. He
contented hinself with a second’s glinpse of the man who had touched him He saw the back of a head.
The hair was scraggly, unshorn. This strung fromunder the frayed brimof a disreputable hat. The
neck was scrawny. Little nore than a bony upper spine with skin wapped around it.

Doc Savage renoved the card fromhis pocket. He did not slacken his speed. He had been noving
through the Wall Street crowd with the easy novenent of a jungle aninmal. Though there was a press on
the sidewal k, it being five o' clock, it was amazing how this bronze-skinned man avoi ded contact with
ot hers.

Doc was careful to hold the card by its edges. The hands of the scraggly man had been bare. There
shoul d be fingerprints.

Doc cupped the card. His eyes flicked across it. Doc’s eyes were like flaky gold with stirring
whirlwinds in their depths. The whirlw nds seened to nove nore rapidly now

For a few seconds there was a haunting, trilling note. Those who m ght have been watching the
snoot h, bronze face of Doc woul d have detected no novenent of his lips. There were many thus

wat ching, for the nan of bronze was a narked figure.

The trilling seemed to emanate fromall of his huge, symretrical body. It was a sound of which

Doc hinself was hardly conscious. It might presage danger, or that the man of bronze was upon the
eve of a discovery.

The message on the card in his hand was brief, but explicit:

TO CLARK SAVAGE, JR —+F YOU WOULD PREVENT DEATH, DANGER TO THOUSANDS, CALL UNION 0-1214 TO NI GHT
AT El GHT.

The words had been printed with a | eaky pen. There was no signature. But the back of a man’s head
was all the signature Doc would need. Intuitively, he knew he would see the man agai n. Perhaps many
tines.



DOC SAVAGE continued through the Wall Street crowd. Now he nobved with greater speed, but still he

t ouched no one.

The man of bronze had an errand in Wall Street. He conpleted his brief business before returning
to his headquarters. But his mnd was busy with the problemthe card in his pocket m ght represent.
Because of his ammzing adventures, his world-w de assistance to those in trouble and his

puni shment of crooks, Doc Savage was al ways besieged with appeals. A few nerited his attention.

And he was |ikewise a target for many who feared him Even this small card in his pocket m ght be
the bait for a trap.

VWhen he had returned to his |aboratory, Doc set about reading what he considered vastly nore
important than the mere printed words on the white card. This |aboratory, on the eighty-sixth floor
of Manhattan's nost inpressive skyscraper, was nost amazing in its equi pment.

Not even the | atest equipnent of the police or the Federal departnent of justice equal ed the

means here for scientific investigation. In addition, as the nman of bronze had entered, the doors of
smoot h, chrome steel closed himin. No | ocks appeared on these doors. But their el ectroscopic
fasteni ngs made them possible of opening only to Doc and his five conpanions in adventure.

Doc first dusted the card bearing the nysterious nessage. The distinct inprints of a thunb and
forefinger appeared. The card was a trifle grimy. The hand delivering it had been that of a man who
wor ked. The soil ed spots had a browni sh tinge.

The bronze man dropped a colorless liquid upon these spots. The reagent brought out a definite
greeni sh col or.

For the tine, Doc nade no further tests. He had arrived at one concl usion which was significant.
The hands placing the card in his pocket had been those of a working chemi st.

THE bronze man placed the card carefully in a glass case. The voice of a nman was speaking from
the library adjoining the laboratory. It was fretful and conpl ai ni ng.

"You danged shyster! | waited where you said, but you didn't show up! Dag-gonit, you won't get
the chance to stand me up again!"
The speaker was Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair. His voice was shrill and childlike.

But his appearance was that of an ungainly ape covered wi th reddi sh-brown hair. Because of this, he
was known as "Monk." He was one of the world' s |eading industrial chem sts.

Monk had been speaking into the tel ephone. The man he had called a shyster was Brigadi er Ceneral
Theodore Marl ey Brooks, otherwi se known as "Ham" He was the legal |um nary of Doc Savage' s group.
Hearing Monk’s voi ce, Doc Savage renoved the card fromthe glass case. He cane into the library
and laid the card on the table before Mnk.

"l received this about three hours ago," Doc stated. "Those greenish spots were brown."

Monk touched the edge of the card.

"The No. 7 reagent brought out the green."

Then he naned a little-known chenical which had an acid reaction.

"That is correct, Mnk," the bronze man approved. "The card was placed in ny pocket."

A huge man with a nel ancholy face peered at the card and frowned sol etmly. He was Col onel John
Renwi ck, the engi neer of the group. The hand "Renny" extended toward the card | acked little being
the size of a ham He read the words gl oomly.

"Uni on Exchange, huh?"

The third man in the library said, "That’s over in Jersey. And every time we have business with
Jersey there is trouble.”

This man had an unhealthy pallor. He was small, conpared to the others. But many |arger nmen had
been sharply surprised by his strength and fighting ability.

He was Major Thonas J. Roberts, electrical wi zard. H s appearance had given himthe nane of "Long
Tom "

AS Long Tom fini shed speaking, a clock started chinmng with nusical notes.

Doc Savage crossed to the desk and picked up the tel ephone. The clock chines touched the final
stroke of eight o'clock with a harnonious |ingering.

"Union 0-1214," said Doc, when he had the New Jersey connecti on.

A voice started to speak fromthe other end.

Wthout prelimnaries, the voice said. "You re Doc Sav—

Then it seenmed as if the receiver had expl oded. The voice was sliced off. No reverberation

foll omwed. There was no lingering roll of sound, such as could have been expected if the instrunent
had remai ned even for a few seconds in service.

"That was a powerful blast," Doc said. "The phone was torn out. The man who tried to talk was an
old man."

Doc didn't explain further. He didn't waste nore tine in speech. He had thunbed the receiver bar.
Two minutes |later, he was given a trace-back on the Jersey call.

"Blind nunber," he said to the others. "lIt's off the Newark-Trenton highway in a nmarshy strip."
Doc noved ahead through the outer door. Hi s three conpani ons paused only to make a swift
collection of a few special devices they m ght need. The bronze man did not seem hurried, but the



others were conpelled to nove fast.

Doc’ s special elevator dropped with the speed of a rocket. It slowed with a cushi ony rebound,
when it reached the bronze nan's private garage in the basenent. Doc’s long low car, with its
extra-powerful notor under the |ong hood and its w ndows of bulletproof glass set in arnor steel,
glided toward the Hol I and Tunnel .

Chapter 2. THE HOUSE | N THE MARSH

SHORTLY before the eight o' clock tel ephone call made by Doc Savage, a battered ol d roadster

turned of f a paved New Jersey hi ghway. Headlight beans | aid ghostly fingers across a foggy strip of
mar shl and.

When he was perhaps a mile and a half fromthe main highway, the driver abruptly sw tched off the
lights. He parked the little car in conceal ment of bushes beside a crooked | ane.

Cinbing fromthe car, the driver wal ked cautiously ahead. Dimlights made a blur in the fog.

They indicated some habitation.

Cl ose up, this mght have been seen to be an old | og house. It appeared to squat gloomly in the
mur ky depths of the Jersey marsh. The bulk of its presence was narked only by faint illumnation
from an upper wi ndow and one slanting finger of dancing, vary-colored |ight emanating from what
seened a nere slit at ground |evel.

From t he basenent, or sone underground chanber, canme a | ow throbbing. A trained observer would
have said delicate machinery of sonme sort was being operated. Apparently, there was but one outside
wat cher. And his figure was only a furtive shadow anong ot her sinister shadows cast by this strange,
penetrating |ight.

At times, the escaping light gave forth a rai nbow gl ow

A rutty, obscure road that was little nore than a twisting trail through overgrowths of waving
swanp grass apparently was the only traffic comunication between the old house and the hi ghway of
civilization, sone two miles distant.

Across the swanp a pair of tel ephone wires had been strung along available trees, nost of them
gaunt -1 i nbed and dead.

I'n the upper story of the old house there was no novenent. Except for the faint light at the one

wi ndow, there was no evidence the structure was then occupied by a living person.

THE man fromthe roadster apparently feared something or some one within the old | og house. As he
wal ked, it mght have been observed he was a vague, catlike figure. He kept to the tall marsh grass
besi de the road, pausing every few yards to listen intently.

In the swanp at a point off the road, sone considerable distance fromthe ol d house, was a single
gl owi ng eye of fire. The man hi ssed an oath under his breath. He crossed the soggy, yielding ground
with such quick lightness his feet seened to | eave no inprints.

Bef ore he reached the spot, the red eye of fire wi nked out.

"Hunter maybe," the man nmurnured. "Well, he's picked a poor spot for a canp."”

As if the possible presence of another human no |onger interested him the |unmi nous-eyed man
retraced his steps. He glanced at the radiumhands of a wist watch.

"The time is near," he nunbled, "if old Jackson hasn't been having hallucinations."

Pi cking out a slightly higher, dry spot sonme two hundred yards to one side of the house, the thin
figure became a notionless part of the deeper marsh shadows. His thin |lips continued to emt

whi spered words.

"The great Doc Savage will be calling at eight o'clock, or old Jackson has guessed hi mwong."
Again he glanced at his watch. It lacked five mnutes to eight o' clock. There was no doubt but he
had sonme objective which was closely related with the phone call Doc Savage had been requested to
make from Manhatt an.

"It won’t work out," he nuttered suddenly through gritted teeth. "And Doc Savage saw ne. | could
feel himlooking at the back of nmy head. | never really touched him but somehow | believe he knew I
was there."

The radi um hands of the wist watch showed two mnutes to eight o' clock. To the watcher’s
apparently raw nerved senses, the |lonely marsh had becone alive with voices. Hs teeth chewed
nervously at his lower lip.

He gl anced at a dead-arnmed tree. It seened alnpbst as if he were waiting to read the nessage that
m ght go out over the wires he knew were strung there. The thin threads of conmunication between
this eerie desolation and the teem ng nodern heart of Manhattan.

One minute to eight o clock. The spear of nmulti-colored light piercing the slit of the

under ground wi ndow of the squatting old house wi nked out. The wind noaned a little, as if the

wi t hdrawal of the rainbow gl eamwere a signal.

The catlike man becane rigid. He glanced over his shoulder. The red eyes of fire deeper in the
mar sh had not reappeared. Perhaps this unexpected canper was no longer in the swanp.

Ei ght o’ cl ock.

From the heart of the marsh, fromno definite direction, cane a | ow whirring sound, vicious as
the warning of a poisonous rattler.



The cat-eyed watcher had reared to his feet. He had turned and was runni ng away. The soggy ground
of the swanp rocked and swayed. The earth heaved with a convul sive, shuddering bl ast

THE expl osion started at the place of the old house. A knife of giant flane shot upward and noved
with ripping effect across the marsh

The fleeing man was twice hurled fromhis feet. Each tinme, his face and clothing were befoul ed by
the ooze in which he fell

The man staggered at |last to the side road. The slicing destruction that had seenmed al nbost to be
racing with him had died as swiftly as it had cone. The bl ast had been acconpani ed by an expandi ng
phosphorescent gl owi ng of steely blue Iight

As the fugitive fromhis own apparent terror reached the spot where he had conceal ed his

roadster, darkness again had enw apped the silence that was of itself, by contrast, terrific. Over
all of the marsh, the air had taken on an icy chill

The dank, sul phuric odor of death perneated the country for many miles. Shuddering, the man

| eaped into the roadster. He glanced only once at the place where the old | og house had squatted
evilly in the marsh

Only bl ackness, enptiness was there. There was no |ight of any sort. Not even the deeper, bul king
shadow t hat had been the house

Sormet hing like hatred twisted the man’s thin face. His lips slavered and his eyes burned. Then he
turned the old roadster and sent it |eaping away over the rutty side road toward the nain hi ghway.

Chapter 3. THE CANAL OF DEATH

THE nysterious watcher had anple tine to get far fromthe scene of the explosion before State

police were aroused to investigate. The narrow |l ane to the old | og house was sonme ten mles fromthe
city of Newark.

Sonme time, therefore, elapsed before the tearing jolt of the blast had been definitely traced

But cars of the State police were blocking the marsh side road when Doc Savage drove into it

"Holy cow What a job!" growl ed Renny. "Look, Doc! It's a canal, straight as if it was laid out

with instrunents and this was intended for a feed reservoir!"

Renny saw everything froman engineer’s point of view

"It does seemto have remarkabl e symmetry," replied the man of bronze. "It’s the first expl osion
| ever canme upon that seened to have been done to a geonetrical pattern.”
"Howl in' calamties!" nuttered squat Mnk, his honely, apelike features showi ng puzzlenment. "It’'s

about the conpletest ness | ever bunped into!"

"Conplete’s the word, all right," assented Long Tom "And it looks as if it w ped out sone

hi gh-cl ass el ectrical machinery. Look here, Doc!"

They were then beside a deep, rounded crater. It could be seen froma few remai ning foundation
stones inbedded in the earth that this had been the site of a house. But underneath it the ground
had been scooped out as if by the swing of a giant shovel

On three sides of the cavernous hole in the spot where the house had stood, the explosive force
had apparently lifted directly upward. An ordi nary powder blast, if of sufficient strength and
buri ed deeply, could have done this

But Doc was coning to sone startling conclusions, as he glanced along the fourth side of the

expl osion crater. Instead of spreading in a nmushroom burst, the blast had been definitely

di rectional

Passing up, for the nonment, the snmashed el ectrical equi pment Long Tom had poi nted out, Doc |ed

the others away fromthe blast’'s place of origin. They saw the explosive force had noved laterally
al ong the ground, cutting through the marsh by reason of the road having curved in a w de bend nore
than two miles in extent

The great ditch that had been cut was as evenly grooved along its sagging banks as if a steam
shovel had heaved out the soggy nmud. Wiere the house had been, this canal was its exact width. As
Doc and his conpanions nmade their way al ong the sucking marshland, the cut gradually narrowed.
They had proceeded about a fourth of a mle, when Renny grunted, "Doc, would you |l ook at this!"

A man lay at the edge of the knifed-out ditch. The torso, head and arnms were there. The |legs were
m ssing. The man had been sliced in half. It was as if a giant cleaver had suddenly descended

A shotgun and a pack showed the victimhad been a hunter. Doubtless, he had nade his | onely canp,
waiting for dawn and the first flight of fow. Ashes of a dead fire were near by.

Doc exam ned the explosion cut nore closely under his generator flashlight. The character of the
clean incision in the soft earth and the phenonmenon of the hunter’s body havi ng been neatly severed
in the mddle were supplying himw th information

LONG TOM said, "There's a busted el ectrical nachine back there. Sonething nust have gone up
accidental ly. But that would nean trenendous voltage. G ant generators would be needed to create the
energy for a lightning blast Iike that. Unless—

"Unl ess," said Doc, "the secret of cracking the atom has been coupled up with transmtted

el ectromagnetic force, or sonmething simlar to that."



A short distance fromthe dead man, possibly a mle fromthe annihilated house, the canal cut
petered out. It termnated in a rising indentation only a few inches wi de and an inch or two deep
Doc had pl aced the warning nessage card in his pocket. Now he led the others rapidly toward the
site of the greater explosion. In all that mass of scattered weckage, the State police had passed
up the thought of discovering fingerprints

Doc produced his own outfit. He had noticed every detail of the wecked el ectrical machine

i ndicated by Long Tom A polished copper ball had fallen to one side. Wth State police watching
curiously, Doc dusted the gl eam ng surface

The lines of a forefinger, then of a thunb, took form Under a powerful glass, Doc studied the
griny message card, then the convol utions and whorls of the lines on the copper ball

Returning the card to his pocket, he said, "One and the sane nan, a scraggly little fellow with
the prehensile type fingers."

A State police sergeant stared at him

"You're Doc Savage, aren’t you?" he inquired

"Yes."

"Woul dn’t worry any nore about those prints then," said the sergeant. "If he was in there, he
isn’t much use to anybody now. Cone over here, M. Savage."

The man who had been in the house woul d neither be a nmenace nor a help to any one again. Only one
foot renmmined, the |l eg severed roughly at the top of a high-laced boot such as a man mi ght be
wearing in the narshy ground

Doc only glanced at it

"No," he said, "this wasn't the man. It’'s sonme other person. | think this may be the one who was
on the phone."

DOC S final words were addressed in a |ow tone for his own conpanions only to hear. Doc was

pi eci ng together the scanty material he had

Some one in the house in the marsh nmust have known he was under a sentence of death. At |east he
was aware of some nenace hovering over him This other man, he of the scraggly person, had been sent
with a nessage

That m ght be it, but Doc was not thoroughly satisfied. Perhaps the person, or persons

responsi bl e for the gruesonme tragedy m ght have a reason for bringing himto the scene. This thought
stuck with himstrongly

He pondered the possibility of this having been a denobnstration. The nessenger night have

intended to have himon the tel ephone when the blast was set off. He woul d be sure Doc Savage woul d
go directly to the scene. Then his purpose had been fulfilled.

No nore |likely evidence appeared in the wi de-flung jangl e of house weckage. The booted foot was

all that told a man had been in the house. Doc led his nen to his car

DURI NG t he investigation of the explosion, an autonobile had been playing hide and seek with
State police and other cars arriving at the scene of the great explosion. Several tines, the

aut onobi | e was swung into side roads as sirens screamed warnings that forces of the |aw were
arriving

At last, the police having passed, the elusive car cane into the main highway and sped northward
t owar d Newar K.

A notorcycl e patrol man who had remai ned wat ching the hi ghway was hi dden around a curve as the
speedi ng auto flashed by. He i mediately swng onto the concrete and gave chase

The nmotorcycle forged abreast of the auto’s rear fender. The driver of the car jamed his foot
suddenly on his brakes. The auto swayed and rubber squeal ed. Wen it skidded, the notorcycle
patrol man hadn’t a chance

The motorcycle catapulted into the air. It turned over three times. The policeman becane only a
linmp bundle in the ditch

The driver of the car glanced al ong the highway. No other |ights were showi ng. The man tal ked
rapidly for perhaps a mnute. It was peculiar behavior, for he seemed maki ng sone sort of a speech
Then he clinmbed fromthe car. He kicked around in the |oose soil a few yards from where the notor
cop lay notionless. The driver then got back under the wheel and the car sped toward NewarKk.

By this time, sonme of the State police were returning fromthe scene of the explosion

Wien Doc Savage and his nen reached this spot, a State police car had just discovered the
policeman in the ditch. The notor cop was beginning to revive. He had only been knocked out

He was able to say it was a car of well-known nmake, that had wecked him The |license plate had
been snmeared with mud.

Doc eased from his car

Two other police cars stopped. Passing notorists halted their machines. Soon there was a smal
crowd around the nmotor cop. The man’'s face was badly sl ashed

Fromthe last of the civilian cars to stop, three men got out. None noticed the driver of this
car turn off into a near-by side road. At this nonent, the snall group around the injured patrol man
had frozen to silence



From the wal |l of foggy darkness over the marsh beside the hi ghway, floated a high-pitched voice
"Doc Savage beware! Do not seek nore information! | cannot be overcone! | control the world' s
nost terrible force of destruction! | will not brook interference! For | am-Var!"

The mnysterious voi ce ceased abruptly.

"Holy cow " grunted Renny. "What is it, Doc?"

DOC had scanned every foot of the near-by ground. It had been nuch tranpled. The flashlight
produced not hi ng

"W’ Il have a | ook along the edges of the marsh," advised Doc. "You mght try kicking around a
bit in the | oose grass."

Monk’ s short body with his gorilla arnms trailing vanished in the fog. The cheni st peered closely
fromthe eyes deep-set inrolls of bristly gristle

"Dag-gone it!" he growed. "I did hear it!"

He was not referring to the sepulchral tones com ng fromnowhere on the hi ghway. Mnk had heard
another faint voice. It had sounded |like a man’s hoarse cry for help. Were any one needed hel p
there mght be a fight. Mnk pushed forward hopeful ly.

Separated from hi s conpani ons, Mnk deci ded he would rather handle this alone than wait and miss
it. Pushing deeper into the marsh, he saw a man wai st-deep in the sucking nud of a bog. The man was
si nki ng deeper with each second

"Keep your chin up, fellal" Mnk called, and started to wade into the mre

Fromthe tall grass, figures sprang upon him There were three of the nen. They had Monk at a

di sadvant age. He was al ready knee-deep in the bog. One man hurtled through the air and | anded on
Monk’ s back. It was his m stake

Monk’ s long arns snapped up and back. Hi s clasped hands hooked behind the other man’s head
Monk’ s shoul ders barely twi sted and the man turned over twice in md-air before he splashed face
down in the nud

Unabl e to release his mred feet, Mnk whipped a fist into another man’'s face. The man sat down
with a whoosh! The third man had been nore wary. He had hel d back. When he noved, a thick, heavy
club swi shed down upon Monk’s unprotected skull

Monk fell as if he had suddenly sunk in the quagmire. Oozing nud and water choked his nouth and
nostrils.

AFTER several mnutes of fruitless searching for the origin of the spoken warning, Doc, Renny and
Long Tom cane back to the highway. They waited ten m nutes, but Mnk did not appear

A big car, with a rear trunk conpartnment opening under the wi de seat, canme fromthe side road a
hundred yards away. Unnoticed, it wheeled into line with the parade of cars now returning to the
city fromthe scene of the expl osion

Doc and the others conbed the marsh for nore than an hour. Then Doc summpned Renny and Long Tom
"They’' ve got Mnk," he said. "I found the place in the swanp where they fought it out."

Doc had retrieved Mnk’s nuddy hat

Chapter 4. GHOST VO CE AGAI N

"FURTHER search here woul d be usel ess,” announced Doc Savage. "Mnk's captors undoubtedly have
returned directly to the city. | judge that, for the present, he will be unharmed. We are confronted
by an organi zation in control of a hitherto unknown force."

In a remarkably brief space of tine, Doc’s car was piloted down the ranp of his special garage
under the skyscraper headquarters. Wien they had ascended, the bronze nan apparently had arrived at
some definite conclusion

For sone tinme, he said nothing. His snoothly corded hands were assenbling sone small, but

powerful, electrical anplifying coils. H's know edge of explosive forces, especially of

el ectronmagneti c energy and powerful rays and waves surpassed that of any other |iving nan

VWhen he spoke, Doc’s words had little connection with what his hands were doi ng

"There is a woman in the strange happenings of the night," he said, calmy

"Holy cow " expl oded Renny. "I didn't see any evidence of one!"
"Yes, there is a woman in it," stated Doc. "She was speaking, only a nurnur, but perhaps arguing
with this man who calls hinself Var. Al of us heard a ghostly voice in speech. | was listening to

two voices."

Renny exhibited no further surprise. Doc’s auditory perception was maintained by his daily

two- hour exercises on a specially devised scale of vibrations. H's hearing was sel ective

"You're planning some formof new electrical detector," Long Tom remarked, watching Doc’s

skillful bronze hands assenbling sone wound copper coils and a series of tiny, but powerful
generators to be conbined in a single power unit

"Hardly that," stated Doc. "The expl osion was brought about nost likely by the accidenta

unl eashi ng of trenendous electrical force. A hitherto undiscovered means of producing high voltage
seenms to have been involved. The day is close when we shall find vast expl osive energy confined in
smal |, conpact machines."



THE speci al device established in the elevator corridor of Doc’'s headquarters gave a warning

buzz. In the square of glass at one side of the |laboratory a figure appeared, wal king fromthe

el evator toward Doc Savage's door.

He was a youthful, smling-faced tel egraph messenger. Hi s expression seened proof he was sonewhat
awed, but much pleased, at this opportunity to visit the headquarters of the faned Doc Savage.
The messenger stood by as Doc signed the book and opened the yell ow envel ope. The nessage read:
HAVE UNEARTHED BONES OF PREHI STORI C PLATYPUS WHI CH PRE- DATES PALECZO C MAMVALS STOP W LL BE

DOM Cl LED AT CASPER FOR FORTHCOM NG FORTNI GHT | F YOU SHOULD DESI RE TO COVWUNI CATE

JOHNNY

"Johnny" was W/ liam Harper Littlejohn. He was the archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st of the Doc Savage
group. For several weeks, he had been in Wom ng investigating a new di scovery of prehistoric bones.
When the book was signed, the nmessenger reddened a little and stammered, "M M. Savage—e-could |
just have one | ook into your |aboratory—p-please?"

Absorbing the telegram Doc said, "Certainly. Stand here by the door."

The yout hful nessenger gasped as he gazed upon the hundreds of glittering devices of polished
nmetal and glass within the big room

"Cee!" he exclainmed. "GCee!"

He turned and wal ked toward the outer door, crossing the office as if he were a little dizzy from
what he had seen. At this instant, the ghost voice cane again, thin but strident.

"Doc Savage—+ amtoo strong even for you! | have your man Monk! Keep out of this or he will be
destroyed wi thout a trace! One by one, your other conpanions will be taken! You, too, nust die if
you persist! Nothing can stop me before ny purpose has been acconplished, for | am-Var!"

The messenger boy stopped an instant, eyes w dening. He | ooked at Doc and his two conpanions.
None of the three had spoken. The nmessenger turned and fled toward the el evators.

"Holy cowl" grow ed Renny. "They' ve planted sonething here while we were out! Cone on, Long Tom "
Long Tomjoined himin the beginning of a search. They were pulling out desk drawers. Long Tom
started to lift a corner of a rug.

Doc picked up the tel ephone. He gave the nunber of the nearest tel egraph office. In a few seconds
he replaced the instrunent.

"W won't tear up the place,” the bronze man announced, calmy. "The voice wal ked out with our
smiling nessenger boy. | could have stopped him but just now, perhaps, it is better to permt this
Var to play his hand a bit farther. There has been no tel egram sent from Johnny."

"No nessage?" grunted Long Tom "Then this fellow who calls hinself Var nust know all about us
and what we’'re doing."

"That’s it," Doc said, grimy. "Var not only has remarkable scientific know edge, but he is
clever-brained in other directions. Brothers, we are opposed to perhaps the nost dangerous nind of
our experience!"

A BUZZ of the desk phone interrupted further speech. Doc picked up the instrunent.

"This is the police comm ssioner. Doc Savage? . . . Well, there’'s Hades popping! You re probably
the only man who can be of help. This is sonmething too big for ny men to grapple with."

Doc said, "What is it?"

"It looks as if that explosion over in Jersey wasn't any accident,"’
Doc said nothing, waiting.

"And we’'re up against sonething else," continued the conm ssioner. "The next blast is schedul ed
for Long Island. It’'s due to happen any tinme! You know J. Afton Carberry, the fell ow who made
mllions | ending noney in South Anerica and Europe?"

"l know him" said Doc. "Retired after the depression trinmmed nmany other financiers dealing in
foreign stuff. Disappeared for a year. Announced he was witing a book on cellular origin of the
human species. Quite a snmart chap."

"You know everybody," grunted the conm ssioner. "But Carberry isn't so smart, right now He's
scared green! Called in a few mnutes ago. Had a crazy warning, he said, fromsonme sort of a voice
where there wasn’t anybody. Carberry’'s lost his head!"

"What was the nessage?" interposed Doc. "Did it fix a tine?"

"Nearly as he could repeat it, the nessage said: ‘You have forty-eight hours to accede to ny
dermand and pl ace your fortune at nmy service. Other financiers will be quickly forced to follow your
lead. | have a force none can oppose. Before dawn, you will see a denobnstration of it. You can't
conbat me, for | am-Var.'"

"l shall be awaiting you at Carberry’s hone," stated Doc.

The bronze nman del ayed only to direct Long Tomto carry out the electrical experinent he had

begun. The electrical w zard returned reluctantly to the |aboratory.

"You' Il acconpany me, Renny," Doc instructed.

Renny, who had gathered part of the phone conversation, already was inside a special bulletproof
vest of Doc’s invention.

The bronze man flowed toward the rocket elevator. They dropped with the speed of a falling

said the conm ssi oner.



plumet to the basenment garage. Doc’s powerful, arnored car threaded through the thinned traffic of
the darkened streets

Wil e he drove, Doc was considering the possibilities of the threat against J. Afton Carberry.
Doc’ s amazi ng, many-sided brain also was recalling all known forces which mght be enployed to give
expl osive energy a definite path of destruction

Chapter 5. MONK IS S| LENCED

AT the nmoment Doc Savage and Renny were speeding to the home of J. Afton Carberry, Monk awoke in
a coffin-like space. H s long arnms and short body were fol ded and cranped. A hard netal wall janmed
his head down upon his thick neck. H s feet were drawn up

For once, Monk was thankful his | egs were shorter than his arns.

"Dag-goned if | ain't dead an’ buried!" he grunted, trying to wedge hinself into an easier
position. "Nope, | ain't dead. My head nust’ve been busted w de open."

Monk breathed with laboring lungs. H's mghty chest heaved with the effort to extract a supply of
ozone fromthe foul air in the confined space. Strength flowed back into his body.

"Anyway, | ain't in the graveyard yet," he nuttered, "or 1'd ‘a been smothered. An’ by the
calamties, | ain't staying here!"

Monk’ s body, housing the strength of half a dozen ordinary nen, began to swell. He filled his
lungs to capacity and his iron chest heaved. Elbows |evered against the walls of his metal prison
The maker of the trunk under the rear seat of the autonpbile had not designed it to withstand any
such concentrated dynamte. The nmetal clasp and the brass tongue of the | ock snapped. The curved
upright lid of the under seat trunk flapped open with a bang

Monk’ s | anding was in keeping with his apelike contours. He hit on his feet. Low grow s of
war ni ng, anmazenent, inpinged on his hairy ears. A nan uttered a |ow curse and hurtled toward him
O her figures converged in a rush

THEY were in a dimy lighted concrete garage. Monk saw it was apparently in the basement of sone
larger building. Heavy iron doors were closed and barred. Mnk lithely evaded the first rushing
figure. Wth an incredibly fast sweep of one arm he gripped the man’s thick neck. H's assail ant was
heavy, but Monk’s iron nuscles contracted with the force of an i nmense rubber slingshot

H s attacker was lifted fromhis feet. H's body travel ed a short arc through the air. The man's
head deeply dented the netal back of the car above the flapping Iid of the trunk. He collapsed to
the floor without a groan. The human skull was never designed for withstandi ng such an inpact

A jungle bellow issued from Mnk’s throat

"C non, you yella rats!" he growl ed. "Cone an' get it!"

Three men, relying on strength of nunbers, accepted the invitation

Both of Monk’'s fists made definite, sickening contact with flesh and bone. One of his feet

twi sted between the third man’'s |l egs. He sprawl ed on top of his two conpanions. OGthers were coning
at him but Monk glinpsed one man standi ng back

This man was short of body, broad of shoulders and face. H's small eyes glittered pig like in
rolls of eye-rimming fat. In his nmoon face the mouth was a small aperture. Set above a double chin
that was adding a third roll of lard above his collar, the tiny nmouth gave hima grotesque

appear ance

Monk saw he was badly out nunbered. Leaping clear of the floor on his short |egs, he projected his
body between two nore nen. The backs of their heads cracked the floor. Another man hit Mnk a

di zzyi ng bl ow behi nd the ear with sone blunt weapon

Monk staggered. He was facing the noon-faced fellowwith the little rat-hole for a nouth. The man
had a polished piece of netal in one hand. It was shaped |ike the round box for holding steel tape
From this box a slender stream of sizzling vapor shot into Mnnk's face

Monk gritted his teeth against the pain. It was an ammoni a gun. Blinded, scarcely able to

breathe, Mink went to his hands and knees under a rush of bodies. A mnute later he was firmy bound
about the arns and was being propelled up a stairway.

MONK' S captors placed himin an el evator operated automatically. Eyes smarting fromthe burning
funes of the ammonia gun, Mnk could only guess at the nunber of floors they ascended. Then he was
I ed along a hal | way.

One of the men swore and nmuttered, "Wiere's that button, Weeze?"

Though he was only beginning to see dimy, Mnk knew it was the noon-faced man who was call ed
"Wheeze. "

"Ri ght under—siss—that little picture—siss—by the nolding, dunb head!" canme the reply in the
wheezi ng voi ce. Weeze tal ked like a chronic case of asthma

Monk coul d see enough now to know they were in the roomof an el aborately furnished apartnent. A
panel in the wall swung open. It revealed a spiral stairway. The nmean snout of an automatic was
pushed into Mnk’s back

At the top of the stairway they energed into a vaulted roomof lavishly rich fittings. The walls
of the roomwere odd. They were covered with paintings in oil. Al of these represented sonme of the



lower forms of marine life. In spite of his ticklish position, Mnk was intrigued by this unusual
di splay of art.

"Nobody but a nut’'d ever lived in this dunp,” he nuttered.

He heard one of the nen address \Weeze by another nane. It was MGovern, apparently his |ast
nane.

"Soft pedal the titles, Snoke," rapped Wieeze. "Stick to the handl es the chief tacked on."

By that, Monk judged the chief of this gang was not anobng those present.

Monk was pushed into a chair. Weeze cane and stood before him

"So you're the big ape Doc Savage uses for some of his chemical tricks!" he stated.

"Wl | —si ss—there’s one or two little tricks we want to find out. Also, mster, you're going to tell
us sonet hing about Doc Savage’'s set-up. There are several things we need to know. "

"Try an’ make nme!" gritted Monk.

VWeeze's little nmouth puckered and his small eyes gl eaned wickedly.

"l gather fromall those misfit words, you inmagine you're not going to talk, eh?" he sissed at
Monk. "Well, we'll see. Snoke, is the convincer all set?"

The man cal | ed "Snoke" smled genially.

"The convincer’s always ready," he put forth. "Right this way."

A single wi de gl ass door was opened at the side of the room

MONK was pulled to his feet and propelled into the adjoining space. This was a bare, small room
with enanel ed walls and no furnishings. The single man occupying it required no chair. He was of
shining arnor netal and he stood erect in the middle of the floor.

The binding cords suddenly fell from Mnk’s arm But two men with automatics poked the snouts
into his ribs.

"W try to avoi d shedding the bl ood of any person,"” Weeze sissed in a sanctinoni ous voi ce.
"Every man’s bl ood nmust be on his own head. So we—

Monk was shoved close to the arnored figure. He saw the contraption was sonme sort of robot. It
appeared to be hollow, and |arge enough to adnmit the person of a very |large nman.

Monk's still-smarting eyes blinked at the robot’s half-bent arms. For in the netal fingers were
clutched two | ong-pointed knives. These were directed inward toward the robot’s gl eam ng breast. It
| ooked as if the netal man was thinking of taking his own life.

In one enanel ed wall was a black switchboard. It contained a conplicated array of electrical
switches, coils and other gadgets. In its center was what seened to be the circle of an enlarged
m crophone.

"Everybody quiet!" ordered Weeze. H s conpanions instantly becane silent. None even noved. "Now
wat ch, you wi se ape!"

One nman stepped to the switchboard and turned a button. Wen he stepped back, Weeze spoke in a
| ow tone.

"Do your stuff, big boy," he said.

Slowy, the netal arnms of the robot noved i nward. The pointed knives approached two slits in the
arnored breast. The novenment was so slow as to be al nost inperceptible.

Slowy, chillingly, even though the shining figure was but cold nmetal, the arnms continued to
bend. The points of the knives disappeared into the shell-like cavity of the robot’s chest. A
mnute, two mnutes passed. Monk growed in his throat.

Both knives at last were buried to their hilts. The nechani smceased to whirr.

"Just one little word will do it," nurmured Wheeze. "One little whisper, or a sneeze—and the nike
pi cks up the sound and starts the robot. W're going to | eave you with the convincer. After |’'ve
attended to sonme special business, we'll conme back. If you ve kept that big yap of yours quiet that
| ong, maybe you’ |l be about ripe to | oosen up with some conversation!"

"That’'s what you think!" barked Monk. "You'll get nothin' outta me!"

"That' 1l be just too bad—for you," sissed Weeze, softly.

THE aut omatics crowded Monk’s spine, then his stomach, as the nmetal robot opened on oil ed hinges.
Hel pl ess to resist, he was shoved inside. H's long arms were forced into the bent hollow of the
robot’s arns. The torturing device was swung shut.

The speech control button on the switchboard was off while this took place. Weeze | ooked up into
Monk’ s orbs blinking through the arnored eye-hol es of the robot.

"Now you can tal k your head of f—er your heart out," grinned Wieeze. "Ready, Snoke! Everybody out!
Cick “er on!'"

Wheeze followed his nen through the single door of glass. It closed silently. Mnk could see the
men outside tal king, gesturing. He could not hear their voices. He was alone with the robot and his
thoughts in the soundproof room

Monk gl anced over at the round disk of the big mcrophone. He could see the | ong knives inverted
directly toward his heart. Many things cane to Monk that he would have liked to have said.

But he took it out in thinking.



Chapter 6. COLD LI GHT STRI KES

MONK was confident Doc Savage would pick up his trail quickly. He would have been much nore
downcast had he known that Doc and Renny were at this moment rushing along a Long Island road.
The man of bronze was even now scrutinizing a | owering sky over Little Neck. This exclusive
residence section just within the boundary line of New York City, was sleeping. Geat elns spread
protective arns over the hones of mllionaires.

At the termnus of a scattered row of ornate dwellings, was set the colonial-style mansion of J.
Afton Carberry. Unlike the others, the Carberry pile of architecture was ablaze with lights. Wen
they were half a mle fromthe place, Doc and Renny could see this glaring illumnation against the
trees. The light was reflected with a dull glow upon the |owflying clouds.

"Holy cow " grunted Renny. "You'd think a smart guy like this Carberry would have nore brains
than to light his house up like a Christmas tree! Suppose this Var fell ow happened to be flying
around upstairs? What a swell target that woul d nake!"

"CGood guess, Renny," approved Doc. "That's the way it may come this tinme. W Il see what we can
do about it."

Police were thickly spotted in the Carberry grounds. The white gravel of the driveway showed |ike
a wi nding serpent anong the trees. It was perhaps two hundred yards fromthe entrance gate to the
illum nated mansion.

Doc drove about fifty yards along the gravel. H's own powerful notor was only a whispering song
under the car’s long hood. The hunm ng drone that swiftly increased to a drunm ng throb anong the
scuddi ng cl ouds, was distinctly audible.

"And there you are— Renny began to say.

A NARROW band of blue-steel light shot fromthe nmurky sky. Like a long silvery knife, it stood

out against the night. Its point touched the driveway only a few yards ahead of Doc’s car. But it
was nmoving swiftly, swinging directly toward the car itself.

Doc pulled the steering wheel around, swerving the car into the trees. Wth a swi ft novenent, he
pushed Renny to the outside.

Renny’s bi g body was through the door. Doc slid fromunder the wheel. His heels crunched in the
gravel . Wth gliding speed, he noved to one side. Hs direction was toward the house.

"The thing can't miss it!" Renny yelled. "A'l those |ights woul d—=

It was one of the fewtimes in his life that Doc Savage failed to hear distinctly. The druns of
his ears suddenly thundered. It was as if a gigantic knife of ice had been thrust all the way
through his body fromhis brain to his toes.

Doc’s arns and | egs were instantly nunbed. Hi s notor nerves refused to respond to the bidding of
his brain. H's keen sight was dimed by a frost that seened to rimhis eyes. He felt hinself falling
forward.

"Cold Light," was Doc’s instant thought. Like the illumnation created by the inhabitants of The
Land of Al ways-Night. Only their light was cold and harm ess. This was deadly, nore like a bath in
liquid air.

Doc was tenporarily paralyzed. He tried to warn Renny to keep away, but no words issued fromhis
constricted throat. He felt consciousness fading. Then he was suffused with a vast warm wave. By
conparison, it was like a fire that set his skin prickling and brought waves of jerking pain to his
nmuscl es.

Slowy, Doc got to his feet. Overhead, the airplane was flying low. It carried no riding lights,
but the descending spike of cold light revealed it as a small dark object.

RENNY had whi pped out his super-nachine pistol and was shooting into the air. Hs fire was

futile. The plane was beyond the reach of the nercy bullets. Renny was beside Doc again. Police
surged toward the house.

"Get back, all of you!" warned Doc. He hadn’'t raised his voice. He never did. The peculiar

quality of Doc’s cal nest words always carried to those |istening.

The rare, nellow whistle filled the space around him The sound may have cone fromhis |ips. But

it seemed an aura of vibration that always thrilled its hearers with the imm nence of deadly danger.
Doc guessed what was comi ng.

The air sucked away. Renny and the nearest coppers felt as if they were standing in a vast

vacuum Their nouths opened and their chests heaved as they gul ped for breath. The air seened to
have been snatched fromthe depths of their |ungs.

Doc’ s eyes were fixed upon the Carberry mansion. He expected to see the nmillion-dollar mass of
architecture disintegrate. But the residence renai ned intact.

From the thicker woods well back in the wide estate cane the roar as of a rushing wind. The sound
was of cyclonic intensity. In the hurricane hiss of displaced air cane the crackling report of great
trees being snapped off.

The 1 ong spi ke of blue-steel flashed off. It was as if a switch had been thrown in the mdst of
chaos. The rolling reverberation of the |ong explosion abruptly died. Only the trenbling ground, the
hi ssing, sighing echoes across the countryside, the heavy bunping and plopping of falling trees and



shorn branches renmained as an aftermath of the bl ast.

POLI CEMEN were clinbing to their feet, dusting off their clothes. For a minute, no one noved,
either toward or away fromthe scene of the bursting Cold Light. That is, none but Doc Savage.
Instead of heading for the spot where the blast had taken place, he was noving toward the
Carberry mansi on. Doc’s stride was unhurried; but Renny, who imediately followed, was forced to
shuffle into a trot to keep up with him

The drumm ng of the plane was dying away. It was flying out over Long Island Sound. Wth the

st oppage of the Cold Light, the pyram d of blue flame had suddenly disappeared. It had seened to
ascend for half a mle or nore. Doc wondered if the Cold Light had remai ned on, would the flane have
reached the plane.

Renny was at Doc’s shoul der. They passed the policenen guarding the Carberry doors. Inside, Doc
instantly identified the financier, though he had seen only his photographs in the news.
Carberry’s face was the color of gray chal k. The area of color denoting his terror extended up
his high, narrow forehead into the bal dness between strangely thick tufts of graying hair.

The man was so tall, he was conpelled to bend and droop his narrow shoul ders to hold a shivering,
sobbing woman in his arms. Doc, for the nmoment, believed this woman to be the financier’s daughter.
She appeared to be only about half the age of the retired capitalist.

The worman was wearing a |lacy negligee. Her skin was snooth, velvety. Renny paused admringly. The
wonan’s face was white as polished ivory. Al color had been drained fromit. Apparently, she had
just cone into the room aroused by the expl osion.

"Darling! Ch, what is it? What is it?"

The hand of the financier on the woman’s shoul der was bl ue-veined and thin. It trenbled as he
gently patted the wonman’s alluring, rounded arm

"It's—t's nothing much—dear," the man quavered, hoarsely.

Doc wal ked toward them Carberry stared at himan instant, then his lips parted in a half fearful
smle.

"You' re—boc Savage," he said, controlling his voice with an effort. "The conm ssioner said he
woul d call you. |I’ve never net you, sir."

"And you are M. Carberry," Doc stated.

"Yes; and this is Ms. Carberry, Doc Savage."

The worman gave hima tremul ous smile. Her slight body shivered.

BEFORE Doc coul d acknow edge the introduction, another voice interrupted. At its first note,
Carberry stiffened, and his armfell away fromhis wife's shoulders. His slightly protruding eyes of
a light-bluish shade roved quickly, desperately about the room Doc was reninded of some scared
animal in a trap.

"Holy cow " ejaculated Renny. "It's comng from=

The bul ky figure of the engineer barged across the roomin the direction of the w de chimey. Doc
laid a hand on Renny’s arm

The voi ce had addressed itself to J. Afton Carberry. Now it spoke with a sibilant, ghostly

cadence:

" Car berry—aow you have seen a denpnstration of my power! You have forty-eight hours! | shall
communi cate with you at the expiration of that tinme! | shall find you wherever you are! | need your
mllions! |I know the police have appeal ed to Doc Savage! This time, he will fail. For | am-Var!"

Renny’ s keen instinct for direction had been correct. The voice was conming fromthe firepl ace,
fromthe chimey. A log blazed between the tiled sides.

Heedl ess of the blaze, Doc thrust his body into the chi mmey opening. Looking upward, he had the
glinpse of a head sil houetted agai nst the sky, a shadowy, shaggy head.

Showering ashes and fire as he enmerged into the room Doc was at the outside door in a flow ng
stride. The policeman at the door gaped after him He had hardly seened to nobve, but he was already
at the corner of the house nearest the chi mey.

From there, Doc seened alnpbst to float up the wall of the house. The residence, with its many
slight projections, was |like a snmooth road to the bronze man.

Doc bounded onto the roof. As he cane erect, |ead pounded the overlapping slates at his feet. An
automatic was spitting fire fromthe opposite end of the mansion center gable. But fast as the
attacker had been, Doc was far to one side as the remaining slugs came higher in a searching stream
Then Doc pivoted. The ground was thirty feet below He poised only an instant, then sprang

outward. He alighted with the cushioned ease of a body set on coiled springs.

diding toward the corner of the house, Doc encountered two city coppers in uniform One was

hol ding an automatic that still snoked. He was saying, "I think | got the guy! He fell off the
roof I'"

Doc halted the two nen. "You just shot at a man on the roof ?"

"Sure!" said the cop. "I al—good gosh! It’'s Doc Savage! Was that you up there?"

"I was on the roof," observed Doc. "Did you see another nman cone down, or running away?"
"l heard a noise up there," said the cop, "but it nmust have been you | shot at. | didn't see any



ot her man."

RENNY was inside investigating the chimmey. The log fire had been drowned. No narks appeared to
show that anybody or anything had been in the chi mey aperture.

Carberry was sitting on a couch. Hs wife still clung close to him

"What woul d you advise us to do, M. Savage?" Carberry asked.

"I'"d take Ms. Carberry and go away as secretly as possible," Doc advised. "Mike it a point not
to informeven your servants of your destination. | hope within forty-eight hours we may have
sonething nore definite on this man who calls hinself Var."

Doc and Renny departed fromthe house. Doc slipped under the wheel of his car. Hi s intended
destination was the nearest airport. He had little hope of tracing the Cold Light plane, but

bel i eved communi cation with some of the airports might give hima |ead.

Renny excl ai ned, "Look at this, Doc!"

The engi neer had noticed the | eather flap of the side pocket was open and lifted as if to attract
attention. Renny held two square white cards. One was snall, the other large. The larger card showed
a printed nessage under the pencil ray of Doc’s flashlight.

The small card bore words plainly witten with bright blue ink. There was no attenpt to disguise
the hand of the man who had witten it:

Admt bearer with password to inner circle. | am-Var.

"What do you make of it?" said Renny.

"Read this," replied Doc, passing over the |larger card.

Go at once to Washington. Yellow house in 14th block on K Street. Third fromcorner. Do not
delay. Var will be there at 4 a.m this norning. He has tricked Haminto neeting you there. They
will not kill Mnk until he has tal ked with you. The password for the card is "Rav Rules." Var’'s
nane reversed.

The card was unsigned. Under the pencil ray it showed stains of a brownish tinge. Doc was sure
the fingerprints would be the same he had encountered tw ce before. The man whose fingerprints were
on the polished copper ball at the death house in the nmarsh, had escaped the expl osion.

Chapter 7. MONK SNEEZES

MONK, at this nonent, would have been relieved if he could have known of the new cards in Doc
Savage’' s possession. But no hint had been given he was not to die before he talked wi th Doc.

The enl arged m crophone on the bl ack sw tchboard seemed to wi nk at himom nously. Mnk coul d

al nost hear it speaking with its own di aphragm

"Tal k, go on and tal k! Wiy don't you say sonethi ng?"

The thing seemed to be nobcking him Mnk not only had no desire to talk now. He was fairly sure

he never would talk again. He had no especial fear, but he couldn’'t avoid | ooking at the two pointed
kni ves. He kept recalling how slowy they had been pushed into the slits that now faced his own
gorilla |like breast.

Monk coul d see the novenents of the men in the larger roomwith its unique oil paintings. \Weeze
McGovern had been giving orders for nearly half an hour. Mnk was sweating, wondering how long this
phase of the little gane was to be continued?

Li ke Doc and his other conpanions, Mnk could read the lips of others. Wen the nen were facing
him he could understand what they were saying as well as if they had been beside him So, he
under st ood when \Weeze picked out six of his nmen and ordered themto WAshi ngton.

WHEEZE pi cked up the tel ephone. He was facing the glass door of the soundproof room

Monk read Wheeze's |ips. The noon-faced boss of this group of nen was calling a tel egraph office.
Monk saw that he called hinself Doc Savage. Weeze was giving a nessage. It was addressed to
Theodore Marl ey Brooks.

Weeze recited the nessage slowy. Mnk quickly realized a trap was being set for his bickering

| awyer conpani on, Ham The nessage, as it was being given, was telling Hamto go at once to

Washi ngton. There he was to neet Doc Savage in a yellow house on K Street. The house was desi gnat ed
as the third house fromthe corner in the fourteenth bl ock.

Even as rage fairly sizzled through his veins, Mnk nade a nental note of the address. He was
amazed at the know edge possessed by this Weeze. It struck Monk that Doc and his friends nust have
been under sone nmal evol ent eye, or rather many such eyes, for considerable time before to-night’'s
flashing events.

For Wheeze had the name of the hotel in Manhattan where Ham was attending a gathering of noted

| egal personages. Monk knew it, because Ham had ditched himon a theater date to go to this

di stingui shed affair.

Monk cane then to the brink of apoplexy. It was nore than the big chemi st could endure, trying to
mai ntai n silence and keep his hide unpunctured.

The surge of blood to his head brought a sudden, fierce desire to sneeze. H s huge arnms were
tightly locked in the robot’s terrible, hollowed sheets of arnor.

Monk’ s sneeze expl oded loudly in the soundproof room The robot’s arnor instantly vibrated.



Somewher e cl ose beside him a notor had started
The fearful knives began their cruelly slow descent toward the slits over Monk's heart. Their
needl el i ke points gleamed with w cked nenace

MONK felt the arms of the netal nan slowly drawi ng inward. Silence being no | onger of

consequence, he released a flood of choice | anguage

Slowy, slowly, the knives pushed inward toward the slits over his heart. The motor, pulling the
inexorable arms with torturing delay, kept up a steady whirring. In the other room Weeze was
standing with the gloating smle of some vile beast of prey.

Two nmen remai ned with Wheeze. Because of the soundproof doors, Mnk’'s unfortunate sneeze and his
foll ow ng outburst had been unnoticed

At that instant, the inwardly nmoving knives entered the slits. Their needl e points touched Mnk’s
shrinking skin. They becane painfully penetrating agony which he could no | onger evade. Two or three
m nutes would be required before the slicing edges touched a vital spot. Wen they did, they would
rel ease a scarlet flood which could never be stopped by human agency.

But the knife points were never destined to reach Monk’s heart. The first touch freed all the
electrifying rage so long pent up in the big chem st’s huge body. H's sudden bel |l ow m ght have cone
fromthe snarling throat of some trapped jungl e beast

Monk drew gallons of air into his capacious lungs. H s body swelled. The mammot h shoul ders were
bowed and braced. The long arns contracted and then expanded

The sl ender rods of universal jointage necessary to operation of the robot’s arns were of
strongest steel. But, after all, they were, by the requirements of space, very slim Mnk’'s giant
arns, driven by his released fury, were gigantic in their expansion

"Hold ‘er, Haml" he bellowed. "Dag-gone it, shyster! |I'mcomn’!"

He voiced the truth. The rods of slender steel were snapping. They nmade cracking sounds, as if a
man’s finger joints had been bent backward. The ribbed fastenings of the netal man snapped asunder

MONK did not heed the rake of the knife points across his hard-nuscled breast. He did not even
pause to regret the absence of his special bullet-proof vest, because he did not feel the slicing of
his flesh. The trickling of blood al so went unnoticed

For Monk had torn | oose the robot’s jointed arns. He swung one in each ponderous hand

Weeze and his nmen had been turned fromthe gl ass door of the soundproof roomat the instant

cat astrophe overtook their torturing metal man. They wheel ed on their toes only when the ape-like
shape of Mnk crashed through the thick transparent plate

One of the men whipped out an automatic and fired pointblank. Steel-pointed slugs played jangling
sparks of fire fromone of the swinging netal arns in Mink’s hands. Chewed | ead stung one of the
enraged chem st’s hairy ears

A shot fromthe blazing autonatic flew across the roomand scarred one of the oil paintings. It
conpl etely erased a fantastic conception of nonexistent marine life. The thing was a sliny creature
on oils, half human, half crab

Monk did not observe this despoilation of weird art. One of his arnored weapons had cracked the
forearm bones of the man who had been shooting. He was a giant of a fellow, but he how ed in agony
and fell withing to the floor

Wheeze's ot her conpanion hurled a heavy vase off a table. The inprovised weapon shattered to bits
across Monk’s iron-hard forehead. A little blood trickled into the chem st’s eyes. H s other arnored
weapon struck this man’s thigh bone. He joined his broken-arned partner in howing on the rich
Oriental rug.

Wieeze had slipped through the snashed gl ass door. Sonething on the switchboard crackled with
lurid blue flame. Short-circuited wires blanked out. The rooms were plunged into Stygi an darkness
Monk found his special generator flashlight. The beam was pointed as a pencil. He sent it roving
about. There was no sound. Then in the distance sonmewhere, was a wheezing | augh. A door slamed
shut

Wieeze had escaped

Realizing the tricky affair of the conceal ed stairway they had used in bringing himin the house
Monk at once decided pursuit would be usel ess. Besides, nore inmportant business confronted him He
must get a warning to Doc. Perhaps he could head off Ham from starting for Washi ngton

Vainly, Mnk jiggled the receiver bar of the phone. The wire was dead. Weeze had thoughtfully
removed this means of communication. H's flight had been solely in the interest of saving his own
hi de

APPARENTLY the battle in the penthouse—Mnk had di scovered his prison quarters to be such—had
been unheard by the residents of apartnments in the twelve-story building. The apartnent directly
underneath was vacant, though its furnishing were rich. The shorted wires from above had al so

pl unged this place in darkness

Monk found and enpl oyed the conceal ed stairway. He buzzed for an elevator. The car was autonatic
Monk nede the street with a bl ank-faced doornman staring after him



Monk noted the apartnent building was a bl ock west of Central Park. Covering blocks with his

rapid, ungainly stride, Mnk reached Col unbus Circle.

Though it was well after the hour for the Broadway del uge of humanity at theater closing tine,

Monk found hinsel f caught in a flowing river of men and wonen. He marked this was not the usual
after-theater crowd of dressy individuals.

It was a crowd with a distinct disharnony of apprehension, of fear, in sonme their voices
approaching terror.

A husky-voi ced newspaper vendor threaded through the human stream

"Read all about it!" he bawl ed. "Big explosion in Manhattan! Var wll blow up whole city bl ock!
Read it!"

Monk plowed his way to the man. He snatched a paper.

"Howl in' calamties!" he squealed. "|'ve gotta get to Doc!"

Monk headed for a public phone booth. He dialed the nunmber of Doc’s headquarters.

Long Toni s voice cane inpatiently. A call had instructed himto stand by for another nessage from
Doc. The bronze man had said he woul d have sone plans for Long Tomto work out in connection with a
new machi ne he called an "ex-neutralizer."

If it could be nade to work, Doc wanted it to conbat the Cold Light ray. Long Tom saw a ni ght of
wor k ahead. He wi shed the bronze chief were here to direct him instead of sending his instructions
by phone.

He was relieved, however, to hear Mnk’'s voice.

"WHERE' VE you been?" denmanded Long Tom "What happened?”

"Let it ride," said Monk. "Were s Doc?"

"Headed for Washington," replied Long Tom "But here’s Renny. He'll talk. |I've got a job to do."
"Where in tinme have you— Renny began.

"Dag-gone it!" interrupted Monk. "Tell nme sonething! Wat’'s going on, anyway?"

"This fellow who calls hinself Var has turned all Hades |oose,"” obliged Renny. "The latest is his
announcenent with that ghost voice of his that he’'s blowing up a whole city block in uptown
Manhattan at nine o' clock in the norning. That's to-day. Turned the voice |oose in one of the
newspaper editorial roons. The big town's gone batty over it!"

"You tellin” me!" grunted Monk. "Were's this blowup comn’ off?"

"Over in the upper East Side," said Renny, giving an address only two bl ocks fromthe East River.
"This Var warned the police to clear the whole bl ock of those who wanted to keep on living. He said
the blast would rock the town and destroy everything directly in its path. Said he doesn’'t want any
loss of life."

"Dag-gone it, Renny!" rapped Mnk. "Wat are we—

"Coming to that, Monk. Doc’s in a Red Arrow transport plane. Called in by radi ophone. Said if |
found you, we're to get into that block Var is planning to shoot off and see what we can find. |
don’t know what we're to look for. But it'll take me an hour to fight my way over there and—

"See you when you get there,” cut in Mink. "I'mon ny way."

MONK reached a taxicab by the sinple expedient of hulking his ponderous body directly into the
crowd.

News bulletins were running in the lights around a buil ding near Tines Square:

VAR ANNOUNCES THE EXPLOSI ON I N MANHATTAN W LL TAKE PLACE AT 9 AM HE SAYS IT WLL BE CUT LOGCSE
FI VE M NUTES AFTER THE PASSI NG OVER MANHATTAN OF THE WASHI NGTON- NEW YORK PASSENGER- AND- MAI L PLANE.
Monk’ s cab pull ed away.

Chapter 8. TRAIL OF A SHADOW

WH LE Monk was on his way to the nenaced bl ock in Manhattan, follow ng Doc Savage's instructions
to his headquarters, the man of bronze had taken up another trail. Rather, Doc had put hinself
directly in the way of a shadow he believed was watching his novenents cl osely.

Word of the new threat of the Cold Light over Manhattan had caused the bronze giant to send Renny
to join Long Tom at headquarters. At this time, Doc knew nothing of Mnk's escape.

The ray of Cold Light causing the explosion at the home of J. Afton Carberry had given the bronze
man sonething definite with which to grapple. Doc’s intricate know edge of all forns of electrical
energy had taught himthat some of the nobst potent el ectromagnetic forces could be | essened, or
neutralized altogether, by the setting up of other simlar but opposing rays or waves.

He had | eft Long Tom working upon an electrical experinment. It cane to himhow a possible
neutralizing force could be created to conbat the nysterious Cold Light. As ex-neutralizer. That
woul d be it.

As Doc worked out this idea, he was speeding toward the Red Arrow passenger airport. He had
instantly decided to follow the bidding of his nysterious nmessenger and go to the yell ow house in
Washi ngton. Ordinarily, the bronze man woul d have used one of his own fast planes for the trip.
But he judged he was being closely shadowed. By going directly to the passenger port of the Red
Arrow, he would be foll owed. Doubtless the em ssary or eneny of Var, whichever he m ght be, also



woul d beconme a passenger on the plane.

From a conceal ed vantage, after booking his seat, the bronze man waited. He saw all other
passengers go aboard. He smiled grimy as he watched the last man to take his seat.

Then Doc hinmsel f vani shed into the wash room In a few seconds, the plane woul d be taking off.
When it took the air, no person remptely resenbling Doc Savage was aboard.

IN Seat No. 7, on the right-hand side of the Red Arrow passenger plane, sat an ugly specinmen of
humani ty. Nature had been unkind, apparently, in the beginning of the man’s career. He had been
endowed with ropy, towcolored hair and washed-out, pal e-blue eyes.

In size, the man was of magnificent proportions, except for the hunching of one shoulder and a

mal formation of his neck. Added to these marring features, the nman’s nose had been broken and badly
set. Hs cheeks were puffed and had an unheal thy pallor.

In the No. 2 seat, on the left-hand side of the plane, a little man sat hunched into the big

collar of an overcoat. Only the peak of his slouch hat was visible. For nore than half an hour, this
passenger had not noved.

The bucking of the plane in many of the air pockets was trying even to sone of the veteran
passengers. Suddenly, in the recovery of a |level keel, sonmething of mnor inportance happened in the
pilots’ cabin. A service wire in the passenger cabin was short-circuited for the fraction of a
second.

The m shap was sufficient to blow out a fuse. Gasps came from wonmen passengers.

"Never mind," came the cal mvoice of the trimstewardess. "lIt’'s only a fuse. The co-pilot wll
fixit."

The co-pilot, pushed his way along the aisle. In Seat No. 2, the collar-conceal ed head of the
little man slowy turned. The novenent brought a little screamfromone of the wonmen who had been
chewi ng gum

The honmely mug in Seat No. 7 was watching with interest.

The shock to the timd woman was anply justified. For the eyes of the man in Seat No. 2 glowed in
the darkness with the lum nous fire of a predatory cat prowing the night. In them one other man in
the plane read hatred colored by fear. Such as mi ght cause the beady eyes of a rat to shine with
desperati on when cornered.

When the fuse was replaced and the |ights came on, the ugly nug from Seat No. 7 got up and

foll owed the co-pilot toward the control room

"What do you want?" growl ed the co-pilot. "Passengers have got to stay in their seats! Hey!

Nobody’ s al | owed up i n—

The ugly mug calmy disregarded the adnonition. Pushing past, he went through the little door.

I nsi de, conceal ed fromthe passengers, he murnured a few words directly into the ear of the pilot at
the controls.

"Never mnd! Skip it!" barked the pilot at his scowling partner. "Take a seat in back a few
mnutes! It’s O K !"

The puzzled co-pilot went back and slipped into Seat No. 7. The pal e-eyed, broken-nosed passenger
had slipped into the co-pilot’s seat and pulled on the radi o earphones.

FOR t he space of sone eight or ten mnutes, this strange substitute for the regular man at the
secondary controls seenmed very nmuch at home. As he tal ked into the phone, his gloved hands pl ayed
automatically on the control wheel.

Any person woul d have supposed he was a flier. The veteran Red Arrow pilot was not even

supposi ng. He knew wel |l enough the man with the broken nose was a better flier than he would be if
he lived a couple of centuries. H's conversation to the ground finished, the ugly mug relinqui shed
his pl ace.

"Thanks," he said to the pilot. "I'lIl remenber the favor."

The co-pilot still scow ed, as he came up to swap places with the extraordi nary passenger who
could so readily make hash of all the rules. But the passenger did not notice this. He was, without
seem ng to do so, absorbing every visible detail of the little man in Seat No. 2.

Fromthis position, it could be seen that the man whose eyes had been |um nous in the darkness

was rather an inconsequential personality. Every article of clothing appeared to have been worn to
the point of dissolution. H's hat brimwas soiled and frayed. H's overcoat collar was faded and
threaded out. The man’s collar | ooked saw edged.

This scraggly appearance was continued to the man's person. His hair was stringy and uneven. H's
face was hatchet-thin, with an oddly turned-up nose. The chin was |ong-pointed and stubbly with
beard. The man’s Adanis apple ranbled up and down.

He di splayed no interest in what was transpiring in the plane. In his now nornal eyes was a

di sappoi nted | ook. The man he had conme aboard to find had not appeared.

The scranbl ed-faced passenger returned to Seat No. 7. Wen the cabin radio started staccato

bul l eti ns of the nenace hovering over Manhattan, the man seenmed to have dropped into a doze.

THE scraggly little man in Seat No. 2 was the |ast person to alight fromthe plane at the



Washi ngton airport. He scrutinized each of his fell ow passengers hopefully, as they passed him Wth

a grunt of disappointed resignation, he clinbed fromthe plane.

Wal king over to the infornation desk, he inquired, "Has any other passenger plane or private
crate from New York | anded in the past hour?"

"Yes, a Wiite Liner came in, half an hour ago," the girl said.

The little man’s face brightened some. He went toward the taxicab stand with short, hopping
steps. Entering a taxi, he rode only to the first darkly shadowed avenue.

Leaning forward, he handed the driver a dollar, and said, "Keep noving. |'’mleaving you here."
He was back anobng the trees when another taxicab cane fromthe direction of the airport and
turned the corner, following the first car. The |um nous eyes shone nore brightly as this cab
passed.

"Had me fooled, all right," he nuttered. "But | guess this puts ne one up on him"

When the first of the taxicabs stopped and turned after proceeding a couple of blocks, the

br oken-nosed man in the second cab observed that it was enpty.

"Expected he would do that," the man remarked to hinself. "Al right, driver. Take ne to Dupont
Crcle. I'll walk the rest of the way."

The open radi us known as Dupont Circle was not far distant froma yell ow house in the fourteenth
bl ock on K Street.

THI' S yel | ow house in Washi ngton was, before the day was very old, to becone a rendezvous for

several mysterious figures. Wth Doc Savage already near this house in a guise which had passed him

on the Red Arrow plane, Ham summoned by a faked tel egram and Monk aware of the trick, the identity
and intentions of the scraggly little man remained an eni gna.

And while Mnk was del aying a possible effort to assist Hamin order to investigate the threat of
a new explosion in Manhattan, still another puzzling figure was planning a trip to Washi ngton.
This |l ast man had been pacing the floor of a palatial apartment during the greater part of the
night. He was wal king restlessly up and down at the time the blast shook the home of J. Afton
Carberry.

This apartnent was near the west side of Central Park.

The man was known as Charles Arthur Vonier, noted explorer.

Voni er had heard radi o announcenents of the Carberry expl osion. There had been a police report
sayi ng that even the redoubtabl e Doc Savage was baffled; that the police conm ssioner believed the
bl asts were planned by sone scientist who was remarkably sane.

Voni er had sw tched off this report inpatiently.

"And |'d counted on Doc Savage to— He broke off the muttered phrase.

Voni er was an emaci ated, seem ngly bl oodl ess man. His thin, sensitive nose was a single arching
bone with tautly drawn skin covering it. Hi s eyes were set under projecting caverns of his bony
skull. But they were intensely blue, and coldly direct. Even now, under apparent stress that nade
hi s bony hands funble, the eyes were unflickering.

A spread newspaper on the table headlined the New Jersey | og cabin expl osion. Vonier opened a
library table drawer and drew out a sheet of paper. On it were scrawl ed words in bright blue ink.
The expl orer sucked his |ips between teeth protruding fromhis skeleton-hard jaws. He fol ded the
paper and placed it in his pocket.

Pi cking up the desk tray of pens and ink, he selected a bottle. The tray was of old, soft gold
done in finely wought hand carvings. It was remnminiscent of the workmanship of one of the |ost,

t hough highly civilized, mountain fol k of |ndochina.

VONIER l et a single drop of the ink fall fromthe bottle on a square of white paper. The col or
was brightest bl ue.

"The strange trick of circunstance sonetinmes will involve the nost innocent," he nurmured. "Doc
Savage’' s microscopi c eyes never would overlook a detail like that."

He replaced the bottle, with his smle becom ng whinsical. Apparently, a vein of hunor |ay under
the explorer’s unappeal ing exterior.

A worman’ s dress rustled. Vonier arose to greet his wife.

"I"mglad you cane in, ny dear," he said. "I can delay no longer. It is necessary that | nake
personal contact with Doc Savage, at once."

The worman’s voice was throaty but calm

"Do you think it's best?" she said. "I can't quite understand why you nust see him"

Ms. Vonier was slender of figure, as revealed by the silken gown of scarlet. Her features were
clear-cut and regul ar.

"lI've discovered it is always best to strike the first blow, to neet an eneny before he gets
himsel f set," stated the explorer. "I have been busy. Doc Savage will be on his way to Washi ngton.
shall see himthere."

"You will be careful ?" the wonman pl eaded. "After all the dangers you have—*

"Bosh!" interrupted Vonier. "Doc Savage nust have the nessage. The news will have it that the
bronze wi zard is baffled by these strange expl osions. As usual, the news is undependabl e!"



Vonier called a private air field. It was apparent he was ordering one of his own planes tuned up
for a quick takeoff to Washington. As he was preparing to depart, the phone buzzed.

The call was |ong distance. It was from Washi ngton. From Vonier’s words, sonme speci al energency
had arisen in his affairs. Before he replaced the receiver, he said, "I shall take care of that. |
am just preparing to | eave for Washington."

Chapter 9. MONK'S SWEET TOOTH

ABOUT the time the plane of Charles Arthur Vonier was being prepared for a quick flight to

Washi ngton, Monk was inpatiently pursuing his investigation on the East Side. He had discovered the
war ni ng of the threatened expl osion had created pandenoni um

There was the bl ock where the fiendish Var had announced the Col d Light would strike at nine

o’ cl ock of the foll ow ng norning.

A few policenen were being overrun in their effort to keep order without resorting to the use of
their sticks. Occupants of many surroundi ngs bl ocks were joining the general exodus.

There were perhaps sone two hundred famlies living in this six-story block. The street |evel
housed smal| shops. Al of the several hundred persons involved seened determined to be the first
out with their various bel ongi ngs.

Monk, to gain entry, kept close to the police. The squad had di scovered nothing that savored of a
pl ant ed expl osi ve. Monk aroused the policenen’ s interest when he produced his pocket chem cal

| aboratory.

Wth a colorless liquid, an instantaneous reagent chemical, Mnk nade a quick analysis of each
spot on the walls or el sewhere, when it seenmed the stain had been recently made. He was aware that
sone of the nost deadly explosive could be enployed in liquid form Perhaps even in the character of
some powerful chemcal that could be dried and still continue to send forth some vaporous el enent
for many hours.

After several efforts, however, Mnk wondered if all the scores of famlies in the block threw
cups of coffee at each other.

A BOOM NG voi ce announced Renny had arrived on the trail of Mnk. Wen the big engi neer swng his
many pounds of brawn through a door, Monk was preparing to depart. He had been through all the

bl ock.

"Doc’s worked out an idea to stop that Cold Light ray," Renny told Mnk. "Doc explained it to

Long Tom by radi o- phone froma Red Arrow plane on the way to Washington."

"Now why woul d Doc go by one of the passenger planes?" wondered Mnk.

"Don’t know, but it’'s ny guess he's laying a trap for sonebody,"” said Renny. "Anyway, this thing
he calls an ex-neutralizer may stop the explosions, if Long Tomcan get the right gadgets together."
Long Tom at the nonent, was attenpting to step up an electrical current to sufficient power for
creation of an el ectromagnetic ex-neutralizer on the principal of the Hertzian wave. Long Tom was
famliar with the practical application of the Hertzian wave, or ray. It had been enployed for the
killing of airplane notors at a distance.

No pl ace renained where it seemed likely the smallest sort of bonb could have been hidden. Renny
and Monk agreed the explosive force of Var was carried in his nysterious, terrible Cold Light.
“I"Il stick here an’ see if the cops give it another going over," said Renny. "You' ve got ne
worrying about Ham All he ever carries is that trick sword cane, an’ if they stick himin sone
robot like you say you were in, he wouldn’t have nuch use for a cane."

Monk chewed thoughtfully on a gundrop. Sonme child had |left a paper bag of the candy on a sink
drain board in the hasty exodus. The thought of Hamin the hands of Var's ruthless agents turned the
candy suddenly bitter in Mnk's nouth.

"Dag-gone it! Nothin' even tastes right!" conplained Monk, and he spat out the gundrop.

MONK st opped on his way to the Hudson River warehouse hangar where Doc’s private planes were
kept, to phone Long Tom again. Long Tomreplied inpatiently.

"No, nothing new, " he said.

Monk took off fromthe Hudson River in one of Doc's fastest anphibian planes. The cabin craft
shot across the nurky night sky at a speed of nearly three hundred nmles an hour.

Monk felt sonewhat ill. He attributed this to apprehension for the safety of Ham He had a bitter
taste in his mouth. It had been there since he had left Renny with the police on the East Side.
The big chemi st had the feeling he had overl ooked something vitally inportant in the bl ock
threatened by the Cold Light. He felt it was sonething he shoul d have recogni zed. Anyway, the sooner
he got to Doc, the quicker the thing m ght appear.

Doc’ s uncanny power to read the thoughts and reactions of his five conpani ons had been the

sal vati on of Monk on many occasions. |t was rmuch the same with the giant fist-slinging Renny. Doc
had extricated Renny and Monk from many hazardous spots.

IN the East, slight streaners of light were telling of an early dawn. The dawn over Manhattan
that was the beginning of a chaotic day.



Monk had planned to | eave Doc’s plane at a Washington airport and there take a taxicab to the
vicinity of the address he had heard Wheeze MGovern give in the tel egramsent to Ham

Over the suburbs of the capital city, Mnk angled to a lower altitude. On half throttle, the
smal | plane ski nmed al ong a coupl e of hundred feet above the tops of the trees

Suddenly, Mnk angl ed even lower. A blotch of bright yellow had appeared anong the greenery. Mnk
took one of Doc’s own inventions, an electronic glass, or, rather, powerful binoculars created by
Doc on the electronic principle. The lenses of this tel escopic device not only brought distant
scenes close to the eyes, but they also anplified themin the vision much the same as radi o tones
are anplified for the listener by the |oud-speaker

One |l ook through the glasses, as he held the little plane in a tight spiral and Monk growled in
his throat.

"Howl in' calamities!" he barked. "I got here just in time! Hold ‘em you dag-goned shyster! |'m
comn "

Monk shoved the plane into a dive. The staccato thunder of its direct drop awakened hundreds of
Washi ngt oni ans before their usual hour of arising

Chapter 10. HAM S IN A JAM

BRI GADI ER GENERAL THEODORE MARLEY BROOKS' S arrival in Washington somewhat preceded the coning
there of Doc Savage, and of Mnk. |If Ham had called Doc’s headquarters after receiving the bogus
tel egram from Wheeze McCGovern, the outconme m ght have been different

Ham was a natty figure, as he yawned his way from a passenger plane. He was wearing a spiffy
topcoat, with a light hat pulled with jaunty effect over one eye. He swng what appeared to be a
I'ight wal king stick

Inreality, it was the sheath for a sword bl ade of the finest steel. Several inches of the sword
tip covered with an anesthetic drug. The smallest prick with the point was sufficient to render an
opponent tenporarily insensible

Ham at this noment, knew little of the Var explosions. Only the radio report of the Carberry

bl ast and the warnings of the expected attack upon Manhattan had reached him

Though uni nforned of his conpani ons’ connection with the rapidly devel opi ng nenace, Ham suspected
this sudden call in the night m ght have sone connection with it

Ham |l eft the airport in a taxicab. He gave Dupont Circle as an address close to the residence
where he had been instructed to appear

It was somewhat puzzling why Doc should have commanded a neeting at the unearthly hour of four
o'clock in the norning. Ham alighted at Dupont Circle and made his way toward K Street. The yel |l ow
house was anything but nodest. Its golden-yellow bulk affronted its nore decorous nei ghbors

Heavy curtains were drawn at the wi ndows, but knifelike lines of brilliant |ight appeared at the
edges. A dimlight burned in the entrance hall. The front door was set in a deep al cove approached
by a w de porch

Hamis step was light as he crossed the porch. His fingers twi ddled the cane in a flourishing
circle

IT was the m stake of an unseen nan, that he growled a conmand to others instead of attacking
silently. Hamis reaction to the nenaci ng voice was instant. Hi s heavy cane was traveling in a
vicious arc before he had seen any person or any novenent

The sw nging cane rapped the man flatly across one ear. The nman grunted once and slipped to his
knees

Ham bounced the cane fromthe fallen one to a spot above a white face that |ooned up fromthe

al cove. Aringing rap of nmetal on hard bone and a how of pain was the response

If all of his unexpected assailants had been on the one side, Ham m ght have di sposed of the four
who had been in anmbush. But two others were behind him Ham heard their rush and attenpted to draw
the rapier blade fromits sheath

A hard-knuckl ed fist struck his spine a paralyzing blow at the base of his skull. A sinuous arm
enw apped his throat, snapping his head backward. The dimlight in the entrance hallway danced, then
it went out conpletely.

THE |ight canme back, but now it was a painful glare against Hanis aching eyes. The | awer was
seated in an ol d-fashioned chair of the Victorian period. Before he | ooked into the faces of his
captors, he noted the big roomwas furnished with articles antique collectors like to call "Early
Anerican.”

Ham guessed shrewdly this ol d Washi ngton hone had either been | eased or purchased furnished, for
what ever purpose the gang surrounding himintended using it. @ ancing at the nearest nen, he quickly
revi sed the thought of a "gang."

Ham count ed el even nen. Voices of others sounded from another roomin the rear

"Quite a reception committee,” Ham draw ed

One man, with mld blue eyes, blinked behind thick |enses

"l can't say exactly what the chief may want," he volunteered. "You will be given a nessage



later. You are to be infornmed that you are at the nercy of Var. Your friend—the chem st you call
Monk—has been in Var’'s hands for several hours. The chief instructed you were to be told that Mnk
wi || be destroyed by the arnored robot in which he is now inprisoned, if you refuse to do exactly as
you are told. Your |eader, Doc Savage, has been rendered hel pl ess."

Ham s keen face sobered at the reference to Monk. The man’s words were too sincerely spoken to

have been an invention. But at the statement Doc had been rendered hel pl ess, Ham gri nned.

The speaker w thdrew and the nen swung into small groups. They talked in | ow tones. Hami s eyes

had been busy every minute he had been speaking.

H s sword cane, still intact, he noted was only a few feet away in a corner. Two buttons
controlling the lights were plainly in viewon the wall, a little to one side of the cane.

MORE t han Hamis eyes had been at work for him

On the mddle finger of his right hand was what appeared to be a gold ring of heavy pattern.
Conceal ed by his back, Ham had crossed his pliant fingers.

One crossed finger pressed a spot in the head of the ring. Ham suppressed a grimace. A sharp,
tiny blade had darted along his palmand the wist above it.

But the bl ade, operated on the spring formng the inside of the gold ring, had darted inside the
cord tying his wists together and, in turn, his body to the heavy chair. The deft finger worked
rapidly. The spring recoiled and the bl ade dropped back. Again, it was sent darting along his palm
Ham knew bl ood was oozing fromthe cut in his hand. He naneuvered to keep its dripping from being
noticed by pulling his hands well upon the chair’s cushion. The cord parted. There were still
several wappings to be sliced.

The front door buzzer burred viciously. Hamrisked severing an artery with his swift play of the

bl ade of the ring. He was still tightly held as four nmen noved in a group toward the door.
"It will be Var’s nessenger, but take no chances," warned one of the nen.
"I wouldn't know if it were Var hinself," grow ed another. "I|’'ve never seen him"

"None of us have, except Weeze," the first man replied. "But make sure of the password and the
card."

The four men were in the hallway. The eyes of all the others were fixed in that direction. Hams
hands were slippery with blood, but he was free. He waited tensely until he heard the outer door’'s
bolt being drawn. Now or never, he decided.

Heavi ng his body forward, he kicked the heavy chair sidew se. It caught the nearest man in the
stomach. Hamis lithe figure reached the wall. One hand was clicking the light buttons as the other
grasped the sword cane.

THE room was plunged into darkness. One of the buttons had al so switched off the dimlight in the
entrance hallway. The outer door had opened and a heavy voice had nuttered, "Rav rules!"

For three or four seconds no one nobved, except the man who had got the chair in his stomach. Ham
grinned to hinself over his tenporary advantage. Though dawn was breaki ng outside, the heavy
draperi es over the w ndows excluded all Iight.

Ham pl ayed his sword bl ade, sharp as a razor, in experinmental thrusts. The point contacted a

yi el ding body. A nman grunted with pain. He thunped to the floor on his face. This term nated the
br eat hl ess suspense.

Ham coul d hear the rush of bodies. H s sword bl ade becane a darting tongue. It barely pinked two
more nmen. A couple of others fell over this pair as they went down.

"Look out!" cried a voice. "He's got the sword out of that cane!"

One nman started draggi ng back a curtain to let in light. Another man knocked hi m asi de.

"Keep ‘emclosed, you fool!" he commanded. "Get hi m quick!"

The order was easily given. Laying hands upon the waspish, elusive figure of the fencing | awer
was rmuch nore difficult. One man had filled his hand with a silenced automatic. A yellow sh-blue
tongue of fire |licked across the room

At that instant, one man becane distinctly visible to Ham O, rather, his eyes could be seen.
They seened to float into the roomw thout a body. They glowed with the lum nosity of a cat’s eyes
on the prow at night.

"Put up that gun!" said a high-pitched, strident voice. "He isn't to be hurt, understand?"

The gun ceased to flane. The eyes cane directly toward Ham as if their owner could see the

| awyer plainly in the darkness. A door opened toward the rear of the house. Faint light from
sonewhere above reveal ed a narrow stai rway. Ham shifted si dewi se and pi nked another man. Two of the
gang rushed, and collided with each other.

Ham was backing toward the narrow stairway. He figured if he could reach it he could stand off an
arny, as long as the order held against shooting him The roomhe was |leaving was filled with
mlling men, seeking himin the darkness.

The | um nous eyes floated to one side. Apparently this man was w t hdrawi ng. The eyes vani shed.
Ham had his feet on the bottomstair. Here, he could be plainly seen. He started backing slowy
upwar d.

From t he gl oom of the space Ham had just vacated cane an eerie, nellow sound. It was like the | ow



pi ping note of sone rare tropical bird. The softly whistled cadence filled all the roonms for an
interval of a few seconds.

"Who did that?" rasped a voi ce.

The short puzzled oaths following, filled Homwith el ation. Doc Savage was anong the nen in that
room None had ever before heard the peculiar emanation of sound that came fromthe bronze man.
The realization of Doc’s presence strengthened Ham Wirling the sword point, he retreated up the
stairs. A dozen nen crowded after him but carefully naintained a discreet distance. Ham found two
nore flights and backed up these.

One of the nen bel ow hi m | aughed.

"Let himgo!" he ordered. "He can’'t get off the roof! W’'Il have him Were's the little

per suader ?"

HAM had determined to make a stand in the narrow stairway bel ow the skylight |eading to the roof.
Only one man at a tinme could reach him He had hoped he woul d be safe. Nothing but bullets would
ever get past the shimering sword bl ade.

Sonmething did get past it. This was the "little persuader” the nan had nentioned.

Ham was smiling. He was really enjoying his position, especially since he was aware Doc was at

hand. At any instant, he expected a tornado to break | oose. He waited hopefully, prepared to |aunch
hi msel f downward as soon as Doc went into action.

Ham coul d picture the amazenent when the bronze nman exploded in the mdst of these nen. Not even
the gigantic Renny, or the apelike Mnk, was half the equal of Doc when he started using his mghty
fists. But the group clustered at the foot of the stairs remained intact.

Suddenly, there was a sizzling stream ascending. It was being shot froma snall, circular affair;
such as would hold a steel tape line. Ham gasped. He was conpelled to use his left armto shield his
face and eyes.

Ammoni a fumes were clogging his nostrils. He couldn’t breathe. Then he heaved hinsel f upward and
his shoul der carried away the wi ndow sash of the skylight. Inhaling a |ong breath, Ham bounded to
the roof.

As ot her feet pounded on the stairs, Ham sprang to one side. He was confident he would discover a
near-by tree or sonme other neans of descending fromthe four-story roof. He realized his mistake too
late. He should have held his opponents at the top of the narrow stairway.

Now sone ten nen were in the open on the roof. They were grimy determ ned on recapturing their
prisoner. Half the men carried short clubs and other inprovised weapons. Ham spotted a chi mey and
backed up to it.

Hi s enemies ringed himclosely. In the dawning light, they were able to keep clear of his flying
sword. Ham was deliberately refraining fromtaking the offensive.

Doc was there somewhere. He wi shed he knew Doc’s plans. The bronze adventurer always had

carefully cal cul ated reasons for his every action. That Doc had done no nore than apprize Ham of his
presence was proof he had sonme definite goal.

Ham wi shed he knew nore to guide his own play. He scrutinized the faces around him W was fairly
sure two persons were missing fromthe ring of nen now closing in.

Fromthe stairs cane a high-pitched voice. There was a scuffling sound. A body bunped in the
hal | way bel ow the roof. Al npbst at once, an ugly, nalforned face appeared in the skylight.

A deep voi ce conpl ai ned, "Some guy down there made a m stake! He swuing for me, but when | tried

to grab him he got away!"

"It's all right, Gobo!" ejacul ated one of the men, quickly.

"That probably was Scraggs! | was taking you to himwhen this sword slinger broke |oose! Cone

here and help grab this fellow"

THE hul ki ng man who cane onto the roof had puffed, unhealthy cheeks. H's towcol ored hair was
matted and his nose was broken. O all the nmen Ham had seen, this was the only one who had the marks
of being a bruiser. Hamsmled inwardly. He knew this man to be Doc Savage. Ham knew now whence the
whi stl e had cone.

It had been this man’s voice at the entrance giving the password, "Rav rules."

Wthout glancing at Ham the new arrival said, "Circle the chimey and get him from behi nd! The
chief said he didn't want himinjured. He wants to use him"

Ham j udged he should neke a final pretense of fighting his way out, then pernmt hinself to be
overwhel ned. The bronze man had not | ooked at himdirectly. In fact, Doc was warily closing in on
hi m from behi nd.

Ham del i berat el y pi nked another nman. Then a club was flung at him H's sword armtook the bl ow

and Ham st agger ed.

Low overhead, a snull airplane suddenly roared in a dive.

It was Monk, comng in from New YorKk.

AFTER sighting the vividly yell ow house, Monk pulled Doc’s snall anphibian into a tight spiral.
Two mapl e trees grew beside the four-story house. They were spaced so near each other, their



| eafy branches seened to be interlaced. Monk drew in one long breath, shifted the plane el evators
and dived.

He clicked off the ignition as the trees, the house and the | awn | eaped up to neet the hurtling
plane. Wth wind screaming in the wires, the diving ship thrust between the trees. The silvery wi ngs
stripped off. The speed of the cabinet fusel age was slightly checked.

The next instant, Monk was being carried through the wall of the yellow house with the speed of a
stone thrown froma catapult. The forward part of the cabin was crushed. Through this aperture, the
body of Monk continued onward.

Monk’ s rebound to his feet was fast. It was as if his ungainly body were made of rubber. He was

in an upper room of the house. Dashing through the first doorway, Monk glinpsed two nmen droppi ng
down the stairway fromthe roof.

Each carried a short club.

The big chemist’s cry was one of delight. One nman threw his club. He was not quick enough. Mnk’s
long arnms had reached. The nmen were of average size. Both were taller than Monk. But their heads
took the inpact of the hallway wall at the sanme instant.

Monk had heaved one over each shoulder. Plaster and | aths scattered under the blows fromtheir
skulls. Monk’s broad shoulders filled the narrow stairway and the skylight. He gained the roof.

Two other men were quick enough, one with his fists and another with the flat side of an

automatic pistol. They hanmmrered at Monk’s head as he cane up. The chenist’s breath hissed through
his teeth. He caught an ankle and tw sted once. The owner squeal ed with pain and dropped the gun.

BACK i n Manhattan, Mnk had been given no chance to replace the super-nachi ne pistol Weeze' s nmen
had taken fromhim Now he caught up the automatic fromthe roof. He was about to shoot at another
man rushing toward him but he refrained.

There now were only six men on the roof around Ham Monk contented hinself with rushing into the
attackers, the automatic sw nging as a club.

To Monk’s di sgusted amazenent, Ham had dropped the point of his sword.

"You woul d bust in on a gentlenen’s party!" came sharply fromHam "Can't that ape brain of yours
under st and when one is just practicing!"

Monk’ s short | egs pivoted himto a stop. His honely face went blank with anazenent.

"Well, I"Il be flabbergasted!" he jerked out. "You tricky | owdown shyster, now what are you—~
Ham s surprising words pulled his eyes away fromhis cl osest eneny. One of the short clubs
smacked hi mviciously behind the ear. Monk folded to his knees and fell forward. H s hard skull had
barely resisted the inpact. H's senses had faded out.

Ham groaned. He hadn’t neant that to happen. He had hoped to see Monk seized. But it was too late
for regret, now The broken-nosed man with the washed-out blue eyes had glided swiftly between Mnk
and the man with the club.

"Don’t hit himagain!" he commanded in a guttural threat that got instant respect. "The chief
doesn’t want these fellows hurt!"

It had been Doc’ s unspoken order that had caused Hamto prevent Mnk from finishing the job of

cl eaning up the roof.

Ham had seen the lips of the broken-nosed man noving just as Monk sprang into the encounter. He
had read the brief message. Al of Doc’s nmen were expert |lip readers. Doc had said:

"Hold it, Ham-stop Monk—et themtake you—escape police—we want Var."

Doc believed he was on a trail that would lead quickly to the Cold Light nmurderer. Perhaps they
coul d discover Var in time to avert the menace over Manhattan.

Chapter 11. VAR BLINDS H'S TRAIL

HAM and Monk, securely bound, were shoved into two closed cars. There were three cars in waiting.
These | eaped away al ong an all ey.

Ham and Monk were unl oaded at the rear of an isolated, tunble-down house at the northern edge of
Washi ngton. Nine nmen, with Doc, had acconpanied the cars. Behind these cars, trailing themuntil the
pri soners had been taken inside, was a small, battered roadster.

The driver of this car was the little man with the scraggly face and clothes. He halted his snall
car a block away and nade his way cautiously forward. Unseen, he slipped through a wi ndow into the
basenent of the old house. In the darkness of the cellar, his eyes took on the |um nous propensities
of a prowing cat.

Keeping to his role, Doc Savage saw Monk and Ham deposited tenporarily in a small roomw th

boarded wi ndows. The other nmen assenbled in a larger roomw th cheap, rough furnishings. H gh,
narrow wi ndows gave forth a little |ight.

As Ham was dunped uncerenoni ously on the floor, Doc nade an excellent pretense of handling him
roughly. At the sane tinme, he was whispering:

"Follow all instructions. These men nmean nothi ng. They seem expecting this Var hinsel f."

Ham was astute enough to play his part.

Though Doc’s role of the broken-nosed thug had been a surprise, his actions had been cleverly
carried out. The men of the Var ring apparently were unsuspecting. Doc’s swift analysis of their



character led himto believe that several were far nore intelligent than the average type of
crimnal

The bronze man was confronted with the probl em of being alnmost sure two or three had never before
engaged in a crooked enterprise. It made their association with Var all the nore puzzling

ALL had the air of expectant waiting. This was suddenly rewarded by the tones of a high-pitched

voi ce. This cane froma ventilator |eading up fromthe basenent

"Brothers of the ring! Qur action here has been deferred! The chief has decided to wait unti

after the Cold Light has fallen upon New York! Then Doc Savage’s man will receive the nmessage he is
to deliver to the Wiite House! The Manhattan explosion will nake certain a conmm ssion will be formed
as Var w shes! Coming from Doc Savage, the word to the White House will be inpressive enough to gain
attention! Bring in this man Haml"

Ham s | egs were now tightly bound, as well as his arns. He was carried in and placed in a chair

Doc unostentatiously shifted his position closer to a door he had marked as | eading to the cellar
of the old house. He was convinced he knew the owner of that voice. H s character study brought
before hima skinny neck in which a nervous Adam s apple woul d be junping up and down.

Doc knew t hese nen never had seen their chief, the man called Var. The strangely delivered

message was the first direct link that seenmed to connect with the perpetrator of the Cold Light
expl osi ons. The voi ce spoke again briefly

"Five of you will remain here to guard the prisoners! The others will go at once to the place

desi gnated! We will then—=

The speech was cut off abruptly by a smash of Doc’s mighty fist. A panel of the | ocked basenent
door was shattered to splinters. The door was of ancient, flinsy construction. The |l ock was torn

| oose and went flying down the basenent stairway.

Though the bronze nman apparently made no | eap, his feet were on the danp concrete floor of the
cellar when the | ock banged with a ringing sound. H's surprising noverent and his qui ckness
converted the roomhe had just left into roaring confusion

In the basenent’s gl oom Doc flashed the searching ray of his generator flashlight. H s other

hand hel d a stupefying capsule no larger than a snall glass pill. He located the cold-air shaft

| eading fromthe dead furnace

Doc had expected to see the figure of the scraggy little man crouched sonewhere cl ose by. He was
surprised to see no one. Swinging the light around, he discovered the small basenent room seened to
be enpty.

One nore glance was sufficient to reveal the clever trick perforned by this elusive em ssary of

the man Var. The cold-air pipe had been dislodged close to the outer wall of the foundation. One
stone had been renmoved. The aperture led into the ventilator located in the roomabove. Var’'s
messenger had apparently been crouched on the ground outside the house

THE man had ceased speaki ng when the basement door crashed. He had vani shed so swiftly Doc coul d
not hear his running feet. Before Doc could reach the stairs, the nmen above were descendi ng upon
hi m

Doc flipped a gas capsule and it fell at the feet of the forenpst nman. But the rush carried the
men over the gas before it could becone effective. The bronze man was hol ding his own breath. Then
an automatic pistol slashed its blaze into the gl oony basenent. And a sizzling stream of ammmonia
searched for Doc’s eyes and nostrils.

Wth his eyes tightly closed, Doc charged directly into the nenbers of Var’s ring. Though he was
not breathing, the ammonia was pungent in his nostrils. Two nen crashed into opposite walls under
fists so fast and so effective they had no chance to use their weapons agai nst them

But one man had fallen, |ocking his arns around Doc’s |egs. The bronze man staggered. He was free
in an instant, and the other man had rolled over linply. Doc’s thunb had sinply pressed into a
clotted nerve group in the ringster’s neck. The nan woul d be paral yzed for several mnutes

Five men in all cluttered the basenment floor, as the bronze man reached the top of the short

stai rway.

In a determned effort to free hinself and go to Doc’s aid, Ham had succeeded only in upsetting
the chair. He was squirmng on the floor

As Doc reached him a car roared away outside. Doc sprang to a window. In the space of seconds

he was back and had sliced the cords fromHanis arns and | egs

"The other room Doc!" gasped Ham "They' ve done sonmething to Mnk! If they' ve put himout, I’
run themto the end of the world!"

But apparently the nen who had escaped had not put Monk out. They had taken himw th them The
roomwas enpty.

Doc and Ham got to the outside. Two of the three closed cars were still there. But the hoods of
both notors were thrown open. The ignition wires had been ripped | oose fromthe instrument boards
The fleeing car was just disappearing on a side road, headed in the direction of the city

DOC S deduction was al nost instant



"Wherever they had Monk a prisoner, he saw too much," he stated. "Var needs your |egal experience
for some purpose, Ham But this probably upsets his idea. He'll go ahead now with that explosion in
Manhattan. W nust return at once!"

"But how about Mnk, Doc? | could nake a try at—

Doc | ooked thoughtfully into the sky to the eastward

"I"mvery sure Mk right nowis on his way back to New York," he stated

He did not explain his reason for believing this

Before they had reached a corner where a taxicab could be sunmpned, the thin glass shells had

been renoved fromover the eyes of flaky gold. Their hypnotic pools again stirred with little

whi rl wi nds.

Doc was thinking the luring of Ham and then hinself to Washi ngton had been for the purpose of
maki ng sure they would not be in Manhattan at nine o' clock this norning

The taxi cab was rushing toward the airport. Doc saw he woul d have just tine to catch the plane

that would arrive in New York at the time set by Var for the explosion of the city bl ock

He said to Ham "You' Il wait and take the White Liner back. It arrives an hour after the Red

Arrow. If there is alittle man on board with a ragged haircut and a | oose Adanmis apple, we want to
know where he goes. His clothes are as ragged as his hair; and if you happen to hear him speak, it

will likely be the voice that cane through the ventilator."

"Woul d that be the one | heard themcall Scraggs?" Ham suggested

"The name would fit, and you couldn’t miss him" said Doc. "He'll be on one or the other of the
pl anes. "

Doc’ s conjecture was partly correct. The scraggly little man at that nmonent was preparing to
board a plane. But it was neither the Red Arrow nor the \Wite Liner

VONI ER, the explorer, was in the waiting roomat the Red Arrow airport. Hs intense blue eyes
lighted a little when his gaze automatically followed the turning of all faces toward the big man
who cane unhurriedly through the w de doors

"I can well believe all the adventures credited to him" nurrmured the explorer. "He |l ooks like a
bad one to get in anybody’'s soup."

Ten seconds |l ater, Vonier added, again to hinself, "It's al nost unbelievable, but |'d bet ny |ast
dol I ar Doc Savage knows |’ve been waiting here in the hope of catching him And he hasn't even
seened to glance this way."

This was true. The snooth, bronzed face had not once turned in the explorer’s direction. The eyes

of flaky gold had not appeared to have observed any person in particular. Then Doc wal ked across the
bi g room and stopped before Vonier

"A man |’'ve always wanted to neet," the bronze nman stated, as if introductions already had been

ef fected. "Your paper on your last trip into the Arctic afforded me great pleasure. |'’mglad to neet
you here, Vonier. You cane here to neet ne, did you not?"

Vonier fixed himw th a steady gaze. Then he gl anced down his thin nose and shook his head

"That savors of the occult, Savage," he snmiled. "No other person on earth, except nmy wfe, knew

had it in mnd to find you in Washington. Are you a mnd reader?"

"Not at all, Vonier," Doc smled in return. "By this time, all Manhattan is stirred by sonething

of which it never before heard. That is Cold Light. You are one of perhaps only seven nen in New
York who has seen Cold Light, even though it is of a far different variety. The other six nmen are ny
five cl osest conpani ons and nysel f."

"Yes," assented Vonier. "That is true, but how would that give you such absolute certainty?"

"You knew we had visited, nonths ago, the caverns of the strange race in the Arctic ice field,"
added Doc. "You had | earned that we have been drawn into the nystery of the man called Var. Perhaps
you have | earned sonething you believe | should know. "

9

VONI ER | aughed shortly, a note of uneasiness. He glanced around as if making certain they could

not be overheard

"It may sound sinple enough to you, Doc Savage, but the average man woul d suspect you of being
linked up with the supernatural. However, it is sonething nore vital to me than you think. Something
that inmpelled ne to reach you as quickly as possible."

"Then you’' ve had a nessage fromthis Var," Doc stated. "It is perhaps his idea that he can use

your vast know edge."

Voni er spread his thin, bony bands

"l give it up," he said. "Probably you know all that is in the nessage."

"Hardly that," the bronze man smled. "But we've only two minutes. | nust be in New York at

ni ne."

"l knew that, and it was why | was waiting here," Vonier said. "As soon as we are aboard the

plane, 1'lIl show you the note that has kept ne awake and whi ch seenmed unbelievable until |ast night
| amthreatened with death if | do not join Var’'s organization."

The pilot grinned down at Doc Savage as he clinbed aboard. Because of an energency, the sane

flier was taking the early norning Red Arrow pl ane back to the Newark Airport



Voni er had maneuvered a seat next to the one Doc had thoughtfully reserved on his arrival in

Washi ngton. The seat just ahead of Doc was vacant. He thought the passenger had mi ssed the plane, if
it had been engaged, for the door was being closed.

Then the door reopened and a breathless man canme in. The pul sing bl ood had reddened the bal d spot
between tufts of white hair. Doc recalled that only a few hours before that same bald spot had been
the col or of gray chal k.

The man was Carberry, the retired financier.

CARBERRY' S pal e- bl ui sh eyes, slightly protruding, seemed to junp with recognition at the sight of
Doc Savage. He extended one thin, blue-veined hand.

"l wish |'d have known you were in Washi ngton, Doc Savage!" he exclaimed. "|’'d have asked you to
go with me to the Federal agents! Even with all that has happened, the government agents don't want
to take this thing seriously!"

J. Afton Carberry was shaking. H's hands jerked continuously. He had apparently not noticed the
explorer, Vonier, until the latter had spoken.

"l believe we've net, Carberry," he remarked. "You may recall | had occasion to congratul ate you
on your book dealing with the origin of species.”

"Yes—oh, yes!" admitted Carberry. "That is right. W were on the sane program at the nuseum
However, Vonier, |’'ve never taken ny own theories seriously. |’'ve nade a hobby of many curious
things. After a man’s nade his noney, that’'s about all he has left."

Doc apparently was watching the preparation for the takeoff. He was studying both nen. They were
the direct opposites of each other.

Voni er m ght perish in any one of countless ways, but his nerve never woul d be shaken.

Carberry was of a volatile disposition. The nmenace over him had apparently unnerved himto the
poi nt of physical disconfort. H s blue-veined hands continued shaki ng.

"1 thought you had planned to take Ms. Carberry away," suggested Doc.

"Yes—oh, yes—+ have," the financier replied. "She is perfectly safe where she is. I'll adnmt,

t hough, |I'mgravely concerned over this thing. This man Var’'s a dangerous nani ac!"

"That’s not ny idea," disagreed Vonier. "So far as |'ve learned it, his scheme of destruction is
too perfectly planned in detail to be the work of a lunatic."

Carberry seened to be funbling for a reply. The Red Arrow plane had taken off and circled with
the wind on its tail. It was already making up the lost time of departure in the direction of
Manhattan. Then cane the voice. Thin, but stridently clear, it filled the space of the passenger
cabi n:

"Doc Savage—€ar berry—Voni er - —*

Eyes of those in the seats | eaped fromone to another. Al had heard of Var’s nystic warnings.
Voni er | ooked steadily at Doc Savage, a slight smle on his lips. There had been a pause in the
voi ce.

"Yes, Doc Savage," he said, calmy. "I think this Var is dangerously sane."

Chapter 12. DEATH OVER MANHATTAN

IN the passenger cabin, the first excited murnuring of the inmates hushed. Only the steady beat
of the motors could be heard.

Then the voi ce again:

"This is ny final warning! Doc Savage, you will forget what you have | earned! One of your men is
in ny hands! Vonier and Carberry—you will do as already instructed! This is ny final word! For |
am-var!"

The voi ce seened everywhere. |t had the elusive quality of direction which a good ventril oqui st
inmparts. Doc’s hypnotic eyes had observed Vonier and Carberry in turn.

Carberry was shaking as if with palsy. Vonier was calmy rubbing one finger along his thinly

ar chi ng nose.

Then Doc was on his feet. Swiftly he directed the stewardess, "Go through every article of the
wonen’ s baggage." There were four wonen aboard. "I’'Il take the nen nyself."

The stewardess hesitated. The broad-faced pilot had given the controls over to the co-pilot. H's
mrror had shown the excited novenent in the cabin, though he had not heard the voice.

Taking a cue fromthe attitude of the stewardess, a nmale passenger started to say, "By what right
have you—

"You' |l do as Doc Savage directs!" snapped the pilot "He has full police authority on the Red
Arrow |ines!"

The bronze man’s hunt was quick but thorough. The stewardess ai ded as best she coul d.

DOC and the others missed seeing a hand steal through a two-inch opening of a wi ndow ventil ator.
A smal| object started on a mile drop to the gliding earth bel ow.

Voni er suddenly exclai med, glancing at his wist watch, "W're a little late, aren’t we, pilot?
It’s two minutes to nine o' clock."

The pilot, nmoving back toward his cabin, sighted through a wi ndow. The sky needl es of Manhattan



were shining in the brilliant sun only a few niles ahead.

"Ten m nutes or so off schedule,"” the pilot grinned. "W’ ve been held up a little. Figured maybe
you fol ks woul d appreciate a grand-stand seat in the sky for the big bl owoff down there—f there is
one."

Clearly, the pilot was doubtful of the reason for all the madness in Manhattan.

"For Heaven's sake, man!" gasped Carberry. "You nean we'll be over Manhattan at nine o’ clock?"
"Correct, brother!" The pilot’s grin broadened. "It oughta be worth an extra fare!"

"I'd say we are in the safest possible spot," stated Vonier, calmy.

"Perhaps," said Doc Savage.

Voni er | eaned closer to him

"When we get down, Savage," he said in a lowtone," | believe | have sonething new on the formula
for Cold Light. I'd like you to see it."

The explorer’s lips were drawn back fromhis skeleton hard jaws. Even with his cool ness, the
smile was gruesonely rem niscent of a bony death’s-head.

"I"ll appreciate that greatly," Doc replied.

DOC SAVAGE, during the flight to Washington, had worked out and transmitted to Long Tomthe

formula for creating the ex-neutralizer with which he planned to conbat the destructive Cold Light.
Wiile in the role of the broken-nosed man, he had enpl oyed the plane’s radi ophone to good
advantage. His instructions to Long Tom had been detailed and explicit.

Doc had brought an advanced theory into practical working formwi th | ess than an hour of

t hi nki ng.

Back in Manhattan, Long Tomwas at work in the creation of a machine that would build a wall. Doc
had enl arged upon an idea of a ray to neet a ray. He had so anal yzed the explosion at the home of J.
Afton Carberry as to becone positive it had a double origin.

From sone i nexplicabl e source, perhaps fromthe nagnetized earth itself, a gigantic destructive
force had | eaped to neet the ray of Cold Light. Therefore, a neutralizing ray to clash with that
other ray in its death-dealing path would hardly be sufficient.

Doc judged the force nust be sonething nore like a wall. That would be the answer. An

el ectromagnetic wall which the Cold Light ray could neither penetrate nor cross.

Just now, with the Red Arrow plane flying toward the sky |line of Manhattan at a speed of nore

than two mles a mnute, Doc was hopi ng Long Tom m ght have the new nmachine ready for its first
test.

And the explorer, Vonier, was calmy telling himhe had sonething new to offer on the fornula of

Col d Light. The bronze man studied the intensely blue eyes of the man. Vonier’'s eyes were the exact
shade of the bright blue ink on the passport card that had admitted himto Var’s inner organization.
An aquanarine blue. The kind of a blue that only the occasional artistic genius can capture in

oils on a canvas.

The financier, Carberry, his thin lips tw tching, also was observing Vonier closely. Though
Vonier's words regarding the fornula had been directed at Doc only, Carberry’'s straining ears had
caught them The financier apparently was in that state of extreme fear which led himto suspect any
person who mght be famliar with such nysterious el ements as Cold Light.

AS the island of Manhattan swam cl oser, with the broad Hudson w dening into the harbor bel ow, the
Red Arrow pl ane was between five and ten mnutes behind its schedul e. The good-hunored pil ot angled
t he plane | ower.

It was exactly nine o' clock.

Around the Red Arrow passenger plane the sky was enpty. Plainly, other pilots were not interested
in occupying grandstand seats for the explosion. The police conm ssioner, taking every precaution,
had issued an explicit order grounding all aircraft in the Manhattan area.

But that order had failed to reach the Red Arrow pilot. Apparently, another pilot also had
disregarded it. But this second plane was at so great an altitude as to be indistinguishabl e agai nst
the sun fromthe ground level. If it was seen at all, it appeared as only a possible tiny black
speck in the observer’s eye.

It was a small plane and it was flying at an altitude of nore than four nmiles high.

As Carberry announced the tine as nine o' clock, a steely-blue ray knifed downward from the higher
heavens. Though the daylight was clear, this spikelike band could be plainly seen. It struck
instantly all the way to the earth bel ow.

Crowds back of police lines blocks fromthe heart of the threatened area gasped. To these

hundreds of thousands of spectators, it seened as if the fiendish hand of the destroyer above had
directed the Cold Light ray directly upon the Red Arrow passenger pl ane.

The hushed crowds saw this. Sinmultaneously, a chilling blast of air swept across all of the

central Manhattan area. The normal breathing of the terror-ridden, but curious, nultitude of
citizens was sharply interrupted. The air was sucked upward in a mighty cyclonic whirlw nd.

Then the air came sl apping back with the force of some tangi bl e substance. Thousands of those

cl osest to the explosion area woul d have been blown fromtheir feet, had not the packed mass of the



crowd kept themerect. The whol e sea of upturned faces seemed to rock in a slow, rippling wave as
indi vidual s fought to maintain their bal ance.

THE si x-story bl ock designated by Var instantly ceased to exist. In its place arose an intense
blue cloud. This was seen by those at a distance as a gigantic pyramid with a pointed apex reaching
toward the sky. The bl ueness of the sky seemed dimin conparison to the color of the geonetrically
forned bl ast of vapor.

From this | eaping, single tongue, weckage spewed over nmany surroundi ng bl ocks.

The island of Manhattan swayed. New York was given a brief denpnstration of what it feels like to
be caught in an earthquake.

In the Red Arrow pl ane, Doc Savage has seen the first flash of the Cold Light. So highly keyed
were the reactions of the bronze nan’s senses, he had seen sonething so clearly that he had arrived
at a new conclusion in the infinitesimal part of a second.

Some force nore definite than the magnetic response of the earth itself was |eaping to neet the
chilling ray of deadly Cold Light.

From bel ow, the strange bl ue vapor of the blast was rushing upward. Al of the sustaining air had
been instantly sucked away fromthe propellers and wings of the Red Arrow plane. Débris was riding
into the sky on the aquamari ne pyranm d.

Al the air seenmed to return upon the passenger plane with cyclonic assault. The Red Arrow ship
was whirled over and over. It becane a nere hel pless | eaf blown by a hurricane.

Chapter 13. MONK BAI LS OUT

AT the nonment the Red Arrow plane plunged into a seenmingly fatal spin, Mnk was awakening to

achi ng consci ousness. Though his skull was hard as granite, the battering of the past hours had been
such as to have given a stone nonunent a headache.

Monk’s first inpression was that he had been carried away in a boat. Then he quickly realized the
jerking lurches of the floor on which he was |ying could nean only one thing. He was traveling in an
ai rpl ane.

Monk flexed the nuscles of his long arns and short legs. Al of his bones were intact. Moreover,

his feet and hands were free. Clearly, sonme one anobng his recent enenies nust be fool hardy.

Then Monk becane aware his freedom of body did not afford all the opportunity he had believed. He
was breathing with difficulty. Al his body was cold. When he noved his arnms, he discovered they
wer e numbed.

This was no phenonenon. For the huge, apelike chenist was slowly being frozen. The tenperature

about himwas several degrees bel ow zero. The plane was riding at a high altitude. The rarefied

at nrosphere di d not provide oxygen enough for his unaccustonmed lungs. This and the frigid bath
prevented his greatly abnormal strength fromreturning quickly.

Twi sting his head, Monk peered through narrowed eyes under his gristly, jutting brows. He was in

a small cabin plane. The ship had twin control seats. A man occupi ed each of these.

MONK coul d see their faces in a cabin-view mirror above the instrunent board. The man then

handl i ng the plane was snmoothly sl eek and dark-ski nned. He had not been anong either of the groups
Monk had encount er ed.

The pilot was stanped nostly by a gold-toothed smle—a fixed smle of evil, as it showed in the
strip of mrror.

The man in the other seat was scraggly of person and clothing. Mnk did not know this, but it was
the nysteriously nmoving Scraggs. Doc had guessed Scraggs mght be returning to New York on either
the Red Arrow or the White Liner plane. For this, Ham's departure from Washi ngton had been del ayed
in the hope of picking up the trail of the elusive nessenger for Var.

Monk lay quite still, watching the two nen. The plane was still taking on nore altitude. The

chem st gritted his teeth to prevent their chattering. He was gathering strength for an attack.

H s big hands cautiously explored his clothing. Not a weapon or device had been | eft upon his
person. He must depend upon his bare hands al one. Mnk grinned to hinself. There were only two nen.
The | um nous dial on the instrument board showed a few seconds to nine o’ clock. The gol d-t oot hed
man nuttered, but his words were snatched away by the thundering beat of the propeller.

Scraggs’s long, waithlike hands took over control. Mnk saw the other nman was bringing forth a
flat instrument. This was somewhat the shape and size of a |arge-calibered automatic pistol.

But the metal was of steely blue. Mnk judged it was some new al l oy of which he did not know.

The gol d-toothed man pressed one side of a series of buttons appearing on one side. Fromthe

devi ce came a vicious whirring, rmuch the same vibrant sibilancy as that of a rattl esnake about to
strike.

Monk identified the sound as coming fromsone tiny, but powerful, generator. The gol d-toothed nman
pressed anot her button.

The scraggly little man drew Monk’s gaze. He had cried out sharply, as if in warning. The plane's
nmotor had missed. It was coughing in the mdst of what had been a smpoth rhythm of power.

Monk crouched. Hi s chance was at hand.



THE little plane was staggering with a slow ng propeller. An oath ripped fromthe gol d-toothed
man. His thunb pressed a trigger on the side of the steely blue instrunent

Monk coul d not have told if the air in the small cabin suddenly took on nore frigidity. The cold
about him already was under the zero mark

But his skin suffered, a tingling, prickly sensation. Thousands of tiny needles seened to be
thrusting into him

Monk saw an edged ray of light directed at the floor of the plane’s cabin. Though knifelike, it
had an weird, intangible quality. For it was passing directly through the netal that forned the
pl ane’ s fusel age. The gol d-toot hed man was pointing it downward.

One second or five, Mnk could not have told

Sonme trenmendous, invisible force was |lifting the whole body of the small ship. It was as if the
blue Cold Light itself was a notive force inpelling the plane upward.

At that instant, the notor died

Monk was in the act of springing at the two nen. But he was hel d back. The support whirled from
under his feet

The scraggly little man at the controls dived into the metal frame of the windshield glass. H's
thin body col | apsed between the seats

The gol d-toot hed man had shut off the col d-produci ng beam This was a convul sive, autonatic act
rather than one of intent. The sender of the explosive ray into the heart of Manhattan was hurl ed
into the roof of the plane

MONK felt as if he were in the exact center of a whirlpool. H's body shuttled this way and that

twi ce banging his hard head. But he kept his senses

The plane did a conplete wi ng-over and went into a tail spin

Monk, fighting against being knocked out, could tell the convul sions of the ship were due to
sonething far different fromordinary air current. The plane seenmed to be plunging into a vortex, a
vacuum of the sky

This was in reality the vaporous burst shooting upward fromthe heart of Manhattan. Even in that
flashing instant, the Cold Light having been flicked off, the cloud began to recede

Bel ow, bricks and netal were raining upon the city. Thousands of skyscraper w ndows were being
smashed. For bl ocks around the center of the blast the wi ndows and nany walls of ol der buil di ngs had
buckl ed

Monk got a grip on one of the control seats. His mghty nuscles held himuntil he could get into
position. The bucking, whirling plane at first resisted every effort to throw the ailerons and

el evator into neutral

W thout nmuch hope, Mnk pressed the inertia starter. To his i mense surprise, the propeller

whirl ed and the notor caught. He battled the ship to a |l evel keel

Monk then had tine to notice his battered, unconscious airnmates. The scraggly nman had a deep cut
across his forehead. H s sunken cheeks | ooked bl oodl ess. But one |ong-fingered hand noved at random
over his skinny breast

The other man could no longer indulge in a gold-toothed smle. Nose, mobuth and chin had been

flatly smashed. Bl ood seeped over his chin. But he was still breathing heavily.

From one of the wings cane a crackling, tearing sound. The plane staggered and fell off. It was
tenporarily out of control with a flapping aileron. Mnk shifted the side sticks to conpensate for
the drag

Monk saw the pl ane had dropped nearly two mles inits dive into the turnmoil of the expl osion

Al possibility of gliding to a landing field was renoved

Ten thousand feet bel ow | ooned the green expanse of Central Park. But now, only the greenery of

the trees was showi ng. Monk had hoped there m ght be space enough on one of the lawns to | and the
plane. All these areas were black, packed with terrified humanity.

Monk coul d mark the sea of white, upturned faces. To attenpt a |anding would kill and injure nmany
persons
AS packed nobs sonetines will, the thousands now in Central Park saw doom rushi ng downward and

remai ned notionless. It was the individual thought, also as crowd nmadness, that death would hit only
the other fellow

Monk set the stabilizer device on the controls. This could not conpensate for the danaged wi ng

The plane started a slow, circling drop

The two unconsci ous nmen were wearing seat-pack parachutes. In a cabin rack were two ot her

‘chutes

Monk did not hesitate. Before he slipped into the harness of the air life preserver, he lifted

the linmp formof the gol d-toothed man. Pushi ng himthrough the door, Mnk ripped the man's ‘chute as
he sent himhurtling into space

Five seconds later, Mnk nuttered, "I done all | coul d—

The parachute of the nonster whose hand had rocked Manhattan had only hal fway bl ossonmed. Sone of



its cords had tangled. The small unbrella only partly checked the descent of the body, then it was
torn apart by the rushing w nd.

Var's aide, probably his chief lieutenant, fell nearly two mles. The body struck the cornice of
a skyscraper. Di smenbered, every possible identifying feature of the man was | ost.

Nor was there about his clothing any mark or papers by which he m ght have been traced.

The plane continued its crazy circling, as Mnk pulled back beside the slight figure of the
scraggly little man.

"Dag-gone it!" nmuttered the big chemst. "I wouldn't wanta see that happen again!"

Once nore, he tried the controls. The whirling notion had disrupted the plane’s tail assenbly.
The el evator was tightly stuck.

The packed vista of Central Park was rushing upward. Monk made a quick, determ ned effort. He |et
go of the controls when he had made sure the plane woul d crash anmong sonme of the trees, well away
fromthe densely packed crowds.

Wth a grow, he caught up the light figure of the scraggly man. The ground was still nearly a
mle below. A strong wind had whi pped up follow ng the expl osion.

Monk stepped off into space. The light little man was in his huge arns. Their bodies cleared the
gyrating plane by only scant inches.

MONK was sonersaul ting, but his head was clear. One thick finger hooked into the little man’'s
parachute ring. He ripped the pack. The ‘chute spread. As it checked their nonmentum Monk let go his
hold. He feared their conbined weight mght tear the unbrella apart.

He pulled his own ring when he was still two thousand feet up. The ‘chute billowed and danced

under his weight. Caught by the wind, it drifted rapidly south.

Wth sone satisfaction, Monk saw he would fall below Central Park. He was dropping toward the
Seventh Avenue hotel section around Fiftieth Street. Just before a flat roof offered the best chance
of landing safely, Mnk could see small, blue-coated figures rushing along the avenue.

Then it came to himthat he was falling fromthe plane that had brought madness, destruction and
death to Manhattan.

"Dag-gone it!" he munbled. "Now |'min for it!"

Hi s feet struck the roof of a hotel sone three blocks from Central Park only a few seconds after
the Cold Light plane tore itself to fragnents in a treetop. As Mnk regai ned his bal ance and

struggl ed out of the ‘chute harness, all of the hundreds who coul d reach the spot were tearing away
the |l oose parts of the Cold Light plane.

VWen police arrived on the scene, the Cold Light-ray gun had di sappear ed.

Monk nade for the nearest skylight and pried it open. It had been | ocked, but |ock, bolt and all
the fastenings came | oose in his ponderous grasp. They might as well have been made of papier-maché.
Monk was in a hurry.

He slid down the steep stairs leading to the roof. Nunerous brawny arns of the |aw were waiting

to receive him

Regardl ess of Monk's protests of innocence, they took himto headquarters on suspicion of being
connected with the Cold Light.

Chapter 14. A G RL SEEKS SCRAGGS

AS the Red Arrow passenger plane winged over in the first mad hurricane of the explosion, the
dozen passengers were pitched fromtheir seats. Al except the seemi ngly cool and inperturbable man
of bronze.

Doc Savage had set his cablelike tendons for the shock. His fingers were |ocked in the back of

hi s seat.

Doc saw the pilot had been conked. The co-pilot was a |linp bundl e under his own wheel in the
control room

The notors threatened to tear themsel ves | oose fromtheir nmountings.

The pilot had been flying low. That is, rather |ow over the sky-piercing nmasses of Manhattan. Doc
had a glinpse of thrusting towers. The superb heights of the Radio City buildings glittered near.
They were dangerously cl ose.

Even under this stress, the bronze man’s eyes of flaky gold got canera flashes. He was seeking
reactions of those closest to him

Hi s bony Il egs thrust out as braces, Vonier, the explorer, was calmy seeking to prevent hinself
from being tossed about with the other passengers. And across his skel eton-hard nouth lay a faint
smle.

The financier, Carberry, was jamred between another man and the roof of the cabin. The roof was
now under their feet. Blood oozed froma cut in Carberry’'s forehead.

The man’s countenance | ooked as if every drop of life fluid already had drained through that
singl e gash over one eye. The scared chal ky pallor had been replaced by the grayness usually seen
only on the face of a corpse.

Carberry did not seemto be breathing.



THE man |ying beside Carberry was evidently a traveling sal esman. For he still clutched a sanple
case by its handle. He was very nmuch alive. H's free hand clawed for some new support, as the plane
wi nged conpl etely over for the second tine.

Wth this new sonmersault, Doc saw the towers of Radio City rushing upward. A bare thousand feet
nmore and the Red Arrow ship would be split into fragnments over one of the edges of the cornices.
The bronze man’s novenent toward the control cabin was neither a |l eap nor a hurried sw nging of
his body. Everything within the big plane was topsy-turvy. The stricken passengers were huddl ed
lunps either of inert flesh and clothing, or squirmng bodies seeking sone relief fromthe pain of
many hurts.

The man of gol den bronze glided through and over all of these. The notors were threatening to
shake the fuselage to bits. Upside down though it was, Doc perfornmed the feat of getting into the
pilot's seat.

Gipping the control wheel with one hand, he got the safety belt around him The pilot had not
been using it. H s copilot had been hooked into his owmn. H s raglike body still clung there.
Now t he earth, or the tangled, nenacing part of it that was Manhattan, was for the nonent the
bronze man’s sky. As he took the controls, the air of the explosion rushed back. The propellers bit
into the atnosphere as if it were a swiftly flow ng stream

Loopi ng a passenger plane, even with the conbined power of its notors, is anmong the unrecorded
feats of the world' s greatest pilots. But the Red Arrow ship had succeeded in wi nging over on its
back.

Doc played the controls with hands as strong and sensitive as those of sone naster pianist. The
motors had nore than full power now. The ship was a | eaf apparently in the rushing wind fromthe
Col d Light blast.

DOC started the nose clinbing into that turbulent river of air. The wings screaned. It al npost
seenmed as if no human agency coul d have constructed materials capable of resisting the tearing
strain.

But the bronze man put the plane up and over. Bunps and groans rolled fromthe passenger cabin.
Those still conscious suddenly found their positions reversed. The floor once nore was under their
feet.

Wth the plane upright, Doc was forced to throw the ship into a bank that alnost stalled its
motors. Even Vonier’'s eyes flickered then. One wing tip had cone so close it appeared to brush the
sharp corner of the tallest Radio City tower.

Doc | evel ed off. The plane was shooting directly toward another clifflike skyscraper. The

di stance was only a matter of yards. Simlar masses of gleam ng granite and gl ass hedged the ship in
on two other sides.

Doc saw he was trapped. No human hand coul d ever pilot a plane over these heights. There was no
space in which to circle in even the sharpest stalling bank.

Only parts of seconds separated the Red Arrow craft and all in it fromcrashing head-on into one
or the other of the buildings. The speed was terrific. There could be but one answer to that.
Doc’ s gol den eyes flashed downward. This was well within the area that had been deserted. Sone
scattered débris fromwecked buildings had fallen to the streets.

Doc was thankful this was Manhattan. In alnpst any other city there would have been interlacing

wi res, phone and power poles. Here there were none.

The spread of the big plane was so nearly the width of the Street that the wing tips grazed the
bui | di ngs on either side. Doc, w thout apparent anxiety, wi thout a trenor of those bronzed, sure
hands, was coolly flying the Red Arrow ship along a street.

Doc had no tine to think about what street it might be. The signs flew past in a blur. He saw
only that a w der space |ooned ahead.

The nearest open space was the wi dening triangle of Broadway and Seventh Avenue between
Forty-third and Forty-seventh Streets.

Doc depressed the el evators suddenly. The nose whi pped up. The big plane seened al nost to hang
suspended by only the power of its nmotors. The wide wings were flat against a vertical wall of air.

THE Red Arrow ship dropped. Its |landing wheels were in the exact middle of Broadway. One wing tip
was over a sidewal k. The plane shot forward. A deserted bus had been left standing in the mddle of
the street, just before the expl osion.

On one side reared the curved, cave-like entrance to a subway station. Between the bus and this
obstacle, the wings were trapped. One wing struck the bus and half of it was sheered off. The

cabi ned fusel age ski dded on one side.

Those of the nearest crowds behind the police |lines were breaking through. Anbul ances and police
squad cars that had been held in readiness before the expl osion racketed into a conbi ned scream ng
of sirens.

Doc was out of the control roomof the plane. Lifting a wonan in his arns, he carried her to the
door. The netal frame had jamed. Two men were frantically trying to pry it |oose. The door was
unyi el di ng.



Wthout releasing the burden of the woman, Doc’s cabled hand cl osed on a netal part where the

gl ass was broken out. The tendons of the arns stood out |ike whipcords. Metal crunched and ground.
The two men gasped as the door tw sted out of its frame.

Voni er was just behind Doc. He was carrying the linp figure of Carberry. The financier’'s eyes
opened. He npaned and tried to stand. Supported by the explorer, he succeeded.

Voni er was | ooking directly at Doc. The bronze nman was neking his third trip frominside the

pl ane. Two police doctors were working over the victins.

"It’s a mracle!" said one of the nedical nmen. "Nothing but shock, concussion, three with m nor
fractures and bruises."

Sorme ten minutes el apsed before all were out and the nedical men were ready to start three
patients to the hospital. Doc stood flexing his nuscles. Not a mark, bruise or scratch marred the
smoot h bronze skin. He was gl ancing around the circle of faces of those who had been in the plane.

Suddenly, the voice that had startled all in the plane, that had put a whole city in terror,
spoke:

"Doc Savage—nAy power has been proved! The world is in ny hands! Stop before it is too late! You
and your friends will be the next to go! One of ny own aides is close beside you! | amVvar!"

The financier, Carberry, gave a great convul sive gasp. Vonier uttered a | ow, short oath. He and
Carberry were darting sharp glances at the others who had been in the plane.

THE man who had been carrying a salesman’s kit grew suddenly pale. H s eyes were w dening upon
Doc. The bronze man’s lips had not noved. His flaky, golden eyes now were turned upon this man. They
were hypnotic orbs, that seemed for an instant to hold the man.

Then Doc noved slowy toward him

Doc had sinply applied his ventriloquistic talent. So adept was he in this especial ability that
none woul d ever have known the | atest voice of Var had issued fromhis own notionless |ips.

The voi ce had been thin, strident, but clear. It mght have conme fromany spot within a
fifty-foot radius. But upon that one man who knew of only one source fromwhich the real voice of
Var m ght be summoned, there was the i medi ate pal sy of fear.

Doc was beginning to believe that the voice also fell with dire significance upon the startled
ears of another man within the passenger group. Because of this second theory, he permtted the
sal esman passenger to recover enough to begi n edgi ng back through the crowd.

The bronze man’s eyes again were upon Vonier. The explorer was smling, but his lips were drawn
back fromthe skel eton teeth.

"Pretty good," he nurnmured. "In fact, alnost perfect, Doc Savage. | wonder if the doctors have
finished with the others, if one would have a look at my arn? | think it’s broken in two places."
Doc was forced to admire the man’s stoical calm Hs |left armwas not only broken, but in one

pl ace a sharp splinter of bone had been pushed through the skin.

Doc shifted his eyes back to the salesman. He saw only his back. The nan was getting away. Doc

t ook one step.

A girl’s anxious voice inquired suddenly, "I’mlooking for a passenger naned Scraggs? He was to
have arrived on the Red Arrow plane at nine o' clock. Have any of you seen hin? He is a little man,
wearing very old clothes. Hs hair is long and kind of ragged."

DOC pivoted slowy. He was instantly struck by the wonan's cl ear-cut beauty. Her face was as
perfect as an etching, as a carved caneo. Perhaps it was her apprehension for the safety of the nman
she sought. Her voice was edged by a sharp, netallic quality.

The pilot had recovered consci ousness.

"We had such a man booked, miss," he said. "He went down with us on the Washington flight, but |
guess he mi ssed the plane com ng back. He had his seat reserved, but at the |ast m nute another man
cane with a note and took it. Maybe he knows; he’'s that—

The pilot to whom Doc Savage had anply repaid the favor extended to himon the Washington flight,
gave a quick |l ook at his grounded passengers.

"Way, | guess he's gone," added the pilot. "He | ooked |ike a sal esman. He was here a m nute ago."
This clicked with Doc. He was sure the pseudo sal esman had been the nedi um of bringing Var’'s
voice into the plane. Now it was indicated he had been in the seat reserved by the man call ed
Scraggs.

The bronze man pondered deeply. Wo, then, really was Var? And who was the woman whose voi ce had
murnured in acconpaninment to the first manifestation of Var’'s ghostly tones on the New Jersey

hi ghway?

"Ch, then he nust still be in Washington!" the girl breathed. Then, unexpectedly, she |ooked at
the bronze man and said, "You' re the fanobus Doc Savage, aren’t you?"

Did the girl’s wi de-spaced eyes express fear or were they nerely wi dened in wondering awe at

bei ng brought in contact with the world famed adventurer? It was difficult to judge.

Doc quickly deci ded she was a rare conbination. The girl had unusual beauty. Her quick gl ance was
one of keen discernment. Not often had the bronze nman been thus studied and neasured by a wonan.
In the brief space of seconds, this girl had weighed him Her brows contracted in a little frown.



The bronze man read in her clear eyes what m ght have been either a great grief or a lurking fear.
Doc inclined his head and replied, "I am Doc Savage."

At that, the young woman turned, as if she had lingered too | ong. Her slender figure, cloaked in
a coat of light blue seened to nelt into the crowd. Vonier and Carberry, watching Doc, scarcely
det ected the novement which took himfromtheir view.

One second, the girl and Doc were there. The next, both had vani shed.

DOC had suddenly determ ned the | oose and puzzling end of the Var nystery lay with the little man
Scraggs. He did not think the strange girl believed Scraggs still to be in Washington. She woul d
know where to seek hi m next.

The girl’'s forward progress seened i npeded by the pressing of the crowd. The bronze man suffered
no such inpedinment. His |lithe body passed through the river of humanity wi thout the touching of any
ot her person.

The girl disappeared around a corner. Doc stepped aside to the curb to evade a packed group of
chattering bystanders.

"You have sonething to explain, M. Savage!" rapped a commandi ng voice. "One of your nmen was in
the plane of that blasting devil up there! W’ ve got himl The conm ssioner wants to talk to you!"
Several hundred policenmen in uniform and others in plain clothes, were in Broadway and adj oi ni ng
streets. They had been called in fromoutside precincts to serve as expl osion guards. Four of these
bl ocked Doc’ s progress.

The force held Doc Savage and his nmen in the greatest respect. These nmen were respectful. But
their manner showed firmintention to carry out the order they said they had been given.

Doc considered quickly. Had it been Hamrecaptured, or had it been Mnk in the Cold Light plane?
Before he had time to question, the four policenmen, guns pressed to his sides, were indicating he
shoul d get into a closed squad car standing near by. Doc nade no protest.

The bronze man was quick to sense a deception. These men were not policenmen. But he decided the
command to attenpt the trick nmust have cone directly fromthe controller of the Cold Light.

Bei ng taken to Var would be much nore inportant than following a will-0'-the-wisp trail of the
girl in blue.

The bogus squad car jerked ahead. Then qui ck hands cl osed the curtains. Revolvers were janmmed
viciously into Doc’s sides.

"Step on it, Snoke!" one of the men snarl ed.

Chapter 15. THE MAGNETI C WALL

A SHORT tinme before the crash, Long Tom had been worki ng at headquarters, as directed by Doc.
Mul tiple coils, anplifiers, condensers, conpact generators and other electrical appliances were
scattered about.

Before the Cold Light blast had struck, Long Tom had believed Doc’s experinment was on the verge
of success. At this time, Renny had been with the electrical w zard.

Long Tomgrinned up at him H's face was jubilant.

"We've got it!" he exclainmed. "Doc’s ideas always work! Now why couldn’t | have thought out this
one nysel f?"

Renny grunted. He knew all about his own professi on—engi neering. But Long Tomi s gadgets al ways
filled himw th suspicion, until he saw themin operation.

"Now wat ch this!" Long Tom directed.

THE box the electrical expert had created was covered with a variety of indicator needles. It was
about one foot square, but barely three inches thick. It was packed with anplifying coils and Long
Tonmi s own special generators of dimnutive size.

When he threw a switch, there was a whirring sound. But there was no visible ray.

"Holy cow " grunted Renny. "How would | know anythi ng about sonething | can't see?"

It was true. The ray or enanation fromone side of the box was invisible.

But Long Tom knew t he el ectronagnetic ray had been created. It was nore than a nere ray. It

spread invisibly in the shape of a mammoth fan. At the distance of a few yards, it becane a wall
extending fromfloor to ceiling of the |aboratory.

Renny grunted several tines in the following few mnutes. It was his way of displaying

appreci ation. For he saw the ex-neutralizer cut off in turn the violet ray, the X ray and a dozen
ot her such el ectrical manifestations.

The interruption of a high-frequency current was di sastrous. A polished gl obe expl oded and rai ned
fragments anong the retorts and tubes of fragile glass. A fuse went out, and for a few seconds the
| aboratory was in darkness.

"Take it easy, Long Tom" advised Renny. "Maybe this thing will kick back on you."

"It's absolutely harm ess!" insisted Long Tom "Wuldn't hurt a fly!'"

Wth the lights on, he again turned on the ex-neutralizer. He directed it as a dividing wall
across the | aboratory.

There were two rats in a cage. On these Monk had been testing the effectiveness of certain



anaesthetic, but non-injurious, chemcals.

The invisible el ectronagnetic wall was projected toward the cage. Wthout special intent, Long
Tom shifted the box.

"Holy cow " grunted Renny. "Now you’'ve done it! Wuldn't hurt a fly, huh?"

The rats didn’t even squeal. Both dropped as if bullets had been inbedded in their scanty brains.
When Renny reached the cage, they were still and dead.

"Don’t let that thing touch ne!" cautioned Renny, hastily. "The rats went out like a light!"

"Now what coul d have done that?" muttered Long Tom

H s honely face registered deep gloom H s tone indicated he would have |iked to put
responsibility el sewhere. But it was his job. In sonme uncanny fashion, the ex-neutralizer had becone
a death ray.

Long Tomset to work with frantic haste. He wi shed heartily that Doc were here to advise him In

a few mnutes, he believed he had found the flaw, and renmedied it. But just then, he had no further
opportunity for proving his theory.

Renny was gl ancing at his watch. He went through the door to the wi ndow of the outer office.

"Nine o' clock, Long Tom" he called. "If there's to be fireworks, they' re due right now Holy
cow—

H s words were snatched away by the reverberating bl ast.

"CGood gosh!" exclaimed Long Tom "There's the Red Arrow pl ane!l Doc was coming back on it!"

The pair saw the Cold Light ray, steely-blue in color, seemng to cut through the big passenger

pl ane. Renny seized a pair of the electronic binoculars. Hs breath hissed fromhis big chest, as
the Red Arrow ship winged over and over like a leaf in a cyclone.

Imredi ately after the crash of the plane, Renny and Long Tom had sought to trace Doc Savage.
Contact with the police proved to themthe bronze nan had apparently been duped and taken prisoner.
They al so | earned that Monk had been aboard the Col d Light plane and had been taken by the

police. In the neantime, another man also was trailing Doc’s captors.

THE little man known as Scraggs, who had escaped with Mnk, was running along a street on the
East Side.

Scraggs’s progress was nmuch |like that of a fleeing rat. His thin body slithered through hol es
where there didn't seemroomfor a man to pass. His frayed hat was pulled | ow.

Scraggs was abruptly halted. It was the girl in the bright blue cloak.

"Ch, it’'s you!" she exclainmed. "I was at the plane that fell! You weren't there! | started for
the ol d houseboat hangar! You said you d neet ne and that—

Her words tunbl ed out. Scraggs pushed off her detaining hand.

"CGo back to the house in the woods!" his thin voice commanded stridently. "I haven't tine to
explain! You'll have to wait for nme there!"

"But, Scraggs, | saw Doc Savage!" the girl insisted. "W’ ve got to do sonething quick! W' ve—
Scraggs interrupted inpatiently, already noving away.

"l know nore about that than you do!" his thin voice rasped. "And that’s what |'’mon ny way to
do!"

The girl remained notionless for a long mnute after Scraggs had di sappeared. Her perfectly
chiseled features were as set as a nmarbl e nask. The pal eness of either deep despair or inplacable
purpose only enhanced the caneol i ke beauty of her face.

DOC SAVAGE had hoped the police trick, on the part of the crooks, would | ead himstraight to the
man known as Var. Even after the car curtains were drawn, Doc pernmitted his captors to think he had
been tricked.

Doc knew not hing of the man Scraggs having w tnessed his departure fromthe wecked Red Arrow

pl ane. Nor did he know of Scraggs having been in the Cold Light plane and havi ng been saved by Mnk.
From Scraggs’'s dash toward East River, the little man evidently knew nore of Doc’s destination

than the bronze nman hinsel f coul d have guessed.

But the bronze nman’s thought was that this was the quickest and surest way to cone face to face
with the Cold Light destroyer.

Doc’ s conjecture was roughly shattered. The car was jouncing along a water-front street on East

Ri ver. Wthout any warning, one of the guns was whi pped fromhis side.

The weapon crashed on his skull wth stunning effect. Fighting back a sw mm ng bl ack cl oud, Doc

felt his arms gripped to his sides. A hoodlike affair was pulled swiftly over his head.

Under ordinary conditions, the bronze man had defeated the purpose of assailants who sought to

adm ni ster an anaesthetic. His ability to hold his breath was that of the |ongest-w nded pearl diver
of the South Seas. Sone of these divers had been known to remain under water for periods of three to
four mnutes.

Only half conscious, suffocated by the sack over his head as well as by the etherizing vapor
clouding his throat and nostrils, Doc |ost all know edge of what was transpiring.

AS he slowy recovered, the bronze man had no nmeans of know ng how many hours had el apsed. He was



only sure the day had passed. The pall of night was relieved by twinkling stars he could see through
a slitted wi ndow.

Under Doc, the floor quivered, jerked. Thunder beat upon his ears. His first effort to nove

convi nced hima thorough job of tying had been done.

Rawhi de thongs had been expertly bound, not only around his arms and | egs, but another had been
passed around his throat. This had been secured by spikes or staples to the floor, or to a wooden
crosspi ece.

The long, coffinlike space in which he |lay was noving. Up and down. Speedi ng ahead. The di pping
nmoti on was si ckening.

Doc knew instantly he was in an airpl ane.

There was no pilot at the controls. Twisting his head with great effort, Doc could see no other
person in the cabin. He was alone. A side roll of the plane revealed rows of |ong white wave tops
not so far bel ow

The bronze man was hurtling out to sea on a one-nan flight. But no other man controlled the plane
and Doc had been rendered powerl ess.

Chapter 16. THE DI VE OF DEATH

DOC attenpted to roll over. The rawhi de thong around his neck cut off his breath. So rigidly were
his arnms and | egs bound with many w appi ngs, the bronze nman could obtain no | everage agai nst the
choki ng cord.

He tensed his throat nuscles and put his weight against the rawhide. This prevented the cord
choking him but his weight was insufficient.

Now he coul d see the lights of the plane’s instrument board. He saw that his fate had been nade
cleverly, fiendishly sure. The plane was controlled by an automatic radi o device. But in this plane
the alternative hand controls had been renpved. Only the special mechani sm which operated the snall
cabin ship on waves of sound, was flying it.

The nonster Var had taken no chances. Even were Doc Savage by some of his al nost supernatural
powers able to free hinself, no nmeans had been left for controlling the ultimte destiny of the

pl ane now far out over the ocean.

The pl ane suddenly dipped in a breath-taking dive. But it only swooped down close to the surface
and then zooned for altitude. Doc put all the strength of his neck against the binding thong. It
woul d not vyi el d.

Even in this terrible predicanment, Doc was thinking back. There was this Scraggs. Furtive,

elusive, ratlike Scraggs. Afraid of being identified with his own efforts. Scraggs had acted at
first as if he was trying to avert the explosions of the Cold Light, to stop the evil workings of
the nysterious Var.

Doc pondered another item Wo was this girl seeking Scraggs? Wen Var’'s voice had first been
heard, a fem nine voice had murnured with it. Crcunstances, as yet, had led to no definite

concl usi on.

Doc coul d al nost feel the | anding gear of the plane slapped by the tops of the ocean swells, as
the little ship dived again. The rawhi de thong was slowy | essening his freedomto breathe.

Up again. Hi gher this tinme. Doc had been awaiting the noment when the plane would be sent farther
up. He could al nost see the brain reasoning out the finish. For the last dive, the Var operator,
perhaps Var hinself, would cause the plane to take on nore altitude.

This woul d make certain the disrupting effect of the final drop. If Doc’s throat muscles had not
been held as rigidly as a bar of iron, the drying rawhide would have throttled himbefore this tine.
The plane was still clinbing. Doc’s super-sense put every nerve on the alert. Slowy, he forced
his head over. The bronze skin rasped fromhis neck as he turned. He was | ooking into the shadowed
space at the rear of the coffin-like cabin.

From t he darkness a voice spoke. It was thin and strident.

"l guess you’'ve had enough to know Var is ruthless! He will stop at nothi ng—

What seened to be a bundl e of disreputable, unkenpt clothing rolled into view and stretched into
a skinny, little man.

IT was Scraggs. In the senmidarkness of the plane’'s cabin, his eyes glowed like a cat’s.

Doc eyed himclosely. Scraggs had a pointed knife in his hand. It noved toward Doc’s throat. The
bronze man was hel pl ess.

But the furtive, elusive Scraggs had only good intent in this novenent. The edged knife slit the
tightening rawhide thong at Doc’s throat. The plane still was clinbing.

The knife slid down along the other bindings. Doc stretched his cranped arns and | egs, got to his
feet.

"Thanks," he said. "That’'s a good turn |'I|l not forget. But how did you happen to be here?"
Scraggs’s tongue |icked along his bl oodl ess Iips.

"l overheard what had been pl anned when you returned to Manhattan. There were too nmany for nme to
try to rescue you. | beat themto the plane and hid in the cabin. I thought | could get you out
before it was sent off, but nowwell, nowthere ain't anything we can do."



Scraggs’ s expl anation sounded sincere. Anyway, it was clear the furtive little man was in the
sane tight spot as Doc.

The nose of the plane suddenly dipped. The struts screamed in a full-powered dive. Doc pushed
Scraggs ahead of him He forced open the door of the plane against the terrific pressure of the
wi nd.

"Junp fromthe door!" commanded Doc. "You will have to hurry!"

"But | can’t! We'll be killed! No! No!"

Scraggs pulled away. Plainly, he feared the plunge into the open sea. Doc’s strong hand gri pped
his shoulder and the little man wi nced. He was powerless to resist the viselike hold.

Then the pl ane suddenly leveled off. The swells were again so close, the white teeth of the
conbers coul d be seen plainly.

Doc | et go of Scraggs and sprang to the radi o nechanism His corded hands fastened on the

machi nery. Wth one wench, he had ripped the controls | oose. Wres snapped under his super-hunman
strength. Ailerons flapped. The tail assenbly jerked | oose, erratic weaving.

Wth crunpling, devastating force, the ripping propeller snmashed into the sea. The plane's tail,
went up and the little ship went far under the surface in its final dive of death.

Chapter 17. SCRAGGS JO NS DOC

Doc could easily have freed hinself. H s enornous |lung capacity nade himas nearly an anphibi an

as it is possible for any man to be. As the plane cracked up and sank, Doc had absorbed enough air
to keep himalive for several mnutes.

Instead of pulling hinmself out he let go his supporting hold. Scraggs’'s first screamdied in a
gaspi ng gurgle. Doc groped his way to the confined space where the little nman was trapped. Gipping
fingers fastened on a bony ankle.

Fortunately, the anmpunt of air in Doc’s lungs increased his own buoyancy. Pulling Scraggs’'s

shoul ders into a scissors hold of his |ocked | egs, the bronze man used his hands to drive them
toward the surface.

Even Doc’ s trenmendous |lung capacity was tested. When his head enmerged, the first long breath
pierced himlike many tiny knives. He rolled, treading. Scraggs was shifted over one arm

From the bronze nan’s clothing cane a special restorative chemical. Doc’s trained hands forced

the water from Scraggs’s lungs. Atiny needle pierced the little man’s nuscl es near his spine.

Wth briny water slapping and stinging his eyes and nostrils, the little nman gasped and started

ki cking. Doc turned himon his back. Perhaps one man in a mllion could have fixed direction as the
bronze man acconplished it.

Lying too lowin the sea to glinpse the lights of shore, Doc sinply nade a quick study of the
stars. He fixed the position of the Geat Dipper. This lined with the North Star. Doc rolled and
commenced swi mmi ng shoreward with the noaning Scraggs.

One hand held the little man. The other armand his | egs beat the swells with churning inpact.
Doc’s progress was nuch like that of the porpoise. To gain speed, his mghty body plunged under sone
of the swells.

The di stance may have been two miles or five. Doc’s tireless linbs noved with the speed of
nmotor-driven pistons. Even so, nearly an hour el apsed before he was pulling Scraggs fromthe
frothing wash onto a | anding of flat rocks.

Scraggs’s thin body was draped with clinging kel p. The weeds gave the little man the appearance

of some drowned sea animal. Doc worked himback to consci ousness again.

STRANGE conbi nations were forming theories. Scraggs' s appearance. The Cold Light of the expl osion
and the blast itself, with the queer coloring of aquamarine. The few words, in the plane, of the
explorer, Vonier, and the financier, Carberry, over sone of their theories.

Al of these seened to trend to the sea. They touched upon the nysteries of the vast,
little-known life of the oceans thenselves. In the analytical brain of Doc Savage, they becane a
directly separable quantity.

The greatest source of life lay in the sea. Therefore, why not the nost terrible forces of
destruction?

Scraggs began talking in a hoarse, strained voice:

"Who—who saved us?" he stanmered. "Wo—-who got us out?"

"We had |luck," Doc stated. "The tide was with us."

Scraggs sat up, staring at him The man’s eyes glowed with a hint of phosphorescent light. It was
this made himresenble a cat in the darkness.

Doc’s own flaky eyes also were glow ng. He shot a question.

"You're safe now. Who is Var?"

Scraggs cringed as if he had been struck a blow. His thin |lips trenbled.

"I+ can't tell you that," he munbl ed. "Because | don't know. |’ve never seen him Yes, you
believe |’'ve been working for him | have, but never directly."

The little man clearly was on guard. There was sonething he did not intend to reveal. The bronze
man’ s hypnotic eyes held the sunken orbs of the other.



"No!" the little man al npst shouted. "You're trying to nake nme tell sonmething | don't know |
never saw Var, | tell you! But he nurdered ny best friend—the scientist, Jackson—and | was his
hel per!"

There now was sincere grief in Scraggs’ s voice.

"Jackson was the man killed in the first explosion?" the bronze man suggested. "Before he could
tal k over the tel ephone? You put a nessage in ny pocket, then | conjecture you went back to the
house in the marsh."

Scraggs stared at Doc.

"No—yes, | did go back," he said. "I saw Jackson killed. | couldn’t stand it. |I ran away. |
didn't dare be found there. Jackson was the best and kindest and smartest nan that ever lived! He
was inventing this explosive for the man who called hinself Var."

"DIDN' T Var cone to the house in the marsh?" questioned Doc.

"Yes; but only at night, and | was never permitted to see him" insisted Scraggs. "l knew sone
experiments were planned. Jackson told nme where one test was to be made. That was one in the woods
near Carberry’'s hone in Little Neck. That's how | happened to be out there."

"The message indi cated Jackson was afraid," Doc said.

Doc knew part of what Scraggs was telling nust be the truth, but only part of it.

"Yes," said Scraggs. "At the last, Jackson was afraid. The chief kept hima prisoner in the
house. There was no way out, except by the one road and it was guarded."

"Var seens to have many nen," said Doc. "They are not ordinary crimnals."

"No—+ don’t knowwell, yes, you are right," stamered the little man. "Var has a big

organi zation. Al of his nmen are smart. Jackson told ne Var had first planned to use his explosive
for establishment of a new social justice."

"Jackson told you all of this?"

"Yes, yes, he told nme!" exclaimed Scraggs. "I’ m being honest with you. Jackson sent me with the
message to find you. It was too late. Var’s plans were conplete. He had no nore use for Jackson."
"You want to avenge the death of your friend and enployer, is that it?" said Doc.

"Yes, that's it," replied Scraggs. "l've tried to help you all | could. Can't you see—+ even hid
in the plane to try and rescue you; then we were both trapped and you saved nme—

"Are you sure there wasn’'t sone way to have controlled that plane w thout the radio, sone way
that you knew?" Doc quizzed.

"No; | expected to get you out before the plane was sent off East R ver."

DOC pondered this quickly. Had Scraggs a reason of his own for wanting to appear as the bronze
man’'s rescuer? It mght be a part of Var’'s plan to establish a closer contact with Doc’s novenents.
Scraggs suddenly interrupted his flow of thought.

"But | want to have your help," Scraggs said. "lI'll go with you and your nmen. | know nmuch | can
tell you. There are several places you would never find alone. I'll help you, if you'll let nme stay
with you."

Doc considered this a nmonment, w thout speaking. Then Scraggs seened to recall sonething

i mportant.

"Doc Savage!" he cried. "Wile you have been here, sone of your own nen nay have been w ped out!
I”ve heard of a new plan of Var’s. He intends to get your nen in your headquarters, naybe bl ow up
the building!"

Scraggs was trenbling. There was evidence of desperate sincerity in his warning.

"You can cone with ne," the bronze man decided. "W will find an autonobile."

At about this time, Hamwas arriving by a Wiite Liner plane at the Newark Airport.

Chapter 18. HAM GETS PO SON

HE was his usually natty-appearing self, as he alighted fromthe passenger plane. The waspi sh,
wel | -clothed figure took on a hasty stride. He pushed inpatiently into the crowd awaiting arrival of
ot her pl anes.

"I mght have known | woul dn’t have any |uck!" he nuttered.

Scraggs had not been aboard the White Liner. Ham believed the nan he wanted woul d be on the Red
Arrow.

The excited comrent of those around himand scream ng headlines informed Ham the Manhattan

expl osi on had taken place on schedul e. Ham sei zed a paper as he entered the |inousine used by the
air transport conpany to carry passengers back and forth between Manhattan and the airport.

Readi ng avi dly, he groaned.

"Good heavens!" he grunted. "It can’t be possible! Not Doc!"

The edition of the newspaper he had bought had been issued within a few mnutes after the

Manhattan blast. This story had it the Red Arrow plane had crashed against a building in Radio City.
Ham felt for his handkerchief. A small box was in the pocket. The box had been slipped into his
coat either on the plane or in the airport term nal buildings.

Across the box were printed a few words:



| TAKE TH' S MEANS OF CGETTING TH S STRANGE PO SON GAS TO DOC SAVAGE. WHEN PLACED | N WATER, THESE
PI LLS FREE ENOUGH PO SON VAPCR TO KI LL HUNDREDS. | BELI EVE ONLY DOC SAVAGE CAN ANALYZE AND DI SCOVER
THEI R FORMULA. WHEN HE HAS DONE THI' S, HE CAN COVMUNI CATE W TH ME AT BOX 1131, QUEENS POST OFFI CE.
A FRI END

Ham opened the box. It contained four round pills, about the size of snmall marbles. These were of
jellylike substance.

Ham carefully repl aced the poison gas pills.

But nore recent editions of the newspapers in Manhattan caused Hamto forget the pills of poison
gas. He read that Doc had saved the Red Arrow plane. But his jubilation was short-1ived.

For the papers had reported the nmanner of Doc’s di sappearance. The police were futilely searching
for four phony coppers in a bogus squad car. Mnk had been freed by the police and had joined his
conpani ons at Doc’s headquarters. Ham hastened directly there.

MONK and Ham mi ght have been expected to congratul ate each other on their separate escapes from
Var’'s clutches.
Hami's nouth twisted into a sneering grin, as he | ooked at the big chem st.

"So they got one |look at that classic profile of yours in the explosion plane," said Ham "and

then they junped out. Well, that nmug must have been a shock!"

"Howl in" calamties!" squeal ed out Monk’s high-pitched voice. "An'" it takes a smart shyster |ike

you to get me conked when all I'mdoin’ is tryin to save your worthless skin! Tellin" me to quit on

that roof! Sayin’ you're just practicin !"

Monk referred to the encounter on the Washi ngton roof where Ham had heeded Doc’s instructions and
stopped the battle with Var’s nen.

"What’'s the | atest news of Doc?" inquired Ham anxiously, of Long Tom and Renny.

"That’s just our trouble,"” grunted the worried Renny. "There isn't any. Nothin' to start on or
get a hold on. Do you suppose we’'d be coolin’ our heels here, if we had a | ead? W’ ve been hoping
every mnute the police would report something to start us off."

"So the fake police car went up in thin air?" nused Ham al oud. "Went toward East River?"

"Yeah," said Long Tom "but the river patrol hasn't reported a thing."

The day’s shadows | engthened. Toward ni ght, a nmuch subdued and unusually timd Broadway was
flashing its first lights.

"I"ve got it! I've found it!" Long Tom suddenly procl ai ned.
"Found what ?" groaned Renny. "A way to discover where Doc’s gone? That’'s all | want to know right
now "

"Well, no," admitted Long Tomgloonmly. "Nothing |like that. But his electromagnetic wall is O K
I"ve fixed it so it wouldn’'t harma fly."

"You said that before," conplained Renny. "An’ | ook what happened to Monk’s rats."

"Aw, rats!" nmuttered Long Tom Then he brightened visibly. "That's the idea," he added. "Mbnk,
how about getting us sone nore rats?"

G unbling that sonething m ght happen, Mnk finally agreed and depart ed.

THE three conpanions left in the |aboratory nmade a concerted spring for the front office when the
phone buzzed. Ham pi cked up the instrunent.
Thinly, stridently, a voice started speaking:

"W have Doc Savage! You will never see himagain! To-norrow, the afternoon Washi ngt on- New York
express train will be next to feel the power

of Var! Tell Ham the lawer, he nust go back to Washington! |If Ham goes to Washi ngton and
follows instructions, the train will be saved! | am-Var!"

Wth a bitter invective, Hamjiggled the receiver bar. A half mnute |ater, he replaced the
instrument.

"The operator says it’'s a dial phone in a public booth somewhere and can't be traced," he

inforned the others. "Brothers, we're faced by a situation that seens to be beyond our control. Only
one thing: the voice didn’t say Doc had been killed. And if he hasn’t, we'll see himagain and it
won’t be long."

Monk cane back, bringing two rats in a wire cage. They were comon, gray rodents.

Monk set the cage at one end of the long, spacious |aboratory. He joined Renny and Ham at one

si de, watching Long Tom

"Now, " said Long Tom "the Hertzian ray already has been perfected to the point where it wll

kill electrical force at a great distance. It can be used to stop airplanes in the air. But this is
the first el ectromagnetic force to neutralize any other electrical ray."

Long Tom noved a switch. Generators whirred in the square, flat box. The ex-neutralizer wall

formed an invisible partition across the | aboratory.
"Dag-gone it!" squeaked Monk. "Even if they was rats, y
‘emto try out a new kind of poison gas!"

Long Tom stared nournfully at the wire cage upon which the ex-neutralizer was directed.

The pair of gray sewer rats had rolled on their backs. Their legs were rigid. They hadn’t even

’

needn’t’ve nurdered ‘enl | was wantin’



ki cked.
"Holy cow " barked Renny. "See that you keep that thing turned off the rest of us!"

LONG TOM S hand was noving to switch off the ex-neutralizer. Mnk started over to exam ne the
rats. The apelike chemi st junped back as if he had been stung.

"Howl in' calamties!" he ejaculated. "Wuldja | ook at that! Keep that death nachi ne on, Long Tom
Keep it on!"

A nysterious, deadly ray of Cold Light sliced through the thick stone and steel of the Manhattan
skyscraper as a knife m ght have passed through soft cheese. It penetrated half of the | aboratory.
Seen close up, it was |like an edged, flat band of bright blue steel. Long Tom backed hastily
toward the open office door. Thus the box in his hand cast a fanlike ray that covered every inch of
the test roomfromfloor to ceiling.

"It works! By heavens, it works!" he shouted.

The skins of every one prickled with the sensation of cold.

But the deadly, explosive Cold Light did not reach its objective, whatever it m ght have been.
Its frigid band reached Long Tomis invisible electromagnetic wall. There it was abruptly cut off.
The magnetic insulation converted half the |aboratory into an inpregnable refuge. Ham Monk and
Renny were within this haven.

For a long minute, the Cold Light remained fixed into the room In the streets bel ow t housands of
persons saw it shining across the night.

Crowds scurried for shelter.

Then the Col d Light disappeared. A traffic policeman had fixed its origin in a near-hby
skyscraper. Wthin ten mnutes squads of policenen were scouring this building. But they found
not hi ng.

The Col d Light then was being reported fromfarther uptown. In reality, it had cone from several
mles. Its penetrating ray had pierced scores of office buildings, nostly enptied for the night.
Not hing had interfered with its progress until it had encountered Doc’s el ectromagnetic wall.

The four nen felt as if they were freezing. The Cold Light had vani shed, but the tenperature of
the roomrose slowy.

Monk found chattering speech. The ex-neutralizer had been switched off.

"Lookit!" he shouted. "The rats! They’'ve cone back to life!"

W TH Long Tomi s ex-neutralizer turned off, the gray rats were frisking about as if they had never
been laid cold.

"Dag-gone it!" squeaked Monk. "That’s nothin’ but a hypnotizin' machine! Long Tom you try it on
me! Betcha it won't knock nme out!"

Ham | aughed deri sively.

"Hypnotismtakes effect on the brain, Mnk. That wouldn't be nmuch use as a test," he suggested.
"Rats have got sone brains."

"Howl in" calamties!" squeaked out Mnk. "Muybe you think that shyster brain of yours would

hel p!'"

"l suggest we test it together," remarked Ham "Suppose we both wal k through it?"

Long Tom denurred. But the rats apparently were wholly unharnmed. He figured he could switch the
el ectromagnetic wall off, if the two bickering friends showed any evi dence of succunbi ng.

Again, the invisible wall partitioned the |aboratory. Long Tomdirected it deliberately upon the
rats’ cage. The rodents blinked their beady eyes and pronptly curled up their toes.

Si de by side, Ham and Monk wal ked around the long table filled with globes, retorts and a variety
of tubes. Monk edged a little ahead. Part of his great bulk was in the invisible wall.

Ham s own waspi sh body was touching it.

"Don't feel a thing," asserted Monk, and noved across. "C non, shyster. You scared?"

Renny and Long Tom had their eyes fixed on Ham and Monk. The latter two were |ooking at each
other, keeping up a fire of sarcastic conversation. Thus none of them saw the Cold Light ray
suddenl y reappear.

The bl ue-steel band knifed through the skyscraper wall. Mnk’s big hands went to his face. He was
al nost blinded by chilling cold. Ham seeing sonething was wong, reached for him H's own body had
not yet crossed the protective ex-neutralizer.

The door opening into the outer office burst open.

From t he doorway cane the weird, nellow warning of Doc Savage.

THE bronze man was standing there. Hs wet hair and skin were smboth and sl eek. Just back of him
stood the sodden figure of Scraggs.

"Stay where you are, all of you!" Doc commanded.

H s flaky gold eyes caught and followed the shifting Cold Light. He saw it dissolve in the

el ectromagnetic wall.

Long Tom noved to flick off the ex-neutralizer switch. Doc seized Long Tomis wist.

"Leave it on," he directed. "WAit until the Cold Light stops. It would get all of us!"



Monk staggered back to the safe side of the electronmagnetic wall. H s huge body shook as with an
ague. He felt as if he were freezing.

Monk’ s bul k struck Ham and sent the slighter figure of the Iawyer to his knees.

"“You big, blundering ape!" sputtered Ham "Look where you’'re going!"

"l think Mnk just saved our lives," Doc said, calmy.

Scraggs’'s nmouth twitched, as he stared at the Cold Light ray.

"It didn't explode," he nuttered, amazedly. "But | was right, Doc Savage. You see, | was telling
you the truth."

Ham wal ked toward him "You were in that house in Washington. You know what all this is about."
"I"mnot so sure Scraggs does know all about the Cold Light ray," said the bronze nan. "Perhaps
he hel ped to save your life. |If you had crossed the ex-neutralizer, all of us would have been
anni hilated. "

Chapter 19. PLOTTED PO SONI NG

AGAIN, the Cold Light had been withdrawn. For the second tine during the evening, the police were
unsuccessfully seeking its source. It had been directed upon Doc Savage's stronghold froma new
direction.

Doc directed Long Tomto set about duplicating the ex-neutralizer at once. Scraggs watched
silently. The bronze nman apparently ignored him but he was studying the little nman’s reactions
cl osel y.

"We' || probably need as many machi nes as we can get together," he advised. "At |least, we'll need
two to try and save the express train you' ve told me about."

Ham had told Doc of the threat against the train, but had nade it a point to keep Scraggs from
hearing. Now Scraggs | ooked up with quickened interest.

"You know about the train?" he exclained.

Ham | ooked intently at Scraggs.

"Perhaps, Doc, if Scraggs stays with us there won't be any need to save the express," he said,
significantly.

"I't wouldn’t nmake any difference," Scraggs nuttered. "But if you could prevent an expl osion here,
you could do it there."

"That’'s what we hope to do," Doc stated.

Doc produced a thin book frominside his shirt. Fingers flicked through the pages.

Monk coul d see the riffled pages. The little book was illustrated by brightly colored plates.
Monk grunted and peered nore closely.
"Dag-gone it!" he exclained. "I've seen sonethin’ |like that picture there!"

Doc gl anced at him qui ckly.

"Sure of that, Mnk? Wien did you see it?"

"Can’t seemto remenber where or when | sawit, Doc, but | know | did."

The book’s illustration was a picture of marine life. It was done in intense blue. The figure
shown was apparently half human, half crab. CGold |letters gave the name of the author.

The writer was Vonier, the explorer.

Clearly, Vonier had had good reason for his admration for and his disagreement with Carberry,
the financier, over a treatise Carberry had witten. For Carberry’'s one plunge into science had
dealt with the cellular origin of the human species.

Such a study must necessarily lead to the established origin of all life; that of the sea.

THE phone rang. It was Vonier, calling froma booth in the building | obby. Doc invited himto
come up at once. |f Vonier recognized Scraggs, his inpassive face gave no hint. But Doc marked
Scraggs staring intently at the explorer.

Vonier’'s armwas neatly bandaged in a sling. H s bony face was as cal mas ever. He announced he
bel i eved an attenpt had been nade on his life.

"When | reached ny honme and went into ny office," he explained, quickly, "I found these in ny
desk top. | couldn’t have m ssed them"

He produced two jellylike globules, no larger than narbles.

"A note was with them" Vonier said. "It was signed just, ‘A Friend.” It directed ne to analyze

themfor a nysterious poison, and said the pills possessed a rare formof germs that could be
enpl oyed to pollute the whole water supply of a great city."

Ham was staring at the man. Scraggs arose and wal ked nervously about the | aboratory.

"The note said they contained gerns to be released in water?" Ham questioned. "Then the first
thing you probably would do would be to put one of the balls in water to see what woul d happen. Then
why didn't you?"

Doc said, "Perhaps that was what was wanted, Vonier. To have you place themin water."

"l thought of that," remarked Vonier, dryly. "That’s why | cane to you. You are reported to be a
wi zard on the safe analysis of any form of poison."

Ham t ook his own "poison pills" fromhis pocket. He laid themon the desk. Then he produced the
note he had received. Doc read it at a gl ance.



Vonier's lips were drawn in a smle over his skeleton teeth.

"l would say the whole thing's the work of our good friend Var," he stated. "|’ve heard the Cold
Li ght ray has been junping about again to-night. Sonething has gone wong. There has been no

expl osion. So Var seens out to get us by a nore devi ous device."

Doc said, "I'Il analyze these pills." He glanced at the nervous Scraggs. "In the meantinme, 1’11
place themin the | aboratory safe where | keep ny radium Even poison gas can't escape fromthat."
This safe, heavily insulated with | ead and a speci al rubberlike conposition, contained Doc’'s
radium |t was one of the |largest ambunts in the world in the possession of a single individual.

SCRAGGS wat ched the pills being | ocked away. His eyes glowed as if a sudden idea had struck him
"I"mgoing out for a while," he said. "When | return, | nmay have sonething inportant to tell you,
Doc Savage."

Doc merely nodded. Hamis face was dark with suspicion, as Scraggs sidled toward the el evators.
Doc apparently gave the matter no further attention. He turned to Vonier.

"Did any one of your househol d observe any suspici ous person?"

"No," said Vonier. "Only the Japanese houseman was there. Ms. Vonier has gone to our house on
the shore. |I'mconvinced this Var nmeans business. You are nore of a threat to himthan | am Savage,
but | haven't the slightest intention of conplying with his demand that | join his organization."
Anot her phone call canme fromthe skyscraper |obby. It was the hoarse, strained voice of Carberry,
the financier.

"In heaven's nanme, let me conme up and stay with you to-night!" came the excited voice. "l don't
believe Var intends to wait forty-eight hours. He has |learned | was in Washington. Now there has
been an attenpt to poison ne!"

Doc’s flaky gol den eyes glinted strangely.

"“Cone right up, Carberry,” he invited.

He told the others what Carberry had said. Vonier seened about to inpart sonething nore of
importance, then he nmerely said, "I think perhaps when you get to the bottomof this Cold Light
thing, you' Il find yourself mxed up with some of the nysteries of our little known marine life."
Monk gul ped, started to speak, and changed his nmind. It had cone to himwhere he had seen the
picture of the half-crab and hal f-human creature. It had been one of those done in oil on the walls
of the roomwhere he had fought Wheeze McCGovern's nen!

Doc had slipped Vonier’s book on marine life into a drawer of his desk.

CARBERRY was a shaking figure when he entered. H's protrudi ng eyes appeared ready to junp from
their sockets. The bald spot between his white tufts of hair had a ghastly hue.

"What ? You here, too, Vonier?" were his first words. "I'mglad to see you're safe! | was afraid
to stay out at ny hone, and | don’t dare risk being trailed to where ny wife is hidden!"
"You said an attenpt was nade to poi son you?" suggested Doc. "It would be sone sort of pill?"

"How i n heaven's nanme did you know that?" exclaimed Carberry, producing a little box.

"Holy cow " grunted Renny. "They're different! Look |ike sugar cubes!"

"Yes—yes—that’s it—and that’s where they were!" stamered the financier. "In the sugar! A
houseboy got hold of one. The butler found himdead. He had turned purple. After the butler went
t hrough the sugar and found these, | thought you could find out nore quickly, Savage, what they
are."

There were two square cubes. Though they were white and shaped |ike sugar, a close inspection
proved themto be less granular. There was a snmooth crust hardened over a jellylike substance.
In a few seconds, the new poison pills were behind the thick, insulated door of the |aboratory
safe.

Long Tom cane in, announcing he had the second ex-neutralizer ready. Doc invited Vonier and
Carberry to witness a denonstration on several different electrical rays.

"Coul d one of them be made for ne, Savage?" questioned Carberry. "I'lIl let you nanme your own
price if—=

Doc interrupted. "W never accept pay for what we do, Carberry. But you're welcone to any

saf equard we can devise. | woul d suggest both you and Vonier remain here to-night. You shall sleep
between invisible walls of the ex-neutralizer."

DURI NG t he night, Doc Savage perfected a plan for saving the Washi ngt on- New York express fromthe
Cold Light threat. In the early norning, Long Tom and Renny | eft the headquarters. They were
carrying the ex-neutralizer boxes. Their destination was the Hudson Ri ver hangar where Doc’s pl anes
wer e kept.

Ham and Monk were on their way to the warehouse hangar by a different route. Doc Savage fol |l owed
anot her direction.

Carberry had left with Vonier, saying he would stay with the explorer during the day.

"Dayl i ght braces ne up," the financier announced. "But when night cones, | begin to get the
jitters. And ny forty-eight hours are up to-night," he added.

"We' Il be back late this afternoon,"” said Doc. "Meet us here again to-night."



Though Carberry seemed to have sone doubt as to Vonier, it was apparent he did not want to be

al one.

Doc had not inforned either the explorer or the financier of their destination. After

communi cating with the railroad offices, Doc had advised that the Washi ngton- New York express be
al l owed to come through on schedul e. He had suggested, however, that a regular train for passengers
be run as a second section.

Only the necessary crew was to be carried on the first section.

Doc was at the controls of the plane. Long Tom was neking sure the ex-neutralizers were in
perfect order. If the warning from Var had been genui ne, and none thus far had failed, the

Washi ngt on- New York express woul d have one invisible passenger.

The name woul d be Deat h!

ABQUT t he nmonent Doc’s special cabin plane was taking off fromthe Hudson River, a w ndow was
softly raised high in the tower of Manhattan's tallest cloud-piercer.

The afternoon had seen the advent of a slow, drizzling rain. It had msted over the city with the
usual snoky fog. No person in the street below coul d have seen the slender rope swaying fromthe
hi gh w ndow.

Nor did any person observe the slim shadowy figure com ng down. The man was |ight, his body

al nost waithlike. Though supported only by his hands, he swung out over space with a confidence of
nmovenent which proved he was accustoned to great heights.

The man’s feet poised lightly on the | edge of an eighty-sixth floor window. A blunt instrunent
appeared in one hand. The glass crashed inward to the rug w thout nuch sound.

An instant later, the intruder had raised the sash and adnmitted hinself.

In the office, he produced a case of small instruments. The | ocked |aboratory door yielded to a
control electroscope |like that used by Doc Savage and his nen.

From his clothing cane a flat, netal case. A button was pressed and a tongue of purple flane was
reflected. This flame increased in intensity.

The insul ated | aboratory safe was not burglarproof. The insulating conposition and the |ead were
relatively soft materials. After two minutes, a square opening appeared under the flane.

The intruder chuckled. Again the purple flanme licked out. But this tinme, it did not seemto be of
a destructive nature. Rather, the cut square of the safe door had been repl aced.

The flame curled over the surface. The figure enmitted another ironic chuckle. The square was

bei ng "heal ed" into place.

Afterward, an observing eye m ght have noted the rewel ding of the crevices, but the average
person, would not have known the wall of the vault had been tanpered with.

Shortly thereafter, the outside door of Doc’s headquarters opened. A nan cane out and took the
stai rway upward. Fromthe wi ndow a few fl oors above, the thin rope was drawn in. The wi ndow was
cl osed.

The "poison pills" were no longer in the vault. They were close to a water faucet in the

| aboratory. Perhaps it was only by chance that a faulty val ve caused dropping water to danpen the
surface of the netal on which the "poison pills" had been |aid.

Chapter 20. THE WALLS OF LI FE

EVEN whil e the nysterious visitor was in his | aboratory, Doc Savage was piloting a cabin plane
over the eastern Pennsylvania hills. He was following a train to set the plane down. He selected a
flat field where a paved highway paralleled the railroad track.

Apparently a worried engi neer had been expecting them for the air brakes started steel grating
on steel as Doc and his four conpani ons appeared on the track ahead. The youthful fireman's eyes
rolled as Doc’s bronze figure swing up on the grabiron into the cab.

"You get up front," Doc told Long Tom and Monk. "One on each side of the pilot. It’'s a ticklish
spot for riding, but we'll want every possible inch of the train covered by the ex-neutralizers.
Turn on the nmachines and keep the rays playing. They're effective for at |east a thousand yards;
perhaps nore. Renny and Hamand | will take the rear end."

Monk grow ed and grunted as he clung to a pilot standard with one arm and worked the
ex-neutralizer wall.

"“I"Il betcha," he squeal ed above the rush of the wind and the poundi ng of piston heads, "that
fashi on-pl ate shyster has found hinself a soft seat on the cushions!"

"You keep that box working!" shouted Long Tom "And slant it straight back!"

The invisible walls formed two magnetic shields, as the Washi ngt on- New York Express gathered
speed.

Instructing Hamto continue a patrol through the coaches, Doc took Renny with himto the
observation platformon the rear car. He had judged the Cold Light, if and when it came, woul d have
to be directed froman airplane or from sone autonobile on the hi ghway.

In case the danger came from above, Long Tom had been instructed to swing to the | oconotive stack
and cover the top of the train. This feat Long Tomwas ready to perform

By Doc’s instructions, the engineer kept the train to the | ow speed of around thirty mles per



hour. Renny and Doc on the observation platformwere scanning every passing auto and every distant
pl ane in the sky.

The cars of the express poured into a shallow grade cut. It roared out onto a | ong strai ghtaway.
Hal f a dozen cars were in view on the highway.

Maki ng sure his own special grenades—a powerful chem cal explosive—were at hand, Doc scanned each
of these cars in turn. Nothing out of the ordinary showed for some tine.

WHEN the Cold Light ray flashed on, it cane froma distance. The edged band, blue-steel in color,
was striking across the country froma wooded spot nearly two nmiles away.

The knifelike emanation played al ong the sides of the speeding cars. Doc breathed with relief.

For when the ray struck the invisible wall of the ex-neutralizer on that side, it seened to
waver, then dissolve.

But a big closed car between the train and the wooded spot was not so fortunate. The driver of
this autonobil e was speeding. His car was passing the train.

The Col d Li ght played upon the driver. It seemed to junp along with the autonobile. Doc saw the
driver stiffen in his seat.

Then the man reared up, took his hands fromthe steering wheel and clawed blindly at his face. He
pitched forward, his head striking the w ndshield.

The autonobile [ eft the highway. Careening down the bank, it sonersaulted tw ce and cane to rest
on flattened wheels. Two nmen were hurled out.

The first person to reach the scene of the crash reported, to the unbelief of others, that the
driver and his conpanions seened to have been frozen stiff. Three were dead. The other was seriously
hurt.

The bronze man waited neither for the slowing of the train or for inspection of the wecked car.
Dropping to the ground, Doc’'s feet seened to glide along the gravel. He was upright when he let go,
and | anded on his feet with a single bound over the right-of-way ditch.

Renny followed. H s huge body | acked the springy resiliency of the bronze man’s.

Renny failed to conpensate for the speed of the train. Hs big feet tangled. Wth an enraged

bell ow, he started rolling. It was well his nuscles were iron-hard and his neck was thick-sinewed.
After the third somersault, Renny managed to stagger to his feet. He was cl ose behind Doc.

Fol |l owi ng orders, the train proceeded on its way. Ham Monk and Long Tom stuck by it. Mnk saw
Doc and Renny speeding across the near-by field over the highway.

There seenmed to be no side road | eading fromthe wooded spot to the main highway. Doc noted the
square mle or so of bushy expanse appeared to have no visible outlet. Renny was forced to give all
he had to keep up with the bronze man.

Doc did not seemto run. H s speed was evolved froma gliding, sinuous noverment in which all of
his trained nuscles coordinated. In even the crisis of this seeking of the nmaker of Cold Light,
Doc’s brain was working on other angles of the problem

Monk had i nforned himof his recognition of the illustration in the Vonier book on narine
species. In Vonier’'s well-done treatise on little known el enents of the deeper oceans were nany
direct references to as yet undi scovered atomi c energy greater than anything the world' s |eading
scientists had reveal ed.

Doc coul d readily understand how Voni er might be valuable indeed to Var. The man who, according
to Scraggs, had started out with the idea of reformng world society and now wanted worl d

dom nation, mght well find an individual of Vonier’'s erudition imensely valuable to his further
schemes.

Var also m ght fear Vonier possessed a know edge that woul d enable himto solve the nystery of
the Cold Light force.

Doc considered this point. How nuch did Vonier really know of the elenments that m ght have gone
into the creation of Cold Light as a destroying agency?

The bronze man al so pondered the actions of the nysterious Scraggs. The presence of Vonier, or
sonet hing connected with the failure of the Cold Light to explode in the |aboratory, had caused the
little man to invent an excuse to get away. Doc was sure of this.

Then there was the girl in blue who had been seeking Scraggs at the wecked Red Arrow pl ane.
There had been a worman close to Var, as he had uttered his nessage after the first of his

expl osi ons.

Each of the suspects had a wonan closely related to himor his activities.

THE bronze man and Renny arrived at the fringe of woodl and.

They paused a nmoment, listening. Birds trilled in the brush as if nothing had been there to
disturb them

The strip of woods was about a quarter of a mile in width. Its extent in the other direction
could only be guessed.

"You take the other side," directed Doc. "Keep under cover of the trees and nove quietly. If you
run onto anything, fire the pistol."

Doc was gone, slithering through the bushes. His progress was that of a jungle cat or a deer.



Renny’ s woodcraft was not nearly so skillful. Doc heard the huge engi neer crashing into the
brush.

Doc weaved fromside to side. His swiftness covered half the wooded strip thoroughly. Under the
trees the ground was danp and nossy.

Only a keen eye woul d have detected the dull coppery shining of a bit of nmetal at the bottomof a
shal | ow pond. Doc scooped up the snall object.

It was a narrow cylinder of brass. It nuch resenbled sonme formof cartridge, open at one end. It
seenmed to have contained a sort of explosive powder and had been recently fired.

The enpty shell bore no inprint of hamrer pin. If it had been expl oded, the force had been ot her
than by inpact. He instantly decided the cartridge had contained sone el enent enployed in the Cold
Li ght nachi ne.

The nystery of this was hei ghtened by the absence of any footprints or marks around the edges of
the little pond.

Doc’ s gaze roved upward. A freshly broken |l eaf dangled on its stem Bark had been slightly
scraped on a branch. The stunted trees here were cl ose together.

It was plain enough sone acrobatic individual had swung along fromtree to tree. A second |ater,
Doc was in the branches.

A few yards above the ground, he followed a trail in the trees that led toward the other side of
t he woods. Pausing, he listened for Renny. There was only silence.

Renny nust be near. He called cautiously. He received no reply.

WHEN Renny parted from Doc, he proceeded to the opposite side of the wooded strip. The air was
bal ny. The whol e scene was peaceful. Renny plunged into the trees. Underbrush inpeded his progress.
He had covered perhaps two hundred yards. Birds hushed into silence close around him but when he
paused the distant ones resuned their trilling. Apparently, nothing had disturbed them

Suddenly this was changed. Renny canme upon a robin on the ground. The red-breasted bird was

hoppi ng about aimessly. Sonetinmes it fell over.

When Renny pursued, the robin seened not to see or hear him

A hal f-grown rabbit lay on its back kicking. The little creature appeared to be recovering froma
bl ow. Renny picked it up. The body felt icy.

The rabbit had been al nost frozen.

Recal ling the effect of the Cold Light in the | aboratory, Renny was instantly on guard. Still no
sound or novenent disturbed the bush. Renny pushed through a tangle of berry bushes.

Directly in his face, an icy wall sprung up. The Cold Light ray filtered through trees as if they
did not exist. Renny was bathed in an icy chill. The effect was nmuch the same as liquid air.

The engi neer had seen no one. He had heard no novenent. Instinctively, he attenpted to draw his
supermachine pistol. Hs fingers clawed stiffly. His arns were al nost instantly nunbed.

Renny tried to shout. H's throat was constricted. H's tongue was powerless to utter a sound. The
engi neer was the first person upon whomthe Cold Light had been directly played.

Renny felt as if his whole body were being frozen. But he tried to struggle onward. He went to
his hands and knees. He craw ed sl owy.

Blurred figures cane fromthe bush around him Tape was sl apped over his nmouth and eyes. Thongs
enwr apped his arns and legs. Hs stiff formwas lifted and carried to an autonobile.

Warnth returned to Renny. This was a warm wave. Renewed circul ati on brought tingling pain all
over his body. Much the same as when frostbite is being relieved too quickly.

The autonobile jounced and junped over the rough road.

"Why didn’t we wait and grab Doc Savage hinsel f?" grow ed one harsh voice. "Wth himat liberty,
anyt hi ng m ght happen!"

A hoarse voice, strangely famliar, replied curtly.

"Keep your advice, Snoke! He's being saved for the big blowoff! The world nay suspect, but none
will ever be able to prove what becane of this so-called invincible bronze man!"

Renny strained at his bindings. The effort avail ed nothing.

PERHAPS five m nutes |ater, Doc Savage canme upon the spot where Renny had been seized. Tracks of
the auto ran out to the highway. By this tinme, there were many cars noving.

The man of bronze whi pped back to the spot where he and his men had | anded their plane before
boarding the train. Trailing the car in which Renny was a prisoner was inpossible. But Doc was
convi nced he could quickly gain a lead to the place where Renny woul d be taken.

Chapter 21. THE WOMAN IN I T

DOC SAVAGE had instructed Monk, Ham and Long Tomto join himat the Hudson River hangar, when

they arrived back in New York. The man of bronze planned to visit the penthouse apartment where Monk
had first been held prisoner.

He had his own reason for delaying this visit until nightfall. Likew se, the bronze nman w shed

his conpanions to remain away from the skyscraper headquarters. For this, he offered no explanation.
Voni er and Carberry had said they would not return until darkness. Vonier had not yet inparted



his own theory of the Cold Light.

Leavi ng his conpanions at the Hudson River hangar, the bronze nman vani shed. During the late
afternoon, he was engaged in visiting various real estate offices handling properties on Manhattan's
East Side.

He was especially interested in the block destroyed by the Col d Light explosion. Darkness was
falling over the city when Doc returned to the hangar.

And the com ng of night was bringing another noving angle of the nysterious Cold Light.

TH' S new angl e revol ved around an isol ated house, buried deep in a wooded section of Long Island.
The furnishing of this obscure house was exotic. A raftered roomw th a high ceiling had heavy

wi ndow drapes tightly drawn.

A worman sat in this room Her features were flaw ess, of chiseled perfection. But the face | acked
any warnmt h. Gayish-green eyes were |ike bright agate. A mask of a face. It mght have been cast of
pl aster of Paris. The mouth was a pallid curve of bitterness. Wen she spoke, the name was hissed.
"Doc Savage! The luck of the devil’s with him The luck of Satan’s own inps! | should have used a
knife in a crowm, as | suggested!"

She drew a thin, stiletto blade froma silver sheath in the bosom of her dress. The bl ade was
needl e- poi nt ed.

Somewhere in the back of the house was the tinkle of silver and dishes. A soft-footed servant was
novi ng about .

The worman wal ked with a sinuous noverment to one of the heavily draped w ndows. She pul |l ed aside
the corded cloth.

Overhead, the sky was speckled with coldly winking stars. The cal m peace of the night apparently
stirred her to tigerish fury.

"The fool!" she said, venonously. "W're not safe until this Doc Savage is put out of the way!"
She nmoved back to one of the chairs.

"He had the greatest power in the world and he can’t get one man," she said in a low, brittle

tone. "And now what is he doing? Since the first night, | haven't been in on any of it!"
She crossed the roomand pulled a silken cord. Two dark-ski nned nen appeared froma rear room
"Tako," the woman said, commandingly, "I want you and Scov to find your master at once! Try the

river place, and if he isn't there he may be in the uptown apartnent. You are to bring himhere to
me. Under st and?"

"l understand," said the man addressed. "And if he doesn’'t want to cone?"

The worman smiled, but it only nade her nouth harder.

"You will bring himto ne," she repeated, softly. "I will wait no |onger!"

The two nen w t hdrew.

Sparks glinted in the wonan’s grayi sh-green eyes.

"After all," she nused aloud, "the creator of the killing ray is dead. He can never cone back.

Qur supply is al nobst inexhaustible. The secret of its originis |lost forever."

A GLASS clinked in another room The wonan arose and cl osed a pair of heavy doubl e doors. She
turned a key in the great brass | ock.

Crossing the room she cane to an al cove containing a case of books. It appeared to have been

built solidly into the structure of the house.

The worman gl anced at the draped w ndow. She touched a light switch and all but a single, dimeye
faded out.

The worman noved one book. The bookcase swung silently outward. Back of it appeared a solid steel
door. She whirled the knob of a conbination.

Alittle light showed in the vaulted space behind the door. This was high enough to admt the
woman’s figure.

There were a dozen piled cases. Each was about a foot long, and possibly four inches in width and
depth. They were like small caskets of a dull, lusterless netal. Each casket was fastened with
screwed steel clanps.

The woman’ s | ong fingers sought one of the clanps. She swiftly unscrewed the casket fastening.

The lid lifted. Under the raised top she could see the contents of the little casket. She lifted it.
The wei ght did not appear to be great. Not as if the queerly devised boxes contained jewels or other
treasure.

Yet the novenent of the woman’s hands was al nost caressing.

For perhaps two minutes, the wonman stood notionl ess. Her |ips noved w thout sound. \Whatever her

rut hl ess purpose, it no doubt involved the contents of the dull metal caskets.

As she stood thus, she could not see the key in the ponderous brass |ock of the double doors.

This key was turning slowy. In the roomat the rear of the house had sounded a nuffled blow. It had
been foll owed by a sighing noan.

The key was being turned so slowmy fromthe other side of the door, its novenent was al npst
imperceptible. But, as it caught the tunblers of the brass |lock, there was a sharp click.

Wthout waiting to screw down the clanp of the snall casket, the wonan sprang back into the room



The doubl e doors were swi nging back on silent hinges.

In the aperture appeared a noonlike face. The snall nouth was nerely a hol e above a thick, double
chin.

"You!" gasped the wonman. "What’'s happened? What are you doi ng here?"

WHEEZE MCGOVERN | eered at the wonman. His darting eyes had confirned his belief. She was al one.

H s gaze fell upon the open door of the steel vault.

"Perfect! Better—siss—than |'d hoped for!" he wheezed. "Now just don't nove!"

The worman was transfixed for an instant.

"Wher e—where is Var?" she stamered. "Wy

"Sent me to get ‘em" cut in Wieeze. "An' | see-siss—you were expectin nme!"

"No! No!" The woman gave a little gasp. "You' re lying! Var—

Her slim hand pushed at the vault door. It was heavy. Two other nen crowded the door behind
VWeeze. He rolled his fat body across the roomw th incredible speed.

One of the woman’s hands was caught and squeezed in the door she fought to close. \Weeze
McGovern' s pudgy fist struck her under one shell-like ear. The bl ow staggered her.

But with a furious hissing breath, she flung herself upon the stout figure of Var’s aide. Curved
fingers clawed at his face. The nails welted a bl oody track across its moon-shaped surface.

"l know what you're after!" the woman screaned. "I’'d been expecting it to happen! Ohers have
brains, if Var hasn't! But you'll never get them"

Wieeze snarled, and caught the wonan’s neck in a twi st of his heavy arm Disregarding her claw ng
fingers, he forced her body to the floor.

"You listen to me—si ss—an’ maybe we can get together on this!" he wheezed. "Wth the stuff we’ ve
got, we can have mllions!"

The worman was breathing rapidly. Her eyes w dened.

"Yes! |'d thought of that!" she said.

One hand was sneaking to the bosom of her dress.

"What would you do with then?" she added. "What do you think could be done?"

Wheeze McCGovern | aughed softly.

"What? Collect millions!" he gloated. "Wy, |'d make the big boys pay plenty! The time’'s ripe to
collect!"

He had relaxed his hold on the woman. She cane to her feet with the quickness of a cat. There was
a silvery, flashing glitter in her hand.

For all of his apparently clunmsy wei ght, Weeze | eaped aside with agile speed. He ripped out an
oath as the stiletto pierced the cloth of his coat and ripped a furrow along the flesh of his arm
"Wy, you-siss—hellcat!" he grunted. "If you d been only hal fway reasonabl e—nel | =

He was chopping out the words, even as his fingers closed on the wonman’s throat. H's strength
bent her downward and backward. He twisted the stiletto fromher hand with a brutal force that
cracked a bone in the wonan’s sl ender wist.

She tried to scream but the grip on her throat was inexorable. The face of chiseled marble
turned slowy a greenish hue. Wheeze threw her |inp body to one side.

"Take her, Snoke!" ordered Wheeze. "An’ tie her up plenty!"

He pushed into the vault. He rapped out a command to another nman. Weeze's hands trenbled a
little, as he started passing out the small caskets. Then he cane to the |ast one.

This was the dull metal box the woman had partly opened. The Iid was up a few inches in the screw
cl anp. Wheeze gazed at the contents of the casket.

"Not a bad idea," he nmuttered. "M ght as well leave it like it is."

WHEN al | the caskets were in the car standing in the driveway outside, \Weeze reéntered. The
woman’s slimbody lay in the cool, green depths of a seaweed rug.

Wth her hands tightly secured and her ankles | ashed to a heavy, shell-like chair, the woman was
powerl ess to nove. Across her nouth tape had been fixed.

"Not that it matters," grunted Weeze. "Wn't anybody be comn’ along this forsaken road. Nobody
but Var woul d have the idea, and that won’'t nean anything."

The worman’ s bosom was heavi ng convul sively. Her eyelids fluttered open. In the gray-green depths
of her orbs glowed killing hate. Weeze shivered and | ooked away.

Then he smled a little. He went into the big vault. Wen he came out, he had made sure the lid
of the one casket renmined open. He |l eft the heavy steel door slightly ajar. As he went out, he
pushed a button.

The oddly furnished roomwas plunged in darkness.

In the darkness, the bound woman was staring at the partly open door of the vault. None could see
the terror that had replaced all other enotion.

WHEEZE MCGOVERN S cl osely curtai ned sedan swung onto the main, paved hi ghway about a mle from
t he house hidden in the woods. For persons |eaving the scene of a crinme, the occupants of the car
seermed in no great haste.



Once the car speeded up, Wheeze laid his hand on the driver’s arm

"There isn’'t any grand rush," he cautioned. "Nobody's chasin’ us, and this is one of the

ti mes—si ss—we don’t want to be picked up by any speed cop. Take it easy."

The car proceeded at a sedate pace. It was a nmile up the concrete fromthe side road to the house
in the woods. Two or three cars had passed in the opposite direction. A couple had sped by toward
the city, where nyriad lights were reflected in the sky.

Anot her car, with weak headlights, appeared, neeting the sedan. The face of this driver was white
and strained. The car was a roadster, old and al nost paintless. The man was driving fast.

In the darkness, Wieeze and his nen could not distinguish the face. If they had, their controlled
speed toward the city m ght have been altered.

The driver of the roadster was the furtive, nysterious Scraggs.

Though Wheeze McGovern had not guessed the identity of the man in the roadster, it was apparent
Scraggs had recogni zed the other car. A short distance down the road the little car squealed to a
st op.

Turni ng, Scraggs was perhaps half a mle fromthe sedan. H's foot pressed the gas and he sped
toward it.

It being early evening, traffic fromthe city showed a dozen dancing headlights at the sane tine.
Three other cars passed Wheeze while Scraggs’s car was creeping up behind the sedan.

The driver of one of these cars also slowed down. Only a minute later, a big car whizzed by both
Scraggs and the sedan, conming fromthe rear.

Qut of the night, fromthe mdst of the blazing headlights, another |ight suddenly appeared. It
was bl ue and cold; The Cold Light. The happenings of the succeeding nonments were so fast, an
observer woul d have had no time to fix details in mnd.

Only it seened the Cold Light had been directed at Wheeze McGovern's big car. The blue-steel ray
must have mi ssed, for the sedan abruptly spurted ahead.

The |1 ong beam of the Cold Light shifted fromthe highway. The sender undoubtedly was seeking to
pi ck out \Wheeze. The knifelike ray laid a silver pathway that coul d have been seen for miles. But
for only a second. Perhaps only a fraction of that.

The Col d Li ght picked out the wooded area from whi ch Wheeze and his men had | ately energed.

The follow ng roaring explosion had the m ght of an unl eashed volcanic crater. Vivid blue flane
rushed through the trees toward the highway. An excavation the width of the East River was being
ripped across the formerly peaceful countryside.

For mles, the earth rocked and trenbl ed.

THE suction of the tremendous bl ast was so great that a dozen cars were caught in the fury of the
air stream They slid fromthe hi ghway, catapulting into the ditches. Two autonobiles were deposited
up in the edge of the field through which the lurid blue blaze had rushed.

The Cold Light was flicked off. Instantly, the tumult and fury of the main explosion died. Only
the reverberations and echoes renai ned.

At the scene of the apparent origin of the tearing explosion, when the first State police
arrived, was only an i mense crater. Here the woods and all the surrounding territory had been
gouged out to great depths. An area of nore than ten acres was a deep excavati on.

Not a stick or even the splinter of a tree remained. It was as if the house, with its exotically
furnished living room had never existed.

Though the Cold Light had deliberately sought out the sedan of Weeze McCGovern, the car had
escaped its direct force. Oher cars near by had hurtled fromthe highway.

Even before the tearing chaos of the explosion had begun to die down, globules of sweat were
poppi ng from Wheeze McGovern's forehead. Hi s double chin trenbled and shook.

"lt—siss—got her! Step-siss—eon it! No, wait!"

Ahead of the sedan, a closed car had turned over in the ditch. A woman was crawling froma

wi ndow. She was screanming. Blood ran froma cut on her forehead. One arm dangl ed.

VWeeze sprang fromthe car. The wonan npaned.

"Ch, ny son! Please, ny son's down in there!"

Weeze got down and pulled the inert figure of a boy fromthe crashed auto. The youth was
undoubt edly past all human ai d. Wheeze opened the rear door of the sedan and got the body inside.
Then he hel ped the woman get in. He foll owed.

"Now you can-si ss—step on it plenty!" he wheezed.

The sedan whirled cityward. The speed crept up past seventy niles an hour. Two notor cycle cops
flagged the car down.

"All hell’s busted | oose back there!" rapped Wheeze. "Maybe a dozen people killedl W' re getting
this woman and the boy to a hospital!"

The coppers saw five respectabl e-1o0oking citizens. The woman with the bl oody face was an

ar gument .

"Right!" assented one of the cops. "Hope you nmake it in time!"

The motor cycles sped on toward the scene of the expl osion.

The policenmen did not know when they passed a furtive figure behind the fence over in a field.



They did see a paint-less roadster upended on its nose.

The little man known as Scraggs crouched close to the yawni ng gash of the Cold Light expl osion.

Hi s | um nous eyes glowed with hatred. His tongue licked his thin lips with seem ng satisfaction, as
he | ooked toward the place where the house had been.

Chapter 22. SHADOW OF DEATH

DOC SAVAGE used a plane to arrive at the scene of the latest Cold Light explosion. He instructed
hi s conpanions to be on their guard and await his return to the hangar, before going to
headquarters.

Havoc wrought by the new bl ast was such as to have destroyed any further lead to the nysterious
Var. A Long |slander divulged the information that a woman with a nunber of servants had occupi ed
t he house.

The worman had been there only a short tine. The house had been privately built. Several hours’
check-up woul d be necessary to discover its owner.

Doc judged the Cold Light ray had been projected froman autonobile. The word of frightened

wi tnesses bore out this theory.

The bronze man spent no nore tinme here. He was convinced that a woman had di ed.

Returning to the Hudson River hangar, Doc announced, "W'll go first to headquarters, then have a
| ook at that penthouse west of Central Park where Monk was inprisoned. Var’'s nen might not use it
again, but there are sone things there | should examne. W will take the ex-neutralizers with us."
Reachi ng the skyscraper headquarters, the four nen ascended in the private, high-speed el evator.
In the foggy street behind them a tall shadow noved from a doorway. The man’s hat was pul | ed

low. H's eyes burned in the darkness.

Waiting until Doc and his conpanions had vani shed, the nan drew out a cigarette case. Gently, he

t apped the snoke on the silver box. He was watching the window of a tall building only a bl ock away.
G her windows in the row on that floor were |lighted. This one was distinguishable by its

darkness. But in its square, back space glowed for an instant a tiny light. It was as if a man had
just lighted a cigarette.

The man in the street was conputing the tine required for one of the regular skyscraper elevators
to reach the eighty-sixth floor. Unfamliar with Doc’s own speedy, private cage, the man had
loitered in the building | obby for sone tinme previously. He had made a careful check on the el evator
indicators. He was sure he had the |lifts timed to the second.

A full mnute passed, then seven seconds nore. The man flicked on his cigarette |ighter. He swing
it inthree small circles past his face. Then he stepped back into a doorway and applied the flane
to his own snoke.

H s next novenent was fast. Wth a bound, he crossed the pavenent and entered a | ow slung car.

The gears screaned protest. The driver took the first corner recklessly. The car gathered speed. A
red traffic |ight | oomed ahead.

The driver disregarded the signal, shooting across between a car and a truck. He heard a
policeman’s whistle, but he only smled. For he had timed everything to make sure he would be at a
sufficient distance. By the time the angered traffic cop overtook him if he did, he was sure the
pol i ceman woul d have sonething el se to take his attention.

DOC and his nen were a good three minutes ahead of the furtive man’s carefully plotted schedul e
when they reached the eighty-sixth floor.

The outer door leading into the recepti on room opened. Doc stepped inside. The bronze nan's eyes
went to the broken window. Hi s calculation and reaction was |ightning fast.

Doc glided to the inner door |eading to the | aboratory. The door opened.

Doc was carrying one of the ex-neutralizers. H s hands noved with incredible speed. The

el ectromagnetic ray laid its wall across one side of the big room

"Cover the other side, Long Tom" he directed. "W are about to entertain the Cold Light ray
again."

Before he had finished speaking, the Cold Light had sliced the | aboratory. The bl ue-steel ray cut
through the thick wall of the building as if it were a fog bank.

"Howl in' calamties!" grunted Monk. "That fella Var don’t seemto know when to quit!"

But the Cold Light was effectively bl ocked by the ex-neutralizer wall spreading its invisible fan
from Doc’s hands. Against this strange el ectromagnetic force it wavered and dissolved. It played
with weird effects across the retorts and polished spheres of the chem cal and el ectrical equi prment
"Hold it," said Doc, calmy. "Here, Mnk, take the box. W' ve had a visitor while we were gone.

If he had been able to replace that broken wi ndow, | fear, brothers, we now would have joined the
long list of Var's victins."

Wiile the Cold Light still played futilely against the invisible wall, Doc strode across the

| aboratory. Hi s eyes searched anong the clutter of tubes and gl asses on the | aboratory tables.
"Not anywhere here," he stated. "Keep the ex-neutralizers at work, even after the Cold Light

| eaves. He might think to surprise us and flash it back."

Doc’s surm se was correct. The Cold Light vanished. It was gone for a minute. The bronze nman



continued his search. Finally he shook his head.

"We've had a visitor," he said slowmy. "But he doesn't seemto have left a calling card."

The Col d Light came back for a second visit. Its play was briefer this time. Then it was sw tched
of f. Doc directed the ex-neutralizers be set to protect the | aboratory while they armed thensel ves.

HAM wal ked over to the laboratory sink. Inmrediately, he called out to the others.

"Quick! Get out before the water hits these things!"

He was scooping up the four globular "poison pills" and the two cubeli ke ones. The danpened area
fromthe dropping water was within an inch of touching the first of these. Ham had no doubt but that
a trap of deadly gas had been set for all of them

"Qur visitor had it figured too closely," said Ham "In another few m nutes, the place would have
been full of the gas, if that's what these things are intended to do. We arrived just a little ahead
of the killer’s schedule. Say! Scraggs knew where you put the poison pills!™"

Doc | ooked at the white pellets Iying in Hamis palm

"Yes," said Doc. "Vonier and Carberry also knew. The Cold Light m ght have been a diversion to

keep our mnds el sewhere. |I'Il take those pills, Ham W nust find Renny."

Doc’s assured manner inforned his nen he had arrived at sone definite conclusion which he was not
yet ready to divul ge.

Long Tomwas bending in front of the | eaden safe. H's nervous, long fingers were rubbing across

the door.

"Used the torch on this to get themout," he remarked. "Neat a job as | ever saw "

Doc wapped the pills in a silk handkerchi ef and placed themin his pocket.

DOC SAVAGE' S Intention to investigate the penthouse where Monk had whi pped a robot m ght have

been a great relief to Renny, if he could have known of it. For Renny was consci ous when he was
carried up a stairway. H's eyes and nmouth were taped, but sound and his sense of direction informed
hi m he was near Central Park.

Renny had counted floors while on an el evator.

"Holy cow " he grunted. "You wouldn’t think the boobs would be that dunb! It’'s the sanme pl ace

they had Monk, or |I'’mno judge of descriptions! This will be the first place Doc will make for!"
Renny’s el ation at the apparent dumbness of his captors was only short-lived. He was dunped
roughly into a room This was so small it seemed to be little nore than a narrow closet. Renny's

huge body required considerable room

The tape was suddenly and roughly torn fromhis eyes. Renny nunbled a bell ow of rage through his
seal ed |ips.

"Go on and how, big fellow" said a hard voice. "You'll be glad in a mnute we're letting you

| ook everything over!"

The man stepped back. Renny was amazed to di scover he was | ooking through a doorway where there
was no door. The sides of the frane were of gl eami ng copper strips. Renny had been placed far back
inthe little room He was perhaps ten feet fromthis nmetal -sided entrance.

The man who had spoken was standing with several others on the rug of a curiously painted room
The wal |l s were of aquanarine. Renny stared at the opposite side.

Monk’s story of the netal man he had ripped apart was proved. A glass door had been shattered. An
arm ess, broken robot stood in the roomback of the smashed entrance.

Renny stared at one of the weird oil paintings. It was that of the half-crab, half-human figure
depicted as arising fromthe coral -strewn bottom of the sea.

So this was the picture on one of the colored plates in Vonier's little book? Renny wondered how
Doc had cone upon that angle of Vonier’'s activities.

RENNY was sitting now, with his back propped against the back wall of the closetlike room He
| ooked sharply at the nmen outside. He judged that Var was not anpbng those present.
One of the nen said, "And right now, big fellow, you're figuring how you mght roll yourself

outta that nice, little cell. Wll, just in case you try it, I'll give you something to think
about ! "

The man was at |east six or seven feet distant fromthe copper-plated entrance. He wal ked over to
the far wall, threw an electric switch and returned. In his hand he held an ordinary wal ki ng stick

with a thick, rubber tip.

He reached with the cane and pressed on the rug several feet fromthe copper doorway. Instantly,
there cane a w cked crackling. An electrical current of high voltage | eaped across the space of the
entrance. It played with vivid flashes.

"You'll notice it’'s the works," said the man with the cane. "And if ny foot or your foot were
where this cane is, there’'d be nothing left but to bring on the lilies. Now, big fellow, it’'s about
six feet fromwhere you are to the doorway. The plate on your side starts only a few inches from
where you're sitting."

Renny coul d see he was hopel essly trapped. Hs nmind | eaped to another angle of the ingenious

death trap. Had Var’'s nonstrous crew thought of that? He wasn’t left |long in doubt.



"And now," continued his tormentor, "we will |eave you. No doubt, your brainy chief will think of

this penthouse. He'll figure we wouldn’t be dunb enough to cone back here after your ape-faced
partner escaped. But he'll want to have a | ook, anyway."

Renny tried his nuscles against the nmultiple cords.

"So, Doc Savage will be along presently," the man went on. "W won't be visible, but we'll be

close by. Naturally, he'll nmake a hunt for you. Probably won't believe you' re here until he sees you
inthis closet. That will be pretty.

"There you are. You can't talk or nove. You can only use your eyes. We'll leave a light on, so

you can’t be missed. No doubt, the smart Doc Savage will inmmedi ately suspect the copper doorway is a

trap. But he can’'t know how far the plates reach under the rug.

"So your chief will walk up close enough to inspect the device." The nman used the cane

agai n—Li ke this!"

The wal ki ng stick was sheathed with netal. The rubber tip had been worn thinner than the man

using it had noticed. A blue electrical spark suddenly played along the cane. It withed and twi sted
around the man’ s hand.

Wth an oath frozen on his lips, the victimsucceeded in heaving hinself free. He rolled to the
floor, cursing wildly. Renny detected the odor of scorched skin and flesh.

The man got to his feet, his body shaking. He rubbed his burned hand. H's face was white.

Chapter 23. DEATH THREATENS DOC

RENNY could only stare at the fiendish trap. His tornentor had presented only facts. Even Doc

coul d have no reason to suspect other than that the doorway itself was highly charged. Renny groaned
under the gagging tape. He hoped Doc and the others would believe it useless to visit the penthouse
where Monk had been hel d.

But at this nonent, four figures were energing fromthe skylight of a roof less than half a block
fromthe penthouse.

"So up here’s where you chewed up an arnored robot?" grinned Ham maliciously at Monk. "And it
didn't seemto nake even a dent in that prognathous jaw "

"Dag-gone it!" squeaked Monk. "I1'Ill bet that's an insult!"

Doc cautioned silence. Long Tomwas followi ng himclosely, as they kept near the coping walls
along the street side of the roofs. Long Tomwas carrying one of the ex-neutralizers and Monk was
burdened with the other.

Doc expected to find the penthouse deserted. He reached the shelter of a chimey where he could
see the structure rearing above the apartnent house roof. To his surprise, the windows of the

pent house gl owed with nmellow |light.

Directing the others to keep back in the shelter of the shadows, the bronze nman glided forward.

In the vague light his nmovenent could hardly be detected, so swiftly he noved from one shadow to
anot her.

Doc flattened hinself beside one of the wi ndows. He was | ooking into the roomw th vivid bl ue
paintings. He saw the illustration about which Mnk had exclained in Vonier’'s book.

He saw anot her painting. The sane figures had been in Vonier’s book. It |ooked as if the author
had caused the roomto be created. The bronze man considered the relation of this roomto the
enoti onl ess explorer.

Doc was using one thunb against the wi ndow casing. Wth only the pressure of this, he was slowy
rai sing the sash.

The roomwas in confusion. The drawers of a desk had been pulled out. A few papers were strewn on
the floor. There was other evidence that several persons had taken a hasty departure. A door which
apparently led to a stairway was partly open. A man’s hat and one glove lay on the floor near this
exit.

A bottle of ink had been spilled on the expensive rug. It was |ogical the Var nen m ght have fled
hastily after Mnk’s escape.

Though a ni ght had passed, if no person had visited the penthouse, it was not unreasonable to
suppose the lights mght have burned all day. Doc’s instinctive senses put himon guard.

One bronzed hand gestured his conpanions to stay back. He eased hinself into the room

DOC S figure was fully revealed. He judged if this were a trap, the tine had cone for it to be
sprung. Not hi ng happened.

The bronze man studied the narine paintings intently. Froman inner pocket, he brought out

Vonier’s thin book. After a brief conparison, he nodded. From another pocket canme another book. This
second volume was not illustrated. It was a | eather-bound volunme. But its text was printed in bright
bl ue ink.

Looking at the picture of the half-crab, half-human figure, Doc started readi ng the acconpanying
text, when, fromacross the room canme a nuffled, guttural sound as if sone one were strangling. Doc
sought its source. He saw the closet-like roominto which Renny had been crowded.

H s keen eyes saw the engineer’s hunched figure. Though bound hand and foot, his nouth taped,

Renny was goi ng through queer contortions. Doc strode across the |arger room



Now he coul d see Renny's position nore clearly. The big man's eyes were blinking rapidly. H's
head shook violently. He was trying to warn Doc of sonething.

The bronze man noved cl oser. He was only about eight feet fromthe doorway. Renny npaned under
the tape. He reared to his heels. He lunged forward, heaving his big body directly toward the
conceal ed death pl ates.

In his loyalty to the bronze man, the giant engi neer counted his own life a slight sacrifice. If
he could only strike the hidden peril in such manner as to prevent Doc Savage bei ng el ectrocuted,
Renny felt it would be nuch nore than worth the price.

Instinct devel oped in many situations of extreme danger, brought instant understanding to Doc. As
Renny hurled hinself toward the doorway, Doc’s own springy body left the floor.

The al nost sinul taneous action of the two men carried their |eaping bodies clear of the floor.
They were, for the nonment, as agile and fast as two great apes of the jungle. Two bodi es cannot
remai n suspended for nore than the fraction of a second. Renny, knowing the truth, groaned deeply in
m d-air. He had acconplished nothing. Doc would die along with him The striking of their weight
woul d neke the fatal contact.

MONK, as ever venturing beyond where he had been instructed to go, had reached the w ndow opened

by Doc. He had watched the bronze man as he paused in the face of danger to read a book, exam ne the
pai ntings.

Now he witnessed the inexplicable action of his chief. Mnk could not possibly reach either of

the flying figures. To his awe-struck senses it seemed as if the bronze man and Renny were bent upon
anni hilating each other. The purpose of this, Mnk could not fathom

H's own instinct told himthis was his cue to do sonething. It was not within human possibility

to reach either of the nen. Monk did the next possible thing. He had no conception of what it would
acconpl i sh.

The ex-neutralizer box was in his hands. Mnk flicked the switch. The focusing slot of the
invisible wall was pointed directly at the copper-lined doorway.

Renny and Doc collided in md-air. Big as he was, the breath hissed from Renny’s lungs. He strove
to nmake his weight hurl Doc backward.

They dropped together upon the rug between the deadly copper plates. There was a lurid, blinding
flash of high-frequency current. Like the bursting of a freakish floating ball of |ightning, the
side of the roomwhere the switch was conceal ed expl oded in blue snoke and yell ow fl ane.

Renny and Doc rolled over together. Renny's breath was gone. H's ankles and his wists were still
tightly bound. He had | eaped with the propelling force of his corded | eg nuscles. Doc’s quick hand
pul l ed the tape fromthe engi neer’s nouth.

"Holy cow, Doc!" Renny gasped, as darkness enfolded them "Are we dead?"

“I"'mall right," replied Doc, bounding to his feet. "W'Il renove these cords. W're due to have
visitors."

Monk stood for a nonent in petrified silence. As yet, he hardly realized what he had done. Then

he heard Renny and Doc speaki ng, and the apelike engi neer exhaled a mighty breath of relief.

"Howl in' calamties!" he grunted. "Sonethin’ sure busted sonmethin'!"

The sonething had been the invisible wall of the ex-neutralizer. Before either Doc or Renny had

hit the conceal ed plates intended for the bronze man's el ectrocution, the el ectromagnetic ray had
flashed through the cl oset doorway.

The invisible wall had the effect of interposing an insulating, non-conducting elenment in the

space across which the high-voltage current would have junped. This intangible, yet powerful, force
had cut the circuit in such a manner as to short circuit the high-powered wires at the hidden

swi t chboard.

Fuses and a part of the board had gone out. Wth these went the house lights. The strange room
with its aquanmarine paintings was instantly a dark cavern.

EVEN as Doc’s fast hands were slitting the cords off Renny, nmen were pouring into the room

"It didn't get ‘em" snarled a voice. "I heard them speak! W can't take chances now Let ‘em

have it!"

The bronze man’s shoul der struck Renny and heaved himfar to one side. They rolled to the far

wal | on the deep rug.

Hal f a dozen flashes mingled with the vicious, whiplike crackling of silenced pistols. Leaden

slugs were ripping into the copper-sheathed door frane.

The bronze man was hol di ng one of the anaesthetic gas capsul es.

The gas capsul e woul d have rendered any nunber of nmen hel pless. But Var’'s force was strong. Doc
divined that not all were in the room Before Renny and he could nmake their way out, Renny m ght be
hit by the gas. The engi neer was not capable of holding his breath half as |ong as Doc.

More bullets were being poured across the room Doc felt the searing touch of one across his

neck. Renny grunted. A slug was buried in his shoulder. The bronze man caught Renny and nade anot her
gliding change of base.

There canme the sound of crashing bl ows. Mnk was shouting.



"I"l1l pulverize y' for that!"

"Look out!" warned one of Var’'s nmen. "There's another one here—=

The speech was sliced off with the cracking, splintering inmpact of a blow. A box was shattered

Monk had swung the ex-neutralizer box as a weapon. The man who had spoken, and another man

crashed down in the darkness. The unexpected | andi ng of the apelike chem st into their mdst was the
begi nning of a frenzied battle

Var’'s men were striking each other in an effort to put their unseen foe out of business. Mnk’'s

long arnms reached out and enfolded victimafter victim Wen he drove themtogether, sone heads were
irreparably damaged. Others were nmerely knocked sensel ess

Var’s nen had ceased shooting. They were so tangled and scattered by Moink’s steamroller attack

as to lose all sense of direction. Those still on their feet could see only the dimsquare of |ight
coming frombelow It marked the secret stairway fromthe penthouse

A few of Monk’s victins were breathing heavily fromthe floor. Then Renny let out a bellow

"Stop it, Mnk! You wanta break ny neck!"

Renny heaved once. He was nore than a match for the apelike Mnk. The chenist snmashed into one of
the oil paintings. There was nonentary silence

THE whol e battl e had taken up |l ess than two mnutes. Doc’s pencil of light fromhis generator
flash picked out eight nen huddl ed on the floor. The bronze nman gave several faces a brief study
"The only way, brothers, we can help these nen is to renove the tenptation that drew theminto
this," Doc stated. "They're men of brains. Surgical treatment would do them no good. Renove the
power of Var and they' |l return to their professions.”

The sound of the retreating survivors of the encounter was dying out

"There's only one thing here we want," Doc stated. Using the flashlight, he slit one of the oi
paintings free fromthe wall with swift strokes of a knife. It was the picture of the half-crab
hal f-human form The oil work was on canvas, secured by its edges to the wall of the room

Then Doc said, "It's strange, Long Tom and Ham aren't here. They nust have heard the shooting."
The three nmen hurried through the open window to the roof. Doc called out. Neither Ham nor Long
Tomreplied

The bronze man | ed the way, gliding over a roof coping. Three bodies were |ying near an open
skylight. It was quickly reveal ed that none of the three was Ham or Long Tom

Bendi ng over one of the bodies, Doc pointed out, "Hanis sword got him"

The unconsci ous nman’s cheek had been pierced by the keen point of Hanis cane sword bl ade. The
anaesthetic drug had done its work. The sane treatnment had been parcel ed out to the other two.
Exam nation showed the skylight of this roof had been snashed. There was a snall pool of bl ood
near by.

Excited voices were comng up fromthe floor below. Doc | ed Monk and Renny in a swift descent
Pani cky residents of the apartment house were pouring into the hallways.

Doc quickly I earned a nunber of nen had tranped through the upper corridor. They had pushed their
way to the roof. One man had heard the scuffling noises of a fight

"Then they canme tunbling back down!" this man said. "They were carrying one nman! He had a canera
box in his hands! They had handcuffs on another nman! He | ooked |ike a gentlenman! Funny! Conme to
think of it, all of themlooked |ike gentlenen!"

"The other ex-neutralizer!" groaned Renny. "That |ays us w de open to the Cold Light ray, doesn't
it, Doc?—since Mnk smashed our other ex-neutralizer in the fight."

"We'll not worry too rmuch about that," said Doc, quietly. "W’ ve first got to find Ham and Long
Tom Cone on, brothers. | have a feeling we shall have visitors very soon at headquarters."

Chapter 24. THREE VI SI TORS

THE visitors to Doc Savage's headquarters nunbered three. The explorer, Vonier, was the first

Doc noted that throughout all of the crowded events of the past forty-eight hours, the explorer’s
fixed expression of cold detachnent had not varied

Voni er drew the bronze man quickly to one side

"Just in case sonething happens we can’t control, |1'd like you to know one or two facts that

m ght help you," he offered. "This Cold Light, or the destructive force it represents, contains one
elenent to be found only at the greatest depths to which man has ever descended in the ocean."

The explorer’s smle gave hima derisive, cynical |ook

"I"d guessed that," Doc replied, quietly. "I got the hint of it directly froma book."

Voni er started perceptibly. H s intense blue eyes becane |like sword thrusts

"Yes?" he said. "Froma book? You' ve known then that | knew?"

"Coul d hardly avoid that," said Doc, "seeing you wote the book."

"Marvel ous!" murmured Vonier. "For the past two days and nights, you haven't slept. You ve been
threatened by death from many directions. Yet during that tinme you ve read a book."

"Two books, to be exact," smled the bronze nman. "They are oddly alike in many parts, though

others are dissimlar. By the way, Vonier, do you count artistic conception anong your other varied
acconpl i shment s?"



Vonier's reply was surprisingly direct, defiant.

"No," he said. "I"'mnot an artist. | didn't paint the pictures in the penthouse, if that’'s what
you nean? Now you'll be asking—

"Well, yes," interrupted Doc. "Were have you been during the day, and thus far to-night?"

"Many places. And al one nostly. |’ve been very busy."

"l judged you had," said Doc. "So you haven't been much confort to Carberry. | imagined he would
stick by you."

"Carberry had several phone calls," Vonier stated. "He went away to attend to sone inportant

busi ness. He was still greatly scared, but he said he would nmeet me here to-night." Just then, the

headquarters had a visitor. It was the financier, Carberry.

CARBERRY' S first words were, "I hear there' s been another big explosion. |'malnost afraid to
wal k in the streets. |’ve called the police conm ssioner and asked for a special police bodyguard. |
think he'Il be sending themup here."

"W will give you all the protection possible," Doc stated. "W enpl oy our own nethods, and call
upon the police only when some nmatter should be brought to their attention.”

"l ndeed—wel | -you see—Savage, |'mterribly sorry," stammered Carberry. "1'Il call the conm ssioner
at once. | feel safer with you than | would with a squad of coppers. Let me have—=

"Never mind," interjected Doc. "l’'ve been in touch with the conm ssioner. He told ne of your
request. |’'ve already instructed himnot to send his nmen. The conmi ssioner hinself is paying us a
visit in a few mnutes."

"Ch, that’'s all right then," nunbled the financier. "l suppose then you' ve turned those poison
pills over to hinP"

"No," stated Doc. "I shall analyze themnyself. Sone one tried releasing the poison gas to trap
us, so |I'mcarrying the pills with nme."

Car berry gasped.

"Carrying themw th you, Savage?" H s protruding eyes rolled. "Don't you fear—well, mghtn't
sonet hi ng happen?"

The imredi ate entrance of the police conm ssioner interrupted Doc from giving an answer.

The police conmm ssioner was a stocky, red-faced man. For good reasons, involving countless past
services, his faith in Doc Savage was boundl ess.

He had net both Vonier and Carberry. Wiile he did not ignore the inportance of the financier or
the cause of his fear of death, the conm ssioner’s attitude was abrupt.

After all, though he was a world figure, Carberry was but one individual. The safety of mllions
had now been in the bal ance for two days and two nights.

"W’ ve got those men from the penthouse,” the conm ssioner announced. "W’ ve been checking. Not
one has ever been nugged. We find they are doctors, professors and the like of that. Only two have
any kind of records. W believe they have been international spies in Europe."

Doc nodded. This confirned his quick analysis in the penthouse. None of these nen had the kind of
brains requiring the usual treatment for the reformati on of crooks.

Carberry arose. His terror seened to be returning in force.

"l just renenbered,"” he said. "I think | should go out and put in a call to Ms. Carberry. | want
to know she is still safe.”

"You could call fromhere," suggested Doc.

"Wait a minute," interrupted the conm ssioner. "I think M. Carberry should stay with us. In

fact, all of us have sonething we ought to do at once. |’'ve a dozen carl oads of nen on the way, but

| cane directly because | have to adnmit |I'mafraid they can't stop this one."

"Holy cow" nmuttered Renny. "Aren't things never goin’ to quiet down?"

"We haven’'t any clue to your two nmen, M. Savage," the conm ssioner went on. "But we have a
phoned report that the Hudson River warehouse where you keep your planes is to be the next spot
visited by the Cold Light."

"WE nust proceed to the hangar at once," Doc stated. "We'l| have to do what we can to get the
enpl oyees to safety. Some of the workers are too loyal to flee fromany danger."

"l know," said the commissioner. "W tried warning them by phone."

"Get out the extra bulletproof vests," Doc instructed. "Conm ssioner, you and the others need the
protection. | believe this is much nore involved than a nere threat to destroy the hangar. It is a
del i berate schene to have us go out there."

"If you think it is a trap— began the comm ssioner.

"We shall go," said Doc, quietly. "Perhaps Vonier and Carberry would rather remain here."
"Wouldn't miss it for a mllion," Vonier said, pronptly.

"l wouldn't feel safe anywhere but with you, Doc Savage," declared Carberry.

Doc was hol ding an extra bul |l et proof vest in his hands.

"We've all got our vests, Doc," said Mnk. "Wy are you taking that one?"

A thin voice interrupted fromthe doorway of the outer office.

"Your Hudson River hangar is the next place Var intends to hit, Doc Savage."



Scraggs was standing there. His thin face was gray

"l have been expecting you," replied Doc. "This vest is too big for you, but you will be wise to
put it on."

Scraggs’ s sunken eyes were staring now at Carberry, much the sane as he had | ooked at Vonier a
few hours previously

Wth Ham and Long Tom mi ssing, there was anple roomfor the four extra nen in Doc’s arnored car
The bronze man sent the motor at high speed across town.

ALL streets in the vicinity of the hangar were deserted. The conmi ssioner had caused police |ines
to be drawn several blocks fromthe innocent-appearing ol d warehouse

Thi s buil di ng housed Doc Savage's latest in planes, his dirigible and two types of subnarines

As they passed the final police line, Doc glanced at Vonier, Carberry and Scraggs

"I woul d suggest you |eave us here. | will go ahead with nmy nen and have the watchman and the
other men get out."

"I'd prefer to be in at the finish," remarked Vonier, crisply. "lI’ve a funny hunch this will be
sone sort of a showdown."

"I +—wouldn’t want to stay here alone," Carberry quavered. "I nmean with the police. 1'd like to
go along."

"I'"mseeing this through," cane the positive voice of Scraggs

Doc never wasted words in argunment. The strangely natched pair, the explorer and the financier
had made their own choice. |If they could have seen Doc's flaky-gold eyes at the nonent, they would
have guessed the bronze man was not ignoring their safety as nuch as it seened

For Doc Savage had arrived at a direct conclusion with regard to the Cold Light ray and its

expl osive effect. By sinple elimnation of certain facts, he had reached the point of know ng nuch
nore than the nmen acconpanyi ng hi m woul d have believed

Doc was convinced there would be an expl osi on

But right now, he was equally sure he had di scovered the neans of controlling the blast and its
effect. And he had no intention of seeing the hangar destroyed

The police lines took in a half circle about a half mle distant fromthe warehouse hangar. Mre
than five hundred coppers, all heavily armed and instructed to permt no one to pass, fornmed the
guarding ring. Police patrol |aunches guarded the river side

The coppers | ooked apprehensively at the dark canyons of near-by deserted streets close to the
hangar. The round-up had been made

But this had not included buildings which seened vacant. In the |ower part of another old

war ehouse were four autonobiles. Each of these cars carried eight or ten nen

Doc swung the car in front of the hangar. He regularly enployed a crew of a dozen mechani cs and
ot hers

Entering the hangar, Doc ordered all his enployees to depart fromwhat he considered the danger
zone surroundi ng the hangar. Al excepting one mechanic

"The rest of you wait here," Doc instructed his conmpanions. "I'’msending up a plane. It’'s just an
idea that canme to ne."

"You nean, you're going up?" queried Carberry.

"Rather a big chance to take, isn't it, Savage?" came from Vonier." Renenber what happened to the
Red Arrow ship, or would have if it hadn't been for you?"

"No, | won't be going up," said Doc. "Just the plane."

Acconpani ed by the nechanic, the bronze nman quickly noved one of the anphibian planes. The little
ship was equi pped with a radio-controlling robot. But unlike the plane in which Doc had been sent
out over the ocean, this ship had alternative hand controls

The radi o-robot could be cut off at any time by a pilot in the ship. He then could handl e the

pl ane in the usual manner

THE pol i ce commi ssioner went back with the departing hangar enpl oyees to issue further
instructions to his police lines

Renny and Monk started an i nmedi ate prowl of the building. Apparently, no one remnained. Vonier
and Carberry were left standing together. Carberry, especially, seened to prefer being where the
Iight was brightest.

Scraggs gl anced furtively around. Then he vani shed with the quick novenent of a scuttling smal
ani mal

Carberry remarked to Vonier, "Savage seens invincible

Not hing gets by him But I'mafraid this tine he hasn’t nuch of an idea what nakes the Cold

Li ght."

Vonier smled thinly at the financier

He said, "To put Doc Savage out of the running, you' d have to get inside his nmind. For exanple
right in the mddle of this turnpbil and threats, he stops to read a book."

Carberry's eyes protruded nore than ever

"Read a book?" he queried. "Wat book?"



"Ch, the little thing I did on nmarine energy," replied Vonier, lightly. "Perhaps he thought he
had sonething there."

From t he near-by warehouse, nen were noving. They were keeping in deep shadows. Doc Savage had
ordered roof and river landing lights of his hangar on at their brightest. Carberry and Vonier
remai ned near the open street door.

IN a nearer shadow inside the hangar, Scraggs was noving to conceal nent. He watched intently as
Doc Savage and the nechanic got the small plane into its dockage ready for a take-off fromthe broad
river. Scraggs watched until he saw the man of bronze clinb into the plane’s cabin.

The mechanic wound up the inertia starter. Apparently, it was Doc’s hand on the throttle. The
bronze man revved the notor with a warm ng burst. He remained in the cabin several mnutes. Then he
idled the motor and energed.

"We'll leave it idle," the bronze man stated. "I’'Il give it the gun with the radio controls when
1" mready."

Wth the nmechani ¢ beside him Doc started back across the hangar. Sudden shouts, harsh oaths and
the sound of blows broke fromthe vicinity of the street door of the warehouse.

Doc glided into a run. The nechanic was close at his heels.

Hal f a dozen nen swooped into the |ight where Carberry and Voni er were standing. A blow sent the
explorer to his knees. Two nen had seized his arns. He was being propelled toward the shadows.
Carberry was putting up a stiff fight.

Though a man of slight weight, the financier was surprisingly effective. Nor, now that he was in
physi cal conbat, did he seem afraid.

Wth catlike novenents, Carberry had di sposed of two of his attackers before Doc and the mechanic
could make it hal fway across the floor. Another man seized the financier, only to go sonmersaul ting
over Carberry’'s head.

But nore nen were pouring into the building. Carberry saw them com ng. Suddenly, his nerve seened
to desert him The financier turned and darted across the inside of the warehouse.

Voni er had shaken off his two attackers. To Doc’s anmmzenent, the explorer also took to his heels.
He ran after Carberry.

Renny and Monk cane bursting from behind a plane. There were now nore than a score of nen. They
had started to pursue Carberry and Vonier.

RENNY’ S sl edge- hammer fists di sposed of four nen in quick order. Mnk whooped shrilly and his

long arns flailed a disconcerting broadsi de of knuckles and el bows into the | eaders of the rush to
grab Carberry.

Then a pistol flashed, and another.

"Let ‘em have it!" wheezed a high voice. "Look out! Here's Doc Savage hinself!"

Over the armof the noon-faced man with the rathole in the mddle of his countenance for a nouth
appeared the snout of a machine gun. He turned it directly upon the bronze man.

Any one | ooking on woul d have sworn Doc nerely sidestepped the stream of slugs w thout great
effort. The fact was, Doc’s reactions under a pointed weapon were a split-second ahead of the
gunman’s trigger finger.

Weeze McGovern cursed, and sought to bring the machine gun directly upon the slithering figure

of the bronze man. The nechanic groaned with pain and sank to the ground. Some of the bullets had
got himin the stomach.

Doc became a noving streak, hurtling hinself straight upon Wheeze and his crackling gun. Wth all
his massive wei ght, he dived under the tearing streak of death. One shoul der struck Weeze' s stubby
| egs.

There was a sharp crack. Doc ramred his head upward. Wth one | eg broken and all the breath gone
from his body, \Weeze dropped his weapon.

As Doc cane to his feet, he saw that Renny and Monk were being overwhel ned by nunbers. Renny was
handi capped already by having a bullet in one shoulder as the result of the penthouse battle. Now he
had a furrow across one tenple and he was staggering groggily.

Monk cracked the heads of two men together, his favorite pastime. Then he sprang to Renny’s

assi stance. A pistol butt crashed down on the chem st’s head and sent himto his knees.

DOC SAVAGE expl oded suddenly in the midst of the attackers. His arrival had about the sane effect

as a cyclone ripping through a field of dry corn.

Doc’ s iron knuckl es played at the ends of his corded arms with a speed too fast for the human eye
to follow. Wen his knuckl es | anded, one nan stayed down.

Though there had been sonme shooting, the invaders of the warehouse were now too closely packed to
use their pistols. Nor did Doc or his nmen attenpt the use of weapons. In the bright light it was

nel ée for fists and nuscl es.

A group of six men remained on their feet. Seeing their |eader, Weeze MGovern, was out, they
started a retreat. As they withdrew, two men drew their pistols. They now had a free play at Doc and
his two conpani ons.



They snarled hard | aughs as they ained the guns.

Two figures cane lithely fromthe street outside. They were dishevel ed objects. Cords still
trailed fromthe | egs of one. Handcuffs held the wists of both men. The m stake of Wheeze M CGovern
had been that he had not manacled the nmen’s hands behind them

Long Tomwas a slight specinen of manhood. He | ooked frail conpared to any other of Doc’s nen.
But he coul d nake the average man very sick indeed in a fistic encounter.

This time, Long Tom had an advantage. He swung the heavy handcuffs in sweeping arcs. Two nen were
mowed down with bl eeding heads.

Ham the lawer, was quick as light. His favorite weapon was his trusty sword bl ade. Lacking
this, the steel handcuffs seened to serve very well. The manacl es crashed on three heads before the
men coul d get thensel ves set.

Al nost abruptly, there were only four or five men left of the gang, and these were running toward
the street.

"They won’t find the cars they're looking for!" panted Ham "Long Tomtore out their ignition
wirel"

Doc was starting toward the door of the lighted radio control room

"Keep an eye on all of these nmen," he instructed. "You needn't trouble about the one with the
machi ne gun. He has serious trouble with his legs."

Doc was in the door of the control room A slimfigure ran past the edge of the lighted area.

The running man was Scraggs. He vanished in the direction Carberry and Voni er had taken. Neither
the explorer nor the financier had reappeared, although all pursuit was definitely ended.

Doc stood before the radio controls. He closed a switch. In its take-off dock, the notor of his
smal |l plane roared on fuller throttle.

The bronze man’s hand noved over to the inpulse that would control the take-off. H s hand never
reached it.

The little ship suddenly lifted its tail and noved out upon the river. Gathering speed, its nose
lifted under an expert hand.

Sorme one was in the radio-controlled plane. It was being zoomed into the air in the direction of
the ocean by a human hand.

Doc’s eyes held little golden whirlw nds of Iight.

He knew the nystery pilot of the zoom ng plane believed himstill to be carrying the "poison
pills" in his pocket.

Chapter 25. THE RUNAVAY PLANE

THE police conmm ssioner was in the doorway of the radio control room He stared at Doc Savage.
Doc’s feet were braced wi de apart. He was | ooking up at the sky through the observation w ndow.
"You're sending up a plane with the radi o robot?" questioned the commi ssioner. "Wat’'s the idea,
M. Savage?"

"It was ny idea to send up a plane with the radio," stated Doc, tersely. "Now, it’'s another idea
al together, and | don't know but it’'s a good one."

Renny appeared beside the conm ssioner. He was nopping blood fromhis |ong, solemm face.

"Holy cow, Doc!" he exclainmed. "I thought all the time that skull-faced explorer woul d bear
wat ching. He's in that plane! | saw himrun over that way."

Ham pushed his way in.

"You' re wong, Renny, this tine," he interposed. "It's that ratty little fellow Scraggs. | was

wat chi ng hi m nmaki ng for the plane when Doc cane in here. He's nmaking a get-away!"

Doc smiled a little.

"Time will tell us that, and it won't be such a long tinme either," he said. "Has Carberry
returned?”

"Not him" supplied Monk. "The last | saw of himhe was high tailin’ for the police lines!"

Doc was watching the riding lights of the small plane. The ship had been sent steadily upward. It
was nearly two miles high and its lights had faded in the fog. Only the thin drone of its notor
coul d be heard.

"Hope he stays that far up," said Doc, crisply. "Just the sane, |'d advise all of you to get back
toward the police lines. | could switch off the hangar lights, but 1'd rather have hi mconme back
over the river than try |landing some other place."

"Why? Do you think he'll come back?" said the conmi ssioner, doubtfully. "I think whoever it is,

he’s making his get-away. He'll probably |and sonmewhere up or down the coast. |I'I|l get to one of the

cars and send in a radio warning to be on the | ookout for him"
"That will hardly be necessary," smled Doc.

THE ot hers obeyed the suggestion. They |istened. They heard nothing. Only Doc’s keenly tuned
auditory nerves had detected the thrunmm ng of the plane’'s notor grow ng steadily | ouder.

In fact, Doc was the only one anong them who had not |ost the vibration altogether. Even at its
farthest point away, the bronze man had judged the plane to be nearly two mles high and still
cli mbi ng.



The enignatic snmile deepened across Doc’s bronze jaws.

He al one knew that the mysterious pilot of the runaway pl ane was expecting to hurl destruction
upon the warehouse hangar. That the man at the controls was Var hinself

Var, at this instant, was sure he had the nmeans of striking one mighty blow. A blow that would
not only wi pe out Doc’s hangar, but end the lives of all of Doc’s men and the police comm ssioner
Moreover, Doc was now sure that Var’'s own men had turned upon him He could read only one answer
to the attack of Wieeze M Govern

McGovern, Var’'s chief aide, had nade an effort to steal the Cold Light gun. He | acked only this
to conplete the conbination that woul d make himthe master of the shattering annihil ator

Once in possession of the gun, Wheeze McCGovern had planned to enbark on a career of crime with
his own sel ected conpani ons. They had seen the chance to extort mllions fromfear-crazed
mllionaires

Doc was sure Weeze McGovern never would obtain that gun. Its owner was flying high, high in the
sky over the man he nost feared and hat ed—bPoc Savage and his four valiant conpani ons

By a change of wind, the others now could hear the increasing beat of the plane's propeller
"Making for sonme inland field," said the conm ssioner. "He's taking on altitude, thinking we'l
have planes after him"

"He's taking on altitude," replied Doc, "but not through fear of any other plane. He believes
he’'s putting hinmself far enough up to be beyond the danger of his own deviltry."

"l don't understand— the commi ssi oner began

His words were lost in a shattering explosion. Only Doc had seen that instantaneous flash of the
Cold Light ray. It was no nore than the thousandth part of a second. For the Cold Light had no
distance to travel to reach its objective

A lurid cloud of blue flane spread across the heavens. Its weird illum nation nade all faces in
the group seem pockmarked and gray. |ndeed, the face of the conm ssioner was a chal ky gray.

The blue cloud was only a nonentary flash that |ighted the sky fromhorizon to horizon. The bl ast
was |ike the inpact of a battleship broadside

The air about the group in the warehouse chilled. Al of the hangar lights went out as if a
master switch had been pulled

Then the silence was so conpl ete each man thought his eardrums had been hopel essly shattered
Doc’s radio plane had totally dissolved, as if it had never been. Fromthe |lack of any tiny bit
of falling weckage, it was conceivable that the terrible, close-up force of the Cold Light

expl osion had disintegrated the ship into all of its conmponent atomns.

And with the ship, the man whose ghostly voi ce had announced, "I AMVAR "

RENNY was the first to find speech

"Bl azes!" he muttered, hoarsely. "So that's the last of our friend, Vonier!"

Ham found his voi ce and spoke in the darkness

"That rat Scraggs, you nean!" he rapped out

Two voi ces murnured close by. Footsteps approached sl owy.

"Who is speaking of us?" inquired the calmvoice of the explorer. "W're here to talk for

oursel ves. "

The eyes of Vonier were like bits of shiny blue glass against the light. Beside himwas the thin
shanmbling figure of the little man, Scraggs

"l rather thought you woul d be around sonewhere," said Doc Savage, quietly. "I admt | was quite
a bit mxed up for a while. But after | discovered Carberry had witten his book on the cellular
origin of the human species fromoil paintings he had copied fromyour book, Vonier, | made sone

other inquiries."

"Howl in’ calamties!" squeaked out Mnk. "And he was with us nost of the tinme!"

"Sone of the time," corrected Doc. "But at no time when he was trying to explode the Cold Light
bonbs. "

"What do you nean, Doc, Cold Light bonbs?" questioned Ham "I've never seen anything but the Cold
Light itself."

"You carried sone of themin your pocket for quite a while, Ham" said Doc. "I seemto recall you
rescued all of us from being poisoned by gas. You thought the intention was to kill all of us in the

| aboratory by having them danpened. "

"Good gosh!" expl oded Monk. "And that shyster tries to pulverize all of us with that weak brain
of his!"

"l wonder," nmused Renny, who had just thought of sonething. "Say, Mnk. Maybe Ham didn't do so
bad. Conme to think of it, you tried eating one of the bonbs in that Manhattan tenenent. You thought
it was only a gundrop."

Long Tom broke in

"Listen, Doc!" he exclainmed, excitedly. "You had six of the things in your pocket!"

"That’'s what Carberry thought," said Doc, calmy. "In fact, | had them when we cane here. It was
ny idea to send themup in that plane and dive it into the ocean. | had hidden themin the plane
And Carberry thought it was his chance to destroy his enemes



"You see, sone of his own nmen were double-crossing him If |I'd had the Cold Light bonbs in ny
pocket, it would have wiped themout as well as us. In a way, he was driven to it, for this Weeze
McGovern had turned on him"

THE little man, Scraggs, was nuttering

"And | discovered who Var was just too late," he conplained. "I was al nbst sure, and | |earned

where his wife was hiding. | was on nmy way out there to-night, when Carberry net Wieeze McCGovern’s
car on the highway. | guess Carberry suspected Weeze and tried to stop himw th the Cold Light."
"You knew there was sonething nore, sonme el enment other than the Cold Light ray that caused the
expl osi ons?" Doc suggested

"Yes, | knew there was sone sort of conbination, for Jackson had told ne that," admtted Scraggs
"But it was only after | saw in your |laboratory those pills you thought were poison that | got a
real idea what the bonbs might be. That’s why | started out to find Ms. Carberry. | had a hunch the
supply of bonbs woul d be wherever she was hiding. McCGovern nust have grabbed the bonbs fromthe
woman. "

Scraggs shook his head sadly.

"That was a terrible thing!" he went on. "The Cold Light m ssed McGovern's car. MGovern had the
rest of the Cold Light bonbs, thousands of them in insulated boxes. But the ray woul d have expl oded
one of the uninsulated bonbs if it came within a ten-mile radius. That's why Carberry’'s wi fe never

knew what happened. | inmagine McGovern had | eft sone of the bonbs open with that purpose.”
"But," interposed the police conm ssioner, "how about the explosion at Carberry’s mansion? The
voi ce he heard, that every one heard?"

"Among other things, | learned Carberry had been an actor, a character man before he becane

weal thy," Doc stated. "He nmarried a young actress. After the murder of Jackson, the old chemi st
they had it all fixed to put on a show, a red herring across any trail the police mght pick up."
"That’'s right," said Scraggs, eagerly. "Only they had nme fool ed. Jackson had told nme there was to
be a test in the woods at the Carberry place, to frighten the mllionaire."

A FLUTTERI NG figure cane running fromthe street door. It was the sane lovely girl who had
appeared at the smashed Red Arrow pl ane, |ooking for Scraggs. All were amazed when she threw her
arns around the disreputabl e-appearing little man

"Scraggs, honey!" she exclainmed. "Are you all right?"

Scraggs | ooked at the others sheepishly, but his thin arns went around the girl.

"Meet Muriel Jackson, gentlenmen," he said in a thin, proud voice. "You see, it was her

father—aell, | had to get his nurderer.”
The girl's face was bathed in tears. She hugged the scraggly head to her bosom
"Well, 1'll be dag-goned!" sputtered Mnk

The honely chenmi st had a weakness for beautiful wonen.

Doc turned to Vonier

"You suspected Carberry fromthe first, didn't you?" the bronze man questioned. "But you weren't
sure?"

"Ri ght again, as usual, Savage," said the explorer. "Od Jackson read ny book and canme to nme to
explain his experinments with an elenent | had nmentioned found in the depths of the sea. | told him
it would be best to let it alone. He said he wanted the arny and navy to have it. | wasn't sure he
had gone to Carberry, but he nentioned having read the nman’'s book and how like nmy own it seened to
be. So | suspected he went to Carberry."

"Strange what angles a normally intelligent brain will take," Doc said, slowy. "Carberry had a
rich man’s traditional respect for property rights. He owned that Manhattan bl ock he bl ew up. He was
one of the biggest stockholders in the railroad and he tried to blast the express. In trying to

cover up his trail, he laid the broadest possible one for his own detection."

"He was especially good at laying false trails," added Vonier. "He used a special bright blue ink
inwiting warning notes. It happens | had used that sane sort of ink. | have a bottle of it in ny
study. Carberry adopted it."

"That clears that up," Doc stated. "I have seen the ink on your desk, Vonier."

"Saw it? On ny desk?"

"Yes," replied the bronze man, "when | visited your study to confirma few deductions arising
fromyour rather remarkabl e book."

"I's there anything on land or sea or in the sky you overl ook, Savage?"

Doc’ s qui et bronze smle was his only reply

THE END



