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Chapter 1. THE BUTTERFLY DEATH

IT is somewhat ridiculous to say that a human hand can resenble a butterfly. Yet this particular
hand did attain that simlarity. Probably it was the way it noved, hovered, noved again, with
somet hing about it that was rem ndful of a slow notion picture being shown on a screen.

The col or had sonmething to do with the inmpression. The hand was white, unnatural; it mght have
been fashi oned of nother-of-pearl. There was sonething serpentine, hideous, about the way it strayed
and hovered, yet was never still. It made one think of a venonobus white noth.

It made Beery Hosner think of death. Only the expression on Beery Hosner's face told that, for be
was not saying anything. But he was trying to. His |ips shaped word syl |l ables and the nuscle strings
in his scrawny throat jerked, but no sounds cane out.

The horrible white hand floated up toward Beery Hosner's face. The side street was gl oony,

deserted except for Beery Hosner and the man with the uncanny hand. The hand stood out in the nurk
almost as if it were a thing of white paper with a light inside.

Beery Hosner went through a convul sion of fright. Beery was a rather unusual fellow He was a

crook who | ooked the part. At best, he was rather a sickening specinen, and now his aspect was

doubl y unwhol esone. He managed to punp words out.

"Naw, naw, don't!" he choked. "I dunno where it is! So help me, | don't!"
The other man made no answer. His fantastic white hand -- the other one never noved, as if it
were dead -- was not his only unusual characteristic. His eyes were unnaturally huge and so very

pale as to be alnpst the color of water, and he had a thin face, a thin body. Wen occasional

di stant aut onobil e headlights caused himto cast a shadow, the shadow was skel eton-thin.

Beery Hosner broke out in gibberish.

"l don't know," he gulped. "I wouldn't kid you. | don't know anything about it!"

The other man's white hand kept noving.

"Where is it?" he asked. His voice was utterly flat; it held the mechanical quality found in the
speech of persons so deaf that they can hardly hear thensel ves talk.

Beery Hosner tried to back away. He was al ready pressed agai nst the darkened wi ndow of a candy
store.

"Whuldn't | tell you if | knew?" he whinpered. "Lookit, Ool --

The hand of the man called Col seemed to nove a little slower.

"You have it," he said tonelessly. "You were on your way to endeavor to sell it to this nman Doc
Savage. It is in the noney belt which you carry around your waist."

Beery nmade choki ng sounds. He was al nost sobbi ng.

"Take it easy!" he blubbered. "W can fix this tip. Gme tinme! Leme think!"

"You," said Ool, "will have all infinity in which to think." The white hand darted. There was no
slownotion effect this time. No onl ooker could have told whether or not the hand actually touched
Beery Hosner.

ALL of the pent-up terror of the last few nonents burst from Beery Hosner's slack lips in one
ani mal scream He wenched violently backward. Head, shoul ders and el bows ranmmed into the plate
gl ass of the candy store.

The wi ndow col | apsed. G ass crashed to the cement walk with a jangle.



Beery seened to be trying to get a gun out of an arnpit holster. But he thrashed about |ike one
suddenly stricken nmad. He kicked trays of chocolates and mints out on the sidewal k. Geat shudders
began to course over his scrawny body, but did not persist for |ong, because he gave a vast,
wheezi ng sigh and sl unped over, beconming as inert as the chocol ate creans crushed beneath him

Qol leaned into the window. His |left hand remained at his side, as if lifeless. H's right hand
drifted to Beery Hosmer's shirt, wenched. Two buttons flew and clicked far out in the street, then
chanbis of a noney belt tore with a rotten sound.

The obj ect which Ool brought into view resenbled a pair of goggles, nore than anything el se. But
as goggles, they were peculiar, for the lenses were as |large as small condensed nmilk cans, and their
glass -- the stuff did not look like true glass -- was al nost jet black.

One thing was striking. The workmanshi p was exquisite.

Ool put the goggles on, and they contrasted grotesquely with his chal ky face. Then he nade a

di sgusted sound, took them off hurriedly and pocketed them A psychol ogi st woul d have call ed the
little incident strange. It was as if the donning of the goggles had been an instinctive action.
There was nothing hurried about the man's novenents. He reached down, picked up a chocol ate,
tasted it and smacked lips. Then he took off his hat and scooped chocolates into it until it was
nearly full.

Wal ki ng away, he ate the candy avidly, as if it were some exquisite delicacy with which he had

j ust become acquai nt ed.

At the corner, Ool passed under a streetlight, and a peculiarity about his hair becane apparent.
It was Ittle nore than a golden down, like the fine fur on a nouse.

One man saw Ool go under the streetlight. The man was a janitor in a near-by building.

It was inevitable that the breaking glass should have attracted attention, and within a few
morments, a uniforned policeman canme running. He' stood | ooking at the candy strewn over the walk, at
first not noticing the human formin the wi ndow. Then he sawit, swore, and |leaned in to nake an
exam nati on. When he backed away, he | ooked puzzl ed.

"Quy nmust've had a fit, fell in the window and died," he nuttered.

That was the story the next editions of the newspapers carried, after a medical exam ner had
expressed the tentative opinion that death was due to natural causes.

Mor eover, there had been over a thousand dollars in the chanpis noney belt, and since this was
intact, it did not seemthat the notive was robbery.

It was some hours before the police got a different slant on the story. It required that long for
the janitor who had seen Ool go under the streetlight to make up his mnd. The janitor was a timd
soul. His story created quite a furor when he decided to talk.

The janitor had seen the whol e thing.

Chapter 2. PLANS

EARL MAURI CE "WATCHES" BOVWEN stood in his nodernistic Park Avenue apartnent and poured
eighty-year-ol d Napol eon brandy into a fragile glass, tested its bouquet |ong and pl easurably, then
took a sip and blotted his lips with a silk handkerchief.

He was a big man, with sone surplus around the waist. His dress was inmmacul ate, his nanner suave.
He did not | ook the part of one of the snpothest crooks in the big tine.

Wat ches Bowen | eaned back in the exquisitely noulded chair and absently fingered the thin yellow
gol d chain which connected the two | ower pockets of his vest. There was a watch on either end of the
chain. There was a jewel ed timepi ece on each of his slightly thick wists.

Wat ches Bowen had two | oves. One was his watches, of which he always carried four or nore, and
kept them perfectly in tinme. The other |ove was his Napol eon brandy.

It was possible also that he mght be considered to have a third affection -- his liking for

ot her peopl e's noney.

Wat ches said, "And so Beery Hosner is dead?"

Ool sat a dozen feet away on another delicately nodernistic chair, his hat held on his knees.
Fromtine to tinme his pearl-colored right hand drifted into the hat and transferred a chocol ate
creamto his forbidding slit of a nouth. The hat was al nbst enpty, but he still ate avidly.

Ool swal | owed, nodded, "That is what | cane here to tell you."

"Unfortunate, very unfortunate," Watches said dryly. "Wat happened to the damed fool ?"

Ool rempbved a chocolate fromthe hat and eyed it |ovingly.

"These are delicious," he said. "Wat do you call thenP"

"Candy, " said Watches. "Chocol ate creans. \WWat about Beery?"

Ool ate the chocolate with nmuch smacking of Iips.

"No one will trace me here," he said. "I amsure of that."

Wat ches | ooked, acted as if he had been sl apped. He had idly detached one of the watches fromthe
gold chain and it all but slipped fromhis fingers; his nouth sagged roundly open.

"You!" he expl oded. "You got Beery?"

"These chocol ate creans, as you call them-- | nust have nore of them" Qol said tonel essly.

"Yes, | killed Beery."

Wat ches Bowen sagged back, reached for the brandy and did sonething which was very rare for him
-- he drank a slug w thout sanpling its bouquet.



"Whew! " he nuttered. "And you sit there gobbling down candy! Ch, | know you're only about half
human, but-"

"My people had a civilization greater than yours sone thousands of years ago!" Ool said. For the
first tine, there was sonme slight feeling in his voice.

"All right, all right." Watches spread his hands. "W won't go into that. Wuld you nmnd telling
me why, particularly, you decided to scratch Beery off?"

"He knew our plans,"” ol said.

Wat ches scowl ed. "Now | ook here, if you're gonna start bunping --

"Beery Hosner knew our plans and he was greedy," Ool stated, interrupting. "He thought he saw a
way to gather unto hinself nuch noney."

"This begins to nake sense," Watches grunted. "Wat was Beery up to?"

"The devi ce which you call ny goggles -- " Ool paused.

"Yeah?"

"Beery stole them" said Ool.

"The hell!" Watches polished the back of the tinmepiece he was holding. "But howin the devil did

he plan to nake a buck fromthat? He knew how things stack up. He knew -- "
"He knew there was one man in your United States who m ght make use of the goggles," Ool

i nterposed.

Wat ches shook his head slowly. "I don't get this. Wio was Beery going to?"

Qol evidently knew sonething of dramatic effects. He allowed just the proper pause before
answeri ng.

"Doc Savage," he said.

" WHAT?"

Had sone one shot hi munexpectedly, Watches mi ght have been nore surprised, but only slightly

nmore so. He whipped to his feet. He did sonething he had not done in years -- he dropped one of his
wat ches, the one he was fingering at the nonent. And after his one blasting exclamation, he tried to
speak and the words stuck sonewhere down in his chest.

Ool ate chocol ate peacefully. Electric lights were on in the apartment, and under their gl ow,

several points about the man were noticeabl e which woul d have escaped casual ob servation. Hs white
skin was given the nother-of-pearl appearance by an interlacing of fine blue veins. It somehow had
the aspect of a tropical flower dooned to live its |ife anong venonous insects and nore venonous
serpents, cut off fromthe sun in the depths of sonme swanp.

Wth a perceptibly shaking hand, Watches poured hinself a hooker of the Napol eon brandy, downed

it, once nore without sanpling its aroma and flavor. The rare liquor seened to open a channel for

hi s words.

"Did Beery get to Doc Savage?" he asked hoarsely.

"No," said Ool.

Watches let out a gusty sigh of relief.

"That's a break for us," he said fervently. "I'mtelling you that |'d rather fight the United
States arny than this Doc Savage. A guy can at least run fromthe arny."
"This Doc Savage nust be a renarkabl e individual," Ool said, his dead voice naking it seemthat

he had no interest in the matter.

"' Remarkable' is putting it mld," Watches snorted. "That bird Savage is a wi zard! They say he
knows all about electricity and chemi stry and psychol ogy and engi neering and themthings. They say
he's a mental marvel. On top of that, he's supposed to be able to bend horseshoes in his hands, and
things like that."

"Danger ous?" Qol nurnured.

"You nmean to guys |ike us?" countered Watches.

"Exactly."

"Poi son!" Watches said vehenently. "Doc Savage makes a profession of mxing up in unusual things.
He's what the newspapers call a big-tine adventurer. He's supposed to travel around over the world,
hel pi ng peopl e out of trouble and puni shing w ong-doers."

"That hardly applies to us," said Ool.

"Ch, yeah?" Watches grinned wyly. "Fromwhat |'ve heard, this thing is right up Doc Savage's
alley."

Ool said nothing. He took the |last chocolate out of his hat, ate it, licked his fingers, shook a
few chocol ate crunmbs out in his hand, ate them then stood up.

"You will get me nore of those chocol ate creans,” he said.

Wat ches scowl ed as if he resented being given an order, then said hastily, "Sure! Sure!"

Col went to one of the |large w ndows and | ooked out upon the amazing display of lights which is
New York City after nightfall.

Wat ches Bowen asked curiously, "How did you kill Beery?"

"I merely | ooked at him" said Ool, "and he dropped dead."

"0.K ," Watches growed, "if that's the way you feel about it."

Ool was | ooking steadily through the wi ndow, his head back as if he were eying the sky rather

than the |ights.



"How are our plans progressing?" he asked.

"Rotten," said Watches.

"WHAT do you nean?" Ool asked, not turning.

"l1've canvassed all of the big airplane factories,” Watches expl ained. "They can build us a true

gyropl ane, sure. This true gyro will rise straight up and hover. It can be controlled fairly well.
But here's the rub. The damm things won't carry nore than two nen, and they won't lift hardly any
fuel at all. The things are still in the experinental stage."

"Then you think we are dooned to failure?" Ool asked. He was still peering steadily at the sky.

"We're stunped,” Watches said. He | ooked at the other curiously. "Say, what're you | ooking at?"
"Come here." Ool lifted an arm "Look."

Wat ches Bowen cane over and stared out of the window, not at the lights, but at the black abyss

of the sky. A nmoment |ater, he saw that which Ool was indicating-a short string of |ights suspended
in the heavens. He watched these, and they canme closer; and it becane apparent that the lights were
strings of lum nous letters.

It was an advertisenent, a flexible electric sign pulled behind a snall dirigible.

Wat ches snorted. The thing was a common sight over New York Gity.

"What the hell?" he sniffed.

"An idea that | have," Ool said mechanically.

"l dea?"

"Whi ch may enabl e us to quickly consummate our plans," OQol said. "W will make use of this Doc
Savage. "

Wat ches wet his |ips, shuddered. "Don't crack wise."

"You think | amjoking?" Ool asked.

"Ei ther that, or you're crazy!"

ol turned away fromthe wi ndow. "I know a great deal of this Doc Savage. | have studied him |
know his characteristics, and the characteristics of the five nen who aid him | even know that each
of those five nen is a specialist in some line. One is a chenist, one an electrical engineer, one a
|l awyer, another a civil engineer and the fifth a geol ogi st and archaeol ogi st. | know what nechani cal
equi prent Doc Savage uses. | know -- "

Wat ches gul ped, "A minute ago, you acted as if you didn't know nuch about the guy!"

"I wanted to see if you were afraid of him" Ool said.

"I amafraid of him" Watches snapped. "I'm not ashamed of it, either. No man in his right sense

wi Il buck Doc Savage."

"Neverthel ess," Ool nurnured enotionlessly, "we are going to use him"

Watches all but yelled. "Don't! | tell you that Doc Savage and his five hel pers are poison! W

can find some way without mxing with them"

But Ool wheel ed and stal ked out of the apartnent.

HALF an hour later, OCol was on the Hudson River, in a snall rowboat. He had the oarlocks nuffled
with rags, and the only sound penetrating the darkness was the occasional slap of a wave against the
side of his boat. These small noises did not matter, being lost in the rhythm c | appings of waves
anong the pilings of the piers along the near-by water front.

Qol peered intently into the darkness. It was very black, yet the man with the strange

not her - of - pear| conpl exi on seened to have sone slight ability to see in the darkness, for he soon
pulled in toward one particular pier.

This pier was roofed over, and it bul ked large in the darkness. Across the outer end, after the
fashion of piers, a nane was |ettered:

HI DALGO TRADI NG COVPANY

Most of the building was snoke-stained, ol d-Iooking, but there was a part, a higher addition to

one side, which was obviously quite new. The end of this was closed wi th enornous doors.

Ool pulled his rowboat close to the pier warehouse and nade the painter fast to a piling For an
instant, he stood |ooking up out of his flat, water-colored eyes at the blackly |l oom ng hul k of the
structure. Then he grasped the nearest piling.

He did not look like a strong nman, yet he shinned up the snooth tinber with squirrel agility, and
reaching the top of the piling, he continued his ascent up the warehouse wall, enploying a steel
girder, a nunber of which forned the outer structure of the wall.

A nonent later, he squirned over the top of the hangar.

He listened for a tine. There was no sound, except snall water noises. Ool crept forward, naking
for a large ventilator. He rounded this. Then things happened.

A squat, bulky formhurtled frombehind the ventilator. Trenendous arnms enw apped Qol in a grip
that forced air fromhis lung with a sharp roar. The stocky attacker wedged a head under Qol's chin,
and Ool's stringy neck was bent until it creaked.

Ool tried desperately to bring his right hand into play, but it was pinned to his side. He lifted
his feet in an attenpt to overbal ance his assailant. The apish attacker did not upset. Qol's

not her - of - pear| face began to take on a purplish hue. He was entirely hel pl ess.

Chapter 3. THE MAN WHO WAS NOT HUMAN

A FLASHLI GHT spi ked a white beam out of the darkness and another man canme from behind the



ventilator.

"You do have your nonents, eh, Mnk?" he asked.

"Frisk '"im Ham" grunted the api sh man who had seized Ool. "See if he's got a gun."

The newconer, "Ham " placed his flashlight on the roof, then stepped forward to search Ool. This
put himin the flash glow. He was |ean, of about average height, and attired in remarkably dapper
fashion. He carried a slender black cane.

Ool stared at him

"Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks," he said enptionlessly.

Ham did not | ook surprised. Courtroomtraining had taught himthat, for Ham was one of the nost
astute |l awyers ever to be matriculated fromHarvard. He was al so by way of being the male fashion
plate for New York City. His other and major claimto distinction was that he was a nmenber of Doc
Savage's group of five remarkabl e aides.

Ham tucked the cane under an arm and began searchi ng Ool .

"Hurry up, you overdressed shyster!" "Mnk" grunted. Mnk had a small, childlike voice.

Ool tried to nove his right arm Mnk put on pressure. A faint, strangely piteous cry came from
Qol's lips and he subsided. Mnk's strength was fabul ous.

Monk had other abilities too, although a stranger would not have dreaned it after one | ook at his
bull et of a head. There did not seemto be roomfor even an anple spoonful of brains above Mnk's
eyebrow line. Yet, as Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, he was anong the hal f dozen
greatest |iving chem sts.

Monk was al so a nenber of Doc Savage's group of five aides.

Ool revived slightly and spoke, his voice weaker, but still retaining its nechanical quality.
"How di d you di scover me?" he asked.

Monk grinned. The grin had the effect of making his incredibly honely face very pleasant to | ook
at .

"Abird can't light on this building without us knowing it," he said. "Boy, you should see our

al arm system "

"l see," ol said. "I should have thought of photo-electric eyes and nagnetic fields."

Ham conducting his search leisurely, said, "The nan seens to know sonething of electricity."
"Wl you hurry up, you fashion plate?" Mnk requested.

Ool lifted his left foot and stanped with all of his mght on Mnk's toes and instep. Mnk
bellowed -- he liked to yell at the top of his voice when he was getting hurt. He rel eased Ool
suddenl y.

ol , so unexpectedly rel eased, staggered. Monk swung a fist. Qol had no tinme to dodge. The fist
hit himand he sl anmed down on the roof. Alnpbst instantly, he sat up, but did not try to get to his
feet.

"Bl azes!" Mnk grunted. "He's tough. Wien | hit a guy like that, he generally sleeps."

HAM st udi ed Ool's face. Ham had withdrawn a pace and tugged his black cane apart near the handle,
disclosing that it was in reality a sword cane with a long, thin bl ade.

"He is a strange one," Ham said wonderingly. "Look at those eyes, and that nouse-fur hair on his
head. And the color of his skin! Say, he's al nost as funny-Looking as you!"

Monk scow ed at Ham

ol chose that instant to lunge, and his right hand drifted out with a nobccasin speed. Mnk
junped. Only his agility, fabulous for one of such bulk, saved him

"Watch it!" Hamyelled. "He's got something in that right hand!"

"You're telling ne!" Monk circled warily.

Col was up on all fours now. He scuttled backward., spider fashion. Ham circling swiftly,
nmenaced the pale man with the tip of his sword cane.

Ool, staring at the cane, saw that the tip was coated for some inches with a sticky-I| ooking
subst ance.

"Poi son?" he asked. His voice was still utterly flat.

Ham startled by the cal mess of the question, started to say sonething, then reconsidered and
was silent.

"Shut up!" he snapped. "Show us the inside of that hand!" Ool hesitated. Then he turned the hand
over, and both Mnk and Ham bent over to examine it.

There was nothing in Ool's hand.

"You search him" Hamtold Mnk. "If he gets funny again, |'ll tickle his ribs in a way he won't
like."

Wil e Hamthreatened with the sword cane, Mdnk went through Ool's pockets.

"Not hi ng!" Mnk said disgustedly. "No gun, no knife -- wait a mnute. Wat's this?"

He pull ed the strange goggles out of Ool's pocket and held themup to get better light on them
Ool stared blankly, but his right hand, held high above his head, started wavering |like a
butterfly's feeble fluttering when it feels the first warmrays of the nmorning sun on its w ngs.
Monk pressed the goggles to his eyes.

"Can't see through '"em" he grow ed, then addressed Qol: "Wat are these things?"

Ool did not answer. His right hand kept up its weird shifting.



Monk pocketed the goggl es.

"What did you cone here for?" he asked Ool.

Ool said nothing, but his right hand continued its butterfly fluttering.

Ham wat ched the notion, frowned, then pressed the point of his sword against Ool's ribs. The

chal k-faced assassin quieted his hand and kept it notionless.

"We'l| take himto Doc," Ham said.

IN the center of New York City, the skyscrapers jut up like silver pines, each seemingly striving
to overshadow the other; but there is one building taller and finer than all the rest, an astounding
mass of polished granite and stainless steel towering nearly a hundred stories into the sky, a
structure that is possibly man's proudest building triunph.

The entire eighty-sixth floor of this building was occupi ed by the man whose nanme was lettered in
nodest bronze on a door:

CLARK SAVAGE, JR

Monk and Ham took their captive to Doc Savage's headquarters by way of Doc's private speed
elevator, a lift especially designed by Doc, one which swooped the eighty-six stories in about the
tinme it took an ordinary express elevator to rise half a dozen floors. Al nost invariably, a man,
riding in the speed elevator for the first time, was forced to his knees by the shock of starting.
Monk and Ham wat ched Ool anusedly when the el evator started. But Ool's knees gave slightly, and
that was all. At no tine was he in danger of |osing his bal ance.

"l told you he was tough," Mnk grinned.

"And funny-1|ooking," Hamrem nded. "Funnier |ooking than you."

Monk ceased grinning. "Listen, shyster -- one of these days |'m gonna nake you put on a
sword-swal l owi ng act with that trick cane!"

The pair glared at each other the rest of the way up. A stranger, fromtheir manner, would have

t hought they were on the point of coming to blows, when, as a matter of truth, they were the best of
friends.

They stepped out on the eighty-sixth floor, crossed the corridor and passed into a |arge room
plentifully furnished with huge, confortable chairs. A deep-piled Oriental rug |lay underfoot.
Between the two great w ndows stood a solid-looking table inlaid with ivory of exquisite

wor knmanshi p.

A short-wave radi o receiving set squatted inconspicuously at the back of the table, and a voice
was droning fromthe | oud-speaker as the nmen entered with their captive. It was a police broadcast.
" -- all cars will be on the |ookout for Dimter Daikoff," the radio droned. "Daikoff is a very
large man, with black hair and dark eyes. Oficers will use care, since Daikoff is reported to be
dangerous. Dai koff recently escaped froma Chicago jail and is reported to have been seen in New
York --

Monk rai sed his voice over the drone of the radio.

"Doc!" he yelled. "W found a guy on top of the waterfront plane hangar! Thought you'd want to
talk to him He nust've been up to sonething!"

Doc Savage cane through a door into the room

PERHAPS t he reaction of OQol to the appearance of Doc Savage was the thing which best indicated
what a remarkabl e physical specinen the bronze man presented. Ool, who had nmurdered a man that
eveni ng without showi ng the slightest excitenent, stared and let his jaw down slightly; his

wat ercol ored eyes becane quite wide.

Doc Savage was a giant of bronze. As he cane through the door, his stature was trenmendous, but
when he was beyond the door and there was nothing by which to conpare his size, he seened to grow
smaller in stature. That was because of the symetry of his devel opnent; his corded nuscl es neshed
under his skin in a manner which made their tremendous size scarcely noticeable, except for the
tendons on his hands which were |ike cabl es.

But the compelling thing about the bronze man was his eyes. Strange eyes, they were, |ike pools
of flake-gold, hypnotically conpelling in their power, stirred continuously with a weird life.

Doc Savage was quietly dressed. The bronze of his hair was but little darker than the bronze of

hi s skin.

"What's this?" he asked.

The bronze man had a voice of remarkabl e nodul ation, and his tone, while not loud, carried to the
corners of the room

Monk expl ai ned what had happened.

"The photo-electric alarms on the roof gave the guy away," he said.

Then he went on to tell of the capture, of the weird way in which Ool noved his hand-the hand in
whi ch they had found nothing. He finished up by producing the goggles with the black | enses as thick
as condensed m |k cans.

The bronze man eyed the goggl es closely.

There cane into existence an eerie trilling sound. It welled up and pervaded the room tuneful

yet tuneless, nellow and so soft that it m ght have been the whispering note of an eveni ng w nd
seepi ng through palmfronds, or the distant murnur of glacial ice on its ponderous way to the sea.
Monk and Ham wat ched curiously. They knew that sound. It was part of Doc Savage, although they



could not see his lips nove as he nade it. The note was a snall, unconscious thing which he did in
nonents of stress, or when surprised, or puzzled

Doc Savage asked Ool, "What are these?"

Qol replied pronptly, tonelessly.

"Just a toy," he said. "They are of no value, no inportance."

There was nothing in his voice to show that be had killed Beery Hosner earlier in the night
because Beery had taken the strange goggles with the intention of selling themto this sane

remar kabl e bronze man

DOC SAVAGE wat ched Ool intently.

"Why were you prowl i ng over our water-front hangar?" he asked

Qol smiled. It was the snmle of a man not accustoned to showi ng enotion in that manner. The snile
was slightly horrible

"I went to the hangar for the purpose of contacting you," Col said

"Why did you not come to ne here?" the bronze man asked

"You are a busy nman-1 know your reputation-| despaired of being granted an interview" Qol spoke
by spurts

"The interview was an urgent matter?"

"Tremendously urgent."

"So you went prow ing about the hangar, knowing it would be guarded, know ng you woul d be
captured and brought to me?"

"Precisely."
Monk blurted: "Bunk! This lug was up to sonething."
Doc turned the curious goggles over slowy in his cabled hands. Again cane his low trilling

sound, nore felt than heard, flooding the roomw th its tremulous quality.
Pol i ce broadcast continued to issue fromthe short-wave set, flooding the roomw th droning

"Calling all cars -- calling all cars -- "
Then the announcement concerning the Chicago crimnal canme through again
" -- Dimter Daikoff wanted for murder. A big man, walks with a linp; black hair; small, dark

eyes; a scar that starts fromthe |obe of his right ear and slants across his neck -- "

Doc Savage's conpel ling voice broke in upon the radio droning

"Who are you?" he questioned Ool

"Gray Forestay is ny nane," Ool said pronptly. "In Mngolia nmy name, as nearly as can be

transl ated, was Lleigh Foor Saath."

Doc Savage's features renmi ned undeci pherabl e, but the flake-gold which seened always alive in
his eyes, swirled a bit faster

Monk nuttered: "The yahoo is lying, Doc."

Ool kept his flat-eyed stare centered upon Doc. "I amnot lying," he said. "You are judging from
nmy appearance that | amnot a pure Mongol. You are correct. | amonly part Chinese."

He paused. "My unnatural appearance is not entirely the result of a mixture of bloods. It is the
result of hardships nore grueling than you woul d believe a man could endure, and live."

"CGo on," Doc said

ol spoke nopnotonously. "I hesitate to speak |lest | be disbelieved, and yet | know you to be a
man of such mature intellect as to realize that there are strange things in the world, things so
strange as to be utterly discredited by the conventional mnd."

Ool paused again. After fully half a mnute, he continued

"You have heard of the Lenderthorn Expedition, lost in the pack ice north of Canada? |, Gay
Forestay, was the only nmenber of the expedition to escape. In recent nonths, as perhaps you have
read in the news, | headed a rescue expedition to search for the lost men. We found that airships

were utterly inpractical in that region. W could not effect a |anding upon the rough ice. But where
an airship has failed, a dirigible would succeed."

"GP

"You have a dirigible. That is one reason why | have cone to you. There is al so another reason

"And this other reason?" Doc queried

"You control, so | understand, what is perhaps the nost superior aggregation of brains and brawn

in the world. | need your help."
Monk squinted at Doc. "Is this dope about a Lenderthorn Expedition straight stuff?"
"It is," Doc nodded slowy. "It was in the newspapers, but not prominently so. Lenderthorn was

not a fanous man."

Ool spoke suddenly, dramatically

"The Lenderthorn Expedition was not |ost through natural causes, as was reported."

ol stared with his flat, water-colored eyes while he let an interval of silence pass

"We encountered what | can only call nysterious 'things,'" he went on. "These cane in the night
and | know only that they were bl ack, shapeless and utterly horrible, and that they carried off
menbers of our expedition one at a tine, until only | escaped."

Chapter 4. THE MOCCASI N DEATH

OOL paused after making his unusual proclamation, and eyed Doc Savage and his two aides, as if



endeavoring to learn how they took it.

Monk and Ham regi stered an adm xture of doubt and surprise. Doc Savage's regular bronze features
portrayed no enotion at all.

On the inlaid table, the radio droned on and on, the police announcer reciting descriptions of
stolen cars, of lost persons, of petty crines and energency calls.

"Emergency call to all cars," the |oud-speaker droned unexpectedly. "Pickup order for a tall,

sl ender man with very pale skin. Man wanted for the nurder of Beery Hosner, a man with a police
record. Killer's nobst pronounced characteristic is his short, very fine hair, which |ooks froma
di stance somewhat like the fur on a nmole. Man was wearing dark suit and dark hat and

Monk, watching Ool intently, breathed, "Blazes!" in soft conprehension.

ol began to sidle toward the door.

Doc Savage ripped out a few words in a softly nusical, but unintelligible, jargon-a |anguage
known only to hinself and his aides. It was the | anguage of ancient Muya, the speech of a
civilization which had supposedly vani shed fromthe earth centuries ago. Doc and his men used the
tongue to conmuni cate orders.

Monk and Ham reacting to the order in Mayan, rushed on Qol. Things happened quickly. One nonent,
Ool was under their finger tips. It seemed inpossible that they could mss seizing him But the next
instant, Ool eluded them his speed blinding, and Monk and Ham found thensel ves cl utching each
ot her.

"You dunb fashion plate!" Mnk choked.

"Ape!" Hamretorted.

Jerking around, Doc's aides charged Ool again. Carefully this time, with grimpurpose. Doc was
barring the door.

"That guy is greased |ightning," Mnk nuttered.

ol nmade a snarling sound and advanced on them His right hand was weaving about in its peculiar
wei rd fashion.

"Look out!" Doc called sharply. "Get back!"

Monk and Hamretreated, but in uncanny fashion Ool was within striking distance of them His
weird right hand floated out. There was no dilatory butterfly flutter about the notion this tine.
Strai ght at Ham the hand drove. The hand was bent at the wist, the bony fingers extended.

Then, suddenly, Ool was off his feet, falling to the floor. Doc Savage had whi pped out a foot to
ki ck hard agai nst the side of Ool's |eg.

ol shoul d have been stunned by the shock as he struck the floor. But the white-faced nurderer
bounced up i medi ately. H s noccasinlike hand drifted out viciously.

"Monk -- get clear!" Doc Savage's voice was a crack 'of authority.

Monk hurled his siman bulk to one side. Ool's hand went short'. The hand jerked back. It was
like a snake's head recoiling. It struck again, at Ham

"Ham " Doc Savage rapped. "Don't let himtouch you!"

Ham dropping to the floor, evaded the hand. He rolled to one side, got his feet under him

whi pped upri ght.

Qol glared at them

"The goggles," he said flatly. "Throw ne the black goggles or | wll kill you all!"
Doc Savage spoke in Mayan. Hi s hands went into his pocket, came out and were clasped behind him
He took a single step backward. After that, he stood still. A surprising thing happened.

The 1 ong, skeletal frame of Ool went down |ike a bag of bones collapsing. Hs fiat eyes blinked
shut; the gaunt head flopped forward on its stringy neck; the |l egs bent at the knees, and be lay as
still as if in death.

DOC turned, wal ked over and hoisted a wi ndow. For a space of about forty seconds neither he nor
his aides said anything, but sinply stood and regarded each other.

Monk went over and, with a foot, reached out exploringly and stirred a few fine particles of
glass on the floor where Doc Savage had been standi ng when Ool went down. There were crystal --
glinting particles, such as m ght have been nade by the shattering of a very small electric |ight
bul b.

Doc said, "Al right."

He, as well as Monk and Ham breathed deeply; it becanme apparent that fromthe time Doc had
uttered the words in Mayan, they had all three been hol ding their breath.

As a matter of fact, Doc's words had been a warning to Monk and Ham that he was going to break a
tiny glass anaesthetic bonb on the floor. The anaesthetic was one devel oped by Mnk, dissemn nating
al nost instantaneously into the air, and powerful enough to produce unconsci ousness at the first
whi ff.

The gas becane ineffective after mixing with fresh air, but the effect upon one who had al ready
breathed it would not wear off for some tine.

"Well, that's that," Ham said. He adjusted his necktie and brushed his trousers which had

coll ected dust when he rolled on the floor to elude Ool's weird right hand.

Monk pawed his own jaw. "The guy sure wanted that black goggl e doo-dad. He had a chance to get
away, but he wouldn't |eave without 'em"



Doc wal ked across and stood | ooking down at Ool's prostrate form Mnk and Ham pressed cl ose at
hi s side

Ham renmarked, in a voice heavy with disbelief: "Yes, sir, he's even uglier than you are, Mbnk.
don't know how it's possible, but he is!"

"You cl ot hesrack!" Mnk grow ed. "You don't know nascul i ne beauty when you see sone. | exude
virility, I do! I'man exanple of the donminant nale."

As Doc | eaned over Ool, that apparently sensel ess individual becane charged w th appalling vigor
Ool ' s knees doubl ed under himand he sprang furiously to his feet. At the same split-second his
deadly right hand noccasi ned out toward Doc

It was sonething absolutely new to the experience of Doc Savage and his aides. Never had a nan
who had gone down under the spell of the anaesthetic bonbs, risen so soon

A bronze flash, Doc backed to avoid the nmysterious touch of Ool's nother-of-pearl fingers. He
succeeded in hurtling clear, and in doing so, his corded arms, sweeping out, thrust Monk and Ham
behind himto tenporary safety.

"Get in the other room" Doc ordered Monk and Ham his flake-gold eyes remaining fixed on the
crouchi ng Ool.

"Aw, Doc -- " Monk started a protest

"CGet in there and shut the door," Doc repeated; and when his aides did not nove fast enough, he
l unged, using both mghty arms to shove themthrough into the next room

He tossed Ool's strange goggles in after them Then he slamed the door behind them

INSI DE the other room cut off from Doc, Ham and Monk reared to their feet and tried the door
The force of their conbined body-jolts shuddered, but did not open the chrom umribbed door inits
steel frame

"He's | ocked us in here!"™ Mnk bell owed. "Hey, Doc!"

He banged his gnarled fists against the unyielding door

"He's in there alone!" Ham shouted

"That white-skinned, nouse-haired guy ain't human!" Mnk roared. "The anaesthetic gas never even
fazed him"

Fromthe outer room Ool's flat voice cane clearly.

"One man already to-night | have killed for these goggles," he intoned. "Now | kill another."
Ham and Monk quit poundi ng, nunmbed rmonmentarily by a flesh-crawing dread

Fol | owi ng. ol ' s pronuncenent, mnuffled sounds came under the door. Feet padded. A body thudded. A

chair overturned. Then there was a chilling sound, unnamable a dry clacking nore than anything
el se
Ham cl utched Monk by the arm "That sound It's that -- that ghoul -- |aughing!'"

"Yeah," Mnk said thickly. "Yeah."

The eerie clacking laugh faded away. Feet pattered. The patterings grew quickly fainter. The hal
door sl amed.

Ham and Monk commenced furious fist-batterings against their own door

"Doc!" Their voices crashed together. "Doc! Are you there?"

The only sound. now was the interm nable police broadcast conming in over the short-wave set. The
announcer was repeating an earlier broadcast

" -- Dimter Daikoff, nurderer, escaped from Chicago jail, believed to be in hiding in Manhattan
Hi s description: A big man, walks with a linp, a sear slanting downward across his neck fromthe

| obe of his right ear --

The radi o voice crackled on and on, while Mnk and Ham endeavored to get out of the room

Chapter 5. THE MYSTERI OQUS MJRDERER

SI XTH AVENUE by day is a working man's street. The children who scanper there between the wheels
of autonobile traffic, the nen and women who swarmover its griny sidewal ks, give it a degree of
friendly warmth

But late at night, denuded of its human adornnents, the avenue lies stark and ugly. OCccasiona

rats haunt its sidewal k garbage cans. And another breed of rodent, nore vicious, cones to life in
curtain-drawn back roons.

Ool was the only human figure in sight on the dimstreet. Alean cat, dirty-furred, clawscarred
and with nost of one ear missing, |eaped down to the sidewalk froma sour snelling garbage can and
slunk into shadows at Ool's approach

The cat was hardly nore sinister thin OGol as the whitefaced assassin noved al ong through the

night with his characteristic animl prow, gaunt head hunched far forward, spidery arms dangling
He sl owed his pace as he came to a spot where a sickly glow of |ight seeped over the sidewal k
fromthe half curtained windows of a barroom Dingy yellow lettering on the w ndow gl ass proclai ned
the place to be "Bill Noonan's Tavern." ol paused |ong enough at the door to flash covert gl ances
in both directions, then entered, scuffed through gray sawdust covering the floor and approached the
bar .

A fat Negro, his head seenmingly a hall perched on his multiplicity of chins, dozed on a stoo

near the cash register. He opened one red-ri med eye as 001 approached

"Are you Ham hock Piney?" Ool questioned



The Negro betrayed no surprise at Ool's appearance or voice

"Dat's right, boss," he said. "Ham hock Piney, dat's nme."

"l want to see Watches Bowen," Ool stated

The Negro yawned cavernously, said nothing

"Did you understand nme?" Ool snapped

"Cou'se | understan'," the Negro grinned. "Wuat you want ne to do about it-put a fly in your

beer ?"

Ool expressed quick anger. As though propelled without volition, his right hand started drifting
about

The Negro | aughed sleepily, said softly, "All right. Ah see yo' knows de pass sign. Yo' can go on
up. Take dat door in de back. Go up de only steps yo'll see."

A M NUTE | ater, facing Watches Bowen in the nobster's top-floor hideout, Ool said, "You had
better give your watchdogs nore explicit instructions concerning ne."

"Ham hock?" Watches | aughed, and his thick hand hovered near the gold watch chain which spraw ed
across his vest. "He's all right. Slicker than you'd think."

A man hunched in a near-by chair, rattled the pages of a racing formwhich draped across his |ap
He was a nouse of a man, snall. He seened intent on doping out a possible track wi nner, when, in
reality, his ferret eyes never left Ool. Conceal ed by the form sheet, his right hand gripped a fl at
aut omati c.

At an oilcloth-covered table on the opposite side of the room three men killed tinme with cards
Cccasional ly, they flashed curious glances at Ool and Watches. These nmen were all young, sleek
bar ber - shop grooned. Each snoked, and there was a hard cal mess in their manner

Wat ches jerked his head at Ool. "Let's talk private," he said

The suave nobster noved to the far corner of the room Ool follow ng closely.

ol questioned blankly, "Are you not afraid he mght mss me at this distance?"

"Who?"

"The little man in the chair."

Wat ches' bl eak eyes slitted, and his hand swerved instinctively back to his watch chain.

"You don't m ss nuch, do you?" he grunted

"Not much," Ool said. "You do not trust me?"

"It's not that," Watches said. "W were afraid a cop might tag you in. | don't take chances."
"Who is the man with the racing formand the gun?" Ool asked

"Honey Hamilton," Watches said proudly. "He can shoot fly specks off a hundred-watt bulb."

"That is an exaggeration?"

"Alittle, maybe." Watches grinned. "Wat've you been up to?"

"l have," said Ool, "suffered a misfortune."

"Didn't | tell you not to nonkey with Doc Savage." Watches unclipped a tinmepiece and funbled it
"Just how had is the situation?"

Ool began to speak. His voice was |ike the intonation of a phonograph which possessed no
qualities of tone whatever; his words were so flat that at tines they were hardly understandable. He
told of his going to the water-front warehouse-hanger, of his capture, of exactly what had happened
thereafter.

"This Doc Savage | ocked his two nmen in an inner roomin his headquarters," he finished. "The
bronze man and | fought. For a tinme, he evaded ny right hand. He pursued nme down to the street. Hi s
speed is al nost unbelievable."

"You sure? You' d have to be good to shake those men who work w th Savage."

From the hall, behind the closed door, sounded the scrape of nunerous feet. A single fist pounded
heavily on the door

"QOpen up!" a voice bawl ed. Honey Ham | ton had been stationed at a cleverly conceal ed | oophole in

the wall. The | oophol e | ooked out upon the hallway and was of a size to permt insertion of a gun
snout

The mouselike little man cupped his hand to his nouth and hi ssed back to Watches, "It's

coppers!”

"JOHN LAWS! " Wat ches nunbl ed i ncredul ously, then wheel ed upon Ool. "This is your doing! They've
got you tagged for the Beery Hosner job! You let them see you cone in here!"

ol shrugged. "That is inpossible."

"Then sonme stool tipped them" Watches shook his head violently. "Nix. No pigeons get a line on
me. |'mcareful about that. How in the devil did they know you're here?"

The pounding on the door continued. The hollow, netallic quality of the sounds was an indication
that the door was in reality an arnored panel

"Let's blow, " Honey Hamilton suggested uneasily. Watches nodded, and | eaped to a side door. This
gave into a narrow hall which in turn led to a flight of steps angling downward. They started to
descend t hese steps

"Shure; and you can cone r-right down," said a strong Irish voice frombelow "But it'd be
healthiest if you'd throw your guns down first."

"Damm!" Watches gritted. "They've got the back way bl ocked. Now we are in a jam"



The men retreated to the room and cl osed both doors. Honey Hamilton pried up a cleverly hinged
floor board and lifted out a subrmachi ne gun. He posted hinself at the | oophole.

Watches ran over to the wi ndow and | ooked out. There was another building sone thirty feet
distant. There were windows in the wall. But no man could junp that distance.

Then Wat ches snapped back hastily. He had glinpsed a uniformed policeman in the court bel ow. The
of ficer was | ooking up, balancing a heavy service revol ver suggestively in one hand.

"You birds had better get wise to yourselves," the cop called. "W've got you surrounded!"

Wat ches | ooked at Ool specul atively. Then | touched him and he staggered back and col | apsed. |
came here."

Wat ches swal | owed twice. "Doc Savage is dead?"

"He is," Qol said, enphatically.

WATCHES seened to be thinking deeply. His breathing was heavy. He polished the watches on both
ends of the chain, then conpared their tine with that shown by his two wist watches, found one of
the wist watches a few seconds off, and made a correction.

"What was the idea of the song and dance about the Lenderthorn Expedition?" he asked.

ol shrugged. "It is part of ny plan."

Wat ches put out a disgusted jaw. "Your plan! Say, don't | rate on this? You go ahead with a
scheme that's as wild as hell, and you don't give me a gander at it. | don't like it! Who's running
this, anyway?"

"You," said Ool, "and |."

Wat ches put the tinepieces back in his pockets and began to curse. He swore in a | ow voi ce, but
venonously and wi thout repeating hinself.

"What a sweet ness," he finished. "Doc Savage has those goggl es?"

Col began, "I have a plan -- "

Somewhere in the rooma buzzer whizzed twice, loudly and 'jarringly.

Wat ches stiffened. The three nen playing cards pushed back fromthe table with such quick

viol ence that the stacked chi ps washed over the oilcloth and spilled on the floor. Even nouselike
"Honey" Hamilton snapped fromhis tilted chair, forgetting to keep his gun conceal ed beneath the
form sheet.

Ool, al one, showed no perturbation.

"What is it?" he asked.

"That buzzer's never been rung before," Watches clipped. "It's an emergency -- worked froma
button behind the bar where Ham hock can reach it with his toe."

"Maybe," ol ventu red, "Ham hock went to sleep and kicked it accidentally."

"Not a chance! That fat devil is never sleepy, and not as harnl ess as he | ooks.

Then col or faded out of Watches' florid face.

"What is the matter?" Ool asked. "You |ook sick."

"Listen," Watches Bowen demanded hoarsely, "did you go dunb and | eave Doc Savage's nen trail you
down here?"

"l did not. | was careful to conme in a roundabout way."

Ool seened to read his mnd.

"You can turn nme over to the police," he said slowy. "No doubt they will then hold you on no
charge nore serious than that of possessing weapons."

Wat ches shook his head. "I'mnot that kind of a guy. Anyhow, think | wanta lose ny cut in a few
mllions?"

Ool shrugged. "It seens there is nothing for us to do but fight."

Honey Hamilton said nervously, "They're gonna use torches on that door, Watches."

Watches yelled, "Well, are you gonna stand there and | et thenP"

Honey Hami | ton spread a benign | ook over his face as he shoved the subnachi ne gun snout through
the | oophol e and his finger sought the trigger. But he never discharged bullets.

There was an ear-splitting crack. Steel splinters flew like shrapnel over the room A screaning
fragment crashed a bottle of whisky, went entirely through the tabletop and sank into the floor.
Anot her ripped Watches' coat sleeve fromwist to el bow

Honey Hamilton tunbl ed backward off his chair; blood began to well from gashes on his face and
shoul ders. He lay prone, pawing at his bloody face.

Wat ches squawl ed at him "Wat happened?"

"They cut | oose at the | oophole fromoutside!" Honey gul ped. "A bullet nust have wal ked into the
muzzle of ny typewiter. Jamred in the barrel. Blew the breech all to hell!"

He sl unped down on the floor. Watches let himlie, and glared wildly at the | oophole. Then he
scuttled to one side. One of the policenmen in the hall had thrust a gun barrel through the | oophole
fromthe outside. He could not fire and do any damage, because the angle was not right, but the
| oophol e was effectively plugged.

Wat ches pulled helplessly at his gold vest chain. "What a lulu we're in," he groaned.

They stood there, nerve-taut, anxious. Qutside in the hall, a soft roaring began and grew | ouder,
and after a bit, the inside of the door started snoking. The police were using a cutting torch on
the armor plate panel.



Wat ches groaned, "W ain't got a chance to fight --
"Hey, there!" called an entirely new voi ce.
FOR a nonent, they could not |ocate the voice; then they spun, and after that they stared
unbel i evi ngly.
Across the thirty-foot space between the two buil dings, a window was open. A nan | eaned fromthat
wi ndow. He was a dark-skinned man, very big, snooth-shaven, with very dark eyes, black hair and a
scar which started at the | obe of his right ear and sl anted down across his neck. Hi s appearance was
utterly villainous.
In his hands, the man held a coil of fire hose of the type often affixed to reels inside office
bui | di ngs.
Wat ches ran to the wi ndow, |ooked out and down cautiously. He could see the policeman in the
all ey bel ow. The bl uecoat was spraw ed out, notionless on the grinmy concrete.
"Cet a nove on, you birds," snapped the big, scarred man across the alley. "Or are you
interested?"
"Hel |, yes!" Watches expl oded. "Toss us the end of that hose!"
The big man hurled the hose, mssed the first tine, but on the second try, Watches seized it,
drew it inside and knotted it to a radiator.
Hand over hand, the nen started comi ng across. They were not interrupted. The policeman below in
the alley did not stir. The large, dark man with the scar voiced only a single word.
"Hurry," he said, and led the flight. The swarthy fellow had a pronounced |i np.
Li ke rats deserting a sinking ship, Watches Bowen's gang swung gi ngerly across the hose span and
t hrough the wi ndow. Honey Hamilton, the last to attenpt the crossing, suddenly discovered that, due
to his wounds, he was incapable of naking it.
"Go on," he growed. "I'Il keep the cops entertained."
"Don't be a fool!" snapped the big, dark man.
He swung out over the span, grunting and straining with the effort, and got his | egs around Honey
Ham | ton. Then began the return journey.
It was a remarkable feat, for the dark nan held Honey gripped in his |legs, suspended in the air
above the alley. The hose sagged and groaned as, hand over hand, the dark nman pitted his gigantic
strength agai nst the swaying. But slowy, like a cable car over a quarry, he finally nmade the other
side with his wounded burden.
Honey Hamilton, weak with relief now that the trip was over, made a wy grin. "Thanks, guy.
Remi nd ne, if | should happen to forget that sonetine."
AN hour or nore |later, Watches Bowen was rel axing in another of his nunerous hangouts-a
fifty-foot cabin cruiser tied up at a City Island dock. A bottle of Watches' eighty-year-old
Napol eon brandy contributed substantially to his relaxing; by the time he had drained a third gl ass,
he had recovered nmuch of his old suave manner.
Sl unped near Watches, on an over-stuffed berth, the three sleek, hard, young gunmen were engaged
with a fresh deck of cards.
In the same room the big, dark stranger who had cone so nysteriously to their rescue was doi ng
an excel l ent job of bandagi ng Honey Hamilton's wounds.
Qol sat on another berth, as notionless as if he were dead, except for an occasional twitch from
his weird right hand.
From forward in anot her cabin cane the soft drone of a short-wave radio | oud-speaker. It was
gi ving police broadcasts.
-- repeating pickup order number one, naught, naught, seven, two," said the radio. "Dimter
Dai kof f, who escaped two days ago froma Chicago jail and is believed to be in New York. Daikoff is
a large man with a linmp. Has dark skin and eyes, and a scar on his neck, on the right side. Reported
to be dangerous."
Wat ches Bowen, in the act of drinking nore brandy, nade an expl osive sound and shot a fine spray
of the stuff through his teeth. He choked and coughed.
"So that's who you are!" he gul ped, eying the dark, bulky man who had saved them fromthe police
trap.
The stranger | ooked up from his bandagi ng.
"Right," he said quietly.
Then the nman stood up. He held his head proudly. Hi s black eyes flashed with an al nost fanatical
glitter. The light fromthe overhead electric bulb gl owed on the smooth skin covering his high cheek
bones. Like many of his race, this man's cheek bones were so prominent that his cheeks | ooked
hol | ow. They were thrown i nto shadow.
"I amno nurderer!" he proclained tragically. "I sinply liquidate one who was traitor to our
party. |, Dimter Daikoff, amno crimnal. In nmy country, | would be honored, receive a nedal. But
here, they hunt ne |like aninmal."
Wat ches shrugged tolerantly. "That's all right by me, brother. One turn rates another. You can
hang around if you want to."
"Thank you." The big man bent again to his task of nercy. "I amno killer. | ama patriot."
"One thing I'd |ike to know, though," Watches continued, "is howin the hell did you happen to



show up just when we needed you."

Dimter Daikoff smiled gravely. "That is sinple. | was hiding next door. Wien | heard the shots,
| thought it was nyself that the police were after. | struck unconscious the officer who was on
guard in the alley. Then | saw it was you that they sought. | do not |ike policenen. They do not

know the difference between a patriot who cane here to the United States and el i m nated one who had
been a thieving government official of his own country-the police do not know such a patriot froma
common nurderer. | hate themfor it. So | help you."

Wat ches stretched luxuriantly and grinned.

"What a swell thing hate can be sonetimes,"” he said.

DURI NG t he course of the next several hours, the nen loitered aboard the boat. Dimter Daikoff
fitted into the situation as naturally as a big house dog. He came and went about the boat,

adm ni stering to Honey Hami|ton and preparing drinks and sandw ches.

Eventual |y Watches and Ool went into a huddle in the forecastle.

Honey and the two younger gunmen were sleeping and Dimter Daikoff, the self-claimed patriot, was
washing dishes in the galley. so there did not seemto be reason for undue secrecy, but Watches and
ol , neverthel ess, kept their voices |owered.

Several times the name of Doc Savage, -and the phrase "black goggles," was audi ble, however. It
woul d have been apparent to any one interested that they were carefully planning a nove agai nst Doc
Savage's nen, believing Doc to be dead.

When they finished their conference, they awakened the others and departed. Honey Ham lton could
wal k.

"You can stay here and play admiral until we get back," Watches tol d Dai koff.

The instant the gunmen were out of sight, Daikoff strode to the forecastle where Watches and Ool
had hel d their whispered conversation, and fromthe ventilator renoved a snall conpact dictograph
devi ce which had been | owered there. Then be proceeded to wind up a length of fine wire attached to
the dictograph, wire as fine as hair, and hence practically unnoticeable. It ran back to where

Dai kof f had been di shwashing in the galley.

Wat ches and Ool might have been worried, certainly they would have been surprised, if they had
known that their whisperd plotting agai nst Doc Savage's nen had been overheard by the big nman.
Stowi ng the di ctaphone device away in his pocket, Dimter Dai koff hurriedly left the boat.

Chapter 6. THE SCARED EXPLORER

FIVE nmen stood in the early norning sun which streaned through the "health gl ass" w ndows of Doc
Savage' s eighty-sixth floor headquarters. Two of the five were Monk and Ham And for once in their
lives, the hairy chem st and the dapper | awyer were finding thenselves aligned on the sane side of
the argument.

The men on the other Side of the argument were Doc Savage's other three aides, famliarly known

as "Johnny," "Long Toni and "Renny."

"Holy cow " Renny roared. "You nean to stand there and tell us Doc may be dead?"

Renny, or Col onel John Renwi ck, as his engineering associates knew him had a | ong, puritanical
face. He was inches over six feet tall, and weighed in the neighborhood of two hundred and fifty
pounds. H's great frame gave the appearance of being conposed nostly of bone. But the really

remar kabl e thing about himwere his fists. Each was conposed of fully, a quart of bone and gristle.
"Locked in a roomwhile Doc went up against this guy with the funny white hand, were you!" Renny
boonmed. "Wy didn't you bust out?"

He swung one of his huge fists as if by way of denonstration. It was Renny's boast that no wooden
door was nade with a panel so strong that he could not shatter it with one bl ow of those fists.
Monk and Ham squi r ned.

"Blast it, we did!'" Mnk groaned. "It took tinme. Wen we got out, both Doc and this guy were
gone! "

A mldly scholastic voice put in, "Not an enpyrean collocation of circunstances."

The speaker was Johnny, or WIliam Harper Littlejohn, a man who never used a snall word when he
had time to think of a large one, and also a man who was one of the greatest |iving archaeol ogists
and geol ogi sts. Johnny was very tall, and thin as Od Man Death hinself, and he carried, on a

ri bbon, a nonocle which was in actuality a powerful magnifier.

The fifth of Doc Savage's aides was a thin man with a skin the color of a nmushroom He | ooked
about as unhealthy as a man could |ook. As a matter of fact, he had never been ill in his life, and
could, if occasion called for it, whip nine out of every ten men he chanced to neet on a street.

He was Maj or Thomas J. Roberts, electrical w zard extraordinary. He was nore often known sinply

as "Long Torn," a nanme he had annexed | ong ago after a di sastrous experience in trying to make use
of a rusted "long tonf cannon of buccaneer vintage.

Long Tom shook his head. "This strange white-skinned man you caught at the warehouse-hanger, he
claimed to be Gray Forestay, a nmenber of the Lenderthom Exploration party?"

"Exactly," Monk agreed.

"He gave no | ogical explanation of why he was prow i ng around the hangar?" Long Tom persi sted.

"He said he knew he'd get caught and brought to Doc, if you call that logical," Mnk snorted.

"That man," Long Toni pointed out, "answers the description of a fell ow who nurdered a gangster



named Beery Hosner |last night. He is supposed to have waved his right hand at Beery Hosner, an the
man dropped dead. "

"He was great at waving that right hand," Mnk agreed gloonly. "I dunno just what kind of

devil ment was connected with the way he did it."

Suddenly, from sonewhere outside the reception roomdoor, canme a burst of scuffling. Then a |ong,
drawn screech of terror reached them There was sonething about the screech which put a strange
feeling around the roots of their hair.

"1"11 he guperamal gamat ed! " expl oded bi g-worded Johnny.

"Holy cow " echoed Renny.

Each had used his pet exclamation for nonents of great excitenent.

ALL lunged for the door. Ham w th his sword cane, was first outside, with big-fisted Renny and
the others crowding himclose. The corridor was enpty. Al elevator doors were closed, and the

i ndi cators showed that no cages were on that floor. They ran for the stairs.

Hal fway down, at the turn of the flight, they encountered a man who was scuttling upward.

"Hel p!'" the man screeched. "Help!"

The fleeing man had no hat. His thick gray hair flopped over his forehead. He had a cl ose-cropped
gray nustache, and was wearing snoked gl asses.

To all appearances panic-stricken, he flung hinmsel f upon Ham who was still |eading. The man was
larger than Ham but he cringed close to tile lawer, like a whipped dog.

"Who's after you?" Renny swung his huge fists.

He did not have long to wait for an answer. Men charged around the corner of the stair |anding,
com ng frombelow with such speed that they piled up the first few steps before they noticed Doc's
ai des.

The speed with which they stopped was |udicrous. Evidently they had expected to find one
fear-crazed man. Now they were confronted by five nmen, not at all scared.

Wheel i ng back without warning, those in front collided with those who pushed cl ose from behi nd.
Three of the men fell, sprawing in fantastic fashion.

"Keep them away!" the fleeing nman pl eaded. "They'll kill ne!"

Renny bel | owed, and pitched his two hundred and fifty pounds of brawn down the steps.

His fists flailed. One man went back under his pile-driver blows. H's sheer hurtling weight
downed anot her. Renny bored on. A man on his back drove a vicious kick at the inside of Renny's
knee. Renny fell heavily, adding his own thrashing linbs to the withing tangle already on the
floor.

Doc's other four aides, lunging after Renny, smacked blows in all directions. They did not,
however, do all the battering. They took terrific jolts fromfists. The foes knew how to fight.
But they had been taken at a disadvantage. They were forced back along the corridor -- all except
one bent-eared nan who was rolling on the floor, locked in a gorilla-grip with Renny.

When the fighting reached the region of the elevator shaft, one of the nmen swerved, jamed a
thunb agai nst the button which brought Doc Savage's speed el evator up.

"Back of ne, men!" he yelled. "Lemme take 'eml"

The other nmen quit fighting, |eaped back.

The man who had pressed the buzzer wenched a revol ver out of his pocket and | evel ed down at his
crowding enemes. H's fellows were out of the way, backed tip against the el evator door, so the gun
coul d cover Doc's aides.

"Stand back!" the gunman yelled, "or 1'll blast the pack of you!"

Doc's aides stood tense and glaring. There was nothing they could do. Any nove might draw bullets
fromthat nmenacing revolver. It would be hard for the gunman to mss.

A soft click announced the arrival of the elevator. The doors fanned open.

"Inside!" the man with the gun ordered his nen.

But the men did not get inside.

A BRONZE cycl one seened to boil out of the elevator. The nan nearest the door was engul f ed.
Yanked shoul der-hi gh, he was hurl ed shrieking, upon his conpanions. He crashed into the gun wi el der,
knocked hi m down.

The bronze cyclone noved on. There was blurred notion. Men went down |ike shingles w nd-whipped
froma barn.

Doc Savage, who had been riding the elevator up, waded through themw th his cabl e-corded fists.
Sprawl ed on the floor, the gun-toter jerked up his revolver an instant before the bronze man
crashed through to reach him The gun bel ched thunder. The slug creased an ugly red furrow al ong
Doc's nuscl e-rippl ed neck, slamed on to his over Mnk's rusty nubbin of a head and spanged into the
corridor wall.

Doc froze in his tracks.

"All right," he said quietly. "Don't shoot again. You win.

Doc's sel f-possessed manner seened to have a miracul ously quieting effect on the gunman. He held
his fire and threw an order to his mnen.

"In the elevator -- quickly!"

He saw themall inside while he held Doc and his five aides off with the gun. Wth a | ast



menaci ng flourish of the weapon, he | eaped inside hinmself. The door slid shut. The el evator sucked,
swi shi ng, downward.

Monk | eaped to ring the buzzer for one of the regular elevators.

"We'll ride this down," he roared.

Doc waved hi m away. "Let them go, Monk."

Doc's aides stared, conpletely nystified. It had baffled them enough when Doc quit fighting, and
now for himto calmy allow the assail ants to get away was

Renny cracked his huge fists together.

"Holy cow " he booned. "Wat's the idea? Were you been, Doc? W thought you were dead."

The bronze man answered with a question. "Wuat started this?"

"Afellow let out a bellow and canme charging up the steps,"” Mnk expl ai ned.

"Wiere is he now?"

"Hiding in your office, Doc," Long Tom vol unt eer ed.

"W will talk to him" Doc said. "Ham you stay behind here and tell a straight-sounding story to
any office workers who might investigate the shots."

"That shyster," Mnk grunted, "can talk fast enough to nmake any one believe them shots was just a
st enogr apher poppi ng her chewi ng gum"

Ham f | ouri shed his sword cane and glared at Monk.

THE bronze man and his four aides filed into the eighty-sixth floor headquarters. They | ooked
around.

Careful ly calculated training had rendered Doc Savage capabl e of concealing all enption. He
showed no enotion now. That was not true of the others. They showed a Vast surprise.

"Well, 1'll be superamal gamated!" Johnny gasped.

"Where is your stranger?" Doc questioned.

Monk blinked small eyes. "He was here!"

"He must be here!" Johnny put in.

The only time Johnny used little words was when he was excited.

Doc strode across the deep-piled Oriental rug and threw open the door to the adjoining room It
was spacious, lined fromfloor to ceiling with crammed bookshelves. It was Doc Savage's scientific
library, a collection of tomes al nbst without equal.

Beyond was another room |arger, a roomof fantastically shaped gl ass flasks and beakers, banked
test tubes, brightly colored chemcals in bottles. Massive electric furnaces, testing nmachines, and
chem cal apparatus crowded the floor space. It was the bronze nman's workshop-1|aboratory.

Doc and his nen entered quietly. Their feet on the acid-resisting conposition floor gave off no
sound. This fact enabled themto make a discovery.

Besi de an opened gl ass case, his broad back toward them stood the man who had fled fromthe
thugs. He was bent over, exam ning sonething.

"Find sonething interesting?" Doc questioned, in a quiet tone.

The man whirled so quickly that a shock of his gray hair cascaded down over the snoked gl asses
which he wore. His left hand went behind him

Doc Savage strode forward. He did not seemto walk with undue speed, yet so perfectly did his
huge nuscl es coordinate that he reached the man's side with startling suddenness. The gray-haired
man was heavily built, but Doc brushed him aside with one novenent of his hand.

The stranger was hol ding at his back the goggl es which Ham and Monk had taken from Qol, the

skel eton-thin prow er on the hangar roof the night before.

Doc hel d the goggl es | oosely.

"Were you interested in these?" he asked.

"Yes -- no!" the man stanmered.

"You will notice that they are unusual," Doc went on. "The lenses are fully two inches in

t hi ckness, and bl ack -- so black that no Iight penetrates them"

"I -- | picked themup by mstake," the man said, a little hoarsely. "My own snoked gl asses fell
off. | don't see well without them The light hurts ny eyes -- snow blindness. | picked these of

yours up by mistake. For a minute | thought they were mne."
Doc turned the bl ack-1ensed goggles over in his great sensitive hand.

"This flexible material in which the I enses are inbedded -- can you identify it?" he asked the
stranger.

"l don't know anything about them" the man declared. "I picked themup by m stake --

"The material seenms to be fish skin,” Doc said. "It sonewhat resenbles the skin of a species of
deep-sea fish with a habitat in the Arctic Ccean."

"I"'mnot interested in the goggles," the man reiterated earnestly. "I"'monly interested in ny
life. | cane here to get away from nmen who woul d have killed nme."

He peered intently through his own snoked gl asses at the faces of Doc's nen. "Are they gone now
-- those men in the hall? Are they gone?"

"They decanped," Renny booned sourly.

"Your peranbul ations are inperspicuous,” said big-wrded Johnny.

"He neans," said Monk, who could seldomresist interpreting Johnny's verbiage, "that we want to



know what you were snooping around in here for?"
"Pl ease don't mstake ny intentions, gentlenen," the man said earnestly. He steadied his nervous

gaze on Doc. "I confess | was terror-stricken. When | ran in here, nmy only idea was to get as far as
possi bl e fromthose thugs. Wen they attacked me, | was on ny way to see Doc Savage. You are Doc
Savage?"

"Right," Doc said. He replaced the black goggles on the shelf and cl osed the gl ass door

The stranger cast one brief glance at the goggles. H's thick hand waved out toward them

"If they're so valuable," he said, "I should think you'd put themin a safe place."

Doc shrugged. "They do not | ook val uable. Who woul d want then? They are safe here Cone on."
Through the inpressive |aboratory, through the library with its snmell of paper, Doc |ed the way.
The stranger settled back in a confortable chair in the outer office

"YOU may have heard of ne," he suggested. "I am an explorer, Gay Forestay --

"Gray Forestay!" Long Tom ej acul at ed

"Now don't tell us," Monk cut in sarcastically, "that you are the sole survivor of an attack by
bl ack things!"

The gray-haired stranger stared bl ankly.

"Now how di d you know that?" he expl oded

Now t hat the man had control of hinself, his voice was '10 | onger hoarse, hut softly resonant
snoot h

Doc expl ai ned. "Last night a nan cane here who represented hinself as Gray Forestay, only
surviving nmenber of the Lenderthorn Expedition. He stated that his party, on the pack ice north of
Canada, had been set upon by weird shapel ess things-black things."

"But | am Gray Forestay!" the other wailed. "I acconpanied the Lenderthorn Expedition! And that
is precisely what happened!"

"Bl ack things and all?" Mnk denanded skeptically. A shudder coursed over the man's sturdy bul k.
"The nysterious black assailants, | assure you, gentlenen, are very real and no joking matter."
"You saw t hem yoursel f?" Mnk dermanded

"I saw them " The nman gripped the arns of his chair. H's tone was rather desperately defiant
"What did they | ook Iike?"

The man seened to be searching for words. He spoke finally. "They were-shapel ess, black, |ike
ghosts. There is no other way to say it. There is nothing to conpare themw th. They are not real
And yet they are real. | saw them They canme from nowhere."

"From nowher e?" Mnk scoffed

"They just appeared. They stayed only for a nonent. Then they di sappeared. Maybe | went out of ny
head. | don't know. The first thing | realized was ny conrades were gone. All of them gone. And no
trace --

The man reached up to clutch fiercely at his thick nop of gray hair. His pudgy fingers brushed
over his gray nustache

"l amnot old -- only thirty-six. | got like this all in a single day-in a single hour!"

A tense silence foll owed the inpassioned account. Even Monk was i npressed

'The man reached in his inside coat pocket. There was a crinkling sound as he drew out a sheaf of
papers. He got up, wal ked across and handed the papers to Doc Savage

"Here are sone letters -- docunents,” he said. "They establish ny identity."

The bronze man exam ned the papers

H s expression remained enigmatic. But his decision was apparent when he | ooked up and said
"Forestay, do you know who it was that came here last night representing hinself to be you?"

The man shook his head. "I haven't an idea in the world who it coul d have been."
"Who were your attackers in the hallway?"
'The man turned up the palnms of his hands in an instinctive gesture of hel pl essness. "I haven't

an idea in the world about that either. The attack cane as a conplete surprise.”

" Sonebody, obviously, who sought to keep you from seeing ne."

"Qoviously. But who, | do not know. They attacked ne first in the |obby of the building. | got
away and ducked into an el evator. They took another elevator. | got out two flights below this
floor, thinking to elude them They got out after me. | finally escaped them agai n when your nen
came to ny rescue.”

Doc asked, "You can add nothing nore that night be of hel p?"

"Not hing -- except, now that | have collected ny wits, | do not believe they neant to kill ne,"
the man said slowy. "Not then, at any rate. They had chances to kill me. But they seened to be
trying to take ne alive."

"A ki dnapi ng?"

"So it would appear."”

Doc Savage fixed his gaze upon the man. "And you cane to see ne, M. Forestay -- why?"

"To get your aid in a search for ny conrades of the vani shed Lenderthorn Expedition," the man
said. "To solve the nystery of the black assailants in the Arctic, whatever they were. Wth your
dirigible, it would be possible to land on the ice pack and nake an extended search."

"You know | have a dirigible?" Doc asked



"It was in the newspapers,"” the other replied. "It is a new and quite remarkable ship, only
recently delivered to you."

Doc was silent a nonent. "You think your fellows on the expedition still live?"
"I amnot sure,” the other said soberly. "But there is a chance. Sonething happened to them | do
not know what. A search should be made. | owe themthat."

"l see," Doc said slowy.

The gray-haired nman becane very earnest.

"l amonly doing what any other man would do," he said levelly. "If such a thing as | have
described happened to your own conrades, you would | eave nothing undone to find out what occurred,
and to help them if possible. |Is that not true?" "It is," Doc admitted.

"WIIl you hel p me?" the other asked bluntly.

"We will help you," Doc said just as pronptly.

The man rushed across to seize Doc Savage's hand.

"Thank you!" he expl oded fervently. "Thank you!"

He wrung the bronze nman's hand.

"My nen and | -- the six of us," Doc stated, "are having lunch this norning at eleven o'clock in
the Cafe Oriental downstairs. W would be glad to have you join us. W can go over the details."
The man bowed respectfully. "I appreciate the honor. | regret | cannot be there. Later

"If you change your mind," Doc said, "you'll find us at a table near the door."

After the man had gone Monk blurted, "Hey, Doc, what's the idea? You know | don't Ilike

chop- suey?"

"l doubt that we will do much eating,"” Doc told him

WATCHES BOVWEN and his nmen had returned to the cruiser moored at a Gty Island wharf.

They went into a huddle. Watches included themall -- Ool, Honey Hamilton, the three sleek, hard
young nen, the obese Negro "Hamhock"” Piney, and several newconers, nenbers of the organization.
The tragic-faced dark giant, Dimter Daikoff, was back aboard.

Wat ches, when he cane in, greeted Dai koff with | oud good hunor, an indication that things had
gone wel | .

"You're good luck for me, ny patriotic friend," Watches said, and gave Dai koff a friendly slap on
t he back.

Dai kof f's tragic black eyes rolled their gratefulness for this conradely consideration; in the
manner of a dog delightedly fetching its master's slippers, he eased swiftly around the place,
repeatedly filling glasses for everybody from Watches' supply of Napol eon brandy.

This conference was not quite so secretive as that held earlier in the night. Snatches of
conversation had to deal with "Doc Savage" -- "black goggles" -- "laboratory" -- "glass case."

Di mi ter Daikoff, easing around unobtrusively, filling gl asses, enptying ash trays, heard nuch.
Chapter 7. BLUE LI GHTNI NG

TWO hours following the boat conference, a hard-lipped, ferret-eyed young nan stood on a busy New
York street corner in front of the Cafe Oriental. He casually stretched his arms and all owed the
five fingers of one hand to stand out, w despread. The other hand he kept cl osed, except for a
single finger. It was a cautious signal.

A bl ack sedan which was rolling along through the traffic, angled to the curb. The man next the
driver was a husky Negro, whose chunk of a head seened perched atop his nunerous chins.

The sedan driver said, "O K ?"

Ham hock Piney muttered softly: "Dat Doc Savage and all five o' his outfit nust be in de eatin’
house. Swell -- elegant, Ah calls it."

Ham hock got out. Three other men piled out of the rear. The driver wheel ed hack into the traffic
stream The overdressed young man who had stood in front of the restaurant joined themas they
wal ked briskly along the pavenment and turned into the inpressive skyscraper of gleam ng nmetal and
granite, which towered nearly a hundred stories into the air, and which housed Doc Savage's
headquarters.

They entered the express el evator.

"Ei ghty-six," Ham hock sai d.

"Doc Savage's floor?" the el evator operator queried by way of verification.

"Dat's right."

At the eighty-sixth floor stop, one of the nen shoved an autonatic in the operator's ribs and
said, "W stay here and wait, you and nme, with the elevator."

Ham hock | ed the other men across the corridor. They stopped in front of the door to Doc Savage's
of fice. There was a note pinched in the door. It read:

"Lunchi ng downstairs in the Cafe Oriental ."

Doc's visitors stared at each other.

Ham hock shrugged ponderously. "Cone on."

They opened the door and pushed inside. Ham hock | ed the way over the deep carpet to the library
door. He pushed experinentally on the chrone-steel panels.

"Here's where trouble starts," he grunted. "Ease that soup and soap out your pocket, Squirrel,
and we'll get busy."



"Squirrel" Dorgan -- so-called because of his long, pointed frontal teeth-took a phial of
nitroglycerine and a piece of yellow |laundry soap out of his pocket. He went to work expertly
preparing to bl ow the door.

Just before he was ready to pour the nitroglycerine, he tried the doorknob with nore force.

The door swung open.

Squirrel stared stupidly. One of the others cursed softly. Ham hock thoughtfully nassaged his
many chins.

"HelI! Looks like a plant!" Squirrel Dorgan breathed.

"Sonethin' fishy about it," another agreed. "This Doc Savage ain't sap enough to go way and | eave
a setup like this open to the public."

SQUI RREL DORGAN peered inside the library. The utter silence of the place, the thousands of
solidly shel ved books, seenmed to oppress him H's pointed teeth nipped his slack |ips.

"I"'mfor blown'," he said nervously.

Ham hock growl ed. "We conme heah to get dem bl ack goggles, an' we gwi ne get 'em Cone on."

He heaved his fat bul k through the doorway. Across the omi nously silent library they trail ed,
nmovi ng wanly, guns out, fingers close to triggers. Ham hock hinself turned the knob of the door
which led on into the | aboratory. This panel opened as readily as the others.

The Negro stared inside. The array of fantastically shaped gl ass tubes and retorts, the chemnical
and scientific devices, invested the place with an air nore sinister than that of the library.
"How Ah figures it," Ham hock nuttered, as though to convince hinself by the sound of his own

words, "is dat dis Doc Savage, heml a big shot, can't inmgine anybody am gwi ne cone triflin' 'round.
Dat's why he don't bothah 'bout |ockin' no doahs."
One of the hard-faced young men blinked furtive eyes. "Well, let's get this thing over."

"Yeah," another rasped. "The things |'ve heard about this guy, Savage!"

Squirrel Dorgan's teeth chattered. "Brother, what | could do with a bottle of the chief's

brandy!"

"You-all shut up," Ham hock grunted. "Cone on."

Through the doorway he eased his fat frame. The others followed, single file. Down the long aisle
they trailed, between ceiling-high scientific equi prent which nushroomed weirdly fromthe floor, and
which seened to exude a ghostly aura of unreality.

"Ri ght ahead theah," Ham hock whi spered, and indicated by pointing his gun nmuzzle at a tall glass
case.

"Look!" Squirrel Dorgan gul ped when they had approached a few steps closer. "There's the goggl es!
This ain't gonna be tough after alt!"

They stopped in front of the case. Hamhock, with a gloating in his eyes, sent a sepia paw toward

t he goggl es which lay unprotected on a gl ass shelf.

H s hand passed through the goggles. Through them as though they were air. H s clawi ng finger
nails scraped the glass of the shelf.

Ham hock jerked his hand back as if it had touched flane. Hi s hand had not been able to grasp the
goggl es, yet he could see themclearly, still lying on the shelf. An uneasy runbling sounded from
deep within his throat. H s chins shook as he tried to swal |l ow.

"What in hell's the matter?" one of the hard-eyed young nen asked, in a voice suddenly gone

shaky.

"How de hell does Ah know " Ham hock gul ped. Hi s hand snatched out again toward the bl ack goggl es
so plainly visible on the shelf.

As before, he could not clutch them He could not even feel them H s fingers seened to pass
through themas easily as they would pass through thin air. Hs nails scraped, grating, on the glass
of the shel f.

Ham hock's whitish eyes rolled. His breath cane faster. Sweat oozed fromthe creases of his many
chi ns.

"What the hell, Ham hock?" Squirrel Dorgan gritted. "Have you got butter fingers?"

Squirrel shoved forward and snatched out his own hand for the goggles. He had no nore success

than had Ham hock. Hi s hand seenmed to pass through the goggles as though they were of no substance.
H s finger nails scraped futilely on the glass shelf. Hs face blanched. H's rodent teeth started
chattering.

"They're there," he grated. "But they ain't there! Hell! |'ve got enough of this place."

He wheeled to start for the door. Cursing, clutching their guns tightly, the others turned al so.
They stopped as suddenly as they had turned, then cringed back in slack-1ipped terror.

DI RECTLY in front of them beside the door and barring their path to it, a weird blue flaneg,
pencil-thin, had | eaped froma shiny plate enbedded in one wall, across the door opening to another
pl ate.

The flame remai ned suspended, a |ance of crackling, hissing blue. It rippled up and down. O her

bl ue | ances zigzagged like chain lightning until there was a whole pattern of blue flame | eaping and
rattling, barring an exit fromthe door.

"We all goin' be electrocuted!"™ Ham hock bawl ed fearfully. He recoiled, swerved, started to run

in the opposite direction. The others, shaking off the paralysis which held them turned with him--



only to stop again, so fear-struck that one of them dropped his gun.

Gimy barring their way down the narrow aisle in that direction, stood Doc Savage and his five
nmen.

They hel d strange-| ooki ng weapons whi ch, in appearance, resenbl ed overgrown autonmatics.

Ham hock was the first to recover his wits.

"Don't shoot!" he croaked, raising his voice to make it sound above the crackling roar of the

bl ue Ii ghtning which continued to feed out of the nachine behind them |n token of subm ssion, he
all owed his gun to sag until it pointed at the floor.

One of the hard young nmen at Ham hock's el bow went haywire and tried to |level his automatic.

Doc Savage's finger tightened on the trigger of his weapon. The gun enitted a single
ear-splitting hoot. It was a nachine pistol with a trenendously fast rate of fire.

The hard young man's automatic dropped fromhis hand. He pitched forward and | ay huddl ed on the
floor.

"Don" shoot no nmoah!" Ham hock pl eaded.

"Take their guns, Mnk," Doc directed.

Monk went forward and relieved the prisoners of weapons.

"Long Tom turn off the high-frequency current," Doc directed.

The thin electrical w zard pressed a button on a near wall board. The blue electrical display
subsi ded.

"NOW" Doc said, "talk is in order."

Hi s flake-gold eyes bored into the faces of the prisoners. "The first question," he said slowy.
"Why are you here?" None of the captives answered. They were trying hard to | ook ugly.

"You can inmagine the effect,” Doc said dryly, "if you were to be tied to a chair whi ch happened
to stand between those door plates. That high-frequency current would do sone renarkable things to
you. "

Squirrel Dorgan's pointed teeth had sunk into his lip, draning a little scarlet. But he remained
silent with the others.

Monk, a great grin on his siman features, suggested, "They all gotta be el ectrocuted anyway,
judging by their |ooks. Whatcha say we save the State sone nobney? We've got an electric furnace over
there big enough to cremate their bodies, and we can scatter the ashes out of a w ndow. "

Monk | ooked utterly earnest as he made this callous suggestion; no one, watching him would have
dreamed but that he nmeant it, unless they had known Mnk, in which case they would have recogni zed
the bl uff.

The captives took it in Various fashions. Ham hock Piney remained rigidly silent, too scared to
even trenble as lustily as he woul d have |iked. The matter of the goggles which he had reached for
repeatedly had upset his superstitious soul, and the display of high-frequency electricity had
finished the denoralization.

Doc gestured at Squirrel Dorgan. "Put himin a chair in the door, Mnk."

Squirrel Dorgan was not wi thout nerve. He bit holes in his lips with his long teeth as they
seized himand tied himin a chair, but he did not talk. Mnk positioned the chair in the door.
"Wanta tal k?" the honely chem st demanded.

"Go to hell!" Dorgan gritted.

"After you, ny friend," Mnk said, his small voice utterly unconcerned. He reached up and turned
on the current.

There was a terrific burst of blue flame, a sheeting, blinding mass of it-ahead of Squirrel
Dorgan. It did not quite touch him But it ripped horribly in front of his face.

"Just a slight error," Mnk said cheerfully. "I'Il slide the chair up alittle."

He noved the chair, stood back, studied its position, then noved it again. Then he | eered at the
swor d- cane-carryi ng Ham

"I'1l bet you five bucks that his hair bursts into flame when the sparks touch him" he offered.
"Not hi ng doing," Hamrefused. "I know how that current works." Mnk shrugged and anbled for the
switch.

Squi rrel Dorgan broke down.

"What cha wanna know?" he screamned.

"Shut up, you yellow fool!" one of the hard young nen grated.

Dorgan snarled at him "If you think this bronze guy is kidding, you' re nuts! |'ve beard of guys
who went up agai nst himand were never heard from again."

Ham hock Piney baw ed out, "I tell you-all, dis place amgot a hoodoo. Ah could see dem goggl es,

but dey wasn't dar!"

"Who sent you here?" Doc asked Squirrel Dorgan.

"Wat ches Bowen," Squirrel snarl ed.

"What did he want?"

"The "goggl es," Dorgan munbl ed.

"\Why 2"

Dorgan bl ew scarlet off his lips. "I don't know. "

"That hi gh-frequency current,"” Mnk suggested. "All | know," Squirrel said shrilly, "is that the



bl ack goggl es have sonmething to do with black things in the Arctic. That sounds goofy, but it's all
I know. "

"What are the black things?" the bronze man queried. "I don't know," Dorgan insisted. "I beard
Wat ches and -- and Ool nention them They're supposed to be somewhere in the Arctic. That's all |
know. That's all any of us know. Watches and Ool didn't spill their plans to us."

"Who is this Ool ?" Doc questioned.
Squirrel's teeth started chattering. "He ain't quite human."
"What do you nean?"

"He can kill you w thout even touching you! | ain't makin' this up. It's the truth!"
The bronze man frowned. "This Ool is very tall and very thin and he has a skin which sonewhat
resenbl es nother-of-pearl. |Is that right?"

"That's the guy," Dorgan agreed.

MONK grunted loudly in conprehension. "That's the egg we caught on top of the hangar -- the bird
who clainmed to be Gay Forestay, survivor of that Lenderthorn Arctic Expedition."
Doc Savage asked Squirrel Dorgan, "Were did this Ool come fron®"

"He showed up one day with Watches Bowen. That's all | know "

"I's he the one who brought the news of the bl ack-things?"

"l guess so," Dorgan nunbled. "They didn't tell us much."

"ls Watches Bowen planning a trip with Ool to the Arctic?"

Dorgan squirned. "Yeah."

"Wher e?" Doc demanded. "Nane the exact spot."

"Can't!" Dorgan shook his head. "Watches don't talk to us, | tell you."

"How soon is he | eaving?"

"Just as soon as -- " He did not finish.

"Spill it, guy!" Mnk runbl ed.

"As soon as he -- he makes arrangenents about using your dirigible,"” Squirrel wailed fearfully.
"And he'll croak me for spillin' that!"

Doc Savage said dryly, "He intends to arrange, | presunme, in the same raggedly individualistic
manner in which he went about securing the goggles."

Squirrel ran the tip of his tongue along his sharp teeth. "I -- | wouldn't know about that."

"Think carefully and do not lie," Doc said. "Wio was the second Gray Forestay?"

Squirrel fidgeted, but did not answer.

"You know who he was?" Doc persi sted.

Squirrel was silent.

The bronze man | eaned forward and his eyes, gold pools, seened alive, possessed of a weird
power .

"Who was the second Gray Forestay?" he asked. Squirrel Dorgan suddenly gave in.

"Wat ches Bowen hinsel f!" he wail ed.

Monk started and expl oded, "Bl azes!"

Ham fl ouri shed his sword cane.

"We want a description of that Watches Bowen!" he snapped. "Was he wearing a disgui se when he
pl ayed the part of Forestay?"

"He grayed his hair and put on a pair of snoked spectacles and a trick nustache," Dorgan

munbl ed.

Doc Savage had shown no perceptible surprise at the revelation. H s bronze features seened

i ncapabl e of showi ng enoti on.

"What was Watches Bowen's purpose in pretending to be a man naned Forestay?" he asked.

"Ool tried it first," Dorgan nmuttered. "Then Watches gave it a whirl. They wanted to trick you
into taking themnorth in that airship of yours."

"But the attack here in the corridor?" Hamput in. "Was that genuine? | nean, when the men
attacked this Watches Bowen while he was pretending to be Forestay?"

"A play put on by sone of Watches' boys to nake it | ook good," Dorgan said.

Doc Savage said, "I amto gather that you nen do not know nore than you have told ne, because
your chief failed to take you into his confidence?"

"That's it," Dorgan gasped.

At this point, big, fat Ham hock Piney spoke up. He had been staring at the case which held the
goggl es.

"Dem bl ack specs,"” he nunbl ed, eyes rolling. "Wiy couldn't | pick 'emup? Dat's what Ah wants to
know. "

Doc did not answer.

Monk snorted mirthfully. A series of mrrors had been enployed to cast a lifelike reflection of
the goggles -- a trick magicians sometinmes use to make an article seemwhere it is not.

But Hanmhock Piney remained in the dark about the phenomena which had so baffled him

THE victi mof the machine-pistol blast suddenly got to his feet. The slugs which the weapon

di scharged were so-called "nercy" bullets, pellets which were nerely conposition shells filled with
a chem cal concoction which produced al nost instant unconsci ousness. The period of insensibility



thus induced would last only a short tine.

"What are we gonna do with these birds?" Mnk asked.

"The usual thing," Doc said.

That statenment, to Monk, was explanation sufficient; for it concerned the strange institution
whi ch Doc maintained in upstate New YorKk.

Ginning wdely, Mnk went forward to take his victinms in charge.

Ham hock Pi ney, who had been standing in stupefied silence, spun suddenly and |unged to get past
the plates fromwhich the sparks had junped. The other crimnals, seizing that bare chance, and
moved nore by animal instinct than anything else, |eaped after him

"They're getting away!" Renny yell ed.

Ham hock and the others were charging wildly across the | aboratory. They were in such a nental
state that only physical violence sufficient to incapacitate would stop them

Doc Savage, strangely enough, was making no nove to halt the exodus.

As the frenziedly fleeting nen |lurched through the doorway into the library, Hamclipped: "W can
go down on the speed lift. Beat themto the bottom"

"Let them go," Doc Savage said.

That stunned Monk. His | arge nmouth hung open.

Bi g-worded Johnny was the first to find speech. The | ack of big words indicated how surprised he
was.

"You | et them escape!" he nmurnured. "But why?"

"Yeah," Monk gul ped. "Explain that."

Doc Savage said, "It is a rather long story and, unfortunately, there is not time for it right
now. "

Chapter 8. DEATH IN A TELEPHONE

AFTER scuttling breathlessly out of the skyscraper which housed Doc Savage's headquarters,

Ham hock Piney, Squirrel Dorgan and the others wal ked nore slowy down the street. They woul d have
preferred to run, but that would have attracted attention.

Wthin a block, they sighted their sedan. It was circling the block to pick themup. The driver
pulled into the curb near the corner and waited for them

Wat ches Bowen and Ool were now in the machine.

Ham hock Piney eyed Squirrel Dorgan.

"Ah sho' hates to think what de boss am gonna do when he finds out what yo' done tell dat Doc
Savage, " he nuttered.

Squirrel Dorgan stopped.

"Lookit, you guys," he said grimy. "W know how Watches cuts up when sonething goes wong. He's
liable to throw sonic |lead into sonmebody. W'd better oil this up alittle.”

"What yo'-all mean?" Ham hock questioned.

"Tell Watches we didn't get in, and got chased out," Dorgan suggested. "Let it go at that. Wat
he don't know won't hurt him"

"Ah favors dat idea,"” said Ham hock.

The hard young nen nodded.

"W got trouble enough without Watches ridin' us"' one of them said.

Their story agreed upon, they advanced and entered the sedan.

Wat ches Bowen extended a hand.

"The goggl es," he requested.

Qol, awaiting the answer, fixed his water-colored eyes on Ham hock. The fat Negro was stilt
wheezing fromthe exertions of his escape; sweat had flooded his banked chins. And now Ool's
appraisal threw himinto a fresh perspiration.

"W didn't get the goggles,"” Squirrel Dorgan told Watches Bowen.

"What the hell?" Watches snarl ed.

"W was lucky to get out of there alive," Dorgan continued. "Say, | thought you had things fixed!
We wal k into that place and there was Doc Savage!"

Wat ches Bowen scowl ed bl ackly. "You are crazy," he snapped. "Doc Savage is in that restaurant
right now and has been for the past thirty mnutes."

Squirrel Ddrgan gaped. The hard young nen | ooked surprised. Ham hock Piney breathed noisily and
wat ched Ool as if he were looking at a spike-tailed devil.

Wat ches Bowen snapped a conmand, and the car swerved back and passed the Cafe Oriental. They all
peered into the restaurant. Plainly visible inside, six nen sat around a table, dining in leisurely
fashi on.

"Doc Savage and his five aides!" Dorgan exploded. "But, bell, it can't be! Them guys in the
restaurant nust be actors that bird Savage fixed up."

Ham hock roll ed his eyes.

"Ah tells yo' dat bronze man amnore'n half spook," he decl ared.

Squirrel Dorgan was obviously doing sone fast thinking in an effort to make their defeat seem

| ogi cal .

"Doc Savage knew that bird Forestay was you in disguise," he told Watches Bowen.



Bowen yel |l ed, "Wat?"

"That probably explains it," Squirrel said, with the air of a mastermi nd. "Doc Savage told you
when he was gonna be out of his place in the restaurant, figuring you would take a whirl at getting
the goggl es. Then he arranged sonme actors or sonebody down there eating to | ook like hinself and his
men. "

Bowen swore fervently and funbled with the two watches on the gold chain.

"Maybe that explains it," he admtted.

"Ah still clainms dat Savage man i s worse dan voodoo," proclai med Ham hock Piney.

ARRI VI NG at their yacht alongside the Gty Island dock, the gang trooped aboard in surly

si |l ence.

Di mter Daikoff cane out of the galley to neet them bringing coffee and sone of Watches Bowen's
favorite brandy.

H s ministrations were not received kindly. Watches gave hima round cursing on general
principles, and the big, dark, scarred man who cl aimed he was a patriot instead of a nurderer,
retired to a corner of the cabin and sat with his arns folded, a |ook of utter tragedy on his
swarthy face.

Wat ches Bowen kept pulling one tinepiece after another out of his pockets, and juggling themin
hi s hand.

"We've got to rub this Doc Savage out," he grow ed.

"It is true," ol agreed. "And we nust have that dirigible. W nust get those goggles also."

Wat ches nodded. "It's a job | hate to tackle, but it's got to be done."

"It is nore dangerous trying to trick that man than to kill him" Ool said. "W will kill him"
"Ah ain't cravin' no promnent part in the killin'," Hamhock put in.

Ool's cold glance fixed upon Ham hock.

The fat Negro's tenerity oozed. "Dat is," he qualified weakly, "Ah hopes us can dope out sone
shoah-fire schene."

Wat ches restored his tinmepieces to his pockets, and his thick hand slid up and down the gold vest
chai n;

"l'"ve got an idea," he purred. Turning, he wal ked to the far corner of the room nodding for Ool
to acconmpany him

The two tal ked together earnestly for several minutes. They were careful to keep their voices

| owered. No word reached other ears than their own.

Di mter Dai koff renmined glowering in the opposite corner of the room entirely out of earshot.
Di mter Dai koff was not out of eye-shot, however, and both Watches Bowen and Ool woul d have been
vastly sur prised had they known that the big man whose dark eyes watched themso intently, was
maki ng those eyes serve as ears.

Di mter Daikoff was reading |ips as Bowen and Ool tal ked.

SOME three hours later, in Doc Savage's fabulous library of scientific tonmes, Mnk was pacing as
restlessly as a newy caged ape.

Ham sat watching him an overdone expression of pity on his handsone face. He made cl ucking

noi ses of pity with his tongue.

"No imagi nation," he said. "He just don't know what to do with hinself."

Monk snorted, seemed to try to think of a suitable retort, gave it up and turned to watch Doc
Savage, who stood before a | arge gl obe of the world.

Doc was studying the Arctic regions, and drawing a line with a colored pencil. Near by was a
stack of newspapers dating sone nonths back. They carried stories of the |ost Lenderthorn
Expedition. The nark on the globe indicated the route of the Lenderthorn Expedition, as given by the
newspaper accounts.

"Doc, " Monk said.

The bronze man | ooked up. "Yes?"

"Where were you the past couple of hours? Getting those papers?" Mnk asked.

Doc nodded. "That, and otherwise trying to find out what this is all about."

"You got any idea what those goggles are?" Mnk asked.

"The |l enses are very peculiar," the bronze giant stated. "They seemto be conposed of a materi al
simlar to quartz. Yet this quartz -- and | amnot quite sure it is quartz -- is not of natural
formati on. The crystalline structure indicates an artificial source.”

Monk scratched the bristles atop his bullet of a head.

"At least, we know they're after our dirigible," he said, "even if we don't know why those

goggl es are so val uabl e and what is behind alt this phenagling."

Doc turned back to the gl obe.

Monk grinned as he watched the bronze man concentrate on the Arctic |ongitudes. The api sh chem st
pul led his coat collar tight about his chin and executed an el aborate shiver.

"I feel in nmy bones," he said, "that we're due to shove off for the |land of the m dnight sun."
A buzzer sounded faintly. It was one which warned of approaching visitors -- a contact was cl osed
automatically when an el evator stopped at the eighty-sixth floor |evel.

The bronze man pressed a button. Electrical mechanismwhirred, and on one wall of the room an



inset television scanning panel of frosted glass was suddenly flooded with light. A picture appeared
of the corridor outside. A uniformed policeman was stepping froman el evator.

"Now what ?" nuttered Monk. "Have we got the police after us, too?"

"l hope this isn't another Gray Forestay," pale Long Tom put in.

The door buzzer rang.

"Il let himin," Mnk said.

THE pol i ceman whom Monk ushered into the roomrenoved his cap when Doc Savage nodded in greeting.
The officer seemed to have an instinctive feeling that the giant bronze man was entitled to special
respect. It was not an unnatural feeling shared by every one who net Doc Savage.

"I'mLieutenant O Malley," the uniforned man said. "I amon detached service working out of the
chief's office. I"'mhere to interview Doc Savage."

"This is Doc Savage," Mnk said, nodding in the direction of the world-renowned man.

"I know." O Malley's eyes showed open adnirati on as they rested upon the bronze giant.

"Brother," he said, hesitating as if doubtful of the propriety of the termof address, but unable
to resist its honest expression, "lI'd sure feel safe with a man |like you wal king a beat with nme."
Doc Savage turned the conversation away from hinsel f.

"What can we do for you?" he questioned.

"It's a routine matter," the policeman said. "The office is checking up on the nurder of a

Wat ches Bowen nobst er

Beery Hosner. The suspected nurderer seens to be a sideshow freak, if the descriptions that have
come in are any good. Wite-faced, watercol ored eyes, gold nustache, and a fine fuzz on his head.
That's the way the description --

"And why are you interview ng ne?" Doc interposed.

"This man was reported seen around your office," the officer said.

Doc nodded. "Such a nman did come to see ne."

"When?"

"Late last night."

"What did he want?" O Malley asked excitedly.

"There is nore to this than shows on the surface,” Doc said. "You nmake an appoi ntnent w th your
chief and we'll go over the matter together."

O Malley's face clouded. Plainly he disliked the idea. But the bronze man's words had held a note
of quiet finality.

O Mal |l ey shrugged. "0. K ," he said. He turned, started for the door, then stopped and | ooked
back.

"Say," he grinned, "mind if | use your tel ephone to call ny wife? She's got corned beef and
cabbage cooking tonight. It looks like I'mgoing to be late. | want her to keep it hot."

Doc waved at the desk phone. "Help yourself."

O Mall ey spun the dial and got a nunber. He talked briefly regarding the conservation of corned
beef and cabbage.

After he had spoken, he listened. He listened a much longer time than he had spoken. The sound of
a hi ghpi tched, querul ous voice could be heard fromthe receiver. O Mlley squirned; |ooked sheepish.
H's free hand went into his side pants pocket and out again.

Finally, he banged the receiver in a show of tenper. The receiver mssed the prongs, struck the
phone, rocked it on the desk top. His right hand reached out to steady the instrument. Wth the
right hand gripping the inside of the nouthpiece, he hooked the receiver on the fork and stepped
back.

"There's a wonman for you," he nuttered, flushed. "She says if | don't get hone on tinme | can eat
it cold."”

After the policeman had left, Doc said: "Mnk, follow him"

"Tail that cop?" Mnk asked, surprised.

"Right. Report all he does."

BY riding Doc's speed el evator down, Mnk reached the | obby before the policeman arrived on a

sl ower cage. Monk trailed O Malley down the crowded avenue.

O Mal l ey wal ked fast, alnobst ran. He 'vent only half a block, then turned into a cigar store and
wal ked to the hack where phone booths were arrayed. Be paused in front of one of the booths.

A man cane out of the booth. O Malley crowded in.

Monk started violently when he saw the nan who had cone out. The nan was WAt ches Bowen.

Monk recogni zed him al though he had seen Watches only in the characterization of Gray Forestay.
Monk' s hand di pped into his pocket, cane out with small change. He dropped a coin on the news
counter and grabbed a newspaper, jerked it open, held it before his face, and advanced on the phone
booths in the manner of a man absorbed in the day's news.

He stopped at the phone booth adjacent to the one the policeman had entered. But the booth was
occupi ed. He caught a glinpse of the occupant through the glass window. It was the strangely

whi t e- ski nned nman who carried death in his right hand-Ool.

It had been Monk's intention to ease into the booth and listen in on O Malley's tel ephone
conversation. COccupi ed as the booth was, Mnk pushed ahead to the booth on the other side of the



policeman's. He had to pass so close to Watches Bowen that he al nbst scraped el bows with the
gangster.

Monk grinmaced as he saw his plan of overhearing the policeman's conversation going to snmash. The
booth on the opposite side was occupi ed al so

Monk got a quick |l ook at the occupant. The man was snall, inoffensive appearing; nouselike, in
fact. A wi de bandage swathing his head made himl ook nore harm ess than ever. It was Honey Hamilton
al t hough Monk had no way of know ng that

Monk started on, intending to enter one of the other booths and put a call through to Doc Savage
for reenforeements. But he never made the call.

A sudden sharp pressure cane against the small of his back. A voice purred, "Take it easy. You
sure have pushed yourself into bad conpany."

MONK st ood unnovi ng, saying nothing, a policy he considered excellent when the nuzzle of an
automati c was gouging into his back

"So you tailed our fake copper here," Watches Bowen purred. "You boys are very, very bright
aren't you?"

Monk sai d not hi ng

Wat ches Bowen | aughed with an oily softness, and said, "All right, you wanted to know things. GCet
your ear against that booth."

Monk retreated, the nuzzle of the gun barrel naking steady pressure against his back

Wat ches | aughed unnaturally. "This is too good to keep," he said. "I'mgoing to let you in. Qur
fake copper is going to call Savage. And when Savage answers his phone it'll be his last mnute on
earth.”

"Huh?" Monk grunted, startled by the cold confidence of Watches' tone

"Were you in Savage's office when 'Officer' O Malley was funbling around with the tel ephone?"
"Sure." Monk grow ed.

Watches grinned. " 'Officer' O Mlley's thunb sneared poison in the tel ephone nout hpi ece in Doc
Savage's office."

"Huh?" Monk said again

"A very unusual poison," Watches el aborated. "One which vaporized when noistened by the breath
The gas kills!"

"Hey, listen -- " Mnk grow ed, suddenly al armed

The gun barrel jabbed into his back. "You listen, ape! That's all! You're just in time!"

Monk |istened, suffering all the tortures of the dammed. A whirring and clicking could he heard
fromw thin the booth as the fake policenan dial ed Doc Savage's nunber. Doc. Monk knew, woul d be
called to the tel ephone in case he did not answer hinself. There could hardly be a slip-up
There was an interval of silence inside the booth, then the fake policeman spoke: "Hello

Doc Savage?"

Monk, }he honely, loyal Mnk, did a nagnificent thing. It ws not his fault that it was a usel ess
t hing

It has been |ong accepted that. "greater |ove hath no man -- " Mnk did the best he could to |ay

down his life for his brother
There was only one way he could have nmanaged it. Wth that automatic nosed into his hack, he

could only yell, warn Doc Savage of the poison danger by the roar of his great voice -- and by the
roar of the gangster's gun as it blared its |lead through flesh and bone
Monk opened his cavernous nouth to yell. It was not his fault that no sound cane

Before he could utter so nuch as a murnur, the barrel of a submachi ne gun crashed against his
tenple and felled himto the floor

"HONEY" HAM LTON, anticipating the hairy chemst's intention of shouting a warning, had stepped
out of the door of his tel ephone booth and struck the bl ow. The nouselike fell ow eased hack inside
the fol ding doors of the booth like a snail withing into its shell. He pretended to be talking into
t he phone

Monk' s col |l apsing bul k could not help hut attract attention. Several men raced hack fromthe
cigar counter

Wat ches thrust his flat automatic into a coat pocket and bent over Mnk with an appearance of

sol i citude

"Help me with him wll you?" he asked the first clerk who came up

The. man bent to help Watches lift Mnk. "Wat's the matter?" he wanted to know.

"Fainted," Watches said briskly. "He gets these spells."

"Look at the blood!" the clerk gasped. "He's hit his head."

"Afraid so." Watches nade a tsk-tsk sound and | ooked concerned

"W better get a doctor."

"lI," Watches said in a suavely authoritative voice, "amhis doctor. Help me with him sonme of you
fellows. W'll put himin ny car."

They carried Mnk outside to the car. Watches drove away with him

At the tel ephone booth inside the cigar store the fake policeman's conversation with Doc Savage
had proceeded according to plan



"I''mO Mall ey," he had said

"l recogni ze your voice," Doc Savage had replied over the wire

"Wl you speak a little closer to the nouthpiece, please?" the gangster requested. "This
connection is not good."

Doc Savage rai sed his voice

"I still can't hear you," the gangster lied. "Maybe if you'd talk a little closer still -- "
"How i s this?" Doc Savage's words were blurred, as if his |ips were against the nouthpiece
"That's better," said the fake officer. "Now, about this Beery Hosnmer killing -- there is a point
or two that | forgot -- "

He tal ked on, maki ng conversation concerning the nmurder of Hosmer, going over sonme of the points
whi ch he had al ready di scussed with Doc Savage

He heard a crash. It was loud, brittle, such a sound as the tel ephone at the other end m ght have
made if dropped. The man in the blue uniformbroke up his nonol ogue and call ed sharply, "Doc
Savage! "

There was no answer.

"Doc Savage!" the man repeated

Silence replied. Then there were excited shouts coming over the wire, the noise of nmen noving
about rapidly in Doc Savage's office. Finally, there was a cry, hoarse and filled with horror
"He's dead!" a voice shrieked. "Doc Savage is dead!"

The fake policeman hung up hastily and |l eft the booth. Ool came out of the adjacent booth

"Did it succeed?" Ool asked

"It did," the other grinned

Chapter 9. FROSTED DEATH

W1 TH N the hour 'Watches Bowen, transporting the unconsci ous Monk, was back at the boat at the
City Island dock. He | ooked around irritably for Dinmter Daikoff

"Where is the patriot?" he asked of Ham hock Piney.

The fat Negro shrugged ponderous shoul ders. "I donno, chief."

The big, dark, scarred man cane in a few mnutes |later.

"Where were you?" Watches snarl ed

"Qut for sonme air," Daikoff said gloonly

"Well, see if you can start sone air circulating in this." Watches indicated the still
unconsci ous figure of Mnk

The big, dark man scow ed ferociously. Wien he did this, the scar on his neck tightened |ike
sonething alive

He said, "Violence | do not like, except to traitors and political foes."

Wat ches regarded himbleakly. "You mght call this guy a political foe of ours. You did a good
repair job on Honey Hamilton. See if you can fix this one up, too."

Dai kof f clicked his heels, bowed, then commenced expert mnistrations to Mnk

Wat ches produced his eighty-year-old brandy and poured his own drinks. Ool and Honey Hamilton
and the fake policeman, O Malley, cane in a few nminutes later. Ool's face was as di spassionate as
usual , but Honey Hamilton's cherubic features were beaning

"What's the dope?" Watches asked. "Did it work?"

"You tell it, Ool,"H oney sighed

"Doc Savage," Ool announced, "is dead."

"You sure?" Watches frowned.

"l know my poisons," Ool said flatly. "This one, in ny land, is known as ssl-yto-mmg. That nane
means 'the poison that can not fail.

"He's dead, all right," said O Mlley. "I heard his nen how ing that he had croaked."

Wat ches breathed heavily and reached for the brandy. "So Savage is out of the way. Maybe that
ain't a load off my chest! Ool, you're smart enough to be president of these United States!"

Ool nodded. "I have thought of that. Perhaps | shall be."
Watches stared. "Well, for
"What," Ool questioned, "is to prevent ne?"

"Sure," Watches nuttered, a strange gleamconing into his bleak eyes. "You took ne off ny feet
for a mnute by being so casual .’
"It is not too much to hope for," Qol said

"Sure. Wiy, sure," Watches said slowy, "if we put this deal across -- hell, anything is
possi bl el

Wat ches gul ped his drink and his hand trenbl ed on his gl ass

"Your hand," Ool said, "is not steady."

Wat ches cursed softly. "You'd shake too, if you were half human. Wen | think about what we can

do if this goes through " He reached for another drink

"Now that Doc Savage is out of the way," Ool said, "we have only to appropriate his dirigible --
and the goggles -- and | eave. Right?" He nade a gesture indicating sinplicity, with his pale hands
THERE was a series of five sharp raps at the door. They were insistent

"That's Squirrel's signal," Watches said. "Sounds as if something is on him Let himin,



Ham hock. "

The corpul ent Negro waddl ed over and opened the door, and Squirrel |anded inside |ike one of his
furry namesakes tunmbling out of a tree

"Watches!" he jabbered, "I seen Doc Savage and --

"When?" Watches cut

"Since that poison was supposed to have got him"

"Where?" the crook |eader's word was a crash

"l been shadowin' his place |like you told me. He cone out and | followed him He turns in at a
cable office and sends sone radi ograns --

"Radi ogr ans?"

"Yeah -- "

"Who to?"

"How woul d | know?" Squirrel asked in an injured tone. "I couldn't walk in and | ook."

Wat ches jerked savagely at his watch chain

"Get ne a copy of those radiograns. Stick up the place, or blow the safe, or anything. But get
Cen "

Ool's right hand floated out in Squirrel's direction in a | oathsome nobccasin notion. His flat
voi ce said ominously:

"If you do not manage better with the radiogranms than you did with the goggles --

He left it unfinished for effect

Squi rrel Dorgan shuddered, munbled, "Aw, | done ny best." Then he went out hastily.

Wat ches turned, frowning, on Ool

"The poi son which never fails -- " he began with biting sarcasm

Ool silenced himwith a fluttering of his right hand

"It was not the poison which failed," he said. "It is your stupid nmen."

The fake policeman, O Malley, protested desperately: "I smeared that poison in the tel ephone

nmout hpi ece! "

Wat ches rasped, "There was a slip somewhere."

Ham hock rolled his whitish eyes. "Yassuh, an' de way things turned out when we all went foah dem
goggl es -- Ah done mah best to pick 'emup, but dey just wahn't dere, even if'n Ah could see 'em"”
Ool's voice crashed flatly. "There is another poison fromny |land, a sister poison to this one

whi ch has failed. W call these poisons the 'twin sisters.' The one which has failed is volatized by

nmoi sture. The other one is turned into a deadly gas by the application of heat. | shall prepare the
heat poison."

The gol den-fuzzed assassin paused. "l suggest you, Watches, yourself, arrange that Doc Savage

meet the other of the twin sisters. W do not want another failure."

Wat ches glowered. "I'Il arrange the introduction, all right."

Wat ches absent-mindedly pulled a tinepiece fromhis coat sleeve. There was evidently a special
pocket in the sleeve. The watch was very large, of silver, and | ooked ancient

Wat ches | ooked at it, appeared to see it for the first tine, seened startled, and hastily
returned it to its conceal ed sl eeve pouch

A DEEP and nel ancholy voice at Ool's el bow asked: "Wat is the tine, please, M. Bowen?"

Wat ches | ooked around, startled. He had not heard big Dimter Daikoff approach

"Damm it!" he snapped. "That's a good way to get yourself a |lead vaccination -- slipping up
behind me like that!"

"What is the time?" Dai koff asked again, unperturbed

"That watch doesn't tell tinme," the nob chief growl ed. "Sone of ny watches tell tine -- sone of
"em| carry for other reasons." He held out his wist where Dai koff could see the m nute and hour
"That one keeps tine."

"Thank you," Dai koff said. He turned and started away. Even bent over, and linping as he did, he
| ooked enornous. There was an aura of quiet power about him

"How s the patient?" Watches called after him

Dai kof f paused. "You nean the man who resenbl es a huge nonkey? The one who seens to have been hit
over the head?"

"Sure." Watches nodded. "ls he gonna croak?"

"It is too soon to tell," Daikoff's deep voice booned. "He nust remain quiet for a while."

EARLY t hat evening, Squirrel Dorgan returned to the noored yacht and put copies of four

radi ogranms in \Watches' hands

"They're the ones Doc Savage sent," he said. "I just walked into the cable office, showed a clerk
the noi sy end of ny gun, and he coughed up."

Wat ches scanned the radi ograns quickly, then cursed with soft deadliness and called Ool.

Ool's hand, after he had read the radi ograns, crept out instinctively in a butterfly novenent

But all he said was, "We have no tinme to |lose."

"We'll finish himto-night!" Watches rasped. "That's no pipe-dream either!"

One of the radi ograns was addressed to the Royal Canadi an Mounted Police detachnment at Akl avik

at the head of the Mackenzie River on the Arctic coast. The other three were addressed to United



States governnment authorities in settlements on the mainland of Al aska and on the Al eutian |slands.
The text of all four radi ograns was the sane:

PLEASE SEND AVAI LABLE | NFORVATI ON REGARDI NG GRAY FORESTAY EXPEDI TI ON OR ANY OTHER EXPEDI TI ON
OPERATI NG THROUGH YOUR TERRI TORY W THI N LAST SI X MONTHS STOP HAVE YOU ANY RECORD OF SHRUNKEN- FACED
ABNORMALLY WHI TE- SKI NNED MAN FI NE GOLDEN HAI R TALL BONY REMARKABLY STRONG FLAT UNNATURAL VO CE WHEN
SPEAKI NG ENGLI SH KNOWN PERHAPS AS OOL STOP THI' S | NFORMATI ON OF UTMOST URGENCY.

CLARK SAVAGE, JR

"Yeah," Watches grow ed, after reading the nmessages again. "W've got to nail himbefore he gets

a line on you, Qol."

SHORTLY before ten o' clock that night, Doc Savage and his four aides were gathered in the
reception roomof the bronze man's eighty-sixth floor headquarters. Talking little, they were
waiting with sone inpatience-except for big-fisted Renny, who frowned at the tel ephone fromtine to
time.

"How d you ever get wise to that trick poison, Doc?" he boonmed. "The stuff was colorless, and it
didn't look wet like a liquid."

"Did you watch that fake policenman, O Malley, when he was here?" Doc asked.

Renny nodded. "Sure."

"He was not very clever in funbling the tel ephone,” the bronze man said dryly. "That made ne

suspi ci ous. There was only about one thing he could have been doing. So, immediately after the man
who called hinself O Malley had departed, | disconnected that instrument and substituted another."
Johnny, the bi g-worded archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, funbled his nonocle and nmurnured, "I wonder

if your chicane histrionics were consunmative?"

"He neans that he wonders if that was a successful act that you put on over the tel ephone, when
you had one of us yell that you were dead," Renny runbl ed.

Doc evidently intended to answer, but there was an interruption. The tel ephone rang. The bronze
man got up and swung toward the instrunent.

"Holy cow " Renny thunped uneasily. "Watch it! Maybe there's been sone nore poison snmeared in

t hat nout hpi ece! "

It was noticeable that the bronze man stood well away fromthe instrument as he answered it. A
shrill, whining voice came fromthe receiver.

"Listen, guy," it said, "I know who I'mtalkin to, see. | know your voice. That ain't all |

know, either.
"Interesting," Doc said without enotion.

"Beery Hosnmer was ny pal," the voice whined. "He got it dirty, see? He didn't have it comn'. So
I"'mlayin' a finger on the guy that done it."

"Al'l right," Doc Savage said sharply. "Wo are you and what do you know?"

The voi ce qui ckened over the tel ephone.

"Think I'ma sap?" it denmanded. "All kinds of troubles have a way of lightin' on guys like nme, so
| ain't tellin" no nanes. But you go to that warehouse thing owned by the Hidalgo Tradin' Conpany
down on the Hudson River water front. Look for a green coupe, see?"

"How di d you get this information?" Doc asked.

The ot her hung up.

IT was half past ten that ni ght when Doc Savage and his four aides approached the great warehouse
hangar. The car in which they rode eased along with the silence of an electric lift. The bronze man
was at the wheel.

'Tam Renny, Long Tom and Johnny were all a little glum because of the absence of Mnk. The fact
that Doc did not appear worried did not cheer them nmuch, because the bronze man rarely showed the
enotions which he felt.

"

Hamtried to cheer hinmself. "After all, Mnk don't often get into a spot that he can't get out

of . "

"Yeah," Renny said. "Mnk'll come through all right. What |'mworried about is this call fromthe
party who clains to he a friend of Beery Hosner."

"Right," Long Tomconcurred. "It's got sone of the earmarks of a phony."

The car rolled silently, a perfectly balanced nmotor virtually elimnating vibration, expert

filling of the heavy body and chassis parts assuring no creakings. One of the individual features of

the car was the fenders of chrone construction, able to withstand a terrific collision.

Long Tom s voice cracked, "There's a green coupe!"

The green coupe, a large one, was a block distant and under a streetlight.

A man | eaned out, |ooked behind, then turned swiftly and seened to be giving directions to the
driver.

"It's that white-skinned scanp, Qol!" Long Tom bar ked.

"We' Il pull alongside," Renny began, "and -- no, we won't." The green coupe, with a throaty snarl
fromits exhaust, |eaped fromthe curb, gathered speed. Wthin a very few seconds it was breaking
speed limts.

Doc fed nore gas. His own car eased silently up to keep pace with the other. It began to close
the gap between the two machi nes.



The green coupe began to rocket through night traffic. The car needed no warning siren to secure

a right-of-way. Its exhaust roar was anple. It cannoned the night with a poundi ng thunder which
woul d have drowned out a fire siren. Taxis scurried to the curb. Pedestrians flattened back agai nst
shop w ndows.

Hol di ng cl ose behind the roaring green coupe, Doc's |ow sedan was still alnost silent

Renny fl ourished his supernachi ne pistol

"Shall | let 'emhave a dose?"

Doc shook his head. "Traveling too fast!"

Doc fed nore gas -- and nore. His car drew up alongside the other. H's intention was obviously to

get around the green coupe, cut in front, and force the machine to the curb

But the other car also had speed. The driver circunvented Doc's nmaneuver by putting on a burst of
speed as great as the bronze man had managed. Wiite lights, green lights, red |lights streaked past
bl urred

Doc commented, "They have quite a notor under that hood."

"Wait until we get on an open road!" clipped Johnny, reverting to few syllable words in the
excitement of the pursuit

In anticipation of violent action, he took his nonocle fromhis pocket, wapped it in his
handkerchief to protect it from breakage, and thrust it back in his pocket. The nmonocle was not an
affectation with him In the past, before Doc Savage had exercised his surgical skill to restore
conplete sight to the wiry geologist's left eye, injured in the World War, Johnny had worn

eyegl asses, the left eyepiece carrying the magnifying glass. Needing eyegl asses no | onger, he
insisted that he needed the magnifier in his work, so he still carried it in the nonocle

SUDDENLY the air in front of Doc Savage's hurtling car was choked with snoke. Beans fromthe
powerful |anps were absorbed as conpletely as the sun's rays behi nd storm cl ouds

The driver of the green coupe was spreading a snoke screen fromhis exhaust in the fashion

devi sed | ong ago by ingenious crimnals. Doc's car was coursing blindly at nearly a hundred mles an
hour .

The bronze man drove a hand under the instrument panel and touched one of an array of switches
conceal ed there. Then he wenched out |arge, sonewhat clunsy eyepi eces. He peered through one of

t hese

A fantastic change was wought. A weird |ight seemed to have suffused the pall of black snoke. To
a layman, it would have smacked of black nagic, but an el ectrical engineer woul d not have been nore
than surprised at the efficiency of the apparatus for projecting invisible infra-red light rays
whi ch have the faculty of penetrating snoke and fog to a great degree

The eyepi eces, highly ingenious, for meking the infra-light visible woul d have been even nore
interesting to an electrical expert

"Watch out!" Renny shouted suddenly

Directly ahead, crosswi se of the street, |ooned an abandoned truck. Some one, working in

collusion with the driver of the green coupe, had driven the truck out of a side street and left it,
anticipating that Doc would crash into it, head on, in the snoke

Tires squal l ed on pavenent as Doc swerved the sedan in an attenpt to clear the obstruction. No
ordinary car could have nmade it

There was a sickening skid. They vaulted the curb. Metal crashed, rasped. They had gl anced off a
wal | . Brick dust cascaded. The nmachi ne rocked, nearly went over. Then it jarred back on the street
beyond the truck

"Holy cow " Renny gasped.

Long-wi nded Johnny blinked his eyes. "I vouchsafe a kindred articulation!"

The speeding ears were beyond the region of traffic |lights now and streaki ng on open boul evards
Doc's sedan craw ed up i medi ately behind the other ear. At their terrific speed, tel ephone poles
were al nost like pickets in a fence. The green coupe lurched a good deal, but Doc's scientifically
wei ghted ear held the road snoothly.

Doc' s cabl ed bronze hands eased the wheel over. The ear swung around the green coupe, canme up
abreast. Plainly, Doc nmeant to wedge the other car in, force it to stop

A submachi ne gun nosed out of the green coupe and a burst of bullets flattened harm essly agai nst
the steel plating and bulletproofed glass of Doc's vehicle

Wth the speeding cars side by side, Doc and his nen could get a look at their adversaries in the

coupe.
"Hey, that's not Ool!" Long Tomsaid tersely. "They've chal ked sonmebody's face up to make him
l ook I'ike Qol!"

"ol would hardly risk his neck with a driver like that one," Doc said

"Well then, what -- " Long Tom never finished his sentence

THERE was a bunp, a terrifying swerve, a crash, a crazy sword-slashing of lights in the night as
the two cars collided and one of themturned up end for end and rolled |like a barrel off the road
over a ditch, through a hedge of trees and far into a plowed field

The insanely reckless driver of the green coupe had tried to shove the other car off the road

The trick backfired. The other driver had not calculated on Doc's reinforced fenders. It was his



own ear which went over.

Doc's machine held the road. It weaved, but not dangerously. Doc eased down on the brakes, cut
the lights, and brought the car to an abrupt stop.

VWhat he did then was a surprise.

"Slide over here in the driver's seat, Ham" he directed. "Take the ear hack to town. You will
hear fromme at the office."

He opened the door, swung out, glided across the road and di sappeared in the shadow of a high
hedge.

Ham hesitated, then drove away, carrying with hima puzzled and di sgusted Long Tomm, Johnny, and
Renny.

At the scene of the disaster, Doc Savage ascertai ned that both the driver and gunner were dead,
killed instantly.

He was exam ning the bodies, when a peculiar rhythmc drone of a sound assailed his ears. Doc

| ooked up.

Clearly against the star-1it sky he could see a huge shape poi sed against the night, resenbling,
at first, a bird with grotesquely whirling wings. Even as he | ooked, the object settled lower. It
was a plane, an autogyro.

Doc exploded in a burst of furious energy, and barely reached the shadows of a grove of trees as
a sharp clatter sounded from above and machi ne gun bull ets rapped the ground.

Doc was not carrying one of the nmachine pistols so nuch relied upon by his nmen; he preferred to
depend for defense on ingenuity and various scientific devices carried in pockets of specially
constructed vest.

Since the autogyro was not flying | ow enough for himto take any effective neasures against it.
he contented hinsel f with outguessing the nmachine gun bursts. Repeatedly. bullets snarled through
the massed | eaves, tracing patterns of death. But the bronze nan kept clear.

After a few mnutes of ineffectual firing, the autogyro lifted and skimred away to the west.
still flying | ow

Not nmore than two minutes later, Doc saw it poise, then drop lazily to the earth in al nost
vertical decent.

Leaving his evergreen shelter, Doc ran for the spot where the autogyro had | anded. The di stance
was not great and, eventually, he |located the windmll plane.

The craft had settled in a farmlot, in a shallow valley not far off the road. There was a house
cl ose by. Doc approached cautiously. The npon added to the brilliance of the stars.

He heard a man curse, then heard his own nanme spoken --"Doc Savage!" -- in evident alarm A

wi ndow went black in the farnmhouse. A man ran out and was joined by another outside. The two started

racing across the farmlot in the direction of the autogyro.

Then one of them stopped, caught the other by the armand pulled himin the opposite direction.
"Nix!" The armpuller's words wafted clearly to Doc. "We can't land in the gyro where we wanta
go! The hell with it! W'Ill take the car!"

THE men ran, stunbling, to the road. Doc following them heard the whine of a starter, then the
silence-wecking roar of a notor and a cl ashing of gears as a car got under way.

The headlights switched on. Doc was able to recognize the two men. Ool and Watches Bowen!

The car droned away, blurring into black distance.

After satisfying hinself that he was al one, Doc Savage ran toward the autogyro. He examned it
carefully. He devoted particular attention to the controls.

He found a bonb attached to the starter in such a way that it would have expl oded at the first
revol ution. The bonb explained the "act" which Watches Bowen and Ool had put on in the farmlot.
performance had been cal cul ated to decoy the bronze man into following the fleeing car with the
autogyro. It was just one nore nurder attenpt.

Doc Savage entered the house and began a searchi ng exam nation of the roons. It seened to be a
smal |l tenant farner's house, deserted now, used, judging fromthe litter about, as an occasi onal
hi de-out by Watches Bowen.

The white beam of his flashlight poked everywhere. In the roomwhere he had seen the light go
out, papers on the floor and nore papers on a tine-scarred desk made it look as if the crimnals,
their haste to clear out, had been forced to | eave docunments behind.

Doc picked one of the papers fromthe floor. Light fromthe hand flash washed over it, revealing
a maze of handwiting and figures apparently some of Watches Bowen's cal cul ati ons.

Doc gathered all papers on the floor and carried themto the desk. There was a | anp on the desk,
with an electric bulb init. Evidently there was an electric plant on the farm

For greater convenience, Doc laid down his flash and turned on the electric light. It was a dim
bul b, heavily frosted.

Doc bent close to the light while sorting over the papers. So intent was he upon the docunents
that he did not see the faint vapor which crept out fromthe frosted bulb as it warned.

He did notice it, finally. His armslashed out. He snashed the bulb in his bare hand. But the
vapor was already in the air.

The bronze man took two staggering steps, then keeled over, to lie inert on the floor.

The

in



Chapter 10. THE PATRI OT UNMASKED
OOL and Watches Bowen did not drive into town when they fled the farnmhouse, but turned into a
near-by side road, fromwhere, after parking their machine, they circled back to the farmhouse on
foot, arriving in time to watch froma distance as Doc Savage turned on the |anp at the desk.
When they heard the solid thunp of his body as it struck the floor, they came charging in. They
stared triunphantly at the bronze nman's prostrate form
"The second of the twin sisters got him" Ool spoke tonel essly.
Wat ches' voice had a rasp init. "After this, Ool, | vote for you and your fancy poisons every
tinme. Wien that fool coupe driver got hinself wecked, | was ready to quit."
Wat ches col |l ected his personal papers which had forned the fire. Then he approached the body of
Doc Savage.
"Let's lug it out to the car," he suggested.
Tot ether the two bent over Doc's heavy frane.
What happened next neither Ool nor Watches could have correctly detailed. There was a ni ghtnare
sensation, as though the roof had fallen on themand a tornado had funneled its way into the room
Vaguel y, of course, they knew that Doc Savage was not dead. The corded nuscles of the bronze nan,
whi ch had been sl acked in apparent hel pl essness as he lay upon the floor, had suddenly becone
gal vani zed wi th uncal cul abl e force.
Bot h Ool and WAt ches Bowen were strong nen. But they were helpless the instant a netallic hand
closed over the throat of each. Their blood seened to turn to water, their nuscles got linp as rags,
their eyes bulged in purpling faces, their tongues ran out.
Doc, with an unexpected novenment, cracked their heads together. They |ost consciousness.
Searching the pair, Doc relieved them of weapons. Then he devoted rmuch time.to an exam nation of
Qol's right hand, the hand which the thin, strangely white-skinned man seened never to keep still.
He found nothing peculiar about the hand.
The bronze man dragged the two senseless forms to the autogyro and calmy detached the bomb from
the starting mechani sm
He flew his two captives back to the city, landing in a vacant | ot conveniently near his own
wat er-front warehouse hangar. He took a closed car fromthe big building and | oaded the captives
aboard.
I'N the skyscraper headquarters, Ham Johnny, Long Tom and Renny stared as Doc issued fromhis
private elevator with his two prisoners in tow. Doc slunped the pair of linp forms on the floor.
Long Tom the electrical wi zard, was first to speak. "You sure did a heavy night's work, Doc," he
sai d.
"Let us hope it is all over but the questioning," Doc said.
Bi g-fisted Renny handed over a sheaf of radi ograns.
"These cane in answer to the radi ograns you sent up North," he told the bronze man. "They give us
sonething to go on when we start questioning these two."
The messages were all very long, and all alike in one respect -- they all conveyed the
informati on that no expedition other than the Lenderthorn party had |eft the Arctic-American coast
in recent nonths.
One nessage carried a surprise. |t described the menbers of the Lenderthorn party. The
descriptions were unm stakabl e.
Lendert horn, the explorer, had been no ot her person than Watches Bowen hinsel f. Assisting himhad
been a |ieutenant who resenbled Ool to perfection.
The expedition had taken off by plane and had not been heard from since, the nessage stated.
One radi ogram from Point Barrow, on the north Al askan coast, contained additional infornation
regardi ng Ool .
The weirdly white-skinned man, so the radiograminfornmed, had arrived nyseriously into the
settl ement some nonths ago.
Ool had carried a strange pair of black goggles. He had been acting strangely seenming to have not
the slightest idea of what nodern life was |ike, and being unable to speak any intelligible
| anguage. But during the short time he had remained there. he had | earned | anguage and custons with
amazing rapidity.
He had refused to divul ge nuch information about hinself except to infer vaguely that he had cone
fromoff the Arctic ice pack, which obviously was a lie, it being regarded as an inpossibility. He
had di sappeared fromthe settlement as nysteriously as he had cone.
Several strange deaths anong the Eskino popul ati on had been credited by themto Ool, but this was
t hought to be superstitious fancy on their part, since no direct evidence of Qol's guilt. could be
obtained and fatalities in each case having been attended by severe |local inflamuation and swelling,
and no autopsi es having been perforned, death had been credited by settlenent authorities to
pernicious infection, or sinple blood poisoning.
Renny jarred his huge fists together restlessly. "What say we take a trip, Doc, over --

-- over the Arctic ice pack," Long Tom supplied. "W can use --
" -- the new dirigible." Ham added.
"For the specific purposes,” Johnny finished grandly, "of investigating the nysterious origin of



one malicious nal efactor having gol den hirsute adornment, not to mention delving into the nystery of
a certain pair of goggles -- and alleged nysterious things."

"HAM -- junp!" Doc's voice was a crash of sound.

Ham j unped, suddenly, w thout question. The dapper |awer |eaped a yard in the air.

Qol clutched his ankle at about the half-yard |evel.

Ham fell violently, sprawiing his full length on the floor, his sword cane clattering out of his
hand. He kicked, but he could not shake Qol's relentless grip fromhis ankle.

"Hold it, Haml" Doc rasped. "Do not nove!"

Hamlay still.

Ool spoke.

"You have done well to order himto lie still," he droned. "Now |listen to me. You have wi tnessed
ny strength. | did not stay |ong unconscious, |like this other one." He indicated Watches Bowen's
limp form

"l could give you," he continued, speaking with his sepulchral |ack of tone, "a nore deadly
exhibition of ny powers. If | had reached for your man with ny right hand, instead of ny left, he
woul d now be dead. So try no tricks on ne, bronze man. You could kill ne-yes; but not before | could
kill this man of yours."

"What do you want?" Doc asked quietly.

"First, the goggles."

W thout further argunent, Doc went into the laboratory and returned with the goggles. He tossed
themto Col.

"You have discrimnation," Ool said, flatly. "I could wish | had you for a partner instead of

WAt ches Bowen. "

"What el se do you want ?"

"Escape -- that is all." Ool spoke like an inefficient phonograph. "I am not greedy. | m ght
bargain with you for your dirigible. But that would incur conplications. | prefer to consolidate ny
gains, and strike another tine."

"You propose to do what now?" Doc asked.

"l amgoing to nove back and enter your elevator," Ool said. "I shall drag Watches Bowen, and |
shall drag your man also. My right hand is death. Understand! But you have my word that it wll
function only if you interfere with nmy escape.”

"What do you intend doing with Han?" Doc denanded.

"l do not want him Nor do | wish to encourage reprisals fromyou by killing him If you do not
interfere with ny escape, | shall leave himat the bottomof the elevator shaft unhurt. Is it
agreed?"

Above everything el se, Doc Savage was solicitous about the safety of his aides.

"It is agreed," he said.

W thout further words, Ool backed out of the door with his human burdens, entered an el evator,
and sank the eighty-six stories to the ground.

Eventual |y the el evator cane back to the eighty-sixth floor. Hamwas in it, |lashed with his back
to the handrail .

"Let's go after that scut!" Renny roared, crowding into the el evator.

Doc vetoed the proposal. "Not now. | have other plans. You nen wait."

The bronze man got them out, then went down alone in the cage.

Doc' s ai des crowded about Ham firing queries.

"That while-faced, death-fingered fellowisn't human!" Ham shudder ed.

ABOARD WAt ches Bowen's noored yacht, Dimter Dai koff, the big, dark, scarred patriot, noved
swiftly to bring out nore eighty-year-old brandy as Watches Bowen and Ool tranped aboard and shoved
noi sily through the door.

Wat ches was in a savage nmood. Hi s neck was swelling from Doc Savage's choking, and his head felt
like a thousand steel nallets were knocking on it. He gul ped the brandy greedily.

"Sone stuff, themtwin sisters of yours," he snarled at Ool.

"There is no known poison in your world nore deadly than the twin sisters,” Ool replied.

"Then how coni ¢ Savage snapped out of it so quick?" Watches denmanded.

"He did not conme out of it."

"What do you nean?"

"He never was under the influence of it. No man can enbrace either of the twin sisters and
live."

"You nean he faked it -- pretended to be knocked out in order to get us in there and nab us?"
"Cobviously."
"Then sonet hing's gone screwy as hell!" Watches snarled. "There's a | eak sonewhere. Savage has

been tipped off to every plan we've made." The npb | eader's hand clawed at the front of his vest,
jerked fiercely at his gold watch chain.

Dimter Daikoff cane forward silently, proffering cigarettes, but Watches knocked the package out
of his hand.

"You're beginning to get under ny skin!" he rasped.



"Hol d onto your nerves," Ool cautioned. He produced the goggles fromhis pocket. "W have these
-- that is one inportant thing."

Wat ches continued to stare nalevolently at Dimiter Daikoff, at the scar on his neck, the

tragi cal |l y-gl owi ng dark eyes, the high cheek bones, hollow cheeks, the superb nuscul ar power that
even the swarthy man's ill-fitting suit could not hide.

Shortly afterward, Dimter Daikoff found occasion to | eave the cabin.

Wat ches Bowen jerked a thunb after him

"Savage knows too much; he evidently finds out our plans," he said. "I wonder if the |leak could
be that dammed patri ot ?"

Ool showed no enotion, but asked, "Need we take chances?"

"Hel I, no!" Watches grow ed.

"1 will shake hands with himwhen he returns,"” Ool said enptionlessly. "I will use ny right
hand. "

Di miter Dai koff cane back after a time and Ool stood up.

"l wish to conplinment you on the excellent serving of the brandy," he said. "Shake hands with ne,
if youwll."

Di miter Daikoff was standing very close. He reached out readily to take Ool's proffered hand.

But at the last instant the big patriot's forward-reaching hand swerved. but down toward the
goggles in Ool's left hand. Hi s flashing grab was accurately directed. He got the goggles.

Al in the sane notion, it seermed, he lunged to one side and his other hand cl awed out and caught
Watches by the throat. He jerked the thick-waisted gangster clear of the floor.

For the second time that evening, Watches Bowen thought a tornado had funneled into the room and
was stirring splintered tinbers about his head.

The big, dark man's throat grip tightened until the roomwas a red blur in Watches' bul gi ng eyes.
Then ol sliced toward Dimter Daikoff with his right hand fluttering. Watches felt hinself lifted,
hurl ed. He crashed agai nst Ool, knocked hi m down.

Wat ches worked his jaw spasnodically, trying to talk. Wen he wenched words out, they cane in a
hoarse rasp.

"it's Doc Savage!" he choked.

"Yes," canme the tragic-voiced patriot's affirmation. "It is Doc Savage."

UPON hearing the struggle, Mnk came charging in fromthe other cabin where he had been |ying on
a bed in pretended conval escence.

"Grab a chair, Mnk," Doc called out. "Hold it in front of you. Ool's touch is death!"

ol scranbled to his feet ahead of Watches. Crouching, he sidled in toward Doc, with his right
hand weaving |ike the head of a coiled npccasin.

Doc did not wait for an attack. He hurled forward, avoided the noccasin thrust of the assassin,
and thudded bronze knuckles on Ool's jaw.

ol reel ed back, collapsed against the wall. But he sprang up. cat-quick, and sidled in again.
Had Doc been able to throw nore weight into the jaw punch, Doc, unnaturally strong though he was,
woul d have caved in then.

As ol slunk in for a second attack, Doc drew out one of the small glass bul bs which were his
anest hetic bonbs. He snapped it to the floor. It shattered. Doc held his breath.

"Hol d your breath!"™ ol yelled at Watches Bowen.

Doc had hal f expected this, recalling that in his office Ool had survived one of the bonbs in
sim |l ar fashion.

Doc made a pass at Ool, dodged the assassin's finger thrust as before, and planted a cl ean bl ow
to the face.

An ordinary man woul d have been knocked out. Ool was only flung back against the wall, badly
shaken. Hi's endurance was tremendous.

At the sanme instant Monk, with his chair, rushed Watches. The gangster had gained his feet and
was whirling the watch which had been in the secret pocket up his sleeve. Since escaping w th Ool
from Doc Savage's office, Watches had not re-arned hinself with an automatic. He did not appear to
be concerned about it. His lips withed in a killer's snarl as he opened his hand and |l et the watch
fly.

The watch was one of Bowen's pet weapons. The nmechani sm had been renoved fromthe case and a
quantity of nolten lead inserted. Bowen could hurl the watch as accurately as he could aima
revol ver.

The | eaded watch plumeted toward Monk with the speed of a projectile. Mnk ducked as the missile
struck his chair. The watch splintered entirely through the thin w cker of the boat chair and struck
Monk lightly on the chest.

Monk bel l owed, canme in with the chair as a battering-ram The gangster lurched to one side. The
chair scraped his shoulder and went into the wall with such force that the legs splintered the cabin
sheat hi ng.

The gangster's hand dipped to his wi de coat pocket. It whipped out clutching another |eaded

wat ch. There was a chain attached. It was the gangster's habit to use the weighted tinepiece as a
substitute for a bl ackjack. He swing the uni que weapon at Monk's head.



Jerking the chair around, Mnk sidesw ped the clunsy weapon in a vicious swing at the gangster.
The chair knocked the | eaded timepi ece from Watches Bowen's fist, and went on to thud heavily
agai nst his shoul der.

The gangster reel ed back. There was a jangle of breaking glass as his heavy bulk crashed into a

port hol e.
At the sanme nonent, Doc Savage, eluding Ool's fourth successive noccasin jab, sent the tall pale
man crashing to the wall. Qol struggled up again, but now noticeably weakened.

Wat ches Bowen's voice roared in savage desperation. "The hell with the goggles, Ool! Let's get
out of here!"

The gang chief hurled his heavy bul k backward out the broken, oversize porthole, jangling the
rest of the glass pane to the floor. Ool made a gangling lunge to the door.

Qutside, they tunbled head-first into a speedboat which was noored under the stern.

"G ve her the gun!" Watches yelled frantically.

There was a sudden roar as the speedboat engine came to life. A machine gun stuttered out. It
must have been lying in the boat. The rain of slugs drove Doc and Monk fiat on the deck.

The speedboat, running without lights, roared swiftly away with water piling up in its wake. Doc
and Monk stood on the deck and stared after it.

Before Monk's adnmiring eyes, Doc Savage obliterated the Dinmiter Daikoff disguise. He gouged from
his nouth the waddi ng which had produced the effect of high cheek bones. A deft novenment of his
thunb and finger renoved a pair of dark glass cuplike | enses which had fitted snugly over his
eyebal | s. A chemical paste cleared the |last trace of blackness fromhis bronze hair. He peel ed off
t he col | odi on- manuf act ured scar which slanted fromthe | obe of his ear down across his neck.

Monk grinned. "The patriot unmasked," he said. "I didn't know you nyself at first as Dimter
Dai kof f. Say, was there sure enough a Dimter Daikoff?"
"The police radio calls were legitimate," Doc supplied. "I nerely took advantage of themto gain

Wat ches Bowen's confidence."”

AN hour | ater, froman obscure Long Island airport, there sounded the nultiple drone of airplane
engines as a big ship, massive of hull and with a wide wi ng spread, barely cleared the tw nkling
line of lights marking the edge of the landing field.

Under its heavy weight of nen and fuel, the ship rose sluggishly, circling the field and gai ni ng
altitude, then it put on speed and throbbed away into the northwest.

For passengers, the ship carried Watches Bowen, Ool, Ham hock Piney, Honey Hamilton, Squirrel
Dorgan, and four other men. Nine of them and a pilot. As vicious an assortnment of crimnals as had
ever disgraced a good pl ane.

It was sone hours before Johnny, checking the airports and railway stations at Doc's suggestion,

| earned of the plane's departure.

Chapter 11. ARCTI C PROCESSI ON

LI KE a nbonbeam caught up, congeal ed, and set adrift again, a cruising dirigible, a silver sliver
agai nst the bl eak, sub-Arctic sky, droned over the Canadi an northwest at a rate of speed highly
unusual for such ships. The speed of the dirigible -- alnbst two hundred miles an hour -- was
achi eved through i nproved propul sion power and | essened w nd resistance.

Doc Savage had personally devel oped the alloy nmotors, and Doc, with help from Mnk, had succeeded
in synthesizing an inflating gas, noninflamuable, with substantially greater lifting power than
hel i um or hydrogen.

At the settlenent of Resolution, on Geat Slave Lake, the silver dirigible nosed down for
refueling. Doc and his five inquiring aides learned there that a two-notored transport plane
carrying ten men had touched for gas and oil two hours before them

"OCol and Watches Bowen," Mnk nuttered.

"Deduction corroborated,"” Johnny agreed.

In the air again, boring into the northwest, the slender dirigible was |ike a bright needle
threadi ng together a thousand-mile line of tall spruces and bl ack nonzonite ridges. Hour after hour,
the craft drilled over the great, lonely land, rising higher as it approached the Al askan border, in
order to clear the Yukon Rockies.

In the cabin, enclosed in the hull, Doc and his aides were confortable. Hamwas at the controls.
Long Tom in charge of radi o comunications, kept in regular contact with ground stations for the
pur pose of determ ning weather conditions over their intended line of flight.

There was no great need for this however, since the streamined bag cut down w nd resistance
greatly over conventional designs, rendering the craft easily manageable in any wind |l ess than a
hurri cane.

Appoi nted by Doc as navigator for the trip, Renny spent rmuch time | ooking over charts.

Monk did nothing nore creative than to recline in his bunk and tickle the ear of his pet pig with
hi s toe.

The pig, Habeas Corpus by nane, had missed the hostilities in New York. The reason was unusual. A
certain fanmobus psychol ogi st, amazed at the intelligence which the porker seened to possess, had
requested, in all seriousness, permission to seclude the pig for study.

Not less than fifty tines, Monk had told all who would listen of the | earned man's findings.



"The guy said Habeas was a wi zard of a hog," Mnk repeated. "He said that Habeas

Ham snarl ed, "WII| you shut up about that porky freak, you missing link!"

Monk only grinned

Habeas Corpus was a remarkable sight to behold. He was a runty razorback, with the snout of a
possum |l egs of a stag, and great flapping ears that took the wi nd when he ran and | ooked |ike they
were going to fly away with him

Habeas Corpus, reacting contentedly to Monk's foot nassaging, emtted soft grunts

Whenever Monk went on a trip, he took Habeas. Habeas Corpus was an intelligent porker; Mnk had
trained himuntil he could performthings which amazed those whose acquai ntance with porkers had
been linmted to a slab of bacon

MONK shifted his adm nistrati ons from Habeas Corpus's left ear to the right, then asked, "Doc
have you any idea where we're gonna run into that gang?"

"Yes," Doc answered, "l have."

"Huh?" Monk squirned. "After we | eave Point Barrow, | thought we were going to run blind."

"W will cruise over the ice pack, using our radio direction finder in an attenpt to |locate
specific static disturbances,” Doc said

"Where in blazes did you get onto that hunch?"

"The information," Doc supplied, "was contained on sone papers of Watches Bowen's which

exam ned while playing the part of Dimter Daikoff. It was not a clear clue exactly. The paper was a
bill for such a direction finder that had been built for Watches Bowen."

"Maybe it's a phony?"

"Maybe." The bronze man made a slight gesture. "W have no better clue."

"Learn anything el se?" Mnk asked

"Very little as applies to this case."

"You didn't find out what the goggles were for?"

"Regrettably, no."

Habeas Corpus made insistent gruntings. Mnk resumed his |azy rubbing of the porker's ear

"I'd give the curl out of Habeas's tail," the honely chem st decl ainmed, "to know what those
goggl es are good for."

Bi g-fisted Renny | ooked up fromhis charts

"Listen, Doc," he said, "have you the slightest idea of what is behind all of this?"

The bronze man shook his head slowy

"That is not yet clear," be said

AT Point Barrow, on the north Al askan Coast, the silver dirigible settled down for its |ast
refueling. As in Resolution, Doc |earned here that Watches Bowen's plane had preceded himby a short
time

And, since it was from Point Barrow that the radi ogram had been transmtted to Doc concerning the
original appearance into civilization of Ool, Doc made further inquiries. in particular he contacted
an old Scotch fur trader, who had harbored Ool for a time in his cabin, and who knew the North

Al askan coast as few nen did.

"l understand," Doc said, "that it is considered an inpossibility for OCol to have conme off the
ice pack, as he clained."

"Aye, 'tis that," the rosy-checked old Scot replied, pleased to have the fanbus bronze man comni ng
to himfor information

"y 2"
"On account of nae non could w 'hstand the exposure,"” explained the trader

Doc nodded. "I know. No food, no fuel, chunked-up ice to nake hard traveling, open |eads where a
man mght slip into the water, a wind |like ranwhide -- it would be beyond human endurance for a man

to make the trip, you think."

"Aye. 'Tis self-evident, non. The Arctic pack lies unexplored tae this day, a dead white space on
the map."

Doc nodded again. "Wat is your idea about it? Wiere do you think Ool cane fron?"

The ol d Scot shrugged gnarled shoulders. "In nmy life, | ha' seen strange things, but Ool be the
strangest. "

Doc held up the goggles. "Have you seen these?"

The old Scot's face lighted with recognition. "Ool had such things. The sun, he said, hurt his
eyes. He lay in nmy cabin for a solid week, not Venturing out. That was when first he canme off the
i ce pack

"But | thought you said it was inpossible for himto have conme off the pack."

"Aye," the old Scot replied inperturbably, "but where else could he ha' cone fronP"

Doc, |ooking intently at the man, said nothing

The trader met Doc's gol d-fl ecked eyes without flinching. He said: "I know not. Certain 'tis
there be nore of the devil to Ool than of non or the heavenly speerit. At first, this Ool were not
like a human being."

"What do you nean?" Doc asked

"There were such things like this: Fire -- Ool tried to catch it in his hand, as though it were a



bird. When he got so's he could talk a bit, he said he had never before seen fire! Such things as
that."

"Way did he | eave you?"

The old Scot's face grimaced. "I drove himout at the end 0' ny shotgun.”

"\Why 2"

"I was afeered a' him One day | picked up his goggles, hem curious. Wrthless things they be
You canna see through them But he canme at me wi' sech a unholy look in his flat eyes, and his
hand-the right hand, | mind 'twasreachin' out for me sonehow |ike a snake. |t gave nme the shudders
| tossed himthe goggles and drove himout."

TAKI NG the air again, Doc headed his silver dirigible out over the sea at Point Barrowin a
northerly direction. After a few hours above the desolate Arctic pack, which | ooked, fromtheir
great height, like a sink full of chipped ice, he turned on his radio direction finder

A hodge- podge of noi ses, conventional static disturbances, canme through the |oud-speaker. There
were buzzes and burrs and whi nes and crackl es. But they could have been duplicated at al nost any
point on the earth

Suddenly, the dirigible filled with a soft | ow note which throbbed and ran hi gh up the nusical
scal e and back again; the sound was not new static disturbance, but Doc Savage's trilling, that
wei rd sound, so unconsciously a part of him which he made in nonents of surprise or puzzl enent
The bronze man's inordinately sensitive ears, conditioned by intensive training to catch sounds
above and bel ow the usual range considered possible for human reception, had identified a peculiar
static sound com ng fromthe finder

To Doc's aides, the finder continued to pour out the usual din of static. But Doc, turning the

| oop device, gave steering directions to Johnny at the controls. Johnny swung the dirigible in a
nmore westerly direction

Wthin an hour the eerie static disturbance, which at first only Doc had heard, was audible to

all. It came over the |oud-speaker in a high, rhythmc thrumm ng, each note being throttled off in
an entirely unearthly manner, only to swell again in a fashion even nore unearthly.
As Johnny drove the dirigible toward the sound, the noise grew |louder, filling the gondola with

its strange pulsing clanor. It grew so insistent that Doc cut down the |oudspeaker volunme control to
al nost the absolute m ni num

There cane a nonent when Monk | et out an excited bellow. Standing in the rear of the gondol a

| ooki ng out behind, the pleasantly ugly chem st had been experinenting with the strange goggl es
trying themon his eyes, squinting, ogling, attenpting in every way possible to see through the
thick | enses of obsidian-Iike blackness

"What's eating you?" Hamclipped, startled at Mnk's show of excitenent

"Down here -- everybody -- |ook!" Mnk clanored without turning around

"Look where?" Renny conplained. "I don't see anything."

"Are you blind?" Mnk blared. "Ri ght bel ow us!"

"You're crazy!" Long Tomput in. "There's nothing there but ice."

"Don't kid me at a tine like this!" Mnk how ed. "See that pillar of fire? It nust be a hundred
feet high! Wat is it?"

"Fire! Fire on the ice?"

"Yeah! Comin' out of the ice. It's kind of weaving -- not like regular flame -- nore like liquid
firel"

Ham | aughed derisively. "A colum of liquid fire a hundred feet high comng out of the icel Nuts
There's nothing there at all -- only ice and sone fog."

Monk turned around angrily to face 'lamin the gondola. He could not see Ham He becane consci ous
then, that he was wearing the bl ack goggles. He pawed off the goggles and poi nted downward.

"Ri ght down there -- look." He stared hinself. Hs jaw fell

"Bl azes!" he ejacul ated. "CGone now "

DOC S conpel ling voice broke in. "Let ne have those goggles, Mnk."

Monk handed them over. Doc adjusted them quickly to his eyes, |ooked down. His weird trilling

note throbbed through the gondola. One after another, the bronze man had his aides | ook down through
t he goggl es. Expressions of confused surprise and awe canme from each

"Vell, 1'll be a pork chop off Mnk's pig!" Ham excl ai med.

Each man, when he | ooked through the goggles, saw precisely what Monk had seen -- a tall withing
colum of what was apparently liquid fire issuing fromthe ice. Wen the goggles were renoved from
the eyes, the colum of fire di sappeared

"What is it?" Monk gasped

"l do not know," Doc said flatly. "It certainly is not a gas flane." He continued studying the
phenonenon through the bl ack goggles. "Nose the dirigible down, Johnny. Slack speed and float in as
cl ose as you can."

"It looks like this clears up the nystery of the black goggles,” Renny said excitedly. "Co

needed themto |locate this place."

"I think there is nore to it than that, Renny," Doc answered

At cl oser range, the thing which seenmed to be fire took on nore detail. There seened to be a



living, liquid, white-hot core swelling out smoothly in a golden blush, tinged with flashes of
opal escence- gl azed yel |l ows, purples, reds, greens, and blues. The predom nating tone, however, was
gol den; not so rmuch the gold of solid flame, but as of a thick fog in which every separate particle
of noisture was a floating gl obule of gold.

At about the hundred-foot level, the withing pillar, in a thinning golden haze, blurred into

not hi ngness.

Johnny had nosed down to a hundred feet and drifted in as close as he dared. Fromthe | ow hei ght
it was apparent that the pillar -- whatever it was -- issued froma rock crevice. A long, black rent
in the dismal welter of pack ice was clearly identifiable as rock.

"Work the dirigible in closer,"” Doc directed. He adjusted the black goggles to Johnny's eyes to
make the nysterious flame visible to him

"Yeah, but Doc, we'll burn!" Johnny objected in quick di smay.

But he did as Doc suggested. Cl oser and closer the silver dirigible floated until, in Johnny's
eyes, it was very close to the weirdly withing flane.

Wth notors idling, and the dirigible's silver sides bathed in the |living golden gl ow, Doc
pointed to the sensitized thernoneter visible on the outside of the gondola wall.

"Heat!" Monk squalled. "Then it is a fire!"

"It is only up to roomtenperature,” Doc corrected. "There is no flane, as we knowit."

"Enough to give a guy the jitters!" Mnk grunted. "A flane a hundred feet high, making no noise,
giving off no nore heat than a hot-air register, and not even visible unless you're looking at it
through bl ack goggles."

Johnny lost his trepidation and sent the dirigible directly into the nmysterious |ight which was
visible only through the goggles. Nothing happened. They flew down | ower, seeking to exam ne the
cleft inthe ice fromwhich the thing cane. This, it devel oped, was |l arger than had at first
appeared. It was many feet wide nore than a half a mle |ong.

So interested were the occupants of the dirigible in examning the source of the fiery plunme that
t he new devel opnent all but took them by surprise.

"Here!" Doc Savage said sharply, and lunged for the controls. "Let ne have them"

"What's wong? Johnny denanded.

Doc pointed. "Look!"

The bi g-worded geol ogi st st ared.

"Il be superamal gamated!" he expl oded.

A PLANE was hurtling toward them It was a gray machine, hard to distinguish against the | eaden
sky. It cane on swiftly. Details became distinguishable.

"Wat ches Bowen, " Doc decided. "It answers the description of the craft in which he came from New
York. "

"Holy cow " Renny exploded. "It's gonna be tough if they're carrying nuch artillery."

"they will be careful not to cripple the dirigible," Doc said positively. "Renenber, they have
wanted this ship fromthe first.

"And the only way they can get it," gaunt Long Tomsaid, "is to cripple us."

Renny bounced his big fists together. "That's a job they won't find easy."

Doc settled the dirigible downward.

"Hey!" Johnny gul ped. "You're going down into the crack that flane is comn' out of!"

But to all except Johnny, the | anding process appeared to be nerely an expert maneuvering job in
clear air. To the electrical w zard, wearing the black goggles, the silver sliver carrying its
freight of human lives was nesting down in a bath of fire.

As softly as a leaf falling through a gol den autum haze, the dirigible canme to rest on the
crevice floor.

Chapter 12. THE GOLDEN GODDESS

THE CREVI CE nmade a snug shelter for the dirigible. They tied down the bag. Doc, with Long Tonmis
assi stance, renoved a few delicate parts fromthe silver craft's ignition system parts necessary
for the operation of the dirigible; since there were no other simlar nmotors in the world, the
renoval of these key parts rendered the dirigible positively theftproof.

Over head, Watches Bowen's pl ane wheeled slowy, |ike a huge buzzard hung between the pal e gl aze
of the sky and the | eaden gray of the far-stretching ice pack.

"They must be waiting for us to nove away fromthe dirigible,” Mnk decided.

Johnny had been busy studying the rock formation with his nonocle magnifier. The wiry geol ogi st
was an expert field man as well as a theoretician. H s geol ogi cal experience now bore fruit.

"The configuration of this rock cleft indicates a substantial cavern opening may be expected at
about that point." H's | ean hand indicated.

Doc agreed. "W seemto be on an uncharted island or rocky reef thrust up through the ice pack.
The steady current of warmair along this crevice is of sufficient volume to indicate the presence
of an underground | abyrinth."

Doc's gol d-fl ecked eyes squinted up at Watches Bowen's circling craft. Now and again the plane,
wheel i ng above, was nonentarily obscured.

Doc eyed his nen. "You have your energency packs?"



They nodded.

Monk said, "I'll put Habeas Corpus under ny coat."

"The next time their plane is out of sight," Doc warned, "we will make a break. W mght as well

l ook this place over while we are here."

They watched tensely. The plane drifted out of sight.

Doc said, "Al right!"

They nmade their dash. The plane sliced into view before Doc and his aides quite reached their

obj ective. They were sighted by the flying crooks. Machine guns fromabove with a macabre cackl e;
gun sound punmel ed agai nst the sides of the rocky crevasse.

Rock chips mingled with spattering |l ead as Doc and his nmen lunged for the safety of a great
overhang. They nade it safely, but at the last instant a flying rock chip struck sharply against
Monk' s coat. Habeas Corpus was on that side. The ungainly shoat squealed in pain, flounced and fell
out, landing heavily. He roiled about, squealing under the |eaden hail.

MONK, from his position of safety within the cavern entrance, called frantically, and when the

ani mal , dazed, did pot respond, Mnk |eaped out like an anthropoid ape springing froma tree.

Bul l ets slashed around him One went through his coat. He paid no heed. Wth the ease of an

ant hropoi d pi cking up a coconut, the homely chem st swept up the pig and |unged back for the cavern
mouth. He made it.

Ham groaned in pretended di sappointnment. "For a mnute," he said, "1 thought we were going to
have pork chops for supper."

Monk gl ared, breathing heavily. "Sone day, you two-bit shyster, you'll nake one crack too nmany
agai nst this hog!" Above them the noisy airplane notors cut out. The sudden stillness seened to
press down |ike sonething tangible, alive. The Arctic hush, which lay interm nable over the desert
of ice, was broken only by the soft conplaining whine of wind in struts and wires as the huge pl ane
di pped down and | evel ed off.

"They're going to crash!" Ham excl ai ned.

"Yeah!" Monk growl ed. "But they' re comn' down in the cleft."

There was a cracking as the undercarri age of Watches Bowen's plane was wenched fromthe fusel age
by contact with up-rearing ice cakes frozen into position as solidly as though they were cenent.
The pl ane nosed hal f over, poised |ike an off-balanced bird, then fl opped back, tilting on one
crunpl ed wi ng.

The door in the side of the cabin burst open. The nobsters spilled out, half |eaping, half
falling. Al carried submachi ne guns.

"It's dog eat dog now," Renny runbled, and his long puritanical face grew nore nournful than ever
in anticipation of the fight.

"Yeah," Mnk agreed. "Notice where they |anded? W gotta smear 'emto get back to our ship."
"They woul d not have risked landing if we had not conme down first," Doc said. "They probably have
been aware that we were trailing them across Canada."

Long Tom nodded. "Their radio receiving set could have picked up our conmunications wth ground
stations.”

Doc whi pped out his flashlight and turned it on the darker recess bel ow the | edge.

"Hey!" Renny booned. "That |ooks |ike that cavern Johnny was predicting!"

THAT Wat ches Bowen had not acted without forethought, soon becane evident. One of the nen was
carrying a wooden ease. He opened this and produced a weapon resenbling a shotgun. He charged the
barrel with a slender rod to which was attached a cylinder resenbling that on a skyrocket. He ai nmed
at the |l edge and fired.

The results were cataclysmc, for the man had shot a rifle grenade. There was a trenmendous

concussion. Rock fell. Frozen ice and some snow cl ouded up.

"Holy cow " Renny booned. "W'd better get back inside. They've got us in a spot!"

"We'll see how far back this goes," Doc agreed. "But wait. We'll insure that they don't entonmb us
in here."

In a loud voice, the bronze man now yel |l ed at Watches Bowen and his foll owers, conveying the
information that inportant parts had been renpbved fromthe dirigible.

"They won't blast the roof down on us now for fear of damaging the parts,"” he said.

They noved back into the cavern. It was snall at first, and gave indications of playing out.

"l sure hate to leave that dirigible,™ Ham said anxiously.

"It is perfectly safe," Doc assured. "Since they expect to be the ones to ride back in it, they
will be careful not to cripple it."

"Doc," Monk said, "let's stay here and fight it out."

"Not hi ng woul d be gained by making a stand," Doc pointed out. "They woul d use those grenades, if
they could do so without burying us."

"0. K, Doc," Mnk said, resignedly, "but |'mcraving heavy action."”

"You may get it," Hamrem nded, "if we run into a pack of the black things back in here."

Ham spoke hal f jokingly, with no inkling that the tine was cl ose when he was to take the bl ack
things in anything but a joking way.

THE relatively narrow granite cleft which they had entered led into a |inmestone |abyrinth. They



produced flashlights. The caverns progressed down at a sharp angle, and w dened out into roons of
awe-inspiring proportions

It was suddenly not at all cold

Stal actites and stal agmites | ooked |ike massive ivory colums. There were whol e dones of
crystalline formation which glittered |Iike massed di anonds under the prying glare of the flashlight
beans. Sonme of the roons were cathedral arched, and so high that the white pencil paths of |ight
fromthe hand flashes could not delineate them

Monk craned his hull neck ill rapt admiration

"King Solonon's tenple nust of been like this," he said, and turned to call to Habeus Corpus, who
was | aggi ng behind. "Yeah." he continued soulfully, "this sure would be a swell setup for a harem"
""You would think of that," Hamsaid dryly, aware of Mnk's weakness for wonen, singly or in
nunber s

Echoes bounded back and forth between the cavern walls in a bew | dering and oftentines
frightening manner, foot scufflings and voices going out into the air and being wafted back in

di storted sound spl ashes

Doc, in a low voice, called a halt

"Nobody tal k," he ordered

No one did talk and no one noved; yet, disturbingly, the echoes of foot scufflings and garbl ed
conversation did not cease. In fact. as they waited there, listening, the echoes grew al arm ngly
They welled to a veritable clanor

"l thought so," Doc said guardedly. "The echoes are not all our own."

"From the sound of them"™ Long Tom whi spered, "Watches Bowen and his gang nust have stunbl ed onto
a shortcut. They sound close."

"They are close," Doc affirmed

The bronze man conferred for a nonent under his breath with Johnny on a question of geol ogy.

Al t hough Doc, as a result of his exhaustive studies, his self-inposed mental, physical, and
enotional discipline, had accumul ated a store of know edge greater in every case than that of his
five aides, he neverthel ess consulted frequently with them on questions involving their specialty
He did this because he was a thorough nman who preferred to check his reasonings. On the present
geol ogi cal question, Doc and Johnny cane to qui ck agreenent

"Cone on," Doc called out, and whipped his |ight ahead as he led off into a cavern which narrowed
rapidly as they hurried al ong

Renny, casting backward gl ances in the darkness, caught a glinpse of a flashlight carried by one
of the pursuing gangsters

"They are close," he rapped. "Look behind!"

THE ot hers | ooked. They were not quick enough to see the white beam of the flashlight, but were
qui ck enough to see the saffron flare which coughed fromthe nuzzle of an automatic

Pursued by roaring echoes, the bullet slammed down the narrow entry past the heads of Doc and his
ai des, mmki ng nusi cal sounds agai nst hangi ng stal actites

"Down on the floor!" Doc ordered. "Douse the |ights!"

More saffron flashes bl ooned at gun tips and nore bullets slamred with echoi ng thunder down the
narrow stone corridor

"Back up," Doc called to his nen, "around the bend here! Find cover before you open wth your
superfirers!”

As they felt around in the dark and fl opped behi nd protecting rocks, the saffron bl obs which

mar ked the expl oding pistols of their enem es becane obscured by slow angry streaks of red, as the
gangsters opened up with their machine guns. Lead and flying rock chips sprayed the rock tunnel
Echoes resenbl ed cl ose thunder

Loud above everything el se sounded the bullfiddl e bellow of Doc's supernachine pistols, as his
aides returned the fire. Pale greenish-gold flares fanned out fromthe heavy snouts of the strange
mercy weapons. The efficient superfirers, manned expertly by Doc's men, were having an effect
Back at the crooks' end of the rock corridor. Watches Bowen cursed savagely and gave his nen word
to hold up their fire until they could determ ne the extent of their injuries Hs words were plainly
audi bl e

Doc's nen quit firing, also. Sl anm ng echoes settled down |ike thunder rolling away.

The attackers counted up their |osses

"Three men knocked out by their dammed nercy bullets!" Watches Bowen grated. "Find better cover
you birds -- no, wait!" H s voice stabbed with soft intensity.

Speech echoes of Doc and his nen were wafting clearly to the attackers from down the tunnel. They
were echoes of alarm

Long Tom was tal ki ng

"1've been back a fewrods with Doc," he barked. "W examined the rock walls -- and this is a
dead-end tunnel!"

"You nean it don't |ead nowhere?" Mnk demanded | oudly

"Right!" Long Tom agreed. "The only way we can get out is the way we cane in."

"And that gang has that opening bl ocked with machi ne guns!" Ham cli pped



"Holy cow " Renny's huge voice roared. "Ain't there no way out back here at all?"

Even Doc's cautioning voice was picked up by the malicious echoes and carried back clearly to
Wat ches' avidly listening nob.

"Do not speak so loud!" Doc warned. "They will hear us. W will have to keep them from know ng
the jamwe are in."

Back at the open end of the tunnel Watches Bowen becane gal vani zed in action.

"THIS i s our chance," Watches purred. "Ham hock, you're carrying that grenade gun. W'll| blow
this opening shut."

The fat Negro's appreciative voi ce echoed back.

"Lock demin dar foah a hundred yeahs, huh?"

"Lock "emin, hell!" Watches whispered. "W'll close it up, then give "ema day or two to think
it over. They'll be ready to say 'uncle,' when we blast it open again."

Wat ches sel ected a crack, rupture of which would cave in the entry. Ham hock took careful aim
Careful though Watches and his nmen had been to speak in undertones, the cavern echoes had carried
their voices.

Monk' s reckl ess voice sounded. "Let's charge 'em Doc. | ain't cravin' to be |locked in here."
"Do not be a fool, Mnk," echoed Doc's chastising voice. "W could never get through in the face
of half a dozen machi ne guns."

"We could clip sone of "emw th our superfirers!” Mnk pl eaded desperately.

"What good woul d that do," Doc reasoned logically. "In the end, they'd wipe us all out."

"What are we gonna do then?" Renny baw ed.

"Do nothing. We will stay here and take our chances with the explosion. It is the only thing we
can do."

Wat ches Bowen's nalignant voice crashed loud in the tunnel. He was not speaking to his nen this
tinme. He was speaking to Doc.

"This is the payoff!" he yelled. "Savage, you can cone out, or stay there! Take your choice!"
Doc made no reply.

A thundering detonation cane as Ham hock used the grenade gun. There was a bl aze of flame. Tunnel
ceiling came down. The walls heaved.

Al the way to the far back end of the tunnel the rock crashed down, choking the passage so
conpl etely that an object so small as a rat could not have escaped crushing destruction. The
cataclysmwas far greater than Watches Bowen had expect ed.

Wat ches Bowen and his nen were thrown off their feet by the terrific forces of the expl osion.
Sound throbs assailed their ears with a force al nbst strong enough to crack their eardruns. Wite
I'i mestone dust billowed.

The sound sal vos wafted away finally. Dust settled. The crooks' flashlights streanmed over the

pil ed rock w eckage.

"Choked fromfloor to roof," Watches shrieked. "Those dirigible parts -- they're buried!"

Ool spoke up quietly, "W are dunb fools, if, given sufficient time, we cannot fashion new parts.
But it would be nmuch better if we had the black goggles."

"We'll get by," Watches nuttered. "Let's get away fromthis dust. W nmight as well go init,

Qol ?"

"Yes," (ol said. "W will go in now."

GUI DED by Ool, Watches and his nmen, carrying the three men made tenporarily unconscious by the
mercy slugs, turned into another of the caverns and stunbled hastily along the rock-strewn floor.
Their flashlights cut fantastic white swaths in the Stygi an gl oom

ol was following certain trail marks, vague scratches, a pile of rocks here and there. H's
manner, his sureness, indicated he hinself had placed the guiding marks.

The | abyrinthian chanbers were enpty, dead, devoid of all life or living matter. Everywhere,
under the flashlight glare, the walls, floor and roof showed coldly with a kind of |eaden glaze.
"Dis heah place give a nman creeps," Ham hock Piney asserted, rolling his eyes uneasily. "Dat's
accordin' to any man's figurin'!"

"These particular caverns," Ool said enigmatically, "are known as the Land of the Lost. No man
penetrates them far and comes out alive."

"But yo'-all done dat very t'ing," Ham hock insinuated plaintively.

"I did," Ool agreed. "I was the first to do so." The crook party continued onward for hours.
SUDDENLY, Ool paused in md stride. He stood | ooking down. Watches Bowen, coning close behind,
bunmped into himbefore he could stop.

"What's the matter?" the crook |eader asked.

Qol's long armpointed to the floor.

Wat ches | ooked, then cursed nervously. The others crowded about, staring.

Clearly defined in white rock dust on the floor were footprints. Small footprints, delicately
formed. The maker of the prints had apparently been wearing skin-tight noccasins. The indentations
showed a firmy nodel ed heel, high arch, and five toes as uncranped and rounded as a child's. But
the mature spacing of the footprints as they led off into one of the side chanbers, revealed clearly
they were not the prints of a child.



"What could Sona be doing here?" The white-faced nan's flat voice actually carried a nodi cum of
enot i on.

"Sona?" Watches questi oned.

Ool indicated barely discernible webbed markings in the footprints.

"It is Sona," he stated positively. "She, and she only, is privileged to wear footgear with the
imperial design in the weaving."

"Who in the hell is Sona?" Watches wanted to know.

Ool, flashing his light in the direction of the disappearing footprints, did not answer. |nstead,
he said, "She passed a few m nutes ago.

H s armwaved out to call attention ahead, to a fine haze of rock dust which hung in the air with
a crystalline glitter.

"Yes, she was here very recently. Cone. W will get her."

He turned in the direction taken by the footprints. He | oped along in an ungainly manner. The
others foll owed closely.

It was a nere matter of mnutes before they sighted their quarry-a girl.

She ran at their approach. She had long flowing hair, gold in hue, and she was clothed in sone
sort of gossamery stuff which clung close, nmoulding |ithesome curves as she ran. She wore goggl es
wi th enornously thick |enses.

At Watches' direction, Honey Hamilton chopped a few nachine gun bullet over the girl's head. The
caverns had narrowed down at this place; the gun thunder was terrific.

The girl did not stop, and it was evident that bullets and gun thunder were sonething strange in
her experience.

"Qutrun her!" Watches rapped.

Eventual ly, they did that. They seized her, held her.

ol approached with his deadly right hand fluttering in butterfly-like notion. The girl recoil ed.
It was evident that the butterfly gesture was not new to her.

Ool said sonething to the girl in an unintelligible gibberish. The goggl es which she wore were
simlar to the ones which Qol had possessed. Their grotesqueness contrasted oddly with the softly
exqui site curve of her cheeks, with her natural blond conpl exion.

Ool snatched the goggles fromher eyes with such ferocity that he left a red scratch on her
snmoot h cheek.

Then 001 turned to Watches. "To have run across her is such luck as | could never have hoped
for," he said.

"It's as clear as Manhattan nud to ne," Watches grow ed. "Who the hell is she?"

"She is Sona," Ool said. "In your so-called civilization, she would be called Princess Sona."

The gang chief's mnd began to work along his conventionally | aw ess pattern.

"Say!" he expl oded. "Sonebody oughta --

"Exactly!" Ool interrupted. "We will hold her hostage to guarantee our own safety, and to bargain
for that which we want."

"Sure," Watches enphasi zed, tugging at the gold chain which spraw ed across his vest. "That which
may nake you boss of the U S. A, in a manner of speakin'."

Ool turned to Sona with a harsh order.

Then suddenly a vast roaring filled the tunnel with so terrific a noise as to make past sounds
seem in conparison, a feeble murnur.

Wat ches cursed.

"An attack from sone of your blasted countrynmen, Ool!" he rasped.
But Ham hock Piney had anot her idea.
"Dat's Doc Savage's spooks a-shootin'!" he wail ed.

Chapter 13. FLASHLI GHT TERROR

HAM HOCK PI NEY was correct, but only partially so. The bl udgeoni ng sound echoes coul d be

identified as they crashed cl oser.

They were the hooting sounds of Doc Savage's superma chine pistols.

"Dat Doc Savage dead!" screaned Ham hock. "Dey got to be his ghosts firing dem hoot guns!"

As the crooks doused their lights and scattered, |eveling automatics and machi ne guns in confused
haste, one of them dropped his gun and crunpled to the ground, a victimof one of the machine pistol
nmercy sl ugs.

Ham hock stooped and dragged the unconscious nman around a right angle turn into a blind-end

tunnel . The other crooks nade a desperate stand. Their thundering guns stabbed wild flane spurts.
The attack, conming unexpectedly and from such an unexpl ai nabl e source, had di sorgani zed them and
they did not even realize for several nonents that their guns were the only ones roaring; that,
after the first bullfiddle fusillade, the superfirers of Doc Savage and his men had stopped firing.
Then, swooping fromout of the darkness, a giant of bronze by this time a famliar phenonenon to
WAt ches Bowen, invaded the cavern. Doc's aides were close behind. Frenzied yells mxed with gunfire.
Fi st bl ows thudded. The last flashlight went out. Darkness was intense.

"Don't shoot!" Watches screaned to his men. "You'll kill each other!"

The gang chief's hand, w elding his | eaded watch by the end of its stout chain, chopped down,



swi ngi ng the deadly weapon agai nst a human bul k which thrust up cl ose against himin the dark.
"Hey, don't do dat to ne," bl eated Ham hock's aggrieved voi ce.

Ool . throughout the fighting had remained silent, holding Onto Sona with one hand, and with the
other trying to adjust her goggles to his eyes. Suddenly a flashlight blazed not six inches fromhis
face. Before his right armcoul d noccasin out, the |light disappeared and a netallic fist crashed
into his face, knocking hi m down.

He lurched to his feet again and pawed frenziedly for the girl, Sona. She was gone.

Doc Savage had devel oped a faculty of judging distance alnpst to the inch. As the last of the
flashlights had bl acked out, Doc had fixed Ool's position in his mnd. Flattened cl ose against the
side wall of the tunnel, the bronze man had worked forward.

Then he battered his way through Watches' men. Wen he flashed his |light, he was cl ose upon Qol.
His fist blow had followed. At the sane instant his other arm streaked out to catch the girl around
the wai st.

HOLDI NG her firmy, Doc |eaped to one side in the dark and deposited the girl in a position of
safety behind a pile of rock fragnents which in sonme past age had fallen fromthe roof.

By giving a sibilant signal in the Mayan tongue, Doc indicated to his men that the girl was safe.
Hi s aides respond ed by unl eashing new bl asts fromtheir superfirers.

This new attack denoralized Watches Bowen's crew conpletely. They broke and ran, slanmmi ng agai nst
each other in the dark. They got around the right-angle turn into the blind-end tunnel. Here,

Wat ches and Ool, scream ng orders, managed to rally them

Doc directed a cessation of fire. Quiet settled down except for the wangling of Watches Bowe n's
nmobsters as the gang chief verbally beat theminto Iine. A horrified silence foll owed.

Then a new voi ce sounded. It was Mnk's hoarse bel |l ow.

"So long, Bowen!" he taunted. "I'Il tell "emyou died brave! W got you right where we want you
now "

Desperate as was their situation, Ham hock Piney could not throttle a natural curiosity.

"How yo'-all done conme to |life?" be shouted. "W done dynanmite a million tons of rock on

yo' -all!l"

"You never dynamted any rock on us!" Mnk bell owed down the entry.

"We did so!" the Negro yelled back.

Monk' s | aughter rolled down the black passageway.

"That wasn't a dead-end passage you bl ew down," he advised. "W went out through the back of that
tunnel. Al our talk took place a block away. You can't tell about voices in this place."

"All right, Mnk," Doc called tolerantly. "Let's get stationed. W have these plotters bottled
up. Qur next job is to snoke themout."

Doc flashed on his light and wandered the white beam qui ckly about, seeking good vantage points
for his nen to crouch behind in a super-nachi ne pistol bonbardnent of the dead-end tunnel.

There was no danger of the light attracting eneny bullets, since Watches Bowen's nen were around
an angle. Doc's aides added to the single searching beamby sw tching their own |ights on. Mnk
curiously turned his beam on Doc. Wat Mnk saw in the glare caused himto drop Habeas Corpus from
under his arns and stare. He sighed.

"l ask you," he said at large, "ain't it perfect?"

He was referring to the picture which the bronze gi ant nade, standing beside the gol den-haired
girl Sona -- she whom Qol had called princess. The girl clung to Doc with the instinctive trust of a
child.

"Do you," Doc asked, "want to get us shot at?"

The horely chemist grinned and renoved the Iight fromthem Doc stepped to one side to exam ne
the tunnel opening.

"Who is she?" Monk called after him

"She has not offered that information," Doc replied. "She responds to none of the |anguages |
have spoken with her. Nor can | understand a word of hers."

Monk suggested, "As soon as you find howto talk to her, put in a good word for nme, wll you?"
From sonewhere in the darkness, Ham snorted | oudly.

Monk said angrily, "Wat'd you mean by that hoot?"

THE two grow ed at each other, warming up for a battle which never extended beyond the verbal
stage, no matter what the provocation.

Monk cane over and thrust this face close to Haml's. Then, suddenly, Mnk's flashlight was knocked
fromhis hand. The knocki ng was done with deftness. It went out fromthe inpact.

"You lowmife!"™ Mnk gritted at Ham "Pick up nmy flashlight."

"Pick it up yourself," Hamretorted. "You dropped it."

"You're a liar!" Mnk bell owed. "You knocked it out of ny hand!"

"Who's a liar, you hairy -- " Ham broke off as his own flashlight was knocked to the ground and
ext i ngui shed.

"You bush-ape," he began again, with new vehenence, "pick up ny flashlight!"

"Pick it up yourself!" Mnk blustered. "You dropped it."

"Dropped it nothing! You knocked it out of ny hand!"



"Hey, one of us is nuts!" Mnk said.

Both were silent. Hamls grip tightened spasnodically on his sword cane. Mnk clawed absently at
his bristling red hair.

Then the cavern resounded with Renny's great bell ow.

"Sonet hing got ny flashlight!" he how ed.

The cavern was now absol utely dark.

Doc had felt the golden-haired girl, Sona, |eave his side. She went suddenly. as if torn away by
a terrific force. Doc reached out for her in the blackness. H's nmetallic hands closed only on air.
He | eaped to one side, then the other, groping furiously. He found no trace of the girl.

He paused to pull out an energency flashlight. But it was smashed fromhis hand by a terrific

bl ow. Its mechani smwas shattered.

Doc called a sharp warning to his nen.

"Hol d onto your machine pistols," he rapped. "Do not shoot until we get light. You might hit each
ot her."

"It's the things!" Hamyelled shrilly. "Wat in the devil are they?"

"We'd better get together," Doc advised. "Cone over here, all of you!"

The bronze man's ai des never reached him There, in the cavern of unknown horror, sonething soft
and slinmy envel oped them an odious material at which they tore hel pl essly, acconplishing nothing by
their nost desperate efforts. They coul d not use the machi ne pistols.

The material, whatever it was, pressed closer and closer to their faces with a softly insidious
force which burned their eyes, seared their throats, and inparted weakness to their |inbs.

One by one, they fell to the floor of the cavern, tunbling down and squirm ng grotesquely, to
grow weaker and weaker and eventual |y becane sl ack.

Doc Savage hinself did not escape the fantastic terror, although the bronze man did |ast |onger
than the others. He held his breath for minutes in an attenpt to escape the noxi ous substance which,
he believed, exerted its effect by suffocation, and, during those minutes he rammed about, straining
his cabled nuscles to their utnost capacity, seeking to free hinself fromthe sliny enconpass. But
the material nolded about him heming in his novenents and, in the end, utterly restraining them
He had to breathe finally. And when he did, he crunpled to the floor, as conpletely overcone as
the others.

Chapter 14. BLACK TI DI NGS

DOC SAVAGE and his five aides, reviving, found thenselves Iying on a snooth, hard floor in utter
darkness. Doc, first to recover, called the roll of his men, finding themall to be with him wth
no one seriously damaged.

"Ugh!" gasped the fastidious Ham "Wen | think of that sliny stuff --

"Save it," Mnk grow ed. "W know all about it. Boy, |'d trade Habeas's left ear for sone good
daylight."

"Where do you figure we are, Doc?" Ham questi oned.

"Judging fromthe pressure against ny druns, and fromthe change in the tenperature, we are a
great deal farther down in the earth than when we were captured.”

"We're not even tied," Long Tom remrarked, hope in his voice.

"That is not necessarily a good sign," Doc rem nded.

"Why not ?"

"It probably means that whoever or whatever is responsible for bringing us here considers escape
so inpossible that binding us would be a needl ess precaution.”

"They frisked our clothes," Renny runbled. "My pockets are as bare as the Arctic ice pack."

"And our nachine pistols are gone," Renny cli pped.

"Did they get the goggles, too, Doc?" Ham asked.

"Yes," Doc said thoughtfully.

"l wonder what happened to Watches Bowen?" Renny runbl ed.

"Hey!" Monk how ed suddenly. "Were you suppose ny pig is?" He pursed his lips and whistled, then
cal l ed: "Habeas! Habeas!"

There was a squeal and a pattering rush in the darkness, and the pet pig, answering Mnk's call,
ramed against his |legs. Monk was sitting up on the floor. The pig clinbed over himlike an excited
terrier. Then the pig ronped in the darkness, his sensitive snout feeling out the others of the
party.

"Stay away fromnme, hog!" Hamwarned in a positive manner. The only way |'d wel cone you is on a
platter with an apple in your nouth. And brown gravy over you, and maybe mashed potatoes."

Doc had been feeling over the floor. Now be stood up, groped out, contacted a wall and started
feeling along it.

"W are in an artificially constructed room" he decided aloud. "The floor and walls are tiled.
And not a bad job. The surface is very level."

Ham feeling a light jar against his back, as if Habeas Corpus had touched him struck out behind
him He hit nothing, but there was a squeal i ng sound.

"Ham You hurting ny pig?" Mnk yelled om nously.

"No, but | will if | get hold of him" Ham promi sed enthusiastically.



Ham sitting in the dark, next felt a cold, wet contact against the back of his neck, the kind of
touch that the pig's inquisitive snout mght have nade

Ham struck out again, felt nothing, but as before the quick action of his hand evoked from out of
the darkness a strange, small squeal

"Monk!" the fastidious | awer rapped angrily. "Get your hog away from ne!"

"Nuts!" Monk called inelegantly. "Habeas is over here."

SOVETHI NG t weaked Monk's ear. He sl apped at what be thought to be Hamis offending fingers; his

sl appi ng hand sliced enpty air. then, suddenly, Habeas was |ifted away.

Monk reached for his pet; his hand encountered nothing, but he could hear the pig's frantic
squeal i ng. Monk pushed his siman bulk up fromthe floor and lunged forward in the darkness
groping. The pig's squeal s sounded apparently at his finger tips, as though sonme one held the anim
shoul der - hi gh

"Ham " Monk grated. "Dang your soul! Put that pig down!" Stunbling about, Mnk fell over Ham who
barked wathfully at him

"Gme ny pig!" Mnk thundered in Hamls ear

Ham j erked away. "I haven't got your pig! | don't want your pig! | hate your pig! Can you get

that through your' dunb skull?"

"Yeah," Monk said in a voice suddenly gone very small, "I think | get it. Ham-- you other guys
-- " He did not finish

"El uci date specifically -- " Johnny began, then dropped his big words. "Wich one of you just now

grabbed nmy nonocle? | call that carrying a joke too far."

"Johnny," Monk questioned, in a voice om nously calm "how could anybody see to take it?"

"I'"l1l be superamal gamated!" Johnny expl oded. "It's the things!"

Sonme di stance away in the jet blackness, Habeas Corpus commenced squeal ing again

"They took ny pig!'" Mnk bellowed, his voice welling up

"Something tried to yank a ring off ny finger!" Ham shouted. There was the sound of his furious
groping. "I can't get hold of anything!"

Suddenl y bedl am broke out anmong Doc's men. Fromall sides their clothing was plucked as though by
tiny pinchers, and tiny, hamrerlike blows rained on their faces and bodi es. New sounds broke through
the bl ackness, strange, unintelligible sounds -- squeaks, hushed whistlings, harsh clackings
Doc's nen fought, shouting, groping and clawi ng. Each time they collided or got their hands on a
nmoving object, it turned out to be one of their own nunber

"I'f 1 could only hit sonething,"” big-fisted Renny boorned

Monk, hearing renewed squealing, clearly recogni zabl e as conmi ng from Habeas Corpus, appointed

hi msel f a one-man rescue party and plunged forward. Wth his second step he rammed solidly against
the wall. A shock sent himback to the floor, stunned

"Doc!" he called

"He was over here, the last | knew," Long Tomjerked out. "CQuch!"

The thin electrical genius had been probed sharply by an invisible bedeviler

"TAKE it easy!" the bronze nman's 'voice was a wel come sound

"They're like air!" Renny roared. "You can't hit 'em You can poke your fist clear through 'em
and you can't even feel 'em"

"Uterly denuded of tangibility!" Johnny concurred

"l doubt it," Doc answered. "Mdre likely they are creatures with strong nuscle refl exes. They can
qui ckly dodge out of our way."

"But how can they see?" Ham denanded. "This darkness is absolute."

"It is a puzzle," Doc said

From out of the terror-taut darkness the protesting squeal of Mnk's pig sounded again

"They're devilin' Habeas!" Mnk raved

"Maybe," Ham said, sarcastically, "they're human, after all. I've had the sane itch for a | ong
time."

Doc's voice issuing crisp orders. "Over here with ne, everybody! There is a corner here. It marks
one end of a long, narrow room"

Doc's aides cane jostling toward himin the darkness

"String out," the bronze man directed. "You will be close enough together that you can touch
hands on either side

They lined up at the end of the roomw th their backs against the wall.

"All right -- now forward, slowy," Doc conmanded. "I will keep tal king. Keep pace with ny voice
and with each other. Bend | ow. Keep sweeping your fists to each side. Do not |let anything get behind
you!"

Under Doc's guidance they started grimy forward, a human broomthat started at one end of the
dark room and swept forward. Just as it is the function of a broomto keep all debris in front of
it, so this human broom strove to push ahead of it the nysterious inhabitants of the darkness
Forward they noved, slowy, fists swinging fast. Nothing opposed their progress; it was as if the
wei rd bedevilers were falling silently back before them inpressed by the cooperative attack

But suddenly there was a thup of a fist against sone substance



"They're real!" Renny boomed. "I hit one!"

"Good!" Doc said. "Pick up whatever you hit and keep noving ahead."

"There's nothing to pick up," Renny conplained. "But | sure slugged sonething."

Thup! Thup! Johnny and Long Tom connected simul taneously with solid objects

"Grab hold of anything you can!" Doc directed

Then his own netallic fist hit a soft, yielding object. He grasped with |ightning speed, but
found nothing to pick up

"They are fast," he said grimy. "Try to catch one. Concentrate on forcing them back."

Ham s sweeping fist was the next to find a target

"Hey!" he called excitedly. "I got hold of this one!"

"Stand in your places!" Doc ordered. "Do not |et anything pass us! Can you handle it al one

Han®"

"l -- think so! Quch, it bites!"

There were brief and furious struggle sounds. Then cane taut silence

Ham s di sgusted voice said, "It's that dam pig!"

Then they were assailed with a furious battering

From out of the dark, high and | ow the blows drove. Al in the advancing line were subjected to
the same viol ent treatnent

"Hol d your positions!" Doc's voice called sternly. "Keep driving. W are nearly at the end of the
room"

THEY fought stubbornly on, purmmeling, kicking, sonmetimes butting with their heads. Not once did
their fingers clutch on an assail ant

But all at once the darkness enptied before them They bunped heavily against a wall.

There was a | oud grating sound

"A door!" Doc rapped. "Here! They got out and are trying to close it!"

"Wonder where they got wood down here for a door?" Renny nuttered, doors being one of the
heavy-fisted engineer's interests in life, since it was his boast that one did not exist that he
coul d not break down with his fists

"It is not wood." Doc infornmed. "It is sonme unfaniliar substance, apparently of artificia
conposi tion."

They managed to force the door open and get through. Once outside the room they were not, for a
tine, nmolested. They felt their way forward carefully in the darkness, and their feet found

wel | -forned steps, while exploring hands |ocated walls which were intricately ornanented in places
and perforated by nman-size openings shaped in accurate geonetric designs

They found other geonetric objects which rested solidly on the floor-evidently articles of
furniture, and all in the shape of circles, oblongs, squares, and triangles

The articles were strongly nade, but out of extrenmely light materials. Mnk, |unbering around
knocked over one object that seened as big as a piano. It did not break, and he righted it with one
hand

"What a life!" he groaned

Doc Savage said, "One peculiar feature is that everything seens to be constructed of the sane
unfam |iar substance as that door. If these people -- or things -- have learned the art of
synthesi zing building materials, we are pitted against no nmean intellects."

"What have they got down here to make anything out of?" Ham wondered

Doc pushed at a triangul ar-shaped panel which he encountered. It was a ponderous door, but it
opened readily. A dank, near-suffocating snell canme through, engulfing them

Doc sl ammed the door. He hesitated. Then he opened the door again, stepped through and called his
ai des

"Use your hands," he told them "I think you will find answers to several puzzles."

They explored, and their hands cane in contact with a satiny object-snmooth, curved, cool to the
touch, and soft

"Now do you recogni ze the odor?" Doc questioned

"Mushroons!" Monk expl oded

"Cultivated fungi of a gigantic and unknown variety," Johnny seconded. "I'Il be
super anmal gamat ed! "
"l guess this nust be what the -- the things eat," Long Tom comment ed

Doc said, "The fungi nay be the basis for the |ightweight conposition naterial out of which
everything here seens to be constructed.”

As they turned to go back to the door, sonething slapped their faces wetly, and they recoil ed
then their heads were enveloped in a soft, sliny grip

"Throw it off before it gets a firmhold!" Doc shouted. "And hold your breaths! | think this is
the same thing which got the best of us the other tine."

Doc rammed forward to the door. The door was closed. Al the bronze man's prodigi ous strength
could not bulge it. Renny cane |lunging alongside in the dark, but the conbined battering of their
four fists evoked only sodden echoes

The insidious stuff which wapped their heads pressed softly tighter. They tore at it frenziedly.



Then, fromall sides, Doc and his aides were assailed by battering bl ows.

Clawi ng at the unseen eneny, they could find nothing to seize except the sliny horror. Their
enem es were as elusive as they had been in the | ong prison room

Reacting to a sharp bl ow against his face, Doc finally grabbed sonething. H's great hand cl utched
a noving object. His cabled fingers closed down with the precision of a steel trap.

H's fingers got it. Asmall, hard article of peculiar shape. Doc's inordinately devel oped sense
of touch nade himinstantly aware of what he had snatched fromthe dark.

A pair of goggles with amazingly thick |enses.

Backi ng up, pawi ng at the nysterious substance which sought to envelop his head, Doc fitted the
goggl es to his eyes.

Instantly, to his gaze, the air becane filled with a weird, golden yellow haze. The bl ackness
vani shed! In its place there was the fantastic golden aura, shot through and through with a faint
opal escence.

After the first nonent or two, Doc began to identify objects in the uncanny light. He saw the
ghost-stuff which his aides were fighting. He recognized it for what it was -- a gigantic species of
the fungus growth which dangles |like soft nbss from decayi ng overhead tinbers in coal mnes. This
fungus, Doc knew, thrives on a total absence of |ight.

This particular growmh, revealed to Doc through the black goggl es, had obviously been cultivated
in the exotic cavern, and had attai ned gigantic proportions, reaching tensile strength.

Doc's aides were dimy revealed to himthrough the gol den haze. They were bl ack forns, seen
through the goggles. They were engaged in a terrific grapple with the envel opi ng fungus.

Doc | eaped to aid them but fromall sides shapeless forms converged toward him |n the uncanny
yellow light, the figures stood out in vague black. The bl ack things!

The bl ack creatures were about the height of men. Some of them clutched | ong poles wth which
they were jabbing the noxious fungus into the faces of Doc's nen. Others noved as free agents.
Rushi ng Doc, they pummeled himfromall sides.

The bronze man's scientific paraphenalia had been taken fromhimat the tine of his first
capture; he had no nmeans of defense now, except his superb fists, and these he used with all the
ef fect possible, causing the black assailants to fall in rows under the flailing of his fists. But
al ways, new rows took their places.

From front, back, and fromthe sides they hurled upon him and in the end, the bronze man fell.
The fantastic attackers piled over his prone body |like ants onto a stricken beetle.

Chapter 15. GOLDEN BLACKNESS

THE sound of a conpelling 'voice of pleasing nusical quality caused the black assailants to stop
their attack. The voi ce sounded again, apparently issuing an order, and the foes w thdrew from Doc,
standi ng back around himin a thick ring. Then, at another order fromthe haunting Voice, the cotton
fungus was renoved.

Doc's five nen each felt deft fingers about their eyes; when the fingers were renoved, they

di scovered they had each been equi pped with strange goggl es.

They were slower than Doc had been in accustonming their eyes to the weird golden |ight, but
gradual |y, through the all-pervading gol den shimer, they were able to make out hazy outlines in
bl ack.

"You see what | see?" Monk gasped.

Doc Savage's voi ce sounded: "Focus your eyes steadily on the object. They will soon take on
detail."

They did this, and the black nonsters stood out as individuals.

"They're men!" Renny booned.

"Keep | ooking," Doc advised. "You'll develop a color sense."

"Sure," Long Tom gasped. "l'mgetting it. | can see the nushroons. They | ook pinkish."

"Look behind you," Doc requested.

They turned their goggl ed eyes. There, standing a pace in advance of the black nonsters, was the
girl, the Princess Sona.

She stood there |ike a fairy-book figure seen through a gol den autumm haze. The curves of her
yout hful body were alluring, revealed by a clinging robe. Her golden hair, silken heaps of it, hung
down to her waist and seenmed a part of her di aphanous garb.

Her lips were perfect, her features exquisitely chiseled. Her appearance was narred only by the
presence of a pair of the grotesque goggl es.

In pardonabl e fem nine vanity she renoved the goggles for a nonment while she flicked imagi nary
dust fromtheir thick lenses. The effect to the battery of admring nasculine eyes was

anni hi | ating.

"Holy cow " Renny breat hed.

"1'"11 be superamal gamated!" Johnny i ntoned.

"I'min love," Mnk advised.

Doc Savage's calnmy anal ytical words brought them back to earth.

"You are witnessing an amazi ng phenonenon," he expounded. "You are seeing where there is no
light, as we know light. Air particles have apparently been treated in a way to make them | um nous



when vi ewed through the bl ack-1eased spectacles. ojects, which first appeared black to our

unadj usted vi sion, now stand out in sonething near natural colors, tenpered slightly by the effect
of the gol den haze."

Monk said dreamily, "It's |ike when the sun is slanting rays over the earth in the autum. You
know, just before twilight, howit is, with the sun's rays filtering through the trees in a kind of
soft golden blush -- "

"What are you doing?" Hamcut in sourly. "Waxing poetical ?"

"Nuts to you, you shyster," Mnk suggested

DOC SAVAGE was not unaffected by the charms of the girl. But the bronze man, in his inflexible
resolve to spend his life hel ping those who needed hel p, punishing those who deserved puni shing, had
made bitter enem es, unscrupul ous foes who would stop at nothing to end his career

The bronze man was able to care for himself, but if adversaries struck at himthrough some one he
| oved, his hands would be tied, and hence he had steel ed hinsel f agai nst thought of attachnment with
one of the opposite sex

"Can you talk to them Doc?" Renny asked

“I'1l try," Doc said

As a linguist, the bronze man was probably unsurpassed. He now spoke rapidly, using different

| anguages. But to every tongue he articulated the girl only stared, smling, and replied in soft
tremul ous tones, as stirring to the senses as violin nusic -- and as analytically unintelligible
She canme forward finally and took the bronze man by the hand, indicating that he and his aides
were to acconpany her. She then led the way through the ponderous triangul ar door-and her followers,
now reveal ed clearly as goggl ed nen, closed in behind

I nredi ately outside the door two goggl ed nmen, apparently guards, nade gestures -- their right
hands drifted up fromtheir sides with an eerie nmovenent, like the flutterings of crippled
butterflies.

At a sharp word from Sona, the hands subsi ded

"Cet that!" Johnny said excitedly.

"ol had that habit!" Ham gasped

Monk cane close to the two whose hands noved so peculiarly.

"These even | ook |ike Ool," he decided al oud. "Not so shriveled up and fl at-eyed, nmaybe."

He scanned the faces of the other nale nenbers of the escort. "These others don't |ook so bad."
"This seens to solve the identity nmystery of Ool," Doc said. "He came fromthis underground

worl d. But why he returned and brought Watches Bowen with himis still sonmething we do not know. "
Long Tomtook a deep breath which expanded his deceptively hollow chest to an amazi ng extent
"I"'msure glad to get out of that nmushroom house and get sone fresh air."

"Judging fromthe way the place is guarded,"” Doc offered, "we were probably correct in assuning
that the nushroons are of vast inmportance to both the econom c and physical life of these people."
"l wonder what they eat?" Mnk pondered

"We can try to find out," the bronze man said

I'N the spaci ous outer room Doc nade notions indicating hunger to which the girl, Sona, gave
under st andi ng smiles and nods, and cl apped her hands sharply. Then she notioned Doc and his aides to
be seated

They reclined on geonetric-shaped, padded di vans, not unconfortable, they discovered, with a

yi el ding fiber rem ndful of sponge rubber

Monk's smal|l eyes popped when he saw the array of dishes set before him an amazing assortnent
artistically prepared. The food was as tasty as attractive

All. ate lustily. But Mnk, in particular, gorged hinself

"l don't know what |'meating," he said, "but | can take nore of the same for supper." ',

Doc waited until Mnk had finished, then he said, "You were eating only one thing, Mnk."

"Yeah? Wat ?"

"Mushr oons. "

"Holy cow " Renny grunted

"They have devi sed ways of disguising appearance and flavor in order to avoid nonotony,

presune, " Johnny commrented

"But how can you live on nmushroons al one?" Mnk denmanded

"Undoubt edl y these people have had to build up a uni que econony,"” Doc suggested. "Probably they
have plants other than nmushroons, but of a kindred nature. Chenmicals fromthese and fromnnatura
deposits, perhaps, furnish fertilizer for their specialized culture. Since these people are |iving
and with rather astonishing vitality, it is safe to assunme they are able to extract fromtheir
surroundings all the elements necessary to sustain life."

"This air snells funny," Renny added

"I think we will find out they manufacture, or at least purify their air, too, possibly out of
oxygen extracted fromwater."

Monk blinked. "These birds are not dunb. They seemto take things which we can acconplish only as
| aboratory experinents, and enploy themin everyday use."

The girl, Sona, had waited patiently, but now she came cl ose, plucked at Doc's sleeve and |led the



way out of that cavernous room
Qutside, Doc's men stood and stared. Doc hinself gazed intently. On all sides, bathed in the soft
gol den haze, smooth walls towered. They were white, and shimrered in the gol den atnosphere. Just as

inside the roomthey had | eft, everything was laid out in strict geonetrical conformty -- here
strai ght lines and broad sweeping curves were beautiful in their gaunt sinplicity
"It -- it's plenty nodernistic!" Mnk stanmered

"The nost striking exanple of functional architecture | have ever seen," Renny, the civi

engi neer, said in admration

Doc said, "They had to build within the Iimted confines of this underground cavern. Al so, being
cranped as to quantity of building naterials, they have abandoned all frills and false fronts. In
every instance, they have used the | east anpbunt of mmterial possible for the purpose.”

AS THEY stood there, they becanme aware of a faint, steady clicking sound. It was very regul ar
"What's that noise | keep hearing?" Long Tom questi oned

Monk | ooked around, puzzled. "Yeah, | been noticing that. It sounds like a big clock ticking."
"The kind of a noise you wouldn't notice after you got used to it," Renny offered
They were quiet for atinme, listening to the sound which trenored in the gol den haze with a

muf f1 ed cadence |ike the beating of a slow pul se

Then between snoot hly-rearing wal k, along a | ane spotless and cl ean, Sona gui ded t hem

They began to see the living apartnents of the weird netropolis. These towered through the gol den
air to the dome of the arched cavern, each separate apartnment set back fromthe one below, in the
fashi on of skyscrapers. The quarters | ooked as efficient as an electrical sw tchboard in a dynano
room

Monk poi nted out a nmany-w ndowed structure, obviously a manufacturing plant of some type, built
over a rushing stream

"What's that?" he asked. "Looks |like a nodernistic fish design over the door."

"It is," Doc said dryly. "Here, probably, they process fish taken fromthe river. They evidently
have sonet hi ng besi des nushroons. "

Long Tom al so pointed. "That building over there with what appear to be nodernistic nushroons on
it, must be the fungus processing plant."

"Some factories!" Renny booned in appreciation. "No snoke, no dust, no snell!"

"There is no waste anywhere, apparently,” Doc conmented. "Factories as efficient and scientific
as a technocrat's dream”

They noved on and their group was joined by nore goggled figures who dribbled in fromall sides
attracted by the anmmzing spectacle of nmen from another world. Wnen, too, dressed in robes only
slightly |l ess lustrous and di aphanous than Sona's, joined the throng

Long Tomcalled attention to a set of structures built in a large open court. These he inferred
to be governnment buildings. The structures were as rigidly functional in design as the others

The nost spaci ous structure of all was one in the heart of the metropolis, and which seened to
contain scientific |aboratories, and possibly housed machinery for processing air for breathing and
illumnating purposes. At |least, the air was fresher, brighter near here. It was a high, circular
bui l ding, topped with a conplicated array of weirdly curved pipes and conduits. This was called in
the local |anguage, they learned |ater, the equival ent of "Central Mechanical Plant."

"Hey," Monk called out, "that pul se beat that keeps ringing in our ears -- doesn't it sound

| ouder here?"

"Yes," Doc answered, "that is undoubtedly the source of the noise."

They stood |istening. Like the nmuffled beatings of a giant heart, the sound perneated the gol den
air.

Doc deci ded, "The noise nust be in sone way incidental to the nmanufacture of the |um nous air

The sound might truly be called the heart beat of the netropolis.”

Wthout warning, yells ripped out; a loud, malignant clatter burst on the air. Echoes rebounded
fearfully under the vast cavern done.

"Hey," Monk shouted, "that ain't no heart beat!"

"Machi ne guns!" Ham ej acul at ed

Sona recoiled close to Doc Savage in quick dread of the unaccustonmed noi se. Her escort, their
strange, |oose garnments fluttering, comrenced milling about in panic

"Sounds |ike an attack on the Central Mechanical Plant," Doc said quickly

Gently and firmy, Doc renoved hinself fromSona's vicinity, then made signs to the mlling

under ground nen that they should surround her with a protective guard

"Come on!" He called to his five aides

Chapter 16. COLD LI GHT

AT the Central Mechanical Plant, nmachine gun bullets nmaul ed the snooth, rounded surface of the
wal I's, making a flat drunming noise. The gunners were bunched -- and working toward the structure
endeavored to get to the big doors

The latter had closed at the first outburst of firing. The doors were enornous, clunsy appearing
but they had operated snoothly.

Doc Savage caught sight of the gunners



"Wat ches Bowen and his gang!" he said grimy

In front of the Central Mechanical Plant, perhaps half a down |linp bodies were sprawl ed -- cavern
men who had no doubt di scovered Watches Bowen and hi s gang approaching the plant, and had given an
alarmthat had cost themtheir |ives

These slain cavern men were without their goggles

Doc Savage veered to one side, toward what was apparently a storehouse for a type of pressed
fibre tile. The tiles were in squares neasuring sone six inches across and an inch thick. The bronze
man pi cked up several of these and tossed themto his aides

"Hol d them as you would guns!" he ordered. "This yellow light is tricky. W may fool theminto

t hi nki ng we have our nachine pistols."

The ruse was nore successful than they had expected. Watches Bowen and his nen, already unnerved
by the failure of what nust have been intended as a surprise attack, saw Doc and his five

appr oachi ng.

"Dey got dem hoot guns!" Ham hock Piney baw ed

Yelling loudly, Watches ordered a retreat into one of the near-by, tall habitation buildings
There was nmuch uproar and nore shooting inside, but soon Watches and his gang appeared on top of the
structure

From the roof, they could direct an uninterrupted stream of machine gun slugs at the Centra
Mechani cal Plant and at the same tinme be immune to attack from above

Machi ne gun | ead drove Doc and his party to shelter; nore bullets hamrered at the walls of the
Mechani cal Plant, neking a patter like the insistent chatter of hall

"The slugs don't seemto be penetrating the Plant walls!" Long Tom shouted as they ran al ong
keepi ng under cover and heading for the circular plant itself

They were running al one, the inhabitants of the vast underground donmain of weird yellow |ight
havi ng sought cover because of the uproar. There were, it was |ater ascertained, strong, buried
chanbers to which the popul ace fled on the rare occasi ons when there were roof cave-ins -- although
the latter had beconme rare througfh the last few centuries, due to the strengthening, by scientific
means, of the popul ated portions of the subterranean |abyrinth

"What is their idea of the attack on that Mechanical Plant?" Mnk pondered al oud

"Some schenme of Watches Bowen," Renny runbl ed. "Guess they nust've got goggl es through Ool."

They were fired at by the machi ne gunners. The distance was too great for effective shooting. A
few moments | ater Doc Savage, in the fantastic golden light, issued orders

"We'll try this," he said quietly. "You five nmen endeavor to gain entrance through the rear door
of the Mechanical Plant and organize those inside into an energency defense unit."

Monk expl oded. "But we can't talk their lingo!"

"Make signs," Doc said. "They are adept at understanding gestures."

"What you gonna do, Doc?"

Doc said grimy: "I will see what | can do about stopping the nachine guns."

DOC gl i ded away, and before his aides could protest had di sappeared anpng the nodernistic naze of
unusual buil di ngs

"Wat ches Bowen has nine nen with machine guns," Long Tom nuttered doubtfully. "Doc is unarnmed. He
may have sone trouble."

"Don't sweat about that!" Mnk snorted. "My bet is that he'll stop 'em"

At the door of the Central Mechanical Plant on the opposite side of the bombardment, Doc's aides
pounded for admttance

A bl ack-caped observer froma position in a pill-box turret on top of the plant had obviously
noted their approach, and had seen that they came fromthe Princess Sona's party. He evidently
thought they nmust be all right, for he signaled that the door be opened for them

Silently, the door opened w de enough for themto squeeze in, and one by one they crowded

t hrough, Ham being the last to enter

As the door was cl osing upon the heels of the dapper |awer, a bl ack-caped figure charged
frantically to the plant building, shouting sonething in flat-voiced gibberish unintelligible to
Doc's aides, but not, however, neaningless to the cavern nen controlling the door to the Mechanica
Pl ant

The door slid shut with a silent fury that caught the always inpeccably dressed Ham and ri pped
off the entire rear of his coat

The one who had raced up was | eft outside

Remar kabl y enough, Ham was not in the | east concerned about his wecked appearance. Just before
the door closed, a backward gl ance had di scl osed sonethi ng which concerned himinfinitely nore
"Qol!" he barked. "That was Qol who just cane running up. He was dressed in the garb of these
cavern people. Bet they didn't recognize him"

Fi gures began to close in on Doc Savage's nen. Their attitude was anything but friendly.

"Now what's eatin' these birds?" Mnk nuttered uneasily.

"It nust have been what Ool shouted," Ham said

The dapper lawer's fears were justified, for inside the gleam ng plant harsh orders were shouted
in the same unfamliar |anguage Ool had used. Unexcited orders, they seened. Like Ool, all these



ot her cavern people seened to have achi eved a high state of enotional control.

"Betcha," Mnk barked, "Ool told these boys we were in with Watches Bowen!"

Renny knocked his big fists together. "Yeah, he probably told '"emwe were trying to bluff our way
in here and take the place."

The next instant, the cavern nen had stal ked forward and surrounded Doc's aides iii a tight ring.
They made a grimappearing circle with their dark capes, black goggles, and white, enotionless faces
that, because of the nother-of-pearl texture, did not seem quite hunman.

"Now what ?" Long Tom grunt ed.

H s answer cane soon. The right hands of the cavern nen began drifting out fromtheir sides in a
vague butterfly-like fluttering.

"Bl azes!" Renny gasped. "I wi sh Doc was here to help out!"

AFTER Doc Savage di spatched his men toward the Central Mechanical Plant, he hinmself hurried
through a maze of nodernistic passageways and circled to reach the rear of the fantastic hone-cell
house on top of which Watches Bowen and his nmen were ensconced with their nmachi ne guns.

He | ooked up through the shi mering gol den haze. The bronze man could catch glinpses of the
nmobster men as they chopped bullets in the direction of the Central Mechanical Plant.

The home-cell house, which Watches Bowen had chosen as his machi ne gun nest, was high, pressing
its roof close to the arching dome of the gigantic cavern. There were no fire escapes on the

bui I ding, such as a dweller in American cities mght have expected, for the reason that the
construction was probably absolutely fireproof.

Due to the lack of fire escapes, Watches Bowen and his nen seemingly believed thensel ves secure
froma rear attack, and therefore concentrated all their attention on firing at the Central
Mechani cal Pl ant.

A professional human fly, accustoned to scanning the walls, would no doubt have eyed the sheer
surface lifting upward story after story to the cavern done, and woul d not have attenpted the clinb.
According to the discussions which took place |ater, not even the cavern people, for all their
strength and agility, thought it possible of acconplishnent.

But Doc Savage ascended the first hundred feet in a flat two mnutes. After that, his pace was
consi derably slowed. The structural indentations which narked the |ower part of the building becane
| ess pronounced as the hei ght becanme greater. But although the bronze man's pace was slowed, it was
not stopped; up and up he clinbed, depending entirely on precarious finger-holds that at tinmes
seemed non-exi stent.

The wi ndows were not closed by glass, since there was no rain or cold to keep out of the

buil ding; there were only shutters for privacy, hinged in the wi ndow franes.

The bronze man m ght have made better time if he had used the w ndow | edges for extra purchase,
but not wishing to attract attention to hinself, he scrupul ously avoi ded the wi ndows. As things
turned out, he might as well have used them

A cavern dwel l er, |ooking out, sighted the bronze nan. The observer was a wonan, a housewi fely
sort of person who |ooked as if her life mght be devoted to the care of her man and her children.
The spectacle of the great bronze man nounting the side of the building unnerved her, and she
clutched her children closely and screamed shrilly and repeatedly. This occurred only a few stories
fromthe top of the building.

One of Watches Bowen's crew, attracted by the screans, |ooked over the edge. He wore goggles. He
si ghted Doc, vyelled.

Ham hock, al so wearing goggles, dived swiftly to the nobster's side. The | atter pointed.

"Dat's ol' bad luck hisself!" the big Negro stuttered.

He seened too paral yzed to swing down his subnmachi ne gun. The other nman | eaned over with his and
bore down grimy on the trigger. A |leaden thread of death streanmed downward.

Then a startling thing occurred. The gol den haze went out of the air. Uter blackness clanped
down on the cavern netropolis.

"Mah goggl es done gone bad on ne!" Ham hock shout ed.

"Hel | ," rasped the other. "Sonething' s happened!"

The man did not let the darkness interfere with his job at hand. He hosed machi ne gun | ead al ong
the side of the building where |ast he had seen Doc, using an entire drumof ammunition to nmake a
t horough job out of it.

"HE'S gone now " the gunner shouted loudly in the darkness.

"Sure he doan swing hinself in t'rough a w ndow?" Hamhock munbl ed.

"There wasn't a windowin thirty feet of him"

"CGood work, you two," Watches Bowen called. "That's a load off ny chest, and | don't nean

maybe! "

"You won't be havin' no use now for that special gold watch, chief."

The special gold watch Ham hock referred to was a new addition to the mob chief's collection, one
especially reserved for the annihilation of Doc Savage. Bowen had even indulged in a whim and had
engraved Doc Savage's nanme on the case.

He had not reveal ed wherein lay the deadly nature of the watch, boasting only that this watch
woul d finish Savage off if the proper chance cane.



"She sho am dahk," Ham hock munbl ed. "Ah done think ny trick specks done gone wrong. Only Ah

guess dey ain't. Dat yaller light done just plunb gone out'n de sky, ain't it?"

Wat ches Bowen's curse rasped through the pitch blackness. "This wasn't on the program Ool's
bungl ed down bel ow, or this couldn't have happened. They've done sonmething at the Central Mechanica
Plant. That's where their cold light cones from"

"Ah don' lak (dis place," Ham hock grunbled. "Dis heah dahk -- it don't seemlike regul ar dahk
Dis dahk -- it sorta janms down on yo', if yo' know what Ah nean?"

Cane a sharp, chattering noise in the bl ackness near by. Watches cursed

"Squirrel," he snarled, "keep themteeth still, or I'll knock 'em down your throat."

A certain quaver in the nmob chief's voice showed he was nore than a little jittery hinself

"I ain't scared!" Squirrel Dorgan insisted in a false voice. "It's just a habit."

"Break the habit, or |I'll break your neck!" Watches promni sed

In spite of Watches' warning, Squirrel's teeth kept chattering. Then suddenly they quit
chattering. There was sonething unnatural about the way they stopped

"Squirrel!" Watches Bowen cal |l ed sharply. There was no answer. The darkness seened to press
closer, so blackly intense that it appeared thick enough to handl e. Watches cursed nervously and
call ed again. Wen there was no answer, his hands pawed out, feeling in the darkness

They found Squirrel Dorgan, found him slunped over the rooftop railing -- dead

Wat ches Bowen cursed savagel y, and Ham hock nunbl ed sonme vague incantation to his personal

m stress of luck, this being the way each had of keeping his courage up. The other npbsters crowded
cl ose together

"It must've been heart failure," one of themgrow ed. "Squirrel always had a chicken heart."

H s voice broke off sharply, and there was a soft thunp in the darkness, as of a body striking
the rooftop. Watches and his nen hurriedly groped, and encountered a silently huddl ed body.

"Dis am Joe!" Ham hock wail ed, nam ng a nenber of the

"Joe never had a weak heart!" Watches rasped. "Say, what the hell's goin' on

THERE was taut silence, graveyard silence, while the gangsters huddl ed cl oser together, as

t hough, in the darkness, an unseen nenace was tightening an invisible noose about them

"l found sonething!" Honey Hamilton's mld voice stated. "What is it?" Watches expl oded

"Wer e?"

"Sticking in Joe's neck. It pulls out hard. Feels like a little weighted ball, with a kind of
webbed thorn stuck through it --

"Drop it, Honey!" the nob | eader's voice slashed. "Don't scratch yourself on it! Wuatever it is,
it nust be poisoned to kill Joe like it did."

There was a noise in the darkness behind Watches, a sound not unlike a | oad of rock unl oaded
suddenly and heavily.

The gang chief whirled

"Ham hock!" he yelled, "has it got you?"

There was no answer.

"Ham hock! "

This time there was an answer. "Ah -- Ah'in all right, chief!"™ the big Negro stuttered the words
out. "But-but Ah wouldn't ub been if it had conme any closer."

"1f what had cone cl oser?" Watches denanded

"One uh dern things | ak what Honey pulled outa Joe's neck, Ah reckons," said the Negro. "Ah could
feel it come past mab face in de dahk."

"Why in the hell didn't you say so?" Watches snapped, unreasonably

There was a faint hiss in the air above Watches' head. He ducked instinctively, cursed, and

foll oned Ham hock to the floor to get the protection afforded by the | ow parapet

"Flatten out!" he ordered. "They're filling the air with poison darts. Shootin' "emup with air
guns or sling shots or sonmething, | guess."

Flat on their stomachs on the roof, the nen listened in near-panic as the air above them was
filled with the whirring of the death mssiles, many of which struck with sharp clicks against the
protecting parapet

Ham hock Piney how ed dol efully, "Wat Ah wants to know is why we done ness wit' dat
Meck- a- ni ckel Pl ant foah, anyhow?"

"It was Qol's idea," Watches snapped. "If we get that Plant, we can take over this place. It's
the heart of their existence down here. The roof above is reenforced so it cannot come down. It's
the strongest place in the cavern.”

"Ah wi shes we had nevah conme up heah," Ham hock stated

"Well, what could we do?" Watches yelled angrily. "Doc Savage 5 nen cut us off. Say, you rascal
are you criticizing nmy way of running this?"

"No, suh," Ham hock denied. "Ah thinks things amgoin' jes' fine."

THROUGH it all, the "heart beat" of the processing nmachine at the Central Mechanical Plant had
been throbbing through the bl ackness, a slow, nuffled cadence which inpinged on their ear drums with
om nous insistence

Ham hock breat hed heavily, taking three quick inhalations in succession. Then he gasped, "Don' it



seem | ike dat tickin' amslow n' down?"

Wat ches |istened

"Yeah, it is," he agreed. "And they're not shooting up so many of those darts. They probably
figure they've rubbed us out. Wait'1ll they turn on their screwy yellow |light again. W'll fog
sonebody plenty with [ead."

Ham hock' s ponder ous wheezes were getting so |oud now that they even drowned out the insistent
clicking emanating fromthe air machine in the Central Mechanical Plant. Nor was the fat Negro the
only one who was breathing hard. All were wheezing. It began to sound |like a contest

Honey Hamilton's mild voice inquired between gaspings: "Doesn't it seem-- to anybody el se --

like it's getting hard to breathe?"

Honey got an enphatic agreenent from everything on the roof

Ham hock gasped, "Could dis have -- sonethin' to do with dat clock-tick business? Demticks am
soundin' -- mghty slow now "

Wat ches Bowen ripped out short volleys of profanity. He seened to lack the breath for as extended
profanity as he would have |iked

"You hit it, Ham hock," he gasped. "That clock-tick controls the air down here. Wat they're
doing is -- thinning it out on us -- high up here under the done where we are -- It's worse than --
bel ow - -

He gagged, nmmde awful hacki ng noi ses

"Takin' de bref right out our nouths," Ham bock's frightened voice sounded. "Wat kind people is
these? Le's get out'n heah."

They pulled off their black goggles -- they had taken themfromthe cavern nen they had shot down
near the Mechanical Plant -- and used their flashlights. Access to the |ower |evel of the great
house-cell was by a noving stairway simlar to an escalator, and riding down on this, they kept
their flashlight beans playing, and several tinmes shot at inquisitive heads

REACHI NG the floor |evel of the cavern, they set off swiftly, using their guns freely. Ham hock

Pi ney, nore courageous now, fired the grenade rifle several tinmes

The air was better down here

Wat ches Bowen seenmed to have a very definite idea of where he was going. He veered sharply to the
right and came to a very steep wall. He stopped and cal |l ed upward.

"Lower away!" he shouted. "And don't show a light!" An answer wafted from above. "0. K !"

WAt ches noved about, groped, got his fingers on the rung of a rope |adder which had been | owered
He tried his weight on it, then swng on and started clinbing up

"Cone on," he hurled back to the others. "Don't forget to bring Joe's and Squirrel's machi ne
guns. "

Twenty feet up, Watches squirnmed through a narrow rock opening in the cavern. He stood by at the
aperture while the others clinbed, one after the other, up the tw sting, dangling |adder. He counted
the men as they arrived at the top and scraped past himin the darkness, puffing and bl ow ng

"What the hell!" he exploded. "I counted one too many!"

He ordered the |adder haul ed up. Then he flashed his light, slithering the white beam around in
the | ow | i mest one passage

"Were's ol ?" he asked

"Not back yet," said the man who | owered the | adder. "Say, what went w ong?"

"Everything!" Watches snarl ed

This natural passageway |ed around some distance in an indirect connection with that |abyrinth of
tunnels, the so-called Land of the Lost, which straggled underground for niles to the surface cleft
where the dirigible was noored

This passage was fed by the same sluggish current of air as circulated through the Land of the
Lost-in a sense, exhaust air fromthe city in the doned cavern

Wat ches' flashlight revealed the faces of his nen. M were here except Ool and the two who had
been killed on the roof top. The nervously poking |ight reveal ed no one el se

"My mstake," Watches nuttered. "1'd have sworn | counted one too nmany."

But Watches Bowen's first hunch was right, for he had counted one too many nen in his outfit. The
third to mount the | adder behind the nmob chief had been the' extra man

It was Doc Savage. Doc had not been shot off the side of the building by machine gun fire. Wen
darkness cl anped over the cavern, and the bullets sliced toward himin a | eaden stream he had |et
go his finger hold, |eaped twenty feet down and ten feet to one side 'and | anded on a thick conduit
pi pe which entered the building from another across the way.

Qut of the tail of his eye he had photographed the position of that aerial conduit in the |ast
glimrer of the failing golden |ight

H s | eap was gauged precisely. In utter darkness, be caught the conduit against his steel-thewed
thighs, breaking his fall sufficiently for his cabled arms to wap around and drag up his dangling
| egs

In silence, he had recommenced his clinb up the side of the building, and eased over the parapet
in the darkness. He had been present, |urking bel ow the roof opening, when Watches' two nen were
killed by the poisonous darts hurled up by the outraged cavern inhabitants



He had followed the gang chief to the dangling rope | adder. And he was present now, in the
passageway, crouched behind a pile of broken rock fragnments just outside the range of fiashlight
bears.

Chapter 17. RENDEZVOUS TRAP

UTTERLY unaware of the crouching presence of Doc Savage in the passageway, Watches Bowen brought
out a flask of the eighty-year ol d Napol eon brandy which he had brought along; he killed half the
flask in two greedy swigs, then passed the rest to his nen

The slow fire of the liquor did little to sweeten the nmob chief's tenper. H's pudgy hand tugged
continually at his watch chain, and he prow ed about, cursing everything in sight, and many things
not in sight. Modst particularly he cursed CQol

Honey Hamilton put up a mld defense of the naligned assassin

"It wasn't Ool's fault that we bunped into them nmen near the Central Mechanical Plant, chief," he
poi nted out.

"Yeah, | know," Watches grow ed, "but he mi ght've stuck around and hel ped us out."

One of the nobsters, a man with small, overly bright eyes, scow ed and nuttered, "There's a lotta
screwy things about this place."

Honey Hamilton cleared his throat gently.

"\Wat ches, the boys been wantin' me to ask sonmethin' for "em" he said

"Yeah?" Watches grow ed. "Shoot! Who's stopping you?"

"It's only that this is working up into a plenty bl oody business," Honey Hamilton said

apol ogetically. "That's all right. W ain't backin' out. But we figure it's time we know exactly
what we're takin' the risks for."

"Didn't | tell you we cone after a treasure that will set the richest guy in the country way over
the other side the tracks?" Watches denanded

"Yeah, you told us that," the other agreed. "But it don't nmean a hell of a lot to us."

Wat ches | aughed harshly. "So you want detail s?"

"That's right," Honey said in his nouselike voice

Wat ches shrugged. "All right We cane after light."

There was a stir anmong the nmen

"Light -- hell!" some one snorted

Wat ches continued, "The yellow light that's in this air down here -- to be nore specific.”

"Dis golden stuff what we see with dem goggl es?" Hamhock questioned. "Yo' wouldn't fool us, boss
man! "

"CGo on, Watches," Honey Hamilton urged. "You're still way ahead of us. Were does that stuff nake
us a buck?"

"You dope!" the nob chief retorted. "Don't you see that the formula for this golden air is worth
nore than all the heavy gold that ever came out of the ground?"

"No," Honey's gentle voice stated. "Dammed if | do!"

"THE way | get it fromOol," Watches continued. "Hi s ancestors canme underground here thousands of
years ago, to get away fromthe cold. It used to be hot country up here a few hundred thousand years
ago or so. Then everything started freezing up, like it is now It didn't happen overnight. Took

t housands of years, | guess

"Anyhow, the ancestors of these people devel oped ways of takin' care of thenselves," Watches
continued. "They had to make their light to see by. But by the time the ice closed in for good, they
were all set. They had |l earned to nmake their air, too. Ool says they've got tanks of liquid air at
the Central Mechanical Plant that would refrigerate all of New York City."

"What do they do with it?" Honey questioned. "l|'ve read about that stuff. It'Il freeze a rubber
ball so bad that it'l|l break |ike glass," Watches said. "They use it to nake breathing air out of --
sonething |ike we do in subnarines, | guess."

"Yassuh!" Ham hock interrupted. "Dey put me in one of dem submarine things in de war. Ah know
about subnarines.”

"Shut up," Watches growl ed. "The yellow, or golden color in the air down here is nothing nore
than a kind of phosphorescence. It's caused by treating the air sonehow, then turning a formof X
ray, or sonething on it. In other words, these cavern dwellers have realized a dream of nodern
science. They have perfected a nmethod of getting so-called 'cold light' on a practical basis

"At their Central Mechanical Plant they treat the air particles in a way to nake them | um nous
when seen through specially devised goggles. That's the long and short of it."

One of the nen stirred restlessly. "It's a nice history |esson. But where does the treasure cone
in?"

"You nug!" Watches rasped. "You haven't got the inmgination to dodge a bullet! Don't you see what
it would do hack in America, in Europe -- everywhere -- if we showed up with a fornula for neking
cold light? It would put every electric light conmpany in the world out of business. W'd make them
power pirates pay plenty! | mean plenty!"

Honey Hamilton's awed voi ce sounded insistently
"Qol, according to the way | been hearing himtal k, has got even bigger ideas than that," he
sai d.



"Nothing the matter with Ool's imagination," the npb chief chuckl ed.
He pulled a watch out of his pocket by the end of the chain and started swinging it around
unconsci ousl y.

"There's nothing the matter with ny imagination either," he said. "I'mstringing along with OCol.
We'll go just as far as noney will take us. And that's plenty far."
"Yo' sho' nuff goin' have a knob on sonebody's head, too," Ham hock protested, "if'n yo' don'

quit sw nging dat watch so wild."

Watches quit spinning the watch. His thick fingers shoved it back in his pocket. "You're right,
Ham hock. We're a little ahead of ourselves. W've got to nake a successful raid on the Central
Mechani cal Plant, first."

Honey Hamilton, lost in a nental consideration of what he had just heard, had wandered off to one
side humming to hinself. He was not sure that they could hold up the electric power conpanies --
either in selling themthe secret, or by getting themto pay to keep it from being used, and thus
damagi ng great utilities investnments. But WAtches must be right. Watches had a busi ness head.
Watches turned a fiashlight on one of his tinepieces. Then Honey Hanmilton stopped dream ng. He
kept hunmm ng, however, and continued on a few steps farther, then turned and wal ked slowly back to
the group. He said sonmething to Watches Bowen out of the corner of his mouth, barely opening his
lips. But Watches heard him

The crook chiefs face went plaster-white, but there was no illumnation on his face, so no one
noticed. He did not answer Honey, but kept on tal king to Ham hock.

He paused, |ooked at his wist watch for the tine.

"I"m supposed to nmeet Ool in an hour and a quarter, down the passage here, in that little room
off to the right," he said. "I'"'mgoing to sit down and rest."

He sat down. The others sat down also. At his order they crowded together in a close circle with
their flashlights ready and nmachi ne guns across their knees.

"You never know when sonmebody may cone snoopi ng around," Watches grow ed in expl anation.

Ham hock' s mount ai nous bul k shivered. "Do way dem fellers nove them hands of their'n nakes dis
baby t'ink of demol' cottonnmouth snakes dot used to go fo' mah bare feet when Ah was a boy down in
Gawgi a. Ah wonder how Ool kills by touchin' you?"

"1'"d give plenty to know that nyself," Watches admitted sourly. "He never has explained it."

They tal ked on. Then Honey Hamilton, at a nudge from Watches, got up and wandered a short

di stance away. He was humming to hinself again as he retraced the course he had taken before.

He cane back, and said in a voice audible to all this time: "0. K"

"What's 0. K ?" Ham hock dermanded. "What yo'-all tal kin' about?"

Wat ches Bowen turned on the fat Negro viciously. "Not you, Ham hock! You told ne you'd bunped
Savage, didn't you?"

"Ah sho did not! Dat was Joe, de boy dat got hisself killed."

"Doc Savage was right here, listening to everything we said!" Watches grated. "Honey saw hima
little while ago when one of the flashes went on. He cane back and whi spered the dope to ne."
NOBCDY sai d anything. Their tongues were frozen, for they held the bronze man in greater dread
than they did the dart killers of the cold-light cavern. Watches |aughed grimy.

"Take it easy," he purred. "That appointrment | claimed | had with Ool was faked."

"Lawsy ne!" Ham hock npaned.

"Savage doesn't know it's faked," Watches went on. "He thinks he's got straight dope. He's on his
way now to trip up Ool. But Ool will be here soon. W'Ill fix it for Ool to get Savage. And no
guesswork about it this time."

One of themsaid sullenly, "Watches, | don't want no part in it. This bronze guy is a jinx for
us. Hell! W've tried to kill himtwenty tines."

"Coi ng canary?" WAtches sneered.

"Yeah, when it comes to him | am And | ain't ashamed to admt it."

"Me neither," another sullenly defiant voice agreed.

Wat ches Bowen did not get angry. He did not even swear. He surprised everybody by |aughing

quietly.

"That's all right, boys," he said. "I know how you feel. W won't any of us take any nore chances
with this baby. We'll leave all the dirty work to Ool and any of these cavern guys he can get to
take a risk."

He paused.

"You see, ol has some friends down here,” he said.

IN the small rendezvous room Doc Savage waited. Watches Bowen's act had been convincing; the
bronze man hel d no suspicion of the trap which had been set. He stood silently in a nan-sized niche
in the rock-cluttered cavity.

He did not have long to wait, for the little room soon caught up the shuffle of approaching feet

on the rocky tunnel floor. The sound canme cl oser, and Doc fl exed great nuscles and wait ed.

He tried his goggles, found themineffective still, and pushed themup on his forehead. No doubt
the ray device which caused the air to beconme |um nous was still shut off.

As the steps canme cl oser, a sudden aura of |ight danced on the roof a stone's throw distant, such



a display on the pitted roof as mi ght have been the work of a flashlight beam The person who
approached had rounded one of the final curves in the crooked passage

The next instant the flash beamwas spurting into the rendezvous roomitself. The one who carried
the |ight approached within a few feet of Doc, stopped, shook the flash, pounded it with a hand as
t hough he thought a jolting would nake it function better, and finally turned the white rays toward
his face while he exam ned the reflector

It was Ool's face that was revealed in the flashlight glare

Doc sprang

Wth the precision of a |eaping puma, the bronze man's hurtling weight | anded i nmedi ately behi nd
Ool. H s hands clanped Ool's arns just bel ow the shoulder joints; his thunbs dug into the flesh. Co
becane hel pl ess; the whol e maneuver having taken the bronze man only split-seconds

Adj usting the flashlight in a wall niche, Doc Savage exam ned Ool's hands, particularly the right
one. He found nothing. Ool spoke, and in spite of the pain he nmust be suffering, his tone had
changed little fromits normal expressionl essness

"My right hand interests you, does it not, bronze nan?" he asked

Doc Savage did not answer.

"You are due for a surprise," Ool said quietly. "You were interested in capturing Tile, so
interested that you did not hear nmy nen cone close."

Doc Savage becane slightly tense. The other felt the stiffening

"There are at present a vaex of men surrounding you," Qol said. "In your |anguage, that nunber is
equal to the total of all the toes and lingers which a normal man has. Twenty!"

The bronze man suddenly picked up his light and streaned it about, cutting a white path in the

cl ose-pressing bl ackness. it was true. The mouth of the roomwas literally packed with white-faced
dar k- caped figures

THESE newconers noved forward slow y, purposefully, closing in on Doc and his prisoner. And as
they approached closer, their right hands drifted up fromtheir sides in vague butterfly gestures
whi ch seened as natural as nature itself

"You had best not resist," Ool warned. "You are not, at this tinme, to be killed."

There was a cold certainty about Ool's actions which said he was not bluffing, and Doc Savage did
the only thing left to do -- he allowed hinmself to be taken

Ool stood clear and worked his arnms experinentally. In his |long black cape he | ooked very
grotesque. He gibbered an order to the cavern nen, and they noved down the passage, conducting Doc
Savage in their midst, until they cane to a smboth wall conpletely blocking the passage. Here, one

of the nen gave signal knocks on the wall, and a w de door slid slowy open.
Doc and his captors passed through. The door closed softly behind them That he m ght wal k nore
easily, the bronze man was given goggl es-for the cold light was working again -- and donni ng t hem

found hinself once nore in the nmetropolis of fantastic buil dings

The t hrobbi ng which was the heart beat of this city under the dome, perneated the "cold Iight"
real mnore strongly, and the place seenmed to have settled back to its accustoned routine

Many of the popul ace canme to stare at the bronze man. They did not seem friendly.

Doc was conducted to a chanber in one of the governnent buildings, a roomthat was obviously a

prison cell; he was |left alone with the door |ocked behind him and was allowed to keep the black
goggl es
The roomwas large, with a wall-like partition at the opposite end. Beyond the partition, he

di scovered other prisoners-his five aides

"And Habeas Corpus," Mnk nuttered, after the first excited greetings were over. "They put himin
their dang jail, too."

THE neeting of Doc Savage and his men woul d have been consi derably danpened in spirit could they
have |istened to another neeting which was taking place in the executive pal ace. There, Ool faced
the dictator, Anos

Anos, father of the girl Sona, wore a red cape as mark of high position. The girl, Sona, had
acquired her nane by a sinple reversal of the letters of the nale parent's nanme, a customin al

f at her - and- daughter rel ationships in the cavern nmetropolis

Anos, the dictator, occupied a |low, thronelike affair which stood near a design on the
throne-room floor, a mammoth fourteen-pointed star inlaid with an opal escent substance. Around the
points of the star were arrayed the chairs of the governnent council, the Nonverid, the nenbers of
which wore slightly | ess gaudy capes

Ool stood in the mddle of the star and faced the dictator

"My repentance is great," he said

"That is fitting," the dictator replied slowy. "You have been noted in the past for your greed
and treachery, and for your insane thirst to take over the governnment here. It was for attenpting to
take over the government that you were banished to the Stor, the working squadrons. Wen you tried
to lead the Star in revolt, you were sent to the Land of the Lost."

Qol spoke contritely

"l have repented," he said. "And | have proved it by bringing you the giant nman and the other
five, and the strange insect with fur upon it which they call a 'hog."'



"You say these five are allied with the others who attacked us with their carrying-rods which
roar and kill?" the dictator asked.

"They are," Ool lied solemmly. "I saw themtogether in the Land of the Lost. | joined them and

| earned their |anguage, which is sinple. And for days, | tried to keep themlost in the desert
caverns. But finally, they no | onger heeded ny counsel, and found this place."

At that point the girl, Sona, spoke up vehenently.

"Those are not true words," she said. "This man Ool, who has al ways caused trouble, is one of the
| eaders of the men with the carrying-rods that make noi se and death. The six whom we now have

prisoners -- the big man with the strange skin and the other five -- are not our enemes, but foes
of ol and the others."
Ool said in an injured manner, "It is true that | was with these nmen when you were seized in the

outer caverns, and acted as one of them But have | not told you that | was deceiving them"
Anos, the dictator, said, "We will deliberate over the matter of the truth of your statenments.”
Ool threw his head far back and becane rigid for a noment, eyes upcast. This seened to be the

| ocal method of kowt ow ng.

"l wish a boon, a favor, for ny services," he said.

The dictator did not seemvery enthusiastic.

"What is it?" he asked.

"The formula for the 'cold light," which only your scientific nmen know," Qol said.

"You coul d not understand it," Anos pointed out. "You were not trained in that branch of science.
In fact, | recall you as a very stupid, unruly youth who learned little."

Ool nade a faint scow under tile rebuke. "Wat about doing me the honor of giving ne the

formul a?"

"Why do you wish it?" the other countered.

"I thirst for know edge," was the best excuse Qol could offer.

"It is a strange thirst, considering your record," he was told. "Your request is denied. W
suspect a trick, to speak w thout falseness.”

Ool did not have nuch success nasking his disappointnment. He bowed.

"1 have another boon to ask," he said.

"What is this one?"

"The gi ant bronze man and his five conpanions,"” Ool said. "They are dangerous. For the conmobn
good of ny people, | ask that they be put to death. That is the boon | ask." Anos, the dictator,
consi der ed.

"It is a matter for the Nonverid to deliberate and pass judgnent upon,"” he said.

Ool had brought one bad habit back with himfromthe outer world. He swore a good nul e-ski nner
oath, one he nust have picked up anong WAt ches Bowen's nen.

Then Anos, the dictator, added sonethi ng which nade Ool feel nuch better.

"It would appear that this giant of a man and his five conpanions are our enemes," Anos said.
"It is equally probable that the Nonverid will decree their death."

Qol, to hide his delight, put back his head in the strange kowtow, for his deadpan features were
showi ng nore enotion than usual.

"How wi | | death be decreed?" he asked.

"In the traditional manner," said Anos.

"It is well," Ool said, and wal ked backward fromthe audi ence chanmber with his head bent stiffly,
eyes upturned.

Chapter 18. TERROR I N GOLD

BACK again in the desert labyrinth of the Land of the Lost, Ool conferred with Watches Bowen and
hi s gang.

"W will have to fight," Ool said. Watches objected. "But you said their whatcha-call-it,
Nouverid, could be persuaded --

"That old fool, Anos, put his foot down," Ool said. "They will not give up the fornula without a
fight."

Wat ches Bowen jerked nervously at his watch chain. "Qur guns didn't do nuch good |ast tine."

"W will plan nore carefully,” Ool stated. "We will capture the Central Mechanical Plant with the
help of the Stor."

"Stor?" Watches grunted. "Wat's that?"

"Workers," Ool explained.

"Ah didn't see nobody workin' nuch,” Ham hock Piney put in. "Mst of 'emwas jus' restin' around.
Ah would like a job Iike dey-all got."

"The Stor are not great in nunber, but bitter, vicious," Ool explained. "We will use them It is
what | had in mnd."

"Just who are these birds in the Stor?" Watches persi sted.

"I'n your country, they would be called crimnals,” Ool told him

"When do we start this?" Watches Bowen questi oned.

"Savage is to be sentenced to death by the Nonverid, | hope," Ool said bluntly. "That will nake
it sinple. We will wait until Savage has been di sposed of."



"l hope it ain't long," Watches offered.

"It will not be," said Ool. "It is probable that the bronze man i s being sentenced now. "

IN the prison cell where Doc Savage and his five aides were confined, gloomwas thick, both
physically and spiritually. The gaunt Johnny paced steadily as Monk had expressed it a nonent
before, "Like sonebody's |ost skeleton." The fact that they were listening to a dire pronouncenent
did not deter him for he could understand no word.

Anos, the dictator, was speaking.

"And so our ruling council, the Nouverid, has deliberated fairly and found you to be enem es of
ours," he was saying. "It is further considered that you were responsible in whole or in part for
the deaths of certain of our population and that, as is customary only in cases of nurderers, you
shall receive the death penalty, wielded in public, for all to witness and be warned."

Wth that, he turned and wal ked out.

Anos had spoken the | ocal |anguage, of which Doc Savage and his aides understood nothing. The
bronze man, usually able to acquire a smattering of strange tongues within a short time, had found
this one especially obtuse. But he hazarded a guess.

"It was sonething serious," he said. "The man's expression showed that."

Monk said, "That pretty girl we hel ped out, the one they call Sona, or sone thing -- you'd think
maybe she'd help us out. | think she took a fancy to Doc."

"l guess there's nothing she can do about it," Ham said shortly.

There was a ventilating opening to one side of the room a |arge square, closed by a stout

lattice of pressed fibre. Doc and the others now cooperated in trying to break the lattice down, but
with no perceptible success.

They were straining at it when, as though wafted in on the soft, aureate air, the girl, Sona,
appear ed noi sel essly on the other side of the lattice, then went to the door.

"Am | a prophet!" Mnk grinned.

The girl's voice made nusic as she spoke in |l ow tones to the guard, who answered in brief
gutturals, occasionally shaking his head vigorously, but finally nodding, nmunbling under his breath.
He opened the door. The girl entered.

She went directly to Doc, hesitated, then rested a hand on his arm Her exquisite face was
serious. She took the bronze man's right hand and made notions as though she were attaching
sonething to the hand. She went through the same notions with each of Doc's aides.

"It feels swell when she holds ny hand," Mnk chuckl ed. "But what in the devil is she trying to
show us?"

The girl now seized Doc's right hand and noved it in the butterfly manner characteristic of Ool.
"Holy cow " Renny booned.

Wthout a word, the girl left their cell.

DOC SAVAGE stood up suddenly. "I think the girl was trying to tell '"is how we would be killed,"

he said. "But that suggests an idea."

He drew his nen together. They whi spered.

Doc Savage approached the lattice. He nade gestures for the guard to cone close. The latter did
so, having no idea of how far Doc could | eap. Wien the bronze man's | eft hand streaked through the
grating to pin the guard's arm the guard' s eyes bulged with fear. Wen Doc made a butterfly notion
with his right hand, the guard's capitulation was sudden, conplete. He opened the lattice.

Doc and his aides, swarmi ng out, were sighted al npst inmedi ately by cavern nen down the

shi nmering gol den corridor. These rushed forward to cut off escape, but Doc and his men, pushing the
nmysteri ous power of the right-hand phenonena to its utnost, made horrible grinmaces as they hurtled
forward.

Their right hands they held out in a manner dreadfully famliar to the "cold-light" people. These

gave way.
Back in the prison building, a penetrating gong started cl anging, apparently an energency signal
audible far out in the fantastic cavern. People began filling the streets.

"W can't nmake it into the outer caverns," Doc said suddenly. "W'll try for the Central

Mechani cal Pl ant."

They made it nearly all of the way to the Central Mechanical Plant without their progress being
seriously threatened, but were sighted by many persons. COccasional poisonous darts, of the type
whi ch had brought death to two of Watches Bowen's nobsters, were sent against them the lethal bolts
being fired from peculiar conpressed air tubes.

Nearing the Central Mechanical Plant, Doc's aides fell in on each side of himto forma flying
wedge. On they hurtled, with Monk slightly behind the others, carrying his pet pig.

Those in the Plant apparently considered it inpossible that six men could make it to the doors,
and they had not cl osed the panels.

Before they awakened to the possibilities, Doc was alnpbst in tile aperture. He |unged, drove a
fist out and knocked a foe away.

I f Monk had been satisfied with Doc's blow, the thing which happened next m ght never have
occurred. The honely chemst, fired with fighting fever, expressed hinmself by shoving the stunned
victimout of the way. This occupied a fractional nonent -- |ong enough to allow another eneny to



lunge in with one of the deadly darts held knife-fashion.

Monk swerved toward the open door. The dart raked along his arm barely missed it.

It did not m ss Habeas Corpus, gripped securely under Monk's arm Before Monk's horrified gaze,

t he poi sonous dart sank deep into the pig' s neck.

Habeas Corpus emtted a shrill squeal. Al nobst instantly, the porker becane |inp.

DOC dragged the raging Monk inside, then got the door closed. Wth his right hand, he kept a grip
on Monk. The few cavern nmen inside the plant offered only shouts by way of resistance.

They mounted steps. Monk still carried the linmp pig. They came to |arge roons which seened to be
| aborat ori es.

"Lookit!" Renny booned.

Through the welter of strange scientific apparatus. Renny had sighted various articles of

equi prent whi ch they had brought along fromthe dirigible. Ooviously the equi prent had been brought
here by the cavern men for anal yzing and study, sone of the things no doubt being as strange as

i mpl enents from anot her worl d.

Gathering their duffel, gripping their recovered supermachi ne pistols, they left the laboratory.
Doc rested a hand on Mnk's shoul der.

"Better |eave Habeas," he advised. "You'll need both hands for fighting."

"Leave Habeas for these heathens to dissect?" Mnk snorted. "N x!"

Doc said no nore about that.

"Cet set," he told his aides.

He opened the door a crack, |ooking out into the corridor which Ied to another part of the plant.
Instantly, a sizzling jet of sonething streaned inside. Doc slamed the door, |eaping far back
inside the laboratory and dragging the others with him The air seemed to be filled with a sudden,
bitter cold. Gray stains appeared on the fiber door and spread outward over the surface.
"Br-r-r!" Renny expl oded. "What's happened to the heat?"

"1'"11 be superamal gamated!" Johnny barked. "Liquid air!"

"Huh?" Renny ej acul at ed.

"Air conpressed to a liquefied state," Johnny said seriously. "Permtted to vaporize, it has the
effect of producing terrific cold."

Long Tom | ooked toward Monk. "Bad?" he questioned.

"Liquid air is cold enough to freeze dang near anything,"” Mnk nuttered. "They probably use it in
their air-conditioning system and have pipes close to this door."

Doc Savage's strange flake-gold eyes roved the room The door was the only exit. The w ndows gave
on a sheer surface that even the bronze man hinself could not clinb. This wall was not |ike that of
the home-cell structure, being of infinitely finer workmanship.

Ham went over to Monk, who still clutched the formof the pet pig. Monk was hit harder by what
had befal |l en Habeas than by any misfortune he had encountered in a long tine.

Ham dropped a hand on Monk's arm

"Monk," he said slowy, "I'mdamed sorry. Guess | never really neant all | said about that
hog. "
"Sure," Mnk nmuttered. "I know "

Ham reached out a hand and ruffled the stiff bristles on Habeas's back. And then an unexpected

t hi ng happened. A shudder coursed over the body of Habeas Corpus. His big ears flapped feebly; from
his long snout canme a faint grunt.

Doc and the others crowded about. Mnk's eyes were staring in disbelief. Habeas Corpus shook his
head, commenced to kick ungainly |egs.

"He's comin' to life!" Monk said hoarsely.

WTH N a few minutes, Habeas Corpus was able to stand alone on the floor. His little eyes in

their fat pockets sighted Ham He grunted a friendly recognition and trotted toward him

The dapper |awyer glared. "Mnk, keep that strip of bacon away from ne!"

"You said you |iked Habeas!" Mnk snorted.

"When did | ever say that?" Ham questioned belligerently. "Keep this flea garage away from ne!"

Doc Savage had been keenly observant of Habeas Corpus's revival, and now he conmented on the
phenonenon.

"Break out your chem cal pack, Mnk," he suggested. "Let's do sone experinmenting."

Wil e the others stood guard at the doors and wi ndows, Doc and Monk worked over Habeas Cor pus.

They worked for a long tinme, surrounded by an array of tiny test tubes and extrenely small phials of
chemi cal s which had cone from Monk's chenical pack, which was in itself a marvel ously compact and
remar kably conpl ete anal ytical |aboratory.

There was much angry shouting fromthe cavern people, and this kept up steadily, but nothing
drastic was done.

Doc Savage worked steadily. Needing certain chemicals, he surveyed the big | aboratory, noting the
multiplicity of apparatus in view The purpose of many of the devices, he recognized; although they
differed greatly in appearance fromthose, for instance, to be found in Doc's New York City
headquarters |l aboratory, their functional process was simlar.

G her devices baffled himin the brief noments he devoted to exanination, and carried conviction



that in many respects these strange cavern people were far ahead, scientifically, of the so-called
civilizations on the outside of the globe

The cavern peopl e apparently had no systemof witing, or if they had, did not use it, for there
were great filing bins to one side, and these held spools of stiff, thin, bright wire; while near-by
wer e apparatus resenbling phonographs. The bronze man recogni zed this as nmechani smfor recording
speech magnetically on wire

As tinme passed, the cavern nen becane nore inpatient. The violence of their assaults increased
They drilled holes in the walls; and al though Doc and his nen fired nmercy bullets through sone of
the apertures, the cavern men eventually nmanaged to insert nozzles which began spraying liquid air.
Vaporizing, the stuff condensed the noisture in the air, causing clouds of steam

Most of the liquefied air was forced in through holes in the ceiling. Sonic of it fell on a large
wad of soft cottonlike fibre which Doc had used in his ministrations to Habeas Corpus

The fibre was knocked off the table, struck the floor with a sharp rap and, frozen incredibly
solid, broke into a nyriad of particles

"I'll say that's potent stuff!" Hamsaid grinmy

Doc tried the doors. These were |ocked fromthe outside now, it devel oped

"Br-r-r!" Monk shivered. "Surrendering neans they'l|l probably croak us."

Doc's face was bl eak and be continued to pound on the door, signifying their readiness to
surrender

"W cannot stay here," he pointed out

THE bronze man produced a bottle of fair size and banded it about, ordering each of his nmen to
drink. They did so, making faces over the vile green contents; then Doc drank sone hinself

The men did not ask questions. They knew that the bottle was filled with sone substance which the
bronze man had mixed in the |aboratory. It was awful stuff to the taste

The door was opened shortly, but only wi de enough to et themout one at a time, arid they were

sei zed by a nunber of cavern men, which made resistance futile. They were di sarmed, searched

t hor oughl y.

Their captors spent nmuch tine exam ning their right hands and seemed puzzl ed when they found
not hi ng

"They real ly thought we could kill people by waving our right hands |ike that bird Ool," Mnk
nmuttered

Ham sai d, "What worries ne is what they'll do with us now "

There was a great nmultitude in the streets, a throng which was om nously uneasy, and it spread
around Doc Savage and his aides in waves as they were conducted toward the executive buil dings
They did not enter the buildings, but circled to a vast anphitheater in the rear, the center of

whi ch held a platformof considerable areas. This was raised just sufficiently to be in view of the
t hr ong.

"Holy cowl " Renny runbled. "Kinda | ooks |ike they're gonna nake a public exanple of us!"

Chapter 19. EXECUTI ON

THE cerenoni es foll owing were unpl easantly mneani ngful. Unbound, but | udicrously helpless sinply
because they were held and |l ed by | eashlike cords attached to their necks, wists and ankles, Doc
Savage and his five men were haul ed ignom niously to the rostrum and boosted upon it

As they were thus put within view of every one, an insistent drone went up to the high roof of

the weird cavern, the nmultitude calling out in their unintelligible tongue and, judging fromthe
insistent tone, demanding the events be hurried

The babbl e of talk drowned out conpletely the throbbing of the processing nachine fromthe

Central Mechanical Plant, which ticked so interm nably through the gol den haze; but as the tinme for
the climax came cl ose, the hubbub of talk quieted, although for another few seconds, echoes haunted
the | um nous cavern. Then these, too, sank into nothingness, so that silence settled, broken only by
the throbbing fromthe Central Mechanical Plant, which was now audi bl e and accentuated the grisly
qui et

Si x cavern nen, stalwart, half a head taller than the average of the "cold-light" people, stepped
out, one beside Doc Savage and one besi de each of the bronze man's five aides. Attired in hooded
capes, and with their bl ack-goggled white faces grimy enotionless, they | ooked the very

personi fication of death itself

Each of these six gripped a flat fibre case in one hand

Anos, the dictator, came on the scene at the head of a procession which included his own

daughter, Sona, the nenbers of the Nonverid, or governing council, and various minor functionaries
These took up a position on the rostrum

"Dam it!" Monk growed. "If we could only talk to these people!"

The dictator, attired in a blood-red cape, stood facing the prisoners, the Nonverid flanking him
on either side, and the girl, Sona, standing directly behind the father

The young worman seened to be arguing. She had been arguing as they entered. Her speech was
vehement, but to it the dictator returned only a gesture which seened to be the local equival ent of
a handshake. This was a qui ck convul sing of the shoul ders

Then the girl tried to nove forward to Doc and the five others, crying out loudly, angrily. She



was grasped and drawn back.

"CGood kid," Renny runbled. "She's doing her bit."

Anos, the dictator, shouted out, and the six large men grasping the fibre cases stepped even

cl oser, opened the cases and took out slender, shining objects. These were poison darts.

"I'"l'l be superamal gamated!" gul ped Johnny. "The executioners!”

ANCS cried out again. The executioners |eaped suddenly.

Doc and his nen were taken, in a way, by surprise. They had expected nore prelimninaries. They
struggl ed, struck, wenched about. But several men were on each | eash, and they were spread-eagl ed
in atrice, helpless.

The darts were plunged into their flesh.

The results which foll owed were nmuch |ike those that had acconpani ed the death of Beery Hosner,
long ago, in front of the candy store in New York. Doc and his nmen flounced about, struggling
feebly, and their novenents becane weaker, |ess violent, so that, finally, when the |eashes which
hel d them were sl ackened, they did not nove at all.

Anos, the dictator, said in his native tongue, "Justice is done."

The girl, Sona, wailed shrilly.

On the outskirts of the multitude, a man detached hinself and scuttled away. So great was the
interest in the execution that his action was not noticed.

THE man who had departed so furtively went by devious ways to a spot where he encountered CQol,

Wat ches Bowen and his men, who were gathered with a consi derabl e nunmber of vicious-Iooking nmenbers
of the Stor, or forced | abor squadrons.

"The giant man and his five are dead," advised the nmessenger, addressing Ool.

"It is good," said Ool. Then Ool spoke his stilted English to Watches Bowen.

"The bronze man has been executed," he said. "We will rush the Central Mechanical Plant now. Once
we reach it, nenbers of the Stor, who are working with us, will admt us. The plant is strong; we
can hold it. And by cutting off the warmth fromthe air, and the 'cold light,' as you call it, we
can nmake our own terms."

"Let's go," said Watches.

They advanced. Show ng no scruples, no human feeling, they cut down the first cavern man to

di scover them using a blast froma submachine gun. At the terrifying roar of the gun, bedl am broke
loose in the multitude gathered to witness the execution.

Anos, the dictator, kept his head, and dispatched squadrons of men to take up positions in
various buil dings commandi ng approaches to the Central Mechanical Plant. These were equi pped with
the little air tubes | aunching the poisoned darts.

Wat ches Bowen defeated the nenace of the darts by a sinple device. He and his nen, according to a
prearranged plan, rushed a certain building and got |arge sheets of the conpressed building fibre.
This material was light, and the darts would not penetrate it. They served as shields. The advance
on the Central Mechanical Plant began.

Conpl i cati ons devel oped to aid them conplications which they had planned. Menbers of the Stor,
who were at work -- not having been permitted to witness the execution-began revolting. Sonehow they
had gotten darts and the air guns, and they proceeded to weak destruction of their own.

From the fabrication plants, they ran along ranps toward the hone-cells, or habitation

structures. On top of one of these, Honey Ham | ton had established a nmachi ne gun nest.

The cavern men rel eased repeated barrages of poisoned darts, but these had little effect, since
the ranps were protected by wai st-high walls, and Honey Hamilton was sheltered by a parapet.

Cl oser and closer, the raiders came to the Central Mechanical Plant. Honey Ham|ton, shooting
expertly, kept down the worst of the opposition.

Those of the Stor in the Central Mechanical Plant, having overcome their guards, got the doors
open and stood in the apertures, howling a wel cone, as well as advice.

It seened that Watches Bowen and Ills crew would soon enter.

But there was an interruption.

ANCS, the dictator, had hinself taken charge of a picked squad in a desperate effort to stemthe
raid. He had bunched his nmen, and they rushed in a body, striving by superior force to beat down
Wat ches Bowen and his shielded party.

Honey Hamilton, that he might not be cut off on top of the honme-cell, had descended, and with his
guard was rushing along the street. Fortune brought himin directly behind the dictator's squad. The
next instant, they were enbroiled in a hand-to-hand fight.

Yel i ng, Honey Hamilton managed to fight clear of the fray. He jacked a fresh ammp druminto his
machi ne gun, and, in order that its recoil would not get the instrument away fromhis control, he
snapped it to a large belt which encircled his nmddle. The bit of delay was his undoing.

Anos, the dictator, hinself, rushed Honey Ham |Iton. Anos gripped one of the darts, and was
endeavoring to get it into a pneumatic tube. He gave that up as being too slow, and hurled it, spear
fashion, at the nouselike killer.

Honey Hami|lton dodged, but just a little too late, for the dart caught himin the face and cl ung
there, flipping up and down as he junped about.

But he did not junp for long. His eyes lost their glitter; for a fleeting instant, they held a



bewi | dered expression as if the brain behind them were groping for sonething. Then the eyes blinked
shut. The machine gun fell and hung by the belt fastenings. Honey Hamilton upset on the snmooth

st one.

Anos, the dictator, lunged and tried to pick up the machi ne gun, but the belt fastenings, being
unfam liar, baffled him and instead, he lifted the dead thug up bodily, using the lifeless formas
a shield. Anos had sone luck then, or perhaps it was not luck, for he had observed closely the
position of the hands when the gun wought its havoc. He found the trigger.

The weapon's bawl w ought havoc on friend and foe alike. Shrieks arose. Men went down.

M sdirected slugs streamed up to the roof, flattened, and canme back like slow | eaden rain. Cries
fromboth sides pierced the uproar.

The effect of having one of the guns turned on themwas unnerving to the rebelling Stor nmenbers.
They wavered, mlled. Then they began to retreat.

"Hold it!" Watches squaw ed, forgetting his comuand coul d not be under st ood.

Ool put the sanme orders into the cavern dialect, but w thout perceptible results. The Stor nen

fell back. The matter of personal safety dictated that Watches, Ool and the others keep in their
mdst, for nen of the Stor were being used as hunman shields to a degree.

The dictator's seized machine gun stuttered to enptiness.

That changed the situation. Watches Bowen roared and rushed forward. He had his peculiar watch

out, whirling it on the end of its stout chain. Wth hoarse cries, the Stor lunged to help him The
end cane quickly, for the darts were no match for the nmachi ne guns.

Anos, the dictator, was taken prisoner, and along with him various nmenbers of the ruling

Nonverid, who had been with him This had the effect of breaking the backbone of the entire defense.
These cavern people were not a fighting race, and with their |eadership shattered, were virtually
hel pl ess.

The raiders went on and took the Central Mechanical Plant.

TWENTY minutes later, in a latticed chanmber of the executive building, Anos, the dictator, his
daughter Sona, the entire menbership of the Nouverid, and certain other dignitaries, stood

prisoners.

"They nmust be executed," said Ool. "That will insure us having no nore trouble."
Menbers of the Stor, who packed the room roared their approval of that suggestion.
"Sure," said Watches Bowen. "It's jake by ne."

Ool translated, and the roars of fierce approval fromthe Stor echoed to the cavern roof.

"l got an idea," Watches said. "Get the bodies of Doc Savage and his nen and bring 'em here.

We' Il bury the whole crowd together."

Ool agreed, and di spatched nmen to bring the bodies.

"W will hold off the execution for a tine," he said.

"Why?" Watches wanted to know.

"The secret of the 'cold light' may not be on the Voice wires in the laboratory file bins," Col
expl ai ned. "We can get the secret by studying the machinery, of course, but that will take nuch
tine. W may find it convenient to nake sone of these prisoners tell us, that we nmay be saved the
| abor of a search."

The men sent to bring the bodies of Doc Savage and his five aides, returned unexpectedly soon.
They were excited, and stuttered out excitedly to Ool.

Ool swore one of the oaths he had picked up in association with Watches Bowen.

"What's wong?" Watches demanded.

"The bodi es have di sappeared!" Ool expl ai ned gl oom ly.

Chapter 20. COLD FATE

THE failure to find the bodies of Doc Savage and his aides worri ed Watches Bowen and the others,
but they did not let it interfere with their desires. They left the prisoners under guard and headed
for the Central Mechanical Plant and its | aboratories to search the voice wires in the file bins in
an endeavor to locate the forrmula for the making of the "cold light."

"The absence of the bodies neans nothing," Watches snorted. "Sonebody took 'em away. That's

all."

"Ah done feel bettah if Ah see dat bronze man put in de ground wit' mah own eyes," Ham hock Piney
advi sed. He shook his knob of a head on its many chins. "Ah don' know if Ah would feel plunb safe
even den."

"Nuts!" said Wat ches.

Ham hock noi stened thick |ips. "Watches, yo'-all nevah did get to give dat Doc Savage man de
speci al watch what yo'-all been carryin' foah him"

"Il bury it with him" Watches said.

The mechani sm of the Central Mechanical Plant was throbbing steadily, nonotonously, as they
approached the wi de doors. Although the excitement was seem ngly over, Watches and his party had
brought along a group of the Stor, in the center of whomthey wal ked, in order to be safe froman
unexpected attack.

They had sought to gather up the poison darts and the pneumatic tubes used to discharge them but
many of the darts, they knew, were still at |arge.



When they were very close to the Mechanical Plant entrance, things happened. There was a sudden
hooting roar, a tremendous sound that blasted up a mllion echoes.

Wat ches and his men had heard it before.

"Ad"' bronze bad luck ag'in!" Ham hock Piney wailed. "Ah knowed he wasn't dead!"

The outer fringe of Stor was collapsing, nowed down by nercy bullets fromthe rapidfirers.
"Back!" Watches roared. "Get under cover!"

In the uproar, it was inpossible that many coul d have heard, but hearing was not necessary.
shrinking instinctively before the devastating hail of chem cal-charged | ead slugs, the men poured
backward around the nearest corner. Not all made it. Fully a score of the Stor had gone down.

Wi le Ool was getting some sort of organization, Hanmhock nuttered to Watches, "Ah reckons yo'-al
goin' have a chance to use dat special watch, huh?"

Wat ches could only npan, "But | thought he was dead!" They retreated on around to the other side
of the building, a hone-cell habitation structure, and took up positions behind a | ow ranp where
they could not be reached by the supermachine pistols.

Ool and Watches conferred earnestly; then Ool, who knew the nmetropolis well, pointed out a route
whereby they could gain the nearest door of the Central Mechanical Plant.

Wat ches ordered fresh druns in the subnmachine guns. He planted hinself and his nmen in the m dst
of the remaining Stor, and the charge started.

They reached the door of the Mechanical Plant with no | osses in Watches' group, and with only a

| oss of about a third of the Stor allies. This was because the hooting of the supermachine pistols
ceased when it was evident Watches and his party could not be kept out of the Plant.

The reason for that interruption in firing was soon evident. Doc Savage and his nen had retreated
and al so entered the Central Mechanical Plant, but by another door.

Shots began to crash in the confines of the great plant.

Over and over, Ham hock Piney nuttered, "Dat bronze boy jes' ain't human."

ACTUAL expl anati on of how Doc Savage had maneuvered the escape fromthe dart death woul d probably
have been inconprehensible to Ham hock, for it entailed the use of nunerous chenical s-the
concocting, in short, of an antidote.

The fact that Habeas Corpus had not perished fromthe dart venomhad indicated it was not
necessarily as fatal as they had at first thought. The survival of Habeas was sinple -- hogs are
frequently inmmne to snake bites, due possibly to their fatty structure. Doc's work in the

| aboratory, while besieged, had been for the purpose of concocting the antidote which he had
persuaded his nmen to drink just before their capture.

As a matter of fact, the inoculation had not been as effective as was hoped, Doc and his aides
al |l having | ost consciousness at the execution. But the serum had prevented death, and they had
revived after a tinme. The confusion during the thick of the fighting, had covered their escape.
"Ah wi shes Ah was back home!" Ham hock Piney was wailing somewhere.

Big-fisted Renny runbled, "He'll wish it even nore if | can get hold of him"

The Watches Bowen party were bel ow, behind a fabul ous tier of pipes which seemed to be heavily
insul ated and very strong.

"W will try to get above them" Doc said grimy.

There was a series of rungs, hardly a stairway, but intended as such, to the right. It worked up
t hrough nore tubes, past tanks. The ticking of the plant was a sound of enornous vol une here. They
reached a spot where they could | ook down in a machine room and there they saw the source of the
ticking.

It was a huge conpressor which worked with rhythmatic strokes, actuating trenmendous pistons.

They went on. Twice, Watches Bowen's party saw them Bullets rained. Doc got a bad scratch over
one | eg. Then Watches Bowen and Ool whipped their Stor allies into a compact group and forced them
to charge forward.

Up the stairs, the Stor men canme, realizing they were being used sinply as shields, but nore
afraid of the raging threats behind than the possible death in front.

"Holy cow " Renny stuttered. "They're liable to head us off!"

The crash of shots inside the Plant was terrific. In various spots, cavern men not engaged in the
fighting were yelling out. Sone seened to be battling scattered nmenbers of the Stor.

Doc Savage and his nen reached a narrow | edge which had a parapet that offered some shelter. They
crouched behind it, unlinbered their machine pistols. The hooting blasts brought Watches Bowen's
gang up sharp.

The Stor shields were nore reluctant now. They nmilled about, hung back. Watches cursed them

Ham hock Piney was too seared to be of nuch aid. Ool was neking fierce darting gestures with his
nysterious right hand, nenacing the Stor men.

Wat ches Bowen fell to glaring at the | edge where Doc Savage and his nen lay. Below the | edge was
a sheer drop of fully fifty feet, and then nmoving machinery.

"Here's where | deliver that special watch!" Bowen gritted.

He dived a hand into a pocket.

THE ti mepi ece whi ch Watches Bowen brought out was the one which he had repeatedly assured nmenbers
of his gang was a special gift destined for Doc Savage. The watch was unusually | arge. Bowen drew



back an armto throwit.

Doc Savage saw the nove

"Don't!" Hi's renarkabl e voice was a crash of sound

"Sure!" Watches yelled. "I'lIl do that!"

Wth a quick twi st of thunb and forefinger, the mob chief turned the stemof the watch as if he
were winding it. There started a faintly audible whir. H's arm arched back, and he prepared to
t hr ow.

It was doubtful if Watches Bowen ever fully conprehended what happened next. Ool, apparently
sensi ng Watches' intention, clawed out desperately to stop the throw Their arms collided

The watch flew forward and upward and | anded in a nmaze of pipes al nbst over their heads

Wat ches screaned, "Damm you! Wat -- "

"Fool!" Ool said. "The pipes are carrying what you call liquid air
Whoo-o-m The watch was a small, violent grenade, and it let go. Steel fragments rained from
above. There was a shrill roar, not of powder unleashed, but of sonething else -- something gray and

snoki ng that boiled down in great sheets fromrent pipes

"The liquid air!" Ool screanmed. "Run!"

Hi s words were in the cavern | anguage. Watches and the other thugs did not understand, at first

-- and when they did, it was too late, for the liquid air was spilling upon them and vapori zi ng
causi ng unearthly cold

It engul fed Ool and Watches Bowen, and seened to congeal them where they stood, for the insidious
stuff came down in tremendous quantities, by hundreds of gallons

Ool, having brief advance know edge of what was going to happen, |eaped and gained a little

di stance, but he fell down trying to wedge between pipes, and he lay there, his right arm
outstretched through the pipes so that it was visible to Doc Savage and his nmen where they stood on
the bal cony. Doc had a pistol which he had seized, intending to shoot down the watch grenade in the
air, were it thrown, a trick he could have acconplished, having done so on other occasions

Ool *'s hideous right hand weaved, twisted for a tine, then becane still, for he was in the path of
the flood of liquid air
Vapor, like steam was comng fromthe flood of liquid air in tremendous quantities, filling al

of the Mechanical Pl ant

Doc Savage and his nen, able to see nothing, retreated, taking up positions at the doors, |est

Wat ches Bowen or sone of the others conme out

None cane

SOMETHI NG | i ke ten hours saw the end of the Stor revolt which Watches Bowen and OCol had fostered

-- the men of the Stor did not stand up for |ong against the machi ne pistols of Doc Savage and his
ai des

Anos, the dictator, Sona, his daughter, and nmenbers of the council were rel eased, unharned.

Since sufficient time had elapsed for the liquid air to vaporize in the Central Mechanical Plant
Doc Savage and his party entered to exam ne the renmins of Watches Bowen, Ool and the others. The
sight was not pleasant. The incredibly |ow tenperatures of the liquid air had done strange things to
the bodi es; one, apparently freezing while sprawl ed over a pipe, had |later upset, and being brittle,
had broken as if it were glass

It was Monk who first nade an exam nation of Ool's right hand, which had not been affected

greatly by the liquid air, projecting as it did through the pipes

"The light dawns!" he expl oded. "Lookit!"

The secret of Ool's hand-waving death was a bit conplicated, but sinply understood. It was a tiny
pneumati c cylinder, discharging a dart, and this, being of a color alnpst identical with his hands
woul d escape ordinary eyes. It was held in place by a particularly strong adhesive which did not
harden, and thus being quickly detachable, could be renmoved and hi dden qui ckly.

That last, it was evident, accounted for Doc Savage not finding it on the occasions when he had
searched Ool .

Qol's particular dart was very small, and driven with such force that it entered, bulletlike
entirely under the skin, lea,ving a wound that was perceptible to no ordinary exam nation

Al t hough Doc Savage and his men had not been equi pped with the mnute hand darts when they

escaped fromthe latticed-wi ndowed jail, it was evident that the guard, after seeing Doc's hand wave
in butterfly fashion, had surmised the girl Sona had given Doc one of the snmall hand darts. It was
this ruse which had caused his fright and all owed Doc and his aides to escape

THE final fight in the Central Mechanical Plant marked the end of Doc Savage's trouble with the
cavern people, it being denonstrated that he was a friend

Learning their |anguage, so that he could speak it even passably, required the expenditure of
nearly a nonth. Not the entire tinme was spent |earning the speech, however. There were other things
-- experiments with the strange "cold light," for instance. Those were not so encouragi ng

It devel oped that the manner of illum nating the cavern air was not efficient where there was any
consi derabl e anobunt of noisture in suspension. That made it virtually useless for the outer world
The cavern air was fully as dry as that over the Sahara, and even it was a bit danp for efficiency
at tinmes



"It works nicely here," Long Tom expressed it. "But it's no good outside."

Monk snorted. "Too bad we didn't know that. Watches Bowen and ol coul d have had it."

The question of the popul ation of the cavern came up. Doc offered themtransportation to the
outer world. It was feasible, using the dirigible.

The cavern peopl e asked many questions about the outer world. Doc told them They |earned of
blizzards, of summer heat, tornadoes, snowstorns, of nodern transportation. Then they talked it
over.

"We stay here," Anos, the dictator, advised Doc Savage. "Yours does, not sound |ike such an
attractive world. But we do have one boon to ask."

"What is it?" Doc questioned.

"Keep the existence of this place secret," said the other. "Revealing its existence can

acconpl i sh naught but trouble for us."

Doc Savage agreed. It was not the only fantastic secret he was keeping. Fantastic things had a
way of coming in his direction, he reflected.

IT was not true that the departure of Doc Savage fromthe cavern | and was unnmarked by regret. The
remar kabl e bronze nan had nade an inpression, especially anpong the nenbers of the scientific groups,
who found his know edge surpri sing.

The girl, Sona, was reluctant to see himgo. That was evident. And out of that, there grew a
parting conplication as Doc Savage and his aides, having been guided to the outer cleft where their
dirigible still rested, and having gotten it ready for the air, prepared to take off.

Habeas Corpus coul d not be found.

There was an uproar. Departure was del ayed while Mnk charged about, hunting his porker.

Eventual |y, he appeared w th Habeas.

"Where's Han?" he howed. "I'Il wing that shyster's neck!"

Ham was, prudently, not in sight.

"The princess wanted a souvenir of our visit," Mnk roared angrily. "Wat did this Ham do? | ask
you? The shyster up and gave her Habeas!"

The horely cheni st grinned.

"Now, if she had wanted ne for a souvenir, | mght have stayed," he chuckled. "But |eave this
hog? Ni x!"

THE END



