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Chapter |. THE STRANGE BLUE DOVE
IT was unfortunate that Doc Savage had never heard of John Sunlight. Doc Savage’'s life work was
dedicated to attending to such men as John Sunlight, preferably before they managed to get too near
their goal. But Doc Savage did not hear of John Sunlight in tine.
It was also too bad that John Sunlight was destined to be the man who found the Strange Bl ue
Donmre.
It seened fromthe first that John Sunlight had been put on this earth so that men coul d be
afraid of him
Russia was the first governnent to becone afraid of him It just happened that Russia was the
first—Jdohn Sunlight wasn't a Russian. No one knew what he was, exactly. They did know that he was
sonmething horrible with a human body.
Serge Maf noff wanted to give John Sunlight to a firing squad. Serge Mafnoff was the Russian
of ficial who captured John Sunlight and prosecuted himbefore the Soviet equivalent of a court.
"This thing known as John Sunlight," Serge Mafnoff said earnestly, "is incredible and shocking.
We owe it to hunanity to see that he is shot."
Serge Maf noff was an honest, earnest, idealistic nman. About John Sunlight, he was right.
John Sunlight took a silent vow to sonme day take revenge on Serge Mafnoff.
But the jury was soft. John Sunlight was accused of using blacknmail on his superior officers in
the army to force themto advance himin rank, and that mght be only msdirected anbition. Serge
Maf nof f knew it was grinmmer than that.
Anyway, John Sunlight didn't |look the part. Not when he didn’'t wish, at least. He resenbled a
gentl e poet, with his great shock of dark hair, his remarkably high forehead, his hollow burning
eyes set in a starved face. Hi s body was very long, very thin. His fingers, particularly, were so
long and thin—the |ongest fingers being alnost the length of an ordinary man’s whol e hand.
The jury didn’t believe Serge Maf noff when he told themthat John Sunlight had the strength to
seize any two of themand throttle themto death. And would, too, if he could thereby get the power
to dom nate a score of nen’s souls.
John Sunlight went to a Siberian prison canp.
He had never, as yet, heard of the Strange Blue Done. But he was determ ned sone day to pay off
Serge Maf noff.
The prison canp was | ocated on the outer northern Siberian coast. Hundreds of mles of inpassable
ice and tundra lay south; to the north were the Arctic Ocean and the North Pole. Once each year, an
i ce-breaker rammed through to the prison colony with food and nore prisoners.
No one had ever escaped the canp.
The i ce-breaker took John Sunlight to the Siberian canp one August. It cane back.
The next August, a year later, the ice-breaker sailed for the canp again. This tine, it did not
cone back.
It was two nonths before the Soviets becane excited and sent planes to see what had happened.
They m ght have saved the gasoline the plane engines burned. For they found sone piles of ashes
where the prison canp had been, and nothing el se.
They didn’t even find an ash pile to hint what had beconme of convicts, ice-breaker, and
i ce-breaker crew.



SEVEN nonths | ater, John Sunlight stepped out on the bridge of the ice-breaker, and forty-six
persons sank to their knees in craven terror. This pleased John Sunlight. He |liked to break souls to
do hi s bidding.

No one had been killed yet. The forty-six included the crew of the ice-breaker, and the convicts.
For one of the queerest quirks of John Sunlight's weird nature was that he preferred to control a
m nd, rather than detach it fromthe owner’'s body with a bullet or a knife.

The ice-breaker had now been fast in the ice for four nonths.

It | ooked very much as if they were all going to die.

None of themyet knew that the Strange Bl ue Done exi sted.

Civan was John Sunlight’'s chief aid. G van had helped in the prison canp break. It was he who
enptied the powder fromthe guards’ cartridges, working secretly over a period of days. C van had
fired the canp. Civan had a streak of sadismin his nature—he |iked to destroy things. He had wanted
to destroy the Soviet governnent. But he hadn’t been in the prison canp for that. He had been there
for destroying a man whose wi fe and noney he coveted.

G van was a bestial black ox to | ook at, but he did have a certain ambunt of brains. He had,
however, absolutely no conscience. And so that strange and terrible thing, John Sunlight, had picked
Civan to be his |ieutenant.

Queerly, too, Cvan feared John Sunlight infinitely nore than anyone el se. John Sunlight saw to
that. Terror was the rope that John Sunlight kept around nmen’s necks.

The ice-breaker drifted, trapped in the arctic ice. They shot a seal now and then. But they

slowy starved, too.

Wonren are supposed to be hardier than nen.

So the two giantesses, Titania and G antia—these were their vaudeville names—did not waste away.
Their great nuscles retained the strength to open horseshoes and bend silver rubles double. Gantia
and Titani a—their other name was Jeeves. They were Americans. They were great wonmen, very bl ond.
They were amazi ng wonen. They were a little queer, maybe, because all their lives nmen had been
scared of them They were such amazons.

They had gone to Russia with a vaudeville act, and had been accused of dabbling in a bit of
profitable spy work on the side. They were quite guilty, so the United States governnent |ooked the
ot her way when they were sent to Siberia.

Titania and G antia were afraid of John Sunlight. They had never been scared of any other man.

But they did not worry about John Sunlight.

Fifi—they worried nore about Fifi, Titania and Gantia did. Fifi was their little sister, their
tiny, cute, exquisitely beautiful sister. Fifi had been left in New York. Fifi was such a nitw tted
little sweetykins, and they were bothered all the time they were in Siberian exile about how she
woul d get along in big wicked New York. And they were still worrying about it.

It did |l ook, though, as if they had troubl es enough of their own.

Two nmonths nore, and they had surrendered thenselves to all being dead in another nmonth. But they
didn’t die.

Because they saw the Strange Bl ue Done.

THERE was a fog, a low fog no nore than twenty feet deep, and they could stand on the ice-breaker
upper deck and | ook out over it. So they first saw only the top of the Strange Bl ue Done.

"Blue whale off the bow" the | ookout squalled weakly.

Titania and G antia galloped to the upper deck as if rushing on a vaudeville stage to bend iron
bars and do handstands before an audi ence. Some of the others had to crawl —ten couldn't make it at
all. John Sunlight came wal king with slow, cold om nousness, like a devil in black, or a
Frankenstein, or a Dracula. They shrank away fromhim and did not forget to sink to their knees.
They | ooked at the Strange Blue Done for a long tinme. And they becane very puzzled. It was no

whal e, blue or otherwi se.

I't was no rock, either.

It was like nothing that should be. Its height nust be all of a hundred feet, and there was a
shinmrering lumnance to it that was eerie, even if they had not seen it standing, as if conpletely
di senbodi ed, above a gray carpet of fog. Generally, it resenbled the perfectly spherical half of an
opaque blue crystal ball—ef incredible size, of course.

They stood and stared, breathing only when they had to.

The crushing of the ice-breaker brought themout of their awed trance. The ice-breaker hull caved
in. Suddenly. There was no warning, just a great grinding and scream ng of collapsing netal, a
popping of pulled rivets, the feeble screans of the men who had been too weak to conme on deck and
wer e trapped.

"Get those men out!" John Sunlight ordered.

He did not want nen to die. A nan dead was a nman he coul d not doni nate.

Ten had been bel ow decks. They got six out, but four had been crushed to death.

"Get the bodies out," John Sunlight directed, a spark of awful determination in the eyes that now
burned |ike sparks in the hollows of his dark, poetic face.



They did it, shuddering all the while, for they knew what he neant. There had been no food for
days and days, not even boil ed shoes

The ice was piling up against a stone island, and this had caused the ice-breaker to be crushed
They found that out soon

The rocky island was as snooth as a great boul der, with no speck of soil anywhere, no chance of
anything green growing. They craw ed upon it in the fog, and it was nore bl eak and col d and

i nhospi tabl e than they had believed anything could ever be, even after what they had been through
They wanted to die, except for John Sunlight

"Rest," he ordered. "Wait and rest."

He wal ked toward the Strange Blue Dome. It was now lost in the fog. John Sunlight went slowy
seenming to select and plan each step with care, for he was weaker than the others. He had taken |ess
food than any of them fromthe first, and the reason was that he did not want themto die. They
were his, his toys, his tools, and he prized themas a carpenter values his best planes and saws,
only infinitely nore

So he had given them nost of his share of the food, to keep themalive, that he m ght dominate
them He was sustained now only by the power of the awful thing that was his m nd

This John Sunlight was a weird, terrible being

At the outer edge of the bleak stone island—+t seemed to be one great mass of solid gray rock—the
wi nd had swept all snow away. But farther in, there was snow that got deeper, and was al nost

i npassable to a man w t hout snowshoes

It was doubtful if a strong man of courage, well-fed, could have struggled through the snow to
the side of the Strange Bl ue Domne

But John Sunlight did so, and stood beside the fantastic thing and made a | ow grow i ng sound

Chapter 11. A MAN S BLACK GHOST

IT was still not too | ate, had Doc Savage known of John Sunlight. Doc Savage had the finest

pl anes, and know edge and courage and scientific skill. And he coul d have reached this arctic rock
intime.

Doc Savage, conbination of nental w zard, scientific genius, nmuscul ar phenonena, would not have
been too | ate—yet

For John Sunlight could find no way into the weird blue half ball. He |ooked first at the base of
the thing, but the glasslike blue walls seened to continue on down into the solid rock

John Sunlight clawed at the glazed blue. It felt as hard and cold as steel. He put his face
against it and tried to see through the blue substance, whatever it was. It seened that he shoul d be
able to peer through it—the stuff had a certain transparent aspect. But he coul d see nothing
Next, John Sunlight nade a conplete circle of the thing. He found no door, no wi ndow, no break of
any ki nd.

The bl ue dome was not nade of bricks, or even great blocks. It appeared to be one solid substance
of a nature unknown. Not glass, and yet not nmetal either. Something nysterious

It took a long time to satisfy John Sunlight that he could find no door

He went back to the others

"CGet sledge hammers off the wecked ice-breaker," he said coldly.

The sl edge hammers were brought him Titania and G antia al one had the strength to fetch them
John Sunlight took the heaviest sledge

"Stay here." Hi s eyes snoldered in the al nost-black cups which his eye sockets had becone. "Stay
here."

He stood and gave each of them hypnotic attention in turn

"None of you nust ever go near that blue done,"

he said with stark intensity.

He did not say what woul d happen if they di sobeyed; did not voice a single threat. It was not his
way to give physical threats; no one had ever heard himdo so. Because it is easy to threaten a
man’'s body, but difficult to explain how a terrible thing can happen to a mnd. That kind of a
threat woul d not sound convincing, or even anything but silly.

But they knew when they heard him And he knew, too, that not one of themwould go near the
Strange Blue Dome. He had not exerted his hideous sway over themfor nonths for nothing

It took a longer tine for John Sunlight to make his way back to the vast blue thing. He planted
his feet wi de, and raised the sl edge hammer, and gathered all his great strength—his strength was
nmore incredible than anyone coul d have inmagi ned, even starved as he was—and hit the blue dome
There was a single clear ringing note, as if a great bell had been tapped once, and the sound
doubtl ess carried for mles, although it did not seem | oud

John Sunlight |owered the sl edge hammer, exam ned the place where he had struck. He nmade his
growing. It was a | ow and beastly grow, alnost the only enotional sound he ever made. Too, the
bestial grow was alnost the only nmeaty, physical thing he ever did. Otherw se he seened to be
conposed entirely of a frightful mnd.

H s sl edge bl ow had not even nicked the nysterious blue substance of which the dome was conposed
John Sunlight hit again, again, and agai n—



He was still hitting when the Eskinpb said sonething guttural.

IT was a sinister indication of John Sunlight’s nental control that he did not show surprise when
the Eskino grunted. He did not know what the Eskinp had said. He did not speak the Eskinp tongue.
And an Eskinmo was one of the last things he had expected to appear.

Particularly a well-fed, round butterball of an Eskinb with a happy smle, holding a large,
frozen chunk of walrus neat.

John Sunlight smled. He could smle when he w shed.

" How,

Eskimo," he said. "You fella savvy us fella plenty happy see you fella."

The Eskinp smiled fromear to ear.

Then he spoke in the best of English.

"How do you do," he said. "One of ny brothers reported sighting you | anding froma w ecked ship,
and stated that he believed you were w thout food, so | brought you sonme wal rus neat."

John Sunlight’s bony, dark face did not change a particle. He was not a man who showed what he

t hought .

"You |live close?" John Sunlight asked.

The Eski nb nodded and poi nt ed.

"Over there, a few hundred yards," he said.

"How many Eskinpbs are in your canp?" inquired John Sunlight.

"An even dozen, including nyself," replied the Eskino.

John Sunlight leveled a rigid armat the Strange Bl ue Dome.

"What is it?" he asked.

The Eskino stared straight at the blue dome, and | ooked faintly puzzled.

"l do not see anything," he said.

John Sunlight gave a violent start—n spite of the fact that he rarely showed enotion. This was
different. Insanity was the one thing he feared. Insanity—that would take away the incredible thing
that was his mnd.

He thought, for a horrible instant, that he was imagining all this; that no blue done was there.
"You do not see a great blue donme?" John Sunlight asked tensely.

The Eski np shook his head el aborately.

"l see nothing of the kind," he said.

John Sunlight took hold of his lip with teeth that were unnaturally huge and white, and gave him
the aspect of a grinning skull when he showed them

"What do you see?" he asked.

"Only snow," said the Eskinmo calmy.

John Sunlight noved quickly then. He seized the Eskinmp. The Eskinmo was round and strong and

wel | -fed, but he was no natch for John Sunlight’'s nad strength.

John Sunlight hurled the Eskino against the side of the blue dome. The Eski mo noaned and fell
back to the snow, unconscious.

"That must have felt pretty hard, for something you couldn’'t see," John Sunlight snarled.

He then dragged the Eskinp back to the others, along with the | arge chunk of walrus neat. There
was not enough wal rus nmeat for everyone, so John Sunlight divided it anong—ot the weakest, this
ti me—but the strongest. He wanted to nmake them stronger, so they coul d overcone the col ony of
Eski mos. They cooked up the wal rus nmeat, and the weak sat back in shaking silence and watched the
strong eat, although they were starving.

John Sunlight did not eat any hinself. He was a strange nan.

Meanti ne, the Eskinp regai ned consciousness. He rolled his little black grape eyes and said

not hi ng.

He still had said nothing, even after John Sunlight had kicked in half of his ribs. He only |lay
silent, coughing a little scarlet when he could not help it.

The Eskinp had not even admitted that he could see the Strange Bl ue Done.

They had saved rifles off the ice-breaker. They took those and went to capture the rest of the
Eski nos.

THE capture was easy enough. They nmerely wal ked in and presented the rifle snouts for the

Eski npbs’ inspection, and the Eskinos, after first laughing heartily as if they thought it was one
huge joke, realized it wasn’t, and becane silent and beady-eyed w th wonder.

There were four igloos, very large and fashi oned with picture-book perfection from bl ocks of
frozen snow. Each igloo had a long tunnel for an entrance, and al ong these tunnels were smaller
igloos used to store food. There were also other very small igloos scattered around, in which the
dogs slept. There were not many dogs.

"What is that blue done?" John Sunlight asked.

They stared at hi mwonderingly. "What blue donme?"

"Don’t you see it?"

The Eskinmos all talked like that, and it made John Sunlight nmore gaunt and grim until finally,



to satisfy hinmself of his own rationality, he broke down his order that no white person but hinself
shoul d go near the Strange Blue Dome. He took Cvan and G antia and Titania and some of the others
to the dome and made them feel of it, made themkick the sl edge hamrer out of the snow, pick it up
and each strike a great ringing blow on the nysterious sides of the done.

"You see it?" John Sunlight asked. "You feel it?"

"Dah, soodar,"

G van said.

"Yes, sir," said Titania and G antia, which was the same thing, only in English, not Russian.

John Sunlight thereafter felt much better, although there was no visible change in him He knew
now that he wasn’'t demented, or seeing sonething that wasn't there.

Two things were now possible: One, the Eskinbs were lying for a reason; two, they were

hypnoti zed. John Sunlight knew sonething of hypnotism knew nore than it was good for any man of his
kind to know, and he soon satisfied hinself the Eski nos were not hypnoti zed.

So the Eskinps were lying. Not |ying—fust not admitting anything. John Sunlight began breaking
them and he found that breaking an Eskinb was not as easy as doing the sane thing to a white nan or
woman. The Eskimbs had lived am d physical peril all their lives; their mnds did not get afraid
easily.

The Eskinps got no nore food. Fuel for their blubber |anps was taken fromthem So was their
clothing, except for bearskin pants. Naturally, John Sunlight seized their weapons.

Si x weeks passed. John Sunlight, all those off the icebreaker, fared well, grew fat.

The Eski nos kept fat, too.

That was nysterious. It worried John Sunlight. The Eskinobs got nothing to eat and thrived on it.
It was a human inpossibility, and John Sunlight did not believe in magic. He wondered about it,
and wat ched the Eskinos secretly, watched thema | ot nore than anyone imagi ned.

H s spare tinme John Sunlight spent trying to get into the Strange Bl ue Done. He swung the sl edge
hammer against the blue stuff for hours, and bored away with steel drills off the ice-breaker, and
shot a lot of steel-jacketed, high-powered rifle bullets against the nmysterious material. The
results—wel |, he would have had better luck with a bank vault.

The Strange Bl ue Donme becane a fabul ously absorbing nystery to John Sunlight. He kept on, with

al nost denoni ac persistence, trying to get into the thing.

If it had not been for the Eskinpbs staying so fat, he m ght never have succeeded.

ONE ni ght an Eskinp crawl ed out of an igloo and faded away in the darkness. It was not really
dark all the tine, this being the six-nmonth arctic night, but they called it night anyway, because
it was the time when they slept.

The Eski nbs had been naking a fool of John Sunlight.

He had watched them days and days. They were eating; they nust get food somewhere. He had not
seen themget it, and the reason was sinple—a |long robe of white arctic rabbit. Wen an Eski npo
craw ed away, the white rabbit robe made hi munnoticeabl e agai nst the snow.

This time, the Eskino accidentally got a brown hand out of the robe.

John Sunlight foll owed the Eskino.

He wat ched the Eskinp go to the Strange Blue Done, stand close beside it; saw a great portal
swing open in the donme and watched the Eskinpb step inside, to cone out later with an arnl oad of
sonet hing. The blue portal closed behind the Eskino.

John Sunlight caught the Eskinop, clubbed him sensel ess. The stuff the Eskinp was carrying | ooked
li ke sassafras bark—food. Conpressed, dehydrated food, no doubt of that. But strange food, such as
John Sunlight had never heard of upon this earth.

John Sunlight stood thinking for a long tinme. He took the Eskino's white rabbit-skin robe. He put
it on. He stood agai nst the blue done where the Eskino had stood.

And the portal opened.

John Sunlight wal ked into the nysterious Bl ue Done.

It was now al nost too late for Doc Savage, even had he known of John Sunlight, to prevent what
was witten on the pages of the book of fate.

JOHN SUNLI GHT vani shed.

For a day, two days, a week, he was not heard of. Not for two weeks.

On the second week, he was still not heard of; but sonething incredible happened. Titania,

G antia, Civan, and sone of the others saw an Eskinp turn into a black ghost.

The Eski nb who became a bl ack ghost was the one who had vani shed when John Sunlight di sappeared
and had not been seen or heard from either.

It was night. That is, it was darker night, because there were clouds. Titania, Gantia, G van

and the others were wondering what they would do for food now that the supply taken fromthe Eskino
was running |low, and they were standing on a small drift and discussing it, when they saw t he Eskinp
running toward them

Screanmi ng made them notice the Eskimb. He was shrieki ng—screeching and running. He cane toward

t hem



Suddenly, the Eskinp stopped. He stood facing them his arns fixed rigidly in a

reachi ng- out -t oward-them gesture. H's nouth gaped a hole. Incredibly still, he stood. He mi ght have
been an ol d copper statue which was greased.

The next instant, he might have been made of black soot. The change occurred instantaneously. One
instant, a copper nman; the next, a black one.

Then snoke. Bl ack snmoke. Flying. Coming apart, swirling away in cold arctic w nd; spreading,

fadi ng, going nysteriously into nothingness.

There was no question about it. The Eskinmp had turned into a bl ack smoke ghost, and the snoke had
bl own away.

Now it was too late for Doc Savage. And John Sunlight had not forgotten the score he had to
settle with Serge Mafnoff.

Chapter II1. IS A DI PLOVAT DEAD?

SERGE MAFNOFF was an idealistic man, a fine citizen of the Soviet, and anbitious—all of these
facts his superiors in the Russian government recogni zed. They kept a kindly eye on Serge Mafnoff,
and shortly after he did his fine stroke of work by catching John Sunlight and sending himto

Si beria, a reward was forthcon ng.

Serge Mafnoff’s reward was being appointed as an inportant diplomatic representative to the
United States of Anerica, with headquarters in New York City. It was a pleasant job, one an
anbitious man woul d |ike; and Serge Mafnoff enjoyed it, and worked zeal ously, and his superiors
sm | ed and nodded and remarked that here was a man who was worth pronmoting still again. Serge

Maf nof f was very happy in New York City.

Then one evening he ran hone in terror.

Actually ran. Dashed nadly to the door of his uptown nansion, pitched inside, slamed the door.
And stood with all his weight jamed against the door, as if holding it shut agai nst sonething that
pursued him

H s servants remarked on the way he panted while he was doing that. They told the police, later,
how he had panted with a great sobbing fright.

It was interesting. And Serge Mafnoff had servants who liked to gossip. They gathered in the
chauffeur’s quarters over the garage, the nost private place, and discussed it. They were concerned,
too. They |iked Serge Mafnoff.

Everyone |iked Serge Mafnoff. He was quite a newspaper figure. A fine representative of the type
and character of man the Soviet is trying to create, he was call ed.

Li ki ng Serge Mafnoff nmade what happened that night infinitely nore horrible to the servants.

The house of Serge Mafnoff in New York City was one | ong popular with residing diplomts, because
it had an inpressive dignity and a fashi onable | ocation and other things that were desirable for a
di pl omat .

It was nade of gray stone and sat, unlike nost New York houses, in quite a considerable yard of
its own in which there was neatly tended shrubbery. There were two gates. Fromone gate a driveway
led around to the rear, where there was plenty of [awn and | andscaped shrubbery and the two-car
garage with the chauffeur’s quarters above.

The other gate admitted to a walk which |led straight to the mansion door. The house itself was
general ly square; had two stories and an attic, part of which Serge Mafnoff had wall ed off and
air-conditioned for his private study. Behind the house was a sl oping park which slanted down,
unbr oken except for two boul evards, to the wide, teem ng Hudson River and the inspiring Palisades
beyond.

Serge Mafnoff screamed in his study.

Every servant in the great nansion heard the shriek, and each one of them junped violently.

The cook cut the forefinger of her left hand to the bone with the butcher knife, so great was her
start. The finger |eaked a thread of crinson for sonme tinme thereafter—which turned out to be

i mportant.

The scream brought all the servants running upstairs. They piled into the study. They stopped. It
was i npossible to believe their eyes.

I mpossi bl e to conprehend that Serge Maf noff coul d have becone a bl ack nman.

SERGE Maf noff was all black. Not only his skin, his fingernails, his eyes, his teeth—his nouth
was open in the nost awful kind of a strangling grinace. Al black. That evening he had put on pants
and vest of a gray suit, and a robe the nationalistic red color of the Soviet: but these were now
the hue of drawi ng ink.

A jet-black statue, standing.

The butler nmpaned. The chauffeur nmade a croaki ng noi se. The cook’s hand shook, and her cut finger
showered red drops over the floor.

"Conrade Mafnoff!" shrieked the maid, who was a Communi st.

The bl ack statue turned to a withing black ghost. O so it seened to the servants. The whol e
man—they knew it was Serge Mafnoff, because the features of the all-black statue had been

recogni zabl e as hi s—appeared to turn into a cloud of sepia vapor.



A black ghost, it was like. It swirled and changed shape a little, then came swaying toward them
a ghostly, disenbodied, unreal nonstrosity.

Straight toward them it floated.

The cook screeched and threw nore crinmson over the walls and floor. But the chauffeur snatched a
pair of heavy pliers out of his hip pocket and hurled themat the black horror.

The pliers went through the thing and dented the plaster of the opposite wall.

Then, suddenly, inpossibly, and before their eyes, the black thing silently vanished. It did not
spread; it seenmed to fade, disintegrate, go into nothingness.

"I killed it!" the chauffeur screaned.

Then the only sound in the room for |long nonments, was the frightened rattling of the breath in
their throats. The cook’s hand dri pped.

They were | ooking for some trace of Serge Mafnoff. Hurting their eyes with | ooking. And seeing
not hi ng.

"I+ couldn’t—have killed him" the chauffeur croaked.

"Ugh!" the butler said.

They were all primed for the next shriek. It cane fromdownstairs, a man’s voice in a |ong peal
of inperative supplication and terror.

The cook barked out sonething hoarse, and fainted. She fell directly in the center of the door,
just inside the attic den which was Serge Mafnoff’'s study.

The other servants left her lying there and raced downstairs to find out who had given that |ast
scream and what about.

There was a second bellow, just about the time all the servants, excepting the unconscious cook,
reached the ground floor. This whoop was out in the back yard, and the whol e nei ghborhood heard it.
Qut into the back yard dashed the servants to investigate. They didn't know what they expected to
find. Certainly it wasn't what they did find. Wich was not hing.

Not hing at all. Only dark, cold night, and the gloony clunps of shrubbery, which was evergreen
and hence unaffected by the fact that the tinme was winter. Crouching bl ack wads of bushes, and the
sounds of the city-honki ng of autonobile horns, a distant elevated, and the baw ing of a steanship
down on the Hudson.

They searched and searched.

Then they told the police about it. The police told the newspapers, who printed a great deal
about the affair.

Doc Savage read the newspapers regularly.

Chapter |1V. BRONZE MAN ATTACKED

NOT everybody in the world had heard of Doc Savage.

But too many had. Doc Savage—€l ark Savage, Jr.-had of |ate been trying to evade further

publicity, and he had an understanding, finally, with the newspaper press associations, with sone of
the |l arger newspapers, and with nost of the fact-story nagazines extant. They weren't to print
anyt hi ng about him They were to | eave his nanme out of their headlines.

Now, if anyone heard of Doc Savage, it would be by word-of-nmouth only. "Haven't you hear d—Boc
Savage has invented a cure for cancer, they say." The surgical and nedical skill of Doc Savage was
probably his greatest ability. "I hear that new westler from Czechosl ovakia is a human Hercul es,
built sonmething along the |ines of Doc Savage."

The physical build of Doc Savage got attention wherever he appeared, for he was a giant, although
so well proportioned that, seen froma distance, he resenbled a man of ordinary proportions.

Tal k, tal k—there was always plenty of talk about Doc Savage.

"l hear the Man of Bronze has invented an atom notor that could drive the Queen Mary across the
Atlantic with a spoonful of coal." They called himthe "Man of Bronze" because of the unusually
deep-tan hue which tropical suns had given his skin. They—their talk—attributed fantastic inventions
to him Conversation nade hima supernman, a nental col ossus.

Real |y, Doc Savage was a nornmal fellow who had been taken over by scientists as a child and
trained until early manhood, so that he was rather unusual but still human enough. He had m ssed the
play-life of nornal children, and so he was probably nore subdued, conscious that he hadn't gotten
everything out of life.

Tal k, talk—t attributed all kinds of fantastic doings and powers to Doc Savage.

But it was only talk. Nobody, for instance, listening to it, could find out exactly where Doc
Savage was at a given tine. No eneny could listen to the gossip and get enough real information to
lay a plan to kill the Man of Bronze.

H s enem es were many. They had to be. Because his life work was an unusual one. That was why he
had been scientifically trained; he had been prepared from childhood, in every possible way, to
follow a career of righting wongs and punishing evildoers, even in the far corners of the earth.
A strange career—his father’'s idea. H's father who was no longer living. Hs father had | ocated a
fabul ous source of gold in the Central Anerican nountains, realized such a wealth should do good,
and had trained his son, dark Savage, Jr.—Poc Savage—+to0 use the wealth to do good. Also to use it
to right wongs.



This was the real Doc Savage, who found it safer not to be too well-known

Doc read the newspaper account of what had happened to Serge Mafnoff. The bronze nman often
spotted unusual wongs that could stand righting, fromreading the newspapers

Doc Savage did not know, as yet, about the man waiting in the | obby downstairs, or the other mnen
| ooki ng at books in a near-by bookstall

DOC SAVAGE was inpressed by the Mafnoff thing

He was so inpressed that he did sonething which he only did in nonents of great nental or

physi cal stress; he nmade a strange, exotic trilling sound, a note that was created somehow in the
throat, and which had a low quality of ventriloquismthat nmade its vibrations seemto suffuse the
entire surroundi ng atnosphere. The sound was often described as being as eerie as the song of sone
rare bird in a tropical jungle, or |like the noise of a wind through an arctic ice wlderness
There was not hi ng spooky or supernatural about this sound. Doc had acquired it as a habit in the
Oient, where the Oriental w se nmen sonetines make such a sound deep in the throat—for the sane
reason, approximately, that the rest of us say, "Ch-h-h, | see. | see, | see-e-e," when
under st andi ng dawns.

Doc Savage had been seated at a great inlaid table in his reception room He stood up quickly.
Through the w ndows—this was the eighty-sixth floor of one of the city's tallest buildings—an
inspiring view of Manhattan was visible

Doc passed through a huge library crammed with scientific tonmes, and entered a | aboratory so
advanced that scientists frequently came fromabroad to study it. The bronze man picked up a

m cr ophone

"I n case you wish to get in touch with me," he said into the mke, "it is ny intention to
investigate the Serge Mafnoff story which is on the front pages of the newspapers this norning."
VWhat he said was automatically recorded, could be played back at will. It also went out on the

short-wave radio transmtter

Doc Savage had five assistants in his strange work. Each of the assistants kept a short-wave
radio tuned in on Doc’s transnmitter wave-length as much as possible

The bronze man then rode his private speed el evator to the | obby.

He was instantly noticeable when he stepped out in the | obby. Not only because of his size. There
was sonet hi ng conpel I'i ng about his carriage, and al so about his unusual flake gold eyes—al m eyes
fascinating, like pools of flake gold being continuously stirred

THE man waiting in the | obby noticed Doc instantly. The man had been loitering there for hours
He was a short man, blond, with a face that | ooked sonehow starved. His story was that he was a
process server lying in anmbush for one of the skyscraper tenants. Wen he told that, he spoke with a
pronounced Russi an accent

The instant he saw Doc Savage, this nman stepped outside, hurried a dozen paces to the door of a
smal | bookstore, entered—and wal ked ri ght out again

Several men who had been pretending to browse over books in the store, followed him These nen
began getting in taxicabs

Taxi cabs always waited in a long string before the skyscraper, because it was a good stand. The
bookstore loiterers took the first four cabs, and these pulled away fromthe curb. This left the
fifth cab in the line as the next one up

The fifth cab was the one they wanted Doc Savage to take. Driving this machine was a

vi ci ous- | ooki ng, black ox of a man

Doc Savage had wal ked out of the building by now.

Havi ng acconplished the job to which they had been assigned, the bookstore browsers and the
fellow who had clainmed to be a process server strolled away.

Doc got in the planted cab

"Drive to the Hudson River water front," the bronze man directed quietly.

He had a voice which gave the inpression of being infinitely controlled, a voice that could do
some remarkabl e things if necessary.

The cab rol |l ed anong the high buildings, passed through the | ess presentable West Side tenenent
section, and neared the runblingly busy street which ran along the Hudson. Here, it stopped for a
traffic |ight

The wi ndow between driver and passenger was open

Doc Savage reached through this. He took the black oxlike man by the neck

"That was an anbitious trick you tried to pull," the bronze man said quietly

He squeezed the neck, trained fingers finding the proper nerve centers. The black ox fellow

ki cked around violently just before he becane sensel ess

DOC Savage got behind the wheel, shoving the unconscious passenger over to make room He kept a
sharp | ookout around about while doing this, but saw no sign of nore trouble. No cars follow ng. As
an afterthought, he got out and exam ned the taxicab

The bronze man’s powers of observation had been trained from chil dhood, and he still took al nost



two hours of conplicated exerci ses each day, ained at devel oping his faculties

He had to notice little things—+ike a man wheel i ng suddenly and wal ki ng from a skyscraper | obby
when the bronze nan got out of an elevator—f he wanted to go on living

He saw, under the cab floor, lashed to the chassis, a thick steel pipe which was closed at both
ends

Doc snatched the unconscious nan out of the cab, carried him and ran away fromthe nachine. This
was a one-way street. He kept in the mddle, so as to stop any cars that mght enter. But it was a
little-used street, and no cars cane

He waited

The explosion was terrific. Doc stood at a distance fromthe cab, but the blast jarred himoff

his feet anyway.

The cab canme apart, flewup in the air, some of the parts going so high that they becanme small. A
deep hol e opened in the street itself. Fragnments of pavenment went bounding along the street. After
the first slamof the concussion, there was a ringing of broken glass falling fromw ndows all over
t he nei ghbor hood

Doc Savage went away fromthere in a hurry with his prisoner. He had a hi gh honorary conm ssion
in the New York police force, but there was nothing in it that said he didn't have to answer
questions

It was obvious, of course, that the bonb under the cab was attached to a time-firing device which
was probably swi tched on when the driver took his weight off the cushions

No doubt the idea had been for the driver to stop sonewhere and go in a store to get sonething

| eaving Doc in the cab to be bl own up

Doc Savage carried the captive around the block, north two bl ocks al ong the Hudson water front

and reached a warehouse. The sign on this warehouse said

HI DALGO TRADI NG COVPANY

It was an enornous brick building which appeared not to have been used for years. It was Doc
Savage’ s Hudson River hangar and boat house

Doc carried the captive into the warehouse, closed the doors, put the nan down on the floor and
did things with his nmetallic fingers to the man’s spinal nerve centers. The pressure which was
keeping the fellow hel pl ess could be relieved by these chiropractic mani pul ations

Doc went through the man’s clothing while he was reviving, found nothing except a flat automatic
pistol. The dark ox of a fellow sat up. He batted lids over eyes that resenbl ed peel ed, hard-boil ed
pi geon eggs

"Didn"t | cone to the end of the chain with a bang?" he nuttered

THAT was the first warning. In the case of this man, it was either one of two things: He was too
stupid to be scared; or he had a brain that could control his nerves and nake hi mw secrack under
circunmstances such as this

"Who are you?" Doc Savage asked calmy

The man did not answer at once. He stared at the bronze man steadily. Wen he did speak, it was
not to answer the question

"They say no one has ever fought you successfully,” he said slowy. "I begin to believe

t hat +ooki ng at you now. "

Doc noticed the man’s rather strong Russian accent

" At kooda vy pree-shl ee?"

Doc asked

"Yes. | don't doubt that you would |ike to know where | conme from" the man said. "But let’'s
speak English."

He frowned at the giant bronze man, and could not keep a flicker of terror fromhis eyes. "You
spoke that Russian with no accent at all," he nuttered. "They say you can talk any |anguage in the
wor | d."

Doc said, "W are not discussing what you have heard. The subject is—why did you try to kill me?"
The man shook his dark oxlike head. "W’ re discussing," he said, "whether | had better tal k—er
tough it out."

"Tal k," Doc said

"Thr eat eni ng me?"

"No." Doc said quietly. "It is becomi ng apparent that you are not the type of man who can be
frightened readily."

The remark—+t was nerely a statement of truth as far as Doc Savage was concerned—-seened to shock
the prisoner. His big white teeth set in his lips, and unexpected horror junped briefly into his
eyes.

"You don’t know John Sunlight," he croaked

Doc wat ched him "John Sunlight?"

The man swal | owed several tines and forced the terror out of his eyes

"No, no—you mi sunderstood ne," he said. "I said: ‘You don't know, so you lie.” Wat | neant is
that you are trying to kid nme along, telling me |'mbrave. It's a build-up."



Doc said, "Wiy did you— and the man hit him The fellow hit hard, and he was strong. But the
bronze man got his shoulder up, and the fist hit that instead of his jaw. Then he fell on the nan.
They stormed around on the floor; the man began to screamin agony.

"Way did you try to kill me?" Doc repeated.

"My name is Civan," the nman began.

Cl VAN sat up on the floor, inched back a few feet from Doc Savage, and felt over his bruises,
wincing as his fingers touched the places that hurt. Two or three tines he peered at the bronze nan,
as though puzzled and trying to fathom where such incredible strength came from

"l was the strongest man in ny part of Russia," G van said stupidly.

Doc said, "Wiy try to kill me?"

"The man with the long nose hired me to do it," Civan said.

"Who?"

"Eli Canmel was the name he gave nme," Cvan said. "He was a tall man, bow egged, as if he had

ridden horses in his youth. He had a high forehead, a nouth with no lips. And there was his nose, of

course. It was very long, and kind of |oose on the end, |like an anteater’s nose."
Doc Savage had never heard of an Eli Canel who had a | ong nose. But then, he had never heard of
many nmen who might want to kill him

Voi ce unchanged, Doc said, "Wat did this Eli Canel want to kill ne for?"

"He did not say," Civan said. "He just gave ne twenty thousand dollars, and | agreed to get rid
of you. Then he sailed for South Amrerica yesterday."

"What about those other men—the ones who saw to it that | took your taxicab?"

"l hired them"

"Who are they?"

Civan shook his head. "I won’t tell you. They' re not inportant. They're just nen | hired to help
me. "

Doc Savage did not pursue that point.

"Eli Canel of the long nose, sailed for South America, you say?" Doc asked.

"Yest erday. "

"What boat ?"

"The Amazon Maid."

"That is all you know?" Doc asked.

"That’'s all."

Doc Savage went to the tel ephone. He knew there was a steaner on the South Anerican run naned the
Amazon Mai d; he knew what |ine owned her. He called their offices. Wen he expl ained who he was, he
got service w thout del ay.

"Yes," the steanship line official told him "A man nanmed Eli Canel sailed yesterday on the

st eamer Amazon Maid for South America."

"Radi o the captain of the Amazon Maid," Doc Savage directed, "and learn if the sea is cal menough
for me to |l and a seapl ane al ongsi de his vessel and be taken aboard."

"We'll do that."

“I"lIl call you for the information later," Doc said.

Cvan stared at the bronze man. "You're going after Eli Canel ?" C van denanded.

"What does it sound |ike?" Doc asked quietly.

DOC Savage went next to a short-wave radio transmtter-receiver outfit—he had them scattered
around at al nost every convenient point, for hinself and his associates used that neans of
conmmuni cati ng al nost excl usivel y.

"Monk," Doc said into the microphone.

The answer canme in a squeaky voice that night have belonged to a child or a m dget.

"Yeah, Doc," it said.

Doc Savage spoke rapidly and in a cal mvoice, using remarkably few words to tell exactly what had
happened, and to give Mnk instructions.

"Hol d on!" Monk squeaked. "Let me get this straight. You started out to investigate this Serge
Maf nof f nystery?”

"Yes.
"And this guy Cvan tried to kill you, and you' ve caught him and he's in the warehouse hangar
now, and you want nme and Ham and Johnny to drop by and pick himup?"

"Exactly."

"Doc, do you think there’'s a connection between the Mafnoff thing and this attenpt on your |ife?"
Doc Savage did not answer the question. That was one of the bronze man’s peculiar habits—when he
did not want to reply directly to a query, he sinply acted as though no question had been asked.
"Pick up this G van," Doc said, "then go on out and investigate the Mafnoff nystery."

"Unmm" Mnk said. "Wiere' |l you be, Doc?"

At that point, the other tel ephone—there were several lines into the place—+ang, and Doc said, "A
nonment, Monk," and answered the other instrument, listened for a tinme, said an agreeable, "Thank



you," and hung up.

"Monk," the bronze man said, "the line that owns the Amazon Maid just called and said the sea was
cal m enough for a plane to | and al ongsi de the steanmer and be lifted aboard with a cargo boom"
"Ch!" Monk said. "So that’s where you' re going—to get that Eli Camel who hired this Cvan."

Doc asked, "You will be here shortly, Mnk?"

"Shorter than short," Mnk said.

This term nated the radi o conversation.

Doc Savage tied Civan securely with rope and left himlying in the mddle of the hangar fl oor,

|l ashed to a ring enbedded in the concrete.

The bronze man wal ked to a seapl ane. A nunber of aircraft stood in the hangar, including a snall
dirigible, but the ship he selected now was small, sturdy, and designed for |anding on bad water,
rather than for speed or maneuverability in the air.

He started the plane notor, taxied out on the river, fed the cylinders gas. The craft got up on
the step, lifted into the air and went droning away and lost itself in the haze over the Atlantic
Ccean.

Cvan lay on the hangar floor and swore |long strings of very bad Russian words.

Chapter V. THE UNW LLI NG | DOL

MEN do things because of |ove. Always. Wthout exception.

Some nen love to work, so they work; others love the things noney will buy, so they work to get

the nmoney. There are men who |love to |oaf, and |loaf. Slaves did not |ove to be beaten, so they
worked in order that they woul dn't get beatings.

Doc Savage's five assistants |oved excitenment and adventure, and that bound themto the bronze

man.

"Monk" particularly. Mnk's | ooks were deceptive. He was one of the world's greatest industrial

chem sts when he took time off fromhis adventuring to putter around with test tubes and retorts. He
| ooked rather |ike something that had been dragged out of a jungle tree recently. Startling near as

wide as he was tall, with arns |longer than his legs, too nuch nouth, snall eyes, a furry, coarse
reddi sh hair, he looked like a | arge ape.
"You | ook," said Ham "like sonething an expedition brought back."

"It don’t worry ne," Monk grinned.

"I"lIl bet it worried your nother," Ham gri nned.

"Ham' was Brigadi er General Theodore Marl ey Brooks, who practically supported the fanciest tailor
in the city with his patronage, who carried an innocent-Ilooking black cane which was really a
swor d- cane, and who was al so admttedly one of the cleverest |awers to come from Harvard.
"Listen," Mnk said, "you keep on ridin’ ne, and |I'll take you by the neck and shake a wit, a
petition and a couple of torts out of you."

"Any time"—Ham gl ared—you gossoon!"

If these two had ever spoken a civil word to each other, it was an accident.

They drove past Radio City, and picked up Major Thomas J. "Long Toni' Roberts, who had been hired
as consultant on an intricate problemhaving to do with television. They found a group of em nent
el ectrical engineers staring at Long Tom Roberts in anazenent.

No one woul d stare at Long Tom because of his | ooks. He was a scrawny fellow with conpl exi on

rangi ng between that of a fish belly and an uncooked mushroom So they nmust be adnmiring his brains.
They were. Long Tom had just pulled an electrical rabbit out of a hat.

Monk, Ham and Long Tom arrived at the warehouse on the Hudson water front, drove their car

inside, got out and |istened in amazenent to Civan's swearing. None of them understood Russian. But
they could tell that C van was doing some very good work with words that were unlikely to be in the
Russi an dictionaries.

When Civan ran dry, they read a newspaper account of how Serge Mafnoff, the diplomat, had
apparently turned into a black ghost and vani shed.

"Very nysterious," Long Tom comment ed.

"l believe |'mgoing to |like looking into it,"
"Then | won't like it," Mnk said contrarily.

Ham r emar ked.

FIRST, they settled the question of what to do with G van.

"Drown him" Mnk suggested. "Tie Hamto himfor a weight. Throw ‘emin the river."

"That's very funny," Ham sneered. "I1’'Il bet | cone nearer solving this nystery than you do."

"You see what | nean," Mnk told Long Tom "Ham s opinion of hinself is heavy enough to hold them
bot h under water."

They conprom sed by taking a hypodernic needl e froman equi pnent case in the warehouse hangar,

and injecting a harm ess chem cal concoction in both of Cvan’s |legs and both his arms. They waited
several minutes until the chemi cal took effect.

Thereafter, C van could not nove his arms or legs. He could only talk, and he did so, giving

det ai | ed opi nions of them Mnk picked Cvan up and sat himin various places, and C van renai ned
there; he could not stir. He sat stiffly, resenmbling an ugly image made out of dark neat.



"Kind of like an unwilling idol," Mnk comented. "Only a little noisy."

They | oaded Cvan in their car and drove uptown to the home of Serge Mafnoff, vani shed dipl omat.
Their credentials got themthrough the ring of police guards around the place

"How rmuch have you | earned?" they asked the police

"Are you gonna start that, too?" the cop denmanded sourly

"Then we are to take it you're nystified?"

"Look around," the cop invited. "We're always willing to learn. We'll watch."

They questioned the servants. They got a bloodcurdling, hair-curling description of the black
ghost which Serge Maf noff had becone. Nothing el se

They pull ed on rubber shoes and entered the attic study where the nystery had happened. The room
was about thirty feet long, a little over half as wide, with a | arge gable wi ndow at each end, and
smal | doors on each side. These doors admtted to the unused part of the attic, w ndow ess and dark
"There's been rats and mice running around here." Mnk poked a flashlight beamover the rafters
and sills in the unused part of the attic. "You can see their tracks in the dust."

"Yes," the cop said. "W found nobuse and rat tracks, too."

"Your tone," Mk said sourly, "insinuates that |I'’mnot gonna find anything you haven't."

The cop grinned. "I’ve always heard Monk Mayfair was a whiz," he said. "I’mwaiting around to see
a whiz working."

Monk did nothing to justify the cop’s expectations in the attic study. In fact, they succeeded in
confusing the issue a trifle. This happened when Mnk put the pliers—the sanme pliers the chauffeur
had thrown through the bl ack ghost of Serge Mafnoff—nder a microscope

"Huh!" Mnk squinted at the pliers. "That’'s strange.” He took a file and rasped a nick in the

pliers, then | ooked through the mcroscope at themagain. "Yep," he decided. "I was right."
"Ri ght about what?" Long Tom asked
"The netal of these pliers," Mnk said, "is strangely crystallized."

The cop said, "Wat do you nean—rystallized?"

Monk addressed the chauffeur, asking, "Have you been in the habit of using these pliers

regul arly?"

"Sure," the chauffeur said. "They're ny favorite pliers."

"Do any hammering with ‘en?" Mnk inquired

"OF course.”

"Look," Monk said

He tapped the pliers with his file, and they broke into several pieces. It was as though they
were as brittle as gl ass

"Way, that’'s funny!" the chauffeur gul ped

They turned up nothing else in the attic study, so they shifted attention to the scream whi ch had
been heard behind the house. First, they gave the back yard and the alley a thorough search. But al
they got out of this was a good deal of exercise at squatting and peering

"Blast it!" Monk conpl ai ned

The cop said, "I'mstill waitin for you guys to do sonethin’ to live up to your reputations."
Wen they stood inside the house later, and the cop was not with them Mnk confided to Ham

"That cop is gettin’ in ny hair, goin’ around makin' cracks. He's beginnin' to think |'mstupid."
"The cop probably can’t help it," Hamsaid, "after |ooking at you?"

"1’ mgonna show ‘i mup!" Mnk squeaked. "He can't nmake a rnonkey out of ne!"

"If he’d put you in a tree," Hamsaid unkindly, "1'd hate to try to tell the difference."

Monk grumbl ed, and stal ked around peering in unlikely places for clues. He was in the kitchen
when the cop canme up to him

"Look," the cop said, "I'mgonna have to help you out a little, whiz."

"You don’t need to bother—=

"We found this," the cop interrupted, "in the back yard."

The article the policenman presented was a novelty pencil, a conbination of pencil and tiny
flashlight, and the clip which was designed to hold it in the pocket had been broken off close to
the barrel. The clip had not cone unsoldered; it had broken off

"None of Serge Mafnoff’s servants admit owning it," the cop explained. "And it didn't belong to
Maf nof f. "

Monk took the pencil with bad grace. "I'Il examine it for fingerprints."

"W’ ve al ready done that," the cop said, "and found none."

“I"l'l doit scientifically," Mnk said

Monk had little confidence in the pencil as a clue; he carried it carelessly as he went back and
joined the others, and he was thoroughly astounded when G van gave a viol ent croak, pointed his
poppi ng eyes at the pencil

They had set Civan on the floor, where he’d remained hel pl ess, but occasionally quite noisy.

"That pencil!" G van ejacul ated. "Were did you find it?"
"The cops found it in the back yard," Mnk replied. "Wat about it?"
Civan said, "If | wasn't in this too deep to help nyself, | wouldn't tell you. But | saw El

Canel with a pencil sonething like that. Hold it closer."



"Eli Canmel was the man who hired you to kill Doc, eh?" Mnk asked, and held the pencil close to
Civan's eyes.

"Yes," Civan said. "That's Eli Canel’'s pencil."

Monk expl oded, "Then Eli Canel was probably the man who screaned in the back yard here."
"Right," G van agreed. "And now he’'s on the steamer Amazon Maid bound for South America."

Monk squatted in front of G van and asked the nman quite a nunber of questions, but added nothing
to the plain fact that C van knew this pencil had belonged to Eli Canel, the nysterious man with the
| ong nose.

Monk was much pl eased; he permitted hinself to gloat. "Now I'Il show that cop |I'’mnot as dunb as
I look," he chortled. He went |ooking for the cop.

Monk found the cop gaping in admiration at him

Ham was saying, "The nman you want is naned Eli Canel. He is tall, bow egged, has a high forehead,
a long nose. And he is on the steamer Amazon Mai d headed for South Anmerica.

"You |l earned all that?" the cop gasped.

"You bet," Ham sai d.

"Amazing!" the cop exclained delightedly

The cop then | ooked at Monk and sniffed.

"If you had lived up to your reputation, short-and-hairy," he said, "you' d have dug up sonething
important, |ike M. Ham Brooks, here."

Monk gl ared at Ham

"Aory hog!" Mink how ed. "You knew | was tryin' to inpress this cop!"

This was the beginning of a wangle of sone duration between Mnk and Ham

SEVEN ot her policenen were guardi ng the Serge Mafnoff diplomatic residence, the guarding

consi sting of turning back curious people who had read the newspaper stories and wanted to have a
| ook at the house, and possibly play amateur detective.

Two officers stood at one end of the street, two at the other end; one was stationed at the
northern extremty of the alley, one at the southern extremty, and the seventh watchman roved over
t he grounds.

They were surprised when two |large touring cars rolled up, stopped, and a group of men alighted.
The newconers wore plain blue suits, and had rather grimfaces. Their spokesman confronted the cops.
"We're special plain-clothes nen fromthe district attorney’s office," he gromed. "We're to take
over here."

" But —

"The D. A isn't satisfied with the progress you ve been making on this," the newconer snapped.
There was never a great deal of |ove |ost between the regular police and special detective
squads. In this case, the uniformed cops were secretly enthusiastic about the idea of turning the
Serge Maf noff case over to specials. They were glad to pass the buck. The case was a lenon, utterly
baffling.

"Luck be with you," the uniforned cops said, and betook thensel ves away.

The | eader of the "special plainclothes men fromthe district attorney’ s office" beckoned his nen
together. H's whisper was a hasty hissing.

"Themcops will find out we lied to ‘“em" he said. "W’'ve got to nove fast."

"Can’t nove too fast to suit ne," a man nuttered.

"CGet Civan," the | eader snapped. "Rescue him That’'s the nost inportant. Then w pe out these
three Doc Savage aids."

"Rescue Civan," a man repeated, "then croak the Savage hel pers."

Now t hat they all understood, they separated, quickly taking up positions at various points
around the grounds of the Serge Mafnoff residence.

Inside the house, Mnk was still |anbasting the dapper |awer, Ham but the honely cheni st was
begi nning to run out of breath.

"You know what a | awyer is?" Mnk yell ed.

"I"mnot interested," Ham said.

"A lawyer," Mnk roared, "is a guy who persuades his client to strip for a fight, then runs off
with the client’s clothes!"

Monk al ways bel | oned when he got excited. Nornally, his voice was a nouse anpong voi ces, but when
he becane agitated, or got in a fight, his howing was sonething remarkabl e.

Monk stopped for breath.

And all |ight disappeared.

Chapter VI. THE GRI M BLACK WORLD

ALL |ight disappeared. Nothing else quite described it, although it m ght have been said that the
Serge Maf noff house and its imedi ate surroundi ngs abruptly and inexplicably becane trapped in
intense bl ackness. One nonent it was a sunlight day, noderately bright; the next instant everything
was bl acker than bl ack.

Hamis first thought was that Monk had haul ed of f and knocked hi mcold, and that the bl ackness was



unconsci ousness.

"You hairy hooligan!" he yelled.

He heard his own voice, so he knew he wasn’t sensel ess.

"Has sonet hi ng grabbed you?" Mnk denmanded.

"Shut up," Ham said, enbarrassed. "Can you see anythi ng?"

"No." Monk said. "That is, | can see black."

They could all see black, and nothing else. They lifted their hands before their eyes, and

di scerned not the slightest vestige of their presence. Their first involuntary inmpulse was to try to
feel of the blackness, for it was so intense that it seenmed solid; but it wasn't, for their fingers
t ouched nothing nore tangible than air.

Then their eyes began stinging.

"It's some kind of black gas!" yelled Long Tom the electrical w zard.

But that was wong, because they snelled nothing and tasted not hing.

Monk let out a frightened how . He had renmenbered sonet hi ng—+enmenbered the way they had been told
that Serge Mafnoff had turned into a black ghost of a figure.

"Maybe we’ve turned into them bl ack ghosts!" Mnk shout ed.

The terror of that held them spell bound—ntil C van |aughed. It was an ugly, delighted,
much-relieved | augh that tore across Civan's |ips.

That |augh was the wong thing for Gvan to do. Probably he couldn’t help it. But it shocked

Monk, Ham and Long Tom back to a grip on compn sense.

"Grab that guy!" Long Tom yell ed.

Monk sprang upon Civan. "I got ‘“im"

Ham said, "W better lock the door. | don't know what this is about, but |I—=

Ham never woul d have spoken another word, then, except that he wore a bull etproof undergarnent of
al l oy chain nesh. Doc Savage and all his nen wore them habitually, for they were |ight enough not to
be unconfortable. They were al so knifeproof.

A knife blade struck Ham s chest, skidded on the chain mesh, ruining his expensive coat and vest.
Ham grabbed the knife-wielder’'s wist, held it tightly, twisted and turned. An arm broke. The
attacker started scream ng, and kept scream ng al nbst continuously

Fi ghting was suddenly all through the room Fist blows, the gr-r-it! of knife blades striking

chain mail, and shots. The shots were deafening.
A voi ce crashed out in Mayan.
"Gas masks," it ordered. "Put themon!"

It was Doc Savage's voice. Mayan was the little-known | anguage which Doc and his nmen spoke—al npst
no one in the civilized world spoke it besides thensel ves—when they w shed to communi cate w t hout
bei ng under st ood.

There was no tine to be astonished that Doc Savage had turned up in the mddle of this weird,

bl ack nél ée. He had a habit of appearing unexpectedly, anyway.

THE gas nmsks they carried were sinple: Gas-tight goggles, spring-wire nose clips, and breath
filters sonmething |ike overgrown police whistles, which they held in their nouths. They were
effective enough, providing you didn’t snort off a nose clip, or get a filter knocked out of your
mout h or down your throat. The goggl es were nonshatterable, however.

Doc Savage cal l ed, "Were is G van?" in Myan.

Monk took out his breath filter |ong enough to say, also in Mayan, "Here."

Doc went toward Monk’'s voice—and straight into violent turnoil.

The assail ants, apparently every one of themin the room had charged toward Mnk’s voice.
Probably because it was so distinctive. Wien Monk said sonething in a fight, there was no doubt
about who said it.

Monk barked pai nful ly—hit or kicked. His breath filter clinked against a wall. Mnk fell down. He
felt a powerful wench on G van, so Monk I et G van go. He thought Doc had taken the man. Mnk was
plenty willing to turn himloose; he wanted to fight.

There was no nore shooting. But there was everything else. Blows. Furniture breaking. Sonmeone
tore the rug up with a ripping sound and plunged with it, upsetting people.

Doc Savage broke anaesthetic gas grenades. The stuff was extrenely potent and abrupt; it would
make a man unconscious, alnost invariably, in less than a mnute. But it didn't this tine. It had
absolutely no effect, except that Monk stopped howing and hitting and went to sleep, falling
heavi l y.

The assailants wore gas masks, evidently.

They wore nore than that, Doc began to have an ugly suspicion. His fight efforts were too futile.
H s senses, his nuscles, were trained. He should be able to fight in the dark as well as the next
man.

The attackers apparently could see in the blackness! And Doc couldn’t. Nor his nen.

Doc Savage plucked the breath filter fromhis |ips and ordered, "Get into the next room quick!"
wi thout taking gas-charged air into his lungs. He put the filter back.

He got down, felt, and found Monk. He dragged Monk to the door of the next room



Long Tom and Ham were already in the next room Doc joined them They banged the door, and Doc
found a key and turned it.

"Upstairs," he said taking the filter out of his mouth briefly.

They rushed across the room through a door, found the stairs. Up these, they went. Behind them
there was a crashing as the | ocked door was caved in.

At the top of the first flight of stairs, Doc said, "Go on."

H s men went on.

Doc flipped a snall high-explosive grenade down the stairs. He wore a padded vest which was
nmostly pockets to contain the gadgets.

Came a crack of an explosion. Crashing and splintering was mxed in with the blast. And the | ower
hal f of the stairs came to pieces and fell down.

A consi derabl e nunber of bullets came up the stairway during the next three or four mnutes. Then
the strange attackers went away.

After a while, it was suddenly daylight again.

Dayl i ght brought stillness. It just had to. Wiat had happened was so eerie, so inpossible, that
it left an aftermath of shocked awe.

Sunshine slanted in through the wi ndows. Sonmewhere out in the shrubbery, a bird emtted a
frightened cry. In the distance, city traffic still runbled, and farther away there was a ghostly,
undul ating whi ning noise. Police sirens.

The walls of the roomin which Doc Savage stood were papered blue, the ceiling was cream the
carpet was very dark blue and the furniture upholstered in plush. Mnk lay on the floor at Doc’s
feet and snored. Around about was some débris which had flown up fromthe blasted stairs.

Doc held a long, thin, tel escoping periscope at the door, and saw no one was now at the foot of
the stairs. Lower half of the stairway was a conplete weck, scalable only with a |adder.

Long Tom and Ham were peering cautiously around an upper |anding, where they had taken shelter.
They came down.

"l thought you had C van!" Ham excl ai ned.

Doc Savage shook his head slightly. "Qur own lives were nore inportant."

" But —

"They could see in that blackness," the bronze man said. "They concentrated on rescuing C van.
Then they were going to turn their attention to getting rid of us. W got away just as they started
the last."

The tension of shocked awe subsi ded. Ham and Long Tom began to think of rational questions.

Ham pointed at Monk. "lIs he hurt?"

Consi dering how the two quarrel ed, Hams anxi ety over Mnk was surprising.

"He got some of the anaesthetic gas," Doc expl ai ned.

" Oh!

Ham felt of his own person for danage. He groaned at the rip in his expensive suit. "You haven't
had time to go to the Amazon Maid, Doc."

The bronze man shook his head slightly. "The Arazon Maid story was a gag."

" Gag?"

"To send us off on the wong trail."

"How di d you figure that?" Ham denanded.

"Civan," Doc said, "was too eager to explain about a |ong-nosed man naned Eli Canel, and the
Amazon Mai d. Mdreover, his tongue slipped once-he nmentioned sonmeone named John Sunlight."

"John Sunli ght ?"

"The unknown quantity, so far," Doc Savage started nounting the stairs toward the attic. He

expl ained. "Instead of flying to the Amazon Maid, | watched this place froma house across the
street, to see what woul d happen.”

Doc Savage reached the attic, |ooked out of the wi ndows. They gave the best available view of the
nei ghborhood. There was no sign of their |late assailants; they had fled successfully.

THEY brought Monk up to the attic, adm nistered a stimulant, and when the fogging effects of the
anaest hetic gas had been knocked out of the honmely chem st’s brain, he sat up and nade noi ses, then
asked a question—the question uppernost in the mnds of Ham and Long Tom

"What was the black?" Mnk denmanded.

They all | ooked at Doc Savage; if there was to he an explanation, it would have to come fromthe
bronze man. Mnk, Ham and Long Tom were utterly at a | oss.

Then they stared in anazenent at the bronze man. Hi s face—they had never seen quite such an
expression on his face before. It was sonething stark. Queer. They could not, at first, tell what it
was; then they knew that the bronze man was feeling an utter horror.

"Doc!" Monk gasped. "Wat is it?"

Doc Savage seened to get hold of hinmself with visible effort. Then he did a strange thing; he

hel d both hands in front of himand made theminto tense, netallic fists. He |ooked at the fists.
They trenbled a little fromstrain.

Finally he put the fists down against his sides and | et out a |ong breath.



"It cannot be anything but what | think it is," he said

H s voice had a holl owness. Such a nmacabre quality that the others were too startled to put
questions. They had never before seen the bronze man this disturbed

They knew, now, that he would not answer questions

They wat ched himpick up the fragments of the pliers which had broken in such a brittle way when
Monk tapped themwi th the file.

"M croscope?" Doc asked

Monk’ s pocket nmgnifier had renmi ned miracul ously unbroken. He handed it over, and Doc exam ned
the bits of shattered steel

"Crystallized," he said. Wich also seenmed to be what he had expected

Next, he gave attention to the unused part of the attic, the portion that was dark and

w ndow ess.

"Just nouse and rat tracks in there,” Mnk vol unteered

The bronze man exami ned the "nopuse" tracks closely, and gave the honely chem st a shock

"Sone of the rat tracks," Doc pointed out, "are inpressed in the wood."

"Huh?"

"They were probably made by smal| pieces of netal driven into the underside of boards, the boards
having been laid on the rafters. Probably the nmetal bits were to disguise the fact that boards had
been laid on the rafters for soneone to stand upon."

Monk swal | owed as he digested this. "You nean—sonebody hid in there?"

"Apparently."

Doc Savage went next to the entrance of the attic study, where his interest centered on the
crinmson stains, now dried, left by the Mafnoff cook, who had fainted, they understood, when the
shriek was heard downstairs

There were two sets of the dark stains.

"Two stains," Doc remarked, "indicate the cook m ght have been noved while unconscious."

Monk eyed the stains, one in front of the door, the other to one side, until Doc’s neani ng dawned
on him

"Hey!" Monk expl oded. "Sonebody was hiding in the attic. The scream downstairs drew the servants
away. Whoever was in the attic fled, noving the unconscious cook out of the way."

Ham said, "But why go to all of the trouble of noving the cook?"

"Perhaps the one who fled was carrying a heavy burden," Doc said slowy

They could not get himto el aborate on this renark

Chapter VII. Bl G WOVEN

THE police came; so there naturally had to be extensive explanations, with much of the explaining
devoted to making the police conprehend that the whol e chain of events had happened. |f there had
been a shooting or a stabbing, the police would have accepted the fact that a crine had been

commtted. But this case was unusual. It was incredible. A noted diplomat, Serge Mafnoff, had
vani shed under—since he had apparently turned into bl ack snoke—npossi bl e-to-believe circunstances
A stranger with a Russian accent—that was C van—had cone to Doc Savage and tried to kill him

"Wait a mnute," the police captain said. "Wy’ d they try to kill you?"

"That can be part of the nystery," Doc said

The attack on the Serge Mafnoff home to rescue C van—the police could grasp that. But they

couldn’t grasp the strange bl ackness that had cl anped down on the nei ghborhood; it was as bad as
Serge Mafnoff turning into black snmoke. It was inpossible, it couldn't have happened, and there nust
be a catch somewhere

Doc Savage left the representatives of the law with their headache. The bronze nan, Mnk, Ham and
Long Tomwent to their cars. They had two machi nes—ene that Doc had driven, and the autonobile used
by his three nmen

Al three associates, it devel oped, wanted to ride with Doc and di scuss the nystery.

"But soneone has to drive the other car," Doc rem nded

"Let the gossoon do it," Ham suggested, pointing at Mnk

"We'll draw lots,"” Monk said pronptly, which was wasted effort, because when they drew, Mnk | ost
anyway.

Monk seated hinself grunmblingly at the wheel of the second car, and drove all alone in the wake

of Doc Savage's machine. Because the nystery they were enbroiled in was so fantastic so far that it
conpl etely confused him Monk decided to keep his mind off it by thinking about something el se. He
t hought about Ham He tried to dope out a newinsult to throw at Ham

Ham was proud of his Harvard background, his nenbership in certain exclusive clubs. He often
boasted to Monk that he was one of the Four Hundred

"Four hundred!" Mnk snorted. "He cones nearer bein’ one of the fifty-seven varieties."

Thi nki ng up verbal spears to stick in Ham was al ways an absorbing pastime with Monk. He grew

conpl etely occupied with the avocation. He paid no great attention to follow ng the others; they
were all enroute back to headquarters, anyway.

Monk fell behind and entirely | ost sight of the other nachine containing Doc, Long Tom and Ham



On a very deserted street, a shabby old sedan suddenly cut in front of Monk's car, and the result
was a resounding crash. Both nachines cane to a stop.

MONK craned his neck.

"Bl ast wonmen drivers!" he grunbled. "Er—that is"—he took another look to see if the woman was
pretty, and she wasn't—yeah, blast ‘enm"

Monk’ s car was one of Doc Savage’'s special machines, body of arnor steel, wheels of
punct ur e- proof sponge rubber, and it had not been damaged. The other car had not fared so well.
Not one worman, but two got out of the other car. They came striding toward Monk’s machi ne,

| ooki ng apol ogeti c.

"Gosh!" Monk said.

He was seeing two of the biggest wonen he had ever glinpsed in his life. Not fat wonen—big! Two
Her cul ean fenal es, not badly proportioned, but built with at |least a triple or quadruple measure of
ever yt hi ng.

"Woe is nme!" Monk gasped, and hurriedly rolled up the bulletproof glass car w ndows.

However, when he heard the two femi nine titans saying how sorry they were, he rolled down one

wi ndow.

"W're awfully sorry," one fenal e tower said.

"You bet we are," the other added.

Their voices were distinctly fem nine, but as might be expected, had trenendous vol une.

"Well," Monk said, "of course your car suffered the nost—

One bi g wonman reached suddenly and got Monk by the hair. She held him

"Search ‘im Gantia," she said.

The other fermale tower went through Monk’'s pockets, slapped the places where nmen generally carry
guns. Monk’'s squawking and withing didn't seemto bother her.

"Nothin’” on ‘im Titania," she said.

G antia rel eased Monk’s hair, simultaneously giving hima shove in the face. This skidded Mnk
over to the mddle of the seat. One giantess got in on Mnk’s left, the other on his right, and they
closed the car doors.

Monk howl ed, "Now, | ook here—

Bot h big wonmen put their arnms around Mnk, but they weren’'t hugging, exactly. They were

squeezi ng. Monk heard his joints cracking, felt his breath whistle between his teeth and thought his
eyes were going to pop out. Wen they rel eased himthe argunent was all squeezed out.

"We used to wassle a bear in one of our acts,” Gantia said. "So we know how to handl e you."
Titani a | ooked at Monk specul atively.

"Only you're nore |ike a baboon," she decided.

Monk felt of his neck tenderly.

"l can see |'mgonna |ike you two," he nuttered.

G antia started the engine, backed up, turned and drove away. |t was evident to Monk that the two
remarkabl e big girls intended | eaving their own wecked machi ne and taki ng hi m sonewhere.
"What's the idea?" he asked fearfully.

G antia said, "W’'re gonna nmake you tell us where we can find John Sunlight."

"John Sunlight?" Mnk questioned. "Wat’'s that? Sone guy’'s nanme?"

"Don't kid us," Gantia thundered.

"No," Titania runbled, "don't kid us. W saw you goin’ around takin' care of C van. W know
you're one of his pals."

" But —

"Shut up," Gantia roared. "W'I| tell you when to talk. And you'll talk then, plenty."

"l bet," Titania booned, "that he knows John Sunlight grabbed our little sister Fifi and is

hol din’ her to make us keep our mouths shut."

"Sure," exclaimed Gantia. "I bet he knows it all. | bet he knows about the Strange Bl ue Done,
an’ everything. Betcha he knows we only promsed to throwin with John Sunlight's an’ hel p himso we
coul d get back to New York an’ take care of little Fifi."

Monk started off to do sone roaring of his own.

"Fifi be danged—

He got a slap that nade his ears sound as though they contained steanboat whistles.

"Don't you talk that way about Fifi!" G antia thundered.

"Dad blast my kind of luck!" Mnk grunbled.

AS a driver, G antia belonged decidedly to the Barney A dfield school. Wen the speedoneter

needl e got below fifty, it seened to bother her. Mnk was confronted with anazenment as he watched
speed cop after speed cop let themgo by, with never an attenpt to halt them or even to follow.
Then he renmenbered that the car carried the special Doc Savage plates which entitled the machine to
make its own speed | aws.

The destination seemed to be no particular place—ust any renpte spot where there was a thick
grow h of concealing trees. Monk began to have a grimsuspicion that they were seeking a locality



where his screans of agony woul d not be heard.

"There has been a little mstake," he ventured uneasily.

"Your mistake," Titania said, "was in being born."

"Judgin’ fromhis |ooks," G antia added, "there was a m stake sonmewhere."

Monk squi rmed and debated nentally over the things he could do. Junping out of the car was
certainly not one of them since the machine was now doi ng seventy-five.

"I"mone of Doc Savage's crew, " Monk expl ai ned earnestly.

The two gi antesses were puzzl ed, but not inpressed.

"Doc Savage—never heard of him" Titania said.

Monk swal l owed this pill of surprise. Persons who had not heard of Doc Savage, at |east through
rumor, were becomi ng scarce.

"Who is he?" G antia denanded.

There was a subject on which Mk coul d wax el oquent. He had a sincere adnmiration for the bronze
man—whi ch very fact probably saved hima great deal of grief on the present occasion. Hs sincerity
was expressed in his voice so effectively that Gantia and Titania were inpressed. They stopped the
car.

"Now tell us that again," G antia ordered.

"Doc Savage," Mnk said, "is a man whose business is shooting other people’ s troubles. He was
trained from chil dhood for the job. | know it sounds queer. But it's a fact."

Monk waved el oquent. He had a bill of goods to sell, and he suspected it was rather inperative
that he sell it. Ham the silver-tongued | awer-orator, could have taken | essons from Mnk’s speech
to the two Hercul ean wonen. Monk left out very little. Doc’s scientific training, physical ability,
his five assistants—Mnk touched on it all with an earnestness that was conpletely effective.
"Strong man, eh?" Titania nmuttered, with an unm stakabl e gl eam of interest.

"Yep," Monk said.

"How big did you say?" Titani a asked.

"Bi gger than you are," Mnk assured her.

Titani a sighed. "You know," she renarked, "l’'ve never net a man | could fall—er—that is, a fellow
who is as big as | am"

Monk took a deep breath.

"Doc," he said, "has never been able to find a girl quite his own equal, either."

Doc woul d probably exile himfor that remark, if the bronze man ever found out about it.

Titania and G antia were obviously intrigued. They exchanged gl ances whi ch Monk had no trouble
reading correctly.

"Maybe," Titania said thoughtfully, "this Doc Savage is the man to rescue Fifi from John
Sunlight."

"He sure is!" Mnk exclaimed quickly.

"We know al |l about this John Sunlight and the Strange Bl ue Donme, and everything," Gantia said.
"Doc will sure be glad to get the information," Mnk declared earnestly.

G antia stopped the car, turned it around, and headed back toward New York City.

"You tell us where to go," she ordered Mnk.

MONK was expecting a sensation when he ushered G antia and Titania into the presence of Doc
Savage, Ham and Long Tom He was not di sappoi nted. Ham sprang up and dropped the sword cane.
"What' s this?" Ham gasped.

"Little present | brought you," Mnk explained. He felt of his neck, which still ached. Then an
idea hit him He nudged Gantia and Titania, called their attention to Ham

"When we rescue Fifi," Mnk said, "you want to watch this shyster, Ham He's a lady-killer from
way back."

G antia strode to the astoni shed Ham gave hima shove, and Ham sail ed back and fell over a

chair.

"That," Gantia said, "is just a sanple of what you' Il get if you nmake one single sheep eye at
Fifi."

"Wih—wh— was the best the astounded Ham coul d do.

G antia and Titania suddenly lost interest in Ham They were | ooking at the Man of Bronze. They
stared, not exactly with their nmouths open, but with alnpst its equivalent.

Doc Savage wore tan trousers and a matching tan shirt which was open at the neck, and the effect
of his netallic figure seemed unusually striking. His vitality, strength, size, and the quality of
unbounded power which was somehow a part of his personality, were inpressive.

G antia glanced at Monk.

"You ain’t the liar | thought you was," she said.

Monk perforned introducti ons—Hamretreated to the other side of the reception room and

acknow edged the introduction fromthat safe distance—and Titania and G antia were left with nothing
to do but stare at Doc Savage, which they proceeded to do with enthusiasm

"Your accent indicates you have been speaking Russian recently," Doc Savage said.

There were sone slight indications that already G antia and Titania were begi nning to make him



unconfortable. Wnen made Doc unconfortable rather easily.

Monk said, "Doc, these two young wonen know all about this infernal nystery. They know all about
Civan, and sone guy naned John Mbonbeam

"John Sunlight," Titania interrupted.

"Suppose they tell us about it," Doc suggested.

Titani a nodded. "It's a long story. It began in Russia where—

"—where we got mxed up in a spy racket, were caught, and sent to Siberia," interposed G antia,
who seened anxious to do any talking that was to be done to Doc Savage. "W were sent to Siberian
exile, where we—=

"—we net John Sunlight," put in Titania, who seened to have the sane idea about nonopolizing any
talk with the bronze man. "John Sunlight organized an escape fromthe Siberian prison canp aboard—
"—aboard an ice-breaker," interpolated G antia. "And—

"Shut up, Gantia!" said Titania. "I'mtelling it."

"Shut up yourself," ordered Gantia. "I can tell it as well—=

Doc put in quietly, "Perhaps if we closed the wi ndows, there would be |l ess noise to interfere."
Since the headquarters was | ocated on the eighty-sixth floor, there was ordinarily not enough
noise to interfere in the least with a casual conversation, but just now there was an unusual anount
of uproar. Doc Savage stood for a nonment at the window listening. H s interest was caught.

A plane was flying slowmy over New York City at an altitude of at least two thousand feet. It was
a bal l yhoo pl ane—ene of the type that had a great aérial |oud-speaker, or probably a battery of
them nmounted in the cabin, their openings downward. Such a plane could fly a mle in the air and
soneone speaking into a mcrophone aboard it could nmake words heard by an entire city.

A bal | yhoo pl ane over New York City was an unusual sight. There was an antinoi se ordi nance

agai nst them

This one was talking.

"This is Fifi,"

it kept saying over and over. "G antia and Titania, please do not tell Doc Savage anything."

It was a woman’ s voi ce.

Chapter VIII. QUEST FOR FIFI

THE i dea of a ballyhoo plane flying over the city, warning soneone not to talk to Doc Savage, was
preposterously fantastic. Yet effective, too. Mire effective than newspaper advertisenents, or any
ot her quick way of giving warning.

Doc whi pped the doubl e soundproof w ndows shut. But he was too | ate.

"What was that?" Titania shouted. She flung the w ndows open again.

G antia junped to the wi ndow, too. The two big wonen |istened.

"This is Fifi,"

said the voice fromthe sky. "G antia and Titania, please do not tell Doc Savage anything."

G antia and Titania stared at the ballyhoo plane with stark intensity, and horror cane over their
faces.

"Fifi!" Titania gulped. "Fifi's voice!"
"John Sunlight has her in that plane!" npaned G anti a.
They stood there, listening as if hypnotized, until the plane reached the far side of the city

and banked around and canme back. The ballyhoo craft was sweeping back and forth, covering the entire
metropol i s.

Doc said, "Go ahead with the story of John Sunlight."

G antia and Titania | ooked at himwth their |ips tight.

"We can't tell you anything now," G antia said hoarsely.

"John Sunlight would Kkill Fifi," Titani a added.

It was plain they had no intention of continuing with any story. Fears for their little sister’s
saf ety had silenced them conpletely.

Doc turned to Monk. "How nuch did they tell you before you got here?"

Monk scratched his bullet of a head.

"Not much, Doc," the honmely chem st admitted. "They did say sonmethin’ about a thing they called
the Strange Bl ue Dome."

"The what ?"

Doc’ s face became frozen netal.

"The Strange Bl ue Done," Mnk explained. "Or so they call ed—=

The horely cheni st stopped speaki ng, swal |l owed. For Doc Savage had spun, and flung into the
library.

The bronze man snapped the library door shut behind him then did nothing nore exciting than
stride to one of the great windows and stand stiffly, staring into the hazy northern sky. Doc’s
si new cabl ed arns were down, as rigid as bars, at his sides, and his powerful hands worked slowy,
cl enchi ng and uncl enchi ng.

He was doi ng sonething that none of his nen had ever seen himdo before. He was taking tinme out
to get control of hinself.



Had his men seen, they m ght have guessed the reason. They were clever nen, each one a headliner
in his chosen profession. Probably they would have realized that Doc Savage knew nore about the
Strange Bl ue Donme than any of them dreaned he knew.

Monk, Ham Long Tom-hone of Doc’s men had ever heard of any such thing as the Strange Bl ue Done.
But Doc knew of it, obviously. Knew so nuch about it that he was shocked nore profoundly than his
men had ever seen hi mshocked before, by the nmere nmention of the Strange Bl ue Dome in connection
with this nmystery.

Strangest of all, Doc Savage seened to be blami ng hinself for what was happening.

DOC went back into the other room

"Ham " he said, "you and Long Tom watch these two wonen, G antia and Titania."

Ham had no liking for that task. He gul ped a hasty, "But—

"Monk and nyself are going after that ballyhoo plane,” Doc said.

"Aw, O K.," Ham grunbl ed.

Monk grinned derisively at Ham touched his hand to his forehead in a boy-aml-I aughi ng-at-you
gesture. Then Mnk foll owed Doc Savage into the big | aboratory. They wended through | ong tables
laden with intricate glass and netal devices. Many cabinets stood filled with chenicals.

Doc opened a wall panel, disclosing a steel barrel several feet in dianeter. There was a door in
this, which he opened. He stepped through into a bullet-shaped car which was wel | - padded, and
travel ed through the steel barrel, driven by conpressed air. Wen Mnk got in, there was little room
to spare.

Cl osing hatches, Doc pulled | evers which tripped the air pressure on. There was a shock, a

whi ni ng noi se, and the vibration of great speed. Then they were jamed agai nst the | ower end of the
cartridge-like car as air cushioned it to a stop. Holding devices clicked and a red |ight cane on.
Doc and Monk stepped out in the bronze man’s Hudson River water-front hangar boathouse.

Monk ran for the plane which stood nearest the water, sprang in, got the propeller turning over.
"Hey, Doc!" he yelled. "Ain't you comn'?"

Doc Savage said, "You go after the ballyhoo plane al one, Mnk."

Monk didn't understand why Doc wanted to remain behind. But he was not displeased. The prospect

of chasing the ballyhoo plane, maybe an aérial dogfight, intrigued Mnk.

"Keep your radio cut in," Doc call ed.

Monk’ s arm shot up to acknow edge that. He gunned the plane down into the water. The craft was an
anphi bian. When it got close to the big doors, it cut a photo-electric-cell-and-beam device, which
caused the doors to open.

Monk’ s pl ane scudded across the river, and was in the air about the tine the hangar doors were

cl osi ng.

Doc Savage was already in a car in the hangar. He kept a car in the hangar for energency use, and
it was one of his fully equi pped machi nes.

The car had, anong many other gadgets, a very good radio direction-finder. A finder that could
cover the entire band of ether wave-lengths. Doc turned the tuning dial slowy, changed wave coils,
kept on tuning. Carrier wave after carrier wave was picked up as a viol ent hissing.

Finally Doc picked up a transnmitter which seened to be sending nothing but—at intervals of two or
three m nutes—an apparently neani ngl ess conbi nati on of dots and dashes.

The bronze man took a careful bearing on that station.

He started the car, drove furiously, covered about half a nmle, and took a second bearing on the
transm tter which was sendi ng dot-and-dash conbi nati ons.

Doc wat ched the ball yhoo plane as he took this second radio bearing. The plane was a di stant

bunbl ebee agai nst the sky. Another bunbl ebee—Mnk’s shi p—was wheeling around it.

The bal | yhoo pl ane changed its course in obedience to the dot-and-dash signal on which Doc was

t aki ng beari ngs.

The bronze man made his small, characteristic trilling sound briefly. It had a satisfied quality.
H s surm se had been correct—his suspicion that grew out of the fact that Fifi’'s voice, fromthe
bal | yhoo pl ane, was repeating the same words over and over.

Doc drew bearing lines on a scale map of New York City. The lines crossed in the section

i mredi ately bel ow Forty-second street. He drove for the spot.

ONLY at street intersections could Doc Savage see Mink's plane and the ballyhoo ship. At other
times, high buildings hid both craft.

Tine after time, Monk flew around the | oud-speaker ship. Doc was anxi ous about that, at first.

But Monk was cautious; he did not get too close to the strange craft. This jockeying went on for

m nutes. Then it appeared that Mnk had surrendered caution, and was flying very near the other
ship. Munk’s plane was on the opposite side; it seemed to blend with the ballyhoo craft, and then—
A splattering volley of dots and dashes canme fromthe radio transmtter which Doc was tracking

down with the direction-finder.

Instantly, the ballyhoo ship exploded. Doc saw the flash, a flash that junped in all directions;

it was |ike |looking at a distant mirror which had unexpectedly reflected sunlight into his eyes. The



flash faded; Doc watched the snmoke. It might have been froman Archie shell. Then cane the bl ast
sound, a distinct concussion, despite the distance. And echoes foll owed, bouncing around anong the
skyscrapers |ike thunder.

Then Monk’s pl ane appeared. It had been safely beyond the other ship; only the distance had nade
it seem cl ose.

Doc tuned the radio to Mdnk’s wave | ength.

"Danmaged any, Monk?" he asked of his own transmtter m ke.

"Startled out of six years’ growth," Mnk’'s voice stated shakily. "You know what, Doc?"

"There was no one in the plane,"” Doc said. "It was being flown by a radio robot. The girl’s voice
was coming off a record that was being repeated. And they exploded a bonb in the plane with radio
control ."

"You nmust be a crystal gazer!" Mnk said.

H s distant plane spun down in the sky and swooped in toward the Hudson River.

Doc Savage reached the spot where, as closely as he could judge, the radio-control transmitter
had operated. He tried to tune it in again. It had been shut off. That was not so good; the plane
m ght have been controlled fromany building within a bl ock.

Doc Savage nade a quick survey of surrounding buildings, their height, their position with
reference to the spot where the plane had blown up in the sky—a snudge of dark snoke still marked
t hat point.

One tall building—t had to be that one. It was the only roof that offered a view of the spot
where the plane had expl oded.

Doc Savage drove away two bl ocks, parked, and got his make-up case fromunder the rear seat.

THE bronze nman, getting out of the fear some minutes later, was a |arge dark-skinned man with
artistically long black hair, nostrils with an al nbst negroid flare—the celluloid nostril inserts
did not hanper breathing and added a remarkabl e touch—and a nervous habit of tw tching his |ips.
Doc carried a | eather tool bag which was worn.

He wal ked into the | obby of the building he suspected, saw no one there, entered an el evator when
it arrived, and said, "Top floor."

Fromthe top-floor corridor, a door gave into a flight of stairs that led up to the roof. The
door to the stairway was open, and a man |ounged there, obviously a guard. He was a thin dark man.
The | ookout stared at Doc narrowy.

The bronze man wal ked up to the fellow, dangling his worn tool bag prom nently.

"Have you noticed any peculiar snells?" Doc asked.

The other scow ed.

"You' ve got nme there, buddy," he said. "Snells."

Doc said, "I am making a building inspection."

"So what ?"

"You don’'t understand," Doc explained patiently. "There is a chemical firmon a |ower floor of
this building, and it is possible that a | eakage of chem cals occurred. The chemicals forma gas,
and it might have risen to the upper floors, following the elevator shafts. In such a case, it would
be noticed here, or on the roof. Have you noticed anything?"

"Not a thing," the man said sourly.

He spoke with a strong Russian accent.

"Very well," Doc said. "The gas may not have reached this high yet. O there may not even be any
gas at all as yet."

The bronze man then wal ked, swi nging his tool bag and whistling, to the stairway, opened the
door, stepped through and left the door ajar a crack. He nade tranping sounds with his feet so that
it woul d appear he had gone on down the stairs.

Qut of the bag he took a gas nmask, which he donned. Then he took a gallon jug of villainously
colored liquid fromthe bag and poured it on the floor.

He waited fifteen minutes, approximately. There was a strong draft up the stairs and through the
door, and through the stairs that led up to the roof. The liquid Doc had poured on the floor slowy
turned into gas and was swept up to the roof.

After the fifteen minutes were up, he went investigating.

There was one man asleep in the top-floor hallway.

There were six nmen and a girl asleep on the roof.

The girl was very small, very pretty—f you liked the kewpi e-dol | type.

Chapter | X. LOST WOMVEN

DOC SAVAGE had a way, as those who knew himput it, of walking up and taking death by the beard.
And not only getting away with it, but in unexpected fashions all his own, of |eaving the old man
with the whiskers and scythe wondering just whether he had been treated with disrespect.

But Doc’s working nethods were not as reckl ess as they appeared. He knew this strange trade which
he foll owed; he had received years of training for it, and he carried with hinself always an

ast oundi ng nunber of scientific gadgets calculated to cope with emergencies.



Whenever possible, he tried not to do what was expected of him

There was a portable radio transmtter of some power standing on the roof. In a case beside it
was the additional nechani smnecessary to naeke an ordinary radio into a plane control

Doc freed Fifi—she was bound and gagged—and |eft rope and gag |ying on the roof

Doc carried the men fromthe roof to the top floor hallway, and put all seven of themin the
freight elevator, which operated automatically and thus did not have an operator

Next, Doc carried Fifi down and put her with the others. He had no doubt that he was carrying
Fifi.

He | ocked the door leading to the roof, then sealed it with a bit of chewing gum Not ordinary
gum exactly. This would turn white when he touched it with a drop of chemical; and if it didn't
turn white, he would know it was different gum

Fifi had the cutest formof any snmall girl Doc had ever seen. Short girls are usually spread out
a bit.

The bronze man got down to the alley, got his car around there, got his passengers |loaded into it
wi thout attracting anyone’'s attention. He drove toward his headquarters

Fifi slipped over and her head rested agai nst his shoul der. She was the type of little thing that
coul d | ook delicious when she was sl eeping

Doc’s car traveled quietly, and did not take long to reach the high building which housed his
headquarters. The machine rolled into the private basenent garage

He | oaded the seven prisoners into the speed elevator. Then he put Fifi in.

Fifi seened, if anything, snaller and nore exquisitely pretty. She |ooked |ike trouble. She

| ooked |ike nothing el se but trouble

Doc piloted the elevator and his load up to the eighty-sixth floor and got out. He began

unl oadi ng

Nei t her Ham nor Long Tom cane out to help him

Suddenly concerned, Doc Savage hurried to the door, opened it and went into the reception room
He stopped, stared about in astonishment

Two thoroughly angry bulls might have put the place in the shanbles he saw before him Two
bul I s—+t was hardly |ikely one could have done as thorough a job

Ham and Long Tom were skinned, |acerated, contused. They had bl ack eyes, were minus sone hair
and their noses |eaked crimson. Another expensive suit had been ruined for Ham

The two were al so bound and gagged

DCC untied them

"Titani a!" Hamyell ed

"G antial" Long Tom shout ed

"They got away!" they groaned in chorus

Doc Savage's netallic features did not change expression, which was a tribute to his

sel f-control

Titania and G antia had been going to tell everything about John Sunlight, the instant they knew
their sister Fifi was safe. Well, Fifi was safe; she would have no nore than a slight headache when
she recovered

"How did it happen?" Doc asked quietly.

"They saw that plane expl ode—the plane Mnk was after,"” Long Tom nuttered

"And they went wild," Ham added ruefully. "You never saw such a performance. They | anded on us
bef ore we knew what’ d happened. |nsisted we had gotten Fifi killed. They thought she was in the
pl ane, you know. Well—that is—anyhow, they got the best of us."

"They left," Long Tom expl ai ned, "swearing they were going to join John Sunlight and hel p him get
you, to pay you back for causing Fifi’'s death in the plane."

Ham stood up, felt of hinself, ran to a mirror and got a good | ook at the danage which had been
done to his garnents. He nmade a croaking noise. He loved his clothes as if they were his children
Anot her hi deous thought hit Ham Mnk—f Mnk heard of this, the honely ape would have the tine
of his life kidding Ham And he was certain to hear of it. Hanmis groan was so loud it sounded |like a
honki ng

Doc Savage said nothing nore on the subject of the two giantesses escaping. He never criticized
his crew for errors or shortcom ngs. The bronze man nade m stakes hinself

M st akes—his netallic face settled into the grimmest of lines. Mstake! This whole thing was the
result of a mistake he had made. A horrible error. He had not told themthat as yet, but the fact
had taken shape in his own m nd, and was there whenever his thoughts relaxed, to torment himlike a
spi ke-tailed devil

In grave silence, the bronze nman carried the captives into the |aboratory. Ham and Long Tom

hel ped hi m

Before the job was done, Mdnk put in an appearance with an aviator’s hel nmet and goggl es perched
on his bullet head. He Iistened as Long Tomtold what had happened. Then Mnk | ooked at Ham and
roared with mrth.

"You | ook |ike an accident goin’ soneplace t' happen!"” Mnk how ed



"At least," Hamsaid unkindly, "I don't look and act |ike sonmething six nmonths out of a jungle."
Monk scow ed. "Listen, shyster, ny ancestors cane here on the Mayflower."

"It's a good thing," Ham sneered. "The country has inmgration | aws now. "

They did not notice Doc Savage cl osing the |aboratory door. And later, when they tried the door,
it was | ocked, and although they called out, the bronze nman returned no answer from w thin.

They sat down in the reception roomto wait, puzzled.

DOC Savage preferred to work al one whenever possible. This did not grow out of an overconfidence
in his own ability, nor did it nmean that his aids were inefficient. They were not; they were highly
intelligent, if unusual fellows, and of enornpus assistance at tinmes. But Doc still liked to work
al one when he coul d. There were things that one nan could do better.

It takes an arny to fight an arny. But sending one scout out to |locate the eneny is the sensible
way.

The effects of the gas would wear off shortly, if the prisoners were |left alone. But Doc did not

| eave them al one.

He gave each one of them Fifi included, a treatnment with truth serum

Truth serum at the best—and Doc Savage had done consi derable work toward devel opi ng the stuff,

as had Monk—was not al ways dependable. It functioned by causing the patient to |apse into a conm, so
that the m nd exercised no conscious control over the will. Wen the subject heard a question, put
insistently, the inpulse was to answer it, and the dulled will power was unlikely to interfere.
Fifi was the type of character npst susceptible to truth serum so Doc began his questioning with
her.

Fi fi knew absol utely nothing of val ue.

Doc went to work on the others.

He kept questioning themfor alnbst an hour—

And when the bronze man unl ocked the | aboratory door, there was an expression on his face which
shocked his men. It was a stricken | ook—ene of such intensity that it was startling, for Doc Savage
so rarely showed his enpotions.

"Doc! " Ham gasped. "Wat—

The bronze man shook his head.

"W haven’'t nuch time," he said. "You might help nme."

They carried the nmen prisoners out, one at a tine, and put themin the speed el evator.

Monk maneuvered hinself into carrying Fifi.

"Not a bad little nunber,” he said admringly.

"Keep her here," Doc said.

Monk burst out in a big weath of grins.

Ham conpl ai ned, "That ugly clunk is havin' all the |uck—=

Doc said, "Ham you and Long Tom stay here. Be ready for a call."

They nodded, puzzled. The strangely set expression on his face deterred them from asking

questi ons.

Doc Savage got a |larger make-up box out of the laboratory. He took also two equi pment cases.

Then he lowered the prisoners to the basenent garage, |oaded themin the car, drove back to the
bui | di ng where he had captured them and managed to return themto the roof, still w thout being
noti ced.

The prisoners lay linp and snored where he placed them He put the thin dark one at the foot of
the roof stairs. He scattered the others over the roof, near the radio plane control, where he had
found them

He enptied another bottle of chemical on the roof. At once, the air becane filled with a reeking
odor which certainly snelled |ike a chem cal vapor potent enough to overcone men.

Doc Savage then left the roof.

Chapter X. WAR LORDS

THE first John Sunlight man to sit erect on the roof |ooked around hinself in a dazed way. H's
next act was an inpulsive glance at his wists, as though he expected to find handcuffs there. He
began shaki ng his head.

"Hey!" he yelled. He shook the linp formnearest to him

The shaken man groaned.

Doc Savage's skill with drugs was highly devel oped; he had cal cul ated the conbi ned dosages, in
proportion to the bodily resistance of the nen, so closely that they were all reviving at
approxi mately the same tine.

Hal f an hour saw themall on their feet, stunbling around, asking each other foolish questions.
Then the man came crawing up fromthe stairs.

"Gas!" this man gasped. "Gas that canme froma chem cal firmdownstairs. The fumes nusta got us!"
"How d you know t hat ?"

"There was an inspector conme around just before | keel ed over."

A man rubbed his forehead bew | deredly. "I kinda feel as if somethin’ happened to me when | was



unconsci ous, " he nunbl ed.

"What ?"

The man tried to think, gave it up finally. "Nothin', | guess," he said.

Wi ch was as near as any of themcanme to imagining that they had been taken to Doc Savage's
headquarters, had tal ked under the effects of truth serum and had been returned.

"Where's the girl?" one yelled suddenly.

She wasn’t there, obviously.

"She nmust ‘a’ failed to get as much gas as we did, and craw ed of f," one man deci ded.

They saw the ropes and gag |ying where the girl had been. But no girl. There was a furious rush
in search of the girl, and when it netted them nothing, they were uneasy.

"John Sunlight ain't gonna like this," seened to be a general consensus.

They conferred, holding their heads, which ached splittingly, and decided there was nothing to do
now but take their radio outfit and |eave. They did this. Their cars were parked in a near-by side
street.

They drove north for over an hour along the bank of the Hudson River, then parked their cars at a
wharf near the water’s edge.

There was a speedboat tied to the wharf. Into this, they clinbed. It carried themout on the
river, and toward an island.

The island was nostly stone, although there was enough soil to support a few trees. The island
was crowned by a house.

Crowned—there was no other word for it. Nothing el se quite described how the house sat on the
peak of the island, or described the house itself. The structure was |ike a crown, round, with four
ornanmental spires, one at each corner, and wi ndows which, due to the reflections of afternoon sun
fromtheir colored glass, resenbled jewels.

O course the house could have been called a fortress, too. But not at first glance. The nachine
guns nounted inside the windows were not visible at any first gl ance.

The house mi ght have been ternmed a spot for a quick get-away, as well. But to realize this, it
was first necessary to know that the big boathouse on the south held a fast plane, as well as a
hundr ed- m | e- an- hour speedboat .

John Sunlight did not believe in taking chances.

JOHN Sunlight sat on a deep chair which was covered with a rich purple velvet cloth. He wore a
mat chi ng set of purple vel vet pajamas and purple velvet robe, and on the forefinger of his right
hand was a ring with a purple jewel.

John Sunlight had very few changeabl e habits, but one of themwas his fondness for one col or one
tine, and perhaps a different one later. Just now he was experiencing a yen for purple, particularly
the regal shade of the color.

The man could go in for colors like a male novie star, and still be dangerous.

He did not | ook dangerous as he listened to his nen tell himthey had been gassed on the building
roof, and had awakened to find the girl, Fifi, gone, and that nothing el se had happened to

t hemexcept that they hadn’t succeeded in bl owi ng up anybody with the bonb plane.

John Sunlight never | ooked dangerous.

"That is too bad," he said.

He resenbled, with his thin aesthetic face, a dreaner of a poet who had listened to an editor
turn down one of his rhynes.

"Too bad," he said. "You will have to be punished."
The terrified uneasi ness which junped over the faces of the gas victins at this was a tribute to
the grisly qualities of the innocent-looking, tall, thin man before them There was sonething

hypnotic about it. He had not touched them had not ordered them shot or even beaten.

"Put them each in a separate dark room of the basenent," John Sunlight said. "After they have

been there forty-eight hours, | will talk to them"

One of the nen made a croaki ng sound. John Sunlight had done that to himonce before, put himin
darkness for a long time, then came and talked to him And the talk of John Sunlight, spoken quietly
and steadily, had contained such a conbination of horrors and obscenities, ghastly inplications and
frightful verbal statenents, that the man remenbered he had been a gi bbering weck of terror for
many hours afterward.

An inpartial observer woul d have call ed John Sunlight’s method a form of hypnotism

The horrified gas victins were | ed away.

JOHN Sunlight was thorough. Attention to details, he had | ong ago | earned, is inportant. Overl ook
a seed, and it may grow into a great tree of thorns.

He consulted a Manhattan directory.

"Wy, " he said mldly, "there is no chemical firmregistered as being in that building'"

He got on the tel ephone. He could speak English with alnost no accent at all, so he nade out
fairly well with a deception that he was a Federal agent.

"Yes, do," he said.



Soon a voice said, "This is the Eureka Products Chem cal House."

"What address?" John Sunlight asked.

The address given was the proper one.

"Did you have an accident there to-day?" John Sunlight inquired.

"Why, yes," the other said. "Sone gas got |oose in the plant, but as far as we can tell, it did
no danage. W& were afraid that it would rise to the upper floors, and cause people to becone
unconsci ous. However, the gas is harnml ess, unless one has a very weak heart."

"Thank you," John Sunlight said.

"Thank you," said the voice.

The voice was Long Tom H's thanks were sincere. He was still a little breathless fromrushing
around, warning the tel ephone people that there was a chemcal firmin the building, in case anyone
asked, and using his electrical skill to get a tel ephone connection in the building in a hurry. He
hoped he had fool ed John Sunlight.

He had.

John Sunlight was deceived, but he did not put the tel ephone aside at once, because he had

anot her call to nmake.

"Hell o, Baron," he said pleasantly, "I wonder if you could arrange to hold an i medi ate

consul tation with me?"

The "Baron" was silent, cautiously considering.

"Is it dangerous?" he demanded.

"It is to avoid danger," said John Sunlight, "that | wish to see you. This is very inportant,
Baron. One of ny men will call for you inmmediately in a car."

Again, the Baron thought it over.

"All right," he said finally, in a tone that said he doubted very much if it would be all right.
THI' S Baron was one of John Sunlight’s "contacts." John Sunlight had many contacts, nore than
anyone woul d have believed. He was not a young man, and he had worked all his evil life toward one
hi deous goal ; and he had made his arrangenments as he went along, always with an eye to the future.
John Sunlight's idea about his destiny on this unfortunate earth was far from being as changeabl e as
his fancy for colors.

The Baron was a representative of a Bal kan country. The secret representative. H s position at
home was high, but the work he did was of the |lowest kind. He was the head of his nation’s spy
system he also personally handl ed the purchase of information, or anything that woul d be of val ue
to his vicious little governnent.

This Baron Karl -he was known as Baron Karl for short—-was bosom buddy to the prime mnister of his
government, and the prime minister was as blood-thirsty and intolerant a tyrant as ever seized
life-and-death control over an unsuspecting popul ation. The prine mnister had his eyes on his

nei ghboring Bal kan country, and he would willingly give the lives of a few hundred thousand of his
soldiers to grab the other country.

The only redeening feature about the situation was that the other Bal kan nation was ruled by as
vicious a rascal as either the prine mnister or Baron Karl, who domi nated the nei ghboring
"denocracy." The ruler was known to the world as the "playboy prince" because of his hilarious
career. But what the world didn't know was that he was a bl oodthirsty, power-hungry kind of weasel,
and the first throat he wanted to cut was the nei ghboring "denocracy" of the prime mnister and
Baron Karl .

Fortunately, the two countries, armed to the teeth, had so far been too evenly matched for either
to risk a war.

But if anything gave either a bal ance of power, there would be a war at the drop of a hat.

No one knew that the so-called playboy prince had | anded in New York yesterday. He was traveling
incognito. Very nuch incognito.

This playboy prince was the next man John Sunlight called.

“I"ll have ny car call for you in about an hour," John Sunlight said.

John Sunlight nmade several other tel ephone calls and appoi ntnents. Each of these was to a
representative of a government which wanted above all things to have the power to whip sonebody el se
in a war.

Baron Karl arrived at six o' 'clock. It was getting dark around the island.

Chapter XI. ARCTI C RENDEZVOUS

BARON KARL was a snooth custoner. He even wore a nonocle. And, of course, the best of clothes. He
was quite a hand with the chorus girls.

In the "revolution” in his country, it was runored he had personally shot to death sone fifty or

so political enemes, having them brought, one at a time, to a dark little roomunder the castle.
When he wi shed, he could | ook and act |ike a candy sal esman. But when he rel axed, and was his nornal
sel f, he was so nuch |ike sonething nmade out of snake flesh that even his boss, the prine mnister,
didn’t like to be around himsocially.

Baron Karl sat with military erectness in the stern of the notorboat which brought himout to the



island, and nmade rather a distinguished figure. He gave the island and its castlelike house a gl ance
of approval. It looked like a safe place. As a matter of fact, his own castle in his native |and was
al ong the sane order

"Sonetimes | think," he remarked, "that this John Sunlight is destined to be history' s greatest
evil genius."

He thought along that line while he was being led up to the castle. Like all evil nen, he liked
to think that other persons were worse than hinself—and in the case of John Sunlight, he was
em nently correct. Baron Karl was only a nmenace to a pair of small Bal kan nations, whereas John
Sunlight was a nmenace to practically all humanity.

Baron Karl nmade a little speech when he nmet John Sunli ght

"l salute again," he said, "the man who has inherited the qualities of the Erinyes, the

Eurreni des, of Titan, and of Friar Rush, with a touch of Dracula and Frankenstein."

"Those were very bad people,” John Sunlight said dryly.

Baron Karl peered sharply at the other, a little apprehensive | est he had angered John Sunli ght
He was afraid of the man.

"Let us call you a genius," he said, "and | say that sincerely. Er—my | sit down?"

He sat in a confortable chair, crossed his | egs, and dropped his candy sal esman nanner. He was
ready to get down to business

"What do you want?" he asked

John Sunlight was blunt. "I wish to nake an appointnment to neet you at a point north of Hudson
Bay in exactly five days," he said

The stooge for one of Europe’'s worse tyrants |ooked startled. "Hudson Bay—you don’'t mean the
Hudson Bay in Canada?"

"Yes. Qur neeting place is near the Arctic Grcle."

"You're crazy!" Baron Karl exclainmed. "Wiy, it's still winter up there. It's cold."

"Only about fifty bel ow zero," John Sunlight said

The other shook his head. "Meet you in the arctic? Not ne! Particularly not unless you explain
why. "

John Sunlight did not Iift his voice

He said, "This is very, very inportant. On your neeting with ne in the arctic will depend the
future of your country."

"That is big talk," the European agent said dryly

"Fail to neet me, and your country"—John Sunlight held up five fingers of one hand—won't | ast
that many nonths."

Baron Karl sat quite still and thought of the things he knew about John Sunlight, and of the
whi spers he had heard about the strange, terrible man. Baron Karl was given to quick, inpulsive
deci sions. He stood up

"Il meet you in the arctic," he said. "Although I"'mnystified."

ROYALTY visited John Sunlight’'s island in the Hudson at ten o' clock that night, which was two

hours after Baron Karl had departed in an extrenmely puzzled state of mind

Royal ty was the playboy prince who had come dashing to Arerica in secrecy and nuch haste

The prince sat in the launch and pouted as the boat ran toward the island. He was a | arge young
man, and his personal opinion was that he was handsone. The newspapers called him"dashing." Wat
they nmeant was that the things he did were dashing. O sappy. It depended on how you | ooked at such
things as drunken chorus girls bathing in chanpagne tubs on the royal table

He had a nouth nade for pouting, large wet-calf eyes, and in a few years, if he kept putting on

wei ght, he would | ook like a |arge brown worm

"My cabinet," he told John Sunlight peevishly, "advised me to conme, as your mnessage requested."”
He'd filled his cabinet with the col dest, cleverest rogues in his country, and he had gunption
enough to take their advice

"One week fromto-day," John Sunlight said, "I want to neet you at a rendezvous near the Arctic
Circle, north of Hudson Bay."

The prince didn't |ike cold weather. He refused

Then he listened to John Sunlight assure himthat, if he didn't keep the appointnent, his country
woul dn’t | ast—John Sunlight held up five fingers—that nany nonths. The prince thought of what his
cabi net advisers had told himabout this weird man before him and remenbered that they had assured
himthat if John Sunlight said a thing was inportant, it was assuredly inportant

"How do | get there?" he asked grunpily

"By plane—secretly."

That was all, and the prince left. He was nad at hinself, because he was royalty, and here he was
taking orders froma man who had no royal bl ood whatever. He was taking the orders sinply because he
had heard enough about the man to make himafraid not to do as he was told

He was puzzled. He had no idea why John Sunlight wanted himin the arctic

As a natter of fact, the prince was not the only one who was puzzl ed. Andrew Bl odgett "Monk"
Mayfair was al so baffled. And so was Theodore Marley "Han Brooks



The two remarkabl e friends were stationed behind a bush on a cliff which formed a bank of the

Hudson Ri ver opposite John Sunlight's island. Monk and Ham were behi nd the bush because they had
recei ved a radi oed request from Doc Savage to appear there. They knew nothing nore than that.

Monk and Ham had not seen Doc Savage since he had |eft headquarters with seven unconsci ous

menbers of John Sunlight’s gang. They did not know that Doc had taken the seven sl eepers back to the
sane roof-top off which he had collected them Al they did know was that Long Tom had been | eft
back at headquarters to watch Fifi. They weren't too happy about that. Fifi was pretty.

MONK had been prow ing around, taking a brief ook at their surroundings. The brush was thick,
the night fairly dark, and Monk’s mind was on Fifi.

When Monk canme back to Ham he grunbled, "I alnost |lost ny way."

"You never had a way," Ham said unkindly.

Monk continued to think of exquisite Fifi being guarded by Long Tom

"Thank heavens, Long Tomain't got a way with ‘im either," the honely chenmist said heartily
Starting to sit down in the darkness, w thout having his mnd on it, Mink had a rock roll under
his feet, and he fell heavily.

"O-o0-0!"

he croaked. "I hit on ny crazy bone!"

"Oh, dear," Ham said solicitously. "Your whole skeleton nust hurt."

Monk was feeling around for a stone, entering vague ideas of seeing whether it woul d bounce off
Ham when the shadow of a boul der beside them seened to grow nuch | arger. There was no perceptible
sound; the boul der shadow just seened to grow nysteriously.

"Doc!" Monk gasped.

Doc Savage's quiet, controlled voice cane fromthe shadow whi ch had grown.

"Did you bring equi pment cases?"

"I"'msitting on them" Ham said. "Doc—where have you been? \Wat becane of the seven unconscious
men? What =

Doc said, "The seven revived on the roof, under circunstances which made themthink the whol e
thing was an accident. They are now on that island you can see yonder. Fortunately, they did not see
me follow ng them"

"Ch! Then—=

"John Sunlight is on the island," Doc Savage interposed gravely. "It is up to us to raid the

pl ace and seize him"

They picked up the equi pnment cases—these were of netal, waterproof, shockproof, with handles for
conveni ent carryi ng—and crept down the face of the cliff to the edge of the Hudson River.

Doc Savage stopped and gave a sol enm war ni ng.

"John Sunlight," the bronze man said, "is probably as conplete a fiend as we ever net. He is
extrenely clever."

Monk spoke for hinself and Ham "W don't scare easy," he said.

Doc knew that. But he wanted to inpress on themthe need for caution—and success.

"Baron Karl does not scare easily, either," Doc said. "Baron Karl is the representative of a
smal | war-hungry European government. Neither does the playboy prince scare readily."

"lI’'ve heard of themtwo guys," Mnk adm tted.

"They were enough afraid of John Sunlight that they came from Europe to see him the nonent he
demanded it," Doc Savage said.

Monk peered in astoni shment at Doc Savage.

"How come you know so nuch about what’'s been happenin’ on that island, Doc?" he nuttered.

Chapter X I. |SLAND RAI D

MONK' S probl em was sol ved shortly. Doc Savage opened one of the equi pment cases they had brought,
extracted diving "lungs" and they donned these. The devi ces—nose clips, breathing tube that ran to a
chemi cal purifier pack—would enable themto renain under water for hours, if necessary.

They wei ghted thensel ves by carrying a rock under one arm an equi prent case under the other, and
waded into the river.

Doc wore a |lum nous wrist conpass. He consulted this until they reached the island, then turned

the |l um nous conpass face against his wist, so it would not betray his presence in the darkness.
They clinbed silently fromthe water and crouched in a river-worn pocket in the stone. Above them
was a lowcliff, standing limed in the faintest of light only at intervals, when it was touched by
the beam from a di stant navigation blinker far up the river. The castlelike house nmust be beyond

t hat .

There was a faint click as Doc opened an equi pnent case again, then other clicks, and Monk and

Ham found t el ephone headsets thrust into their hands. They put on their headsets.

"Civan," they heard a voice saying, "you recall what Serge Mafnoff neant to me?"

There was sonet hi ng about that voice that caused Monk and Hamto shove out their jaws, although
they had never heard it before.

"Serge Mafnoff was your greatest eneny," Civan's voice said.



"Exactly," said that other voice, the hideous one. "And now | have another greatest eneny."

"Who?" G van asked.

"Doc Savage," the other growl ed. "Civan, there is nothing | would rather do than stay in the

nei ghborhood of New York and fight this Doc Savage to the finish. But it is not wise. | have other
plans, and | do not want themruined. Doc Savage might ruin them Therefore, we are fleeing to the
arctic."

"Yes, sir," Civan said.

"1 have made appointnments with the men | wish to do business with," the other explained. "They
will appear in the arctic, one by one."

"l see," Civan said dutifully.

Monk and Ham bent close to Doc Savage, and Monk said, "Doc, who is G van tal king to?"

"John Sunlight," Doc Savage said.

" How—
Doc explained quietly. "I nanaged to creep close to the walls and fasten supersensitive contact
m crophones to several of the windows. | did that as soon as | had trailed the men who thought they

were gassed on the roof. It was inpossible to get inside the house. He has every inch of the place
under guard. For that matter, he has the entire surrounding river guarded by photo-electric-eye
arrangenments nounted in buoys. It would be inpossible to approach unobserved in a boat."

Monk growl ed, "Ain't we wastin’ tinme here?"

He never liked to put off a fight.

THERE was a guard at the head of the stairway that led up the | ast sheer few yards of rock to the
castle front door. He was a dark man. He leaned on a rifle, and he was preoccupied with thoughts of
the nmonths he had spent on the ice-breaker in the arctic. He was recollecting some of the things
they had eaten, and it had nade hima little sick at the stonach.

" Ber egeel es! "

a voice ripped froma w ndow. "Take care, fool! Don't you see that fire!"

The guard cane to life with a start, saw a lurid-red glow of flames a few yards down the trail,
and raced to the spot. The fire was not nuch. The guard pointed a flashlight beam saw a snoul dering
cigarette stub at the base of the burned wedge. He fell to stamping out the flames.

"Sonmebody threw a cigarette into the brush!" he shouted reassuredly.

By that time, Doc Savage, Mnk and Ham were inside the castlelike house. Doc had started the

fire, but not with a cigarette. The cigarette was just trinmm ng.

Doc went ahead. He whi pped across a reception hall that was as |arge as sone school roons.

Knocki ng open the door with quick silence, he went through.

John Sunlight was not inside.

Ci van, however, was.

Civan ogl ed Doc Savage, let out a how, and dived backward for a door. Probably C van had never
seen a figure quite like the one the bronze man presented. Doc Savage wore a bul | et proof hel net
gas-protector, a transparent globe of a thing made of tough gl asslike conposition, holding the
bronze man’s entire head. The rest of Doc’s great formwas enveloped in a coverall garment of

bul | et proof chain mesh, there even being mesh gauntlets.

Civan got through his door, got the door shut just as Doc hit it. The panel was dark, old oak,
studded with iron, and it held.

Doc dropped a hand grenade agai nst the door, got back. The grenade |let |oose. Rock and wood
fragments hit his armor grittingly. He went through the snoke, found the door and part of the stone
frane denolished.

The bronze man had a stout canvas sack slung froma shoulder by a strap. Fromit, he began taking
gas bonbs. He broke these on the floor.

The bonbs contained a gas that would take effect through the skin pores. Only protection against
it was an airtight suit—a garnent such as the rubberized Iining of Doc’s alloy nmesh arnor.

Doc reached another door, this one also closed. He reached into the canvas sack and brought out
an obj ect resenbling a small netal apple equipped with a vacuum suction cup. He stuck that against
the door.

The device was one of the supersensitive contact m crophones, and a wire ran fromit to an
amplifier in the canvas sack; and fromthe anplifier, wires ran to a headset which Doc wore inside
the hel net.

The m ke picked up voi ces beyond the door.

John Sunlight said, "Don't fight them you fool! Get the men out."

"Yes, sir," Civan barked.

Doc Savage threw smal|l switches quickly, disconnecting his headset fromthe sonic anplifier and
connecting it to a tiny mcrowave radio "transceiver" that had half the bulk of an ordinary shoe
box. He spoke into a tiny mke nounted inside the transparent hel net.

"Monk! Haml"

The two acknow edged over their own transmtter alnost instantly.

"Get out of the place!" Doc ordered.



Monk how ed, "But Doc, we’'ve just started—

"Qut!" the bronze nman rapped.

He retreated hinself, and overtook Monk and Ham at the outer door. They went—as fast as they
could in the darkness—down the path.

Behind them the castle junped off the top of the island.

MORE properly, nost of the island tip went up, and took the castle with it. The bl ast seened to
knock the rocky earth down a foot, shove it sidew se—er maybe it was the inpact of air against them
that made the earth seemto shift.

Amid the castle sections, sheet flame stood or lunged. The flanme sheets seened to shove the walls
and roons apart, push them outward. The débris canme showering down the steep slope, nmaking a
shuddering runbl e.

Doc seized Monk and Ham yanked them down in the narrow trench that was the path. They lay flat.
Boul ders fl ooded over them|ike water, and bounced on to |land with splashing violence in the river.
Smal | er stones and earth settled on themuntil they were al nost covered.

Toward the end of the hol ocaust, Mnk nade a remark.

"That John Sunlight," Mink nuttered, "nust |ike to destroy things."

Wth that coment, and w thout having seen John Sunlight as yet, Monk drew as true a word picture
of the man's character as probably coul d have been drawn.

Doc said, "Down to the boathouse!"

They started | eaping and sliding for the boathouse at the water edge.

It was then that the night suddenly got darker. Everything went intensely black. It had been a
dark night w thout stars, but there were lights fromdistant houses, and lights on the river. Now
t hese vani shed.

Monk got out a flashlight—he and Ham both carried the canvas knapsacks—and thunbed the |ight

swi tch, but nothing happened.

"My flashlight's broke!"™ Mnk barked. "Ham use yours—

Ham said, "I'mtrying, but it won't light—=

"The lights will do no good," Doc Savage said quietly.

They knew then; they had half guessed it anyway. The bl ack! The eerie, incredible, inpossible
darkness that had envel oped Serge Mafnoff’'s mansion. It was here now.

They stood silently, gripped by awe in spite of thenselves. And in that quiet, they were aware of
a faint hissing in their radio headsets, a | ow wi ndy noise, sonething close to static, but still
different.

Doc Savage renoved his transparent helnet. The thing would keep out sound as well as bullets. He
I'i stened.

From the river came another noise. This one might have been steamrushing. But it was a silenced
ai rpl ane notor.

Monk and Ham took off their helnmets, |istened al so.

"Doc!" Monk expl oded. "That notor—that silencer—

The horely chenmist fell silent.

"CGo ahead and say it," Doc suggested.

"It sounds like the type of silencer you use on your planes!" Mnk expl oded.

Doc Savage, instead of answering, nade for a brief interval the small, exotic trilling sound that
was his peculiar habit when nmentally disturbed. The trilling was |ow, indescribably vague.

After that, they went down to the boathouse, and they could tell that it had contained a

pl ane—probably the plane they had heard take off fromthe river.

The lights of distant houses, the lights on the river, were suddenly visible. The bl ack had gone
away .

Chapter X II. ADONI' S AND BEAUTY

DOC SAVAGE' S trained eyes picked up the stabilizer light of a plane, far away in the sky. It was
soon | ost.

And as thoroughly as that airplane |ight vanished, so did all trace of John Sunlight, Ci van,

Gantia, Titania and all the rest of the Siberian convicts.

The island was a weck; at least, the top part of it was. People who had heard the expl osi on cane
frommles up and down the river, and some of themput out in boats to investigate, while the others
maneuver ed their autonobile headlights around so that they pointed at the island.

Doc Savage and his two men put on their hoods, and waded down the bottomof the river half a

m | e, came out unobserved, and went on back to their skyscraper headquarters.

Long Tom had been doing sone investigating in their absence. This was at Doc Savage’s suggestion.
"1've been talking to Mbscow on the tel ephone,” Long Tomsaid, "and | have |earned—

" Moscow-Russi a?" Mnk demanded.

"Of course," Long Tomsaid. "The Soviet officials furnished me with descriptions of the convicts
who di sappeared fromthat Siberian canp. There is no doubt but that John Sunlight’'s nen are the sane
crowd. "



"Well," Mnk said sadly, "they got away fromus."

"Where did they go?"

Monk | ooked at Doc Savage. The honely chemi st had been told by Doc that John Sunlight had nade
appoi ntnments in the arctic with at | east two men—Baron Karl and the young European rul er known as
t he pl ayboy prince

"Where was that neeting to be, Doc?" Mnk asked

The bronze man shook his head

"l never did hear the exact spot," Doc Savage said quietly.

The cal mess of his tone belied the inportance of his words

"You nean," Monk expl oded, "that we’'re conpletely at a |oss as to where John Sunlight went?"
"Yes," Doc agreed

Monk groaned. "Blast it! Then we're stymied! W’'re out of |uck!"

At this juncture, there was a plaintive fem nine appeal fromthe library.

"What about poor little ne?" was this hel pless inquiry

Long Tom nade a face. "Ugh!"

"What cha nean—dgh?" Monk denmanded

"That's little honey | anbkins," Long Tom expl ai ned. He nade another face. "Fifi."

"You don't like Fifi?" Monk asked incredul ously.

"Listen," Long Tomsaid sourly, "all the tine you guys were gone, | kept trying to add things up
so this ness woul d meke sense. Every time | came to Fifi, | added a zero."

"No appreciation of fem nine pulchritude,"” Mnk declared, and started in to confort Fifi

Ham put his hands in his pockets

"It seens strange," he said unkindly, "that our friend here, the homely gossoon, should drop
everything and go confort Fifi."

Monk st opped, scow ed, and pointed at Hanmis pocketed hands

"It ain't any stranger," he sneered, "than the sight of a lawer with his hands in his own
pockets."

Monk then stalked on in to confort Fifi

Ham glaring, hurried to help with the job

DOC Savage seated hinself at the great inlaid table in the reception room wth three tel ephones
close at hand. He called the central tel ephone office, and placed, in quick succession, a series of
transatlantic tel ephone calls

At last as the world knew, Doc Savage worked at his strange career of righting wongs and

puni shing evildoers, aided only by his five associates, of which Mnk, Ham and Long Tom were three
The two remai ni ng menbers of the group of five were Major John "Renny" Renw ck, the engineer, and
Wl liam Harper "Johnny" Littlejohn, the archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st. These two were at present not
in Amrerica

Renny was in France, serving as consultant in the construction of a nunber of new flying fields
desi gned for high-speed nodern transport planes. Johnny was in Egypt, opening up another Pharaoh’s
tonb which had just been di scovered

Doc Savage consul ted Renny and Johnny by | ong-di stance tel ephone, and requested they nake
inquiries about the past of a man known as John Sunli ght

Next, Doc contacted the foreign representatives of a fanpus world-wi de private detective agency.
Doc had organi zed this agency. Its real work was to gather information for the bronze man. Wen not
doing that, the agency did a very profitable business along regular private detective lines

Doc put the private detectives to | earning what they coul d about John Sunli ght

"John Sunlight is working on sone kind of a plan," Doc explained. "If | can |earn enough about

his character, | may be able to guess the nature of his plan."

There was a | apse of tinme while Renny, Johnny and the private detectives worked

Doc trusted his private detectives inplicitly. And for a strange reason. Doc trusted each private
agent because each one had once been a vicious crimnal

Whenever Doc Savage captured a crook, he sent the fellow to a strange institution in upstate New
York, a place Monk and the rest called the "college." At the college, the crook underwent a delicate
brain operation which wiped out all nenory of the past, after which the patient was trained, taught
to hate crime and crimnals. The private detectives were all graduates of the college

Reports began coming in from Europe by transatlantic tel ephone

John Sunlight, it seened, was nore runor than nman. An evil runor, a nanme that was whi spered from
mouth to nmouth in the circles of international intrigue. The agents had found nmen who feared him
and would not talk. Many of those. But here and there they had unearthed a scrap of rea
information.

"You say," Doc Savage said, "that John Sunlight has al ways been hungry for power?"

"And noney," the European agents explained. "It seens that he always believed that if he had

nmoney, he could get the power."

Al the reports seened to agree on that angle

Renny and Johnny, having nade inquiries of their own—they both had hi gh governnent contacts in



the countries in which they were worki ng—verified the point about John Sunlight being hungry for
power over nen

"That," Doc Savage said, "helps a great deal."

Long Tom frowning at Doc in the New York headquarters could not see where the bronze man had

| earned rmuch of value. Monk and Ham were interested in Fifi, but they could not see where Doc had
| earned so much, either

Doc, however, seened satisfied

"Now, " he said, "we find a king."

"A ki ng?" Long Tom expl oded

"A king incognito."

THE pl ayboy prince of European royal ty—the newspapers called himthe "fornmer playboy prince"
because he was now a ki ng—woul d have greatly enjoyed his incognito visit in New York, except for one
t hi ng

He did not relish having to fly into the arctic to keep an appointnent with John Sunli ght

To-norrow he woul d have to take off by plane for the arctic, and in the neantinme, he intended to
enjoy hinmself. H's idea of enjoyment was a series of night clubs, where he spent nmoney furiously and
drank hinself |oop-1egged. He made a thoroughly disgusting spectacle of hinself, and nanaged to
indulge in repeated fights. That is, he started repeated fights. It was up to his bodyguards to
finish them

He' d brought his bodyguards from hone. Two of them They were big nen, one a little larger than

the other. They were obviously tough. Their hides seened to be made of the same stuff as well-worn
riding boots. They had enornous, scarred fists, and their faces were sonewhat |ike the wax casts in
museuns | abel ed, "Head of a Prehistoric Cro-Magnon Man."

The fight in the Wacky Club was about typical of several the roistering prince started. Except

that one small thing happened which was different, and queer

It began when the prince spanked a showgirl. He liked to spank them He thought it great fun. But
in this case, he got hold of sone young fellow s girlfriend. The prince was too intoxicated to
notice the difference, and wouldn't have cared, anyway.

The girl’s boyfriend knocked the prince over a table. The two hi deous bodyguards sprang onto the
boy-friend, knocked hi m down, began kicking himhorribly. Someone unshaped a chair over one
bodyguard’s head, but it didn't seemto bother the fell ow

There was quite a bit of hullabal oo, before the night-club attendants dragged the boy-friend out
and got things quieted down, taking pains that the police were not called

Wien the prince revived, he at once denmanded a drink

He was handed a drink instantly. One of the waiters in the night club did the handing, and the
prince gul ped the drink down at one swallow. Then the prince got up and cursed his bodyguards and
threw bottles at them and they took the abuse with stupid patience, because this nouthing, drunken
fool was their king

So far there had been nothing particularly queer about the incident

The queer thing happened when the waiter drifted over and tapped on a door which gave into a
private dining room The door opened a crack

"I gave ‘imthe stuff in his drink," the waiter said

A bank note pronptly came through the door. It was a fifty-dollar bill. The waiter picked it up

and went away, well satisfied

The private room had a wi ndow that opened into an alleyway.

THE prince was staying, naturally in the city's nost flanboyant hotel. He had the finest suite
and he had ruined nost of the furniture in his wild orgies, and the hotel nanagenent was going to be
heartily glad when he was gone, even if he had prom sed to pay for the ruined furniture

The follow ng norning, the prince awakened feeling badly. H's conscience wasn't bothering him |t
was his body. It ached, and judging fromthe taste, a cat had slept in his nmouth

He snatched a water carafe and snmashed it against the door

"Adoni s!'" he snarl ed

"Adoni s" was one of the two evil-faced bodyguards

The fell ow appeared, shuffling and kotow ng at every other step

"Shut the damm wi ndows!" the prince screaned. "The roomis full of fog!"

The bodyguard shut the wi ndow, then stood | ooking uneasy and changi ng feet

"May this hunbl e one speak, sire," he asked fearfully

"Speak about what?"

"There is no fog in this room sire," the bodyguard got around to expl aining

The prince did some cursing, and threw a tel ephone at the bodyguard. Then he got a little
frightened, for it became obvious that there was really no fog. He could hardly see; the objects
bef ore himwere discernible only as hazy presences

He called a doctor

"You nmust have got hold of some bad |iquor," the doctor said. "Your eyesight is tenporarily



impaired.”

"You bl asted fool," the prince said. "Do sonething."

The doctor explained stiffly that he could do nothing; it would just have to wear off

The prince broke up sone furniture, smashed a few pictures, and becane resigned, if not pleased
"Beauty!" he how ed

"Beauty" was the other bodyguard

The prince heard sonmeone approach, and there was a rather unpleasant gurgling noise

"Tal k up, you fool!" the prince yelled

The voi ce of Adonis said, "May this lowy one advise you of an unfortunate fact."

"Eh?"

"Beauty had his throat hurt last night," Adonis said fawningly, "and now it seens he cannot talk
But he is here and ready to serve you, sire."

The prince was delighted; he had that kind of a mind. He roared mrthfully, and forgot for a few
seconds his own | ack of eyesight

Then he fell to whining and conpl ai ni ng and sweari ng

"I"ve got to take off for the arctic to-day," he grunbled. "And here | cannot see!"

"Sire, you cannot go," Adonis said

The idea of a vassal bodyguard telling himwhat he could not do enraged the prince

"Get ny clothes on ne!" he snarled

They got his clothes on him Then they led himdown to a taxicab, and the prince told the driver
where to go

"Newark Airport!" the prince ordered

The cab drove for a long tine—but it did not go to Newark Airport. It went, instead, to a smaller
field on Long Island

The cab went to the other field principally because Beauty sat in the front seat—and Beauty was
hol ding a | arge pistol against the ribs of the taxi driver

THE prince got out of the cab cursing the fact that he could not see

"I's the plane | ordered here?" he yelled peevishly.

"Yes, sir," said a crisp voice

"Who' re you?"

"I"'mthe pilot," the crisp voice said

"You have plenty of fuel ?"

"Yes, sir."

"Cet me in the cabin, then. And take off."

"Where do you wish to fly to?" the crisp voice asked

The prince said, "I'lIl tell you that, you fool. It’'s a |latitude-and-I|ongitude figure."

"Very well, sir," the voice said

No doubt the peevish prince woul d have been rather astounded had he known that the crisp voice he
was hearing cane fromthe hideous |ips of the fellow he had been calling Adonis

They got in the plane, and it took off

The prince was spared further surprise by not realizing the plane was being flown by the creature
who had been naki ng the croaking noises, the one he had call ed Beauty.

As a matter of fact, only the prince, Adonis and Beauty were in the plane as it flew northward.
The prince was a conpl ai ni ng, quarrel some passenger, and when he was not abusing Adonis, he
insisted on drinking, or howing obscene tunes at the top of his |lungs

Later, Adonis went forward to see how Beauty was naking out with the flying

"Doc," Monk, who was Beauty said, "I don't envy you the job of takin' care of that thing back
there."

"He has given nme the latitude and | ongitude of the place where we are to go," Doc, who was
Adoni s, said, and wote the figures on the chart board. "Think you can find the spot, Mnk?"
"SwelI!'" said Monk in a squeaky voice. "Now |I'min favor of dunpin’ ‘imoverboard."

"No. We'll continue to be his bodyguards."

Mention of the word "bodyguards" seemed to arouse a bit of nusing recollection in Mnk’s nind
"Doc, | guess the two real bodyguards are arrivin' at our college about now " he said
thoughtfully. Then he grinned. "I'll never forget what a job we had knockin’ ‘em sensel ess when we
called ‘emto the door of the prince's suite last night."

"The chemical we had the night-club waiter put in the prince's drink had exactly the effect we
hoped for," Doc said. "There is not nuch chance of his recognizing us."

"l don't think he'd recognize us anyway, considerin’ how we're disguised to | ook exactly |ike
Adoni s and Beauty."

"Probably not."

Monk flew in silence for a while. Then he sighed

"What burns nme up," he conplained, "is the idea of Long Tomand Ham followin' in another
plane—with Fifi."

"Fifi will be left in some |little town upstate," Doc assured Monk. "She will be safe there."



LATER, a plane piloted by Long Tom with Hamand Fifi as passengers, was circling a tiny |anding
field near a small town in Vernont

Ham had been nmaki ng headway with Fifi

"Landing!" Fifi exclainmed. She gave Hamis arma squeeze. "You didn’t tell ne we were going to
stop anywhere."

Ham t ook of f and put on the natty aviator’s hel met which he wore.

"Er —+-—we— he said. "Well—t's not ny idea."

"Aw-tell her we're leavin' her at a little hotel here!l" Long Tom snapped

"Oh, but | don't want to be left!" Fifi gasped

She gave Ham her nost toe-curling | ook

"You don't want to |leave Fifi, do you?"

"Er—+t may be too dangerous up north," Ham said weakly.

"But you're going!" Fifi pointed out

"That's different," Hamsaid

"Aw—throw her out!" Long Tom flung in disgust

Ham patted Fifi’'s arm scow ed at Long Tom Ham enjoyed havi ng kewpi e-dol| girls hanging onto
him

The pl ane | anded

And Fifi changed her tactics. She showed an unexpected bul | headed streak

Fifi screaned, "Listen, you two! |I'mgoing along! | want to help ny sisters! Now get this: You
| eave me behind and 1’1l tell John Sunlight what you' re doi ng—

Long Tomglared at her. "You want me to fan your skirts with a frying pan?"

Fifi glared right back at him

“I"lIl trade John Sunlight informati on about you for the release of ny two sisters!" she shouted
"You don’t know where John Sunlight is!" Long Tomyelled

"I"I'l advertise in the newspapers!" Fifi screaned. "I'I| broadcast on the radio!"

"Wonen and trouble!" Long Tom groaned

He turned on the short-wave radio and contacted Doc Savage

"Doc," he said, "Fifi has turned cockl ebur."

"How i s that?" Doc asked

"The nitwit says if we don’'t take her along, she’ll trade information about us to John Sunli ght
for her sisters’ freedom"
"That is bad."

"It's terrific," Long Tom said sourly.

"Bring her with you," Doc said reluctantly.

As Doc Savage nade the decision, Mnk groaned

"That burns ne up!" Mnk conpl ained. "The idea of Hamfollowin' in that planewith Fifi."
"If we understood wonen, we mght have argued her out of it," Doc said

"Huh!" Monk said disgustedly. "That Ham understands ‘emtoo well."

Chapter XIV. SPOT IN THE ARCTIC

THERE i s sonet hing conpl etely nonotonous about riding in an airplane. Certainly it is fully as
uneventful as a train ride across a Nebraska prairie, despite even the nental pastine in which the
nost seasoned air traveler finds hinmsel f engagi ng—+the pastinme being to pick out possible |anding
fields on the earth bel ow.

In the case of the prince’'s plane flown by Doc and Monk—they nmanaged to go on playing the parts

of Adonis and Beauty—air travel became doubly nonotonous because, fromthe time they |eft New York
City's cloud-tickling spires behind, there was a bl anket of haze over the earth that, at the height
they were flying, made the wooded hills and rivers an unending gray blur which night have been
anyt hi ng.

The prince was as peevish as an ugly baby, and seened satisfied only when they gave himhis

bottl e—not m |l k—for if not satisfied then, he at |east occupied hinself only with thinking up |oud
prof ane opi ni ons of the kind of schene that would et him a king, get in a shape where, when he put
his hands before his eyes, all he saw was a dark blur that m ght have been his hand or, as he
expressed it, a dirty buzzard. Just why he referred to a dirty buzzard in that connection was
obscure, unless it was sinply he subconsciously connected the hands wi th sonmething they had done in
t he past.

The pl ane seenmed sl ow. Doc Savage and Monk were accustoned to the specially designed speed ships
whi ch the bronze man used. This was an ordinary type of craft, and conparatively clunsy, and
conceivably not nearly as safe; but they had not thought it wise to substitute one of their own,
because such a ship would have been distinctive enough to attract suspicion

It began to get col der

They stopped twice and refueled, and it was very chilly, and there was snow on the ground at the
last halt, where they took plane skis out of the cabin and fastened themto the |anding gear
Hereafter, |andings would have to be nade on snow.



They flew on for hours, and Doc Savage knew they nust be getting near the arctic rendezvous with
John Sunlight.

Doc contacted Long Tom and Ham by radi o.

The prince sat back in the cabin, but could not hear because the plane was so noisy.

"Long Tom" Doc said, "what is your position now?"

THERE was a "scranbler" here in Doc’s plane, and another one in Long Tomi s ship; one scranbler
m xed up the voice until it was an unintelligible gobble, and the other unm xed it and nmade it
under st andabl e. That was so John Sunlight coul d not conprehend, in case he did tune in on them
Long Tonis position proved to be approxi mately one thousand m | es southward.

"Stay back about a hundred mles," Doc directed, "once you draw near the rendezvous. Land and
wait for some word fromus."

"O K ," Long Tom said. "Maybe once we get down on the snow, Fifi will cool off."

"Fifi? What is wong with Fifi?"

"Listen, Doc, that Fifi is a pain," Long Tom conpl ai ned. "All she does is cuddl e up agai nst Ham
and wail, ‘Poor little ne’!"

Monk heard that, and he was so indignant he forgot hinself and snatched the m crophone out of
Doc’ s hands.

"Did you say Fifi is cuddlin’ up to Han?" he how ed.

"Yes. And—

"You tell Hamto cut that out!" Mnk squalled wathfully.

Long Tom evidently conveyed the order to Ham because he canme back to the mike in a noment with
an answer .

"Ham says," Long Tom expl ai ned, "for you to go junp in a snowbank."

Monk col | apsed and nade strangling noi ses, opening and cl osing his hands as though he had his
fingers around the neck of his favorite enemy. H's agitation nust have been consi derabl e, because he
cane to the point of criticizing a Doc Savage tactic, something he rarely di d—rot because Doc
couldn’t take it, but because the bronze nman's judgnment was usually first-rate.

"Doc," Monk said, "why the dickens didn't we |leave Fifi in New York?"

The bronze man had expl ai ned that before, but he expounded it again for Mnk's benefit.

"Fifi," he said, "is our hold over her two freak sisters, Gantia and Titania, who are probably
with John Sunlight."

Monk subsi ded, since only the future would show whether Fifi would be of any val ue.

THE prince grew worse. They hadn’t thought that possible, but the prince denonstrated that it

was. He how ed and roared.

Doc Savage was kept very busy. Doc had to be the pilot as well as Adonis, the bodyguard. Mnk had
to be only Beauty, the other bodyguard, but that grew conplicated when the prince began to express
an insane desire to choke Beauty and see if that would bring back his voice.

Monk coul d not afford to have Beauty's voi ce brought back, because he coul d not speak Beauty’s

| anguage.

"Where's that Beauty!" the prince screanmed. "1’'Il beat a voice back into him"
Doc Savage said, using the imaginary pilot’'s voice, "I think we are approaching the | anding
pl ace. "

The prince jamed his face against the cold plane wi ndows and swore at his inability to see.

"What is it |ike?"

Doc Savage scrutinized the terrain through the plane wi ndow. He saw an expanse whi ch appeared to
be not hing but pack ice covered by snow. A cold, white waste across which swirling ghosts of snow
were carried by the wind.

Doc described what he saw.

"You fool!" the prince screeched. "This can't be the place."

"W are within fifteen mnutes flying of the spot to which you have directed us," the bronze man
expl ained. "I have checked the | atitude-and-1ongitude figures carefully."

"Call me," the prince snarled, "when you reach the spot. | want you to describe what you see!"

Doc went back to the cockpit. Mnk flew on. Monk had drawn a bl ack dot on the chart, to mark the
latitude and | ongitude of their goal, and a red line to indicate their progress. The red |line had
about reached the black dot, and Monk was wonderi ng.

"This territory is all unexplored,” he renmarked. "Has been, for the last thousand miles."

Doc did not comment on that.

Monk had evidently been thinking about their chance of getting back, in case they had engine
trouble, for he continued.

"This is about the npbst renmpte corner of the earth," he grunbled. "They tal k about the polar seas
bei ng expl ored, but believe you me, that’'s an exaggeration. Nobody is supposed to have ever been
within a thousand nmiles of this point."

Doc Savage was silent. H's strange flake gold eyes were focused ahead rather intently.

"There," he said, and pointed.



Monk grabbed a pair of binoculars, knowing very well that his own vision was not equal to the
bronze man’s trained eyes. Mnk focused the gl asses, peered into the m sty grayness that was the
perpetual arctic daytine.

"Bl azes!" he croaked.

He stood up and |l eaned forward in an effort to see nore of the strange object he had sighted.
"What —what is that?" he gasped.

Doc said nothing. And in a nonent, Monk emtted an astounded gasp, and sagged back on the cockpit
seat .

"The Strange Bl ue Dome!"

FOR nmiles and nmiles in all directions the white waste | ooked absol utely barren—except directly
ahead, where there was obviously an island.

The island seened to be solid stone, with no bit of soil and no vegetation. Just a high, bald
knob of stone. A nmass of rock rearing up fromthe floor of the Arctic Ccean. It nust be as solid as
Gbraltar, for it stood firmagainst the ice pack. The ice had piled up against the island, and for
| eagues it was broken in great bergs. The floes had squeezed and piled one on top of the other, and
the ice had lunped up in masses that were sonmetinmes as |arge as factory buil dings.

The Strange Bl ue Donme stood, a weird-1ooking thing, on the rock island.

It was like half a blue agate marble.

Li ke a marble that some fabulous titan had |ost here in this unknown part of the gl obe, to becone
buried in stone and surrounded by fantastic ice.

It was strange.

Lying where it did, it should |logically have been about the nost conpletely |ost thing upon the
earth.

"Uh—+—well," Mnk said. "Unh—that is—hmmm"

He fell silent.

Then he | ooked at Doc Savage-stared at the bronze man's face at close range. And suddenly, he
knew He was positive. Doc Savage, not even Doc, could nmintain conposure in the face of such an
incredi bl e discovery as that queer blue thing yonder—nl ess Doc had known it was there.

"Doc," Monk said.

The bronze man did not seemto hear.

"Doc!"

The bronze man’s eyes |left the blue nystery.

"Doc," Monk said, "what is that thing?"

The bronze man was silent and grimfaced.

Monk suddenly seized Doc Savage tightly with both hands, and all the puzzl ed anazenment came out
of himin a shouted denand.

"You know what the blue thing is!"

Monk bel | owed. "What is it, Doc?"

Doc never answered.

Because the prince shoved his head into the pilot’s conpartnent.

"l heard you!" he said |oudly.

Chapter XV. HALF A BLUE BALL

THERE was—bnk was a long tine forgetting that noment—an interval when it seenmed certain that
their hoax was discovered, that all their careful planning had gone for nothing. Then:

"l sonetines talk to nyself," Doc Savage said quietly in the pilot’s voice.

Monk hel d his breath.

"Ch," the prince said. "I could only get a voice. The dammed pl ane nakes so nuch noise."

Monk began breathing again. It was all right. The prince was too stupidly drunk to fool them
"What do you see bel ow?" the prince denanded.

"There is a rocky island,"” Doc said quietly enough. "And on the island is a strange-|ooking bl ue
done. "

"A bl ue dome?"

"It seens a very queer thing to find in the arctic," Doc said.

The prince announced in a profane, inebriated voice that he didn't |ike queer things, and the
thing he liked least of all was the fact that he had come here w thout know ng why he was doing it.
"Land!" he ordered.

"Very well," Doc said.

Monk itched to ask a | egion of questions, but the prince stood close, and he dared not speak.
Conpl etely fl abbergasted, Mnk exam ned the blue hal f-sphere. The plane was dropping now. The ice
waste, the solid rock island, the blue nystery, seened to swell as they cane upward. The berg

pi nnacl es appeared to grow. It was startling. The pack ice was even nore form dable than it had
appeared froma great height.

It occurred to Monk again that this was as inaccessible a spot, probably, as existed on earth.
"You had better get back in the cabin," Doc told the prince, "and fasten your safety belt. Have



your bodyguards hel p you."

Monk hel ped the prince back into the cabin, doing his best to seemlike two nen. Handling the
prince was about |ike handling a warmworm Mnk thought

Then Monk went back to the cockpit and stood by for the next nove in their plan

HE wat ched the island. Snow covered nost of it, and in places there was ice; obviously it was no
spot for a landing, except along the southern edge, where there was a |l evel area where the snow

| ooked deep and | evel —a smpoth white stretch which term nated against a ridge of high, broken pack
ice that had jamed up against the island

The pl ane | evel ed, skimed the gl eam ng ice fangs, swung past the blue done—Monk was nade
breat hl ess by the queer shimering luster of the thing—then the craft dipped for the |evel area of
SNow.

There would be no roomto spare. But the | ess roomthe better, for what they had in m nd

The pl ane skis touched. The craft |anded fast: Too fast Doc knew that; he deliberately had too
much speed

"Monk!" he rapped

Monk knew what to do. He jerked his fascinated gaze of f the blue done, dashed back to the rear
then canme rushing forward again, doubled | ow so he could not be seen fromoutside. He had a bundl e—a
strange nman-shaped bundl e

Monk sl apped the bundle in the spare pilot’s cockpit seat

The plane slid on across the clearing. It clinbed up the side of an ice pinnacle, noving slowy
now. It slid sidewi se, turning. One ski runner snagged. The plane went over, a w ng buckling

The craft dropped down behind an ice ridge, sonmewhat of a weck.

Monk snatched the prince, dragged himout of the door. He pulled behind himone of Doc’s

equi pnment cases of netal

Doc wrenched at a tab overhead in the pilot’s cockpit. He tore the tab off. Gasoline burst

through fromthe tanks in a flood that soaked the cabin.

Standing in the plane door, Doc struck a match, tossed it. Wth a | ow whoop, flanes envel oped the
plane interior. Doc bounded backward, but not before he was singed enough to make it convinci ng—the
fur burned off around his parka hood, his bearskin trousers scorched and snoking

Doc gestured at the case

Monk let the prince drop in the snow, carried the equi pment case to a snowdrift near by, nade a
hole with great haste, and buried the box. Mnk used his hands to scoop great banks of snow over the
case, then went back to Doc

"Qur nest egg," Mnk whispered, "is all planted."

Fire devoured the plane with roaring greed. In the cockpit particularly, it burned and bl ackened
the 1 ong bundl e which Doc had | eft there—a fake thing nade of beefsteak, imtation bones of
conposition, enclosed in a pilot’s flying suit

They had to have some way to account for no pilot getting out of the plane

THE prince showed further that he was a spineless, cruel fool. The roaring flames scared him and
he ran away, or tried to, clawing at an ice ridge and slipping back, screaming all the while
"Adoni s!" he screeched. "Beauty!" Then: "Were's the pilot?" he wanted to know.

"The pilot did not get out," Doc said, using the voice of the bestial Adonis

"It serves the clunmsy so-and-so right!" the prince gritted. "I hope he burns to death."

A norment | ater, C van appeared

G antia and Titania were with Civan. So were sone others. But no John Sunlight

Their com ng gave Monk a vast start; he had no idea fromwhence they cane

They cane in haste, plowing in the snow, slipping on ice where it was bare. They had guns, big
revol vers with mechani sns that woul d not freeze and becone useless in this cold, as autonatics
sonmetimes did. The guns went back into clothing when C van recogni zed the prince, and gave the word.
They got the odor comi ng out of the burning plane. There were also faint cries for help comng
fromthe plane now.

"The pilot’s burning to death!" C van baw ed

"Let himburn!" the prince snarled

After a while, the low, awful cries that seened to cone fromthe plane were no | onger audible

Doc Savage was a skilled ventriloquist, and he had done a very good job putting the cries for
help into the plane; but he did not believe in pushing his luck too far, and anyway, it was about
tine they thought the pilot had burned to death

Civan | ooked over the danage

"Kakoi srahm "
he said. "What a shane! It was a good pl ane."
He gave Adonis and Beauty a close inspection. They did not ook at all |ike Doc Savage and Monk

Mayfair to G van. They | ooked like two tough lads with whomit might be a good idea not to be found
al one
"Who are these cooki es?" asked Civan, who could speak American slang with a Russian accent



Adoni s and Beauty were not supposed to be able to speak any English, and they nurdered their

not her tongue when they spoke it. They nerely glared at G van and nmade ugly noi ses

"They are ny bodyguards," said the prince sharply. "Take ne to John Sunlight!"

G van turned and wal ked back the way he had conme. The fact that he slipped al nost at once and

fell flat on his back did not inprove his dignity, but seemed to do no harmto his disposition. It
devel oped that progress on the ice was likely to be a succession of spills, none of them expected
The prince cursed every tinme he fell down, and struck his bodyguards

"Ch, boy!" Mdnk said. "Wat can that blue thing be, anyway?"

Monk did not say this out |oud, but Doc Savage was |ip reader enough to catch the words, even

t hough Monk’ s |ips | ooked stuffy and unnatural because of an injected chenical which produced a
harm ess formof swelling, and was infinitely better than internal padding of paraffin or sone other
subst ance whi ch m ght be di scovered

The bronze man did not explain about the blue done

JOHN SUNLI GHT had covered his planes with white tents. That was why they had not been discernible
fromthe air. There was a wind of sone force blowing, and the air was full of driving snow, and that
had hel ped make the tents invisible

The men seenmed to be canped in white tents, fully a quarter nmile fromthe weird blue edifice
Covered planes, white house-tents, and igloos were |ocated on the south side of the |evel

natural landing field in the arctic pack ice

The prince was conducted into one of the tents. Cvan nmade an effort to prevent the two hi deous
bodyguards fromsticking with the prince, but he got a shove that sat himdown in the snow for his
pai ns

"They cannot understand English!" the prince said indignantly.

John Sunlight sat in the largest of the white tents. He had caused a bl ock of ice-hard snow to be
cut and brought into the tent, and he had spread a pol ar bearskin over this to nmake a seat

Doc and Monk stared at John Sunlight in astonishment. The prince woul d have stared, too, only he
couldn’t see

John Sunlight wore |ight duck trousers and a white silk shirt which was open at the neck

Tropical attire! And yet it nmust be thirty bel ow zero outside. Awarmday in the arctic for this
season. But still thirty bel ow

John Sunlight was not unaware of the effect. He liked effects. Probably his whole weird, macabre
life was devoted to getting them

"Sit down," he said politely. "And do only one thing—€do not ask questions about the blue done."
Then the placidity left his dark poetic face and burning eyes, for he could see that sonething
was wong wWith the prince's eyesight

"Your eyes!" he rasped. "Wat is it?"

The prince said a great deal that was unconplinmentary about the brand of |iquor served in New

Yor k.

"How I ong will you be blind?" John Sunlight denmanded

"About twenty-four hours nore, the doctor thought," the prince explained

John Sunlight was not pleased, but there was nothing he could do about that

"You will have to wait," he said grimy, "until your vision has returned."

"Wait? Wait for what?"

"My denonstration.”

The prince was befuddl ed. Wiy he had come to the arctic was still a conplete nystery to him and
he had cone only because his ministers at hone had told hi manything in which John Sunlight was

i nvol ved woul d be inportant

"Denonstration?" the prince repeated. "What kind of a denopnstration?"

"You nust see it to appreciate its value," John Sunlight said

" See what ?"

"The thing," John Sunlight said, "for which you and your governnent are going to pay ne ten
mllion dollars.”

Chapter XVI. SNOW TRI CKS

THAT was all the satisfaction the prince got. He yelled and swore, and John Sunlight gave him
liquor to quiet him Usually John Sunlight could quiet nen w thout using outside neans, either
liquor or a club, but in this case the prince couldn’t see John Sunli ght

You had to see John Sunlight to appreciate him

The prince was shoved into a tent, Doc and Monk were shoved in with him This was not to their
liking, and they started to cone right out of the tent

A guard put the nmuzzle of arifle close to their noses and waggled it

"In the tent you stay," he growed. "And if you go near the Strange Bl ue Done, you' |l get plenty
dead. Savvy?"

Doc and Monk sat down on pol ar bearskins. There seened to be nothing el se to do for the tine
being, and it was bitterly cold



The prince how ed and sang, and swore for a while, then fell over in a stupor, and they rolled
himup in nore bearskins.

Doc and Monk began tal king with their hands.

"This is insane business,"” Mnk fingered.

"Not so crazy," Doc replied. "John Sunlight feels safe this far from New York City."

They were skilled in use of the finger al phabetic system used by deaf-and-dunb persons.

"But what’'s he doing here?" Mnk denmanded.

"Maki ng arrangenents to sell sonmething to various European nations, it would appear," Doc
responded.

"Doc, that blue done—

Monk did not go any farther into this at the noment because there was an interruption. Gantia
and Titania came into the tent. One carried a kettle of what seenmed to be hot stew, and the other
had cups and a pot of hot coffee. Steamfromthe warm food boiled around the two big wonen.
"Cooks!" G antia grunbl ed.

"Here!" Titani a snapped, and shoved the food at Doc and Mnk.

Evidently the large | adies were not satisfied with their |ot.

They | ooked Monk and Doc over with distaste, but no fear. The two big wonen seened to have
infinite confidence in their own ability to handle any situation. No normal wonmen coul d have | ooked
at Doc and Monk—n the kind of disguises they now wore—without feeling frightened.

Suddenl y, Doc straightened, |ooked interested in sonething outside, and cupped hands to his ears.
Hi s pantom ne was plain; he neant that he had heard sonething outside, very faint, and he was

I'i stening.
It was perfectly natural that Titania and G antia should also listen.
There was, at the noment, a lull in the arctic w nd.

A voice drifted to them It was a voice that could be unm stakably identified as belonging to
John Sunlight.

"G ANTIA and Titania," this John Sunlight voice said, "are fools. They do not know their sister,
Fifi, is safe and in the hands of Doc Savage's nen."

There was a munbling answer, no words distinguishable. Both voices seemed far away, reaching the
tent only through some freak of the lulling w nd.

But Gantia and Titania were staring at each other with the npbst stark shock that Mnk had ever
seen.

"Fifi—alive!" Gantia croaked. "But she was in that ballyhoo plane. Doc Savage bl ew her and the
plane to bhits."

Titania said, "I—= then went silent, for the John Sunlight voice was going on.

"As long as the two fool wonmen think Doc Savage got their sister killed," the voice said, "they
will work with ne. They nay be useful."

The voi ce cackl ed delightedly.

"I"ve even made themthink," it ended, "that Doc Savage bl ew up that ballyhoo plane. They don't
know there was a radio-controlled bonb in the plane, and that Fifi wasn't even in it—that her voice
was com ng of f a phonograph record."

That was the end of the John Sunlight voice, for the arctic wind had started to blow again with
whining chill.

G antia and Titania stood and stared at each other in incredul ous amazenment. Delight—t had
soaked in that Fifi was alive—teaped over their faces, and Titani a opened her nouth, doubtless to
emit a yell of joy. But G antia stopped her by clapping a hand over her nouth.

"Fool!" G antia hissed. "Do you want himto know we’' ve | earned the truth?"

Titani a subsi ded. She assumed an expression of grim purpose.

"1’ m gonna break John Sunlight’s back with ny two hands!" she gritted.

G antia shook her head warningly. "Sh-h-h. Too risky. | don't think we could get away with it."
"Then what’ |1 we do?"
"l don't know," Gantia said. "W'Il think it over. But one thing sure—we’' ||l do sonething."

The two huge wonen stunbl ed out of the tent.

Monk waited until they rmust be well away. Then rolled over close to Doc Savage.

"Doc," Monk breathed, "that was as nice a job of voice imtation and ventriloquismas | ever
saw. "

"It should do no harm at l|least," Doc adnmitted. Wich was probably as cl ose as he ever cane to
adm tting that he considered he had done a difficult piece of work rather well.

Monk still had the Strange Bl ue Done on his m nd.

But again he was sidetracked off that subject. He listened. Then he threw a quick glance at Doc
Savage, half suspecting the bronze man might be imtating this new sound. But obviously he wasn't.
"A plane!" Mnk nuttered.

Then abrupt anxiety seized him

"Maybe it’'s Ham and Long Tom " he croaked. "Maybe they m sunderstood instructions and have cone
on here!"



THE arriving plane did not carry Ham Long Tom and Fifi

It carried Porto Novyi —+hat was the man’s nane, although his nane wasn’t inportant, since this

was the only time he stood out particularly in the grimschenme of things. The rest of the tine, he
was just another harpy in the pack of soul-snatchers. Porto Novyi was a squat, w de nman who had not
been a Siberian convict, and had not been on the ice-breaker. He was a free-lance pilot, a
swashbuckl i ng daredevil who fought in wars for hire, or did any other kind of flying that paid well.
Nei t her | aws nor human rights neant nuch to Porto Novyi. He was scared of only one man in the
worl d, and that was John Sunlight. There was probably not a living person he woul d not have

doubl e-crossed for nmoney—except John Sunli ght

The pl ane swung down and | anded. It was a slimship of remarkably advanced streamining. It was
pai nted a col or which canouflaged it against the sky; it could hardly be seen fromthe earth when it
flew at any consi derabl e height. Mreover, the two notors were scientifically silenced

Flying two miles up in the sky, this plane could be a ghost

Port o Novyi bounded out of the plane. He was excited. He ran, a roly-poly figure in flying furs

to the tent occupied by John Sunlight. He even neglected to give the blue donme thing his accustoned
nunber of puzzled | ooks

John Sunlight | ooked sharply at the pilot

"Di d sonet hing happen to Baron Karl?" John Sunlight dermanded

The avi ator shook his head

"l took Baron Karl to a Montreal airport," he said

John Sunlight still |ooked concerned. Baron Karl had been here to the arctic rendezvous, and John
Sunl i ght had put on a denpbnstration of what he had to sell, and everything had gone off well.
Baron Karl had seened satisfied. Enthusiastic, in fact. That was inportant. John Sunlight needed
ten mllion dollars fromBaron Karl’s governnent. He needed, of course, infinitely nore noney than
that—for what he had in mnd. But ten mllion of it was to conme from Baron Karl’'s governnment, and it
was inperative that nothing should interfere with that

Baron Karl had pronised to buy what John Sunlight had to sell

So it was very essential that Baron Karl renmmin satisfied

"l landed Baron Karl at Mntreal," the pilot repeated. "He was enthusiastic about your
proposition."

John Sunlight frowned. "Then what," he denmanded, "are you worried about?"

"A plane," the flier grow ed.

"Pl ane? What's wong with that ship you're flying? It’'s the best—

"l don’t nean that one," he grow ed

"You—

"I refer to the plane," the flier said, "which is resting on the snow about a hundred miles south
of here."

John Sunlight | ooked dunmbfounded

"But | know of no such plane!" he exclai ned

"That’'s what | was afraid of," the pilot agreed

John Sunlight got up and took a quick turn around the tent, his feet causing the frozen snow

under the tent floor to nake squeaking noises. It was bitterly cold, and he had been putting on a
show, going around in light trousers and thin silk shirt, pretending not even to notice the chill.
But now he forgot hinself and gave a viol ent shiver. He shook, in fact, until he all but fel

down. Then he got control of hinself and glowered. It always aggravated himto have his control on
hi msel f slip.

"It will be dark soon," he said. "Judging fromthe clouds it is going to be as dark as night
before long."

Porto Novyi | ooked up through the m sty grayness at the dark cl ouds gathering on the southern
horizon and clinmbing up into the sky |ike stalking animals

"As dark as night," the pilot agreed

"We' || drop some nen off by parachute,” John Sunlight said, "and have a | ook at that nysterious

pl ane. You nmarked the |ocation exactly, did you?"

"l can take off blindfolded and find that plane," the flier said, "because it’'s standing beside

an open lead in the ice, the only open water | saw for a thousand miles."

Chapter XvII. DELILAH

LONG TOM and Ham were finding it confortable waiting beside the open lead in the ice

The open "l ead" neant open water—a crack where the ice pack had spread apart, |eaving a narrow,
salty | ake which had not frozen. Long Tom and Ham had | anded on this water, after first looking it
over to make sure there were no floating ice blocks. It was the only suitable |anding place they had
been able to find. So they had come down, although the spot was too close to a direct line to the
sout hward for their liking.

Their plane was a type that could | and on water, snow or earth

The cabin was snug, and readily kept warm Moreover, they wore special arctic gear which Doc



Savage had devel oped—garnents that were chenically heated

The plane stood on the ice. They had driven it up there with the notors, and it was poised for a
qui ck take-off, should the ice lead threaten to close, or should they get a call from Doc Savage
Fifi was pouting. She had turned out to be consistent with her pouting, and it aggravated Long
Tom al though Hamdidn't seemto mind. Ham indeed, seened to enjoy listening to Fifi’s conplaining
Just now, Long Tomwas listening to Hamtell Fifi what a sweet, pretty, brave, patient little
creature she was

"Ahr-r-r!" Long Tom said di sgustedly.

He got out of the plane. Wnd caught his clothes and shook them and the snow particles stung his
face. He wal ked around the plane, to make sure that no light was showi ng fromthe shaded w ndows.
It was intensely dark; the clouds that had been hunched in the south, now turned the whol e sky

bl ack. The small waves in the open | ead made sl apping noises. Fromtinme to tinme, there was a | ong
runbling grunt as the ice floes cracked; sonetimes the ice nmade gunshot reports, a characteristic of
freezing fl oes

Long Tomfelt along the side of the plane for a wire. He found it. But an instant before, just as
he cane near the wire, there was a whining sound inside the plane

The wire was spread in a huge circle around the plane, in the sane fashion that cowboys spread a
rope around their bedrolls when they bed down on the range, thinking to keep away the snakes. But
this wire was nore efficient

The wire was a capacity burglar alarm if anyone canme near it carrying a rifle or sone piece of
metal of |ike size, a delicately balanced electrical field around the wire was di sturbed, and
careful |y adjusted apparatus in the plane would give an alarm

Satisfied the al armwas operating—the machine pistol Long Tomcarried in an arnpit hol ster was
metal enough to set it off—+the feeble-looking electrical w zard clinbed back into the plane. That
capacity alarmwas his pet; he had an infinite anbunt of confidence in the thing

They were just deciding to go to sleep when the buzzer whined again

HAM and Long Tomwent into action as if a starting gun had fired. Ham sailed into the cockpit
grabbed sw tches. The bi g notors—hem cal heaters had kept them warm-expl oded into life

Long Tom | anded spread-legged in the center of the cabin, knocked another switch. This ignited
flares. The flares had been planted in the ice near the plane; they were high on light, collapsible
rods, and reflectors threw the Iight away fromthe plane, kept it fromblinding those in the craft
A glare as white as the sun spread hundreds of yards in all directions fromthe plane

The white blaze disclosed three fur-clad figures. They were about seventy-five yards distant
Friends? No. That was soon settled. Down they went; their rifles cane up. And jacketed bullets began
hitting the plane

The | ead sl ugs nade big drunstick noises, but did not come into the plane, because its cabin was
al | oy- ar nor ed

"Take of f!" Long Tomyelled

Ham bar ked, "There's only three of =

"Take off!" Long Tomroared. "I don't like this!"

Ham fed the engi nes gas

Long Tom pi cked his machine pistol out of its holster, used the nuzzle to prod open the lid of a
firing port in the plane cabin. He |atched the pistol in single-fire position. He shot. The gun
noi se was not big, but the sound its bullet nade was astoundi ng. The slug was hi gh-expl osive. A
cloud of ice flewup in front of the three riflenen.

Long Tom shot again, this tine at one of the nen. This second bullet was a "nercy" slug; it would
cause unconsci ousness W thout doi ng nmuch damage. But apparently he missed with that one

The third shot, he put in front of the trio. This bullet hit and becanme a cl oud of black snoke
That was how t he supernachi ne pistol charge alternated—ene expl osive, one nercy, one snoke
barrage

The plane tore its runners |oose fromthe ice, wallowed forward |ike a duck, splashed into the
wat er .

"W'll lay ‘emout fromthe air!" Long Tomyelled. "But first, we gotta find out what this
means! "

The pl ane scudded al ong the | ead. The water was bl ack, heaving, omnous in the light. But it was
good enough for a take-off

Good- enough water, but the plane never made it. The reason it didn't was a bonb. A bonb that fel
froma plane which cane down in a silent dive. The bonb was al mbst a direct hit

A geyser of water clinbed, the plane alnpst in the niddle of it. The plane wi ngs fol ded downward
like a sick bird. Then the plane seened to conplete a convulsive junp, and fell over on its back
Porto Novyi, war pilot for npbney, was good at his trade

Wat er gushed into the plane cabin. The bonb had opened a rip in the side

"Hel p!'" Fifi screeched. "Help! Help!" And she went off into senseless, hysterical shrieking

Ham and Long Tom fought to get the girl to the plane door, to get the door open. The door on that
side had jamed. They tried the other. Water pressed against it; then they got it open and water



junmped in with a great gurgling whoop, and naul ed them around in the cabin.

They fought back to the door, hung to its edge, pulled thensel ves—and Fifi—eutside. The plane was
under, sinking. The water felt incredibly cold, for they had been warm and confortable in the plane.
It chopped at themlike a mllion knives, that water.

It seened frozen ages before they got to the surface.

THE three nen with rifles were standing on the edge of the ice. One lifted arifle, and the
bullet, hitting the water beside Long Tonis head, sounded as though a firecracker had gone off.
"Hold it!" one of the riflenen shouted. "Savage isn't there!"

No nore bullets hit. The nen with the rifles gestured, shouted.

There was nothing to do but for Long Tomand Hamto swmto the men, hauling Fifi. She screaned
and tried to clinmb on top of them She fought them madly.

Over head, the plane canme diving back. Its superbly silenced notor nmade a noise only a little
greater than the wind. Satisfied, the pilot nmade another circle, then cane down in a |anding glide
toward the open | ead of water. That plane, too, was equipped to land on ice, snow, water, or earth.
"Cone out!"

The rifleman who gave that order was C van.

Clinbing out of water onto slick ice was hard work. Long Tom and Ham knowi ng how it was done,
threw their arns up on the ice, and waited for the quick cold to freeze the fur of their garnents to
the ice. Then they got thenselves out and dragged Fifi onto the ice.

Fifi kicked and struck at them cried at the top of her voice.

"Stop that!" Long Tomgritted.

She paid themno attention.

"You little idiot!" Long Tom hi ssed. "You made us bring you along!"

She kept on squealing.

Civan grow ed an order. One of the two riflenmen went away and cane back shortly dragging three
par achut es—ebvi ously ‘ chutes by which the nen had descended quietly fromthe plane.

The plane taxied up. A man out on the nose kept it from bunping the ice too hard, using a boat
hook.

Porto Novyi, the pilot, put his dark, unpleasant face out of the cockpit w ndows.

"Are those flares about burned out?" he demanded.

"Just about."

Porto Novyi turned on his plane landing lights, and thereafter these illum nated the scene.
"Question them" Porto Novyi ordered.

“I"mrunning this!" Cvan said.

Civan jabbed his rifle at Ham and Long Tom

"Strip to your underwear!" he gritted.

Ham was col d, but he suddenly got much col der.

"We' || freeze!" he gasped. "You can't—

"I"d love to see you freezel" Civan snarled. "W’'d all |ove to see you freeze. Strip!"

Ham and Long Tom got their soaked fur garments off, after which they knew they would freeze to
death in, at the nost, half an hour.

"Where is Doc Savage?" Civan denanded.

THAT, obviously, was a question that Long Tom and Ham coul d not afford to answer. They were
actors enough not to glance at each other, not to give any sign that they were making up a story.
Turning slowy, Ham stood shivering and | ooking at the dark, squirmng water of the lead. He did
nothing but that for a noment. Then, suddenly, he fell to his knees and broke into realistic sobs.
"Don't take it so hard," Long Tom said m serably.

"l kuk-can't huh-help it," Ham sobbed.

"What the hell is this?" Civan snarled.
"Doc Savage was in that plane," Long Tom gul ped. "He was killed by the bonb."
This was an out and out untruth, but under the circunstances Long Tomdid not feel like letting a

lack of veracity trouble him

"Doc Savage—dead?" Civan began to grin.

"Yuh—yes," Ham sobbed. Suddenly Ham sprang to his feet, and gave every indication of intending to
spring upon Cvan and the others in a grief-crazed rage. "You killed Doc!" he shrieked.

It was good acting, and G van was convi nced.

"All right," he said. "We might as well shoot themand finish off all the blasted trouble they’ve
caused. "

Long Tom suddenly relieved, said, "Thanks."

"Thanks?" Cvan was startled. "Wat for?"

"For shooting us," Long Tomsaid grimy. "I wouldn't care about being left to freeze to death. |
figured that was about your caliber—so thanks for the shooting."

"CGo ahead," Civan ordered. "Shoot them"

Fifi screaned then. Al her other screans were nere kitten newi ngs conpared to this one. If there



were polar bears within mles, they nust have started running.

"No!" she screeched. "You—they lied to you! Doc Savage wasn't in the plane!"

Long Tomyel | ed, "Shut up—

But Fifi was scared; she didn't see the slightest chance of going on living. She didn’'t know that
Ham and Long Tom were gathered to | eap backward into the water, and that they had other plans if
that was successful.

"I can tell you where Doc Savage is!" Fifi screeched.

"Where?" C van demanded.

Fifi was not too scared to bargain.

"You take ne to John Sunlight," she gasped cunningly, "and |I'lIl show him Doc Savage."

Cvan said, "Take her in the plane!"

They boosted the cute little Delilah into the plane. Cvan and the other two riflemen clinbed
into the craft.

"Hey!" Long Tom squalled. "You said you wouldn't |eave us to freeze and—

"l change ny mind sonetines," Civan shouted at them

LONG TOM and Ham stood, in thin cotton underwear and wool en socks, on the ice, and watched the

pl ane scud down the |lead and take the air. The craft, once it was off, cut its lights; so that there
was only the hissing of engine exhaust to mark its presence. Then that sound left, and there

remai ned not hi ng but darkness and intense cold, the noise of waves slopping the ice, and the chill
whining of the arctic wind that blew intermnably, carrying a fine fog of snow particles that hit
their naked skin and felt |ike needles.

In that chill darkness, in this |ost waste, there was one thing that stood out with the staring
certainty of death: The nearest civilization was thousands and thousands of miles to the south, and
they were two practically naked nen | eft al one.

"Swel I 1" Long Tom sai d.
"It could be worse," Hamadnitted. "Say, if you hadn’t given himthat speech about not |eaving us
to freeze, | don’t think he would have done this."

"Contrary, isn't he?" Long Tomremarked. He had a little difficulty with his speech, because his
teeth insisted on hitting together.

"Let’'s get busy," Ham croaked, "before our teeth get knocked flat."

They wal ked, judging their directions carefully in the darkness, until they reached a drift of
snow. They kicked into the drift, scooped with their hands, searched.

H dden in the drift was the cache of equi pnment they had pl aced there against possible

enmergenci es. Taking a | eaf out of Doc Savage’s book, they had overl ooked no bets. They found the
cache.

There was clothing, food, a tent, rifles, a sled. The sled could be covered with the tent, thus
converting it into a boat with which they could cross open | eads. There was a conpass, sextant, for
finding their way to a destination.

They dressed, then ran and junped until their circul ation was restored.

Best of all, there was a portable short-wave radi o with which they could contact help.

The pl ane canme back while they were setting up the radio. It dived, dropped a flare. The flare
swung froma parachute, and stayed in the air a long tine, and when it hit the ice, the plane
dropped another one. The plane al so dropped a few bonbs, and sent down many bul |l ets.

Long Tom and Ham eventual |y had to throw away their rifles and hold up their arms. O herw se,

t hey woul d have di ed.

The plane | anded on the |l ead, and C van came to confront them and cackl e pl easantly.

"l got to thinking," Cvan grow ed, "about the reputation this Doc Savage crowd has got. They
didn't get that rep for nothing, | thinks. So we canme back. Lucky for us, eh?"

Long Tom and Ham were | oaded into the plane and tied hand and foot.

"You see," G van explained, "we contacted John Sunlight by radio, and he says to keep you alive.
W may be able to use you as hostages to keep this Doc Savage off our neck, if worse cones to
wor se. "

Fi fi whinmpered in the cabin.

"I wonder if we shouldn’t just shoot you and put you out of your msery?" Civan grow ed.

"But 1'm going to show Doc Savage to you!" Fifi wail ed.

One of the bullets Ham and Long Tom had fired up at the plane had damaged the wiring of one
motor. It could be repaired, but it would take a little tinme.

Porto Novyi, the pilot, set about making the repairs.

Chapter XVIIIl. THE PO SONED SEAL

JOHN SUNLI GHT, having contacted C van and the plane by radi o, knew about the delay caused by the
necessary notor repairs. He said pleasantly enough that he didn’t mnd. But he did. He spoke

pl easantly, because he considered that his expedition had done a very nice piece of work. Wasn't
Fifi going to show them where Doc Savage coul d be found?

O course, the silly little fool of a girl wouldn't tell anybody but John Sunlight. She probably



t hought she coul d save herself in that fashion.

Fifi did not know John Sunlight very well.

John Sunlight took a walk over to the tent wherein slept the prince. He kicked the prince in the
ribs, got him awake.

"Can you use your eyes yet?" John Sunlight demanded.

The prince did not relish being kicked in the ribs.

"l can see much better!" he snarl ed.

John Sunlight was pl eased.

"In half an hour," he said, "I shall make ny denonstration for you."

"You nean," the prince gritted, "that you'll show ne why | nmade this crazy trip up here?"
"Exactly."

John Sunlight then wal ked out of the tent.

The prince, still rankling over being kicked in the ribs, rushed over and ki cked

Monk—Beaut y—several times to relieve his feelings.
"1"11 kick your voice back into you!" he roared.
He had no success, but he felt better.

"Get out of here!" he screaned. "I hate the sight of your ugly faces!"
Doc and Monk did not like the sight of the prince’'s face any better by now, and they were very
willing to get out of the tent—providing the guard outside would | et them They scranbled out

through the tent door—and confronted John Sunlight.

John Sunlight stood, a tall dark tower of a figure; he had given up his show of not feeling the
cold, and had donned dark clothing and a bl ack cape and an aviator’s black helmet. He presented a
picture that was not in any sense pleasant. He showed his teeth.

"Your master treats you roughly," he said.

He spoke these words in the tongue which Adonis and Beauty were supposed to use.

Doc replied. He spoke the tongue fluently, as he spoke nmany ot hers.

"Qur lot is not a bad one," Doc replied in the | anguage. He used the illiterate formof the
tongue, as Adonis mght be expected to do.

"You have been with his highness |Iong?" John Sunlight asked.

"Along time," Doc replied pronptly.

He didn't know whet her that was the correct answer; there had been no tine to check on all
details of the prince’'s two bodyguards

"Where were you born?" John Sunlight asked.

Doc imedi ately naned a small nmountain town in the prince's native |and.

"l have heard of the place," John Sunlight said. Then he added, "Well, you will be out of the
col d weat her before long. Your master will probably start back at dawn. | shall send you all in one
of ny planes."

He wal ked away.

Monk breat hed, "Doc, we could grab hi m now—+

"No," the bronze man whi spered. "W have to |earn exactly what he is doing. W have to be sure.
We suspect the truth, but we are not sure."

"O K.," Mnk said. "But this prince is gonna get strangled if | hafta bodyguard ‘i m nuch

| onger!"

Doc said, "W had better nake a try for that equi pnent case."

"Want me to hel p—

"You go get it," Doc said. "I will stay here and try to alibi your absence, in case you are

m ssed. "

DOC Savage wat ched Monk nove away. The homely chemist was lost in the blackness of the brooding
dark cl ouds al nost at once, and the drifting snow covered his footprints.

There was no sign of the guard who had been watching the tent, and Doc wondered about what had
becone of the fellow. That nystery was not long being clarified.

There was a sudden, frightened outcry froma near-by igloo. There was genuine horror in the

voi ce. It was the guard.

The fellow had evidently gotten cold, crawied into an igloo to keep warm and dozed of f. John
Sunlight had found himmssing, and put men hunting for him

Anot her guard appeared shortly. He had an electric |lantern, and he was too concerned over the
failure of the other guard not staying on the job to order Doc back in the tent.

"The poor fool," the new guard nuttered. "He should have known better."

Evidently, he referred to the other guard.

Monk woul d be com ng back soon. Sonething had to be done about that.

Doc began to sing. There was not nuch nusic in his singing, but there was vol une—and sense, if
one understood anci ent Mayan, the | anguage which he and his nen used for private conversation. Over
and over, he told Monk to be careful, to wait until a propitious monent to show hinsel f.

Doc al |l owed plenty of tinme—tinme enough that he knew Monk was lying |low, out in the darkness.
Then the bronze man took a coin out of his pocket and began to play with it. He tossed it high,



and caught it, cackling like the half-witted oaf he resenbled in his disguise.

Directly what | ooked |ike the inevitable happened. The coin flew over, hit the side of the tent,
and ski dded down into the snow.

Doc gasped, ran to look for the coin. The guard watched idly. Wen Doc beckoned himto help, the
man canme over on that side of the tent and began kicking around in the snow.

"Monk—your chance!" Doc called in Mayan.

He made it sound as if he were sayi ng sonething di sgusted about |osing the coin.

When Doc found the coin and entered the tent, Monk was inside, |ooking innocent. The guard,
thanks to the diversion, had not seen himreturn.

THE prince apparently had rolled up in his blankets again and gone back to sleep. He nust be a
physical weck. It was not hard to believe. Doc shook himgently, and the dissolute fellow snored.
He was asl eep.

"Where is the case, Mnk?" Doc breathed.

"It's cached in a snowbank about forty feet fromthe tent," Mnk whispered. "If you could follow
nmy tracks, you can find—

"All right," Doc said. "You hold the fort down for a while now "

"But how you gonna | eave? That guard—

Doc used a sharp knife—he and Monk had not been searched—and opened a slit in the rear of the
tent. He opened it close to the floor, and after he craw ed out, tied the canvas together again with
a spare four inches of shoestring. Mnk, inside, placed bearskin sleeping covers against the spot,
and it was tenporarily unnoticeable.

Doc faded away quickly in the darkness, keeping low. He circled, and found, not w thout sone

difficulty, Muink's tracks. The wind was filling themrapidly.
It was only by bending | ow and watching the reflection of the tent guard' s electric lantern that
Doc was able to |ocate Monk’s footprints at all. Once he had found them he nanaged to hel p al ong

the business of following the prints by utilizing the sense of touch.

Later, the bronze nman | ocated the equi pnent case which Mnk had buried. Carrying it, Doc

retreated a short distance, then opened the case.

Principal itemin the equi pnent box was a portable short-wave radio outfit.

Doc spent ten minute’'s in a futile effort to contact Ham and Long Tom

He was worried enough over that, after he had checked the radio and was sure it was putting out a
signal, to nmake his strange, low trilling sound. He nmade it unconsciously, and the instant he

real i zed what he was doing, he stopped. The exotic note had an unusual carrying power; he |istened,
but it was evident no one had heard.

Probably everyone but John Sunlight would have been astounded at what Doc Savage di d next, and

what happened as a result.

Doc conceal ed about his person such articles of equipnment as he mi ght need. There was not hing

ast oundi ng about that, nor about the fact that he concealed the radio outfit in the snow again.
Next, the bronze man noved off in the darkness, crawling nuch of the tine, and canme to an igl oo.

It was an Eskino igl oovegak—an igloo. Doc found the long tunnel that was part of the igloo entrance,
crept in, and noved past small food-storage igloos—alled sukso s—nto the bigger roomof ice-blocks
where the Eskinos |ived.

There were animal skins on the floor, the walls and ceiling had been darkened by bl ubber |anp

soot, and around the snoke vent in the ceiling a swelling of frost had gathered. Alnost circling the
interior of the igloo was the ice-block shelf which served the same purpose for the Eskinps as the
studi o couch serves New York apartment dwellers.

A bl ubber lanmp burned in the center of the igloo, giving off a dark worm of snoke. There were

sl eeping fornms around the shelf.

Doc went to one of the sleepers, touched him

"Aput," the bronze man said. "Do not be al arned—+ am Doc Savage."

Aput opened his eyes. He was a sturdy nman whose face was rutted by the years. He stared at Doc
Savage unbel i evingly.

"Doc Savage!" Aput nuttered. "You do not |ook—but it is your voice."

APUT was one of the group of Eskinbs whom John Sunlight had found living on the rocky island of
the Strange Blue Donme. Aput was one of those who had first |ooked John Sunlight in the eye and
insisted they could not see any weird blue donme; that it didn’t even exist. That had been, of
course, a clever trick to further bew | der and confuse John Sunlight.

Aput was a venerable man, still a great hunter in spite of his years, and a man who was | ooked to
for advice and | eadership. He was not, correctly speaking, the chief, because this little group of
Eski nbs had no chief.

The Eskinb word angakoeet better described Aput’s position anong his people. Angakoeet was the
vernacul ar for "nedicine man," which neant that Aput was a conbined oracle and father-confessor, the
man who had the nost influence.

Aput knew Doc Savage very wel | —ebviously. It was several noments before Aput recovered fromhis



astoni shnent at seeing the bronze nan.

" Chi mo! "
Aput nmuttered fervently. "Wl cone!"
"Thank you," Doc Savage said quietly in the Eskinp tongue. "It noves nme deeply to hear you nake

me wel come when it is plain that | have caused you nuch sorrow and trouble."

Aput shrugged, and got out of his sleeping skins, took Doc Savage’'s hand and shook it.

"W have been hoping you would cone," he said. "Elarle! Indeed, yes!"

Doc saw that Aput had nothing to wear but a seal skin singlet.

"Your clothing?" the bronze nman asked.

"This John Sunlight," Aput said, "took away our clothing long ago. It is to prevent our escaping.
They count each bearskin and seal skin daily, so that we will not be able to nmake any of theminto
garments. W are given clothing to go out to hunt, and armed nmen go al ong; and after the hunting,
our clothing is taken away again."

Doc Savage was grimy silent.

"When did Sunlight come?"

" Akkane, "

Aput replied.

The word akkane neant |ast year.

"THEY were on a great boat, a boat as big as a hundred um aks," Aput continued. "It was crushed
in the ice. They conme ashore. W& take themfood. But this strange dark one, called John Sunlight,
got to want only to enter the Strange Bl ue Done."

"That was bad,"' Doc said.

"Very bad," Aput agreed. "John Sunlight tried to starve us into telling himwhat the Strange Bl ue
Dome was. W pretended to be very ignorant Eskinps."

"That was good," Doc said.

Aput smiled wyly. "W were doing as you told us. W were doing the thing for which you brought
us here. W were followi ng your orders not to allow anyone to enter the Strange Bl ue Done."

"And to take care of what was inside the done," Doc said.

Aput nodded. "Yes. But we failed. For John Sunlight watched one of us, and saw that the secret
door opened when we cane near it with the white rabbit cape. He seened to guess how it operated—
"John Sunlight," Doc said, "is clever enough to know all about magnetically operated relays and
door - openers, particularly since he would have little difficulty finding the tiny, pernmanent nagnets
sewed in the lining of the white rabbit cape."

Aput was silent a moment. His face clouded with gri mmenory.

"This John Sunlight got into the Strange Blue Done," he said, "and thereafter weird and horrible
t hi ngs began to happen."” Aput closed his eyes and shuddered. "There was the tinme one of ny people
turned into a black ghost of snoke and bl ew away. "

"That happened to an Eski no here?" Doc asked.

"Yes," Aput said, and shuddered again.

Doc Savage's netallic features went grave.

"John Sunlight was making a test," he deci ded.

"Test?" Aput was puzzl ed.

"You do not understand, Aput," Doc said quietly. "There are many nysterious and terrible things
in that Strange Blue Done. You woul d not understand them " The bronze man shook his head slowy.
"Few people in the world woul d understand nmany of them So it is too bad that a man with John
Sunlight’'s type of mind had to discover the done."

Aput’s curiosity was sharpened.

"What were those things in the dome that you told us never to touch?" he asked.

"Things that the world was better off w thout," Doc said.

"l do not understand," Aput said.

Doc Savage patted the ol d nedicine man’s shoul der.

"If you found a seal that was poison, Aput," Doc said, "what would you do with it?"

Aput answered pronptly.

"l would bury the poisoned seal," he said, "where none would ever find it."

Doc nade a short, grim sound.

"That was ny idea, too," he said.

He went on—he spoke quickly, for time was getting short—and advi sed Aput how to hel p when the
fight against John Sunlight started. Aput said he would spread the word anong his people to be
ready.

Chapter Xl X. DEMONSTRATI ON
WHEN Doc Savage—hi s Adoni s di sguise was holding up very well in the cold—eraw ed back into the

prince’'s tent, he had hardly replaced the slitted canvas when there was a commotion outside. |t
meant that John Sunlight’s men had conme for the prince.



"Monk!" Doc breathed. "Ham and Long Tom did not answer ny radio call."

Monk’s nouth fell open

"But what on earth could ‘a happened to ‘en?" he gul ped

There was no tine to discuss that, because a swarthy head shoved into the tent and said, "John
Sunl i ght wants the prince."

The prince was still in his drunken sleep

Monk wi nked slightly at the others, then gave the prince a terrific kick on the part of the
anat omy nost general |y ki cked. Monk sprang back, |ooked quite innocent as the prince awke and
turned the adjacent arctic air blue with profanity. Mnk had been aching to kick the besotted

prince.
They were not taken to a tent. Their escort led themto an igloo, a |large one, nmade expertly of
snow bl ocks wel | -frozen. Actually, there was one large igloo, and three nore built against it, like

a cluster of grapes with one big grape

John Sunlight lost no tinme in getting down to business

"I amgoing to tell you a story," he said

The prince blinked stupidly. "Story?"

"It concerns an amazing man," John Sunlight said. "This man was—

"Do | have to listen to your bragging?" the prince asked inpolitely.

John Sunlight frowned, and | ooked as though he had made a mental note to raise his price to the
prince an extra mllion dollars for that crack

"This is not the story of nyself," John Sunlight said coldly. "No one will ever know that story.
This is another tale, a brief synopsis of the fantastic |life of one human being. It is a story which
illustrates to what extent a human mind can be devel oped. "

"I"mnot very interested," the prince said

John Sunlight ignored the interruption

"This man," he said, "was taken fromthe cradle, literally, and put into the hands of scientists
who were ordered to train the child. They did so. And the child grew into a young man who possessed
a fantastic brain. People sonetinmes call himsuperhuman. But he is not that-he is only a scientific
product. "

"Hunph!" the prince grunted. "About that denonstrati on—

"This scientifically trained young man," John Sunlight continued, "dedicated hinmself to a strange
career. A career of aiding mankind and of increasing his own know edge that he might help the human
race. In other words, this young man continued to study—study—study—

The prince shook his flabby shoul ders inpatiently.

"It sounds dammed dry and uninteresting to nme," he said

John Sunlight’s dark, poetic face remained conposed

"Study," he said. "Study—-study—that was the young nman’s occupation in every spare nonent. The

nmost intense kind of study. Study that demanded solitude, no interruptions.”

The prince shrugged, lit a cigarette

"Solitude," said John Sunlight, "was what this unusual young man had to have. So he cane here

into the arctic, and found this island."

THE prince abruptly becane interested. "Here?" he said

"Yes."

"Say, who is this—this scientific marvel you' re talking about?"

"Doc Savage," John Sunlight said

The prince started violently. "Doc Savage!"

"You seemto have heard of him" John Sunlight said dryly.

As a matter of fact, the prince had heard of Doc Savage—and so had the rogues who conposed his
cabinet in his native land. A nunber of tines they had di scussed Doc Savage, and the possibility of
the Man of Bronze appearing in their nation to attenpt to remedy certain cruel mal practice on the
part of the prince and his governnment

Doc Savage had a habit of doing such things, they’'d heard. And that was why a strict censorship
had been cl apped down on news that |left the country. They didn't want the nysterious, alnost

| egendary, Man of Bronze to |learn too nmuch about the succession of political assassinations in the
| and

"l have heard of Doc Savage," the prince admtted. "Er—faintly."

John Sunlight smled wolfishly. "I imagined you had."

The prince swal | owed uneasily. "Doc Savage—you nean— He scratched his head, worked his |oose
mouth around in several shapes, then got an inkling of the truth. "You nean that Doc Savage—he
constructed that blue done?"

"The bl ue done," John Sunlight said, "is the Fortress of Solitude."

"Fortress of -huh?"

"The Fortress of Solitude," John Sunlight said, "is the place which Doc Savage created so that he
woul d have a place to do his studying in solitude."

The prince gul ped and nuttered, "That—+t all seens fantastic."



John Sunlight nodded. "You nust understand that Doc Savage is sonmething of a fantastic person, a
man who i s many generations ahead of the day in scientific know edge. This place here—this Fortress
of Solitude—was unknown to the world. It was built by Eskinmps under Doc Savage's direction, with
materials brought in by a huge transport plane. The construction took a long time."

At this point, Mnk Myfair realized his mouth was hangi ng open, and he closed it. This story

that John Sunlight was telling mght sound fantastic to the prince; Mnk, however, knew it was true.
He had known the Fortress of Solitude existed. He had not known where it lay, or exactly what it
was.

Doc Savage had never told. The bronze man sinply disappeared fromhis usual haunts, sonetines for
months at a tinme, and during these absences, it was absolutely inpossible to get in touch with him
Wien Doc canme back fromthese absences, he explained sinply that he had been at his Fortress of

Sol i tude—and usual |y, too, he brought back some new invention, or the solution of sonme conplicated
probl em of science or surgery.

The Fortress of Solitude!

Monk knew it nust be a marvel ous place. A great |aboratory, probably. Mnk, who was sonet hing of

a chem cal wi zard hinself, had often w shed he coul d see what kind of a chem cal |aboratory Doc kept
in the Fortress. It nmust be amazingly conplete, undoubtedly the finest in existence.

An interruption shocked Monk out of his reverie. A plane! There was a plane circling in the

arctic gl oom over head.

A man put his head into the big igloo.

"Civan and the others are arriving in the plane," he announced.

JOHN Sunlight gathered his dark-red cape around him He had worn black earlier in the evening,

but now he had changed col ors again, and wore an inpressive, bloody-red ensenble. It gave himthe
aspect of a satanic alchem st. He was probably aware of that.

"Bring Civan and the others here," he ordered, "as soon as they |land."

He | aughed then. A laugh that was a quick, ugly report.

"l want everyone in the plane here for ny denonstration," he added.

The messenger went away.

"Now, " John Sunlight continued, "I shall finish ny story of Doc Savage and the Fortress of

Sol i t ude—whi ch the bronze man t hought no one woul d ever discover."

The prince licked his lips uneasily. He was learning for the first time that he was involved in
sonet hing that concerned Doc Savage, and the idea was giving hima worse case of the jitters than he
had ever gotten out of a bottle.

"For some time now," John Sunlight said, "Doc Savage has been follow ng his unusual career. And

in the course of it, he has captured a nunber of amazing inventions."

The prince’s nmouth fell open.

"I nventions," said John Sunlight, "which Doc Savage considered a nenace to the world. Anpng these
is the machi ne which through creation of an unusual type of concentrated magnetic field, stops
atomi c notion entirely."

Monk took a deep breath. A great many things were coming clear to the honely chem st.

John Sunlight said, "I'll explain about atons." He took a one-cent piece out of a pocket. "This
coin, for instance, is nade of copper. And copper is nmade up of nolecules. The nolecules are in turn
conposed of atonms. And each atomis a nucleus of electrons. Just what the el ectrons are conposed of
is a matter about which science is not certain, but it is believed they are electrical in nature. At
any rate, the electrons travel in gravitational orbits, with a good deal of space between them
somewhat |ike our solar systemthe earth, the nmoon, sun and planets.

"In case," John Sunlight went on, "the notion of the electrons is stopped, the result is to all
practical effects and purposes a conplete disintegration of matter."

Monk swal | owed. That stuff about nolecules, atoms and el ectrons was straight stuff-so was the

surm se about what woul d happen if el ectronic novenent coul d be stopped. But, as far as Mnk knew,
no one had ever stopped it. Still—

John Sunlight was conti nui ng.

"Doc Savage perfected a device," he said, "which, by creating a magnetic field of superlative
intensity, conpletely stops atomic notion, and results in the collapse of any matter in that field."
The prince winkled his bul bous forehead. "What is this |eading up to?" he denanded.

"You read about Serge Mafnoff, the Russian di plomat?" John Sunlight demanded.

"I —= The prince | ooked stunned. "Look here, did—

"He did. Serge Mafnoff was the victimof Doc Savage's death machine, as we will call it." John
Sunlight noved his red cloak a little. "You see, | had a score to settle with Serge Mafnoff, and |
al so wished to call the world' s attention to nmy nur—ah—death device."

At this point, the plane, which had been circling repeatedly, |anded. It taxied up outside, its
nmot ors di ed.

"Excuse me," John Sunlight said.

He went out. He was gone about five mnutes. Then he canme back in.

Several of his men trailed behind, all carrying rifles. Along with them they brought the

"



pri soners—Ham Long Tom and Fifi.

NO one happened to be | ooking at honely Monk at that instant. That was fortunate. Because Mnk’s
sel f-control slipped; he couldn’t help showi ng his shock at seeing Ham and Long Tom pri soners

Doc Savage's netallic features remained inscrutable. Having failed to contact Ham and Long Tom by
radi o, he had half feared sonmething like this

"Line themup!" John Sunlight grow ed

The prince | ooked at the captives, and was puzzled. He had never seen them before

John Sunlight asked, "Were are Gantia and Titani a?"

"They're in their igloo," a man said. "I |ooked a m nute ago."

"Go and meke sure," John Sunlight ordered. "They nust not know that this sister, Fifi, is alive
They would turn on ne. Later, we will take care of them"

The man left to see about G antia and Titania

"Now, " John Sunlight said, "we’'ll proceed."

The prince put in peevishly, "Wy not get around to the denonstration, whatever it is? This is
getting ne confused."

"You realize," John Sunlight said sharply, "that | have just described a scientific death machine
to you."

"So what? | don't see—

"Wr . "

"Eh?"

"War, you fool. Var."

The prince yelled, "Wio you calling a fool? |’ma king; don't forget that!"

John Sunlight’'s grip on his patience slipped a trifle, and the snapping evil of the man showed in
his eyes. He cal ned hinself

"Wth this el ectron-stopping war machine," he said, "you can conquer your neighboring nation

ruled by the prine mnister whose agent is the Baron Karl. | believe you would like to do that."
A flash of greed junped over the prince's dissolute face
"That," he said, "is true."

"1"11 sell you the war machine," John Sunlight said, "for eleven mllion dollars."

"El even!" the prince ejaculated. "You said ten, earlier."

"l hadn’t been insulted then," John Sunlight told himcalmy

What ever the prince was going to say—+t was obviously to be expl osi ve—+enmi ned unuttered, because
a man dashed wildly into the igloo. He was the fell ow who had been sent to see about G antia and
Titania

"The big wonmen are gone!" he squalled

JOHN SUNLI GHT' S poetic face becanme ugly. "I thought you | ooked into the igloo a few m nutes ago?"
"They had piled up snow under their sleeping robes," the man groaned. "Made it |ook |ike they
were asl eep!”

John Sunlight yelled orders

"Civan!" he how ed. "Take four nmen with guns and begin hunting those wonen!"

Civan shoved four nen out of the big igloo, and foll owed hinself

John Sunlight had been trenmbling a little. He was a nervous man, and when excitenment cane, he
sometimes | ost some of his control. He forced hinself to become calm

"Now, " he said, "I shall—=

"If you think I'Il pay you eleven mllion for anything, you re crazy!" the prince yelled

John Sunlight | ooked at the poor sanple of royalty, and being short-tenpered at the instant, he
did not mnce words

"Renenber the newspaper stories about the nysterious bl ackness that appeared around Serge

Maf nof f' s house in New York City?" he asked

"Yes," the prince grow ed. "But that—

"That was anot her war machine," John Sunlight snapped. "The bl ackness was caused by a conbination
of short electrical waves, and hi gh-frequency sonic vibrations, which paralyze the functions of the
rod- and- cone nechani sm of the optic nerves in eyes. In other words—a blinding ray."

ny

"That, too, is a Doc Savage invention."

" But =~

"l sold it," John Sunlight said, "to Baron Karl and your eneny, the neighboring nation. They w I
use it against you."

The prince blanched. H's nouth worked, could not nake words

"You will have to buy the el ectron machine," John Sunlight said coldly, "to defend your country."
The prince | ooked around for a seat, and sagged to it

"Dam you!" he gritted

John Sunlight was satisfied. He jerked his head slightly. "Now we show the prince what happens
when the electrons are stopped in a hunan body," he said. "I suppose we had better tie the victim"



John Sunlight slanted an arm at the huge, grotesque creature whomthe prince had accepted as his
bodyguard, Adonis.

"We will use that man—Poc Savage," John Sunlight said. "Fifi, he is the one, isn't he?"

"Yes," Fifi said. "That is Doc Savage."

Chapter XX. MAD HOUR

THERE were a few occasions in his |ife when Doc Savage had been caught flat-footed. This was one
of them

He began doi ng things about it.

Rifles were comi ng up. Doc whipped forward. He made for John Sunlight.

But the strange poetic-faced man with the distorted nmind was fast. He was faster than even Doc

had dreaned. He pitched w dew se, got behind some of his nmen, went on—toward the snow hole that |ed
into one of the smaller connecting igloos.

A rifle crashed. The bullet hit Doc’s chest, and he woul d have died then, except for the

bul | et proof vest from the equi pnent case which he had donned. As it was, the slug tilted him

si dew se.

Doc went on down, hit Ham and Long Tomis ankles. They toppled. Doc had a knife out of his

clothing by then. H's speed was blinding. He slashed, got Hanmis wists | oose—tong Tom and Ham were
bound with ropes.

Doc left the knife in Hamis hands, left Hamto finish freeing hinself and Long Tom

Monk had hold of a man now. The hairy chemi st’s great hands nade the victimscream Mnk lifted
the fellow, slanmmed himagainst others.

Two men fell on Doc. They tried short-range clubbing with rifles. Doc rolled with them all in a
tangl e. The bronze man was trying to reach the hole into which John Sunlight had gone.
Unexpectedly, John Sunlight came back out of the hole. He cane fast, and an instant after he was
through it, a gun blasted in the smaller igloo which he had just left. The bullet m ssed John
Sunlight, but a man in the larger igloo screeched and started a jig, trying to plug a leak in his
chest with his hands.

Titania came out of the small igloo. She had a rifle. Her huge sister, Gantia, was cl ose behind,
also with a rifle. They both shot at John Sunlight again. But he got out of the big igloo into the
arctic night wthout being hit.

G antia and Titania ran to their little sister, Fifi, and thereafter gave no thought to anything
but protecting her.

Monk, Ham Long Tomwere all fighting now Not a man was on his feet. They flailed around on the
floor, and a gun banged now and then.

Doc got on his feet, turned around and around like a discus thrower, and slamed his two
opponents against the ice walls of the igloo. They dropped back somewhat broken.

Then ol d Aput, the Eskinmp, cane through the igloo door |ike a greased brown bullet. He had few
clothes, but he did have a short oonapik, the little hunting spear of his people.

O her Eskinps fol |l owed, some with oonapi ks, others with only the small hal f-noon knives used in
donestic work, called ooloos. They joined the igloo fray. There was no real need of Doc after that.
John Sunlight was outside. So was Civan, the pilot Porto Novyi, and—boc did not know how many
others. But a score, at |east. The men who had been on the Soviet icebreaker on which the convicts
had escaped from Si beria. How many of those would turn agai nst John Sunlight now was a question.
Some of them surely. Then there were the rest of the Eskinmos—friends, but unarnmed.

The odds were still terrible.

Doc dived into the adjoining small igloo into which John Sunlight had tried to get. H s guess was
right. The apparatus for stopping electronic noti on—+the machine that had killed di pl omat Serge

Maf nof f —was there. The powerful coils and tubes were heating. That took a little tine. John Sunli ght
had evidently swi tched on the device.

But G antia and Titania had been hiding in there, and had driven out John Sunlight.

The devi ce operated from heavy hi gh-voltage storage batteries.

Doc picked up a battery, smashed it down on the contraption; picked up the battery, snashed

agai n. Crushed, broken, destroyed. Until finally the death machi ne was a hopel essly ruined tangle
that woul d never function again.

It was not as mad as it |ooked. The scientific device, as remarkable as it was, had no great

val ue as a weapon.

John Sunlight had been perpetrating a species of hoax on the prince. For the el ectronic-stopping
machi ne woul d not work at a distance of rmuch nore than twenty feet.

Wien it had killed Serge Mafnoff, it had been hidden in the unused part of the attic. The narks
on the sills had been I eft by boards on which the device stood when it killed. It had killed through
the attic wall, for it was only where the magnetic and sonic beans nmet, their focal point, that the
ef fect was obtai ned.

Havi ng smashed the apparatus, Doc picked a single bar of steel—-a permanent magnet—eut of the

nmess.

Then he dived back into the larger igloo.



Fi ghting there was done. Victins were spread out on the floor, and Monk was danci ng around, tying
hinmself into knots in an effort to learn the depth of a cut he had received in the back.

"John Sunlight!" Doc rapped. "Get him"

O d Aput, before Doc could stop him shot for the igloo door, hit on his stomach, sledded. He
must have gone out of many an igloo in a hurry in his tine to becone that skill ed.

A rifle whacked.

A d Aput cane sliding back in, just as fast, and when he stopped sl edding, began trying to
straighten out his right arm which a bullet had broken.

"They wait with guns!" he yell ed.

"Back wall!" Doc said.
They went to work on the rear wall. |ce blocks were thick. There was no tinme to chip. They hit
the wall, Doc and Monk, who were strongest. They |earned that ice could be |like steel. Then the ice

broke, a great mass of blocks toppling outward, and they | anded in the snow and col d.

FOR forty yards or so, Doc and the others traveled with all their speed; and Doc covered the

whol e di stance before sone of the others nmade half of it. Then they were down behind an ice ridge.
G antia and Titania had remained in the igloo with Fifi.

There was a crash. A grenade. The igloo junped apart, blocks of ice flying.

Then G antia and Titania cane running and dragging Fifi. Guns snapped, but they nade it, and got
down behind the ice ridge with Doc and the others.

Doc lifted his voice.

"Turn agai nst John Sunlight now," he called, "and you will be free of the fellow "
The bronze man’s voi ce was enornous, a runble that carried with the volume of a public address
| oudspeaker .

H s words were for the benefit of those who had courage to turn on John Sunlight. And they had an
effect. Arifle banged, and a man screaned.

A man—+t was Porto Novyi, the pilot—set off a flare, hanging it by its parachute fromone of the
pl ane wings. The glowignited the fighting. Half a dozen nen, or nore, had turned on John Sunlight’'s
group. They were fighting a strange kind of civil war of their own in the icy wind and drifting,
flour-fine snow. Eskinmos came running to join the fray.

Monk reared up and roared, "Boy, | ain't gonna miss this!"

"Upwi nd! " Doc ordered. "W have some gas grenades."

But the gas grenades did them no good. John Sunlight saw them runni ng, guessed their intent, and
shout ed orders.

John Sunlight and his faction broke away and fled in retreat toward the Strange Bl ue Done that
was Doc Savage’'s nysterious Fortress of Solitude.

IT was a chase, then. Awild, nad race, with death nade of |ead passing through the air, of
hitting ice and glancing off with violinlike whining.

It was dark, the polar sky packed with clouds. That was why John Sunlight and his men managed to
reach the Strange Bl ue Done. Had there been light, they woul d have been picked off.

Doc, racing furiously, taking chances, saw the panel in the side of the Strange Bl ue Done
closing. It was shut when he hit it. He snatched the pernmanent nagnet froma pocket. It was the
magnet he had taken fromthe Death device. But it had no effect when he held it close to the
door - openi ng mechani sm

Inside, they had jamed the door apparatus.

Doc whirled, net Monk and the others.

"Back!" he rapped. "Get way back!"

He was running with the words, going out across the stone island in what was apparently a

sensel ess direction. Mdst of themstared at the bronze man in amazenent. But Monk, making speed with
his short legs, trailed Doc. He | ost ground steadily, and began to think that Doc was going to
continue out across the arctic ice.

But Doc stopped, and when Mnk reached him the bronze man was on his knees at the edge of the
rocky islet. Doc was knocki ng snow aside with his hands, maneuvering the naked stone, obviously
sear chi ng.

Monk wat ched. There was silence, except for his breathing, and the breathing of the bronze nman.
The steam ng plunmes of their breath blew away fromtheir lips. Once, far out in the ice fields,
there was a cannon report as a floe cracked.

Then Doc found what he was seeking. A crack, apparently. He began to |lay the pernmanent nagnet on
various parts of the stone, as if he were using its attraction to work a conbi nati on.

There was a crunching, and a section of the rock flew up, lid fashion. Doc dropped into the
aperture.

It was only a box. In it were two switches. Doc threw one of them

Monk, know ng somnet hing was going to happen, turned his eyes toward the great donme of glasslike
blue. He waited, seemingly an age.

Final 'y, "Doc, nothing—nothing— he breathed, and couldn’t find the words to go on.



"Gas," the bronze man said in a low voice. "It may work; may not. Wen the place was built, the
gas was installed agai nst such an energency as this."

The bronze man suddenly | ooked weary and battered.

"The trouble was," he added, "the place was so remote that | got to thinking no one would ever
find it. So | stored those infernal machines here. | should have destroyed them"

Monk said, "W ve captured sone pretty devilish scientific devices in our tinme."

"Yes, Monk," Doc said queerly.

The strangeness of the bronze man’s tone caused Monk to glance at him

"Are all those contraptions in that blue dome, Doc?" Mnk asked wyly.

"Every one of them" Doc said hollowy.

They waited. There was no sign of life fromthe arching blue half-sphere of the Fortress of

Sol i t ude.

Ham and Long Tom and the Eskinos, tired of waiting, noved back, sonme of them and went to inspect
the igloos and tents of John Sunlight’s canp, searching for enem es, treating the wounded, and
bi ndi ng those who might offer resistance.

Later, Ham approached Doc Savage.

"The prince got his," Hamsaid grinmy.

"Yes?"

"That grenade John Sunlight’s nen threw into the big igloo," Ham expl ai ned, "probably killed the
prince instantly."

Chapter XXI. WLL TERROR COWE?

THI RTY minutes |ater, Doc Savage opened the Fortress of Solitude.

They had to destroy a plane to do it. They sent the craft full speed against the side of the
Strange Bl ue Dome—boc Savage did this, selecting the spot, then | eaping out of the racing craft—-and
the inmpact of the heavy nmotors smashed a hole | arge enough for themto craw inside, one at a tine.
Only Doc, Mdnk, Ham and Long Tomwere allowed to enter. They wore gas masks. They had found the
masks in John Sunlight’'s equipnent.

Once inside, they saw sensel ess forns |ying about, and knew the gas had been effective.

They had often wonder ed—Monk, Ham and Long Tom—what this Fortress in Solitude was |ike. They saw
now, and it exceeded, if anything, what they had inagi ned.

Monk saw a chemical |aboratory which, for conpleteness and advanced equi prent, was far beyond

anyt hing he had ever seen, or expected to see. In Arerica and abroad, Mnk had a reputation as one
of the greatest living chem sts, particularly in advanced chem stry. But here, in this |aboratory,
he saw apparatus after apparatus so advanced that the nature of which he couldn’'t even grasp.

"Bl azes!" Mnk breathed in awe.

Long Tom the electrical wi zard, saw an el ectrical experinental set-up which took his breath. It
made his fingers itch, drew himlike a nmagnet. His own |aboratory in New York Cty, and the one Doc
mai ntained in the New York skyscraper headquarters, was a child s experinmenting set, conpared to
this.

Ham the lawer, did not see any | aw books. Ham was no great enthusiast as a scientist.

So it was Ham who wandered around gathering up the unconsci ous John Sunlight faithfuls, and
passing themout through the hole in the side of the blue done.

The construction of the dome, the strange, blue glasslike material of which it was nmade, did
interest Ham He asked Doc about that, and learned it was a form of glass conposition which could be
wel ded with heat, and which had strength far beyond that of true glass. The wel ding operation

expl ai ned how the done had been constructed wi thout joints. The stuff had the advantage of being a
nonconductor, which neant that it kept out the cold.

But construction details suddenly ceased to worry Ham He ran to Doc Savage.

"Doc!" Ham expl oded. "John Sunlight—-he's not here!"

"John Sunlight—ot here!" The bronze nman sounded i ncredul ous.

Then they searched. Searched furiously. Doc Savage, who knew every cranny of the Fortress of

Sol i tude, went over everything repeatedly. He exanmined the prisoners, to make sure none of them was
John Sunlight in disguise.

Then, with breathless intensity, they began a w despread search.

They did not find John Sunlight. They did not find his body.

I T was Doc Savage who | ocated footprints that nust have been John Sunlight’s. And by the tracks,
they knew that John Sunlight had not entered the Strange Blue Donme with his nmen. He had gone around
the Dome, and hidden in the snow. Then, when he saw his nmen had been defeated, he had fled.

John Sunlight’s tracks | ed out across the arctic ice pack.

Doc Savage followed the footprints for two days, and cane to a patch of frozen red gore on the
edge of an open lead in the ice. There, beside the water, the traces showed that a nonster polar
bear had cone out of the | ead and attacked John Sunlight.

They found John Sunlight’'s rifle, alittle of his clothing. That was all.

Standi ng there on the edge of the |lead, wondering if they were faced with evidence that John



Sunlight had finally died, Mnk sighed deeply.

"I pity the bear that eats that guy," the honely chem st nuttered.

Doc Savage spoke quietly.

"I'f John Sunlight is not dead," the bronze man said, "we may have sonething pretty terrible ahead
of us."

They stared at him "What do you mean, Doc?"

Then he told them sonething they had not known before.

"There were al nbst a score of deadly scientific devices stored in the Fortress of Solitude," he
said. "They' re gone."

That didn't quite soak in.

"You nmean—

"l mean," Doc said grimy, "that John Sunlight renoved the death machines fromthe Fortress of
Solitude and hid them sonewhere. If he is alive, and recovers them—

The bronze man turned away without finishing.

The pursuit party returned to the island with subdued spirits. They returned qui ckl y—a pl ane cane
out for them They could not help but wonder, and the wondering was not pleasant. Evidence that John
Sunl i ght had been killed by a polar bear seenmed conclusive, and yet—

They | anded on the island and guided the plane into a great hangar-roomin the side of the
Fortress of Solitude. It was fromhere that John Sunlight had secured his first plane, the craft in
whi ch he and his party had flown to New York. Doc al ways kept two extra planes on hand at the
fortress, one a spare craft, and the other an experinmental machine on which he tried out new
aéronauti cal devel opnents.

For the next three weeks, Mnk, Ham and Long Tom flew over the arctic, searching vainly for sone
trace of a cache where John Sunlight m ght have hidden the death machi nes he had stolen fromthe
Fortress of Solitude.

They never found a cache.

"What about the darkness-maker that John Sunlight sold to that Baron Karl?" Ham demanded one day.
"W will have to recover that," Doc said grimMy, "as soon as we can."

THERE was one other problemthey had to settle. Mdst of the value of the Fortress of Solitude |ay
inits existence remai ning unknown to the world.

Many peopl e now knew about it. The Eskinps did not count; they had al ways known, but they lived
here and took care of the place. Doc had trained themfor that, and they would continue, for they
were wel | satisfied.

But the others—

"They won’t keep their mouths shut," Mnk nmuttered. "Not every one of ‘em™"

Doc Savage was thoughtful. Wen all gathered for the next neal, the bronze man made a talk. It
was probably the nost conpelling speech Monk, Ham or Long Tom had ever heard the bronze nman nake.
Doc pointed out that the whol e experience, fromthe tine the convicts escaped the Siberian prison
canp was so terrible that their mnds would be better off if all menory of the past was w ped away.
Then he expl ai ned about his brain operation, guaranteed no one would die, and prom sed that all
menory of the past would be gone. Incidentally, no one would recall the Fortress of Solitude,
either.

He sold the nenory-wi ping operations en nasse. It was such a good talk that Monk and Ham and Long
Tom were al nost inpelled to join in.

"It's a swell idea—for Mnk!" Ham said enthusiastically.

"Why ne?" Monk denanded.

"Rid your mind of the idea," Hamsaid, "that you' re evolution's gift to the ladies."

Ham | eft Monk sputtering, and went away to make a little progress with Fifi. After all, Fifi had
repented; and after all, Fifi was a very cute trick. Not to add that pretty soon she was going to be
relieved of her nenory. What nore could a confirned bachel or such as Ham | ook for?

The flies in the oi ntnent—el ephants in the ointnent was nore like it, Ham thought ruefully—were
G antia and Titania. Hamthought he' d better get on the good side of Gantia and Titania, before
proceeding with Fifi.

Ham went | ooking for Gantia and Titania to discuss the nmatter.

Ham was minus a front tooth when Monk saw hi m next.

"What happened?" Monk asked.

"Gantia," Hamsaid ruefully, "cracked a smle."

"Huh?"

"My smile," Ham expl ai ned.

THE END



