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Chapter |. DEAD MAN AT THE DOOR
"THERE S a dead nman just outside your door."
The voice was calmand controlled. Its tone m ght have indicated the ower was accustoned to
encountering dead nmen just outside of doors. Certainly the man who spoke was not greatly perturbed.
Doc Savage was facing the man as he entered. Except for a quick stirring of his flaky gold eyes,
the bronze adventurer hinmself did not betray great surprise. Yet, until the visitor had announced
it, neither Doc Savage nor his four conpanions then present had known of any presence in their
corridor, dead or otherw se.
That is, with the exception of the man who had made the announcerment. And this visitor had
pressed the buzzer and been admitted in the usual manner. Moreover, the visitor had been expected.
He had tel ephoned half an hour previously. His visit was for the purpose of consulting Doc Savage on
the investigation in which Doc and his four nmen were then engaged.
There was not a ripple on the snmooth bronze skin of Doc Savage's face. Looking at his visitor, he
spoke first to the big, solem-faced man behind him
"Renny, you will see what has happened," he said, quietly. "You will have a | ook around and bring
the body in."
Col onel John Renwi ck, known as "Renny," an engi neer of worldw de repute, noved his great bulk
toward the outer door. Renny was a giant in breath and stature. H's rugged features were al ways
sol erm, al nost nel ancholy. But that was decepti ve.
Doc spoke next to the other big nman beside him This man was of ungainly, squat appearance. Hi s
smal |l eyes tw nkled under the shaggiest of jutting brows. H's long arns trailed his hands bel ow his
knees.
"Monk," directed Doc, "you will have a | ook around outside on the stairs. Perhaps it would be
well to drop down a few floors by elevator, then come up carefully."
Li eut enant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, known as "Mnk," the widely famed chem st of Doc’s
group, grunted in a childish treble. He scuttled in the direction of the elevators.
Doc thus had started the quickest possible neans of finding out what a dead nman outside his door
m ght mean. Then he addressed his visitor.
"Your reception has been somewhat unpleasant," said the bronze nman. "You have excellent nerve. |
take it you are Professor Callus, the oceanographer?"
The man bowed and agreed. "I am Professor Callus. | have been in touch with a friend in the
Geodetic Survey. He nmentioned you were seeking to trace the origin of the prevailing subsea
di sturbance. "
"We have been working on that," stated Doc Savage. "I adnmit we probably have little nore
informati on than yourself, if we have as nmuch. What we know thus far we will gladly pass along."
Prof essor Cal lus wagged his head again. Hs skull had the peculiar appearance of a shining globe.



It was partly bald, and apparently too large for his scrawny neck and skinny body.

"Seeing the man outside the door was sonmewhat of a shock," he said, slowmy. "It was nore so
because | recognized him"
The voi ce of Professor Callus was still so cal mthat another of Doc’s conpanions emtted an

excl amati on.

"That’s nerve!" he said to the man beside him "He wal ks onto a dead nan! He knows him And he
doesn’t turn a hair!"

The speaker was a slender, well-dressed fellow. He had the sharp nose and the keen eyes of an

anal yst. Which he was. For the speaker was Brigadi er General Theodore Marl ey Brooks, otherw se known
as "Ham" the legal lumnary of Doc Savage's group. Hamcarried a sword cane, the tip of which was
covered with a chemcal that, injected in the skin, would produce instant unconsci ousness.

Prof essor Callus apparently did not catch Hamis renark.

"The dead man is a col |l eague, after a manner of speaking," he volunteered. "He is—er

was—Pr of essor Honmus Jasson, and he al so has been a deep student of oceanography. | inmagine he nust
have been on sonewhat the sanme m ssion as nyself."

THEY were now in Doc Savage's great library. This room wth other offices and perhaps the

worl d’s nost conpl etely equi pped | aboratory were on the eighty-sixth floor of |ower Minhattan's nost
i mpressi ve skyscraper.

At the tine Professor Callus had entered, Doc and his conpanions were intensively engaged with a

wi de variety of instrunents. Every known device for indicating weather conditions was in service.
For in the past few days, strange di sturbances had been reported by the governnent Coast and
Geodetic Survey. Delicate instruments had been disturbed to the extent of being put out of business.
The inexplicable emanati on appeared to cone fromthe depths of the sea. Toni ght Doc Savage was
attenpting to not only trace the disturbance, but to isolate the position of its origin.

Thus far, the man of bronze had been unsuccessful.

Until the nmonent of the arrival of Professor Callus, the phenomenon had been accepted as probably
sone natural, perhaps some undersea vol canic, disturbance.

But now there was a dead man outside the door. And Professor Callus had said he was an

oceanogr apher |ike hinself.

THE matter of the identification brought no comment from Doc Savage. Renny was coming in. He was
bearing a body of slight formand weight in his huge arns.

"Holy cow " boomed Renny, placing the body on a couch near the library table. "Feels |like he

m ght have been out there sonme tinme! The body's already stiff, Doc. And it |ooks to nme |ike we
m ssed sonething by himnot getting in here alive!"

Doc’ s bronzed hands were already busy. He was renoving a variety of lethal instruments fromthe
pockets of the dead nman’s | oose-fitting, shabby suit.

"Great guns!" exploded Ham "He seens to have been a man goi ng places for purposes of nuch

vi ol ence! Are those things bonbs, Doc?"

Ham i ndi cated two round, black objects equipped with timng triggers.

"They are bonbs," stated Doc, calmy. "And fromtheir conpact form | inagine they contain enough
hi gh expl osive to have wecked this whole floor."

"This is indeed nobst peculiar," commented Professor Callus. "I’ve always known Professor Jasson
as a very mld sort of man. Yet that nust be an automatic pistol. And is that other instrument a
weapon?"

Doc had renpved a | oaded autonatic of l|arge calibre. He was exam ning the other device. It had
the appearance of an oversize water pistol such as mght have been used by a child. But Doc put it
careful ly aside.

"If | amnot mstaken, this is a gun for spreading poison gas," he said, quietly. "And be
careful, Long Tom Don't touch that for a nonment."

The bronze man had taken a flat, ebony box fromthe dead man’s inner pocket. It was a | arge box
to have been thus carried. A clasp appeared to open by the touching of a spring. "Long Tonmf had been
about to unsnap the clasp.

Long Tom or Mjor Thomas J. Roberts, one of the world s best-known el ectricians, had been

hel pi ng operate some of the radio instrunments.

Doc picked up the flat box.

"l believe this should have special attention," he advised. "Of all this collection of

deat h-deal i ng devices, | suspect this is the nost deadly."

Doc filled a shallow glass receptacle with a clear liquid. This was only pure alcohol. Doc’s

sl eeves were stripped fromhis forearns. Tendons of cable-like strength played under his snooth
bronze skin.

Imrersing the flat ebony case, his thunb flicked the spring of the hasp. The case divided. Its
openi ng was acconpani ed by a sibilant, sinister hissing.

"Holy cowl " ejaculated big Renny. "It's a snake—ene of them cobras!"



THE darting, withing splash of color springing fromthe flat, ebony case was less than a foot in
length. But its head and neck expanded enornously.

"It is the nobst poisonous of all the cobra species," stated Doc. "It’'s a hamadryad, which does
not reach great size."

The effect of the al cohol was alnost instant. The deat h-deal i ng hanadryad hi ssed only once. It
struck at the bronze hand which had released it. But Doc’s noverment had been qui cker than the
cobra’s dart

Prof essor Callus gasped a little. It had seened as if the snake nust have buried its fangs in the
bronzed skin.

But the cobra stretched its length and fell back. Then it stretched inertly. The al cohol had
overpowered it

Professor Callus blinked a little and his big head bobbed up and down.

"Prof essor Jasson nust have been overtaken by sone formof killing denentia,” he commented. "Yet
why woul d he be coming to your headquarters, M. Savage?"

Doc Savage, as was his habit when sonme great idea was beginning to take shape in his narvel ous
brain, said nothing. He noved back beside the corpse on the couch in the library.

The arnms of the dead man were sticking out stiffly. Hs legs were rigid. The face was a cold

bl ood- drai ned mask. The eyes were open and staring

"Must have been dead sone tine, the way he felt," said Renny

Prof essor Callus was | ooking at Doc, but he did not see his |lips nove. But Doc’s conpani ons knew
their bronze | eader was on the eve of some inportant discovery

"Yes, rigor nortis seens to have set in," said Doc, quietly. "It would nmean this Professor Jasson
was dead some hours ago. But the nman died within the past half hour."
"Why, that would seeminpossible!" said Professor Callus. "I thought rigor nortis would not take

place for fromtwo to five hours?"

"This man has been killed instantly by a poisonous injection," stated Doc. "And rigor nortis was
artificially induced to nake it appear he had been dead for sone time. He nust have been at the door
only a short tine; perhaps a few mnutes."

Chapter |1. WOMAN OF VI OLENCE

WH LE Doc Savage was exam ning the dead man and finding himso thoroughly equi pped for violence
the ungainly Monk was encountering another form of violence. But this was very nuch alive. It was in
the formof a slender girl.

The girl’'s face woul d have been beautiful, under normal conditions. But when the young wonman
encountered the terrifying figure of Monk before her on the stairway, her countenance was a

strai ned, desperate nask

The girl was red-headed. The hair was naturally and vividly red. Her deep-brown eyes were
sparkling with nenace. Undoubtedly she was scared, but being red-headed, she intended doing
sonet hi ng about it

Monk had been unusual |y qui et about ascending the stairs. No person had recently descended by

el evator. The arrival of Professor Callus had apparently been the only novenent of a passenger to
the eighty-sixth floor

The red-headed girl nust have seen Monk first. The apelike figure of the chem st nobved around an
upward turn in the stairs. The Cold steel of an automatic’'s snout jammed right into his hairy
throat.

"Don't nove!" said a low, tense voice. "You're him and |I'Il shoot!"

Monk did not know who he was supposed to be. But it seened plainly evident the girl would shoot
The automatic’s snout quivered agai nst Monk’s tough hide

"Howlin' calamties!" he squealed in his childlike voice. "Were d you come fron? You nusta
killed that guy upstairs!"

"l said, don't nove!" repeated the girl. "So you know about the nmurder? You were trying to get
away, and you heard Barton! Barton! Come on up here!"

The young man cal |l ed Barton nust have been a floor or two bel ow where Monk had started to ascend
the stairs. H's feet pounded quickly upward. He was a thick-browed, bl ack-haired young fellow Wen
he saw the position of the young woman, his face becanme very pal e

"Lora!" exclainmed the young man. "Wio is he? Wait! Gve ne the gun!"

The red-headed girl shook her head determ nedly.

"You wal k behind ne, Barton," she directed. "Here, take this. If he nakes a break, you'll have to
shoot !'"

Monk’s smal|l eyes bul ged. The red-headed girl produced another automatic pistol. She pushed it
into the young man’s hands

"But |ady, dag-gone it!" yel ped Monk. "Watcha think you re doin'? Wat’'s the—=

"Shut up!" snapped the red-headed girl, enphatically. "Now you just march ahead of us up these
stairs! Barton, be sure about the safety catch! Perhaps M. Savage will like to see this hoodl um"
There was a netallic click. Mink knew the sound of a safety catch on an autonatic when he heard
it. The weapon had been shifted around to the back of his neck. It was no nore reassuring there than



it had been against his throat

Monk’ s short legs jerked. Step by step, he nmounted toward the eighty-sixth floor. At the first
corridor above, which happened to be the eighty-fourth, the red-headed girl said, "Wait a mnute!"
The automatic continued to bore into his neck. The girl said, "Barton, put this in your pocket!"
The obj ect, Mnk saw, was a hypoderm c syringe. Mnk’s qui ck-working ol factory sense detected an
odor. He coul d detect any known chem cal alnobst instantly by snmell. H s awkward body shi vered

For he had caught what m ght have been the odor of burned al nonds. That hypo nust contain

hydr ocyani c acid

THE door of Doc Savage’'s headquarters was of plain metal. No | ock or knob appeared in view It

m ght have been only an indentation in the wall. The red-headed girl halted, still prodding Mnk's
neck.

"Barton!" she said. "There nust be a buzzer button—

She ceased speaking. The door was silently opening. At sonme other tine, Mnk would have enjoyed
this imensely. The el ectroscope nechanismin the door had been operated by radio control

The red-headed girl breathed quickly, but recovered herself

"Go on in!" she directed. "All right, Barton! You can put away your gun! | can handle him"

Doc Savage was standing in the door of the library. Neither his features nor his eyes expressed
any surprise. But behind himloomed the sharp features of Ham the lawer. Hamlet out a delighted
yel |

"Now isn't that sonethin'!" he said, sarcastically. "Lady, where did you catch it?"

"Doc" squawked Monk. "WIllya tell this redhead to take that gun outta nmy neck! She's likely to
pull the trigger!"

"Lady," drawl ed Ham maliciously, "go on and pull it. You'll be doing the world a great service
I"ve al ways said sone one would get the ape, if he was permitted to run | oose nuch | onger."

"Dag- gone you, Haml" how ed Monk. "You quit runnin’ off at the nouth!"

"Holy cow " booned big Renny. "An’ Mnk brought her up, he says!"

THE red-headed girl seened to have a disposition |like flash powder. The various remarks clearly
had her puzzled. Also they struck an angry spark
"What’'s so funny about all of this?" she demanded. "You' re M. Savage?'-she addressed Doc. "Wl

I ran onto this ugly baboon sneaking around on the stairway. | was coming up to see you and—

"Don’t believe anything the redhead tells you!" interrupted Monk. "I caught her and this other
pasty-faced animal trying to get away, Doc! She's carryin’ two guns an’ she’'s got a hypo |loaded with
enough poison to kill a hundred nmen! She gave it to this guy with her!"

The young worman slowy renoved the automatic from Monk’s neck

"Then he is one of your nen, M. Savage?" she said with disbelief. "I guess I'll have to say |I'm
sorry; | made a mstake. |’'ve heard about the one called Mnk, but | didn’t think any human being

could | ook like that."

This elicited another how from Ham

"Neither did any one else," grinned the |lawer. "You ve got good judgnent, |ady, even if he can't
helpit."

"Listen, you danged shyster!" squealed Monk. "I'll make you eat themwords, or they' |l pack you
outta here in pieces!"

Doc Savage di sregarded the apparent deadly hate of the chem st and the | awyer

"There seens to have been some m sunderstanding," stated the man of bronze. "Undoubtedly you can
expl ain your presence here? What is this about a hypo filled with poison?"

The red-headed young worman | ooked fromone to the other of the men. Professor Callus was
observing her closely.

"A hypo of poison?" he said. "Then perhaps ny coll eague has not been dead as long as it appears
or—

"“If you nmean the man who was lying out in the corridor," interrupted the young wonan, "I know
not hi ng about that. | was comng to see M. Savage, with ny brother. But when we saw t he man—the
dead man—we thought perhaps it would not be a good tine to enter. W have a hypodermic. | found it

stuck into the wall of the stairway between this floor and the one next below. " Doc did not say
whet her he believed or disbelieved the young wonan.

"You had sone definite purpose in conming to me?" he said

"Yes, oh, yes!" exclained the red-headed girl. "You see M. Savage, | amLora Krants. This is ny
brother, Barton. W& were inforned you were seeking the cause of some unusual oceanic upheaval ."
"That is correct," stated Doc Savage

Behind him Ham nmurnured to Renny, "And | thought this thing was sonewhat of a governnent
secret.”

"Then you are the daughter of Cyrus Krants," said Doc, instantly. "W are indebted to your father
for many discoveries of inportance. H's new form of bathosphere has penetrated to unusual depths of
the ocean.”

"Ch, I'mglad you do know about him" said the girl. "W have been told you are infornmed on



nearly all subjects. So perhaps you can give us sone information that will help."

The young worman had spoken the truth. There were few subjects on which Doc Savage was not fully

i nf or med.

"I'f you will tell me in what way | can be of assistance,"” Doc suggested

The red-headed girl spoke nore softly and with deep feeling

"It’'s about ny father," she said. "He has been missing now for nore than a week. The last word we
had was a radi o nessage fromhis yacht in the vicinity of the |ower Florida Keys."

"Yes?" said Doc. "We will go into that in just a nmoment, Mss Krants. Long Tom you and Renny had
better continue checking at once on the radio short waves. |If you can fix the latitude and | ongitude

of the broadcasting blind spot, |'"'msure we will be getting close to sonething."
Doc then spoke again to the red-headed girl.
"And if you'll permit Monk here to examine that hypodermic, we then may know the character of the

poi son whi ch probably has been enpl oyed for nurder."

"You' Il have to trust the big ape," suggested Ham dryly. "He is good for one thing, Mss Krants
and that’s why we keep him around."

Monk gl ared speechl essly. Now that her first fear and her anger had subsided, Lora Krants was
undeni ably a very pretty young woman. Monk was extrenely susceptible

"That is strange about your father," said Professor Callus. "I amquite well acquainted with him
M ss Krants. But | never had the pleasure of neeting his daughter, or his son."

"Tell us nore about this radi o nessage," suggested Doc

"THERE isn't much nore to tell,"” said Lora Krants. "Mre than a week ago, we had a radi o nessage
It seens the boat engi nes were disabled then for no reason the engi neer coul d discover. And anot her
message said that while the trouble was being traced, the mbtors suddenly resunmed functioning."
"And you have not heard fromthe yacht since then?" questioned Doc. "No radio or other nessages?"
"None, M. Savage. The yacht seens to have vani shed. W have wired all possible ports."

"I imagine he may be all right," said the man of bronze. "How did you know of the work we are

doi ng?"

"l have a friend enployed in the Coast and Geodetic Survey," said the red-headed girl.

Monk appeared in the door of the |aboratory.

"It's hydrocyanic, and plenty of it!" he said. "And the needl e has traces of human bl ood. It has
been used recently."

Doc Savage's short, trilling note suddenly startled the girl and her brother. Barton Krants had
taken no part in the conversation. H's dark eyes had glowered at every one

The young man seened to have a suspicion his sister mght not get fair treatment. Only when he

| ooked at Doc Savage was there any hint of friendliness in his features. And his face renunined too
white and pasty to be natural

Prof essor Callus apparently had taken a deep interest in the young wonan. He noved to her side
and engaged her in conversation

Long Tom cane to the door of the library.

"Doc, | believe we've got it," he announced. "We've elinm nated everything but the blind spot in
the short wave radio contacts. It fixes an approxi mate | atitude and | ongitude."

Chapter 111. THE ABDUCTED COWM SSI ON

"COME into the laboratory,” invited Doc Savage. "You will be interested in what we may have
di scovered. "

I't had been odd that Doc had made little further corment on the manner of Professor Jasson’s
death. Nor had he as yet informed the police. The body had been covered in the library.

M ss Krants and her brother joined Professor Callus in the |aboratory. The professor’s eyes
gl eamed with appreciative interest

"This is a treat," he said. "I’'ve heard nmuch of your equipnent, M. Savage."
Doc Savage produced several sets of earphones
"If you will listen," he said, "you will hear that which has upset the officials of the Coast

Survey. Were it nore pronounced, it mght be mstaken for the ordinary runble of sone undersea
eart hquake. But the seisnograph has not responded."

Doc expl ained, after they had listened to that faint murmuring. It was a sound distinctly of the
sea. |t mght have been that peculiar roaring effect produced when a conch shell is held over one
ear.

The instruments showed there had been no unusual weather anywhere. The atnospheric conditions
remai ned nornmal practically all over the world

"But sonething has been happening," said Long Tom the electrical wzard. "Qur own radi o waves
encounter a blind spot at intervals."

"And it seenms to come fromthe depths of the ocean itself," explained Doc Savage. "It is unlike
anyt hing the Coast Survey has ever previously encountered. | have been unable to trace it to any
mani f estation of nature.”

9



THEI R conversation was interrupted by the sharp buzzing of the tel ephone. Doc took the call in

the presence of the others. The voice came over |ong distance.

"This is the President of the United States speaking," came to Doc. "It is inportant that you

cone to Washington at once, for a confidential conmunication."”

"l understand," stated Doc. "What have you heard from the comm ssion?"

There was a few seconds hesitation. Then the presi dent spoke again.

"That is part of it," he said, gravely. "The commi ssion has not reached Calais. The steanship

Traf al gar Square has not been reported for nmore than twel ve hours. The other part of it is too
fantastic for belief."

"l shall communicate with you when | arrive," was Doc’s quiet reply. "The news you give confirns

a thought that nay be of sone inportance."”

Hi s thought was indeed of the npst serious inportance. Mention of the conmi ssion was mingled with

a growi ng conviction on the part of the bronze adventurer. The dead nan outside his door had pointed
directly to sonething new, sone human agency connected with all this strange business of the haunted
ocean.

The armanent of this dead man, Professor Jasson, was indisputable evidence that Doc Savage's

present work was unwanted by sone one. |t seened clear enough that a reputedly mld little professor
had arrived at Doc’s headquarters for the purpose of killing, if necessary, and nost certainly with
the i dea of destroying the bronze nman’s extensive equi pnent.

THE report of the di sappearance of a conmission on its way to Calais was of the greatest

signi ficance. Doc Savage was anong the very few persons who knew of the conm ssion. It might have
been correctly called a "war conm ssion."

But its real mssion was to end war. That is, the greater nations of the world had deci ded on the
nmost powerful of all treaties.

This was to be a pact that woul d include not disarmanment of any nation, but the inmmediate
super - armanent of the six menber nations against all others. Six governments had decided the tine
had come for themto take a stand for peace against the world.

In brief, they were planning such powerful navies, air fleets and armes as to nake a war threat
fromothers inpossible. The six great nations had deci ded to become world police.

Doc Savage had much nore than a general interest in this war commission to end war. Wl liam
Harper Littlejohn, better known as "Johnny," the archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st of Doc’s group, was one
of the commission.

The six war conmi ssioners had been in London. They were preparing to nmeet with representatives of
other nations at Washington within a short period. The conm ssion had boarded the steaner Trafal gar
Square for the crossing of the English Channel from Dover to Calais. That crossing should have
required only a few short hours.

Now t here had been no radio report of the Trafal gar Square for nore than twelve hours. There had
been no S O S alarm The weather had been of the calmest for that usually storny channel.

Yet the Trafal gar Square, one of the newest and safest of Channel vessels, had di sappeared.

Doc checked over in his nmind the nenbers of the commi ssion.

Johnny, for the present at |east, was representing the United States. The others were Sir Arthur
Westcott, Great Britain; Baron Calosa, Italy; Mnsieur Lanont, France; Herr Schumann, Gernmany, and
Sefior Torron, Spain.

DOC SAVAGE confronted the others. He spoke first to Professor Callus and Mss Krants.

"We have been honored by your interest," he announced. "You are at liberty to remain while Renny
and Long Tom nmake further observations."

Then he issued quick directions.

"Renny, you and Long Tomwi Il confirmas closely as possible the |ocale you already have fixed.
Monk and Ham wi || acconpany ne. W will be gone for only a few hours."

Drawi ng Renny to one side in the library, Doc added instructions unheard by the others.

"For the present, you will not notify the police of the dead man," Doc advi sed. "But the
circunstances are such, it mght be advisable to be sure that Mss Krants is safely escorted to her
home. Also, it is possible you will have other visitors who will be interested in what you are

doing. Treat themw th every courtesy."

"Holy cow" muttered Renny. "And all this was confidential stuff between us and the Coast Survey!
There’s a screw | oose sonmewhere, Doc!"”

"There may be several, but that will develop," was all the man of bronze expl ai ned.

Acting on Doc’s instructions, Ham and Monk were fully armed when they left the skyscraper
headquarters. Wiich m ght have seenmed unusual for what could hardly be other than a fast airplane
trip to the national capital.

In Doc’s special arnored sedan, the three sped rapidly toward what to npst persons appeared to be
only a little-used warehouse on the Hudson River. This bore the sinple sign:

HI DALGO TRADI NG COMPANY

The war ehouse was a set of hangars housing the world' s nost nodern and remarkabl e pl anes,



dirigible and submari ne.

At headquarters, Renny and Long Tom continued their checking of the instrunents.

"The blind spot," announced Long Tom "is sonewhere in the vicinity of Norway, in the North Sea."
"Remar kabl e! " comment ed Professor Call us.

Chapter |V. THE MYSTERY GRO\S

"I"VE |l ost Doc!" exclainmed Renny, suddenly. "Now what's gone haywire with that radio?"

Long Tom Professor Callus, Lora Krants and her brother pushed forward with eager interest. Doc’s
pl ane was al ready somewhere south of Baltinore, follow ng the coast |ine. Renny had been keeping in
touch with them by short wave.

Doc had replied only briefly to Renny’s inquiries. Renny had started to report an apparent change
in the |ocale of the ocean disturbance. Then the radi o speaker had squeal ed and squawked. After
sporadi ¢ bursts, it functioned inperfectly.

"Funny!" ejacul ated Long Tom "Have a |look at the light recorders!"

The needles in circles at the ends of long steel cylinders were oscillating rapidly. These were
recording the refraction and gyration of |light atons over a wide area of the ocean. Despite the
absence of the sun, |ight appeared to be increasing over a considerabl e section.

"Doc!" boomed Renny into the broadcasting mke. "Can you hear me?"

"Um bum bum bul -um "

hummed t he speaker.

Undoubt edl y, Doc had heard Renny. But likely his reception of the engineer’s voice had been
simlarly junbl ed.

The 1ight recorder showed rising |um nance somewhere nuch closer than the hitherto | ocated blind
spot sonmewhere in the North Sea.

"Do you think sonething m ght be happening to M. Savage’'s plane?" said Professor Callus.

"Ch, | hope not!" exclainmed the red-headed girl, breathlessly.

"Nothing to worry about,"” said Long Tom "This ocean haunt hasn't been serious in any way."

Lora Krants's expressi on showed she doubted his words.

The corridor buzzer whined. It was |ess strident than usual. Long Tom wth his keen
electrician’s sense, noted this. Wen he applied the radio contact to work the el ectroscopi c | ocks
of the doors, it responded nore slowy than it shoul d.

It was as if the available electrical current had been | essened.

THE little man who cane in bowed obsequiously. His flashing white teeth sniled at every one. H's
skin was of the yell ow darkness of an Oriental. But his clothes were elegantly correct. H's English
was faultless.

"l do not need to confirmthe information that this is the establishnent of O ark Savage," he

said. "I am Kama Dbhana. |t would be nmuch sinpler to call me Kama, which is the famly nane."
"Sure!" grunted Renny, who was worrying about Doc. "M. Kama is all right with us! Wat can we do
for you?"

"M . Savage, he is not now present?" said M. Kana.

He gl anced with sparkling bl ack eyes at Professor Callus. He had a passing gl eam of appreciation
for the pretty Lora Krants.

Renny expl ai ned that Doc was absent. He introduced the others briefly.

"You haven’'t said, M. Kama, what we can do for you?" Renny then said.

Kama's darting eyes lingered on the variety of instrunents.

"l have been inforned," he said, "that M. Savage is tracing atnospheric phenonena apparently of
marine origin. | hoped he mght be able to divulge sonething of its source."

"Holy cow " thundered Renny. "You, too! And | suppose you have a friend in the Coast Survey, M.
Kama?"

M. Kama, nerely bowed and snil ed.

The buzzer whined again. It was even fainter than when M. Kana had entered.

The man who entered was big and blond. He was a hearty, jolly fellow H's words rolled with
Scandi navi an sl owness of speech.

"l am H al mar Landson," he announced. "My countrynman, one of the consular staff of Norway, asked
of me that | should have sonme conversation with M. Savage."

"Say!" rapped out Renny. "Have you got a friend on the Coast Survey who called you up and told
you about it?"

H al mar Landson’s nild, blue eyes went rather blank.

"l have no friend in what you call this Coast Survey," he said, slowy. "No, it is not that. My
countryman, he inforned me—

"You haven't met M. Kamm, or Professor Callus, or Mss Krants?" Renny asked.

"l have seen this M. Kama," said H al mar Landson, unexpectedly. "But it does not matter. The
others | have not had the pl easure—

Renny introduced him Then he made another effort to contact Doc’s plane. Al he got was a | ouder
squaw i ng than before. O her instruments were beginning to oscillate. But those recording the



weat her showed no at nospheric changes.

Prof essor Callus seened to take M. Kana under his wing. Now he was explaining also to M.

Landson t he purposes of the variety of gadgets.

Renny heard M. Kana say he came from San Tao. The engi neer had heard of San Tao while he had

been supervising a great tunnel in western China. He recalled San Tao was an isolated, little known,
but i mmensely weal thy, nountain province of southern China.

THE t el ephone buzzed. Long Tomtook the call. He | ooked up with quick suspicion.

"It's for you, Mss Krants," he said. "So others know you cane here?" The red-headed girl smiled
calmy.

"Ch!" she said. "I was hoping perhaps a cable mght come fromny father! | left word with the

t el egraph conpany!"

A few seconds | ater, she replaced the tel ephone.

"There's been a steaner report of father’'s yacht," she said. "I nust go at once to pick up the
message. If | |eave a tel ephone nunber and anythi ng happens, would you call ne?"

Though the instruments were in increasing confusion, Renny put on his coat.

"l shall go with you," he announced. "You can give ne the tel ephone nunber |ater."

"Whay— began Lora Krants. "You are so busy here— had thought that—=

"l could very well escort Mss Krants to her hone," offered Professor Callus. "There seens
nothing nore to be |earned just now | have ny car."

"Thanks," said Renny. "But | think | had better take her hone."

The engi neer was followi ng Doc’s instructions to see Mss Krants safely hone. Al so, the big
engi neer, who wasn't usually susceptible, liked this snappy red-headed girl very nuch.

"Very well," bowed Professor Callus. "I shall be |eaving soon, anyway."

"l should like very much to have the honor of renmining," said Kama, "but | have other urgent
matters to which | nust attend.”

"Me, too," grunted H al mar Landson.

The very bl ond Norwegi an and the very dark Oriental foll owed Renny, the girl and her brother
closely, as they got to the lower floor.

ONE of Doc’s arnored roadsters provided anple space for Renny, Mss Krants and her brother. The

t hi ck-browed brother did not talk. The red-headed girl chattered her hope the nmessage at the

tel egraph of fice m ght mean somret hi ng.

Renny’ s hands | ooked big and clunsy on the steering wheel. But the girl gasped at the speed with
which the car flicked past the steel pillars of the elevated tracks. The tel egraph office from which
the notification to the girl had cone was about ten bl ocks from Doc’s headquarters.

In the fourth bl ock, Renny shaved a steel pillar. He swng at high speed around a street car on
the wong side. H's eyes were fixed on the rear-view mrror.

At the next corner, Renny tw sted suddenly into a wider street and drove fast through a bl ock. He
rounded through the city canyons and canme back to the el evated tracks.

"Thought so!" he grunted. "W’ ve got conpany, Mss Krants!"

"What do you nean?" said the red-headed girl.

"Cl osed car, sedan, has been follow ng us," announced Renny. "Now we'll show that driver

sonet hi ng. "

For the next mnute or two, the redhead | et out occasional gasps. Her brother swore under his

br eat h.

There was little traffic. But even that didn't seemto nake seventy nmiles an hour safe. Elevated
pillars sw shed past |ike a row of close-set fence pickets.

If the girl or her brother said anything for the next few seconds, it couldn’t be heard. The
motor of the car was only a sibilant rush, but the pillars crashed sound with their speed.

Renny grunted with satisfaction. The pursuing sedan apparently hadn't the speed to overtake them
Then they whizzed into a new bl ock. Just ahead was a | unbering truck.

"Look out!" cried the red-headed girl.

Renny twi sted desperately on the steering wheel. His strength alnost tore it fromthe post. The
big truck was squarely across both car tracks.

The roadster brakes squaw ed. The red-headed girl clutched convul sively at Renny’'s thick arm Her
hand slipped off. The tires of spongy rubber bit into the pavenent. The rubber burned.

The 1 ong hood took the inmpact. The side of the big truck splintered. Lora Krants screaned.

THE girl’'s cry was short. Renny’s bul ky armwas across her body. He was attenpting to prevent her
being hurled through the w ndshield. That glass woul d not shatter. Likew se, it was bulletproof.
Renny’ s gi ant strength undoubtedly saved the girl’s life. But she struck the glass with force
enough to knock her conpletely out. Barton, her brother, flew fromthe side door. He was |ucky in
skidding, feet-first, on a snoboth stretch of asphalt.

Renny was only slightly stunned. He attenpted to get the girl back into the seat. Behind thema
sedan skidded to an abrupt stop. Men poured fromthis car. Ohers were springing fromthe truck.



The murdered man at Doc’s door had some dire neaning. But it was all a deep nystery to Renny. The
snub- nosed gun suddenly shoved under his armwas definite. Not many nen woul d have done other than
lift their hands.

But Renny really liked this red-headed girl. Al nost as nuch as he |iked a good scrap. Renny had

| ess caution than man power.

He hit the man hol ding the gun so hard and so unexpectedly, the weapon flew out of his hands. H's
fists were mauling sl edges as he sprang into the street.

One of the attackers made a serious mi stake.

"Don’t shoot!" he growl ed. "She said to take himalive!"

Renny was not pausing to think about who she m ght be.

The engi neer picked out the man who had spoken. One fist traveled in a wide arc. It was a
haymaker that |anded the man five yards away. Renny backed up to the truck.

The giant had no special rules about fighting. In less than half a mnute he had piled six or
seven men in a heap.

Renny downed two nore nen with sickening snashes. He waded toward the roadster.

A long armreached out. It was | engthened by the snubnosed nachine gun it held. The steel barrel
rapped cruel ly upon Renny’s tough skull.

Renny went to his hands and knees. He thought the asphalt had heaved up and struck him Then he
was out.

WHEN Renny awoke, he was bound hand and foot. A tight blindfold covered his eyes. But the warnth
about himinforned himhe was in sone apartment. Hi s head was aching. But his hearing was

uni npai r ed.

He strained at the cords binding hi mwhen he heard the husky, and clearly angry voice of Lora
Krants. Then he abruptly ceased his effort.

"Holy cow" he grunmbled. "I mighta known it was sonething |like that! Darned if you can ever trust
a woman!"

Chapter V. THE STRANGE REDHEAD

"FOOLS!" spoke the voice of Lora Krants. "He is the wong man! You ought to have known that. Wy
didn't you wait for my signal ?"

Renny was greatly puzzled. Anyway, he thought grimy, he was the nan who had got this headache
out of it. Then the girl added a few words.

"Doc Savage has gone to Washi ngton by plane!"

So that was it, judged Renny. The charm ng redhead had been only a decoy. She had been sent to
bait Doc Savage into this trap.

Then Renny was nore anmzed. Barton, the brother of Lora Krants, had spoken.

"We' Il turn himloose then," he said. "We haven't any time to waste. Anything mght happen in the
next hour or two."

Men cane into the room They pulled Renny to his feet.

"Think you're able to navigate?" said one.

"Untie my hands and you'll think |I can!" boomed Renny.

"Cuess he's all OK ," said another man.

"It would be best to gag himuntil you are out of the way," said the cool voice of Lora Krants.
"W don’t want to get the police in on this. They' Il be tracing those smashed cars right now "
A gag was sl apped over Renny’s nmouth. He was carried down several flights of stairs. After a
short ride in a car, he was rolled out onto a grassy plot. A knife slid along the cords around his
arns.

Renny was conpelled to waste tine untying the knots around his legs. He pulled the gag fromhis
mout h. The tape blindfold took some hairs with it. A car purred away.

Renny stood up and blinked. He was in the approxinmate nmiddle of Central Park. The car had nade
only two turns. Renny fixed a |location that m ght be the apartnment house from which he had been
br ought .

That woul d have to keep. He considered it nore inportant to get back to headquarters. Long Tom
was probably al one now. Professor Callus had said he woul d be | eaving soon.

Renny wi shed he knew why Doc had insisted he escort Lora Krants to her hone. Well, anyway, he
reflected grimy, he had carried out the order. Hailing a taxicab, Renny headed for the m dtown
skyscr aper.

THE buzzer at Doc Savage' s headquarters sounded faintly. It was but a few mnutes after Renny and
Lora Krants, with the others, had departed. Long Tom had been unsuccessfully trying to nake

sonet hing out of the radio junble.

"CGood gosh!" he expl oded inpatiently. "Mre visitors?"

Prof essor Cal |l us wagged his shiny head and smil ed.

"It would seemthat secrecy no longer attaches to this investigation of the disturbed ocean," he
sai d.



The man who cane in was tall and of the sane Oriental coloring as the recently departed Kama
Dbhana. His teeth flashed in a pleased smle.

"l have been informed only tonight," he said, "that C ark Savage has been investigati ng—

"Sure, | know " snapped Long Tom "Your friend in the Coast Survey told you! Now what do you
want ?"

The dark-skinned Oriental continued to smile. Long Tom stepped back suddenly, slowy putting up
his hands. The outsi de door had remrmi ned open. Cther nmen with yellow faces seened to glide in

wi t hout wal ki ng.

There were six of these men. All were smiling. But the guns in their hands brought no snmile to
Long Tonis face. The electrical expert nade a qui ck noverment to reach for a pocket.

But he was not quick enough. Six unwavering guns were fixed upon his mddle. Conbined fire could
have sliced himto pieces.

"W know you are alone here, with only this man who is not one of Doc Savage' s conpanions,"
stated the dark-skinned | eader. "You will not be harmed."

Prof essor Callus sputtered. But he was seized with Long Tom Steel cuffs of intricate design
clinked onto their wists behind their backs. Danp cloths were sl apped over their faces.

The drug was not chloroform Long Tom had never before snelled this perfunmed odor. He did not
puzzle over it long. He and Professor Callus were bundled to one side. Both were peacefully

sl eepi ng.

Directed by their still smling | eader, the six dark nmen went to work nethodically. Strangely,
they seenmed to be acquainted with the nmost vital parts of all the delicate apparatus w th which Doc
had been seeking the origin of the ocean haunt.

In less than five minutes, the weckage was as conplete as if one of Professor Honus Jasson’s
bonbs had been touched off.

Weat her instrunents, |ight recorders, the radio were ripped apart and smashed. The Oriental s
touched nothing in the | aboratory except the gadgets used directly in the checking up on the haunted
ocean.

They noved out as silently as they had cone. The | eader pulled the cover fromthe face of

Prof essor Honus Jasson. The dead nan still had a | ook of horror in his eyes.

The Oriental smled with his white teeth.

"The master will be greatly pleased,"” he said. "This nmakes all perfect for the one who woul d
sell."

DOMWNSTAI RS, Renny alighted fromhis taxicab. He saw seven nen getting into a closed car. They had
yellow, Oriental skins.

"CGood grief!" he muttered. "I suppose we’'ve been having some nore visitors! Looks |ike that guy
Kama's friends or—

Renny whi pped into the building. He shot upward in Doc’s own private elevator. This rocketlike
lift passed seventy floors at a speed that would have projected it through the tower of the inposing
mass of steel and marble.

Cushi oned apparatus slowed it at the eighty-sixth floor.

Doc Savage’'s outside door was standi ng open. Renny proceeded with infinite caution. At the door
of the laboratory he halted with a deep groan.

"l mght have known sonething |ike that would happen,” he murnmured to hinself. "I wonder where—
A dull thunping came fromone side of the room Renny sprang to what seened to be only the snooth
wal | . A panel swung open.

Prof essor Callus rolled out, groaning. H's big head seemed to be attached to his body by only a
thin rag. But his neck was not broken. As Long Tom staggered to his feet, Professor Callus arose.

"This is terrible—terrible!" said the professor. "Everything has been smashed! | thought we were
done for!"
"What happened?" demanded Renny. "I saw men who | ooked |ike that Kama guy!"

"That’'s right," said Long Tom nournfully. "W didn't have a chance! W were drugged and put into
the cabinet."

The cabi net was one of the ventilated spaces in which Doc Savage sonetimes inprisoned individuals
he might want to question later.

"Set up the energency," said Renny. "W've got to find out what happened to Doc."

Prof essor Cal | us opened his eyes. From what appeared to be a blank wall space energed the

conpl ete equi pnent of an intricate radio and television set. This was a set maintai ned by Doc Savage
for an energency.

But when it went into service, the squawki ng and bunbling had becone nore intense. The apparatus
was usel ess.

Renny had an idea. He went to the tel ephone. Thunbing through the book, he found the nunber of
Cyrus Krants, the bathosphere nman.

It must have been the voice of a caretaker or some servant replying to Renny's call.

"I would like to speak with Mss Krants, Mss Lora Krants," said Renny. "It is inmportant. | have
news of her missing father."



The reply was instant, unhesitating.

"Sorry, but Mss Lora Krants is visiting friends in California. You said her father is m ssing?
There nust be some mistake. Cyrus Krants has been in touch with his home every day. Who is this
speaki ng?"

Renny did not say who was speaking. H's sudden liking for the red-headed girl had conpletely
evapor at ed.

Chapter VI. DAWN AT M DNI GHT

DURI NG t he wecking of his Manhattan weather instrunents, Doc Savage had been hol ding his
silver-winged plane to a line closely bordering the Atlantic coast. Ham and Monk were engaged in one
of their usual caustic exchanges.

"An’ a red-headed woman made a fool out of nme," chanted Ham with tunel ess sarcasm

"Dag-gone it!" piped Monk. "An’ you’'ll shut up or I'Il be makin mnceneat outta you!"

Doc was watching the lights of Baltinore, a mile bel ow

A shrill grunt acconpanied Mnk’'s irate exclanation. An aninal that |ooked to be all ears and

| egs, seened to synpathize with the apelike chem st’'s remarks. This was Habeas Corpus, Mnk’'s pet
pi g.

"That shote’s a fine thing to be taking to a conference at Washington," grinned Ham "At that,
he’' Il probably make about the sanme inpression as his master."

"I's that so?" sputtered Monk. "If you had his brains, you danged shyster, you' d talk a lot |ess

and think nore!"

Doc interrupted the pl easant exchange.

"That’'s strange," he said, quietly. "It is just after midnight, but it would seemthe sun has
deci ded to conme up. Look over to the eastward."

"Howl in' calamties!" exploded Monk. "Looks |like daylight's bustin’ on us, an’ comn’ fast!
What’'s happened to the radio, Doc?"

"Un—um—

bum—ul bum—ul bum " squawked the | oudspeaker in the plane.

"It has been going bad for sone tinme," remarked Doc.

The man of bronze had figured he woul d nmake Washington well within two hours. Suddenly he was not
SO sure about it.

The eerie dawn at m dni ght was spreadi ng. The east took on a brighter hue. But it was not as if
the sun were rising. Usually, an ocean sunrise is varied in color. This was nmuch like a white fan
spreadi ng across the horizon.

"Looks sonmething |ike the northern |ights," suggested Ham

HABEAS CORPUS, the pig Mnk had picked up in Arabia, was an aninal of acute instincts. Now he was
standing rigidly. He sniffed and quivered.

"Sonet hi ng about it Habeas Corpus don't |ike," said Mnk.

"I don’t like that hog, but he is smarter than any ape," grinned Ham

The radi o squawki ng suddenly was cut off. There had been a sound like a trenendous burst of
static. Then silence.

"I don't like that," stated Doc. "Sounds as if sonething has smashed things at headquarters."
Fromthe plane’s notor cane a sputter. The engine of finest alloy netal seened to hesitate. But
its cylinders picked up again. Doc’s hand noved a | ever. This closed shutters around the notor.
These shutters were of a special nmaterial nmade to resist magnetic influence. It was insulated
agai nst any known form of interference by any of the rays thus far invented.

More than just a false sunrise had becone apparent over the ocean. The pl ane was passing over a
vast expanse of shore marshes. No human habitati ons showed.

Above the hissing of the plane’s notor, a | ow humm ng becane audi bl e. Doc Savage had been hearing
this for some tine. His ears were easily three tinmes as acute as those of Ham and Monk.

“I't mght be well to put on the ‘chutes," advised Doc. "Those bogs provide a poor footing for
setting the plane down."

"Are we going to |l and out here?" piped up Mnk.

The plane’s notor gave the answer. Its nuffled expl osions ceased suddenly.

Doc Savage stared at the switch for a few seconds. The propeller rotated slowy. The nan of
bronze pushed a button. This should have |ighted the instrument board. There was no light. The

el ectrical current had been | ost.

"Sonething wong with the wires?" questioned Ham Doc did not reply. The interior of the cabin
now had no lights. They were not needed while daylight had flooded the space. In the uneven |line of
the shore, the low caps of the ocean swells, a fishing | aunch sprang into view.

Monk and Ham had hastily slipped their arns through the harness of parachutes. The skilled hand
of Doc Savage kept the plane winging in a w de, descending spiral.

They were in daylight. Broad daylight at the hour of midnight. The plane was as silent as if it
never had been powered. Wnd whistled through the wings in its descent.

"Bale out!" Doc ordered the others.



The man of bronze had nade no effort to don a parachute.
"You com ng, Doc?" said Ham

"I will be with you presently,"” said Doc.
Ham and Monk opened the door. Mnk seized one ear of the pig Habeas Corpus. They went out and
dr opped.

Doc was sticking with the plane. The silver ship flashed down. The man of bronze had picked out a
boggy hammock. Monk groaned.

Less than a hundred feet above the nmarsh, Doc | eveled off. The wind shrieked as the wi ngs
pancaked. The air cushioned the descent. The plane struck, settled into the boggy ground.

DOC and his two conpanions found thenselves in a wide space of nucky ground. They sank over their
knees. The goi ng was tough enough for Doc and Ham

Monk’s short legs nade it worse for him The weight of the pig was a handi cap.

Monk set Habeas Corpus on his feet.

Doc, wal ki ng ahead, rubbed one hand over his snoboth hair. Sparks flashed. The at nbsphere was
charged with sone strange force. They cane to the shore rocks.

In the marsh, birds were whistling. Sone were shrill-voiced, as they greeted the dawn.
Doc clinbed the rocks. Ham and Monk fol |l omwed. Habeas Corpus was still struggling to break away.
Voi ces of men cane fromthe ocean. Three fishernen on a small |aunch were tranping their deck and

swearing lustily. They were working furiously to get their nmotor going.

"l surmise we are face to face with whatever has been haunting the ocean," stated Doc. "That

I 'aunch has no power."

The | aunch drifted broadsi de onto the rocks. Doc and the others waded in and hel ped the fishernen
beach the boat.

"What in Hades is all this?" growl ed one of the fishermen. "Is it the horn of Gabriel or
sonet hi ng?"
"Well, it mght be at that," replied Ham cheerfully.

A snmudge of snpke showed at sea. It rolled upward fromjust bel ow the horizon.

"That vessel seens to have stopped," said Doc.

"Yes," replied one of the fishermen. "We were out there when this thing started. It’'s a coastal
passenger steaner. They had to drop their hooks. Their engines quit suddenly."

Doc Savage mounted a point of rocks. Al around he was | ooking at what appeared to be the
circular curtain of night. Darkness had been thrust back only a few nmles. They were in the center
of the eerie mdnight illumnation.

It was possible to mark three different boats. Two of these were drifting. The other had

anchor ed.

"We nust procure sonme new neans of transportation," advised Doc. "It is inmportant that we get to
Washi ngt on quickly."

THE three fishernmen acconpani ed them around the rimof the w de marsh.

On the first paved road no traffic was noving. An electric railway was close. The building of a
power substation bul ked ahead. In the doorway were four nen in overalls.

"What is all this?" said one of the nen. "Qur own power went off, and when | tried to tel ephone,
it was dead!"

Doc Savage said nothing. He led the way toward a farnmhouse. A puzzled countryman and his wife
were standing in their yard.

"l ain’'t never seen the like o' this!" grunbled the farmer. "Even the derned chickens thinks it’'s
nornin’'! But there ain't no sun!"

Doc smiled. "I judge the sun will be along at its usual tine."
Two roosters were crowing at top pitch. They were greeting the norning.
"Have you a car?" Doc asked the farmer. "If so, | will pay you well to get to some other neans of

transportation.”

Doc smiled as he asked the question.

Two minutes later, the farmer | earned the neaning of this smile. H's best efforts got no results.
The battered farm machine had no power. The farner |ooked up with an oath. Once nore, he whirled the
crank savagely by hand.

Then sonet hi ng happened. It was |ike some one suddenly switching off a brilliant flashlight. The
darkness of mdnight shut in the countryside. The small notor of the car started so suddenly it
backfired and ki cked the farmer onto his haunches.

Ni ght had returned. Fromthe direction of the railway substati on came the sudden humm ng of a
dynanp. The power was on. The three fishernen shouted and started back toward the shore.

Doc produced a roll of bills.

"W won’t bother to hire the car," he said. "We'll buy it."

Ham and Monk piled in. Mnk dragged Habeas Corpus aboard. The rickety vehicle rattled out onto

t he hi ghway.

Doc pushed the old notor to the limt. In less than half an hour he had reached an airport and



chartered a fast plane. This arrived in Washington after a hop of a few m nutes.

Chapter VII. THE WORLD THREAT

THE neeting between the president and Doc Savage was secret and informal. The president stated he
had sought this conversation with the man of bronze because of his vast scientific know edge.

"The whole thing is fantastic," stated the president, "but it suggests such great possible
calamty, it cannot be overl ooked! W seemto be threatened by such a power as none of our
government scientists and technicians have ever believed could exist."

"Practical science has progressed in an incredible manner during the past few years, M.
President," stated Doc Savage. "None can say what vast force may be discovered at any tine.
Unfortunately, the discoveries are not always nade by those of bal anced and strai ghtforward m nds."
They were discussing the affair that had begun with the queer disturbance of Coast and Ceodetic
Survey equi pment. Doc had cautioned his conpani ons agai nst nmentioning, for the present, the
occurrence on the coast.

But they had arrived in Washington to find thensel ves confronted with several new and serious

angl es. Not only had the haunted ocean beconme apparent, but the phenomenon was being used as a
direct threat.

The purpose of that threat was of such fabul ous character as to border upon the incredible.

The governnent had been inforned that it nust disarm Further, it had been stated that all other
nations would be simlarly conpelled to dispense with all of their arned forces.

"We received the conmunication in such manner as to make it untraceable," said the president.

"The message apparently originated somewhere in the Northern Atlantic. It was relayed by radio from
one ship to another."

"And you say the purpose of this is declared to end all war in the world?" nused Doc Savage. "I
woul d say the object is a nbst worthy one. At the sane tinme, such force as is threatened woul d not
for long be confined to such a benevol ent purpose. If the machinery of any nation, any great city
coul d be paralyzed indefinitely, then this force would soon be in the hands of rascals."

The president nodded his head.

"That is correct, M. Savage," he said, gravely. "But this whole thing savors of a disordered
mind. It wuld seemsone lunatic has isolated hinself in The Land of the Mdnight Sun."

"Howl in’ calamties!" rapped Mnk.

"The lunatic’'s ideas of yesterday often becone the great inventions of today," interrupted Doc,
qui ckly. "You say this unknown sender of the message demands conpl ete di sarmanment at once? He

decl ared he has the power to control the destinies of all other countries?"

"Yes," said the president. "And to prove it, he declares he will denbnstrate this power. He has
set eight o' clock this norning. If he can do it, all of the New York area will be rendered inactive
fromthe hour set until noon."

"WON' T that be sonmething for the anti-noise boys?" said Ham "lInmagine New York City w thout a
wheel turning. No thunder of the subway, no roar of the elevated, no grind of traffic—

"Anyway, " said the president, "the whole thing can hardly be other than the ravings of a lunatic.
The whole thing is probably unworthy of our serious attention."

Doc Savage said nothing. He was thinking of The Land of the M dnight Sun. Back there on the
Maryl and coast there had been daylight.

"I believe with you that this threatener nmay be unbal anced,” said Doc. "But | also believe he
will do exactly as he says."

The president tried to laugh. His mirth had a hol |l ow sound.

"And we have received no further word of the war conm ssion or the steanship Trafal gar Square,"
he stated.

A secretary presented a nmessage to the president.

"Then there is sonething, M. Savage! Some ships were stopped off the Maryland coast! A naval
destroyer was without power for nearly an hour! They report a nysterious light like daylight!"
"Yes," observed Doc. "One of ny best planes is bogged down in a Maryl and marsh."

The president stared at the bronze nman bl eakly.

"You hadn’t nentioned that," he said, gravely. "I wish we had Arne Dass with us."

"l knew Arne Dass was missing," stated Doc. "Hi s know edge woul d i ndeed be npbst val uable."
"Yes," said the president. "Dass has been gone for nore than six nonths. His scientific work with
the navy departnent was invaluable. W fear some foreign agency may have had a hand in his

di sappear ance. "

The work of Arne Dass, an aged scientist, was a high spot in the history of the navy departnent.
He had devel oped sone of the nost effective weapons of warfare.

"What steps would you advi se we take?" said the president.

"I know of none that might be effective before eight o' clock this norning," stated Doc. "That is
now barely six hours away. W shall fly back to New York at once."

DOC SAVAGE was back in his eighty-sixth floor |aboratory at dawn. The nman of bronze had been busy



for nearly an hour. One tel ephone call had been a contact with an el ectro-chem cal conpany plant on
the Hudson River.

The man of bronze owned a controlling interest in this works. For ten mnutes he talked with one

of the machinery designers. The plan for what he desired was being copied by the designer in

el aborate detail. The intricate design had been evol ved and napped in the amazing brain of the
bronze gi ant.
"Put all the nmen necessary on this to have it ready within twelve hours," instructed Doc.

The man of bronze returned to chem cal experinents he had been nmaking. He was clad in a cloak of
gray rubberized fabric. H's head was encased in what might have been a diver’s helnet of crystal.
The chemicals Doc was enploying were of a deadly character. It |lacked two hours until eight

o’ cl ock.

A red light glowed and a buzzer whined. Doc renoved the gl ass hel met and pi cked up the tel ephone.
"The Wiite House speaking," said a voice. "W have received word of two |ifeboats fromthe

Traf al gar Square being picked up. Qur information says they were in the vicinity of the Lofoten

I slands, off the coast of Norway."

"The islands are a thousand and nobre mles north of the English Channel," stated Doc. "It sounds
rather fantastic. But the conm ssion? Wat have you | earned?"

"Very little. Washington is trying to get a clear story of what happened to the Trafal gar Square.
The steaner was abandoned. And it is reported the war conm ssion has been abducted. A |ifeboat
carrying them vani shed into the north. That may be only a wild tale."

"l fear you will find it is true," stated Doc.

The conversati on was term nated.

Doc summoned the others to the | aboratory.

"What ever affairs you may have at hand shoul d be adjusted quickly," he stated. "Brothers, we are
soon to journey into the Arctic regions, so equip yourselves."

DOC had | eft off his helmet. The door buzzer whined. Doc threw a switch. A square of frosted
glass was illuminated. In that glass was a man crawing. Scarlet liquid oozed fromhis nouth and
dripped slowmy fromhis chin.

The frosted gl ass gave a detailed view of the corridor in front of Doc Savage's door.

"Great Scott!" rasped Ham "Another one!"

Renny and Long Tom were staring.

"It's that fellow who said he was a Norwegi an," declared Long Tom "He left here with that
fellow, Kana."

Hj al mar Landson, the bl ond Norwegi an, had staggered fromthe elevator. Likely he had fallen after
the car started downward. For he now was naking a second effort to reach the door. Doc glided
through the library into the outer room The door opened by the radio contact.

The big Norwegi an half arose to his feet. H's eyes were |like hard, blue ice. But they were
beginning to glaze a little. One big hand w ped the oozing blood fromhis |ips.

"Doc—boc Savage— he nunbl ed. "You nust—ust know about this—Knut Aage—he will =

H al mar Landson slid forward on his face. The ornanental handl e of a dagger stuck gruesomnely from
between his shoulders. Nearly all of a queerly curved bl ade had been sunk besi de his spine.

Doc Savage nmade a quick injection froma syringe. H alnmar Landson appeared to cone back from
death itself.

"They' Il get it—ind Knut Aage—Sal ten Fj ord—Mbskenes—north passage in Satan’s CGateway—this

pr of essor —who di ed—Kama wanted to buy—-Ay country—go there—

The Norwegian’s |l ast words were only liquid gurgling. Wiat he m ght have neant by his reference
to the dead professor, Hormus Jasson, he now coul d never reveal.

Stretched in death, H al mar Landson nore than ever resenbled a blond Viking of the Far North.
"What ever he m ght have been, he was loyal to his country to the last," stated Doc Savage.
"Moskenes is one of the Lofoten |slands."

"Kama!" excl ai mred Ham "That woul d be his nurderer!”

"Thunderation!" growl ed Renny. "I wouldn't be so sure! There is that bogus red-headed Krants
girl!"

But at this nonent, Doc and his conpanions had another matter to claimtheir attention.

The heart of H al mar Landson, the Norwegi an, had ceased beating at precisely eight o clock in the
nor ni ng.

And with it, the heart of Geater New York City also halted its |loudly pul sing stroke.

Chapter VIII. WHEN A CITY STOPPED

NEW YORK CI TY, Manhattan and all of its environs, had been warned from Washi ngton. Several
mllion persons were cautioned to be on their guard.

Trains mght stop. Ferries might be disabled. Subways coul d become unsafe. Elevated tracks m ght
cease to thunder.

I'n other words, advised Washington by radio and early edition newspapers, a few nmllion persons
shoul d be careful of their activities at eight o' clock this norning.



New York at eight o'clock in the norning was goi ng about its customary business. In the

ei ghty-sixth floor headquarters of Doc Savage coul d be heard the humm ng thunder of the active city.
So great and constant is this roar of traffic, its beat ceases to be recorded by the ears of the
average New Yorkers. These waves of sound were rolling up when H al mar Landson staggered to his
death in Doc Savage's corridor.

Now anot her wave arose. More appalling perhaps than anything el se that coul d happen. It was an
abrupt wave of silence.

Conparative silence, but an absence of sound, neverthel ess. For shouting voices, even screan ng
crowds in suddenly halted subway trains, on stopped el evated coaches, flow ng fromthousands of

aut omobi | es bl ocki ng the streets, hardly registered after the custonmary thunder of traffic had died.
New York had stopped. Stopped, paralyzed.

Congestion and panic in the subways were the worst. The trains had stopped. Al |ights went out.
Thousands of workers were trapped in Stygian darkness. Perhaps thousands woul d have been killed here
and on the el evated, where they were pouring fromhalted trains, had the third rails still been

wor Ki ng.

Mot ormen and guards tried ineffectually to prevent the nmaddened crowds from seeking to escape

al ong the tracks. The guards were overwhel med. Crowds streanmed toward the stairs |leading to the
streets.

Doc Savage and his conpani ons | ooked froma wi ndow down into the canyon of the street far bel ow.
"Looks like one of those slow notion pictures," observed Ham "Look, Doc! Every autonpbile has
st opped! "

Bewi | dered masses crowded into doorways. Their white faces were |ifted toward the blue sky. Many
seened to believe this mght be Judgnent Day.

"The thing is conplete," stated Doc. "Qur lights are gone. All electrical current has been

st opped. "

THE man of bronze whipped into the | aboratory. He returned with one of their generator
flashlights. Even the small generator in this device refused to respond.

"Doc!" exclaimed Long Tom "W're |locked in! The el ectroscope is out of order!"

The main doors which had been closed, failed to operate. There was no radi o contact. However,
there were various exits available fromthe headquarters.

Doc Savage's energency radi o was dead. So nmuch a part of nodern life had the radi o becone, that
this one feature alone of the paralyzed city was perhaps the nost terrifying. Bew |l dered housew ves,
seeking to ascertain why their vacuumcl eaners, their automatic refrigerators, their lights and
their tel ephones had gone dead, turned the knobs of their radios.

Wthin the first half hour, even the voices of the crowds becane silenced. The words of

i ndi vidual s were bei ng spoken in whispers. Their natural voices sounded unearthly |oud without the
accust omed background of the city's clanor.

"Brothers, no such power has ever before appeared,"” stated Doc. "We are informed this threat is
made to force an end to all war. It is a good purpose. But even now, | nore than suspect this force
is known and desired by fiendish brains."

The murderer of Professor Honus Jasson and of H al mar Landson were convincing evidence this was
true.

Because it was a clear day, the difference in the quality of light did not appear to the casual
mllions. But in Doc’s |aboratory the |ight recorders were nysteriously agitated.

And in the nost acute ears was that |ow, throbbing hum as if the air suddenly had becone filled
with billions of invisible, buzzing insects.

EXACTLY at the noon hour, New York City canme to life. The transition from powerless nachinery to
a sudden surge of returned energy was nore di sastrous than the stopping of the city had been.

Now trains were starting. Thousands of notors started unexpectedly. Hundreds were caught and

i nj ured.

Radi os squawked. Every tel ephone was i nmedi ately seized upon by the person nearest. The flood of
calls overwhel ned the exchanges. The automatic |ines were choked.

In sone of the skyscrapers, elevators shot up or down. They had been abandoned with power on by
some of the terrified operators.

Yet such was the influence of Doc Savage, he was one of the first persons to put through a call.
Havi ng been fully informed of the dubious standing of the red-headed girl who had said she was Lora
Krants, the man of bronze was making contact with a banker.

"You have the handling of the affairs of Cyrus Krants?" said Doc. "The information | seek may be
of vital inportance.”

"Yes, | amin touch with the personal affairs of the Krants fanmly," stated the banker. "If | can
be of assistance, | will."

"We have been told Mss Lora Krants is in California and her father is in daily touch with his
hone," said Doc. "Is that true?"

"There nmust be some mistake," replied the banker. "M ss Lora Krants is here in New York. | happen



to know she appeared to you for help last night. Her father has been unheard fromfor several days.
Qur firmwould regard it as a personal favor if you would do what you can, M. Savage."

As Doc repl aced the tel ephone, the exotic trilling of sudden discovery reached his comnpani ons.
Renny had been listening to the conversation.

"The young | ady appears to be Mss Krants," stated Doc. "My informant is nost reliable.”

"Holy cow " boomed Renny. "Doc, when can we get started for the North Pole, or wherever we're
going? In a mnute, I'Il wake up and di scover | dreaned all that happened this norning."

DOC made no reply. He was again on the telephone. In a few mnutes he had put through a call to
the Pacific coast. He held a short conversation with a person in Del Mnte, in southern California.
When he replaced the instrument, he made no expl anati on.

During this conversation, a visitor had arrived. He was the nassive-headed Professor Call us.

" Anot her one!" he exclainmed in a shocked voice, as he saw the body of H al mar Landson. "Wat in
the world can this terrible thing nean, M. Savage? Could all of this incredible phenonena of this
nmorni ng, these nurders, be related to our haunted ocean?"

"It would seemthat is the case," stated Doc. "Have you ever had any contact with this man
Landson, or the nman called Kanme, before they appeared here |ast night, Professor Callus?"

"l never saw either of them before," said the big-headed man. "I returned today, hoping to |earn
what their interest m ght have been in the ocean disturbance. | did see Landson at an early hour
this morning on Fifth Avenue near Central Park."

"Was he alone at that time?"

Prof essor Cal lus shook his shiny head, as if with reluctance.

"No," he said, slowy, "but | hesitated to speak of it. Probably it has no relation to what m ght
have happened | ater. Landson was riding in a sedan early this nmorning with Mss Krants and the
brother she called Barton."

"We might’ve known it!" spilled Renny. "Wat tine was that, professor?"

"As nearly as | can recall, it was between seven and eight o’clock."

"And he reached here and died just when the city went dead," said Ham "That seens to provide a
clear case of circunmstantial evidence."

"Dag-gone it!" piped up Monk, unexpectedly. "That girl wouldn't have done it! She wouldn't go
around stickin' a knife in anybody’'s back!"

"Or an automatic in your neck," said Ham sarcastically. "O maybe a hypo in that other dead

man. "

Doc Savage changed the subject suddenly.

"As | told you before, prepare for Arctic conditions. You will proceed at once to the Hudson

Ri ver hangars. | shall join you within a short time. Renny, describe for me the approxi mate | ocation
of that apartment near Central Park where you were taken."

Chapter | X. DOC I S TRAPPED

DOC SAVAGE arrived at the address given by Renny.

"The Krants's servants left early this norning," said the janitor of the Central Park apartnent
house. "There was only the housekeeper and her husband. They’ve been taking care of the apartment."”
Doc Savage exhibited no surprise at the apparent absence of the Krants famly. Seenmingly, the man
of bronze left the apartnment house. Five minutes |ater he was ascending the tradesnmen’s stairway at
the back of the buil ding.

The man of bronze had little difficulty in obtaining an entrance. The Krants apartmnent contai ned
five bedrooms.

Doc glided fromone roomto another. None of the roons showed evi dence of having been occupied
within the past few days. The big living roomhad been converted partly into a library.

Doc’s flaky gold eyes stirred with little whirlpools. Two crossed daggers had been crossed above

a big table. One dagger was still in place. The mark on the wall showed the other had been renoved
recently.

The handl e of the remaining dagger was ornanmented and inlaid with jewels. The design was a

replica of that which had been buried in the back of H al mar Landson, the Norwegi an.

Doc crossed to a window facing Central Park. He pulled back the heavy drapery a part of an inch.

H s face was inscrutable as he watched a sedan arrive and park in the avenue bel ow.

Fromthe tine he had I eft his headquarters Doc had known he was bei ng shadowed. He was not
surprised when a man got out of the sedan and crossed the street to a point where he coul d best keep
an eye on the apartment house.

The wat cher had a yellow sh skin. He was inmacul ately dressed. H's novenent was the glide of an
Oriental. Fromthe description given by Long Tom Doc identified the nan as Kama Dbhana, of San Tao.

DOC was turning fromthe wi ndow H s novenent ceased. Hi s renarkabl e senses were not of an occult



character. But his ears could detect the ticking of the finest watch.

Somewhere in the apartnment a watch was ticking. That watch was not hidden in a drawer. For the
sound had nmoved. It was still moving.

Doc kept close to the wall. He glided noiselessly toward the |arge room adjoining the |iving
room In the doorway, he halted and |i stened.

A tel ephone on the table had been shifted since he had entered. A picture on the wall had been
nmoved. But few men in the world would have noted these minor details. Doc Savage never entered any
roomw thout instantly fixing the position of each object.

Doc apparently had not noticed anything unusual. He wal ked slowy across the roomtoward an inner
door. Except for the door which he had entered, all w ndows and doors were cl osed.

The wi ndow drapes were closely drawn and the roomwas in sem darkness. This did not prevent Doc
from seeing noving figures.

Doc stood in the middle of the roomand waited. Into his hands had come two snall gl ass objects.
Each contai ned enough anaesthetic gas to have overcone a dozen nen.

The rush toward hi mcane fromthe shadows. There was hardly a whi sper of novenent and no voice of
command. But Doc saw there were eight or ten figures. Al wore clunsy-appearing nasks.

More strange than the nasks, was the fact that none of the figures seened to be arned. Their
hands were enpty. Perhaps they counted on the weight of nunbers.

The little glass capsules hardly tinkled. They were crushed on the rug at Doc’s feet. The man of
bronze had inhal ed a deep breath, then had expelled some of it. He was capable of sone three to four
m nutes wi thout breathing.

The gas shoul d have put these attackers to sleep instantly. But they remained erect. And none
touched the bronze man. He was sinply ringed in by the nenacing masks. The figures m ght have had
queer weapons not now di spl ayed.

A slender figure separated fromthe others. The husky, nuffled voice of a wonman spoke. It was so
di sgui sed as to be unidentifiable. The woman was cal m

"You are powerful enough to defeat some of us, Doc Savage," advi sed the voice. "But you coul d not
overpower all of us. | would advise you to surrender. Your devices are usel ess against us. W are
doing this for your own good. W& would save the lives of you and your conpanions."

In addition to her nask, the wonan wore an envel opi ng hood.

"l seemto have no choice,"” replied Doc, quietly. "But you should put up your hair nore
carefully. Were it shows, it is red."

There was no red hair show ng. But the woman’s hand whi pped instantly upward, feeling the hood.
At once, she | aughed huskily.

"1’ve been informed you are very clever, Doc Savage," the woman said. "It seens you live up to
your reputation! But that cannot save you now. W are—

Doc expelled his breath slowy. The anaesthetic gas had dissipated into the air. It was only
effective for a lesser tinme than Doc could hold his breath.

Hi s symmetrical body noved with flashing speed. The arc of the bronze fists could not have been
foll owed by any human eye.

Most certainly the bl ows could not have been dodged. Knuckles crunched into nasked faces. The
figures nmassed in a conbined rush. Doc’s tw sting hands caught up one nman and hurl ed hi m broadsi de
agai nst others. Four nen went down in a heap.

Only four figures were on their feet. A sinewy armwent around Doc’s throat. His effort to free
himself fromthe grip caused a gun to be shoved into his neck. At |east one attacker was arned.
Doc realized the odds were against him He relaxed his fight. They bound himand carried himwth
t hem when they departed.

"ONLY by the certain renpval of Doc Savage can our enterprise be nmade safe," spoke a voice.

"l agree with you perfectly," spoke a woman. "I am gl ad you have come to see it nmy way. He
tricked me into betraying nyself. He undoubtedly knows who | am Wen will he be renoved? They say
he has powers that anpunt to bl ack nmagic!"

A macabre | augh canme fromthe invisible man.

"That has all been arranged,” he said. "The automatic device on the death tank will work in
fifteen mnutes. By then we will be conspicuously in another place sone distance fromhere."

Doc Savage heard this conversation. He had been dunped on the bare floor of what appeared to be a
large roomin sone deserted |loft building. There are hundreds of such lofts |ocated al ong the Hudson
and the East Rivers.

Doc could tell this building was close to the river. Boats were passing not far away. The nan
speaki ng m ght be Kama. At |east, the voice was the sane.

Al of his devices had been stripped fromhis body. Know edge of his many secrets was indi cated.
Even his bull et-proof skullcap of netal had been renpved. His feet were bare. False toenails were
m ssing. Hollow shells worn over sone of his teeth had been taken out.

It was the nost thorough job of rendering the bronze giant hel pl ess he had ever encountered. The
bonds held himrigid. He could only wait.

The worman | aughed again, harshly.



"Well, let’'s be on our way," she said. "You will be going to Washi ngton tonight?"

"I"mnot so sure of that," replied the man's voice. "Perhaps it would be best to hold out for
greater returns.”

Their feet beat hollowy on the bare floor of another room A distant door was slamred. Doc coul d
hear the thudding of their feet on stairs.

Doc’ s acute senses picked up a ticking. He judged it was sone device for timng. There was not so
much as a table or chair in the room Doc had tried all of the nuscular contortions that woul d have
freed himfromordinary bonds. He met with no success.

Thi ck dust of the abandoned | oft choked his nostrils. It was useless to call for help in this
enpty building. He rolled in the direction of the ticking.

A bright alum numtank was set in an alcove of the big room Al of the windows were tightly

cl osed. Some cracks had been carefully sealed with strips of paper to make nore certain it would be
a deat h chanber.

A timng device was affixed to an ordinary alarmclock at the top of the tank. The ringing of the
alarmwoul d rel ease a spring. This in turn would rel ease the valve at the top of the tank. Doc had
no doubt but that the cylinder contained sone deadly gas.

A small vial contained a colorless liquid. It was set to fall and break on the floor. Doubtless

it contained an inflammabl e chenm cal which would be set off by the jar of the vial. Perhaps the gas
in the tank woul d be conbustible. O it mght nmerely kill.

The fire chemcal on the dry floor of the loft would start an inmedi ate bl aze either way. Before
the fire woul d be discovered, the identity of a body would be alnost entirely destroyed.

Doc rolled close to the tank. His first thought was to break the tim ng device. Then he saw that
any di sturbance of the tank woul d cause the spring to rel ease the death val ve.

Li kewi se, a touch would send the fire chenical to be broken on the floor.

More than five mnutes had passed. Doc rolled to the window By trenendous effort he again got to
his feet. He teetered forward and his bronzed head crashed the glass and the frame. But only a small
aperture was made.

Bel ow was the river, down ten stories. Boats were passing, far out in the stream Doc attenpted

to break out another section of the heavy sash with his head, but the effort threw himon his back.
Then the al arm cl ock device rang. Imediately, there canme a | ow hiss of escaping gas. There was a
slight thud and a tinkling of glass.

Bl ui sh vapor rolled into the room As it struck the air, it seened converted into withing,

bl oat ed gl obes.

A qui ck, bright flame was spreading on the floor of the alcove. A tongue of fire darted up the

wal | .

DOC fought to his feet. He jamred his head and shoulders into the space of the broken w ndow.
That way, he would have fresh air for the maxi mum of time. He knew the death gas was filling the
room behi nd him

The al cove had beconme a flanming mass. Doc | ooked intently at the river far below But he could
not force his body through the small w ndow space.

Behi nd Doc, the room was being converted into a fiery furnace. The bronze nman’s cl ot hes snoked.
The back of his neck was being blistered. Only his face being jamed into the wi ndow saved himfrom
breat hing the deadly gas.

There cane a great crashing. Doc thought at first a part of a wall had fallen. But it was the
door which bulged on its hinges. It mght have been a sledge hammer that struck it. At the second
bl ow, a stout panel cracked.

The third bl ow smashed the panel altogether. It was no hamrer. A great, knuckled fist projected
into the room Another fist struck. The whol e door buckled. A voice booned.

"Hey, Doc! Holy cow! You in there?"

Doc call ed, "Keep back, Renny, keep back! Poison gas!"

"Howl in' calamties!" how ed the voice of Monk. "Lemme get at them wi ndows, Renny!"

Side by side, the giant Renny and the grotesque, apelike chenist shouldered into the room The
draught fromthe door fanned the fire. Their clothes snoked.

But they took the windows. They smashed themwith their big fists. Sashes and gl ass

di sintegrated. Renny and Monk were holding their breaths. So were Ham and Long Tom The latter two
were freeing Doc.

Wthin forty seconds after the door had been smashed by the great fists of Renny, Doc and the
others were clunping down the stairs. Above them the top of the loft building was an inferno. A
dense cloud of flame and snoke rolled out over the river.

Fire apparatus was wailing into the street. Doc led the way froma side door. So far as outside
informati on was concerned, he desired it to be believed he had perished in the burning loft.

AGAIN it was night.
Doc Savage was directing the stowing away of a strange contrivance aboard the speediest of his
tri-nmotored planes. The plane was fueled for four thousand mles. Not that it carried an



extraordi nary anount of gas and oil. The new notors, nore nodern than any other in the world
consunmed a mini mum of fuel

Doc’ s conpani ons saw a new nachi ne had been pl aced aboard. The nachine was in the formof an

i mrense snubnosed cylinder. Part of its construction nust have been a new conbi nation of the
vitreous el ements of glass. Coils of pipes and a few tanks could be seen plainly through the outer
shel | .

This machine had just been delivered fromthe el ectro-chem cal nmachine plant. It had been
constructed within twelve hours

Doc had inquired what had brought his conpanions to the burning |oft building

"A wonan called us," had been Renny’'s reply. "The phone was ringing at the hangar when we

arrived. The wonman said to be on the top floor of that loft building at six o' clock, just at sunset
We nede it just in tine."

Al of the signs at the now burned |oft building indicated Doc had been conveyed there by several
men. A woman, and Doc believed a red-headed woman, had been in command of the crowd that had taken
hi m pri soner

Was there still another wonan invol ved?

The man of bronze had arrived at one definite conclusion. Already several foreign countries were
in the market for the power that had paral yzed New York, haunted the ocean. And nost nations find
wonen, pretty wonen, valuable for this class of intrigue

The big plane was ready to taxi fromthe hangar onto the w de Hudson River for its take-off. Doc
Savage made a tel ephone connection wth Washi ngton

FROM t he White House came new and startling news.

The crew of a rescued lifeboat fromthe m ssing Trafal gar Square had tal ked

“Men in the boat say they were haul ed at trenendous speed by sone invisible force," Doc Savage
was i nforned

"That m ght account for their being in the vicinity of the Lofoten Islands,"” stated Doc. "The
boats were picked up not far from Moskenes Island, near Salten Fjord."

"How di d you know that?" canme the anmzed voice fromthe Wite House

"Mere surmise," stated Doc. "You have no word of the war conmission, but you probably have
received a new nessage. "

"Yes. Another relayed radio. I'll read it: ‘The United States nust disarm So nust all other
nations. You have five days to decide. The navy nust be laid up. The arny nust be di sbanded. Al
armament nust be destroyed. The sane order applies to all nations of the world. Peace will be
applied at any price.’"

"Sounds as if the sender knew definitely what can be done," stated Doc

"Yes," said the Wite House. "If we only had Arne Dass here to advise us. He knew a great deal
about atom c energy he never reveal ed."

"Perhaps we may find Arne Dass," said Doc

He gave no reason for his belief

As the conversation ended, Mnk was draggi ng Habeas Corpus aboard the plane. The Arabian pig
al ready was shivering. He had seen the queer suit of fur Monk had provided for him

"W | eave at once for the Lofoten Islands off the coast of Norway," Doc announced. "Perhaps we
shall soon have a trace of the war conm ssion and Johnny."

On the open sea, far in the north, at |east one man in a |lifeboat would have been gratified to
know Doc Savage's plan. At the time the bronze man's speedy plane took off fromthe Hudson R ver
the position of Johnny and those with himwas hardly enviable

Chapter X. THE M DNl GHT SUN

El GHT nen occupi ed the open |ifeboat. Two were in the uniformof sailors. The other six wore

pl ain business attire. Luckily they had heavy-col |l ared overcoats. These they had with themfor the
chilly crossing of the storny English Channel

None of the six had suspected what extrenes of cold these sane coats would be called upon to
resist.

The faces of the six nen indicated they were unconfortable, and conpletely nystified.

The 1ifeboat was now speeding through the calm green water of an inner channel under towering

ice cliffs. At first glance, it would have appeared the |ifeboat was noving by black magic. No
propeller swirled at its stern. Its bow cut the water on a rising crest

One of the nen was a skeletonlike figure. He shook in his big coat as if his long, skinny body
woul d fall apart. He had the fine, intelligent face of a scholar

He was the fifth man of Doc Savage's highly trained group, WIlliam Harper Littlejohn. Once he had
occupi ed a chair of applied science in a |eading university of America. But since he had shared the
adventures of the great bronze giant, he had come to be known sinply as "Johnny."

Now Johnny said, "In no other |ocale has there ever been such opal escent radiation, even in the
summer. At that time, the continuous sol ar suspension above the horizon produces streans of |ight
fromall parts of the periphery which diffuses vertically over the hem sphere.”



"Jolly well put, M. Littlejohn!" replied a ruddy-faced nan with a drooping gray nustache. "If |
were not feeling so fearfully peckish, | mght appreciate the thought. By jove, it will go tough
with these blighters when H's Majesty’s navy arrives!"

The man was Sir Arthur Westcott, British nenber of the abducted war conm ssion. He had not the
slightest idea what Johnny had been tal king about. But he had everlasting faith in the British navy.
Johnny sel dom used a short word when he could find a | onger one. Just now, he had been speaking

of the effect of the Mdnight Sun. In the summer season, the sun never dropped bel ow the horizon. At
this season it did not rise above the rim

Yet, where there should have been darkness, relieved only by the northern lights, the big

I'i feboat was speeding through daylight of a strange white quality.

JOHNNY spoke in sinple English the others coul d understand.

"I'f only we had sonme way of getting in touch with Doc Savage," he said, thoughtfully. "But we had
no warning. No tine. And now we’'ve got no radio. W are in a dead world, except for that nysterious
monster with the horns. But Doc Savage woul d know what to do."

"You seemto have a lot of confidence in this person Doc Savage, old fellow, " said Sir Arthur,
pulling at his long nmustache. "I would prefer to rely upon H's Majesty’ s navy. After all, old chap,
the British navy goes everywhere."

"I"'minclined to believe Doc Savage has been places even the British navy never will see," smled
Johnny.

He thoroughly respected His Majesty’s sea force. But Johnny had his doubts about British warships
chasi ng a nmechani cal undersea nonster into the treacherous channels and fjords inside the Lofoten

I sl ands.

Johnny’ s ot her conpani ons were Baron Cal osa, of Italy; Mnsieur Lanont, of France; Herr Schumann,
of Germany, and Sefior Torron, of Spain.

None had evol ved any theory which mi ght have expl ained the four nysterious prongs drawi ng their
boat closer to the icy polar region. The prongs might indeed have been the horns of some underwater
nonst er .

The eerie daylight bathed the blue, icy water. The intense radiati on obscured the customary
northern |ights, the aurora borealis.

Per haps a hundred yards ahead of the big |ifeboat projected the four prongs. These cut through

the calmsea. No turnoil of whirling propellers was apparent.

From the bow of the |ifeboat extended a slender steel cable. This drew the boat al ong at great
speed. Al instruments with which this cable m ght have been cut had been renoved. The |ifeboat bore
the name, "S. S. TRAFALGAR SQUARE, DOVER, ENG " The steel cable ran down into the sea.

"I"d jolly well like to know if the blighters down there can see us through those queer eyes?"
conplained Sir Arthur.

The four prongs traveled a few feet apart in a straight line. The eyes were like great mrrors.
They refl ected the strange daylight with dazzling radiation. This sonetinmes nearly blinded the eight
men in the |ifeboat.

GREAT, glittering bergs of ice canme floating over the horizon fromthe north. This horizon now
appeared to be defined by a definite circle of the daylight

"If we only could guess what all this nmeans," added Johnny. "Here we are a war conmi ssion bent on
ending war. W are bundl ed out of our berths in the middle of the night. W don't see the men with
the guns, but evidently they forced every one to | eave the Trafal gar Square. Do you suppose the
other |ifeboats have been brought up here?"

None of the others had any answer to this

Undoubt edly, the projecting prongs were attached to some new and incredi bl e undersea craft. Yet

it never had descended far enough to subrmerge the rearing prongs. Johnny was shrewd enough to deduce
that these horns and the mrrorlike eyes had sonething to do with the notion of the craft

If there were notors of trenendous power, then why was the progress of the subnmarine so

noi sel ess?

Again Sir Arthur Westcott affirmed his faith in the British navy.

"They' Il jolly well have a hundred boats searching for us," he declared. "They' Il find us if they
have to send out the whole British navy!"

Doubt | ess the whole British navy woul d have been turned out if necessary to rescue the war

conmi ssion. But just now H's Majesty’'s sailors were having a puzzle all their own in the North Sea
Daylight had struck at an unearthly hour. In all of a vast area, every vessel fromfishing

trawl ers to patrol destroyers had becone powerless. On all of the wi de expanse through which the
strangely abducted conm ssi on had noved, not another boat was capabl e of notion

Chapter Xl. WHEN GUNS FAI LED

H'S MAJESTY' S farthest north subnmarine was in the vicinity of the Lofoten Islands. Its presence

was by the chance of having been sent to investigate the drift of ice along the Norwegi an coast. The
influence of the Gulf Streamto sonme extent kept this shore clear of solid freezing.



The commander of the submarine had been exploring the hundred-mle shelf of the ocean al ong the
northern Norway coast. This shelf, having a depth of five hundred to six hundred feet, extended for
sone hundred mles fromthe nmountai nous shore

The submarine had been cruising on the surface during the night. The craft’s radio had picked up

t he broadcast of the apparent disaster overtaking the Trafal gar Square in the English Channel. The
commander nade note of this

The Channel crossing between Dover and Calais was too distant to cause concern to a subnmarine
crewin the vicinity of the Lofoten Islands

But now, when there should be only the dark sea above, the surface had taken on the gl ow ng

aspect of daylight. The commander ordered the subnerging tanks punped out. His Majesty’'s subnarine
nosed sl owl y upward.

The commander hinself was at the periscope glass. The slender tube poked above the cal mwater
"Well, by jovel" he exclaimed. "I'mseeing things! That could not possibly be a |ifeboat sailing
along like that under its own steam Crickety! Have a look, lieutenant! It’'s a boat fromthe steaner
Trafal gar Square!"

"You're jolly well right, sir!" exclainmed the lieutenant. Then he nuttered darkly, "But | do not
believe in sea serpents, and if those are not the horns of sone nonsters, |'mcrazy!"

The commander rapped out a hurried order. The submarine tanks hi ssed. The undersea craft was

com ng up

"MAYBE you're right, after all, Sir Arthur," said Johnny. "H s Majesty’ s navy does seemto get
around. "

He was forced to speak |oudly because of the whistling wind. Sir Arthur exclained jubilantly and
tugged at his nustache. The periscope of the subnmarine had cone into view

The submarine was noving at good speed

"Britannia still rules the waves, old chap!" said Sir Arthur

The towing prongs with their flashing mrrors had suddenly | essened their speed. The noving

peri scope was possibly less than one hundred yards away. The submarine did not seemto have had its
power affected as had surface craft

Johnny and those in the |ifeboat had no nmeans of know ng of the suspension of power. If they had
they woul d not have been so confident that help had arrived

Those operating the craft of the four mysterious prongs apparently had known of the submarine’s
approach. The speed of the prongs | essened to about the same novenents as the British boat

"CGood grief!" exploded Johnny. "You don't suppose our friends are planning to fight?"

"The blighters will be handl ed expeditiously," assured Sir Arthur. "They are under His Majesty’'s
guns. "

The subnarine was taking the surface. It headed directly for the lifeboat. The long bl ack hul
was only a hundred yards or so away when it broke the water. The conning tower thrust its round
shape into view. The submarine reversed its engines. The propellers sucked in tons of water

Machi nery cl anked. The hatch of the conning tower was opening. Glt-braided officers came onto
the iron-back deck

Again the mrrored prongs noved nore rapidly. They started pulling the |ifeboat away fromthe
subnari ne

"Heave to, in the name of His Majesty!" bellowed a British voice fromthe submarine

THE prongs started in a tantalizing circle of the British sub

Anot her sharp order was barked. It gained no attention

Then a rapid-firing deck gun swng fromthe conning tower. The submarine still was nmoving slowy.
Its motors had not yet felt the effect of the nysterious power which seened to acconpany the eerie
dayl i ght.

The sub’s deck gun barked viciously. The shot skipped across the green water. Wether by accident
or intention, the shell clipped squarely into one of the noving prongs. The horn snapped off. Its
mrror reflector vanished into the sea

Instantly, the other three prongs noved faster

Johnny had no | ong words now.

"My gosh!" he exploded. "They shoot off its horns, and still it doesn't stop! Look! Wat’'s
happened?"

There was apparent consternation aboard the British sub. The officers were waving their armns.

Voi ces shouted. The subrmarine had ceased to nove. Its engines had been suddenly paral yzed

"l wonder about that!" nuttered Johnny. "That sub seenmed all right until it came up. Renenber

the engines of the Trafal gar Square were stopped suddenly, just before they grabbed us?"

The submarine commander was barking nore orders. Apparently, he had the thought to close the
hatch of the conning tower. But the notor operating the nmachinery was al so dead

"And that apparently washes up your British navy," declared Johnny. "Now what ?"

From under the subnarine energed a slender, fishlike shape. It was a long, deadly torpedo. The
qui ck-wi tted commander had ordered the explosive in an effort to halt the strange prongs



The torpedo had been shot fromits conpartnent deep under the water. Its own notive power sent it
streaki ng across between the |ifeboat and the mirrored prongs.

"Get set!" yelled Johnny. "We're all due for a cold bath! Wen that thing hits, we'll have to

jump! ™

The torpedo was perhaps hal fway fromthe sub to the three noving prongs. Johnny wondered if it

were traveling at a depth sufficient to strike the nystery craft. Then he ceased to wonder.

The torpedo seened to expire like a fish suddenly harpooned. It floated to the surface wi thout
forward nmotion. It became very much of a dud. The strange power of this daylight in The Land of the
M dni ght Sun had killed the torpedo notor.

THERE was no explosion. An effort to release another torpedo fromthe British sub failed. Oders
were barked. Fromthe waving of arns, it was indicated the conmander wi shed to subnerge i nmediately.
Per haps he inmagi ned his disabled engi nes could work underwat er.

But there was no cl anking of machinery. The conning tower hatch remained open. The British sub
floated as hel plessly as the dead torpedo.

The three pronged mrrors were speeding up. The lifeboat resuned its northern course at a fast
pace.

And the war conmi ssion of six great nations was again on its way to an undeterm ned destination.
"Anyway, " decl ared Johnny, "I'mnow sure of one thing. This whol e incredible happeni ng has been
too big for Doc Savage to mss. W'll be hearing fromhim"

Johnny was partly correct. Doc Savage's plane was not far away. But it would be some tinme before
this would be of any help to Johnny and his conpani ons.

Chapter Xl |. NEW SKY PONER

DOC SAVAGE' S pl ane notors were probably the npst noiseless of any in the world skies. The big
cabin ship was being held at an altitude of only a thousand feet above the shifting surface of the
North Sea.

Though it was night, Doc Savage was scanning the ocean intently. Every wave crest and every
floating object was clearly revealed. Yet no visible light projected fromthe plane toward the dark
wat er .

Doc was wearing a pair of oversize goggles with conplex | enses. Fromunder the plane shot an
invisible beam which spread over a wide area. In the radius of this beam everything becane outlined
in stark black and white, nmuch like a notion picture.

The beamwas an infra-red ray. The goggles worn by Doc and his four conpanions nmade the beam
serve as a great |ight.

"W’ re on another blind spot,"” announced Long Tom fromthe radi o, which he was handling. "And,
Doc, this location doesn't seemto check with the position we fixed back in New York. Anyway, the
dead area seems to be in notion."

The radi o reception was highly static. Yet it picked up stuttering reports.

From Washi ngton cane, "Still no word has been received of the m ssing war conmmi ssion."

From London nore exciting news was bei ng broadcast.

"Warning to all ships—strange disturbance in North Sea—wany boats di sabl ed—queer |ight has

appear ed—

Then canme an extra flash.

One of Hi's Majesty’s submarines was unreported in the Far North, in the vicinity of the Lofoten

I sl ands.

"Doc," exclainmed Mnk, "isn't that where we’'re headed?"

"That would seemto be our inmmediate destination," stated Doc. "The other report is not
surprising. Qur radio blind spot is in that vicinity."

"This daylight thing they re reporting, Doc?" questioned Ham "After what happened to us in

Maryl and, suppose the sane thing smashes us down away up here? Then what do we do?"

Doc nerely smled and said not hing.

"Ham you're gettin' to be as big a calamty how er as Mnk!" grunbl ed Renny.

Doc’ s conpani ons had been intensely curious concerning the i mense gl ass-1like cylinder aboard the
pl ane. But Doc had expl ai ned nothing of its purpose.

Suddenly Doc sighted a drifting ship. It showed like a silent, ghostly silhouette in the
infra-red beam

"W have reached the Trafal gar Square,” Doc announced. "The steanmer has been wecked on the
rocks. "

THE abandoned Trafal gar Square was solidly wedged in the rocks of the forbidding coast. Its bow
pl ates had been crunpl ed.

Doc brought the plane to a snmooth |anding close to the ship. It became necessary to use one of

t he rubber pontoon boats to reach the vessel. Mnk was dragging the pig al ong.

When they reached the high side of the ghostly steanmer on the rocks, Habeas Corpus stiffened. He
resisted Monk’s effort to drag hi m aboard.



"Dag-gone it, Doc!" exclaimed Mnk. "I don’t like this! That pig knows sonething s screw about
all this!"

Doc was carrying a square, black box with a I ense that |ooked |ike black glass. This was a

fl uoroscope. The man of bronze wal ked along the tilted side deck of the Trafal gar Square. He passed
the | ense of the box along various stateroom w ndows.

Suddenly there was a curious blue glow ng on one wi ndow pane. Wrds | eaped into view

"l hoped Johnny might find tine to | eave sone nessage," said Doc

But the words furnished little information

Doc, if you see this, the war conmi ssion is being taken into a |lifeboat by arned nmen—eur engi nes
stopped—al |l of the crew and passengers are taking to the boats—

This was all. The message had been witten with a chal ky substance that fluoresced under the
ultra-violet ray, sonetines called "black light."

Doc led the way to the big engine room There was no sign of |ife about the passenger steaner
Nor was there evidence of violence

DOC wasted no further tine aboard the Trafal gar Square. The passenger steaner was dooned to break
up on the rocks with the first storm

The tri-notored plane headed again into the north. A nost imediately, the radio sputtered and
ceased functioning. The stark, rocky headed coast of Norway was picked up. Doc Savage set the
controls imediately to gain altitude

"It's the same thing, Doc!" exclaimed Ham "Only this time it’s coming out of the north! This
isn't such a hot spot to be forced down!"

"Into all of your heaviest stuff," instructed Doc. "We are approaching what | had feared. See
that you have all of our equipnment. W have many other things already aboard."

These final words were sonewhat of a nystery

But the swiftly increasing dawn in the north was no nystery to Hamand Monk. It was the sane

whi te daylight they had w tnessed off the Maryland coast. Only the plane was headed directly into
the area, and this dawn seened to be arriving nore swiftly.

The nmotors | abored in the higher altitude. Doc opened a switch. There was a slight hissing from
the sides of the cabin. The ventilators had been tightly closed. Oxygen was now filling the cabin
It was necessary at this great height

Then fromthe night around the plane cane the steady hunm ng of power. Mdtors droned in the sky
It was as if unknown ships of the stratosphere were thundering down to intercept their own plane
"Pl anes!" boomed Renny. "An’ listen to themnotors! Boy! They sound |ike thunder itself!"

"There are only three planes," Doc announced. "They are tri-nmptored |ike our own plane, but they
have a different sound fromany | have ever heard."

Apparently the pilots of the three nysterious planes at this unusual altitude had no intention of
intercepting Doc Savage's ship. O perhaps they had missed it altogether in the darkness

Slowly, the thunder of the strange notors died away.

"Well," breathed Long Tom "I guess we're out of that one, all right! Now | wonder—

THE el ectrician did not conplete his question

Wth the suddenness of a bursting Very flare, daylight struck the sky. It was an envel opi ng

whi teness that gathered the tri-notored plane into its band of illum nation.

The big trio of notors were instantly silenced. Possibly six mles above the earth, Doc Savage’s
pl ane had lost all power.

"Be prepared to | eave quickly, when we |land," advised Doc, as calmy as if they were about to
alight fromsonme autonobile on |land. "Have everything ready. W may have little tinme."

That nysterious northern |light was not the aurora borealis. Yet it illuminated all of the bleak
hard coast in infinite detail. Back fromthe inlet of the ocean stretched the great plateau of
Nor way .

Closer to the ocean, w de glaciers noved i nexorably down upon the scores of fjords to be seen
fromthis great height. Some of these sea channels extended for many mles inland

This land now was intensely cold. The insulated walls of the big plane excluded the chill. But

the tenperature ranged far below the zero nmark. The wi sdom of Doc Savage in ordering Arctic outfits
was proved

"Habeas Corpus won't like this," conplained Monk. "I oughta got himsone blinkers. He'll get snow
bl i ndness. "
"And if he gets sone kind of permanent blindness, it will be perfectly all right with me,"

retorted Ham ironically.

Doc Savage was gliding as slowy as possibly with the wei ghted pl ane

"Look, conrades!" he directed. "Those bl ue shadows over there are the Lofoten |slands. One of
those is Moskenes Island. That is what H al mar Landson spoke of just before he died."

BETWEEN t he bl ue shadows and the nai nl and was an expanse of snmooth, green water. At different
points, three dark blots seemed to be notionless



Doc’ s keen eyes saw nore than those of his conpanions.

"Fi shing boats and they are powerless," he said. "Two of the crews have rigged up crude sails.
They are making for shore and there nust be a village."

Between two ice walls near a fjord appeared a dark spot. Snoke eddi ed upward.

"Perhaps we are in luck," stated Doc. "Anyway, that is a Norwegian or Laplander fishing village.
These folk are usually friendly."

"Holy cow " boormed Renny. "I hope they' re friendly! This would be a tough spot to be on our own!"
They were to discover these sinple fishermen were not friendly. The wel come signs had been taken
of f this particular village.

Chapter Xl Il. THE FACE OF A WOMAN

PERHAPS t here were other fliers who could have nade that | anding on the icy sea. But few indeed
coul d have set the | oaded plane on that green surface without either dragging off the tail assenbly
or nosing over.

Doc Savage slid the pontoons onto the surface as if they were greased. The plane settled deeply,
but remai ned upright.

Agai nst the strange daylight, the mountains of the coast bul ked |ike huge, blue cathedrals.

G aciers filled the valleys.

As the plane settled, Doc’s nmen poured out onto the wings.

"I't won't be much of a job to get ashore here in the rubber boats," commented Long Tom "W can
make several trips and take off what supplies we may need."

Doc Savage stood outlined against the fuselage. He was | ooking into the north. Up there, the area
of daylight seened to be banked solidly against a black curtain. For a few seconds the other four
men heard the bronze man’s weird trilling note.

Habeas Corpus was standing on the wing of the plane. Hi s body had becone rigid. H's | ong nose

poi nt ed nort hwar d.

"Dag-gone it!" advised Monk. "The pig snmells sonething!"

"l mght suggest you nove away fromhim" grated Ham Cearly the pig was scared. Then Doc turned
qui ckly.

"l1've been afraid of that all the time," he remarked. "This haunted ocean has two-way power.
Force to disabl e and another force to supply notor energy."

The bronze man’s neani ng becane all too apparent.

Qut of that black curtain to the northward flashed three objects. From specks, they speedily took
on the shape of speeding pl anes.

And they approached with flashing speed. They nust have been hitting three hundred mles an hour.
For they were directly above the plane floating on the sea alnost before Doc’s nmen had started to
nove.

"It would be just as well to stay outside until they pass over," advised Doc. "The results would
be the sane."

HI'S judgment was quickly proved. The three planes were flying | ow They passed over at a height
of barely one hundred feet.

"Holy cow " grunted Renny. "Doc, did you notice? Al you can hear is the wind of their props!
Their nmotors aren’t nmakin’ any noise at all!"

"That made itself quite evident," stated Doc. "But when they passed us in the night up above,
their nmotors were noi sy enough. | would suggest they are not now flying with the same notors."
Monk was dancing around on the wing. His short Iegs and Iong arns nade hi ml ook surprisingly like
an excited chi npanzee.

"It was her, Doc! That red-headed dane!" Mnk was shouting. "An’ | thought naybe she was O K. !
But she’s in one of them planes! | saw her face an’ her red hair!"

"He's right," drawl ed Long Tom "And that fellow Kama was in the same plane. They were | ooking
down. Doc, we've been trailed all the way across the Atlantic."

"So | surmised," said Doc, calmy. "Yes, it was red-headed Lora Krants and that fellow who says
he came from San Tao. Now get inside. They'|Il be com ng back."

Only the two faces had been observed in the flashing planes. It could only be guessed who the

ot her occupants of the ships m ght be.

The three planes vani shed quickly to the southward. But they were not absent |ong.

Doc and his nen were back inside the cabin. The man of bronze pulled levers at the end of the big
glasslike cylinder. Atight-fitting cover slid snoothly open. Inside there was only roomfor a few
persons.

"We'll wait for a nonment," advised Doc. "But be prepared to get in quickly. Wo are about to be
attacked. "

Al nost i mmedi ately, the three planes again whispered in the sky. They were flying back over their
course. This tine they had lifted a few hundred feet. Long Tom and Renny al ready were squeezing into
the cl ose spaces inside the glasslike cylinder.

"But what is the thing, Doc?" said Ham "You don't nean—Fhat won't go under the water, will it?"



"That is the purpose for which it was designed," stated Doc, calmy. "It may acconplish nore than
just going under the water."

The three planes again passed over.

"l noticed something funny, Doc," said Ham "Those planes didn't have any shadows when they
passed the first time."

"Wthout direct light fromabove, shadows coul d not be expected," stated Doc.

Ham shi vered, then said quickly, "One of ‘emis banking, Doc. It's com ng back!"

ONE of the swift planes of nysterious power had separated fromthe others. Directly over the
floating Doc Savage ship, it tipped its wings in a descending spiral.

Doc and his nen did not see the shining object flash toward the water. By sheer luck, the aim of
the pilot was poor.

The obj ect struck nore than fifty yards from Doc’s plane. The erupting expl osion geysered tons of
wat er. A huge wave threatened to weck the pontoons.

"Inside, all of you!" ordered Doc. "He will probably have his distance better gauged the next
time. "

The gl asslike cylinder provided just enough roomfor the five men and little nore. They were
surrounded by a variety of netallic tanks.

"Holy cow" growl ed Renny. "It’'s going to be plenty dark!"

Doc said nothing. He ran his hand along a panel. This uncovered |ong tubes. The tubes suddenly
glowed with a weird blue light. The emanati on was phosphorescent in character. It provided
illumnation.

Doc did not say what chemicals had been enployed. It was apparent the lighting systemdid not
depend on el ectrical current.

The entrance lid of the big cylinder slid into place. Doc turned sone knobs and a sl ow hi ssing
came from sonme of the tanks. Oxygen was being slowy rel eased.

"Now i f we only had sone power, we’'d being going places," said Ham "I suppose our next stop wll
be the bottom And the shelf along this coast, they say, is nearly six hundred feet deep!"

The faith of Doc’s conpani ons assured themthat the contrivance they now occupi ed probably had
been provided with everything. Everything, but power, they imagined.

Habeas Corpus grunted. H's | ong nose poked into Hami s neck. Ham nade a nove as to withdraw his
sword cane.

"You get that crossed-up quadruped out of ny neck," he yelled, "or I"'mslicing off one of his
ears!”

Monk only grinned and grunted. The floor of the cabin sagged and tilted. One of the pontoons had
been cracked by the expl oding bomb. The three planes still whispered above them

"Probably the next one will be better directed," stated Doc. "I think it is time we are |eaving."
There was a grinding noise. The floor of the cabin seened to dissolve under the big cylinder. It
dropped by its own weight into the green water. Hardly had it submerged under the floating plane
bef ore concussion threatened to cave in its glasslike sides.

The second bonb above had made a direct hit. Doc Savage's ship had been destroyed with a bl ast
that scattered its parts. No person could then have been in the cabin and rensined alive.

I N one of the planes overhead, a nman’s voi ce spoke.

"The great Doc Savage is finished!" he said, venonpusly. "H's know edge was the only thing in the
world we had to fear. If he had been given tine, he would have got to the bottom of the nmystery."
"Dot iss goot!" spoke a voice with a broad accent. "Ven do ve haff der price to puy?"

"Perhaps the sale still rests on the figures of the highest bidder," said the other voice. "No
nation has a treasury too big to risk all of it for this power. A few nmen alone could control the
wor | d. "

"Dot is vot nmakes der vun man to slit anoder man’s throat," suggested the other voice.

"Yes, and the throat-slitting will be well taken care of," said the first man. "Any nation w |l
buy. Wich one, will be for me to decide. W no |onger have Doc Savage to fear."

The three nystery planes streamed again into single line. In one of these planes sat Lora Krants,
t he red-headed young wonan. She was staring at the green sea as they passed over where Doc Savage's
pl ane had rested.

Not hi ng of the netal ship still floated. But all about was a nulti-col ored, rainbow spread of
oil.

"He is gone," the girl whispered.

"Yes, that’'s the end of Doc Savage," said the dark-browed young nan besi de her.

A yel | ow ski nned man showed his flashing teeth.

"Those who tanper with the will of the infinite invite their own destruction," he remarked,
cheerful ly.

Apparently, the man called Kama was not grievously affected by the evidence of Doc Savage's sw ft
and gruesone deat h.



THOUGH crowded into the conpact space of the cylinder, Doc’s crew was confortable. For several

m nutes, the cylinder remained suspended |ike a toy balloon floating in air. The last bit of the
wr ecked plane had slowy sifted toward the bottom of the sea

Now t he cylinder started sinking again. It reached a depth where the pressure nust have been
terrific. But the material of which the strange diving affair was constructed was capabl e of
resisting

"This feels like being in a coffin," conplained Renny. "Doc, this nakes sonme hide-out, but it
seens to be a little too good."

Doc Savage sniled and said nothing. H s bronze hands were busy.

"It is advisable to wait a little while," stated Doc. "We are in conflict with nore than one
clever brain. Many nations are in the market for this white |light of the haunted ocean. It is a
power that would make the snmallest of countries absolute.”

The man of bronze was waiting until he was convinced the men in the three planes coul d not

possi bly suspect his men and hinsel f had survived

Now Doc noved a snull |ever. To his conpanions’ anmazenent, the cylinder was instantly filled with
the throb of power. A small control steered the craft. Cose to the nurky bottomof the ice-cold
sea, the cylinder noved |like a great fish seeking for food

"Holy cow " expl oded Renny. "What a submarine! Now maybe we can go pl aces! Have you di scovered
the power that kept those planes in the air, Doc?"

The bronze man shook his head

"Perhaps we shall find that out later," he said. "For the present, we are noving by the rel ease
of conpressed air."

Chapter XlV. A HOT RECEPTI ON

HABEAS CORPUS didn't like his close quarters. Even in the face of deadly danger, Ham had

di scovered a neans of annoyi ng Monk. When the fur-clad pig squeezed too close to Ham the | awer
j abbed the point of his signet-ring knife into the animal’s tough hide

The pig grunted. Monk swore at Ham The fur on the pig was not intended for inside wear. The
Arabian m sfit becane nost mal odorous

The cylinder m ght have been noving toward the shore

"If we have to break out of this thing down here, we'll be pulverized," said Ham "It isn't big
enough to have subnerging tanks, so we can’'t expel any water to rise to the surface."

This was sonmewhat of a grisly thought to the others. The oxygen in the tanks could not | ast
forever. The tine during which they could breathe was now being reduced to mnutes

Doc Savage nede no reply. Fromflat alloy containers, he was pouring three powdered chemicals
into an odd-shaped retort. A tube extended fromthis vessel into the side of the cylinder

The cylinder had been constructed with a double wall. Between the skins was considerabl e space
Thi s space had been made a vacuum
The envel ope of the cylinder was filling. The contrivance was being given buoyancy. The cylinder

started toward the surface

"Holy cow " exclainmed Renny. "Now we're all set! That gang run by the red-headed dane believes

we' re dead! Doc, we can land at that fishing village! It won't be any trick at all to find out about
this haunted ocean stuff!"

DOC SAVAGE was watching a small conpass. The rocks of the shore | oonmed under water |ike a black

wal | . The man of bronze set a course along these rocks. Soon the cylinder was nosing into a fjord
"Your idea is not bad, Renny," said Doc. "But | have a feeling our appearance nay prove sonmewhat
of a shock to these fishermen. That will be especially true if they are Lapl anders."

A sandy spit projected between two bul king rocks. At its end was a small wharf. The gl ass

cylinder was only a few yards under the surface. A queer figure stood at the end of the little
wharf. H's garb was that of some shaggy animal. The skins had been sun-cured with the fur on

The man’s face was furrowed by weat her and sun. Beady, black eyes were peering down into the

water. The nman enmitted a yell. He shouted two words. Then he caught up a | ong-handl ed wal rus harpoon
and hurled it downward.

The words were in the Lapl ander tongue. "Sea devil!"

The point of the harpoon bunped the cylinder. Doc and the others saw the weapon flash downward.

"You said they were a very prinmtive people, Doc," remarked Ham "| have a feeling our arrival is
i nauspi ci ous. "
"More than possibly there will be sone m sunderstanding," said Doc Savage. "Have your weapons

ready, but don’t use them unless conpelled to do so."

Monk, Long Tom and Renny were arned with their super-firing pistols. These weapons had huge druns

| oaded with mercy bullets. Doc Savage and his nmen did not kill unless it was absol utely unavoi dabl e
The bullets in these queer guns woul d render men unconsci ous

The cylinder’s nose was pushed into the frozen sand. Doc snapped open the door. He was the first

to slide out. Before the others could enmerge, the air was filled with angry, frightened shouting
Doc Savage understood the tongue of the Northland. So did Ham From a score of places in the



rocks came the boom ng of guns. Harpoons and spears hurtled toward them Lesser crackling expl osions
wer e the nore dangerous

The boom ng weapons were ol d-fashi oned, nuzzle-|oading guns of the type used for shooting birds
with small shot. The others were rifles.

The shouts were repeated

"Kill the devils of the sea!" they neant. "Kill the devils of the sea! They nake dead men float!"
This last was a renarkably queer statenent

Doc and Hamslid to the tenporary cover of a big rock. Renny, Mnk and Long Tom found anot her
rock. The pig, Habeas Corpus, had been plastered with fine shot. He | et out an unearthly squeal
Perhaps a hundred fur-clad figures showed anong the rocks of the shore. Behind themwas a circle
of huts, nade of skins stretched on poles. Thick, greasy snoke poured fromvents in the top of

t hese

Shooting stopped for a few seconds. One strange figure in skins was pointing at Habeas Corpus

H s words were, "Spawn of the sea devil! Kill! Kill!"

It 1 ooked bad for Habeas Corpus. The pig stood shivering. The heavy half of a harpoon struck the
apel i ke Monk across the forehead. He fell down and rolled into cover. For a minute, the chem st was
st unned

There seened no hope for the trenbling hog. The pig's big ears waved

"That m serable pig's ny own personal neat! |’'ve been saving him" asserted Ham suddenly. Two
squat Lapl anders were rushi ng upon Habeas Corpus. They held | ong harpoons. The slender figure of Ham
nmoved with incredible speed. There was a whirling gl eam of steel

"You cone asking for it!" yelled Ham

The Lapl anders turned their harpoons upon him The fighting | awyer was between the weapons. H's
sword noved too fast to be followed. Its needlelike point flicked through the fur of one man. A
har poon struck the rocks

The Lapl ander only grunted once. Then he apparently went to sleep. The other harpoon struck

si dewi se and knocked Hamto his knees. Hi s sword point jabbed the fur-clad wist of the wi el der
Thi s Lapl ander, too, dropped on his face

Wth an expression of utter loathing on his ascetic face, Ham grabbed one of the pig’s long ears
Shot whi stled around himas he dragged the hog to safety.

Though sone of the villagers | ooked grotesquely small, others were of giant size. In their skin
clothes, they | ooked like the real Vikings of a past century

Doc arose and began speaking in their own | anguage

Chapter XV. HOODOO OF THE SEA

"WE come in peace," stated Doc Savage. "You have had sonme trouble. For that, you have united."
The man of bronze had quickly anal yzed an unusual situation. Some of the nen of this queer
village were the dark, squat Lapps. O hers were the huskier, blond Norwegi ans

Only sonme common danger could have drawn themtogether. They were of different speech, habits
dress and thought. Even now, a commandi ng figure was stepping into view.

Doc had spoken in the Norwegi an | anguage

"Vaer god! Vaer god!"

the commandi ng figure shouted to the Lapps and his own fell ow Norwegi ans

The words nmeant sinply, "Be good!" This tall |eader was open to argument. The Lapps were the nore
numer ous. They did not heed
"Na! Na! Nal"

sone shout ed

Anot her rain of harpoons showered from anong the rocks. Guns expl oded. Sone poorly ainmed shot

bl asted the face of the Norwegi an | eader. Blood flowed fromhis torn cheek

Per haps others imagi ned the wound had been inflicted by Doc’s nmen. A strange, snmall figure
appeared on a rock. He was as snmall as a hal f-grown boy. But white | ocks of matted hair framed his
di m nutive, winkled face

Doc Savage instantly identified himas a jarl, one of the sub-chiefs of the coastal clan

"Na! Na! Na!"

this old nman shrilled, joining the angry Lapps

Again were uttered the words neaning "sea devils."

The man of bronze was forced to drop behind a rock. Plainly the fishermen had been terrorized
Lapps and Norwegi ans jabbered. Their eyes were fixed in fear upon the glasslike cylinder

Doc Savage knew the many | egends of the Edda. Norwegi an fishermen were a superstitious lot. The
Lapps perhaps were worse. They believed in huldrefok, evil fairies of the fjords

Recal | ing these | egends, Doc Savage realized the fishermen would not feel safe unless they
exterm nated these men they believed to be sea devils

Doc spoke to his conpanions in ancient Mayan

"Do not kill any of these people under any circunstances," said the bronze nan. "They are

harnm ess, but greatly frightened."

"Howl in' calanmties!" yel ped Monk. "W won't |ast |ong unless we do sonething!"



St eel - headed harpoons cl anged on the rocks. Shotguns continued bl asting.

AGAI N the bronze man spoke quickly in Mayan. Then he sprang from behind the rock. Wth a striding
glide, he was close to the nearest group of fishernen.

From his garnents, Doc flipped four of the usually effective anaesthetic capsules. The fragile
glass tinkled on the rocks. The nearest Lapps subsided in grotesque heaps of furs.

But the winter air was clear and cold. A chill w nd swept by. Lapps and Norwegi ans rushed upon
the bronze man. The gas capsul es were not effective over enough area.

For several seconds, the Lapps arnmed with harpoons nust have imagi ned they had been struck by a
cyclone. Doc narromy escaped being inpaled. But his bronzed fists were noving too fast for the eye
to foll ow.

Fi shernen arned with harpoons tunbled and groaned.

The point of a harpoon caught Doc’s right arm That whirled himfromhis feet. Half a dozen
weapons were ainmed at his body. He was for the noment hel pless to ward these off.

"Holy cow " thundered Renny. "Let ‘emhave it!"

There arose a deep humming like giant bullfiddles. The superfirers streamed nercy bullets from
the hands of Renny, Mnk and Long Tom

Fi shernen were piled in a heap around Doc Savage. Doc’s men rushed out. Warm liquid gushed from
Doc’ s wounded arm and dri pped fromhis fingers.

There were too nmany fishermen scattered about to be reached by the nercy bullets. Doc and his nen
were in one of the tightest spots of their career.

The hal f of a heavy harpoon cracked Renny’'s skull. The big engineer grunted and fell down. Hanis
sword was broken in his hand by the blast of a shotgun.

Then Doc’s nmen were given respite froman unexpected source.

The uncanny daylight winked out. The eerie illum nation was shut off as abruptly as if sone one
had pulled a switch. There was no lingering twilight. Only the shadowy fingers of the aurora
boreal i s beyond the nountain.

Conparatively, the darkness was intense. The fishernen fled into the rocks. They seened to fear
the shutting off of the inexplicable daylight.

RENNY was reviving. Doc ordered the others again into shelter. For several minutes, there was a
lull in the attack.

Q1 torches flared. What appeared to be a big pot of blazing whal e bl ubber suddenly rolled into
the open space. Against this snmoky glare the fishermen were crouching shadows, waiting.

"We nmust undertake a bold nove," stated Doc. "All will walk into the open and throw down your
weapons. We nust end this msunderstanding or we will be killed by some of the very people we mnust
free."

The surprise of Doc’'s strategy nust have awed the fishernen for the nonent.

Renny and the others wal ked boldly into the glare of the whale oil pot. They threw their
superfiring pistols with their druns of bullets in a heap. Ham contributed the hilt of his broken
swor d.

Doc Savage hinself was not armed with any gun. He believed nen who went arnmed canme to rely too
much upon nechani cal force and not enough on their own wits and strength.

Doc wal ked out with the others. His hands were raised.

"Now shelter yourselves," he adnoni shed the others. The figure of the shriveled, ancient Jarl was
outlined by a torch. For several seconds, the surprised sub-chief did not speak. Doc Savage was
striding straight toward the jarl and the |argest group of fishermen.

Then the jarl shrilled out a command.

The bronze gi ant understood the words. They were an order to kill. Doc kept his hands uplifted.
From the rocks guns started snarling. Sone were rifles that cracked viciously. Leaden shot and
bullets hailed into the space.

Doc Savage held his head in a bowed position to protect his face. Lead pounded onto his bared
bronze head. Bullets whammed into his magnificent torso.

But the bronze man’s pace was unaltered. He nust have seened to the sinple, superstitious
fishermen like a real devil, or a god of the sea. He was inpervious to their bullets.

Doc’ s body was sheathed in bullet-proof garments of finest chain nesh. This extended to his knees
under hi s other clothing.

The bronze hair in view was on the outside of a skullcap of thin, but inpenetrable nmetal alloy.
The | eaden bullets and fine shot flattened on this surface.

It was terrifying. This i mense bronze giant wal king toward them One charge of shot blasted from
an ol d-fashioned gun. Al of it splattered squarely into Doc’s breast. Yet he neither faltered nor
st agger ed.

This was a little too nuch for the nerves of the Lapps. They began squawking. It sounded I|ike,
"Wha! Wha! Wha!"

Doc knew this signified one of their spirits of the Skager-Rack. The Skager-Rack was the devilish
turmoil of tides between the North Sea and the Baltic Sea. Because this clainmed so many victins, the



Lapps had peopled it with their own conception of a devil

The fishermen were throwi ng down their weapons. The ancient jarl shrilled commands w t hout
effect.

It seened for the nonment as if the bronze man woul d be able to parley

But a harpoon whistled froma high rock. A retreating Norwegian had hurled it as he fled. It was
a wal rus harpoon and heavy. Unfortunately, it struck with violent inpact across the bone of Doc’s
| eg bel ow t he knee

Doc was thrown off balance and he fell

Cries of fear imediately changed into yells of nenace. Lapps and Norwegi ans united in a rush
Doc was crushed to the ground. He made no resistance

"Let yourselves be taken," he instructed his conpanions

THE bronze man permitted thongs of walrus skin and reindeer hide to be wapped about his |inbs
The bronze man’s conpani ons were simlarly bound. The fishernen apparently had changed their

m nds about an imediate killing.

Qut side the edge of the whale oil flare had arisen another commption. Many of the fishernen were
rushing down to the shore of the fjord. Their oil torches flared across the blue water beyond the
gl ass cylinder

"They’ re about to put our new submarine out of business," said Ham "It doesn't |ook so
cheering."

Doc and the others were now | ying on the ground near the whale oil pot. They could see the snpoth
surface of the fjord

"Another matter nmay be to our advantage, tenporarily," stated Doc. "I heard them speak of dead
men floating. It seens a dead nan has conme to our rescue."

The others now coul d see the body in the fjord. It was a floating man. The figure was not half
subrmerged, as a drowned man m ght be. Instead, the body floated high on the surface

The dead nan appeared to be buoyant, as if made of cork

Chapter XVI. SATAN S GATEWAY CURSE

ROUGH hands bore Doc Savage and his nen toward a buil ding of outlandi sh appearance. The structure
was bl ackened. It appeared to be very ancient

"Looks like a place that m ght be inhabited by sone of the devils they' ve been tal ki ng about,"
grunt ed Ham

"On the contrary," advised Doc, "it's the reverse of that. It is one of the ol dest of churches
called a stavekirker."

The building was without windows. It jutted into many square towers and sharp gables. On the
gabl es were the bl ackened prows of ships that had been wrecked.

The faces of the towers were carved with | egendary figures

The structure was conposed of heavy tinbers. There was only one massive door

Inside was a nave, a shrine and a single broad aisle

Their captors dunped Doc and the others uncerenoniously on the floor of earth. Al but two arned
Lapps rushed out again. The excitenent indicated the arrival of the floating dead man was of greater
inmportance for the nobnment than the prisoners

Doc and his nen were left to thensel ves. Two voices were disputing |oudly near by. They were
speaking in a queer congloneration of |anguages. Cccasionally, they said sonething in broken
Engl i sh.

Doc di sregarded these for the nonent

"Al'l of us saw the phenonenon of the dead man floating in the fjord," the bronze giant stated
"Brothers, it is not renarkable these people have been frightened to killing terror. Dead men do not
arise to the surface in these ice-cold waters for many days, often weeks. Then they are not
perfectly preserved, as was that corpse."

"Do you think it has sonething to do with the haunted ocean?" sai d Ham

"l amsure of it," declared Doc. "I believe we are close to the source of this power. Floating
dead men woul d be an effective nmeans of driving curious fishernen away."

The quarreling voi ces beyond the wooden bench were silent for a few seconds. Then one spoke in
broken English

"Anmeri kaner!" it exclainmed. "You haff also put yourselves into dis trap!"

Two nmen rolled into view. They were bound with strips of hide

"Zarkov," stated Doc, instantly. "And Larrone. The haunt of the ocean seens to be a magnet for
many parts of the world."

"Doc Savage!" exclainmed the bearded little man called Zarkov. "So you haff come here al so! But
you woul d not haff cone for buying, nmaybe?"

Larrone spoke in good English, but with an angry snarl

"It is not so that Doc Savage woul d buy anything!" he said with disgust. "If he has his way, none
will buy!"

"By that, | infer you have conme for the purpose of purchasing this power," stated Doc. "I recal



both of you were once detained in my country for attenpting to purloin some secret of the navy. By
the way, those secrets were those of Arne Dass, the aged scientist, who has di sappeared. Perhaps you
woul d know sonet hi ng of Arne Dass?"

The eyes of the pair net briefly.

"We know nothing of this Arne Dass," said Larrone. "We are engaged in a legitimte mssion."

"l have no doubt of that, fromyour point of view " stated Doc.

THE man of bronze desired nore information.

"Perhaps you could informus about what these fisherman seemto fear so greatly?" he suggested.
"Before you were taken prisoners, did you know of these floating dead nen?"

Zar kov expl ai ned qui ckly.

For several weeks, fishernen on the coast had been dying nysteriously. Only the week before, a
fishing boat had entered the fjord known as Satan’'s Gateway. This fjord was one of those bel ow the
great Jostedal sbrae gl aci er.

This was the greatest live glacier in Europe. For many thousands of years, its nountainous ice
had covered nore than three hundred and fifty square mles. Ages old, parts of the Jostedal sbrae
were covered with nany feet of ice dust.

The great, living glacier was forever noving. Its icy arms reached into gouged-out valleys. It
was believed to have holl owed out inmrense caverns under the nopuntains.

Fi ve nmen had been aboard the fishing sloop which had entered Satan’s Gateway, Zarkov inforned Doc
Savage. Four of the five men had died nysteriously before the boat returned.

But the fishing sloop had come back strangely. For the craft had come floating into this fjord
against a rip tide.

One nman, said Zarkov, had lived a short tine. And he had spoken of men who went naked. Naked at a
tenperature of forty to fifty bel ow zero. Men who seened inpervious to the cold.

And when all of these five men were dead, their bodies had seened to becone of the |ightness of
cork.

Since then, a few other fishernen had |ost their boats. They returned, however, without them
Canme back floating like lightest wood, high on the surface.

FROM out si de cane cries of |anmentation anong the fishernmen.

Now four wonmen entered the stavekirker that was serving as a prison. They bore wooden platters of
f ood.

It seened the wonman had been sent to feed the prisoners. Doc’s nen, Zarkov and Larrone were fed
l'i ke children. The wonmen were Lapps. Their dark faces had little expression. They filled their hands
with what appeared to be a hard, black bread and strips of dried codfish.

"Holy cow" grunted Renny. "If this ain't sonethin'! How d they think we—

A greasy hand stuffed his open nouth full of the black bread.

"Dag-gone it!" gul ped Monk. "Them danmes has been sent to choke us to death! You don't suppose
they're feedin' this junk to Habeas Corpus?"

Ham chuckl ed t hrough a mout hful of tough fish.

"That’s the only thought that nmakes this nmeal bearable," he asserted.

"An' | hope you choke first, so you'll quit talkin'," chirped Mnk.

When the wonen | eft, Zarkov declared the fishernen now woul d send no boats near Satan’s Gateway.
Only the two guards remained at the single doorway. Doc Savage had been working at the tough
rawhi de around his arms. But his right armwas wounded. The hide cut into his flesh.

The interior of the stavekirker was lighted by only two of the snelly whale oil torches.

Ham rol I ed cl ose to Doc.

"If we could get all of these cords cut at once, we mght be able to nake a break for it," he
suggested. "I can get at all of you, one at a tine."

The | awyer worked fast. The large signet ring had not been renpved fromhis mddle finger. From
inside it sprang a razor-edged knife blade. Wth this he worked first on the thongs around Doc’s
wists and ankl es. When he had finished, the hide was cut al npbst through.

Ham went to work on the others. Renny’s bonds were cut to the point where he coul d have heaved
hi msel f | oose.

But none were then to go free. Wiils arose outside.

"Knut Aage! Knut Aage! Awai! Awai!"

"HOALIN calamties!" squeal ed Monk. "Now it’'s sonething el sel Sounds |ike a funeral!"

"Knut Aage!" said Zarkov. "He is the one big man of these fishernen. W& heard he was goi ng al one
to investigate this Satan’s Gateway."

"Holy cow, Doc!" boonmed Renny. "I renenber! Knut Aage! That's the nane that fellow H al mar
Landson spoke just before he died!'"

"That is true," said Doc. "Then perhaps H al mar Landson cane fromthis place."

The two guards rushed outside. Doc started to free his hands. A rush of feet thudded over the
rocks.



"This Knut Aage is the brother of that skinny little old man they call the jarl," volunteered
Zarkov. "I'll bet he's conme floating back."

The ancient jarl led the men entering the stavekirker.

"Don't let it appear we m ght free ourselves," Doc advised.

"Howl in" calamties!" squeal ed Monk. "Wuldja | ook who's here!"

"Now this is sonmething!" agreed Renny.

The "sonethi ng" was the red-headed woman, Lora Krants. She was being conducted into the gl oony
prison. Beside her wal ked Barton, the heavy-browed young man she had called her brother. And behind
her was the dark-ski nned Kama.

The fishernmen were jabbering. Doc interpreted their excited conversation.

"Qur friends seemto have been forced down in their plane a short distance at sea," he
interpreted. "They were picked up by one of the fishing boats. Perhaps they were depending on the
power of the haunted ocean, and it failed them"

"But | ook, what’'s that?" exclaimed Ham

Four Norwegi an fishermen were bearing between them what appeared to be a crude boat of split
bark. In this boat lay the nearly nude figure of a man. Hi s body was nmagnificently proportioned. His
rugged face was hewn in the lines of a Viking of old.

"Knut Aage, he came back like the others," said Zarkov. "Only for himthey seemto have built a
boat . "

Lapps and Norwegi ans were wailing in a mngled chorus. The ancient jarl wal ked beside the strange
bier fromthe sea. Hs white | ocks draped around his pinched face.

Doc Savage was studying the rigid outlines of the body on the bark boat.

"Frozen," he said, quietly. "And frozen alive. Like those naked nen the fishermen reported who
did not seemto feel the intense cold. It is possible this man, Knut Aage, still lives."

THERE was an interruption. Because of the poor illumnation in the stavekirker, Doc and the other
prisoners had not been inmmediately visible to Lora Krants and the others being brought in.

The red-headed girl apparently heard Doc Savage’'s voice for the first time. In the whale oil
flare, the young woman’s face went ghastly white.

"You! Wiy, it couldn't be!" she murnmured, then cried in a |ouder voice. "It is! M. Savage, and
the one called Renny! Al of you! Ch, |I'mso glad—so glad! But how*

"Holy cow " thundered Renny. "I1’'Il bet you're sone surprised!"

"Ch, please, please!" cried the red-headed girl. "You don't know how nuch |I nean it! |'m

overjoyed at seeing you here!"

Kama, from San Tao, was staring at Doc and the others. His eyes seened dark, for the nonent, with
hate. But he spoke in a suave voi ce.

"Evidently the infinite ocean has been overcone by some superior nmagic. Let ne congratul ate and
felicitate you, Doc Savage, on your escape. We happened to cone upon your plane after it was

wr ecked, and we feared you had perished."

Doc Savage was watching the red-headed girl. He apparently was readi ng nuch deeper than the
others. Perhaps he really believed the girl was sincere.

The dark-browed brother was sullen. He said nothing.

Zarkov seened to be keeping his face averted. Suddenly the ancient jarl stood before the
prisoner. One skinny hand gripped Zarkov's shoul der. The prisoner’s face showed in the |ight.

The jarl was speaking in Norwegian, which Zarkov seemed to understand.

Doc and Ham al so caught his words.

"My brother, Knut Aage, he is not dead," said the jarl. "He is not old enough to die. It is sone
bl ack magi c of Satan's Gateway."

Doc Savage | ooked at the rigid formof Knut Aage. The bark boat, which had become a coffin, had
been set upon one of the wooden benches. Trenbling hands placed |ighted candl es beside the dead
man’ s head.

Suddenly, the interior of the stavekirker was filled with an eerie, fantastic trilling. The hands
of some fishermen flew to their weapons. None could determ ne fromwhere the rare, alnost tunel ess
mel ody had cone.

Doc’ s conpani ons knew he was on the verge of sone discovery, or that sone plan had come to him
The bronze nman spoke slowy, inpressively, in Norwegian. He was talking for the jarl.

"Your brother is only in the frozen sleep,"” Doc announced. "W of the sea know that he is not
dead. He can be awakened. If | amfreed, | will see if the nagic of |ife cannot be applied."

Chapter Xvil. DOC S M RACLE

THE ancient jarl was not easily convinced. But he nust have had sone of the fear of the others

for Doc Savage and his men. Had they not come up out of the sea, in the strange, transparent tube?
The jarl’s sunken eyes had a piercing brightness. Suddenly, his thin voice pronounced his

deci si on.

"You shall be given the chance. |If ny brother lives, all shall go free! If he is dead, then all

of these prisoners shall die at once! There is no alternative."



Doc Savage indicated this was agreeable. The bronze nan knew that Renny’s thongs had been cut.

The big engineer could free hinself at any tine.

Doc indicated Ham and said, "I nust have this nman to help ne." Then he pointed to Monk. "And

this man nust be permitted to bring me the magical potions fromthe glass fish."

Thi s aroused much jabbering. But the jarl consented. Mnk was cut |oose. Doc directed himto

bring the portable | aboratory which had been stored in the cylinder. The hands and feet of Ham were
freed.

THE man of bronze stood beside the still figure of Knut Aage. He had no illusions about any
supernatural ability to revive a man who had been frozen. Very evidently, Knut Aage had been frozen
while alive. There was no nark of violence.

The rugged face was |ike chiseled marble. The eyes were closed as if the Norwegi an | eader were
only sl eeping.

Doc Savage said nothing. Guarded by half a dozen fishermen, Monk was bringing in the portable

| aborat ory.

The man of bronze proceeded slowy with his preparations. None there would have believed a human
hand coul d be quicker than the eye. But the hands of Doc Savage were performing a mracle which had
nothing to do with bringing Knut Aage to life.

From Monk’ s | aboratory, Doc produced a shallow, flat vessel. Solemly, he placed this near the
head of the dead man in the bark boat. At the same tinme, his incredible hands were concealing
various devices fromthat sane | aboratory about his clothing.

"Ch, you can't do it—you can't do it!" breathed the red-headed girl. "Al of us will die! M.
Savage, | want to tell you about the plane and—

The dark-browed brother, Barton, caught the girl’s wist. Doc did not seemto notice this. But
Lora Krants winced with pain.

The dar k- ski nned Kama noved cl ose to the pair. W rds he believed none but the girl and her

brother could hear, were hissed. Doc Savage's trained ears caught them

"The boss man will come, you fool! A |oose tongue nmay fasten a noose around the whitest throat!"
Doc Savage was pouring three chem cal powders together fromcontainers. He mxed themslowy wth
a glass rod. The chem cal reaction produced a bl aze of reddish bl ue.

The man of bronze sel dom di spl ayed any great anmount of cerenpony. But now he was as sol emm as any
priest of a tenple. He began a slow chanting, a singsong of apparently mneaningl ess words. These were
in the anci ent Mayan which only he and his men under st ood.

"Monk, Ham and Renny, your hands are free—you will first cut the thongs on Long Tomfor the
others we have no time—+tead them out—Renny and Hamw || get to the weapons by the door—when | pour
on the chenmicals, cover your eyes—+t will be less than five seconds—be certain to lead all the
others fromthe stavekirker—=

"Lead that redhead out?" growl ed Renny. "And that Kama? Wy, they woul d—

Doc gave no sign that he had noticed. Hi s chant continued. "Lead all out—perhaps there is nuch
you cannot understand—

THE singsong chant had inpressed even the ancient Jarl. The nonkeylike small figure was tense.

H s sunken eyes were fixed on the mxture in the flat vessel beside Knut Aage’s head.

Doc Savage picked up the fourth container. He held it above the blue flane as if to filter it
slowy into the blaze. But his powerful fingers closed in a terrific grip.

The strong gl ass containing the chem cal was crushed. Al of it dropped and spread at once upon
the bl aze.

Instantly, the interior of the stavekirker was illumnated with a blinding flare. Doc was
pressing the balls of his hands over his eyes. H's own nen were doing the sane.

The jarl and his crowding fishermen were perhaps too anazed to act at once. Then, too, they night
for a few seconds have i magined this was part of the cerenony of producing life fromdeath. The
regard of the jarl for his Viking brother was intense.

"See—as the |ight comes—Knut Aage will live!"

The bronze man’s words gave them a few seconds nore of time. Wth hands still pressed over their
eyes, Ham and Renny were noving toward the weapons near the door. Long Tom was freed.

Zarkov and Larrone had not understood what was transpiring. At Doc’s word, Long Tom had sliced
the thongs around their ankles.

"Conme wWith us!" nuttered Long Tom

It was Monk whose furry hand fastened on the wist of the red-headed girl.

"Keep your nouth shut and come along!" ordered the apelike chemist. "An" if you let out a squawk,
11l smack you down!"

"Ch!" gasped Lora Krants. "I'mblind! | can't see!"
Doc Savage hinself seized the blinded Kama.
"You're coming with us," said the bronze man. "You will be unable to see for an hour or nore. It

is well for you, and it nay hel p answer sone questions. Anyway, you're taking us to where they
| anded your pl ane."



"Those in darkness have no choice of paths," said Kama, nockingly. "However, | shall not |ead you
to the plane, for it is sunken in the fjord. You are not clever enough, Doc Savage."

THE Lapps and Norwegi ans becane aware of the truth. They heard the voices of their prisoners.

Conmpl etely blinded, the fishernen were groping around. They started jabbing with their harpoons.
The bronze man and his conpani ons aided the others to evade the futile attack. The interior of

the dimy lighted stavekirker becane a bedlam In the mdst of this, Doc suddenly released his hold
on Kama.

A mracle was taking place. The nearly nude figure of Knut Aage was no longer rigid. One great
armwas slowy lifting. The blond head was being raised.

Doc Savage knew he had nothing to do with what m ght be happening. H's chemicals had been m xed

for the sole purpose of creating a tenporary blindness. They had no potency either for illness or
deat h.

Perhaps it was the warnth of the stavekirker's interior. O, nore likely, it was the condition in
whi ch Knut Aage had been placed by the nysterious men of Satan’s Gateway. Apparently, the Norwegi an
had been frozen.

Could it have been sonme new form of suspended ani mati on?

The bronze man’s sensitive hands touched Knut Aage’s heaving breast. The flesh was uncannily

cold. It mght well have been frozen. But Doc detected a slow, pulsing beat. It was the heart. But
this was the slowest throbbing of a heart Doc Savage had ever encountered.

The strokes coul d not have been above twenty to the mnute. This was out of accord with all

medi cal science. Life blood could not flow through any man’s veins at this sluggish rate.

But Knut Aage’s eyes had opened. They were as glinting blue as the clean ice of some new gl aci er.
The white lips were attenpting to form words.

None but Doc’s own nen could have observed this apparent miracle. And Doc’'s nmen were otherw se
engaged. Ham and Renny had scooped up the weapons near the door. Some of the Lapps started a blind
rush in the bedl amcreated by their own voices.

The superfiring pistols whooned suddenly, steadily. A whole line of harpooners pitched to their
faces. They woul d be out for at |east two hours under the mercy bullets.

From hi s clothing, Doc Savage produced a hypodermic syringe. In this was perhaps the nost

powerful heart stinmulant in the world. The man of bronze carried it always. Its contents coul d put
unconsci ous nmen on their feet.

A snall part of the mixture was adrenalin. The rest of it was the result of Doc’s extensive

surgi cal and nedi cal know edge. The man of bronze plunged the needle into the seenmingly frozen flesh
of Knut Aage’s breast. The needl e penetrated to the heart nuscles.

Knut Aage’s heartbeat may or may not have qui ckened. But the seem ng dead man who had returned in
a coffin of bark sat up. Then he spoke. Because they had been cl osed, his eyes had not been blinded.
"Doc Savage," were his first slow words. "H al mar Landson said you would cone."

Doc Savage spoke quickly.

"We nust get out at once, Knut Aage. But if possible, | shall return in a short tine."

Doc again gripped Kama's wri st.

"l have heard the voice of Knut Aage," spoke Kama. "The renowned Doc Savage undoubtedly will

fancy he has performed amazing nagic. But there are nore renmarkable forces of which the world never
before has been aware. It is no mracle."

Doc inpelled the dark-skinned man of San Tao toward the single door. Renny had ceased using his
superfirer. The giant engi neer was standing wai st-deep in withing bodies. Each tinme he struck with
one of his trenendous fists, another body was added to the heap.

Monk was howl i ng, "Dag-gone it, Doc! Cnon! | can't hold onto this redhead nuch | onger!"

One long armof the apelike chem st was sweeping around. It was hel pi ng Renny and Long Tom cl ear

a space to the outside. Mnk’'s other hand was still fastened to the read-headed girl’s wist.
Barton, the dark-browed brother, renained close to the young wonan.

Zarkov and Larrone were anong the first out of the stavekirker.

Wien they were outside, the interior of the stavekirker still resounded to wild cries. The
bl i nded Lapps and Norwegi ans were fighting each other.
Wth Kana cl ose beside him Doc Savage led the way up a sloping, icy trail. Ahead was the nonster

gl aci er of Jostedal shrae. Somewhere in the wilderness of ice was Satan’s Gateway.

Chapter Xvill. MEN OF | CY BLOOD

DOC SAVAGE and his nen had undertaken a Hercul ean task. The ascent of the rugged nountain toward
the Jostedal sbrae glacier was a feat for the strongest man. In this case it becane the job of each
one of the five to | ead one blinded person.

Wth Kama beside him Doc Savage |ed the way. The fleeing party crossed the nountain between
spitted peaks. Suddenly, they were floundering in mngled snow and the dust of centuries. The nman of
bronze was forced to seek a trail of harder ice.

He found such a pathway. Here steps seened to have been cut into the ice.

"This could be no other than the work of men," announced Doc. "W are ascendi ng what was once a



great wall."

Kama only chuckled evilly. Then Monk [ et out a how ing conplaint.

"Howl in' calamities! | gotta go back! |'ve got to get Habeas Corpus!"

"CGood heavens!" exclaimed the red-headed girl. "Wo could have a | egal nane |ike that?"

"It isn't a "who,’" rasped Hanmis sarcastic voice. "It's a pig!"

"A pig?" said the red-headed girl. "Goodness gracious! You want to go back for a pig?"

"Dag-gone it!" yelped Monk. "I wish I'd ‘a let you go an’ brought himalong'"

Doc was | eading the way up the roughly hewn steps of the ice wall. Zarkov and Larrone were

di sputing. They were accusing Doc Savage of deliberately blinding themto prevent the carrying out
of their mssion.

Kama still was saying nothing. The ice stairway led up a wall where the top was invisible.
Suddenly the steps ahead were obscured by ice blink. This was a dense fog which was conposed of

m nute particles of blow ng snow and i ce.

Doc Savage projected Kama ahead to where another step should have been. The step was not there.
The bronze man's feet slid onto a snoboth slope. Still gripping Kama’'s wist, the man of bronze felt
hinmself sliding rapidly dowmward into the fog.

"HOLY cowl " booned Renny. "I knew there’d be a trap in this sonewhere! Now where are we headed?"
No one bothered to reply. Each was busy trying to slide feet forenpst down the slippery grade.
Doc Savage attenpted to set his heels. This indeed might be a trap. The ice slope possibly would end
in a glacier crevasse.

Doc’s nen, who were blind, thunped into a heap on clear, flat ice. As they gained their feet
there was a noment of intense silence.

Then sonewhere in the fog above them sounded a peculiar clop-clopping. The sound was |ike the
iron-shod hoofs of a horse slowly pounding on hard ice or rock.

"Some one is passing over us," stated Doc. "it is perhaps sone person in a stol kjaerre, one of
the native carts. Roads anong the npbst ancient in the world have been carved out of sone of these
nmount ai ns. "

"Maybe we’'d better give the fellow a hail," suggested Ham

"It would hardly be advisable," said the man of bronze. "At this nonment, we are being rapidly
surrounded by many men."

There had been a rustling nmovenent from four directions. This was as if noccasi ned or skin-packed
feet were shuffling over the glacier.

Now there cane a clink of netal. It was |ike the snapping of a safety catch on a pistol.

The slowy noving horse on the road above was still clanking his iron-shod hoofs. Steel tires
squealed in grittily cold snow.

Doc Savage pushed the blinded five into the mddle of a snmall ring. He and his own nmen stood
about them

Like the throwing of an electrical switch, the ice blink and the darkness was swept away.

Uncanny, white daylight envel oped them

THE little party was huddl ed on a wide, flat plain of the great glacier. Here the constant w nd
had kept the blue ice clear of dust and snow. The space was perhaps a nmle in extent. Beyond it rose
a sheer black wall of rock.

It was on a high, winding road of this precipice the horse had passed with the stol kjaerre. The
cart had vani shed.

"Holy cowl " grunted Renny. "Wuldja |ook at theml Doc, we ain't got a chance!"

"Fifty bel ow zero, and they don't seemto have any use for clothes!" exclainmed Long Tom

Between forty and fifty strange figures ringed the party. They had halted perhaps a dozen yards
from Doc Savage and his men. Al appeared to be white nen of normal size.

And at first glance, it seened all of the nen were naked. Then it was to be observed that each
man wore what m ght have been a breechcloth of skin. Oherwi se, their bodies were fully exposed to
the rigorous tenperature. All of Doc’s men and the others were thickly clad in furs.

The strangely naked, and equally strangely silent men were blond and tall. Each held a nodern
rifle across one arm One man spoke in the Norwegi an tongue.

"I f you understand our |anguage, you will nake no resistance," he said, calmy. "W have been

sent to conduct you to the Man of Peace under the mountain. You have not strong enough force to do
us any damage. "

"Ch!" cried Lora Krants. "The Man of Peace! At last!"

"Now what do you suppose is on her m nd?" grow ed Renny.

Doc Savage nmade no answer to Renny; he spoke quietly to the naked nen.

"It would seem we can do no other than acconpany you," he said.

The tall |eader of the naked nen stepped closer. Then it was that Kama, of San Tao, cried out
sharply in his own | anguage. The Oriental nust have regained his sight nmore quickly than the others.
Al so, it was apparent he knew sonething of this place. H's flow ng command rapped across the
glacier. Men clad in furs poured fromwhat appeared to be the nmouth of a cavern.



NO tine was given for an order from Doc Savage.

Guns started cracki ng venonously. These were in the hands of the new arrivals. These nen were
short, and dark of face.

Three or four of the naked nen fell at the first volley. Kama, of San Tao, was running. He darted
across the ice toward the new party. Hi s voice shouted a new conmand.

Though the naked nmen had been taken by apparent surprise, they acted. Their rifles belched fire.
The i nmpetuous Renny opened up with his superfirer. Three or four men went down before the nercy
bul l ets. Doc Savage took the weapon from Renny’ s hand.

"It would be advisable for us to keep out of this," stated the nan of bronze. "Wsdomdirects us
to retreat while we have opportunity."

Kama was now anong the new crowd of nen. Plainly they were fromhis own country. They were |ike
those who had appeared at Doc Savage’'s headquarters in Manhattan and attacked Long Tom and Prof essor
Cal | us.

Zarkov cried out with pain. Hs hands were flung out and his body pitched to the ice. He would
not speak again. Arifle bullet had bored into his skull over one ear.

Larrone yelled, and started running in a circle. He still could not see.
The illum nated glacier was all white daylight. Doc Savage was | ooking up the wall of black rock.
Close to this wall, in the distance, were what appeared to be stream ng rays of light.

It was clear to the bronze man that this uncanny daylight nust be comng fromthis source. Doc
coul d make out what m ght have been described as short stacks of steel.

At the top of each stack appeared to be an eye. A |lumi nous globe. The gl owi ng daylight was
greater than the Ilight of the aurora borealis.

Doc directed the others to crouch close to the ice. The naked nen and the dark men were about
evenly matched in nunbers. The naked nmen noved toward near-by ice ridges.

Ei ght or ten of the nearly nude figures lay on the ice. Doc nade note of a queer circunstance.
Though these men were dead or seriously wounded, no bl ood had flowed fromthe bullet holes.

Kama now was | eading his group toward Doc and his nen. The dark nen switched the object of their
fire. Bullets buzzed off the ice. Sone thudded into Doc’s bulletproof garnents.

From one of his nmany pockets Doc produced two snall netal globes. On each of these was a snall

| ever. Doc noved these |evers. He tossed both objects toward the oncom ng men of Kama’s.

Between Doc’s party and Kama's attackers the glacier split into a wide crevasse. Two expl osi ons
drowned out the cracking of the rifles.

Kama's dark nmen were blown fromtheir feet. But none seened to be seriously injured. Their
advance woul d only be tenporarily inpeded.

The man of bronze had refrained fromkilling with the high explosive chemicals in the tiny bonbs.
He hoped only to break up the glaci er between them and provide respite by which they m ght escape.
Kama was shouting. The | eader of the nearly naked nen was trying to halt the flight of his force.

"We will try and get back to the stairs of the icy causeway," said Doc. "It is certain Kama does
not want us to live. W do not know what m ght happen in the hands of the others."
The red-headed girl still was unable to see. She attenpted to rise. One foot slipped and she fell

back. Her face was very white.

“I"'mafraid |I've twisted ny ankle!" she noaned. "All of you get away. Don't wait for ne."

The man of bronze caught up the red-headed girl as easily as if she were a small child. Renny and
Ham pushed her brother and Larrone in the right direction. It seened they would have tinme to get
back up the icy slope to the stairway.

As suddenly as it had conme, the eerie daylight was switched off. The fog fromthe ice had not
been di ssipated. Al were groping in a darkness. Visibility had been reduced to a few feet only.

SOMVETHI NG new happened in that darkness. The nearly naked nmen rallied. They surrounded Doc and
the others. They nmade no effort to use their rifles.

Doc Savage was hemmed in by nmen of as great size as hinself. Their novenents were slower. The man
of bronze let the red-headed girl slip to the ice. Hs incredibly fast fists struck at shadowy
figures.

Three or four nen pushed himto the ice with their weight. Doc’s bronze fingers fastened on the
neck of one. His thunb pressed a nerve center. The man shoul d have beconme unconscious instantly. But
the paral yzing hold seemed to have little effect.

Doc Savage had the queer sensation of having pressed his fingers into dead flesh. It yielded. The
skin was as cold as ice. The usual nerve reaction failed to take place.

"Dag-gone it! Lemme go!" how ed Monk.

"Holy cow " boormed Renny’s voice. "I didn't know it was you!"

They had exchanged blows in the fog. Renny’s fist nmust have knocked Monk out. The chem st said

not hi ng nore.

Doc Savage was fighting the weight of nunbers. Froma distance, he could hear the cracking of
Kane's rifles. But they did not seemto have crossed the bl asted crevasse. The bullets were flying
wild.



The man of bronze attenpted to get at sone of the anaesthetic capsules. Cold, heavy arns pinned
himto the ice. The bronze gi ant was being held down by what seemed to be the relentless weight of
men whose flesh seenmed frozen.

A blow fromthe hard butt of a gun rapped across the base of his skull. Doc’s senses faded out.

Chapter Xl X. THE WANDERI NG PROFESSOR

DOC SAVAGE cane to his senses with the queer feeling of having been carried and then dropped
roughly. He put out one hand and it touched bare flesh. This was very cold.

The bronze man was still enveloped in the glacial fog. He could hear two voices faintly.

The man he had touched was one of the largest of the nearly naked Norwegi ans. Doc produced his
smal | pencil flashlight. The spring generator hummed inside. The ray w dened on the white body of
the man on the ice.

The man was dead. W thout doubt, he had been carrying Doc Savage. An ugly hol e appeared between
the man’s shoul ders. A bullet had gone in through his spine.

Doc got to his feet. Fromnear by came a | ow npan. A few yards away |ay another of the

Norwegi ans. Hi's skull had been clipped by a slug. But he was still breathing. H s head had only been
creased.

The man of bronze wondered what had happened to the others. The last he could recall was battling
with a weight of cold flesh. Then he had been knocked unconsci ous.

Apparently these nmen, carrying himaway, had been attacked. O they m ght have been hit by
bullets fired fromsone di stance.

The voi ces Doc had heard grew nore distinct "Dag-gone it!" piped Mnk's voice. "They' ve got Doc,

and | think you know sonething about it! | oughta make you wal k!"

"Pl ease, oh, please!" cane the voice of Lora Krants. "I don’t know what happened! There were nen

all around! M. Savage was knocked down! | thought | saw themtaking himaway, but | couldn't wal k!"
"Over this way, Mnk!" called out Doc, flashing the pencil |ight.

The big chem st let out a whoop of delight.

"An' it’'s a good thing for you | found him" he squealed at Lora Krants. "I was just about to let

you find your own way outta this ness!"

Monk’ s ungainly figure cane into the circle of light. For all of his threats, the apelike chem st
was carrying the young woman in his arns. He set her carefully down on the ice.

"I'"mglad we found you, M. Savage," exclained the girl. "I was afraid sonething awful had
happened! And ny brother’s gone, too!"

"Where are the others?" asked Doc—Renny, Long Tom Ham Larrone."

Monk shook his head dubi ously.

"The last | renenber, Renny cracked me one and | hit ny head on the ice," he said. "Wen | woke
up, | heard the redhead crying. Doc, | don’t trust her any nore."

MONK was being quite frank about Lora Krants. The girl spoke suddenly.

"The circunstances are unavoi dable,” nurnmured the girl. "I amhere, it is true, but | cannot tell
you why. Not now. | hope everything will come all right, then you will know "
Doc Savage turned to the wounded Norwegi an. The nearly naked man was still groaning.

"Dag-gone it," Doc!" exploded Monk. "She knows sonething about this fellow that naked guy called
the Man of Peace!"

Doc seened not to have heard Mnk’s protesting statenent. He was exam ning the wounded Norwegi an.
"It is strange," said the man of bronze, "that blood should not flow froma wound. The man’s
flesh is cold, like all of the others."

"They' re not frozen, they re—

The red-headed girl seemed to have spoken involuntarily. She ended her speech by stuffing the
back of one furred mtten over her red |ips.

"I knew it!" yelped Monk. "I'Il bet this dane knows all about this, too!"

"Perhaps that is true," assented Doc. "But |I'msure Mss Krants will talk when the tinme cones."
"Thank you, Doc Savage," murmured the girl.

Doc had extracted an instrument fromhis clothing. It |looked |ike a conbination stethoscope and
sick roomthernoneter on a miniature scale. The nan of bronze attached it to the man’s breast with a
sl ender, piercing needle.

He listened for a nonent with the earpiece of the instrunent. As he did, the fantastic trilling
suddenly filled the ice fog. Doc | ooked closely at the tiny thernoneter.
"What is it, Doc?" questioned Monk. "Is the poor devil about to pass out?"

The wounded Norwegi an’s nuscl ed breast was heaving w th sl ow breathing.

"According to the nost reliable nmedical information, this man has been dead for sone tine,"
stated Doc, calmy. "Any physician woul d probably declare rigor nortis has set in."

"Howl in’ calamties, Doc!" squeal ed Monk. "The fellow s still breathing!"

"That is true," advised Doc. "Also, his heart is still beating. Yet the tenperature shows at
exactly twenty-six. The heart action is recording only thirty-two beats a mnute."

"It ain’'t possible!" squawked Monk. "Wat do you say, Doc, we get out of here? | don't like this



pl ace!' "

DOC was exami ni ng the wounded nan nore closely.

"Only a few known animals can be frozen and still survive," stated Doc. "There's one, the Chorni
Ryba, or Al askan bl ackfish."

"But dag-gone it, Doc," protested Mnk, "the human tenperature has to be around ninety-eight, and
t he pul se about seventy-two."

"That is true," stated the man of bronze. "In sonme acute cases of illness the human tenperature
has been known to go as |ow as seventy-five. But there is danger of death. Adrenalin increases heat
and heart action by burning bodily sugar. | would say nearly all of the sugar has been burned from

these men. So they have becone al nost inpervious to freezing tenperature.”

Doc’ s hands probed around the base of the Norwegian’s brain.

Monk was watching Lora Krants. She again clanped her furred mtten over her lips, as if to keep
from speaki ng.

"These fellows did not yield to nerve pressure," stated Doc. "Now part of the reason becones
apparent. The nerves controlling tenperature are known as the di encephal on. They are | ocated at the
base of the brain. A scar shows where nerve groups nust have been changed."

Doc Savage ceased speaki ng. The col d- bl ooded Norwegi an at his feet had ceased to breathe.

"LI STEN, Doc!" adnoni shed Monk. "Hear that? Isn't it that horse again, upon the road?"

The iron-shod hoofs were clanking. The steel tires squealed in the sandy snow. From a short

di stance up the black wall, a voice hailed.

"Hell o there, below Can you direct us to a way down? My driver said there was a fishing village
near by, but this road seens to end in a nountai n neadow "

"Howl in' calamties!" exploded Monk. "Doc, that's Professor Callus or | don't know voices! This
whol e thing's crazy!"

"It is Professor Callus," agreed Doc, calmy. Then he called out, "W know of a way down afoot,
but not fromthe road up there."

"Doc Savage!" shouted Professor Callus. "I mght have known you woul d have found your way into
this place! But | had greatly feared you were lost in your plane, after | |earned you had started
for the Norway coast!"

"W escaped that disaster," replied Doc. "Your own presence indicates you are greatly interested
in the nystery of the haunted ocean, Professor Callus."

"I ndeed, and who woul dn't be, after all that happened in Manhattan," replied the professor. "Wen
| learned you had started for The Land of the Mdnight Sun, | chartered a plane. We were over a
great plateau of snow when that strange disturbance of the ocean nust have started again. Qur plane
lost its power and we narrow y escaped death.

"l acconpanied ny two pilots until we found a village. Then | heard of this fishing town and
hired one of these Norwegian carts. Do you think we could get down this cliff and join you?"
"That m ght be possible," stated Doc. "Also it mght be advisable for your own safety—

THE words of the bronze man were lost in a sudden crackle of gunfire. The fusillade apparently
cane fromthe road above not far fromthe cart of stolkjaerre.

"Doc Savage!" shouted Professor Callus. "W are being attacked! They are—

H s next words were lost in the crashing plunge of a horse. Above in the ice blink fog the

stol kjaerre crackled as if it were being dashed against the rocks. A hoarse voice cried out in
Nor wegi an.

"They' ve got him" yelled Mnk.

The stol kjaerre and the horse canme rolling down the black wall. They struck the flat ice with
sickening inmpact. A man’s body thudded onto the gl acier.

A command was shouted above. It was the voice of Kama.

The man who had fallen, lay alnbst at the feet of Doc Savage. Plainly enough he was the skydgul,
or driver of the cart. H's head was horribly crushed.

Prof essor Callus had not fallen with the cart. Doc Savage whirled back to the others. He caught
up the slender formof the red-headed girl.

"W nust get out before they find a way down the wall," advised Doc. "Farther on, there nmay be
sonme trail leading up to that nmountain nmeadow. | imagine it would be unsafe to go back down the
causeway. "

Above them the nmen of Kana were scranbling along the road. It was apparent they were seeking a
way down. Now Kama knew Doc Savage still lived and was bel ow.

“"If there is a nmountain neadow at the end of that road, | think there will be a way down for us,"

advi sed Doc Savage.

"How woul d you know that?" said Mnk.

"You will find a strange neans of transportation from every nountai n neadow al ong this coast,"
stated Doc.

The man of bronze seened not to mind the weight of the red-headed girl. H's progress was so swft



Monk was conpelled to | ope along on his short |egs. They were conceal ed by the darkness. The nmen of
Kama were making so nmuch noi se they could not have heard them depart.

Doc had progressed nore than a mile along the wall before a break appeared. Mnk had great
difficulty clinbing the steep ascent. The bronze man cradled the girl in his arns and swung easily
upwar d.

They emerged upon a road that had been carved centuries before.

Chapter XX. THE SKY SLI DE

DOC SAVAGE carried Lora Krants into the nmountain meadow. On this soil, in season, a crop of hay
had been grown. Sone of this was covered with snow where it had been spread upon wooden racks to dry
during the sumer.

Lora Krants tried her twisted ankle. It would not bear her weight.

"l don't see how we can ever get out of this place,"” the girl said. "If Kama’'s nmen come up the
road, we are trapped."”

Doc Savage did not reply. The nan of bronze could hear the pursuit. The slight crunching of nen’'s
feet in the snow had not yet cone to the ears of either Mnk or the girl.

Doc was followi ng the rack of abandoned hay. At one end the neadow seened to tip off into space.
And far bel ow showed the hazy flare of torches. The neadow seened to lie alnost directly above the
fishing village.

"Dag-gone it, Doc!" conplained Monk. "If themdevils are on the road, we can't get out of here!
It’s nore than a thousand feet down!"

Doc was stripping back sone of the hay. Fromthe drying rack he pulled two queer-1|ooking iron
hooks. They were covered with heavy, dried reindeer hide.

"Now we will find the hesjire," stated Doc. "Unless it is too badly rusted, we have a nmeans of
transportation it isn't likely any one will use to follow us."

Now Monk and the girl could hear the crunching feet of the oncomi ng nen. Their pursuers were
already entering the farther side of the meadow. Some of the pursuers whooped. They had come upon
the tracks of Doc and the others.

"All right," said Doc. "Monk, you will go first. | will followwith Mss Krants."

"Down that thing?" growl ed Monk. "You nean we're doin’ a circus act down that neasly wire?"

"It isn't nuch of a stunt," said Doc, calmy. "The people here find this crude elevator quite
conveni ent."

Monk and the girl were staring at the slender wire attached to a heavy, wooden post. The vill age
flares | ooked miles away. Only a few feet of the tight wire was visible. It slanted down into space.
Doc wr apped one of the hooks over the wire. Under the hook was a | oop. On this crude contrivance
hay was shot down fromthe nmountain in the sunmer to the village bel ow Perhaps, as Doc had said,
the wire m ght be rusted and weak. But it was the only neans of escape.

Monk hooked one hairy wist into the |oop. He drew a deep breath. Then he stepped off into space.
The tough hide of the hook squawked shrilly on the wire. Mk al nost instantly di sappeared.

SPARKS fl ashed fromthe hook and wire.

Behi nd them Kanma shouted out an oath. Now he had di scovered the plan of Doc Savage. Rifles began
to explode. Bullets clipped the snow.

"You' |l have to trust me and hold your breath," counsel ed Doc.

"You have trusted nme, and | don’t know why," said the girl.

"Perhaps it is because | know you are not Lora Krants," said the man of bronze, unexpectedly.
Kana’s nen were running. Their rifles whooned now. There seened no further effort to spare the
girl. Doc felt the slugs nipping at his furs. But the bulletproof undergarment was stopping them He
gathered the girl into one nassive arm

Doc’ s other bronzed wist wapped into the | oop of hide. He put the hook over the wire and

st epped into space.

The red-headed girl suddenly clung to Doc Savage’'s neck.

"Ch, we'll be killed—+ nust tell you—the plane—

The girl gasped these words. The hook over the wire was screeching. It nust have seened to the
girl their descent could only be checked by a crushing inpact.

Yet, as swiftly as they were dropping, Doc Savage felt the trenor he feared npbst. Kama’'s nen were
hammering at the wire post above. Bullets sang past their flying bodies. |f Kama succeeded in
getting that wire | oosened, only a mracle could save them

Doc’s powerful wist was twi sting the hook. They had dropped al nost five hundred feet before he
started checking their speed. Bel ow them the strained voice of Mnk called up.

H's words were unintelligible. The wire seemed to slacken suddenly. At its lower end this
hesjire, or mountain elevator, curved into a deep bend that was intended to sl ow down any descendi ng
obj ect before it crashed the | ower post.

Doc and the girl were in this bend when the wire sang wi ckedly. It had been cut at the post
above. Their bodies turned over and fell.

Even at forty bel ow zero, the deep water of the fjord never was frozen. This was because of the



influence of the Gulf Stream

"Hol d your breath!" commanded Doc, as they flashed downward.

The bronze man coul d not be sure whether they were falling into the fjord or upon the rocky
shore.

DOC SAVAGE had sucked air into his great lungs. Holding the girl, his giant formstruck with a
force that would have stunned another man.

The water of the fjord received them The thick furs hel ped break the shock.

The girl had become linp in Doc’s arm Fighting back to the surface was a gigantic task. Doc
succeeded in stripping the upper part of his body of the clinging furs. H s nmassive armand |inbs
churned the blue water.

Doc Savage had underwater training conparable only to the skill of South Sea pearl divers.

No doubt, Lora Krants was in that state described as drowned. Her lungs had filled with water.
When they reached the surface, she was for the tinme as dead as she woul d ever be.

Monk hel ped get the girl to the shore. Now the quick freezing of that fearful tenperature becane
an i nm nent nenace.

"1 thought you was gone for good that time, Doc," declared Mnk, plaintively. "Now what are we
going to do? | guess the little redhead is dead. We can’t do nuch without a fire. If we build one
they' Il be right on our necks fromthat crazy village."

Monk was scratching his nubbin of a head. Anxiety screwed his honely face into an ugly knot.

Doc Savage was stripping off nearly all of his clothing.

"Get off her furs and the rest of her clothing," he ordered Monk. "W can save her without a
fire."

Doc Savage might have added that only his great surgical skill could acconplish what m ght

ot herwi se have been inpossible. Mnk's awkward hands trenbl ed, but he clicked his teeth grimy and
went to work.

VWil e Monk was preparing the girl, Doc did sone exercises that restored his own circul ation.

The red-headed girl lay on her face. Mnk applied what he knew of first aid. This was having
little effect.

"Monk, you will go to the first of the skin huts in the village," directed Doc. "You will find
sone are unoccupi ed. Take the driest skins and bring them back."

For Monk, this was a wel cone nission.

Doc Savage had becone the great surgeon. Monk had dropped his own outer furs. Wthin five

m nutes, Lora Krants gave a great sobbing breath.

Monk’ s outer furs were w apped about the young wonman when Monk returned. He was carrying an

arm oad of m scellaneous furred skins. Doc and the girl were quickly clothed.

The man of bronze had preserved all of his devices in the pockets of his bulletproof garnent.
"Ch!" gasped the girl. "I dreaned | had died, and | saw ny father! | thought that | had crossed
the ocean and—

The girl’'s eyes wi dened with dawning realization of her present position. She ceased speaking.
Doc ignored her words. He had said he knew she was not Lora Krants.

"Qur best chance for the present is to discover if the cylinder is intact," stated Doc. "I

bel i eve the superstitious fishermen would hesitate to touch it."

DOC SAVAGE had guessed correctly. The strange glass fish was still in the sand where it had been
beached. The tide was ebbi ng.

"Howlin' calamties!" gritted Monk. "Are we goi ng down agai n?"

"We nmust find the wecked plane at once," stated Doc. "Perhaps the fate of Johnny and the

conmi ssion, and all the others depends upon our getting some neans of entering the fjord called
Satan’s Gateway. Mss Krants now will direct us to the spot where the plane was beached."

"I will do anything | can," stated the girl. "But for you, | would not be alive, Doc Savage. The
pl ane was beached. Its power is |lost without the daylight you saw. It has other notors, but they
failed."

Ol torches still flared in the stavekirker. A light noved anong the skin huts of the Lapps. No
person was near the glass fish.

"We have enough conpressed air to |ast perhaps an hour," stated Doc. "In that tine, either we
wi |l reach the wecked plane or get to Satan’s Gateway."

Monk and the girl were crowded into the glass fish. Doc was pushing and pulling the cylinder into
position where its own conpressed air force would slide it, into the fjord.

Doc slid inside the glass fish and closed the lid. Imediately the blue, unearthly Iight of the
tubes began to glow. This gave the transparent cylinder a supernatural appearance.

An oxygen tank hissed. Then Doc Savage sw tched on the conpressed air. Sputtering expl osions
resul ted.

THE tail of the glass fish was buried in the sand. It was as if a great hand pushed it into the
deep fjord. The cylinder sank a hundred feet.



"Where is this plane?" said Doc Savage. "W have but little tine."

"It was pulled up on a shelf at the north side of the fjord," said the red-headed girl. "Perhaps
if you can reach it, the power of the ocean will cone on. Then you could use it."

Doc Savage said nothing. Hi s real purpose in reaching the plane was to exam ne the strange

machi nery. He hoped this would give himsone inkling of the force which nust be overcone.

"Doc," said Monk, "do you suppose they took Ham and the others alive? If they' ve killed Ham [|'11I
stay here and take these nmountains apart!"”

Lora Krants stared at the ugly chemi st. She had inagi ned Monk and Ham woul d have slit each
other’s throats at the slightest excuse.

"Before we reach the plane, Mss Krants," suggested Doc, "have you any other information to

di vul ge?"

The girl’s eyes suddenly went col d.

"l may seemungrateful, Doc Savage," she said, "but | have nothing nmore | can tell."

Doc did not insist. He had arrived at an amazing theory. If what he believed proved to be the
truth, he inmagi ned Washi ngton woul d be rocked.

NEAR the entrance to the fjord of the fishing village, Doc m xed the chemicals which filled the
outer envel ope of the cylinder with the powerful lifting gas. The girl was watching the bronze gi ant
with increasing amazenent.

Then they reached the plane.

The nodern, streamined plane rested on a narrow shelf. Its wings and fusel age were marvel s of
mechani cal genius. The design rivaled the best of Doc’s own superior ships. Apparently no great
damage had resulted fromthe forced | anding.

"If that thing only will fly, we could bonb that Kama off the glacier," suggested Mnk, as the
glass fish nosed close to the shelf. "I'd like to get ny hands on Kama!"

Doc was sliding back the lid. The play of the aurora borealis was giving sone light. But it could
not give the bronze man visibility around the point of the jutting nountain.

Beyond their range of vision, two ordinary fishing schooners were nosing across the fjord. From
wi nches on the deck of each boat extended cable ropes. These went down into the sea.

The fishing boats were perhaps three hundred yards apart. Between themwas nearly all of the
width of the narrow entrance to the deep fjord.

"Remain here until | investigate," directed Doc. "If it is possible to operate the notors, we
will board the plane."

"This cylinder will be all right," protested Mnk.

"That may be," agreed Doc. "But close the |id and be prepared to subnmerge if anything should
happen. | will be gone only a few mnutes."

Chapter XXI. IN THE DEVIL'S NET

DOC SAVAGE reached the roony cabin of the nystery plane. The craft had been operated part of the
tinme by ordinary motors. The propellers were not now connected with these.

The bronze man’s fantastic trilling filled the space. He was inspecting short metal prongs
extending fromthe cowing. These were equi pped at the outer ends with what m ght have been bright
mrrors.

Doc determi ned these were powerful |enses. They were of the type enployed in the greatest

t el escopes.

The prongs were of hollow nmetal alloy. They concentrated on groups of seleniumcells. These were
arranged in the formof batteries hooked together for the concentration of power upon one objective.
"It was bound to happen sone day," nused the man of bronze. "The |ight has been discovered to
operate the machinery of the world. This could only be a power that would revol utionize all
transportation.”

He saw the plane props had been operated by the power of light. The nysterious property of

sel enium already applied on a snmall scale to operate notors in |laboratories, had been anplified on
a greater and nore practical scale.

The nystery of the apparent uncanny daylight was unfol ded to Doc Savage. He realized that a band

of such light, with proper notive nachinery, mght sone day operate every ship that sailed the seas,
every vehicle of transportation in the world.

The regul ar nmotors of the plane had been irreparably wecked. Parts of the machinery had been
fused and ruined.

So engrossed was Doc in his investigation, he failed to note the lights of the fishing schooners
comng into the fjord. The dark hul ks of these craft lay close to the opposite walls.

The boats were draggi ng sonet hi ng between them One boat was slowy approachi ng the spot where

Monk and the red-headed girl lay in the transparent glass fish. Perhaps its blue, unearthly

illum nation was seen by nmen on the fishing boats.

"There are lights comng along the fjord," said Lora Krants. "Do you suppose we should call to

Doc Savage?"

Monk shook his nubbin of a head.



"Doc’s eyes are quicker than yours," Mnk boasted. "He has seen the lights. He knows what to do."
Monk was even then planning to open the sliding door. One long armreached out. A blundering

el bow struck the lever controlling the conpression tanks.

The air hissed and exploded at the tail of the glass fish. Wth a vibrating novenent, the
cylinder slithered fromthe shelf. Its lifting gas had partly evaporated.

DOC SAVAGE energed fromthe plane’'s cabin. He had seen the ship rested so that the renoval of its
wooden bl ocks would slide it off the shelf into the fjord.

The bronze man noted that the tide now had changed. As in these northern latitudes, the flood was
starting with a rush. A swift current was beginning to boil along the cliff.

Doc Savage started toward the spot where he had left the glass fish. Suddenly he hastened his
stride. The chugging of the nmotors of the fishing boats had come to his ears. He could see their
di stant noving lights.

The man of bronze had expected to be guided back to the glass fish by its phosphorescent
illumnation. The |ight had vani shed. He believed for a few seconds that Mnk m ght have tanpered
with the tubes.

But it was not that. Doc Savage checked his rush at the edge of the sloping shelf. The green

dept hs, he knew, dropped here to perhaps five hundred feet.

Doc stared bl eakly down into the deep water. He could just mark a dim blue radi ance. The gl ass
fish was subnerged. It was at |east a hundred feet beneath the surface. It was still sinking.

Doc Savage rarely had a sensation of hel pl essness. For just a few seconds, he stood rooted to the
spot. There beneath him Mnk and Lora Krants were slowly dropping into the depths.

Doc coul d only depend upon Mnk’'s know edge of chemistry to bring the glass fish to the surface.
Apparently Mnk had been unable to apply the lifting gas. Doc Savage renenbered an oversight.

The final chem cal conbination, the key to the production of the gas, was now in his own pocket.
He had expected to be gone only a minute or two.

Monk was powerless to bring the glass fish fromthe bottomof the fjord.

An eddy in the sweeping flood tide caught the Iight far below Its force whisked the blue

radi ance fromview, downward under the straight wall of the black cliff.

Doc Savage groaned deeply. The faithful Mnk and the red-headed girl were undoubtedly going to
certain doom

The fishing boat on this side of the fjord came nosing along on the tide.

DOC SAVAGE whi pped back to the nystery plane. He could do nothing here. None of his vast forces
coul d reach down into the murk of that icy water. The glass fish had apparently beconme a coffin from
whi ch no human agency ever could rescue its occupants.

The man of bronze brought his mnd to the thought of his other nmen. Johnny, the nenber of the war
commi ssi on; Renny, Ham and Long Tom if they were alive, nust be prisoners in the hands of Kanma—er
this Man of Peace, whoever he m ght be.

Doc ki cked the bl ocks fromunder the wheels of the anphibian plane. The streamined ship rolled
toward the water. It slid into the fjord. The pontoons had not been damaged.

The bronze man swung to one wing as the rushing tide caught the plane. The pontoons lifted the
ship buoyantly. It was swept along the face of the cliff toward the inner end of the fjord.
Farther out in the sea, beyond visibility fromthe fjord, lay another craft. But nothing of its
hull was visible. Only three, horned prongs stuck above the surface.

These prongs had eyes, but the eyes now were apparently dead and sightless. |If Doc Savage had
seen these things his action woul d have been different.

MORE than a nile above the fishing village, the nystery plane ground al ong the rocks. Doc Savage
| eaped ashore. He wedged one of the ship’'s wings into a cleft of the rocks.

The man of bronze was a strange, al nbst appalling individual. The cured skins taken fromthe
village were his only clothes. He had fitted them about his giant body as best he could. H's
novenents were |ike those of sonme grotesque ani mal.

Doc glided toward the nmountain trail. He headed upward. His intention was to return to

Jost edal sbrae gl aci er. Somewhere beyond the ice stairs he hoped to pick up the trail of some of his
m ssing nen.

Still the northern lights afforded the only illumnation. Doc arrived at the first finger of the
gl aci er. He floundered over the surface covered with m xed dust and snow.

Suddenly the bronze man halted. There was no sound that any normal man m ght have heard. But the
keen wi nd whi ppi ng down from the Jostedal sbrae brought sonething to Doc’s sharp ol factory sense.
This was a human snell. And the odor of tanned hide. It was so faint as to have been m ssed by
other than the noses of the plateau wol ves or the deer of the nountains.

Doc flattened hinself. He became a part of the dust-covered ice. But he had not been quick
enough.

A blue flane sliced fromthe edge of a glacial crack not far away. The explosion of arifle

foll owed. Dusty snow sl apped into Doc’s face. The rifle cracked again. The second bul | et ski pped



about the sane distance away.

Doc carried no device that could have reached the gunner. He waited for the third shot.

A voi ce spoke in Norwegi an.

"You will stay where you are until | see whether you are a friend or an eneny!" it comranded. "I
will not kill you unless you resist!"

Doc Savage replied quietly.

"l had hoped to find you sonmewhere on the glacier, Knut Aage. You were wi se to give such warning.
| believe we have a common purpose. "

"It is you, Doc Savage!" exclainmed Knut Aage in perfect English. "It was to seek you | ascended
the Jostedal sbrae. | found evidence which nade ne believe your party had been w ped out. You nust be
the amazing man H al mar Landson reported.”

KNUT AACGE cane closer. His face was still as white as that of a death’s-head. Hi s skin had the
col dness of marble.

Doc was sure Knut Aage had been nade a victimof the icy blood.

"I fear | have |lost one of ny nen, the chem st called Mnk," said Doc Savage. "My ot her

conpani ons may be prisoners of one of these conflicting forces of the glacier. Perhaps you woul d
know sonet hing of what is behind all of this, Knut Aage?"

"l know rmuch, Doc Savage, but not enough," said Knut Aage. "It is only enough to know that |
shall sacrifice ny life if necessary to destroy the devil they call a Man of Peace. He is the real
satan of the ice caverns. You say, Doc Savage, you have |ost the man known as Monk?"

"Unless | am m staken, Monk and a girl who calls herself Lora Krants have perished at the bottom
of the fjord beside the fishing village," stated Doc.

IN the neantine, the glass fish was sinking toward the bottom of the nountain-walled fjord. The
face of the red-headed girl was white as death. But now that the end seemed to be near, her red |lips
were tightened in courage.

Monk was attenpting to get a proper mixture of chemicals in the gas-making retort. He found three
powders. They produced a blue flanme. But the el enent needed seened to be m ssing.

"Now that it seens as if we are to die together, Mnk, you mght be alittle nore pleasant,"”
suggested the red-headed girl. "I think you and all of Doc Savage’'s nen are swell! My own mission in
this country was to save you from di saster."

Monk only grunted. He shut off the conpressed air. The glass fish had been noving agai nst the

flood tide. Monk had decided to save what power he had.

He stared bleakly at the gas-nmaking retort. He wished for his portable |aboratory. The suck of

the tide started whirling the glass fish over and over. Its spinning notion seened to be boring
toward the bottom

Monk again turned on the conpressed air. The glass fish nosed into the flood tide. But it had no
buoyancy and woul d not ascend. Monk had a tight feeling across his throat.

The girl's attractive face was suddenly buried in her hands. She had been noddi ng sl eepily.

Monk guessed the reason. Their oxygen supply was running |low. He turned on the | ast of the small
tanks. There was no hissing.

Monk rolled over, facing the girl.

"Dang it!" he managed. "I ain't so mad at you! | guess maybe you have your reasons."
"You are a funny, ugly, kind-hearted man," whispered Lora Krants. "It hurts to breathe, to talk,
Monk. | guess thi s—+s—about the end—

Monk’ s possi ble reply was snatched away. The gl owi ng blue glass fish struck sone obstruction. In
spite of its conpressed air power, the cylinder was hurled over and back into the tide.

The glass fish lifted and tilted. Its blue radiance illumnated the water for several yards on
the outsi de.

"Howl in’ calamities!" gasped Monk. "A whole flock of big fish have grabbed us! Next thing we'll
be swal |l owed |ike Jonah by the whale! Wuldja |look at that!"

"Good heavens!" exclainmed Lora Krants. "We're trapped at the bottomof the fjord!"

It seened both statenents were correct. G ant codfish with eyes sticking out |ike huge knobs
pressed against the transparent cylinder. Silvery salnmon flashed among them

The gl ass fish was being swept al ong.

"Ch, | believe we're going up!" exclainmed Lora Krants. "Mnk, we're caught in one of those great
fish seines! I'Il bet Doc Savage had found a way to save us!"

"Doc’s a lot of things, but he ain’t any fisherman," asserted Monk. "An’ he wasn’'t carryin’ any
fishin' seine around with him It’'s them heathen have got us again!"

The glass cylinder was rising rapidly toward the surface of the fjord.

ON the two fishing boats the fishermen were gabbing excitedly. The schooners had been draggi ng
their giant seine into the fjord on the flood tide.

Fi shernen j abbered. They had seen the strange, glowi ng nonster strike the net. Wnches began to
grind. Cables were pulling the great seine toward the surface.



These men on the boats had not been in the village during the presence of the glass cylinder with
Doc’s nen. They were seeing the weird blue glow for the first tine.

They coul d see through the glass sides. Mink and the girl were visible. They were notionl ess
Apparently they were corpses in a lighted glass coffin

Still, the wi nches turned

Li ke the flicking of a switch, eerie daylight flooded the fjord under the nmountains. The grinding
wi nches stopped abruptly. The engines of the fishing schooners crackled and ceased turning the
propel lers

Wth fishermen falling on their knees, the fishing boats were swept along by the power of the
tide al one. The big seine sagged, pulled the boats slow y together

The gl owing gl ass fish again was sinking

Lapp fishernen flung thensel ves on their faces. They were awed to speechl essness

Three prongs were sweeping into the fjord at incredible speed. Their mrrored eyes were absorbing
power fromthe uncanny |ight

W thout pausing, the strange undersea craft ripped into the great seine. The deep net was torn

|l oose fromits cables. The folds of tarred cords w apped around the long hull of the pronged
submari ne

Chapter XXII. HORNS OFF THE DEVIL

ONLY a few times had Doc Savage ever given up any of his men as lost. But if he had not abandoned
all hope for Mnk, the bronze man was unusual | y saddened

He coul d see that blue glowi ng fish of glass sinking deeper into half a mle of icy sea

"l have cone upon things which the nost credul ous would refuse to believe," stated Knut Aage. "M
own condition was a part of it. After being trapped in the ice caverns under the Jostedal sbrae,
was made unconscious. You did not have time to observe the scar at the back of ny neck?"

"l have now seen it," stated Doc. "The nysterious nerves governing bodily tenperature and the
heart pul se have been changed by surgical skill."

"l have not known what it was," said Knut Aage. "I seemed to go into a strange trance. Since
then, | have no sensation of heat or cold. |I can think how | want to nove, but | can do it only with
great caution. Al of nmy nuscles are sluggish."

"You saw others in the ice caverns perhaps?" inquired Doc

"l saw several who were prisoners, and apparently two crowds of nen opposing each other," stated
Knut Aage. "There are those of ny own race. Sone are Orientals who take commands fromtwo persons
One is this Kama who was in the stavekirker. | do not know the other."

"And the prisoners?" suggested Doc. "Was there one who seened |ike a skel eton?"

"I recall him" said Knut Aage. "A man with a scholarly face, but very tall and thin. He was with
an Englishman and four others."

"Johnny," said Doc. "He's WIliam Harper Littlejohn. He is one of a war conmi ssion of six that
had di sappeared. "

Knut Aage frowned deeply.

"That is very bad," he said. "For these six are chained on a rock shelf in the cavern known as
the Place of the A acial Death. Once each year, at this season, the old Jostedal sbrae pushes a wall
of ice through the cavern. This extends over a deep underground fjord."

"You nmean this finger of the glacier fills the cavern?"

"Exactly that," said Knut Aage. "Thousands of tons of ice scour that wall where the prisoners are
chained. It cones each year."

"But what could be the purpose of exterm nating the nmen of the war comm ssion?"

"l learned little of that before | was trapped,"” said Knut Aage. "It concerns this one they cal
the Man of Peace. His brain alone holds know edge of the power of this artificial daylight. Another
is seeking the full know edge. | understand the Man of Peace does not desire to kill needl essly. But

he has been told all prisoners will be crushed to death a slowinch at a time by the glacial push if
he does not reveal all of his secret."”

"But your escape was unusual, Knut Aage."

"I think | was set afloat and brought back to the fishing village as a final stroke of terror to
drive all of the fishernmen fromthis vicinity," stated Knut Aage

"I fear," stated Doc, "that others of ny men are now there. | shall not ask you to guide ne to
these caverns, but | nust go there."

A grimsnile crossed Knut Aage’'s white face

"You do not have to ask, Doc Savage," he said. "You cannot prevent mny acconpanying you. Hj al mar
Landson, who inforned nme you would cone, was ny brother in the blood. H s death nust be avenged.
have received a nysterious comuni cation, Doc Savage. It inforns nme this wonman of the flam ng hair
who was with you in the slavekirker was H al mar Landson’s nurderess."

"Qt hers have been convinced of that same thing," advised Doc. "But you will do well to
investigate thoroughly before you act."

"l never act upon an unproved report or even ny own unverified opinion, Doc Savage."

"l had judged you that way—



THE two nen were at the edge of the great glacier. They were naking their way slowy back toward
the fishing village. Knut Aage was inpeded by the sluggi shness of his nuscles.

The uncanny daylight flooded the nountains.

"If there were only sonme way we might enter the caverns without being observed," Knut Aage had

j ust suggest ed.

Doc’'s fantastic trilling filled the icy air.

"If the |light of the peace power will persist for only a few hours, there may be a way," he
stated. "Come with me, Knut Aage. That plane in which Kama arrived nust now be equi pped with power."
The nystery plane still was wedged in the cleft of the rock. Knut Aage watched the play of Doc
Savage’' s corded bronze arns. The facile fingers were examning the parts of the strange notor
connecti on.

"l believe we now shall have the nmeans we seek," stated Doc.

The plane’s two propellers were whispering, turning. There was no sound of an expl odi ng notor.
Only the | ow hummi ng of powerful electrical notors. The seleniumcells apparently were rel easing or
transmtting the amazing energy of the daylight.

Doc Savage swung the plane onto the sweeping tide of the fjord. He turned the streaniined
fuselage with its nose to the wind of the nountains.

The ship shot toward the open sea. Knut Aage grasped Doc’s arm

"Look below " he shouted. "It's the undersea devil ny men have feared! It’'s one of the craft of
the Man of Peace! Those horned prongs are its only power!"

"If the prongs were renoved, it would not sink," stated Doc.

"No, but it would be powerless," stated Knut Aage.

"That woul d be one group | ess of the eneny to conbat," said the man of bronze.

THE strangely powered plane dived with shrieking wings. It skimred the fjord. Its pontoons
clipped into the speeding prongs.

Doc Savage and Knut Aage had only a flashing glinpse of what m ght have been a writhing,

di storted nonster just under the surface of the green water.

Whatever its notive power, the propellers of the nystic subnarine had ceased to beat. The
inmpelling force of the white daylight had been severed. The craft was perhaps sixty or seventy feet
in length.

Doc’s trained senses took in nore details than Knut Aage. Wth its renmarkabl e horns clipped, the
vessel was not rising to the surface.

The devil’s own bl ast of wind how ed and shrieked in the canyon of the fjord.

"W cannot reverse here," stated Doc. "W will swing outside the walls and return."

"That flood tide has trenendous force," said Knut Aage. "Likely the vessel will be dashed upon
the rocks."

"l had thought of that," said Doc. "We will attenpt to get back in time to rescue the crew from
drowni ng. "

The screaming wind on the plane’s tail projected it over the sea of the w de channel outside the
cliffs.

Two bl ack fishing schooners |eaped into view. Their crews were |ike struggling knots of puppets.
They were hauling in the tangl ed weckage of a great seine.

"You see, Doc Savage, the men of that submarine are ruthless enough,” pointed Knut Aage. "They
have torn away a seine which was the result of a year of effort."

The bite of the plane’'s props was trenmendous, but not enough to give it speed. That nountain wi nd
was a blast of nore than gale intensity. Doc glided to the fjord. He pernmitted the flood tide to
catch the pontoons.

"They' Il not have a chance if the submarine strikes," said Knut Aage. "It will sink inmrediately."
But the dehorned nonster of the sea had not sunk. It was a mle or nore fromthe plane when it
was shot into a slanting scar of the cliff. This break led into the trail nmounting to the

Jost edal shrae gl aci er.

What served as a conning tower nust have opened. The half dozen figures energing were nere specks
at that distance. They were in flight toward the great gl acier.

"W could ascend and trap themeasily," suggested Knut Aage. "They will be nmany hours mneking
their way back to the ice caverns over the Jostedal shrae."

"Time is nore val uable for other purposes,” stated Doc. "The submarine appears to be undanaged.
The few hours they require to reach the ice caverns of Satan’'s Gateway nust be enpl oyed."

"But what can be done with the hel pl ess vessel ?" said Knut Aage.

"That renmains to be determ ned," advised Doc.

THE poi nted snout of the submarine rested easily in the rocks. The craft might have been a
stranded al um num fish. Four jagged sprouts showed where the plane’s pontoons had sheered off the
prongs.

Doc whi pped fromthe plane into the door of the conning tower. Knut Aage followed nore slowy.



When the Norwegi an got inside, the amazing bronze man already had a wench in his hand

Miltiple coils of pipe lined the sides of the forward chanber. Bel ow them were geared notors. The
boxi ng of a propeller shaft extended through the |lower floor of the sub

"This is one of the nost intricate vessels | have ever seen," stated Doc. "It has many principles
that will some day be applied to all undersea boats. Beside the daylight power, there are auxiliary
engines for notive force when the prongs woul d be subnerged."

"And they were trapped by the rush of the tide before they could get themin operation," stated
Knut Aage.

"Exactly," agreed Doc. "Perhaps the crew feared our return. They woul d have expected to be
attacked with bonbs before they could get out of the fjord."

Doc was di sconnecting the broken prongs inside the submarine. Knut Aage explored through severa
bul kheaded conpartnents

Doc Savage had been working with great haste. He started outside toward the noored plane. H's
purpose had not been clear to Knut Aage

Knut Aage was near the nmiddle of the sub. Doc heard himecall out excitedly.

"Doc Savage! Here’'s sonething!"

The man of bronze whi pped back into the craft. A central conpartment |ooked as if it mght have
been a torpedo room But there were no torpedoes. Iron-clanped doors showed where there nust be
openi ngs for |eaving and entering when subnerged

In the mddle of this roomlay the glass fish. It's tubes still glowed with blue phosphorescence
The sliding door was open. Doc breathed with relief

"They have got Mnk and Lora Krants," he stated. "Strands of the big fish seine are hanging onto
the hull. It nmust have caught the cylinder as it was sinking."

FROM what appeared to be an outer air chanber cane a thudding knock. It was like a man's head
being butted against a wall. It was a head, Mnk’'s

Doc snapped off the clanps and the figure of the apelike chemist rolled out. Monk had not been
bound. He scranbled to his feet. H's hairy throat heaved as he pulled in fresh air

"A couple nore minutes and |’'d been through breathing," gasped the chenist. "Them dag-goned

devils nmeant to suffocate me! And that redhead is nothing but a sneaky doubl e-crosser! Doc, them nen
took to her like she was a queen or sonething. | told you she was crooked."

"What happened?" said Doc quietly

"The glass fish got caught in a seine with a lot of other fish," said Mnk. "W were dragged up
and then we went down. The oxygen tanks were enpty. After a while, we passed out. And I'd got to
ki nda believin' that red-headed dane was on the square."

"An’ then what happens?" squeal ed Monk. "Next thing we're being rolled outta the glass fish. Them
devils runnin’ this boat act like they think the redhead is a princess. | don’t know what she told
them They were themfellows running around w thout any clothes."

"You think perhaps they might have identified Lora Krants?" said Doc

"Dang it, Doc, they al nost kissed her!" exploded Monk. "Then they got off in a corner and tal ked
anong thenselves. | tried to horn in and a couple of ‘em grabbed me. The redhead nust have told them
what to do. So they cramred ne into that hole in the wall."

"It does seem peculiar," admtted Doc. "But we have work to do. Monk, scranble around and pipe a
new hook-over fromtheir air-chanber punps. | believe we can charge our conpressed air tanks. You
will find several oxygen tanks aboard. Substitute those for the enpties in the cylinder."

Doc went outside. Knut Aage watched himin amazenent. The bronze nan had di sconnected the power
prongs fromthe plane. He brought theminto the submarine

"l never would have thought of that," said Knut Aage

"They have been nade standard size," said Doc. "Their seating is the same on both sets of I|ight
cells. W will soon have the power to reach Satan's Gateway, if the daylight is kept on."

If haggard prisoners in the Place of the G acial Death could have known of Doc’s intention, their
spirits mght not have been so | ow.

Chapter XXIIl. THE CRUSH NG DEATH

SI R ARTHUR WESTCOTT' S nust ache had become scraggly. The usually inperturbable Englishman gnawed
at its straggling ends

"By jove!" he exclaimed. "Wen they find out what these bally blighters have been up to, there
probably will be a war! Nobody can kick one of Hs Majesty' s subjects around like this!"

The usual ly dignified Englishman had lost all of his calmess. H's wists were |ocked in
manacl es. These were fastened to short iron chains stapled into a rock wall.

"I ndubi tably an international conplication will eventuate," drawl ed the voice of the skeletonlike
figure chained beside Sir Arthur. "It is extrenely doubtful, however, if it will provide any

i nsuperabl e obstacle to the irresistible pressure of glacial erosion. Wile they are summoni ng



conferences, we will have becone particles of infinitesimal indifference to diplomatic processes."
The four other nenbers of the international war conm ssion nade no comment. Their English had its
limtations.

If Johnny had said, "Before Great Britain can start a war, we will be ground to bits by that ice
wal | ," they woul d have under st ood.

Johnny was a woeful object. The six tenporary statesmen of the great nation were a haggard |ot.

Thi s speech took place at about the tinme Doc Savage was getting the conning tower of the

|'i ght - power ed submarine closed. Johnny's faith in the man of bronze was now expressed. He reverted
to short words.

"My hope lies in Doc Savage," he said. "Sonething tells ne Doc isn't far away."

The other menbers of the war conm ssion were hunched in a strained position on a narrow shel f.
Back of themthe wall oozed cold noisture. Overhead a snooth, vaulted roof bore the scored narks of
erodi ng ice.

VWere their chains were attached to the wall, there were gouged grooves. Even the narrow shelf on
whi ch they were situated was a scar left in the hard, black rock by thousands of tons of grinding
ice.

"By jove, old fellow" spouted Sir Arthur. "You have a great eye! The bally wall seens to be
slipping!"

THE wall was a solid, towering face of a creeping finger of the great glacier. It was pushing
through a cleft cut in past centuries. It was like the glittering head of a slowy noving piston.
This filled all of the cavern at one end.

In the other direction a series of passages showed. Al of the inner caverns had been
continuously lighted by the uncanny daylight power. Sone fifty feet bel ow the narrow shel f was
clear, deep water.

Johnny and the others had been brought here in one of the pronged undersea boats. This submarine
passed back and forth often. Johnny had judged there were at |east three of these submarines. One
had only three prongs, having been partly dehorned by a British gun.

"That ice is nmoving now at the rate of about a foot an hour," stated Johnny. "Wen it happens it
won’'t be over with quickly."

Thi s was an unpl easant thought.

The gleanming ice conpletely filled the space fromside to side.

FOUR prongs swaminto the Fjord. They had cone fromthe inner caverns. As nearly as Johnny coul d
judge, the strange daylight emanated from sone source farther under the nountain. The geol ogi st
coul d occasionally catch the |ow, vibrant hunmmi ng of nachinery.

The submarine energed close to the shelf. The conni ng tower opened. Half a dozen dark-skinned nen
cane out. They were pushing prisoners ahead of them

"Renny!" shouted Johnny. "Long Toml Haml Sir Arthur, | told you Doc Savage woul d be al ong!"

Wth these three of Doc’s nen were Larrone, and Barton, the heavy-browed brother of Lora Krants.
They were shoved to the narrow shel f. Skin thongs were exchanged for the iron manacl es chained to
the wall.

"Holy cow " expl oded Renny. "How d you cone here, Johnny?"

"Same way you did, | imagine," replied Johnny. "Were' s Doc?"

There was a minute of silence. None of the new arrivals spoke.

"You don’t nean sonething’ s happened to Doc?" demanded Johnny.

Then Renny exploded irately, "Well, if anything did, it’s that red-headed dame again! The |ast we
saw of Doc, he was trying to save her froma crow of naked guys who didn’t have any blood! | saw
Doc and Monk go down under a whol e bunch, and then we were grabbed!"

Renny al ways took a gl oony view of things. Ham was nore cheerful.

"And by this time, 1'lIl bet whoever |anded on Doc is wi shing he hadn't," said the | awer. "W
were brought a long way to get in here and Doc nmight be any place by this tinme."

"By jove!" exclaimed Sir Arthur. "I was of the opinion your Doc Savage could not cope with these
blighters!”

"Whoever you are then," observed Ham scathingly, "your opinions aren’t worth ten cents a dozen!
You don’t know Doc Savage."

Kanme’ s dark-skinned nen returned to the pronged subnarine. The strange craft subnerged. The

prongs passed directly under the arching wall of the glacial crusher.

"If only that ice would let go right now, it would suit ne fine," said Johnny. "Brothers, it

|l ooks like we're going to discover what it would be like to go through a slow notion neat grinder."

THE novenent of the ice wall was slow, but its progress was certain. Already a section of the
narrow shel f on which they were chai ned was being ground to atons.

The gl eaming, blue wall was |like a great knife pushed by a nmountain. Sir Arthur Westcott was

closest to the creeping death. Next to himwas Johnny. Beyond were the others.

The usual ly sartorially perfect Hamwas a sad-| ooki ng human. But he maintained a |ight tone.



"Anyway, |’'d never figured when ny tine cane they’'d have to nove a whol e nountain," he commented
"Maybe we’'l|l get a break, though. One gang headed by this fellow Kama, from San Tao, is fighting
that Norwegi an crowd. They had one jamon the glacier. If they get together down here, it m ght
hel p. "

Sir Arthur Westcott gnawed at his nustache. The creeping wall was barely six feet away. The solid
wal | trenbled. A part of the narrow shelf split off. It left scarcely two feet to where Sir Arthur
was huddl ed

“I"'mjolly well glad," remarked the Englishman, "1'Il be the first to go."

He didn't look jolly well glad. Johnny scow ed at him

The others were getting the picture. They woul d be crushed slowy. One by one they would go

First the ice would touch. Then its weight woul d begin pushing

The prisoner would strain away in his manacles. The chains would hold himagainst the ice. H's
body woul d be pressed the fraction of an inch at a tinme between the wall and the gl acier

"But have you di scovered, Johnny, what the purpose of all this mght be?" said Ham "If either of
these crowds wants us out of the way, it would have been nuch sinpler to have put us out quick. O
do you suppose we are being used in sonme way to bring pressure upon Doc to lay off?"

"It might be that," stated Johnny. "W have | earned enough to know there is sone strange power of
light. In some manner, the war conm ssion was about to interfere. But | don't understand this
slowtorture angle."

| F the chained prisoners could have been in a manmoth i nner cavern, they m ght have understood

the purpose of the horrible, creeping death by the glacier ice. This apparently did not concern any
pressure to be brought upon Doc Savage

The greatest cavern of all was at the end of a connected series. The passages | eading inward were
partly of clear blue ice and partly of black rock

In the mdst of this roomsat a nman who when younger nust have been a nagnificent figure. H's
thick hair, now snowily white, was in shaggy confusion around a rugged, winkled face. Before himon
a wall was a panel containing a nunber of spread charts

The man was following lines on these charts with a slender steel pointer. As the pointer noved

his |ips murnured

"Each man to his own country,"” he was saying. "Press of population brings wars. Conquest nust
cease. Each nation nust develop and exist by its own resources within its own boundaries."

The steel pointer swing

"Conquest, always conquest!" the man nurnured. "I have but to nove one finger and it wll cease

In this way only, can war be ended. Only ny own craft and ny own air force shall have the secret of
moving by the |ight of peace.”

In towering colums of sone transparent substance varicolored lights spit and crackl ed. Many

gi ant tubes converged on conductors which seemed to project through the roof into outside space
The white-haired giant spoke |ouder. Wile his sunken eyes held a fanatical gleam his voice was
gentle, kindly.

"Sonme may die, but it is best, for |I shall save the world from whol esale nmurder. And all of this
shall be for peace. Peace for the whole world!"

ANCTHER voi ce spoke with a high, sarcastic inflection. The owner of this voice was invisible
Apparently he was standi ng somewhere outside the marmoth room of the peace power. Perhaps he was
speaking into a conductor

Around this second speaker other nen nust have been assenbl ed. Movenent of bodies, nuttered words
coul d be detected

"l have cone for an answer," spoke this voice. "Your ideas of peace for the world are all a very
fine theory. But we will not go on until you have inparted full know edge of both the positive and
negative |light rays."

The white-haired giant | aughed softly to hinself

"What | have given a lifetime to learn is only for nyself to know," he replied. "I am not

decei ved. You already have bartered to sell this power. But none may purchase that which you do not
possess. Wthout the key, you are helpless."

The other voice | aughed nockingly.

"The time has cone for a showdown, Man of Peace," spoke the voice. "I have waited until now |

will wait no longer. The precious war conmi ssion which you intended to instruct has been put in the
Pl ace of the dacial Death. Wthin another few hours, the representatives of the greatest nations
will be crushed slowy to pul p!"

The white-haired giant jerked to his feet. His big hands trenbl ed. There was now anger in his

voi ce

"You have gone too far!" he rapped out. "None is to die, as you were instructed! You cannot

conpel nme to do your bidding! | will sumon ny nen!"

"You may summon themin vain," nocked the other voice. "Do you inmagine | have been so foolish as
not to prepare? Look around you. Then, if you think it is w se, sumon your nen."



THE sunken eyes of the white-haired giant turned slowy.

In the several doors of the manmmoth room stood arned figures. Al of these nen were short and
dar k- ski nned.

"But you cannot do this! One of our purposes was preservation of the white race—

The white-haired giant was ragi ng now.

"Cal myoursel f," nocked the outside voice. "It is already done. W have possession of one of the
subs. Your nmen w thout bl ood have another. The third will return presently. It will be seized as it
enters Satan’s Gateway. We shall take possession of all the machinery. If you desire this war

conmi ssion to survive, you will inpart conplete information."

"You condemm these innocent men to death for your own petty purpose?" shouted the white-haired

gi ant.

"Petty purpose hardly describes it," said the voice. "One Oiental province alone has offered one
hundred mllions. There are twelve other foreign bidders. The power will bring five hundred mllions
before we have finished."

There was the clicking as if a switch had been pulled. In front of the white-haired giant a dark
panel glowed with purple light. Living figures |eaped into the square.

"You can see for yourself," rasped the voice. "Not only are sone there of the war conmi ssion, but
there are others. Once you had a very great friend they call Doc Savage. Perhaps you would like to
see four of his men crushed by the G acial Death? And Doc Savage hinself already has died."

The bi g hands of the white-haired gi ant noved hel plessly, as if he would push away the vision in
the glass. The tel evision showed the narrow shelf of the Place of the G acial Death.

The blue wall of ice was slivering. Pieces were falling. Tons of crushing force were sliding

along the shelf. Stone was being reduced to pul py powder. A nustached figure—Sir Arthur Westcott, of
Great Britain—was pulling at chains holding himto iron pegs in the wall above the shelf.

The face of the living glacier was hardly nore than a foot fromthe Britisher’s withing body.

The faces of the other prisoners were mrrors of stark horror.

The nocking voice said, "One by one, the others will see what it is like for living flesh and

bone to be pinched, ground slowy to bl oody nothing. Each one will die slowy. He will fight his

chains, but before those iron pegs could be torn out, his body will be in fragments. Is it not a
ni ce picture?”
"You arch-fiend of hell!" shouted the white-haired giant. "I shall destroy all—+ shall—=

THE deeply sunken eyes were staring at the shelf of horror in the television. But those orbs were
fixed nore upon one figure than any other. It was the dark-browed brother of Lora Krants. Into the
sunken eyes crept slow, desperate anguish. It was succeeded by cunning.

One hand of the white-haired giant noved.

"Do not do that!" rapped out a closer voice. "If you touch anything, you will die instantly! W
shall at |east have the power as it is! No doubt, we can discover the full know edge we seek!"
Rifles pointed at the white-haired giant. This new speaker was Kama, of San Tao. Hs teeth
flashed in a cheerful smile.

The white-haired giant refrained fromtouching the | evers. He nust have realized that his own
death woul d not save those in the glacial chanber.

But the giant was sliding one foot slowy forward. It touched a contact. The Man of Peace
undoubt edl y had prepared for just such an energency. At the sane time, he bowed his head as if
resi gned.

"What do you hope to gain by assisting a traitor?" he said to Kama. "He will sell to the highest
bi dder, if he learns all he nust know. "

"Perhaps | shall be the highest bidder," suggested Kana with a smile. "If not, then the anount
shall be great enough to nmake the sharing of it worth while."

The white-haired giant had apparently touched nothing. But from sone di stance underground cane a
hummi ng throb of power.

The voi ce outside spoke sharply.

"Look out, Kama! We have been tricked! Have your nen seize hinml He has summoned the ot her
submari ne! "

The white-haired Man of Peace |aughed |oudly, suddenly, horribly. H's great figure plunged
forward. H's hands were thrust toward the |l evers. Kama's nearest nmen noved with the qui ckness of
striking cobras.

IN the Place of the dacial Death, Sir Arthur Westcott had ceased speaking. Though the
tenperature was far bel ow freezing, the sweat was popping on his reddened, desperate face. Liquid
ran fromthe corners of his mouth, dripping fromthe ends of his gnawed nustache.

The British statesman had virtually ceased to "carry on." His teeth had chewed his lower lip to
red fragments. Now he coul d have noved his head and touched the face of the living glacier.

The crushing, slow death was only inches away.

Sir Arthur Westcott had perhaps half an hour, a little nore or a little |less, before his body



woul d begin to flatten, to dissolve, between the pinch of the glacier and bl ack rock.
"Look!" grated Ham "Maybe, after all, we'll get a break!"

Chapter XXI'V. BATTLE OF THE MONSTERS

I NTO the blue water bel ow the narrow shel f noved two sets of objects. Each of these consisted of
four prongs. They entered from opposite ends of the glacial cavern. They were noving at hi gh speed.
"Holy cow " boomed Renny. "They're going to smash each other!"

But the conmanders of the peace power subnarines were too skillful to risk collision. Like horns
of subrerged nonsters, the prongs ceased noving. Around the silvery crafts just under the surface
the water boil ed.

"They’'re comi ng up!" said Long Tom "Now what do you suppose we're in for?"

The sl eek, shining bodies rolled to the surface together. As they emerged, two conning towers
opened noi sel essly. Men poured onto the backs of the boats fromthese.

Al'l those who appeared carried rifles. The guns started snappi ng al nost before nmenbers of the
crews had regai ned their bal ance.

Leaden sl ugs buzzed |i ke bees in the echoing caverns. The slight explosions were sufficient to
cause sharp, crackling reports fromthe living face of the glacier.

"CGood grief!" rapped Ham "They’ re bunmpi ng each other off! It is a break!"

"I't mght be well to point out just where we will benefit," said Johnny. "Suppose they keep that
up? Wien they' ve finished, then where will we be?"

Hi s questions were logical. On the rounded back of one horned sub were the nearly naked figures
of gi ant Norwegi ans. These undoubtedly were the |oyal adherents of the white-haired one who called
hi msel f the Man of Peace.

On the other craft were the dark-skinned Orientals. OMng to the limted novenent fromthe

conni ng towers, they were for the nonent evenly natched.

A huge Norwegi an received a bullet in his hairy breast. Wthout a sound, he pitched into the
underground current. H's body rolled over. It disappeared.

The foll owi ng Norwegi an pierced the skull of the Oiental who had killed the first man. The
little Oriental splashed into the water. A red blotch stained the spot where he di sappeared.

The Norwegi an who killed himwas next to go.

Four nmen had been killed on each sub before a command was given. The Orientals faded back into

t he conning tower.

"Holy cow " grow ed Renny. "I thought those dark-skinned guys had nore guts than that! They're
still even and they quit!"
"l have an idea that if we have any chance at all, it lies with the naked blond fellows," said

Ham "But the little dark chaps don't quit like that for nothing."

HAM S opi nion was qui ckly substantiated. Wth the cessation of shooting, the white bodies of the
Nor wegi ans becane nore nunerous. There were nore than a score crowding the back of their craft.
"That’'s idiotic," surmsed the wise Johnny. "1'I| bet the dark guys are playing just for that."
From the conning tower of the Oriental submarine racketed a weapon. But this was no cracking
rifle. The high, deadly chatter was |ike the hamering of a riveting machine.

The result was ghastly.

Dead nen slid fromthe Norwegi an subnmarine into the underground sea. Sone |lived | ong enough to
withe with agony on the sloping deck before they slid off. The nen on the narrow shelf stared
hel pl essly at the nassacre.

The Norwegi an deck was swept clear. Only two nmen | ay draped across the rounded surface. The

machi ne gun still hamered at the conning tower. A slow, heavy voice spoke a conmand.

Air hissed in the cavern. The water bubbled. The iron port of the conning tower started to close.
One of the nen on the deck noved. He got to his feet and lurched forward. Already the tanks of the
submarine were filling.

The craft was subnergi ng. The wounded Norwegi an pitched toward the closing iron port. H's head
and shoul ders were thrust through.

Then he screamed with agony. The closing iron was pinching his bared torso. Excited voices
yammered inside the sub. Evidently an effort was nmade to reverse the subnergi ng operations.

The order came too |ate.

"Holy cowl " boonmed Renny. "They're going under with that conning hatch open!"

The sl eek, horned vessel dipped beneath the surface. Water gurgled past the wounded man wedged in
the port of the hatchway. Soneone attenpted to open the door and rel ease the body. The underground
sea poured in with a flood.

Q| sprinkled with air bubbles oiled the surface. Into this heads began to pop up. Evidently the
Nor wegi ans still in the subnmarine were neking their final desperate fight to live.

Al ready, the silvery craft was beyond the view of the prisoners on the narrow shelf. The water
here apparently was of great depths. Mre than a dozen heads cane into view

On the side of the cavern opposite the high, narrow shelf was a broader |edge at nearly the |evel
of the water. The sw nmm ng Norwegi ans made for this refuge.



Above them the Oriental undersea craft swung slowy broadside. The snout of the machine gun
poked out.

"Good grief!" barked Ham "The devils couldn't do that!"

But the dark nen had no conpunction. The machine gun weaved slowy. Fire sliced fromthe nuzzle.
Lead pattered along the water. The slugs ski pped and danced anong the bobbi ng heads. One by one,
the skulls were filled with round blue holes. Sone were split open, as nore than one bullet found
its mark.

The bare arms of the Norwegi ans beat the surface hopel essly.

The prisoners groaned in unison. The |ast bobbing head had been punctured. The |ast white hand
had flashed up, then followed a body to the bottom

THE uncanny, white daylight continued to flood the interior of the Place of the G acial Death.

The subnarine of the Orientals swng on the surface.

Kama, of San Tao, stepped forth. Hs teeth flashed in a cheerful smle. He seened i mensely

pl eased with the anusenent his nen had been given. He | ooked up at the prisoners. He probably had as
much feeling for themas he woul d have had for a simlar nunber of flies pinned on a wall.

"There is one anpbng you who can influence the Man of Peace," said Kama. "W have not been

informed who this fortunate individual may be. But the Man of Peace has betrayed hinself. If that

one of you will nake hinself known, he will be released and taken to the inner cavern."
Doc’s nen stared at each other. Sir Arthur Westcott had ceased fighting his chains. The ice was
still moving slowy, inexorably.

Suddenly, the living glacier itself gave the Englishman a reprieve for the tinme being. Perhaps it
had been the shooting. A great corner cracked fromthe ice wall and crashed into the water below It
opened a space of perhaps two feet close to the shelf.

At the rate the glacier was noving, that mght nean another hour before the first victimwould be
crushed.

The prisoners were saying nothing. They were waiting for one to reply to the Kana.

It was the dark-browed brother of Lora Krants who spoke.

"Perhaps | amthe one you nean," he said. "I amnot saying this to save nyself."

"Then you know the Man of Peace?" said Kama. "That, indeed, is npbst strange."

"I amthe one," repeated Barton Krants.

Two of Kama's nen ascended the narrow shelf. The manacles of the youth’s wists were unl ocked.
They |l owered himto the sloping deck of the sub.

"Holy cow " rasped Renny. "I knew it all the time! An’ that red-headed dane’s another one of
them "

But the eyes of the others were snapped away from the dark-browed Barton Krants.

The four prongs of another peace power subnmarine were gliding into the cavern. The four mrrored
horns seened |ike the head of some stal king beast of prey. Kanm uttered a curse in his own | anguage.
Barton Krants was shoved quickly into the conning tower of the Orientals’ subnarine. Kana ordered
his other nen below. The Oiental potentate, if that was what he clained to be, no | onger was
smiling.

Commands flowed fromhis lips in the | anguage of San Tao.

Johnny, alone of the prisoners, could understand the words.

"Prepare to attack, but we nmust preserve this submarine!" directed Kama. "It would be well to
riddle their power projectors with shot! Then they will come to the surface."

The Orientals were bringing their nachine gun into position.

THE four prongs of the new submarine sl ackened their speed. The craft had been heading directly
for the glacial finger where it extended into the cave. There was consi derabl e space between this
ice and the water.

The gl acier’s weight was supported by its own thickness and its crowdi ng of the upper walls.
"This sub has also | ost one of its eyes," remarked Johnny. "The mirror, or whatever it is, has
been taken out."

The four prongs canme to a conplete stop. The silver craft was notionless. Its sleek sides could
be seen a few feet below the surface. Three of the |ight-gathering | enses were shining.

But the fourth prong seened to be an eye socket with an enpty hole.

"It may be they are using that prong for a periscope," suggested Ham "There doesn’'t seemto be
any other device for observation.”

In this he was incorrect. The craft was equi pped with something better than a periscope. The
observer inside could survey the outside for a long distance. The devi ce was sonething on the order
of a television arrangenent. And it could also bring to view the interior of another vessel.
"Perforate the projecting inductors!" commanded Kana.

The machine gun was ained at the four prongs. An Oriental tripped the trigger.

A stream of slugs skipped the water. They sl apped around the prongs. Sone bullets pinged off the
gl eam ng netal, but apparently did no great danmge.

"Aimfor the |lenses!" yelled Kama. "Smash theml The Norwegians will be forced out!"



"Cood grief!" groaned Renny. "W’ re about to w tness another bloody slaughter!"”

The machine gun was lifted. Slugs buzzed around the shining mirrors of the horns.

Then fromthe prong with the mssing lense curled a yell ow wi sp of snoke. Puffs came from behind
it. The vapor nushroonmed and spread rapidly. Apparently it was coming fromthe craft with the force
of a punp behind it.

The prongs vanished in a cloud. The machine gun’s stream searched for the target. But there was
only the spreading cloud of yellow vapor.

Kama yelled, "Get inside! This is sonething new \Were did those Norwegians get it? It may be
poi son gas!"

The machi ne gunners ceased firing. The Orientals scranbled for their conning tower hatchway.
"I"d be willing to bet a million against a thin dime that it’s nobody but— Ham started to say.
Then a scared Oiental poked his face fromthe conning tower. He yamered excitedly at Kama. But
there were two words for which there seened no equivalent in the | anguage of San Tao.

"Doc Savage! Doc Savage!"

Kama sl apped his hands together and swore vilely. The other craft was hidden by the yell ow snoke
screen. Kama followed his men into the conning tower.

"l told you, Sir Arthur, Doc would be around,"” draw ed Johnny.

Chapt er XXV. UNDER THE I CE

DOC SAVAGE glided fromthe big retort that had been converted into a snoke screen pot. This

chem cal container had been ingeniously connected with the open inductor prong fromwhich the |ens
had been renpved.

"Monk, have you got the connection for that extra air conpressor tank?" said the man of bronze.
Monk was engaged in mxing half a dozen chemicals in netal containers. The apelike cheni st had
seened to forget their mission and all of its danger. For they had discovered a conpletely outfitted
| aboratory aboard the nystery craft of the peace power.

"Yeah, Doc," stated Mnk, "I’'ve got the conpression and the hook-up. All | need to do nowis slip
the acid into this mess. And when it starts spouting, there won't be any doubt about this being
Satan’s Gateway. It’'Il probably be hotter’'n that."

"Then we are going under the ice of that glacial finger," stated Doc. "| estimte we have perhaps
hal f an hour to discover what |ies beyond. By that time, the glacier will be carrying out the
terrible purpose for which the prisoners have been chained to the wall."

"But Doc," said Monk. "Wy couldn’t we pull up there and free all of themright now?"

"Because we probably woul d be overtaken by the sane fate that wi ped out the Norwegi ans on that
other sub," stated Doc. "Perhaps not all of our enemes are in the craft with Kama. We are opposing
forces about which we are not famliar. This daylight power nowis on. If it should be swtched off,
it is possible we should fail."

Doc had the prongs noving under the ice. The craft was headed for the inner caverns.

"The other craft is pursuing us, Doc Savage," stated the voice of Knut Aage. "Kama is driving
directly toward us at high speed. He will ramthis vessel if he gets the chance."

"l had judged he woul d nake that m stake," advised Doc. "Mnk, release the outside port of the
exit chanmber. The stuff is ready."

Monk’ s nubbin of a head bobbed. He scuttled to a lever. In the special periscopic device, Knut
Aage was wat ching the sl ender needl e of Kama's submarine shooting toward them Its prow was in the
formof a pointed ram

Monk pushed the lever. Imediately the clear, green water around themtook on a purplish color.
This deepened. It becane an intense black. Though their own visibility ahead was not | essened,

behi nd them the channel becane a vast pool of ink.

"Their craft has disappeared, Doc Savage," said Knut Aage.

"And for the present, we are lost to their view," stated Doc. "You say the chanmber of the Iight

is at the end of this cavern channel ?"

"It is there the Man of Peace controls the destinies of this power," said Knut Aage.

"We shal |l proceed there," stated Doc.

KAMA st ood at the periscope device in his subnmarine. He had ordered full speed ahead, despite the

danger of crashing a wall. H's purpose was to ramthe submarine carrying Doc Savage.
Then the underground sea was bl ackened. Visibility and direction became confused. Strangely
enough, Kama could still observe Doc Savage and the others inside their craft, but steering a direct

course had becone inpossible.

Kanma rel eased a flood of Oriental curses. Then his teeth flashed in an evil snile.

"W will take the passage of the short cut!" he ordered.

The prongs of Kama's submarine imedi ately swerved fromthe channel. Sl ow speed was ordered. The
craft nosed slowy along the wall. In a few mnutes, the craft swng off under the nountain glacier.
"We shall arrive at the cavern of light ahead of this bronze man of nmgic," stated Kama. "And we
shall be ready to receive him"



AHEAD of Doc Savage’'s subnarine |ooned the entrance to the cavern of light. A queer, pink

radi ance bat hed shal |l ow steps cut fromthe water into the nmammoth room

"Keep close watch, Mnk," directed Doc. "I shall investigate."

The bal | ast chanbers boil ed. The power craft slowy cane to the surface. Doc Savage opened the
conni ng tower hatchway and energed.

Monk was grunbling. He was beside Knut Aage at the observing device. Kana's subnmarine had not
again cone into view.

"Dag-gone it, Doc," yel ped Monk, "I don't |ike this! Maybe that heathen got lost in that ink an’
maybe he didn't! It’s too danged quiet to suit me!"

Doc Savage did not reply. He was noving along the sleek back of the submarine. Its prow touched
the shal | ow stone steps.

Fromthe |ighted manmoth room cane the | ow hunm ng of sone kind of nmachinery. There was a hissing
and bubbling. This was like liquids gurgling in great retorts.

Doc Savage stepped lightly to the first of the shallow stairs.

Fromthis position, his vision swept the interior of the great cavern. The bronze man’'s

remar kabl e powers of observation took in several hundred details of the machinery.

From anong this intricate nass he unerringly selected the vital instrunents. His rare, fantastic
trilling broke out. Now it was a tribute to the m ghty brain which had conceived this power and
perfected it to practical application.

The trilling abruptly ended.

Doc Savage was taking in a new scene. And in this scene was the white-haired giant, the Man of
Peace.

The man of bronze stood notionless. H's powerful hands hung at his sides. Not by any visible
action, did he betray that which his own super-senses had conveyed to his brain.

For Doc Savage knew he was surrounded. He had becone aware that hidden bl ack eyes were even now
sighting along ainmed rifle barrels. There were nore than a score of these weapons. Yet so perfect
was the drilling of the Kama's subjects, not the faintest sound had been created.

The voi ce of Kanma spoke nockingly.

"You will wal k ahead, Doc Savage, into the cavern of light," said Kama. "Your determination to
solve the nystery of the power of peace shall be gratified. | would not deny you that. Walk forward,
I command! Either that, or you shall die where you are! Qur bullets will not be wasted! For your
eyes al one shall be the target!"”

"A wi se man, Kama, knows when to obey," said Doc Savage, calmy. He raised his bronzed hands.
Step by step, he went up the shallow stairs.

HAD Kama been cl oser, nore ready to reveal hinself, he would have noted a queer circunstance. Doc
Savage was apparently accepting his defeat in this trap. Stair by stair, he clinbed toward the
cavern of |ight.

But the flaky gold eyes of the bronze man were closed. The lids conceal ed the whirlw nds that
must have been stirring in the depths of these hypnotic orbs.

And as Doc wal ked up the stairs, his knees rubbed slowy together.

The eyes sighting along the rifle barrels were all within a few yards. Kama’s nmen were encl osed
in the cold, icy cavern.

The crushing of fragile glass could hardly have been heard. Sone steam arose fromthe icy water
in the cavern. The vapor slowy spreading along the stairs around Doc Savage m ght have been

m staken for that.

Only, where the bronze giant had been wal ki ng under the nmenace of the rifles, there now was no
one.

Kama yel |l ed, "Shoot now Don't wait!"

The Orientals were accustomed to many kinds of nmagic. But this sudden di sappearance of Doc Savage
paral yzed themtenporarily. Then a dozen rifles slapped flame and |l ead at the place on the stairs
where Doc Savage had been.

The man of bronze was no |longer there. H's massive | egs had been sprung |ike springs of finest
steel. He had propelled hinmself backward. But when he struck the water, he checked his descent so
that no spl ash sounded.

Doc Savage did not possess the power to nake hinself invisible. H s apparent disappearance into
thin air was only in the eyes of the Orientals. Especially those whose rifle sights were fixed upon
him

The vaporli ke gas rel eased fromthe containers strapped inside his nassive |inbs affected the
sight of Kama and his men for only a few seconds. Then it was dispelled. Oher Oientals dashed from
their places of concealnent in the cavern of light.

Doc Savage was al ongsi de the peace power subnarine. One bronze hand lifted. It was visible to
Monk and Knut Aage. The hand made qui ck signs.

"Howl in" calamties!" yelled Monk. "Doc’s gone crazy! He's telling us to dive!"

Knut Aage was sl uggi sh, but he was quick enough to act now. Already, he was closing the conning
tower. The bronze man was meki ng anot her sign.



"There he is!" screaned Kama. "Al ongside the sub! Fill his worthless body with |lead!"

The Orientals nade a npst desperate effort to do this. Rifles belched. Bullets scored the side of
the submarine. Water was boiling fromits ballast tanks. The silver fish of the peace power was
subner gi ng.

Only the four prongs now were visible. A leaden hail squawl ed over the surface near the craft.
One of Doc’s bronze hands was seen for a nonment. Then it slowy di sappeared.

"This time, we have left no possible doubt!" gloated Kama. "It woul d have been best to have
permitted himto view our power, but all things nust be as they are!"

For the fourth time, Kama was convinced the man of bronze had di ed. Now he rapped out another
order. The four prongs of the sub were noving away fromthe stairs.

"W nust now capture the peace sub for our own purpose,” announced Kama. "Wthout Doc Savage, the
others will be easily overcone."

Kama | ed the rush of his nen to their own conceal ed subrmarine. The craft had been hidden in one
of the nunerous side channels near the cavern of |ight.

KNUT AAGE was at the controls, as their pronged craft noved slowy away fromthe stairs of the
cavern of |ight. Monk whi pped back into a mddle conmpartment. His hairy hands shifted |l evers with
frantic haste.

"Dag-gone it, Doc!" he was nmuttering. "I knew | shoul d’ve gone with you!"

Monk’ s hands whirled a wheel. A netal panel started sliding. Sone green water flooded in.

Doc Savage clinbed to his feet. He shook the water fromthe sleek nask of his bronze hair. H's
gol den skin seened itself waterproof. His lungs filled with air.

This had been his first breath in nearly four minutes. During that time, he had dived. Then he
had clung to the outside clanps of the entrance-and-exit chanber of the subnarine.

"Dang it, Doc— Monk began.

"We have no time to lose," interrupted Doc. "At this nonment, we have been conpelled to wait too
long. The ice of the glacier is upon our conpanions. |If we do not hasten, the Englishman and the
others nearest himw Il be crushed. Johnny is chai ned beside him"

Knut Aage stared at Doc Savage as he cane into the control room

"You are alnobst as nmuch of a miracle as the men who floated after they were dead," he stated.

"And | discovered that was sinple enough. Their blood had been renoved and their veins filled with a
cheni cal gas."

"My own escape was just as sinple," was Doc’s only comment.

The bronze man regarded this statenent as true. He never |ooked on his apparently niracul ous
powers as extraordi nary. Know edge of thousands of devices and their application, and the use of his
wits in preparation for nearly all energencies, he did not regard as supernatural.

Knut Aage was back at the observing device.

"Kama’'s sub is coming again," he stated. "He probably believes you have perished, Doc Savage."
"Only until they pick us up with their own underwater television observer," stated Doc. "And we
cannot | ose them as before. W have no tine to mx a new |lot of the screening chem cal. Mreover, |
have another nore vital use for the projector.”

Kama' s submarine was com ng al ong rapidly. Doc headed back for the Place of the d acial Death.

Both craft were speedi ng about evenly. Kama apparently was trying to cone al ongsi de. The novenent
indicated he did not intend to repeat the effort to ramthe other submarine.

"Monk, prepare the big retort,” directed Doc. "Connect it with the conpression tank. Have the
igniting acid ready."

A broad grin crossed Monk’s face.

"If there's really a devil in this Satan’s Gateway, we'll give himsonething to play with," he

pi ped.

The great nmetal retort with its strange mixture of chem cals was placed under the prong projector
fromwhich the eye had been renpbved. A person with chem cal know edge woul d have known the retort
and its connection were of alloy that was designed to resist the nost intense heat.

Kame’ s subnarine speeded close. Doc saw the craft was naking an effort to crowd their vessel into
the wall. He shot his own boat ahead at dangerous speed.

Chapter XXVI. DEVIL'S OMWN FI RE

"l GUESS this is the finish for him" grated Ham "Wat do you suppose could have happened to Doc
in that pronged boat? Coul d Kana have got hin®"

The first of Hanis remark was directed at the plight of Sir Arthur Westcott. Despite his stolid
British courage, the Englishman groaned |oudly.

There was a deep grinding of ice against rock. Sir Arthur had strained the I ength of the short
chains. But the slowy pushing ice already had caught his shoul der. The pinch had cut the flesh.
Bl ood flowed over one hand.

The narrow shel f under Sir Arthur’'s feet slivered off. The tortured Britisher was suddenly |eft
suspended by the chains. Against hima corner of the ice was pushing, pushing, pushing.

Perhaps, in tine, that chain would break. But it could only be snapped by a pressure that would



first reduce the prisoner’s body to a thing of jellied bone.

Sir Arthur suddenly shouted in an agoni zed tone. Plainly, his brain was giving away under the
strain.

Then Johnny spoke quickly, "He's back—boc’s cone back! There's the subrmarine with one enpty eye—
"Yeah!" rapped out Ham "An' there’'s Kama's sub right on their tail! There doesn’t seem anything
Doc can do to shake him |I'mafraid there’'s nothing even Doc can do in tine!"

Doc’ s subnarine shot toward the hanging finger of the glacier. The prongs passed underneath the
ice close to the point where Sir Arthur was being inexorably squeezed. The Britisher now was only
munbl i ng out his intense suffering.

The four prongs of Kanm's subnmarine crossed the open space toward the ice. They were stopped.

FROM under the ice leaped a blinding light. It was as if a blowtorch of giant size had suddenly
begun spurting fire. The flame danced with varied colors fromthe face of the glacier.

Johnny, who was next to Sir Arthur, lost all of his scholarly aplonb. He shouted.

"l told you so! Doc’s got it! Well, 1'Il be superanal ganated! The whole place is getting hot!"
Johnny spoke the truth. Al of the inside of the Place of dacial Death was becom ng heated. From
under the corner of the crushing glacier |eaped darting tongues of blue-green fire.

The heat nust have been withering. Probably it was of an intensity that woul d have cut into the
har dest steel.

Most certainly the spouting flane was penetrating the ice of the glacial finger. One w de crack
appeared. Into this, water started pouring down. This was on the corner which was slowy crushing
Sir Arthur to squeezed flesh.

Abruptly, the whole corner of the glacial finger split. Tons of ice were being dissolved as if
they had been pushed into a fiery furnace. The face of the glacier closest to Sir Arthur roared of
its own weight and went crashing into the water under it.

"Holy cow " shouted Renny. "If that ever hit that sub, it would be all up with Doc!"

But this falling chunk dived, then came slowy up. It was as large as a small berg. Its fall
reveal ed Doc’ s submari ne.

From the prong without an eye shot the nelting flane. The heat of it was so intense, even the

all oy nmetal of the projector was beginning to fall away.

The fierce blaze hissed with the pressure behind it. Doc’s nmen on the narrow shelf could not
understand the source. They did not know of the |aboratory Doc and Monk had di scovered. Nor did they
know of the conpressed air tanks which had been charged fromthe ballast power punps of the
subnari ne.

Doc’s craft noved slightly. The gigantic bl owtorch was touching nore of the glacial finger. Like
a knife dividing soft cheese, it cut the granitelike ice apart.

"Your Doc Savage," murnured a voice. "He arrived. By jove! | admt he's a great fell owa great
fell ow-al nost as great as the king hinself."

Then Sir Arthur Westcott, |loyal subject of H's Britannic Majesty, fainted. He was hanging
suspended by the chain manacles. Hi s injuries were painful, but he probably would Iive.

"I was afraid of that!" groaned Long Tom "That devil, Kama, is going after Doc!"

THE prongs of Kama's subnarine were noving swiftly. No doubt, the naddened man from San Tao had
decided to ramDoc’s craft. This time, he intended to destroy the bronze giant in such manner there
coul d be no doubt of his death.

The prisoners groaned. After all, if Kama won this battle, their deaths had only been del ayed.
"He's going to ramright into the other sub!" said Johnny.
Kanme’'s silvery fish gathered speed. The nonster blowtorch was filling the cavern with heat.

Anot her mighty section of the glacial finger was | oosening.

The prisoners gasped. Wth a roaring crash, Kama’'s subnersible smashed its pointed prow into the
other vessel. It seened the ram had passed clear through the other craft.

Air hissed. A flood of oil painted a rainbow across the green water. The flame of the giant

bl owt orch snapped off as if a wire had been cut.

"There ain't anything can save Doc now " groaned Renny. "Unless maybe that devil Kama gets him
outta there!"

But Kama, the man of San Tao, was not to rescue Doc Savage.

Thunder shook the mountain. It was |like the runbling of a great earthquake. It was crackling,
crashi ng sound.

At least half of the glacial finger in the cavern had been split off by the effect of the
terrible bloworch fromthe prong of the now w ecked subnersible.

Wth a roar, nore than a thousand tons of ice crashed down into the green water. The nassive
chunk went deep. There were other splintering sounds.

"Well, I"Il be superanual gamat ed! " grasped Johnny. "Doc and Kama both! The subs went down!"

THE ot her prisoners gasped and swore. There was no doubt of it. The fishlike submarines, joined
by their collision, nmust have been flattened under that ice |like a watch m ght have been under a



st eam hanmmer

Al around, the green water arose in a great wave. It slapped over the prisoners chained to the
shelf. Only their chains prevented them from being dragged fromtheir places

As the water subsided, a few bodies rolled to the surface. None attenpted to swim Sone of the
Oientals had been mangl ed to death, even before they had been drowned. O and bl ood floated up
t oget her

"It looks as if that’'s the finish for Doc!" npbaned Renny.

"He saved us for the time, and then he got it," stated Ham

"I"'mafraid you are correct,"” said a new voice. "l was hoping to get here in tine to prevent it

I was inprisoned in the cavern where the power is located. | just managed to escape and | found the
keys that may unlock your manacles. W will see."

"Holy cow " exclai med Renny. "Professor Callus! And | thought they had got you up on the
nmount ai n! "

"No, " announced Professor Callus. "They seized me and killed the driver of ny cart. | was brought
under the glacier and inprisoned in a big room"

The professor’s enornous head rocked on his skinny shoul ders. The strange daylight shone fromhis
hairl ess skull

"l thought | had discovered the nystery of the ocean haunt," he said. "I was hoping Doc Savage
and | could work out the fornula together. There's a fellow called the Man of Peace who knows al
about it."

Prof essor Callus was trying the keys. One by one, he was freeing the prisoners. Renny was the
first to swing over and get to the linp figure of Sir Arthur Westcott. He deposited the |inp nan on
the narrow shel f

"That red-headed woman had a lot to do with getting us into this, an’ it ain't the first tinme

she’s tried to kill Doc," declared the big engineer
"l am much afraid you speak the truth," declared Professor Callus. "Unfortunately, | was unable
to reach Doc Savage on the gl acier above. | had | earned some strange things about this Lora Krants."

"And what were these things you |earned?"

The heavy voice rapped out from back of the narrow shel f

Prof essor Callus had cone onto the shelf through a passage which the prisoners had not known
existed. In the entrance to this passage stood the heavy-browed Barton Krants

The youth acconpani ed his question with an unexpected | eap. He struck savagely at the professor’s
shini ng bald done. The bl ow was a gl anci ng one

For a man devoted to scientific pursuits, Professor Callus was surprisingly quick. One hand

| ashed out. The skinny fingers fastened on Barton Krants’'s throat

The youth smashed again with his fist. It seemed to have little effect on the hard, shining

skull. In the professor’s hand appeared a snubnosed gun. He pushed this into the youth’'s stonach.
"You and your sister are fakes!" he shouted. "I’ve known it all the time! You have been
responsi ble for nost of this killing! But you have cone to the end!"

"Hey, don’t do that!" shouted Renny. "You can’'t kill a man because—

THERE cane the briefly spaced double crack of an automatic rifle. The explosions whirled the
prisoners around. They were | ooking at an ordinary fishing schooner. The vessel had glided into the
gl aci al cavern from an outsi de passage

Prof essor Callus gurgled in his throat. H's snubnosed gun hit the shelf and bounced into the

wat er bel ow. Across the shining done was furrowed a deep, red line. Close to it was another nark.
But this was not a red furrow.

It was a clean, round hole. The eye behind that rifle had been certain. The hand on the trigger
had been sure

Prof essor Callus uttered no further sound. His great head seenmed to weigh his small body down
The shining skull rolled off the shelf. The weight pulled the rest of his skinny form al ong

The water splashed. Barton Krants yelled, "Sis! Good enough!"

"Holy cow " runbl ed Renny. "That red-headed danme again! And she nurdered the professor in cold

bl ood! "

The slim red-headed girl stood on the foredeck of the fishing schooner. Death snoke still curled
fromthe rifle in her hands

"Barton!" she cried out. "Are you all right?"

“I"'mall right!" replied the heavy-browed youth. "But |’'ve got to get back! Sis, |'ve found himn
You wait here!"

"Say," barked Ham "what's this all about? You stay here and explain!"

But the heavy-browed Barton Krants was slipping back into the passageway. The fishing schooner
scraped the black rock wall. On its deck were eight or ten nearly naked men. They were the huge
Nor wegi ans

A mast with a rope | adder touched the narrow shelf. The red-headed girl ascended it lightly, the
rifle still held in her hands. Sonme of the nearly naked nen heaved after her

Renny barged forward and seized the girl’s wist. Wth a cry of pain, she dropped the rifle.



"l guess you've got sone explainin to do, sister!" growl ed the big engineer. "Beginnin back in
Manhatt an when you grabbed ne, an’ then tried to burn Doc alive!"

The nearly naked men pushed forward. They jammred guns into Renny. Rifles nmenaced the others.
Renny rel eased the red-headed girl.

"Never mnd, they'Il be all right," said the girl. She spoke in Norwegian. "They' re ny friends,

t hough they don't knowit."

"Holy cow " grunted Renny. "You think we don’'t know you're hooked up with these crooks? Professor
Callus spilled it before you nurdered him"

THE girl smiled sadly. She shook her round head.

"You'll have to listen, Colonel Renwi ck," she said. "You were kidnaped by mistake by sone of ny
men in Manhattan. They believed you were Professor Callus. You were rel eased, when | told themtheir
m st ake. "

"Yeah? Then, M ss Krants, explain how you happened to head the gang that tried to bunp off Doc?
They've finally done it, those devils of Kama's, even if they did go with him"

The girl's face becane deadly white.

"You nean they’ ve got M. Savage?" she murmured. "Ch, they couldn’t! Not now, after everything

el se seemto be comng out all right! Doc Savage is alive! | just knowit! Don’t you understand? |
played in with that crowd to trap M. Savage in Manhattan! That got ne in with the brains of this
whol e schene! But | tel ephoned you at the hangar in time to save M. Savage from being burned to
death."

Ham st epped forward. His | ean face |ighted.

"That’'s right, Renny," he stated. "It was a woman who tel ephoned. It sounds reasonable. There is
much to this which we haven't discovered. But, Mss Krants, | fear Renny has spoken the truth. Doc
was buried with the others under the glacier when it fell."

The red-headed girl sobbed convul sively. There was considerably nore than just interest in a
friend in her grief.

"He saved ny life," the girl said, slowy. "Nothing could have happened to Doc Savage."

But the cold, green water of the underground sea had ceased to ripple. The great bul k of the
floating ice reared like a slowy noving nmonurment to death.

"I wish | could have your faith," began Johnny. "But—=

A rending, runbling explosion drowned his speech. The uncanny daylight went out as though sone
one had thrown a switch. The Place of the dacial Death becane a Stygian tonb.

"Ch!" gasped the red-headed girl. "It has happened!"

What ever the fearsone thing mght be, it was still happening. In sone distant cavern flared a
great pinkish glow. Through the ice caverns seeped the acrid snell of acids |ike the burning of
sul phur.

Then once nore the darkness becanme intense. Bit by bit, great chunks of rock or ice were thudded
fromcavern roofs in the distance. The last bit fell, then there was silence.

"He has done it," spoke the red-headed girl in a stricken voice. "Barton! Barton!"

"Can't we nuster up sone sort of light?" questioned Johnny in Norwegian.

"Ol torches, Skavnar!" said the red-headed girl, nore firmy.

The torches began casting fitful, grotesque shadows on the deck of the schooner.

Then Long Tomcried out, "Look! He's com ng up out of the seal Mss Krants, do you know i f Doc
had the glass fish on that subnmarine?"

THE reply of the red-headed girl was not needed. A faint blue gl ow appeared far down in the
water. It spread rapidly. It was rising to the surface.

Doc Savage's gl ass cylinder energed close to the side of the schooner. As it touched, floating,
the lid slid back. First appeared the dead-white face of Knut Aage.

After himcane the ugly, apelike countenance of Monk.

"Hel l o, insect!" rapped Ham hiding his feelings with heavy sarcasm "I can't get rid of you! |
can’t even get rid of that pig!"

The snooth, bronze head of Doc Savage appeared. The giant adventurer stood erect on the deck of
the fishing schooner.

He spoke rapidly in Norwegian to the nearly naked nmen. Their oil torches clustered around him
"We thought you had taken your last dive," said Ham grinning. "No one could live under a

t housand tons or so of ice."

"W were too far down for it to reach us," advised Doc. "W saw the glacier breaking. The gl ass
fish was a couple of hundred feet under when it struck. We saw the body of Professor Callus. H's
head seenmed to be pulling himdeeper. Mss Krants, | amglad you have arrived. W nust get to the
cavern of light at once."

The lips of the red-headed girl trenbled. Tears spotted her white cheeks.

"You know-eh, you do know?"

"Yes, | know nearly all of it," stated Doc Savage. "I have been partly inforned ever since | nade
a tel ephone call to Del Monte, California, before we | eft Manhattan. The real Lora Krants is in Del



Monte. She confirmed her friendship for you and your brother. She did not object to your assum ng
her identity."

"Howl in' calanmities!" squeaked Monk. "I knew all the time the redhead wasn't playin’ on the
square! She shook hands with ne! Then she had them i ndecent guys w thout clothes try to snother ne
to death!"

The red-headed girl smled at Monk through her tears.

"I like you too nuch to have harmcone to you, Mnk," she said, softly.

"Maybe she was just trying to do the world a great favor," said Ham maliciously. "Too bad they
didn't finish the job."

"l don't know why Doc took the trouble to nelt off that glacier!" how ed Monk. "Think of all the
peopl e who woul d have been spared listening to your |oose nouth!"

Sir Arthur Westcott opened his eyes and spoke feebly.

"Well, by jove! What queer fellows your blighters are, Doc Savage!"

Doc Savage said, "W mnust not delay longer. Let us get to the cavern of light and find this Man
of Peace."

Chapter XXVI|I. THE MAN OF PEACE

BARTON KRANTS hel d the body of the white-haired Man of Peace in his arns. The rugged face was
peaceful . The sunken eyes were closed in death. But a smle remained on the giant's |ips.

"He realized at the last what this power of |ight would nean to the world in the hands of the
wrong persons," stated Doc Savage. "So he destroyed his lifetime of work and hinself with it. It was
a great atonenent."

The red-headed girl knelt beside the white-haired giant. Her hand softly stroked his shaggy hair.
"It is best this way," she murmured. "Ch, if we could only have reached himbefore it was too
late."

"The nurderer of H almar Landson has net justice," stated Knut Aage. "Those who woul d have turned
the evil force | oose upon the world have been destroyed. My people can resune their occupation of

peace. "

"Yes," stated Doc Savage. "Many nmurders have been avenged. The first was that of the professor,
Homus Jasson, who was killed at ny door in Manhattan. He cane to warn ne, | believe. Another man
trapped him"

"But, Doc," said Ham "how about all of the weapons Honmus Jasson was carrying, and that deadly
hamadryad cobra?"

"I amsure they were on the person of the other man," stated Doc. "He intended to destroy us,
fearing we woul d detect his scheme when Honus Jasson arrived. After he killed Jasson, he planted the
| et hal weapons upon him He felt that for a tinme he would be safe.”

"Dag-gone it!" piped up Monk. "I don't quite get it yet!"

"The President of the United States will be greatly pleased and greatly grieved," said Doc

Savage. "The Man of Peace before you was Arne Dass, the great scientist who di sappeared. M ss Krants
and her brother are Kana and Barton Dass. They were the first to suspect their father was the
originator of the haunted ocean fight. They were nade agents of the departnent of justice."

"Holy cow " gul ped Renny. "Then | was grabbed by a bunch of them G- nen in Mnhattan?"

"It would seemthat was it," smled Doc. "The man who Arne Dass trusted to help bring peace to

the world, realized the millions in the power. Dass sent himto Washington to negotiate with his own
government. This man contacted Kama, of San Tao, and his crowd. Then he contrived to get many bids
from other nations."

"But these nen of the icy blood?" said Johnny.

"The person who was aid to Dass was a great scientist hinself," advised Doc. "He produced rigor
nortis in Homus Jasson a few minutes after he was killed. He had the secret by which the |oyal

Nor wegi ans were nade al nost inpervious to cold. But the Norwegi ans fought for the Man of Peace, Arne
Dass. The aid was conpelled to use Kane’s nen for his own ends."



"So Professor Callus was the real crook, the killer?" said Ham "And the girl played along with
himto try and save her father?"

"That about sums up all the answers," said Doc Savage.

"Howl in" calamties!" squeal ed out Monk. "I forgot all about Habeas Corpus! |’'ve got to get outta
here and find that pig!"

"Your queer quadruped is being well taken care of," assured Knut Aage. "My people will give you a
different reception, when we return. | instructed themthe animal was not to be harmed."

"And that just about spoils the whole finish to a great and perfect adventure!" rapped Ham
"There doesn’'t seemany way | can get rid of that pig!"

Ham and Monk in all probability would argue about Habeas Corpus the duration of their trip back
to New York.

THE END



