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Chapter 1. THE BRONZE NEMESI S

SOVETHI NG TERRI BLE i npended.

This was evident fromthe furtive manner of the small, flat-chested man who cowered in the

shadows. He quaked like a terrified rabbit at each strange sound.

Once a cop cane along the alleylike side street, slapping big feet heartily on the wal k,

twiddling his nightstick, and whistling "Yankee Doodl e." The prow er craw ed under a parked car, and
lay there until the happy cop passed.

Near by | ooned the enornous bul k of the New York Concert Hall. Fromthe stage door on the side
street crept strains of a nmusic so beautiful that each note seemed to grasp the heart with exquisite
fingers.

A violin!

It was a Stradivarius violin, one of the nobst perfect in the world, and had cost the player sixty
t housand dol | ars.

The player was a blind man!

He was Victor Vail. Many nusic lovers naintained himto be the greatest living nmaster of the
violin. He ordinarily got hundreds of dollars for rendering an hour of violin nusic before an
audi ence. To-ni ght he played for charity, and got nothing.

The flat-chested man, cowering and fearful, knew little of Victor Vail. He only knew the nusic
af fected himstrangely. Once it made himthink of how his poor nmother had sobbed that first tine he
went to jail, long years ago. He nearly burst into tears.

Then he got hold of his enptions.

"Yer gettin' goofy!" he sneered at hinself. "Snap out of it! Ya got a job to do!"

SOON AFTERWARD, a taxi wheeled into the side street. It |ooked |ike any other New York taxi. But
the driver had his coat collar turned up, and his cap yanked low. Little of his face could be seen.
The cab halted. The small man scuttled out to it.

"Ya ready for de job?" he whined.

"All set," replied the cab driver. He had a very coarse voice. It was as though a hoarse bullfrog
sat in the taxi. "Co ahead with your part, matey."

The flat-chested man squirmed uneasily. "Is dis guy gonna be croaked?" he nuttered anxiously.
"Don't worry about that end of it!" snarled the driver. "W're handlin' that. Keel haul ne, if we
aint!"

"I know - but | ain't so hot about gettin' mxed up in a croakin’

A thunping growl cane out of the cab.

"Pi pe down! You've already shipped with this crew, matey! Lay to an' do your bit of the dirty
wor k!

Now that the man in the taxi spoke excitedly, one thing about his speech was even nore

noticeabl e. He had been a seafaring man in the past! H's speech was sprinkled with sailor |ingo.
The small man shuffled away fromthe cab. He entered the stage door of the concert auditorium
Victor Vail had finished his violin playing. The audi ence was appl audi ng. The hand- cl appi ng was
tremendous. It sounded |like the roar of N agara, transferred to the vast hall.

The flat-chested man | oitered backstage. Applause fromthe delighted audi ence continued many
mnutes. It irked the nan.

"De saps!" he sneered. "You'd t'ink Sharkey had just kayoed Schneling, or sonethin'!"

After a time, Victor Vail canme to his dressing room The blind maestro was surrounded by a



wor shi pful group of great singers and nusicians.

But the loitering nman shoul dered through them Hi s shoving hands, none too clean, soiled the
costly gowns of operatic prim donnas, but he didn't care.

"Victor Vail!" he called loudly. "I got a nessage for yer fromBen O Gard!"

The name of Ben O Gard had a nmarked effect on Victor Vail. He brought up sharply. A smile lighted
his artistic features.

Victor Vail was tall, distinguished. He had hair as white as cotton, and alnobst as fine. His
fornmal dress was inmmacul ate.

H's eyes did not seemlike a blind man's - until an observer noticed it nmade no difference to
Victor Vail whether they were open or shut.

"Yes!" he cried delightedly. "What is the nessage from Ben O Gard?"

The intruder eyed the persons near by.

"It's kinda private," he suggested.

"Then you shall speak to ne alone." Victor Vail waved his admirers back. He led the way to his
dressing room only a hand thrust out before himshowi ng he was blind.

THE FLAT- CHESTED man entered first. Victor Vail followed, closing the door. He stood with his
back to the panel a nmonment. Hi s thoughts seened delving into his past.

"Ben O Gard!" he murmured reverently. "I have not heard that name for fifteen years! | have often
sought to find him | owe ny life to Ben O Gard. And now that worldly success has cone to ne, |
should like to show ny gratitude to ny benefactor. Tell nme, where is Ben O Gard?"

"In de street outside." said the flat-chested man, trenbling a little. "He wants ter chin with
yer."

"Ben O Gard is outside! And he wishes to talk to ne!" Victor Vail whipped the dressing-room door
open. "Take me to ny friend! Quickly!"

The dirty man guided the blind master of the violin to the stage door.

Just before he reached the door, sonething happened which nmade the guide feel as if a bucket of
ice water had been poured on him

He saw t he bronze nan!

The bronze man presented a startling figure. He did not look like a giant - until it was noticed
that some fairly husky men near hi mseenmed puny, pale specinmens in conparison. The big bronze man
was so well put together that the inpression was not of size, but of power. The bulk of his mghty
formwas forgotten in the snooth symmetry of a build incredibly powerful. H's dress was quiet,

i mmacul ate, but expensive.

The bronze of this remarkable man's hair was a little darker than the bronze of his features. The
hair was straight, and |ay down snpoothly now.

Most striking of all were the eyes. They glittered |like pools of flake gold as backstage |ights
pl ayed on them They seened to exert a hypnotic influence, a quality that woul d make the nobst rash
i ndi vidual hesitate.

So pronounced was the strange power of those golden eyes that the flat-chested man shivered and

| ooked away. Chill perspiration oozed out of his sallow skin. He gl anced back uneasily, saw the
wei rd gol den eyes still upon him and felt an overpowering inpulse to run and hide in the darkest
dive of the vast city.

He was very glad to get into the outer darkness.

"WHERE | S Ben O Gard?" Victor Vail asked eagerly.

"Aw, hold yer ponies!" snarled the flat-chested fellow. "lI'mleadin' yer to 'im ain't |?"

He was suddenly very worried - about the bronze man. The strange gol den eyes seened still boring
into his back. He turned his head to make sure this wasn't so.

He wondered who the bronze giant was. He couldn't be a detective - no dick could ever wear dress
clothes as immacul ately as this astounding man had worn them

"Cosh!" whinpered the rat. "Just lookin' at demgold glins made me feel like |I'd been kicked in
de belt. What's de matter wit' me, anyhow?"

He didn't know it, but he wasn't the first man who had quail ed before those weird gol den eyes.
"Is it far to where Ben O Gard waits?" Victor Vail inquired anxiously.

"Yer about dere."

They cane abreast of a darkened doorway. Qut in the street, a taxicab had been keeping even with
them This cab held the sinister seafaring man who had sent the small man into the concert hall
after Victor Vail.

The musician's gui de | ooked into the murky door. He made sure several mnen lurked there. He
grasped Victor Vail's arm

"Yer dere now " he snarl ed.

Then he snmashed a fist against Victor Vail's jaw

Si mul t aneously, the gl oony doorway spouted the men it conceal ed. They pounced upon the faned
blind violinist.

Victor Vail fell heavily fromthe traitorous guide's fist blow But the sightless nusician was
nmore of a man than his assailants had expected. Though he could not get to his feet, he fought from
his clunmsy position on the sidewal k.



He broke the nose of one attacker with a lucky kick. His hands found the wist of another. They
were artistic hands, graceful and long and very powerful. He twisted the wist in his grasp.

The man whose armhe held |let out a shriek. It blared like a siren over the runble of New York
night traffic. The fellow spun madly to keep his arm from breaki ng.

The murk of the street aided the blind man, just as it hanpered his assailants. The world he
lived in was al ways bl ack.

Bl ows whi stled, thudded. Men hissed, cursed, yel ped, groaned. Bodies fell noisily. Laboring feet
scuffed the wal k.

"Lay aboard 'im mateys!" how ed the seafaring man fromhis cab. "Make 'imfast with a line! And
load 'imaboard this land-goin' scow Sink "imwth a bullet if you gotta! Keelhaul 'im"

A bullet wasn't necessary, though. A clubbed pistol reduced the fighting Victor Vail to quivering
hel pl essness. A thin rope |ooped clunsily about his wists and ankles. After the fashion of city
dwel l ers, the men were slow with the knots.

"Throw 'imaboard!" shouted the seafarer in the cab. "Let a swab who knows knots make 'im

shi pshape! "

The gang lifted Victor Vail, bore himtoward the taxi.

And then the |ightning struck theml

THE LI GHTENI NG was the mighty bronze man! H's coming was so swift and soundl ess that it seemed
magi c. Not one of blind Victor Vail's attackers saw the giant netallic figure arrive. They knew
nothing of its presence until they felt its terrible strength.

Then it was as though a tornado of hard steel had struck them Chins collapsed |ike eggshells.
Arms were plucked fromsockets and | eft dangling |ike strings.

The men screanmed and cursed. Two flew out of the nelee, unconscious, not know ng what had

vanqui shed them A third dropped with his whole | ower face awfully out of shape, and he, too, didn't
know what had hit him

G hers struck feverishly at the Hercul ean bronze form only to have their fists chop enpty air.
One man found his ankles trapped as in a nonster vise of netal. He was lifted. H's body swng in a
terrific circle, mowing down his fellows |ike a scythe.

"Sink 'im mateys!" shrilled the seafaring man in the cab. "Scuttle 'im Use your guns - "

A piercing shriek fromone of his hirelings drowned out the sailor's urgings. The unfortunate one
had been inclosed in banding bronze arns. The fearsonme arns tightened. The nman's ribs breaki ng nade
a sound as of an apple crate run over by a truck. The fellow fell to the walk as though dead when
rel eased.

Incredible as it seened, but two of Victor Vail's assailants renmined in anything but
incapacitated conditions. The sailorman in the taxi was unhurt, and one villain was upright on the
wal k. Even an onl ooker who had seen that flashing battle with his own eyes woul d have doubted his
senses, such superhunman strength and agility had the bronze giant displayed.

THE MAN upright on the wal k abruptly spun end over end for the taxi. He had been propelled by

what for the bronze nan was apparently but a gentle shove. Yet he caved in the rear door of the cab
like a projectile would.

The seafaring hack driver got scared.

"Wel |, keel haul me!" he choked.

He slammed the car in gear. He let out the clutch. The cab wenched into notion.

The sailor saw the bronze man flash toward him The nmetallic Nemesis of a figure suddenly | ooked
as big as a battleship to the seafaring man. And tw ce as dangerous! He clawed out a spike-snouted
pistol of foreign nmake. He fired.

The bullet did nothing but break the plate-glass windowin a shoe shop. But the bronze giant was
forced to whip into the shelter of a parked car.

The seafaring man kept on shooting, largely to prevent his vehicle being boarded. H's | ead gouged
lone rips in the car behind which the bronze man had taken shelter, broke windows in a book store
and a sea-food restaurant. and scared a fat man far up the street so badly that he fainted.

The taxi skidded around a corner and was gone.

BLIND VI CTOR Vail abruptly found hinself being lifted to his feet by hands which were

unbel i evably powerful, yet which possessed a touch gentle as that of a nother fondling her babe. He
felt a tug at his wists.

Sonet hi ng was happeni ng whi ch he woul d not have thought possible. Bronze fingers were snapping
the ropes off Victor Vail's wists as effortlessly as though they were frail threads!

The sightless nman had been dazed during the furious fight. But his ears, keener than an ordinary
man's because of his affliction, had given himan idea of the nonentous thing which had happened.
Sorme manner of mghty fighter had cone to his rescue. A fighter whose physical strength was al npst
beyond under st andi ng!

"Thank you, sir," Victor Vail murmured sinply.

"l hope you were not damaged seriously," said the bronze man.

It struck Victor Vail, as he heard his benefactor speak for the first tinme, that he was |istening
to the voice of a great singer. It had a volume of power and tone quality rarely attained by even
the great operatic stars. A voice such as this should be known throughout the nusic world. Yet



Victor Vail had never heard it before

"l amonly bruised a little," said the nusician. "But who - "

The loud clatter of running feet interrupted him Police were com ng, drawn by the shots. A burly
sergeant pounded fromone direction. Two patrol nen gal |l oped fromthe other

A radi o squad car careened into the street with siren nmbaning in a way that stood one's hair on
end.

Cops raced for the giant bronze man. Their guns were drawn. They couldn't see himany too well in
the nurk

"Stick 'emup!" boomed the sergeant. Then a surprising thing happened

The policeman | owered his gun so hastily he nearly dropped it. H's face becane actually pale. He
couldn't have | ooked nore nortified had he accosted the mayor of the city by m stake

"Begorra, | couldn't see it was you, sor," he apol ogi zed. The bronze giant's strong |ips quirked
the faintest of smles. But the sergeant saw the smle - and beaned as if he had just been pronoted
to a captaincy

A roadster was parked near by. It was a very powerful and efficient machine. The top was down

The color was a reserved gray.

Not anot her word was spoken. The bronze nman escorted Victor Vail to the nachine. The roadster
pul l ed away fromthe curb. The police stood back respectfully. They watched the car out of sight
"T'row these rats in a cell on a charge av disturbin' the peace," directed the sergeant. Then he
| ooked nore closely at the prisoners and grinned widely. "Begorra, 'tis in the hospital yez'd better
t'row'em Sure, an' never in nme born days did | see a bunch av |ads so busted up!"

"But won't they be charged with sonethin' besides disturbin' the peace?" questioned a rooky who
had but lately joined the force

The sergeant frowned severely. "G ory be, an' didn't yez see that big bronze feller?"

"Sure."

"Then button the |lip av yez. |If the bronze man had wanted these scuts charged wit' anyt'ing, he
woul d av said so."

The rooky's eyes popped. "Gosh! Who was that guy?"

The sergeant chuckl ed nysteriously. "Me | ad, yez know what they say about our new mayor - that
nobody has any pull wt' hinP"

"Sure," agreed the rooky. "Every one knows our new mayor is the finest New York has ever had, and
that he can't be influenced. But what's that got to do with the big bronze fell ow?"

"Nothin'," grinned the sergeant. "Except that, begorra, our new mayor would gladly turn a
handspring at a word fromthat bronze nman!"

Chapter 2. THE CLI CKI NG DANGER

AS HE was whi pped al ong New York streets in the speedy gray roadster, it suddenly dawned on
Victor Vail that he knew nothing about his rescuer. He didn't even understand why he had acconpani ed
the strange man so readily.

The blind violinist was not in the habit of meekly permtting unknowns to | ead hi mabout. Yet he
had gone with this mghty stranger as docilely as a | anb

"Are you a nessenger sent to take me to Ben O Gard?" he asked

"No," came the bronze giant's amazing voice. "I do not even know any one by that nane."

Victor Vail was so intrigued by the beauty of his unusual conpanion's vocal tones that he could
not speak for a nonent.

"May | ask who you are?" he inquired

"Doc Savage," said the bronze nan

"Doc Savage," Victor Vail murnured. He seened di sappointed. "I amsorry, but | do not believe
have heard the name before."

The bronze giant's lips made a faint snile

"That is possible," he said. "Perhaps | should have been nore formal in giving you ny nane. It is
Cl ark Savage, Jr."

At this, Victor Vail gave a marked start

"Clark Savage, Jr!" he gasped in a tone of awe. "Wy, anobng the violin selections | rendered in
my concert tonight was a conposition by dark Savage, Jr. In ny hunble opinion, and to the notion of
other artists, that conposition is one of the nost masterly of all time. Surely, you are not the
conposer ?"

"Quilty!" Doc admitted "And it is not flattery when | say the selection was never rendered nore
beautifully than by your hand to-night. |ndeed, your marvel ous playing was one of two things which
|l ed ne backstage. | w shed to conplinent you. | noted the furtive manner of the man | eading you
outside, and followed. That is how | happened to be on hand."

"What was the second thing which led you to seek ne out?" Victor Vail asked curiously.

"That is something | shall explain later," Doc replied. "I hope you do not mind acconpanyi ng

—

"Mnd!" Blind Victor Vail laughed. "It is a privilege!"

The sightless master of the violin,indeed, considered it such. He had many tinmes wondered about
the mysterious Cark Savage, Jr., who had conposed that great violin selection. Strangely enough



t he conmposer was |listed as an unknown. He had clainmed no credit for the marvel ous piece of work.
This was astounding in itself, considering what noneynad bei ngs the hunman race had becone. The
conposer could have ridden to a fortune on the strength of that one selection.

Victor Vail could not help but wonder and marvel at the powers of this strange nman who had
rescued him

AS THE roadster wended its way through the heavy traffic of the theatrical district, no one
noticed one particular cab which foll owed Doc Savage and the blind violinist; not even Doc.

The seafaring man who had directed the ill-fated attenpt to capture Victor Vail occupied the

machi ne. However, he had stuffed his cheeks with gum donned dark gl asses, stuck a false nustache to
his lip, thrust a cigar in his teeth, and changed his cap. He | ooked like a different man.

"Keel haul ne!" he snarled repeatedly to hinself. "I gotta get that Victor Vail! | gotta!"

Doc's roadster halted finally before one of the | argest buildings in New York. This was a
gigantic white thorn of brick and steel which speared upward nearly a hundred stories.

Doc Savage led the blind violinist inside. They entered an elevator. The cage clinmbed with a | ow
moan to the eighty-sixth floor. Noiselessly, the doors slid back.

They now entered a sunptuously furnished office. This held an inlaid table of great value, a

steel safe so large it reached to the bronze giant's shoul der, and many confortable chairs. A vast
wi ndow gave an inpressive view of a forest of other skyscrapers.

Doc ensconced Victor Vail in a luxurious chair. He gave the nusician a cigar of such price and
quality that it came in an individual vacuum container. Doc did not snoke, hinself.
"If you do not mind telling, | should |ike to know what was behind that attack upon you

to-ni ght," Doc said.

The unusual voice of the bronze man held a strangely conpelling quality. Victor Vail found

himsel f answering w thout the slightest hesitancy.

"I amconpletely in the dark as to the reason," he said "I have no enenies. | do not know why
they tried to seize nme."

"Those who seized you had the earmarks of hired thugs. But there was a man in the cab, a sailor.
He shouted at the others several tinmes. Did you recogni ze his voice?"

Victor Vail shook his head slowy. "I did not hear it. | was too dazed."

Silence fell for a nmonent.

Then the office abruptly rang with the coarse tones of the seafaring man!

"Sink '"im mateys!" it shrilled. "Scuttle 'im Use your guns!"

Victor Vail sprang up with a startled cry.

"It's Keel haul de Rosa!" he shouted. "Watch himclosely, M. Savage! The devil once tried to kill
ne! "

"Keel haul de Rosa is not here," Doc said gently.

"But his voice spoke just then!"

"What you heard was ny imtation of the voice of the sailor in the taxi," Doc explained. "I
repeated his words. Obviously, that man was Keel haul de Rosa, as you call him"

Victor Vail sank back in his chair. He funbled with the fine cigar. He nopped his forehead.

"l woul d have sworn it was Keel haul de Rosa speaking," he muttered. "Wy - why - holy snoke! What
manner of man are you, anyhow?"

Doc passed the question up as though he hadn't heard it. He disliked to speak of his

acconpl i shments, even though it mght be but a few words that were well deserved.

A truly remarkabl e man, this gol den-eyed gi ant of bronze!

"Suppose you tell ne what you know of Keel haul de Rosa," Doc said.

The blind man ran long fingers through his white hair. It was apparent he was becom ng excited.
"Why, bless nme!" he nmuttered. "Could this nystery go back to the destruction of the Cceanic? It
must!"

W TH A pronounced effort, Victor Vail conposed hinsel f. He began speaking rapidly.

"The story goes back nmore than fifteen years," he said. "It was during the Wrld War. My wife, ny
infant daughter, and nyself sailed fromAfrica on the liner Oceanic. W were bound for Engl and.
"But an eneny sea raider chased the liner northward. The eneny boat could not overhaul us, but it
pursued our craft for days. Indeed, the Oceanic sailed far within the arctic ice pack before
escapi ng.

"The liner was trapped in the ice. It drifted for nonths, and was carried by the ice far within
the polar regions."

Victor Vail paused to puff his cigar.

"Trouble with the crew arose as food ran short," he continued. "A shell fromthe eneny raider had
destroyed our wireless. We could not advise the outside world of our difficulty. The crew wanted to
desert the liner. although the master of the vessel assured themthe ice pack was inpassable."
Victor Vail touched his eyes. "You understand. | amtelling this only as | heard it. |, of
course, saw nothing. | only heard.

"The | eaders of the crew were two men Ben O Gard was one. Keel haul de Rosa was the other. They
wer e persuaded not to desert the liner."

Victor Vail suddenly covered his face with his hands.



"Then came the disaster. The liner was crushed in the ice. Only Ben O Gard. Keel haul de Rosa, and
about thirty of the Cceanic's crew escaped. | was al so anbng the survivors, although that is a
nystery | do not yet understand."”

"What do you nmean?"

"I was seized by nenbers of the crew two days before the disaster, and nmade unconscious with an
anaesthetic. | did not revive until the day follow ng the destruction of the Cceanic. Then I
awakened with a strange pain in ny back."

"Descri be the pain, suggested Doc.

"It was a sort of smarting, as though | had been burned."

"Any scars on your back now?"

"None. That is the nysterious part."

"Who saved you when the liner was |ost?"

"Ben O Gard," said the blind violinist. "He was hauling ne across the ice on a crude sl edge when
I revived. | owe Ben O Gard ny life. Not only for that, but, some days |ater, Keel haul de Rosa
seized nme and tried to carry ne off by force. He and Ben O Gard had a terrific fight, O Gard
rescuing ne. After that, Keelhaul de Rosa fled with several of his followers. W never got trace of
them again."

"Until to-night,"” Doc put in mldly.

"That is right - until to-night," Victor Vail agreed. "It was Keel haul de Rosa who tried to seize
ne! "

The sightl ess nusician now put his face in his hands again. H's shoul ders convulsed a little. He
was sobbi ng!

"My poor wife," he choked. "And ny darling little daughter, Roxey! Ben O Gard told nme he tried to
save them but they perished."

Doc Savage was silent. He knew Victor Vail's story nust have brought back nmenories of his wife
and i nfant daughter.

"Little Roxey, that was my daughter's name," nurnured the mnusician.

DOC SAVAGE finally spoke.

"It strikes nme as rather strange that the story about the fate of the liner Cceanic did not
appear in the newspapers. Such a yarn woul d have nmade all the front pages."

Victor Vail gave a start of surprise. "But - didn't it?"

"That is strange! Ben O Gard told nme it had. Personally, | never mentioned the incident. The
menory is too painful." The sightless violinist paused. He made a finger-snapping gesture of
surprise.

"That is another nystery! Wiy should Ben O Gard tell nme falsely that every one knew the story of
the awful fate of the QOceanic?"

"Perhaps he desired to keep the fate of the liner a secret," Doc offered. "Did he suggest that
you keep quiet?"

"Whay - why - | recall that he did bring up the subject! And | told himl| never wanted to hear of
the ghastly affair again!"

Doc's great voice suddenly acquired a purr of interest.

"l should like very much to know what actually happened during that period you were unconsci ous!"
he said.

Victor Vail stiffened slightly.

"I refuse to listen to anything against Ben O Gard!" he snapped. "The man saved ny life! He tried
to save ny w fe and baby daughter!"

"You wi Il hear nothing against him" Doc smiled. "I judge no one w thout proof."

Doc did not point out that Victor Vail only had Ben O Gard's word about that |ife-saving

busi ness.

The blind man rubbed his jaw in a puzzl ed way.

"Perhaps | should nention another strange thing which may be connected with this," he said. "The
nmystery which | call the 'dicking Danger'!"

"By all neans! Leave out nothing."

"It has been nearly fifteen years since | last net Ben O Gard,"” nuttered Victor Vail. "Wth Ben
O Gard's faction of the survivors was a sailor with a nervous ailment of his jaws. This nal ady
caused his teeth to chatter together at intervals, nmaking a weird clicking noise. The sound used to
get on ny nerves.

"Here is the nystery: At frequent intervals during the |ast fifteen years, | have heard, or

t hought | heard, that clicking noise. | have gotten into the habit of playfully calling it the

' Cicking Danger.'

"Actual ly, nothing has ever cone of it. In fact, | rather thought it was nmy inagination entirely,
instead of the sailor. Wy should the fellow follow ne all over the world for fifteen years."

"It is possible Ben O Gard has been keeping track of you," Doc replied.

The sightless nmaster of the violin considered this in a somewhat offended sil ence.

Doc Savage studied Victor Vail's eyes intently. After a bit, he came over to the nusician. He |ed
the man across an adjacent room This was a vast library. It held hundreds of thousands of ponderous



vol umes concerning every concei vabl e branch of science. This was probably the second nost conplete
scientific library in existence.

The one collection of such tomes greater than this was unknown to the world. No one but Doc

Savage was aware of its existence. For that superb library was at the spot he called his Fortress of
Solitude. a retreat in a corner of the globe so renpte and inaccessible that only Doc knew its
wher eabout s.

To this Fortress of Solitude the giant man of bronze retired periodically. On such occasions, he
seenmed to vanish conpletely fromthe earth, for no living soul could find him He worked and studi ed
absol utely al one.

It was in these periods of terrific concentration and study that Doc Savage acconplished nmany of
the marvel ous things for which he was noted.

BEYOND skyscraper library |ay another room- a vast scientific |aboratory. This, too, was of a
conpl et eness equal ed by but one other - the |aboratory at Doc's Fortress of Solitude.

"What are you going to do?" asked Victor Vail curiously.

"l cane backstage to-night to see you for two reasons,” Doc replied. "The first was to tell you
how | enjoyed your rendition of ny violin conposition. The second was to exam ne your eyes."

"You nean - "

"I mean an artist as great as you, Victor Vail, should have the use of his eyes. | wish to

exam ne themto see if vision cannot be returned.”

Victor Vail choked. Hs sightless orbs filled with tears. For an instant, he seemed about to

break down.

"It is inmpossible!™ he gul ped. "I have been to the greatest eye specialists in the world. They
say nothing |l ess than a magician can help ne."

"Then we'll try sone magic," Doc sml ed.

"Pl ease - don't joke about it!" mpaned the blind nman.

"I"mnot joking," Doc said steadily. "I positively can give you sight of sorts. |If conditions are
as | think, | can give you perfect vision. That is why | wi sh to examine."

Victor Vail could only gulp and sag into a chair. It did not occur to himto doubt the ability of
this mghty being beside him There was sonmething in the bronze man's voi ce which conpel |l ed belief.

An overpowering wonder seized Victor Vail. What, oh, what manner of person was this bronze
mast er ?

A lot of folks had wondered that.

Rapi dl y, Doc took nunerous X-ray pictures of Victor Vail. He al so got exposures using rays |ess

famliar to the surgical profession. He continued his exam nation with ordinary instrunents, as well
as sone the |ike of which could have been found nowhere el se. They were of Doc's own invention.
"Now wait in the outer office while | consider what the exam nation shows," Doc directed.

Victor Vail went into the outside office. He did not conprehend why, but he had such confidence
in the bronze giant's ability that he already felt as though he could see the wonders of a world he
had never glinpsed.

For Victor Vail had been born blind.

The sightless violinist would have been even nore happy had be known the true extent of Doc
Savage's ability. For Doc was a greater master of the field of surgery than of any other.

Doc's conposition of the violin selection marked himas one of the greatest in that field. He had
done things equally marvelous in electricity, chem stry, botany, psychol ogy, and other |ines.

Yet these things were child' s play to what he had done with nedicine and surgery. For it was in
medi ci ne and surgery that Doc had specialized. His first training, and his hardest, had been in

t hese.

Few per sons understood the real scope of Doc's incredible know edge. Even fewer knew how he had
gai ned this know edge.

Doc had undergone intensive training fromthe cradle. Never for a day during his lifetime had
that training slackened.

There was really no magi ¢ about Doc's uncanny abilities. He had sinply worked and studi ed harder
than ever had a man before him

Doc was devel opi ng the ray photos he had taken. The task quickly neared conpletion.

Suddenly Victor Vail, in the outer office, emtted a piercing how.

A shot expl oded deafeningly. Men cursed. Bl ows snmashed.

Doc's bronze form flashed through the | aboratory door. Across the library, he sped.

Fromthe library door, a Tonmy gun spewed |ead alnost into his face.

Chapter 3. FIGHTI NG MEN

DOC HAD charged forward. expecting to neet danger. So he was alert. Twi sting aside, he evaded the
first torrent of bullets.

But nothing in the library offered shelter. He doubl ed back. His speed was blinding. H's bronze
figure snapped into the |aboratory before the w el der of the nmachine gun could correct his aim
The gunman swore | oudly. He dashed across the bookfilled room Deadly weapon ready, he sprang
into the | aboratory. Mirderous purpose was on his pinched face.

Hi s eyes roved the lab. Hs jaw sagged.



There was no bronze man in the | ab!

To a window, the gunner |eaped. He flung it up, |ooked out.

No one was in sight. The white wall of the skyscraper |acked very little of being snooth as

gl ass. Nobody could pull a human-fly stunt on that expanse. No rope was visible, above or bel ow
The gunman drew back. He panted. Hi s pinched face threatened to rival in color the white shirt he
wor e.

The bronze gi ant had vani shed!

Fearful ly, the gunman sidl ed about on the polished bricks of the | aboratory floor.

Two half circles of these bricks suddenly whi pped upward. They were not unlike a nonster bear
trap. The gunman was caught.

H s rapid-firer cackled a brief instant. Then pain nade himdrop the weapon. Mudly, he tore at
the awful thing which held him It defied him The bricks which had arisen were actually of hard
steel, nerely painted to resenbl e nasonry.

Before the woul d-be killer's pain-blurred eyes, a section of the laboratory wall opened

soundl essly. The mi ghty bronze nman stepped out of the recess it had conceal ed.

The giant, nmetallic form approached, taking up a position before the captive.

"Lemme out of dis t'ing!" whined the gunman. "It's bustin' ne ribs!"

THE BRONZE man mi ght not have heard, for all the sign he gave. One of his hands lifted. The hand
was sl ender, perfectly shaped. It seenmed nmade entirely of piano wires and steel rods.

The hand touched lightly to the gunman's face.

The gunman instantly slunped over.

He was unconsci ous!

He fell to the floor as the bronze giant rel eased the mechanical trap which held him The trap
settled back into the floor - becone a part of the other bricks.

Li ke an arrow off a bow, the bronze man whipped into the library, then to the outer office.

The gunman had never noved after striking the floor. Yet he breathed noisily, as though asleep.
In the outer office, the bronze nman saw Victor Vail was gone!

A DRI BBLE of npist crinmson across the floor showed the single shot which had sounded had danaged
some one. The red | eakage led to an el evator door. The panel was cl osed. The cage was gone.

Doc Savage glided down the battery of elevator doors. The |ast panel was shut. His finger found a
secret button, and pressed it. The doors slid open. A ready cage was reveal ed.

This car always awaited Doc's needs at the eighty-sixth floor. Its hoisting nmechani smwas of a
speci al nature. The cage went up and down at a speed far surpassing the other elevators.

Doc sent it dropping downward. For a nonent or two he actually floated in the air sone inches
above the floor, so swift was the descent

The cage seened hardly to get going before it slowed. And with such an abruptness did it halt
that only great |eg nuscles kept Doc frombeing flattened to the floor.

The doors opened autonatically. Doc popped out into the first-floor |obby of the skyscraper.

An astoundi ng sight met his gaze.

Directly before the el evator door stood an individual who could easily be mi staken for a giant
gorilla. He weighed in excess of two hundred and sixty pounds. His arnms were sone inches |onger than
his legs and actually as thick as his legs! He was literally furred with curly, rust-hued hair.

A nore honely face than that possessed by this anthropoid fellow would be hard to find. H's eyes
were like little stars twinkling in their pits of gristle. His ears were cauliflowered; sonething
had chewed the tip of one, and the other was perforated as though for an ear-ring except that the
puncture was about the size of arifle bullet. H's nmouth was very bhig.

This gigantic individual held three mean-eyed nmen in the hooplike clasp of his huge arnms. The
trio were hel pl ess. Three guns, which they had no doubt held recently, lay on the floor.

The gorilla of a man saw Doc. His knot of a head seemed to open in halves as he | aughed.

"Listen, Doc!" he said in a voice surprisingly mld for such a nonster. "Listen to this!"

Hi s enornous arns tightened on his three prisoners. As one nan the three how ed in agony.

"Don't they sing pretty huh?" the anthropoid man chuckl ed. He squeezed the trio again, and
listened to their pained hows |ike a singing teacher.

Across the | obby, two nore nean-eyed men cowered in a corner. They had their arns wapped tightly
about their faces. Each was trying to crawl into the corner behind the other.

The cause of their terror was a slender, waspi sh man who danced lightly before them This man was
probably as i mmacul ately clad a gentleman as ever twirled a cane on a New York street.

Indeed, it was with a sword cane that he now nenaced the pair in the corner. A sword cane which
ordinarily | ooked like an innocent black wal ki ng stick!

This man was "Ham" On the nmilitary records, he was Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks. He
was one of the leading civil lawers of the country. He had never been known to | ose a case. But
there was no sign of poor blind Victor Vail.

DOC SAVAGE addressed the grinning gorilla of a man.

"What happened, Monk?"

"Monk! "

No ot her nicknane would have quite fit the honely, long-arned, and furry fellow The highly



technical articles he occasionally wote on chem stry were signed by the full nane of Lieutenant
Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair.

There apparently wasn't room back of his |low brow for nore brains than could be crammed into a
cigarette. Actually, he was such a great chem st that other fanpbus chem sts often came fromforeign
countries to consult with him

"W were coming in the door when we net our friends." Mnk gave his three captives a squeeze to
hear them howl . "They had guns. We didn't like their |ooks. So we gl ommed onto 'em™"

Reachi ng forward, Doc Savage pl aced his bronze right hand lightly against the faces of each of
Monk's three prisoners. Only Doc's finger tips touched the skin of the nen.

Yet all three instantly becane unconsci ous!

Hurrying over, Doc al so touched lightly the pair Ham nenaced with his sword cane.

Both fell sensel ess!

Ham sheat hed his sword cane. He twirled the innocent black stick which resulted. He was quite a
striking figure, sartorially.

I ndeed, tailors often followed Ham down the street, just to watch clothes being worn as they
shoul d be worn!

"You didn't see nore of these rats dragging a white-haired, blind man, did you?" Doc asked.

"W saw only these five." Ham had the penetrant voice of an orator.

Nei t her Ham nor Monk seened the | east surprised by the way in which their prisoners dropped
unconsci ous at Doc's touch.

Ham and Monk were accustoned to the renmarkable feats of this mighty bronze man, for they were two
of a group of five men who worked with Doc Savage. Each of the other three was a master of sone
prof ession, just as Monk was a fine chem st and Ham a great |awer.

The five nen and Doc Savage fornmed an adventuresone group with a definite, although sonewhat
strange, purpose in life. This purpose was to go here and there, fromone end of the world to the
other, | ooking for excitement and adventure, striving to help those in need of help, and punishing
those who deserved it.

Doc suddenly went outside. He noved so effortlessly he seened to glide. He had been seized by a

suspicion. Either Victor Vail was still in the skyscraper, or he had been renoved by way of the
freight elevators.
Hardly was Doc on the wal k when a bullet splashed chill air on his bronze face.

Two sedans were parked down the street, near the freight entrance of the giant buil ding.

One nachine lurched into nmotion. It ran rapidly away. Doc did not get a chance to see whether
Victor Vail was in it!

Doc flashed over into the shelter of a many-spouted fire hydrant. The hydrant had couplings for
several hose lines. It was nearly as large as a barrel.

Down the street, the driver hopped out of the sedan which remained. He was a big man, very fat.
He wore a white handkerchief mask.

"Gt a hunp on yer!" he how ed.

The cry was obviously directed at some of his fellows who were still in the skyscraper.

Monk and Ham popped out on the wal k. The shot had attracted them Mnk held a pistol which, in
his hairy paw, |ooked small as a watch chain ornanent.

The sedan driver leveled a revolver to fire again. Mnk's fist spat flane.

The driver junped about wildly. |ike a beheaded chicken. H's spasnodic actions carried himinto
the street. He caved down finally and rolled under the sedan.

Three or four evil heads poked out of the freight entrance. Another red spark junped out of

Monk' s paw. The heads jerked back.

Suddenly, Doc's |ow voice reached Monk's ears. Doc spoke half a dozen staccato sentences. Silence
fol | owned.

When Monk gl anced at the fire hydrant a nonment |ater, Doc Savage was gone!

Several tines in the next mnute guns roared in the gloony street. The reports echoed fromthe
man-made walls on either side |like satanic |aughter.

The driver of the sedan abruptly appeared! The fellow still wore his mask. He haul ed hinsel f

| aboriously to the sedan door. Getting it open, he fell linply into the machine.

This seened to enbolden the fellows in the freight entrance. They |aunched a volley of bullets at
Monk and Ham The pair were driven out of sight.

A tight group, the gunmen sprinted fromthe freight entrance to their sedan. They made it safely.
They piled in, tranpling the prone, white-masked formof the driver.

"T'row de stiff out!" snarled one man, seizing the driver. The driver kicked the man who had

grasped him
"I ain't no stiff, damm yer!" he cursed. "Dey jest w nged ne!"
"It's a |lousy deal, us goin' off an' leavin' our pals in dat buildin'!" growl ed a gunster.

"What el se could we do?" retorted another. "Dey was saps to go bargin' out wavin' our rods. If we
hadn't heard 'em squawk, we'd have been caught, too."

"Dry up, you nugs!" snapped the man who had taken the wheel.

The sedan roll ed down Broadway. It veered into a side street many bl ocks downt own.



The street becane shabby. Snell of fish perneated the air. Ragged derelicts of men tottered al ong
the thoroughfare. Men in seanen's clothing were plentiful. Raucous nusic blared out of cheap
honkat onks.

It was the water front district - a region of sailor |odging houses, needl ed beer, and frequent
fights.

"De others got here first!" growl ed a gunman. "Dere's de car dey was drivin'."

The machine the man indicated was the first sedan to pull away fromthe uptown skyscraper.

THE EVIL fellows |left the two sedans parked cl ose together. "Honkey," the former driver,
staggered out, but nearly fell.

"Help "im you guys!" directed the man who seened to be the straw boss.

Honkey was half carried across the walk. This side street was very dark. They did not bother to
renove the white mask Honkey still wore.

"CGosh, but he's heavy!" conpl ained a man hel ping the driver.

They nmounted a stairway. The rickety steps whined |ike dogs when they were stepped on. There was
no |ight, except that froma match a man goi ng ahead had struck.

Into a lighted room the group went. Several other nen waited here.

Still there was no sign of Victor Vail.

"Put Honkey on de bed in de nex' room" commanded the straw boss.

The two thugs haul ed Honkey into an adjacent chanber. It was a slatternly |ooking place. Wall
paper draped fromthe walls in great scabs. The one bed was filthy.

The pair prepared to | ower Honkey.

At this point, Honkey's hands cane up with apparent aim essness. The finger tips touched each
man' s face.

I nstead of Honkey droppi ng upon the bed, both thugs collapsed upon it! They made no sound.
Honkey now stunbl ed back into the other room The gang assenbl ed there eyed himin surprise.
"Yer'd better go ter bed, Honkey!" snarled the one who had been giving orders.

"Aw - | ain't feelin' so tough." Honkey nuttered.

"Well, take dat crazy mask off, anyway!"

"In a mnute," munbl ed Honkey. "Soon's | find me a chair."

He weaved anpng the gangsters. He seened very unsteady on his feet. To renain erect, he clutched
the persons of such nmen as he passed. Al ways, his finger tips touched sone portion of bare skin.
He cane in contact with six men on his way across the room The six sat in their chairs with a
strange rigidity after he had passed.

The gangster who served as straw boss watched. Curiosity rippled over his face. Then cane ugly
suspi ci on.

He shucked two big automatics out of his clothing. He covered the reeling driver.

"Stick 'emup!" he snarl ed.

There was nothing the driver could do but obey. Up went his arms.

At this point, the six gangsters he had touched fell out of their chairs. They made a succession
of thunmps on the floor. They were unconsci ous.

"Whew! " gritted the gunman. "Keep dem hands up!"

He advanced gingerly. Wth a quick nove, he plucked the mask off the driver.

"l t'ought so!" he hissed.

The features reveal ed were not those of Honkey, the driver.

They were the bronze lineanments of Doc Savage!

Chapter 4. THE BLI ND- MAN HUNT

BEW LDERVENT GRI PPED t he assenbl ed thugs. They could not conprehend that the bronze nan had taken
the place of Honkey, back at the uptown skyscraper. It was too nmuch for themto believe that any one
could be such a master of voice imtation as to fool them by enul ati ng Honkey's hoarse grow .
They | ooked at the six of their conrades huddl ed senseless on the floor. A near-terror distorted
their ugly faces. The bronze nman slowy pushed Honkey's cap off his head. The cap was none too
clean. It was as though he didn't wish to wear it |longer than was necessary.

For a brief instant. his finger tips probed in the bronze hair that lay down like a netal

skul | cap.

"Keep clawin' fer the ceilin'!" snarled the gang chief.

Doc's arns lifted obediently. Hi s hands nearly touched the ceiling, indicating what a really

| arge man he was.

"Search 'im" ordered the | eader.

G ngerly, four of the thugs advanced. They frisked Doc with practiced fingers. They found sone
silver coins and a few bills which had bel onged to Honkey. These they appropriated. But they
unearthed no weapon.

"De unpcha ain't got a rod!" they muttered. The fact that Doc wasn't arnmed seenmed to stun them
Their | eader eyed the six linp hulks on the floor. He noved to the bedroom door. He whitened
perceptibly when he saw the two sprawl ed on the bed.

"l don't savvy dis!" he shivered. "What nessed dem guys up |ike dat?"

Suddenly his nmean eyes narrowed.



"Hunt in his sleeves!" he comanded his men.

They did so - and brought to light a small hypoderm c needl e.

The | eader grasped the needle fearfully between thumb and forefinger. He inspected it.

"So dis is what laid "emout!" he |eered.

The other villains stirred uneasily. They didn't fancy weapons such as this. A gun was nore their
style.

"Croak 'im" they suggested.

But their boss shook his head violently.

"Ixnay!" he snapped. "Dis guy is just de unpcha we need. W're gonna make 'imtell us where old
Victor Vail is!"

A marked interest now registered on Doc Savage's bronze features. He was obviously surprised.
"You nmean to say you haven't got Victor Vail?" he asked.

The remarkabl e power of his great voice held the gangsters speechless for a nonent. Then their
| eader spoke sneeringly.

"Dyou t'ink we'd be askin' where de guy is if we had 'inP" he demanded. He scow ed bl ackly.
"Say, whatcha drivin at - askin' us if we got 'inP"

"Victor Vail was seized," Doc replied. "I naturally supposed you fellows had him That is why |
am here."

The thugs exchanged angry gl ares.

"Dat damm Keel haul de Rosa crowd got 'imfirst, after all!" one grated.

This norsel was very interesting to Doc Savage. "You nmean to say your outfit and Keel haul de
Rosa's outfit were both after Victor Vail?" he asked.

"Button de lip!" rasped the | eader of the thugs. "I t'ink yer lyin' ter me about anybody gettin'
Victor Vaill!"

"Den why woul d he cone here?" put in another fellow. "Don't be a nut! Dat's what the shootin’
upstairs was. Yer renmenber we heard a typewiter turn | oose. Dat's what scared us off."

Doc Savage gave the tiniest of nods. He understood now why the five captured by Mnk and Ham had
cone dashing out of the elevators with their guns in hand. They had heard the machi ne-gun fire
upstairs, and had becone terrified.

"1 wonder how Keel haul de Rosa got ahead of us at de skyscraper?" nmunbled the |eader.

"He tried to grab de blind guy fromunder our snozzles at de concert hall, didn't he?" asked the
other thug. "He drove off mighty fast in dat taxi, but he could ve circled back an' foll owed de
blind guy to dat skyscraper just de sane as we did, couldn't he?"

Doc listened with interest to all this. These fellows nust have arrived at the concert hall in
time to witness the street fight. And they had been cunning enough to keep out of sight.

The | eader swore loudly. "Cripes! Yer renenber dat guy in a cab who had a trick nustache? De one
dat was puffin' a cigar? He followed de roadster to de skyscraper, den went in right after dis

bronze guy an' old Victor Vail. |I'll bet dat was Keel haul de Rosa!"
"What we gonna do?" growl ed a man. The | eader shrugged. "Ben O Gard will wanta know about dis.
1"l go an' have a talk wit' "im"

This apprised Doc of another fact. These nen were hirelings of Ben O Gard!

Victor Vail had nmentioned a strange feud between Ben O Gard and "Keel haul " de Rosa on the arctic
ice pack. It was evident that this old feud still continued.

But what was back of it? Did Victor Vail's unconsciousness at the tine of the disaster to the
liner Oceanic, and his awakening with a queer smarting in his back, have anything to do with this
nystery?

The | eader of the thugs came over and confronted Doc. He | ooked small and unheal thy before the

m ghty bronze man. He held up the hypodernic needl e.

"What's in dis?" he questioned.

"Water," Doc said dryly.

"Yeah?" sneered the man. He eyed the unnoving fornms of his fellows on the floor, shuddered
violently, then got hold of hinself. "Yer a liar!"

"There's really nothing but water in it," Doc persisted.

The thug leered. His hand darted like a striking serpent. The hypo needl e was enbedded in Doc's
corded neck. The inplenent discharged its contents into his veins.

Wt hout a sound, the giant bronze man caved down to the floor.

"So it was only water in dat t'ing!" snorted the gangster straw boss. "Dat needle is what got our
pal s!'"

He gave orders. The big bronze man was turned over, kicked a few tinmes, and soundly bel abored. He
showed no signs of consciousness.

"Dat guy is harder'n brass!" nuttered a thug, blowing feverishly on a fist with which he had
taken an overly hard swing at the linmp, nmetallic form

"Watch 'imclose!" comuanded the | eader. Then he pointed at a tel ephone on a stand agai nst one
wall. "lI"'mgoin'" to talk wit'" Ben O Gard in person. I'll either give you nmugs a ring about what to
do wit' the bronze guy, or come back nyself an' tell yer."

The man now depart ed.



The ot her gangsters expended sonme minutes in seeking to revive their unconscious fell ows.

However, they had no | uck.

They snoked. They nuttered to each other, and one of their nunmber took a post outside in the

hal | way as | ookout .

Suddenly a shrill voice came fromthe roomwhere the two thugs | ay sensel ess on the bed.

"Cnere, quick!" it piped. "I got sonethin' inportant!"

A nunber of gangsters rushed into the room Ohers crowded about the door.

For a nonent, not an eye watched the bronze figure of Doc Savage!

"Dat's funny!" declared a man, exanmining the pair on the bed. "He nust've gone back to sleep!
They're both out like a Iight now"

"l never heard either one of demguys talk in a shrill voice |like dat," another fellow said
wonderi ngly.

They canme out of the bedroom a puzzled group of villains.

Not one of them gl anced at the tel ephone. So none noticed that a match had been jamed under the
recei ver hook, holding it in a lifted position!

The strong |ips of Doc Savage began to withe. Sounds came fromthem d ucking, gobbling sounds,
they were absolutely nmeaningless to the |istening thugs. The sounds were very | oud.

"What ki nda | anguage is dat?" grow ed a nan.

"Dat ain't no |anguage!" snorted another. "De guy is jest delirious an' ravin'!"

The gangster was wong. For Doc Savage was speaking one of the |east-known | anguages in

exi stence. The tongue of the ancient Mayan civilization which centuries ago flourished in Central
Anerica!l And his words were going into the tel ephone!

When all the gangsters |ooked in the bedroom they had given Doc sufficient tine to call Mnk at
his skyscraper office. The thugs had been too excited to hear hi mwhisper the phone nunber.

Doc was a ventriloquist of ability. He had thrown his voice into the bedroomto get the attention
of his captors.

It would have surprised the absent |eader of the thugs to know the hypoderm c needl e he had used
on Doc had actually contained nothing nore harnful than water! Doc had chanced to have the needl e on
his person. And he had slipped it up his sleeve for the purpose of deceiving the villains.

It was not the needle with which Doc nade his enemi es unconscious so nysteriously.

DOC SAVAGE continued to speak Mayan. The |ingo sounded |ike gibberish to the listeners in the
shabby room

To honely Monk in the uptown skyscraper, however, it carried a lot of nmeaning. Al of Doc's nen
coul d speak Mayan. They used it when they wanted to converse without being understood by

byst anders.

"Renny, Long Tom and Johnny should be there by now," Doc told Mnk in the strange |anguage.

The three nmen he had naned were the renmining nenbers of his group of five adventuresone aids!
"Tell Johnny to get the contents of Drawer No. 13 in the laboratory," Doc continued. "The
contents will be a bottle of bilious-looking paint, a brush, arid a mechanismlike an overgrown
field glass. Tell Johnny to bring the paint and brush here."

Doc gave the address of the dive where he was being hel d.

"There are two sedans parked outside," the bronze man went on in the gobbling dialect. 'Tell
Johnny to paint a cross on the top of each one. He is to bring his car which is equi pped with radio.
He is to wait in a street near by when he has finished the painting.

"Long Tom and Renny are to take the overgrown field glasses and race to the airport. They're to
circle over the city in nmy plane, Renny doing the flying, while Long Tom watches with the overgrown
gl asses. The gl asses will make the paint Johnny will put on the sedan tops show up a distinctive
I um nous color. Long Tomis to radio the course of the sedans to Johnny, who will follow them
The gangsters were listening to the clucking words. Evil grins weathed their pinched faces. They
didn't dreamthe gobble could have a neani ng!

"You, Monk, will visit the police station where the thugs who attacked Victor Vail and nyself
outsi de the concert hall were taken." Doc said. "Question themand seek to | earn where a sailor
cal | ed Keel haul de Rosa would be likely to take Victor Vail.

"Hamis to remain in the office and question the rat you found unconscious in the |aboratory,

al so seeking to find Keel haul de Rosa and Victor Vail.

"I f you understand these instructions, snap your fingers twice in the tel ephone transmtter."

Two | ow snaps pronptly came fromthe wedged-up tel ephone receiver. They were not |oud. Not a thug
in the roomnoticed them

DOC SAVAGE now becane silent. He lay as though life had departed fromhis giant form

"Reckon he's kicked the pail?" a crook nuttered.

Anot her man nade a brief exam nation.

"Naw. H's punp is still goin'."

After this, time dragged. The guard outside the door could be heard. Once he struck a match.

Twi ce he coughed hackingly.

A gangster produced two red dice. The nen nade a pretense at a crap gane, but they were too
nervous to make a success of it. Seating thenselves in the scant supply of chairs, or hunkering down



on the filthy floor, they waited.

Doc Savage Was giving his nen tine to get on the job. Johnny would have to daub the | um nous
paint on the sedans. Renny and Long Tom would have to arrive over the city in the plane. Twenty
m nutes should be sufficient tine.

He gave them half an hour, to be sure. Indeed, his keen ears finally detected a series of |ow
drones which nmeant the plane was above. Doc's plane had mufflers on the exhaust pipes. Renny was
evidently cutting the nufflers off at short intervals to signal his presence to his pals.

Doc rolled over. He did it slowy, like a sleepy man. He now faced the hal |l way door.

The thugs tensed. They drew their pistols. They were as jittery as a flock of wild rabbits.

Doc imtated the raucous voice of the guard. He threw it against the hall door.

"Hel p!'" the voice yelled. "Cripes! Help!"

The guard outside heard. He m ght have recogni zed his own tone. Maybe he didn't. He wenched the
door open, at any rate.

The instant his ugly face shoved inside, Doc threw words into his nouth. The guard was too

astoni shed to say a word of his own.

"De cops!" were the words. "Dey're on de stairs! Lam youse guys!"

Pandenoni um fel | upon the gangsters. They rasped excited orders. They actually squeal ed as though
they were al ready caught.

One man saw the giant bronze figure of Doc Savage heave up fromthe floor. He fired his pistol.
But he was a little slow. Doc evaded the bullets. He reached the light switch, punched it.

Dar kness cl apped down upon the room

"De cops are inside!" Doc yelled in the guard's voice. "W gotta |am quick!"

To make sure they fled in the right direction, Doc glided over and kicked the glass out of the

wi ndow.

"Dis way out!" he barked.

A thug sprang through the wi ndow. Another followed. Then a succession of them

St andi ng near by, Doc darted his hands agai nst such faces as he could find in the black void.
Three men he touched in this manner. Each of the three instantly dropped unconsci ous.

The others escaped fromthe roomin a surprisingly short space of tine.

Doc |istened. He heard both sedan engines roar into life. The cars streaked away |ike noisy
conets.

I NTO THE room where Doc Savage stood there now penetrated a weird sound. It was |ow, nellow,
trilling. It was exotic enough to be the song of sonme strange bird of the jungle, or the eerie note
of wind filtering through a jungled forest. It was nel odi ous, though it had no tune; it was
inspiring, wthout being awesone.

This sound had the peculiar quality of seeming to arise fromeverywhere within the shabby room
rather than froma definite spot.

This trilling note was part of Doc - a small, unconscious thing which he did in nonments of
emotion. It would come fromhis |lips as sonme plan of action was being arranged. Sonetines it
precoursed a master stroke which made all things certain. O it mght sound to bring hope to sone
bel eaguer ed nmenber of Doc's adventuresonme group.

Once in a while it came when Doc was a bit pleased with hinself. That was the reason for it

soundi ng now.

Doc turned on the lights. He lined up the thugs he had nade unconsci ous.

El even of them It was not a bad haul .

Doc used the phone to call Ham at the scraper aerie uptown.

"You might bring your sedan down here," Doc requested. Ten minutes |later, Ham canme up the rickety
stairs, twiddling his sword cane. Haml's perfection of attire was made nore pronounced by the bl owsy
surroundi ngs. He saw the pile of sleeping prisoners.

"l see you've been collecting!" he chuckl ed.

"Did you get anything out of Keel haul de Rosa's man?" Doc asked.

"l scared himinto talking," Hamsaid grimy, "but the fellow was just a hired gunman, Doc. He
and his gang were hired to get Victor Vail. They were to deliver the blind violinist to Keel haul de
Rosa, right enough. But the delivery was to be made on the street. The man had no i dea where

Keel haul de Rosa hangs out."

"That's too bad," Doc replied. "There's a chance one of the crew who attacked Victor Vail outside
the concert hall wll know where the sail orman hangs out. |If they do, Mnk'll nmake them cough up."
The unconsci ous thugs were now | oaded into Ham s |inousine. This car of Hamls was one of the nost
el aborate and costly in the city. Hamwent in for the finest in autonpbiles, just as he did in

cl ot hes.

Ham di d not ask Doc what they were going to do with the prisoners. He already knew. The sensel ess
crimnals woul d be taken to Doc's skyscraper office. In a day or so, men would call for them and
take themto a nysterious institution hidden away in the nmountains of upstate New York. There they
woul d undergo a treatnent which would turn theminto honest, upright citizens.

This treatnent consisted of a delicate brain operation which wi ped out all know edge of their
past. Then the men would be taught |ike children, with an enphasis on honesty and good citizenship.



They would learn a trade. Turned out into the world again, they were highly desirable citizens - for
they knew of their own past, and had been taught to hate crimnality.

The nysterious institution where this good, if somewhat unconventional, work went forward, was
supported by Doc Savage. The great surgeons and psychol ogi sts who ran it had been trained by Doc.
Ham drove his |inousine to the skyscraper which held Doc's headquarters. The unconscious thugs
were | oaded in Doc's special elevator. The cage raced themup at terrific speed to the eighty-sixth
floor.

Dr aggi ng al ong several of his unconscious prisoners, Ham behind him Doc entered his office.
Surprise brought himup short.

Blind Victor Vail sat in the office!

Chapter 5. GONE AGAI N

DOC SAVAGE instantly noted a slight reek of chloroform about the sightless nusician.

O herwi se, Victor Vail seemed undanaged.

"l amglad you are here, M. Savage," he said eagerly.

Li ke many blind nmen, it was obvious Victor Vail could identify individuals by their footsteps.
Doc's firmtread was quite distinctive.

"What on earth happened to you?" Doc demanded.

"l was seized by thugs in the enploy of Keel haul de Rosa."

"l knew that," Doc explained. "What | nean is - how do you happen to be back here, alive and
unhar ned?"

Victor Vail touched his white hair with long, sensitive hands. Hs intelligent face registered
great bewil dernent.

"That is a nystery | do not understand nyself," he murmured. "I was chloroformed. | mnust have
been unconsci ous a considerable tinme. Wen | awakened, | was |ying upon the sidewal k far uptown. |
had a passer-by hail a taxi, and cane here."

"You don't know what happened to you beyond that ?"

"No. Except that ny undershirt was m ssing."

"\What ?"

"My undershirt was gone. Wiy any one should want to steal it, | cannot inagine."

Doc consi der ed.

"Possi bly your captors renoved your clothing to get a | ook at your back, and forgot the
undershirt when they dressed you again."

"But why woul d they | ook at my back?"

"l was thinking of the incident you nentioned as occurring nore than fifteen years ago," Doc

replied. '"Wen you awakened after the alleged destruction of the liner Cceanic in the arctic
regions, you said there was a strange smarting in your back."
Victor Vail stirred his white hair with big fingers. "I nust say | ambaffled. But why do you say

al | eged destruction of the Cceanic?"

"Because there is no proof it was destroyed, beyond Ben O Gard's unsupported word."

The blind violinist bristled slightly. "I trust Ben O Gard! He saved ny life!"

"l have nothing but admiration for your faith in O Gard," Doc replied sincerely. "W will say no
nore about that angle. But | want to inspect your back."

Ooediently, Victor Vail peeled off his upper garnents.

Doc examined the blind man's wel | -nuscl ed back intently. He even used a powerful nagnifying

gl ass. But he found nothing suspicious.

"This is very puzzling," he conceded, turning to Ham

"You don't think, Doc, that Keel haul de Rosa seized M. Vail just to get a |ook at his back?" Ham
questi oned.

"I think just that," Doc replied. "And another thing that puzzles nme is why Keel haul de Rosa
turned M. Vail |oose, once he had him"

"That nystifies me, also," Victor Vail put in. "The man is a nmurdering devil. | felt sure he

woul d slay ne."

SW NG NG OVER to the wi ndow, Doc Savage stood | ooking out. The street was so far bel ow t hat
autonobiles on it | ooked |ike chubby bugs. Street | anps were pin points of |ight.

There cane soft sound of el evator doors opening out in the corridor.

Monk waddl ed in. He was snoking a cigarette he had rolled hinself. The stub was no nore than an
inch long, and stuck to the end of his tongue.

Monk drew in his tongue, and the cigarette went with it, disappearing conpletely in his cavernous
mouth. Hi s mouth cl osed. Snoke dribbled out of his nostrils.

Throughout the performance, Mink's little eyes had renmined fixed on the sartorially perfect Ham
This bit of foolishness was just Mnk's |atest nethod of annoyi ng Ham

For Monk was the one person alive who could get Hami's goat thoroughly. It had all started back in
the War, when Ham was known only as Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks. He had been the noving
spirit inalittle scheme to teach Monk certain French words which had a neaning entirely different
than Monk thought. As a result, Monk had spent a session in the guardhouse for sone things he had
innocently called a French general.



A few days after that, though, Brigadier General Theodore Marley Brooks was suddenly haul ed up
before a court-martial, accused of stealing hans. And convicted! Sonmebody had expertly planted

pl enty of evidence

Ham got his nicknane right there. And to this day he had not been able to prove it was the honely
Monk who had framed him This rankl ed Haml s | awyer soul

"They' re gonna clap you in the zoo one of these days!" Ham sneered at his tornentor

The cigarette cane out of nmonk's nmouth, together with a cloud of snoke. Fromhis lips burst a

hoi nck- hoi nck sound - a perfect imtation of a pig grunting

The next instant he dodged with a speed astounding for one of his great bul k. Hamis whistling
sword cane just mssed delivering a resoundi ng whack on his bullet head. Ham was touchy about any
reference to pigs, especially when nade by Mnk

Monk woul d probably have continued his goading of Ham for an hour, but Doc interrupted his fun
"What did you | earn from Keel haul de Rosa's nmen being held at the police station?" Doc inquired
"Nothin'." grinned Monk. "They was just a bunch of hired lice. They don't even know where

Keel haul de Rosa hangs out."

Doc nodded. He had hal f expected that

"Ham " he said, "your |egal work has given you connections with promnent government nen in
Anerica and England. | want you to go at once and find out what you can about the |liner Cceanic
Learn all possible of the crew, the cargo, and anything el se of interest."

Ham nodded, sneered el aborately at Mnk, and went out

HE HAD hardly gone when the phone rang. It was "Johnny."

Johnny's voice was that of a |lecturer. He chose his words precisely, after the fashion of a

coll ege professor. As a matter of fact, Johnny had been both in his time. WIIliam Harper Littlejohn
- for that was what his nother had naned him- stood high on the roster of an international society
of archaeol ogi sts. Few nen knew nore about the world and its inhabitants, past and present, than
Johnny.

"l have your men |ocated, Doc," said Johnny. "They halted their sedans before a | ow class room ng
house. Renny and Long Tom radioed me the |location fromthe plane, where they were watching, and
arrived in time to see the men enter."

Johnny added an address on New York's | ower east side. It was not far from Chi natown.

"Be right with you!" Doc replied, and hung up

Monk was al ready hal f through the door

"'Hey!" Doc called. "You're staying here."

"AW " Monk | ooked like a big, am able pup who had been booted in the ribs. He was di sappointed

He did | ove action

"Sonme one has to guard Victor Vail," Doc pointed out

Monk nodded neekly, pulled out his nmekings, and started a cigarette as Doc went out

DOC SAVAGE' S gray roadster was equipped with a regulation police siren. He had authority to use
it. Hs careening car touched eighty several tines

A dozen bl ocks from his destination, he slowed. The wailing siren died. Like a gray ghost, Doc's
car slipped through the tenenent district

He pulled up around the corner fromthe address Johnny had given

A tall man was selling newspapers on the corner. The fellow was very thin. H's shoul ders | ooked
li ke a coat-hanger under his plain blue suit. The rest of himwas in proportion, incredibly skinny.
He wore gl asses. The right |ens of these spectacles was much thicker than the left. A close
observer m ght have noted that this left lens was in reality a powerful magnifying glass. For the
wearer of the unusual spectacles had virtually lost the use of his left eye in the Wrld War. He
needed a powerful magnifier in his business, so he carried it in his glasses for handi ness

The newspaper vender saw Doc. He cane over. As bony as he was, it was a wonder he didn't rattle
when he wal ked

"They're still in the room" he said. "Third floor, first door to your right."

"Good work, Johnny," Doc replied. "You arnmed?"

Johnny opened his bundl e of papers |like a book. This disclosed a small, pistollike weapon which
had a large cartridge magazine affixed to the grip. A nore conpact and deadly killing machi ne than

this instrument would be difficult to find. It was a special nachine gun of Doc Savage's own
invention

"Fine," Doc breathed. "Wait on the street. |'mgoing up to that room"

THE STEPS whi ned under the giant bronze nman's consi derabl e weight. To avoid the noise, he |eaped
lightly to the banister. Like a tight-rope walker, he ran up the slanted railing

He took the second flight in the sane nanner, not troubling to see if those steps squeaked al so
By using the banister, he avoided any electrical alarns which mght have been under the steps

A white rod of light lying close to the floor marked the bottom of the door he was interested in
He listened. H s keen ears detected men breathing. One grunted a demand for a cigarette

Doc Savage | urked outside the door perhaps two minutes. His mghty bronze hands were busy. They
di pped into his pockets often. Then he turned and started up another flight of steps in the fashion
of the first two.



The structure had five floors. A creaking hatch et Doc out on a tarred roof. He nobved over to a
spot directly above the wi ndow of the roomin which his quarry waited.

A silken line came out of his clothing. It was thin, strong. One end he | ooped securely about a
chi mey.

Li ke a spider on a string, Doc went down the cord. Hi s sinewy hands gripped the line securely. He
reached the w ndow.

Hangi ng by one thewed fist, he dropped the other hand into a coat pocket. He boldly kicked the
wi ndow i nward. Through the aperture his foot nade, he threw the objects he had taken fromthe
pocket. A roar of excitenent seized the roominterior.

Back up the silken cord, Doc clinbed. He 'had no nore trouble with the small line than he woul d
have with a set of stairs. At the top, he replaced it inside his clothing. He seemed in no hurry.
Bel ow himin the room the excitenent had died a nysterious death.

Doc anbled to the front of the building and seated hinself on the parapet. Bel ow, he coul d see

t he gaunt Johnny with his papers.

"Poi -p-e-r-s!" Johnny was bawing lustily. "Wu-xtra! Latest poi-p-e-r-s!"

No one woul d have dreaned Johnny was actually doing all the bellow ng to cover any sounds from
wi t hin the building.

Nearly ten minutes el apsed before Doc Savage went down to the third-floor room

On the hallway carpet lay many col orl ess gl ass bul bs about the size of grapes. Doc had spread
these there. Men charging out of the roomhad tranpled nmany of them crushing them This had

rel eased the powerful anaesthetic they held. Any one near, and not equi pped with a gas mask, was
certain to become unconscious.

The hallway floor, and the roomitself, were littered with sensel ess nen.

Doc stepped in, avoiding the unbroken bulbs of thin glass.

H s bronze hand nmade a di sgusted gesture.

Ben O Gard was not anong the vanqui shed!

DOC SAVAGE | et his eyes range the room again, making sure. He noted that all the glass balls of
anaest hetic which he had tossed through the broken wi ndow had been shattered. None of the gaslike
stuff remained in the roomor corridor - Doc had waited on the roof |ong enough for it to be

di spel | ed.

Ben O Gard was certainly not present. These were nerely the gang Doc's nen had trailed here.
"Bag anybody of any inportance?" Johnny asked fromthe doorway. He had thrown his bundl e of
papers away.

"Not to us," Doc admitted. "We'll send these gentlenen upstate for our usual treatnent, though. |
i magi ne every one of themhas a police record."”
Johnny inspected the unconscious villains judiciously. "I'lIl at |least bet our treatment can't

hurt them any. But what about the chief devil, Ben 0' Gard?"

"He sinply wasn't anobng those present."

Doc and Johnny now | oaded the prisoners aboard their cars. Doc's roadster held several.

Johnny's machine was a large touring car of a nodel at |east ten years old. The thing | ooked |ike
a weck. A used-car dealer, if asked what he would give for it, would probably have taken one gl ance
and said: "Twenty dollars! And |'mrobbing nyself at that!" Yet within less than a year, Johnny had
paid three thousand dollars for the special engine init. On a straightaway, the old weck night do
a hundred and fifty an hour wi thout unduly straining itself.

They got their prizes in both cars and drove uptown. They parked before the white spike of a
skyscraper housing Doc's office. Loading the captives into the elevators, they took themup to Doc's
headquarters.

Gal es of derisive laughter met themas they unloaded in the corridor. It was Ham | aughi ng.

Doc stepped into the office.

Homely, hairy, gorillalilte Monk sprawled in a chair. He held his bullet of a head in both furry
hands. He rocked fromside to side. H s doleful groans nade a sonber orchestration for Haml's
uproarious mrth.

A trickle of crimson wiggled through Monk's fingers.

Doc thought for an instant that Monk had been goadi ng Ham again, and for once had been too sl ow

in dodging the whack with the sword cane which Haminevitably ained at him

Then Doc saw the inplement which had struck Monk. This was a heavy netal paper weight. It lay on
the rug. Atwist or two of Monk's coarse, rust-colored hair still stuck to it.

Doc noted sonething el se.

Victor Vail was gone!

Chapter 6. HANG NG MEN

"WHAT HAPPENED?" Doc Savage denanded.

Hamtried tw ce before he choked down his mrth.

"l thought for a minute |I'd die laughing!" he gul ped hilariously. "The blind man said he wanted

to feel the bunps on that wart Mnk calls a head. Qur fuzzy missing link of a pal let him

"He got a tel ephone call first," Mnk put in sourly.

"Who di d?" Doc inquired.



"VMictor Vail," Mnk grunbl ed. "The phone rang. Sone guy asked to talk to Victor Vail. | put the
blind man on the wire. He didn't say nuch to the guy who had called. But he listened a |ot. Then he
hung up. After a bit, we got to arguin' about tellin' fortunes by the knots on people's heads. He
claimed there was somethin' to it, an' offered to feel ny conk an' tell me plenty about nyself."
"And you fell for it!" Ham screamed mirthfully. "And he kissed the top of your noggin with that
paper wei ght! Then he beat it!"

"You weren't here?" Doc asked Ham

"No," Ham | aughed. "I canme in just as Monk woke up talking to hinself."

"Aw - how was | to know the blind guy was gonna hang one on ny nob?" Mnk demanded.

"You have no idea why he did it?" Doc questioned seriously.

"None a-tall," declared Monk. "Unless he got the notion fromthat tel ephone talk."

"You don't know who call ed?"

"He said his nane was Smath. But it mght've been a fake nane that he gimy."

Monk took his hands away from his head. A nesting goose would have been proud of such an egg as
now decorated the top of his cranium

"That's one bunp it'd be easy to tell your fortune from" Hamjeered, his hilarity unabated. "It
shows you are an easy mark for blind guys with paper weights!"

Doc Savage swung into the | aboratory. The prisoners were lined up there. Each man snored
slightly. They would sleep thus until the adm nistration of a chemi cal which was capable of reviving
them fromthe thing which had made them unconsci ous.

Doc ignored them He lifted fromthe heavily | aden shel ves of equi pnent an apparatus which
resenbl ed nothing so nuch as the portable sprayers used to treat apple trees.

He carried this into the outer office.

Monk and Ham eyed the contrivance with surprise. The thing was a new one on them

Monk asked: "What is - "

He never finished the query. Sounds of distant shots cane to their ears.

The noi se was conming fromthe street bel ow. Doc whipped to the wi ndow. He | ooked out and down.
An extrenely flashy car, streamined al npst as beautifully as the world's record-hol ding racer,
was canted up askew of the curb. Two machi ne guns stabbed red flane fromthe racer - flanme that
| ooked |ike |icking snake tongues.

Across the street, other guns spat fire back at them

"It's Long Tom and Renny!" Doc rapped.

THE G ANT bronze man was whi pping into the corridor with the last word. Johnny, Mnk, and Ham
foll owed. Monk had forgotten his cracked head with surprising suddenness.

The superspeed el evator sank them Both Johnny and Ham unable to withstand the force of the car
hal ting, |anded on the floor on their stomachs.

"Whee!" grinned Monk. "I always get a wallop out of ridin' this thing!'"

I ndeed, Monk had al nbst worn out the superspeed el evator the first week after Doc had it
installed, riding it up and down for the kick it gave him

Doc and his nen surged for the street. A streamof |ead clouted glass out of the doors.

Monk, Johnny, and Ham drew the conpact little machi ne guns which were Doc's own invention. The
weapons rel eased streans of reports so closely spaced they sounded |ike tough cloth ripping.

Doc hinsel f doubl ed back through the skyscraper. He left by the freight entrance, furtively,

al rost before his friends realized he was not with them He glided down the side street, haunting
t he deepest shadows.

Reaching the nain thoroughfare, he saw the fight still waged about as he had seen it from above.
A lot of lead was flying. But nobody had been hurt. Renny and Long Tom were sheltered by the flashy
racer - it was Long Toml s car. Their opponents were barricaded behind the corner of a building

across the street.

Sormebody had shot out the street lights at either end of the block. The resulting gl oom probably
expl ai ned the |l ack of casualties.

Doc's bronze formflashed across the street. A bullet whizzed past, mssing by ten feet. He was a
nearly inpossible target in the nurk.

"It's de bronze swab!" how ed one of the eneny. "Keel haul me!"

The words were all that was needed to break up the fight. The gunnen fled. The had a car parked
around the corner, engine running. Into this they |eaped. It whisked them awnay.

A dimnutive figure popped out frombehind the racer. The small man sprinted wathfully after the
fleeing gunmen. Hi s pistollike machine gun rel eased spiteful gobbles of sound.

"Hey!" Doc called. "You' re wasting your tine, Long Tom"

The smal|l man cane stanpi ng back. Besides being short, he was slender. He had pale hair and pale
eyes, and a conpl exi on that | ooked none too healthy.

Only his extrenely |large head hinted that he was no ordinary man. "Long Tom" formally known as
Maj or Thomas J. Roberts, was an el ectrical w zard who had worked with forenost nmen in the electrical
worl d. Nor was he the physical weakling he appeared.

"The rats shot ny car full of holes!" he howed irately.

The flashy racing car was the pride of Long Tom's heart. He had equipped it with about every



concei vabl e el ectrical contrivance, froma television set to a newy perfected gadget projecting
rays of an extrenely short wave | ength which were capable of killing npbsquitoes and other insects
that m ght annoy the driver.

This latter device, worked out with some aid from Doc Savage, was probably destined to bring Long
Tom wor | dwi de fanme. Farmers could use it to destroy insect pests. It was worth billions to the
cotton growers al one!

As they approached Long Tom s racer, a nountain heaved up frombehind it.

THE MOUNTAI N was Renny.

Six feet four would have been a close guess at his height. The fact that he | ooked nearly as wi de
was partially an optical illusion. He weighed only about two hundred and fifty pounds. On the ends
of arnms thick as tel egraph poles, he carried a couple of kegs of bone and gristle which he called
hands.

Renny was noted for two things. First, many countries knew himas an engineer little short of a
geni us. Second, there was no wooden door built with a panel so stout, Renny could not knock it out
with one of his huge fists.

"How d you birds start that fight?" Doc demanded.

Renny and Long Tom exchanged guilty | ooks.

"W drove up here as innocent as could be," Renny protested in a voice which resenbled a very big
bull frog in a barrel. "Them guys ran out in the street and pointed a nachine gun at us. Evidently we
weren' t the birds they were expecting, because they lowered their guns and turned back. But we
figured if they was huntin' trouble, we'd accommpdate 'em So we started a little good-natured | ead
slingin "

Doc smiled slightly.

"If the fight did nothing else, it cleared up sonething that has been puzzling ne." he said.
"Huh?" Renny and Long Tom chorused, while Doc's other pals cane up to listen. No one of the group
had been inj ured.

"Until a noment ago, it was a puzzle to ne why Keel haul de Rosa turned Victor Vail |oose," Doc
expl ained. "But now | see the reason. Keel haul de Rosa and Ben O Gard are fighting each other. Just
why, is still a nmystery. Both were after Victor Vail.

"The reason for that is another nystery. But Keel haul de Rosa got Victor Vail, and | be!ieve he
got whatever he wanted fromthe blind man - something which required renoval of the clothes from
Vai |l 's upper body. Then the violinist was turned | oose as a bait to draw Ben O Gard into the hands
of Keel haul de Rosa's gunmen. It was that crowd we just mxed with, because Keel haul was al ong. They
t hought you birds were Ben O Gard's nen."

The monment he finished speaki ng, Doc beckoned Renny. The two of them entered the skyscraper.

The others, Mnk, Ham Long Tom and Johnny, renained outside. They would have to explain the
shooting to the police. Radio-squad cars |aden with officers were booting up fromall directions.
There woul d be no troubl e explaining. Each of Doc's five men bore the honorary rank of captain on
the New York police force.

ENTERI NG H S ei ghty-sixth-floor office, Doc secured the sprayerlike contrapti on which he had
abandoned at the start of the fight down in the street.

"What's that doofunny?" Renny inquired. He, too, had never seen the sprayer of a contrivance

bef ore.

"1'"1l show you." Doc indicated a sticky material on the corridor floor outside his office door.
This resenbl ed extrenely pal e nol asses. The color blended with the floor tiles so as to be hardly
noti ceable. "See that?"

"Sure," Renny replied. "But | wouldn't have, if you hadn't pointed it out."

"l chanced to have the foresight to spread that stuff outside the door when | left Mnk here with
Victor Vail," Doc expl ai ned.
"What is it?"

"1'"'m show ng you. Take off your shoes."

Bewi | dered, Renny kicked off his footgear. Doc did |ikew se.

Doc now poi nted the nozzle of his sprayer down the corridor - away fromthe pal e nol asses
material. A shrill fizzing sounded. A cloud of pale vapor came out of the nozzle.

"Smel | anyt hi ng?"

"Not a thing," Renny decl ared.

Doc ained a puff of the strange vapor at the nol asses stuff.

"Smel | anyt hi ng now?"

"Ph-e-w " choked Renny. "Holy cow A whole reginment of skunks coul dn't make a worse

Doc haul ed Renny into the el evator.

"The stuff in this sprayer and the sticky nmaterial on the floor forma terrible odor when they
come together, even in the tiniest quantities," Doc explained as the cage raced them down. "So

powerful are these chemicals that any one wal king through the stuff in front of the door will |eave
a trail which can be detected for some hours. That's why we took off our shoes. W had wal ked
through it."

"But | don't see -



"We're going to trail Victor Vail," Doc explained. "But cross your fingers and hope he didn't
take a taxi, Renny. If he did, we've got to think up another bright way of finding him"

But Victor Vail hadn't taken a taxi. He had wal ked to the nearest subway, and entered the side
whi ch adnmitted passengers to uptown trains, feeling his way al ong the buil ding.walls.

"We're sunk!" Renny nuttered.

"Far fromit," Doc retorted. "We nerely drive uptown and throw our vapor in each subway exit
until we find the odor which will result fromits contact with Victor Vail's tracks."

Renny | aughed noisily. "Ain't we the original bloodhounds. though!"

They tried the exits of seven stations. At the eighth, Doc's remarkabl e vapor, a chenical
conpound of his own meking, conmbined with the other chemical left by Victor Vail's shoe soles, and
gave them the nauseati ng odor.

"It goes down this side street!" declared Renny.

There were few pedestrians on the street at this |late hour. Even these, however, pronptly stopped
to gawk at Doc and Renny. It mght have been the fact that Doc and Renny were w thout shoes, and
going through the apparently idiotic process of spraying an awful perfume on the sidewal k.

More likely, it was Doc's mghty bronze form whi ch caught their eye. Doc was a sensation whenever
he appeared in public.

"What puzzles ne is how the blind guy got around like this," Renny offered.

"Sinply by asking help of those near him" Doc retorted. "Every one is glad to aid a blind man."
Renny got tired of the crowd of curious persons trailing them

"Scat!" he told the rubberneckers violently. "Ain't you fol ks got a hone you can go to?"

Renny had a nost forbidding face. It was long. thinlipped, serious, and grim Meekly, awed by
that puritani cal countenance, the crowd nelted away.

Five minutes later, Doc and Renny halted before a door on which a plain gilt sign said:

DENTI ST.

"He went in there, Doc," said Renny.

LI KE TWD dark cotton balls before a breeze, Doc and Renny drifted into the shadows. This district
was a noderate residential section. The buildings were neat, but rather old, and not showy.

"Wait here," Doc directed. Doc was al ways | eaving his men behind while he went al one into danger.
Long ago, they had becone resigned to this, nuch as it irked themto stand back when excitenent
offered. They literally lived for adventure.

But no one could cope with danger quite as Doc could. He had an uncanny way of avoiding, or
escaping from what for another man woul d be a death trap.

Around to the rear of the brick building, Doc glided. He found the back door. It was not | ocked
inside - it was bolted. Heavy iron bars crisscrossed it.

Doc | eaped upward. The height of that tremendous spring would have astounded an onl ooker. He
clutched an extended | edge and worked his way to a wi ndow on a second-floor hallway, with hardly
nore sound than the noise of a prowing cat.

The hall was dark. Doc drew things fromhis pockets. Some sticky gum he affixed to the

wi ndowpane. Then a faint, gritty hiss sounded.

Doc had cut the glass cut of the window He kept it fromfalling inward by the gum he had stuck
to it. He eased inside.

Silence gripped the interior of the house. Doc prow ed noiselessly. Only one roomheld a |ight.
I't was downstairs. The door was | ocked.

Doc |l et Renny in. They went to the fastened door.

"W might as well go in there all of a sudden!" Doc breathed.

"0. K., Doc," murnured Renny.

He lifted his gallon of iron-hard knuckles. He struck. Wth a rending crash, the door panel was
driven inward by Renny's great fist.

They sprang into the room Renny held a gun. Doc's powerful bronze hands were enpty.

Horrified surprise halted them

Only two nen were in the room One was Victor Vail. The other, as denoted by the sanitary snock
he wore, was obviously the dentist who had his place of business here.

Bot h men hung suspended by ropes around their necks froma stout ceiling chandelier.

Chapter 7. THE MAP

THE SUN was up. Doc's renmarkabl e conpani ons | ounged in the skyscraper office. They had lost a
night's sleep, but showed no effects of it.

Ham was honing the bl ade of his sword cane to a razor edge, |ooking om nously at Mnk each tine
he tested its sharpness. Monk sat in an easy chair, reading a pocket nmanual of how to raise hogs. He
took pains to hold the book so Ham coul d see the title. Mnk often maintained - always within
earshot of Ham - that sonme day he was going to retire and raise pork for a certain finely dressed
| awyer he knew. Johnny, the archaeol ogi st, was penning a chapter in the book he was witing on the
anci ent Mayan civilization.

Long Tom 1 ooking pale as an invalid, was in the laboratory, hunped over an apparatus which for
intricacy would have given Steinnmetz a headache.

Truly an ammzing crew, these men.



Doc Savage entered. Wth himwas Victor Vail. Renny wal ked in after them

The blind man's neck was swol | en sonewhat where the rope had nearly strangled himto death - Doc
had arrived just in time to save him

The explanation of Vail's situation was quickly nade.

"The dentist don't know a thing about the gang that seized him" Doc concluded. "They called him
to the door and cracked himover the head."

"It was Ben O Gard!" Victor Vail put in, his voice thick with enption. "Ch, M. Savage, | was so
m st aken about that man! | thought he was ny friend. | had every confidence in the world in him
Wien he called ne here

"So it was Ben O Gard who tel ephoned you!" Mnk interposed.

At the sound of Monk's mld voice, Victor Vail registered great renorse. Obviously, he was
terribly sorry for that crack he had taken at Monk's head with the paper weight.

"l do not know how | shall ever redeem nyself for my horrible mstake," choked the blind man.

"Ben O Gard told ne an awful story of how you nmen were holding ne here to keep me fromseeing him |
believed O Gard. | know | was a fool to do that now, but at the tinme, | regarded O Gard as a friend
who had twice saved ny life. He told nme to escape and cone to him That is why | struck you."
"Forget it!" chuckl ed Monk.

Renny spoke up. "What baffles me is why Ben O Gard took over the dentist's office."

Doc's strong lips warped their faint smle.

"Sinple," he said. "Ben O Gard wanted to use the dentist's X ray!"

THI' S STATMENT elicited surprised | ooks fromevery one present.

"X ray!" Renny grunted. "Wy'd they want the X ray?"

"I'"ll show you the reason in a mnute," Doc replied. "First, though, | want to find out what Ham

| earned about the liner Cceanic."

Ham now di vul ged the informati on which several transatlantic tel ephone calls to England had

gat her ed.

"On the English records, the liner Cceanic is down as |ost at sea-sunken without trace,” Ham

said. "There's no hint of this stuff about it being trapped in the polar ice pack."

"I'"'mnot surprised," Doc Savage said dryly.
"l've got sonmething that will surprise you,
bul I'ion and di anonds on the Cceanic!"

An el ectric shock seened to sweep the room
"Fifty mllion!l WIIl you say that again!" Mnk said mldly.

"Fifty mllion in gold and sparklers," repeated Ham i npressively.

"That explains it!" Doc decl ared.

"Expl ai ns what ?" Renny wanted to know.

"What's behind this whole nmess," retorted Doc. "Cone into the |laboratory. | want to show you

sonet hi ng, brothers."

It was an excited crowd of adventurers which surged into the vast |aboratory room

Froma tray. Doc lifted several |arge photographic prints. These were X ray pictures which he had
taken of Victor Vail in his course of examining the violinist to determne his eve affliction. Until
now, Doc had not had time to as nmuch as examine the prints.

He hel d one up.

"Holy cow " barked Renny.

"Exactly," Doc agreed. "Mrre than fifteen years ago, while Victor Vail was under the influence of
an anaesthetic, sonme one tattooed a map on his back with a chenical, the presence of which could
only be detected by use of a certain tensity of Xray."

"You nmean | have carried the map on ny back these many years without knowing it?" Victor Vail
questi oned wonderingly.

"You certainly have. You recall the man with the clicking teeth who seenmed to haunt your trail

t hrough the years? Well, he was sinply keeping track of you and the nmap."

"But what is the map?"

"It shows where the liner Cceanic is aground on a land far within the arctic regions," Doc
announced.

SOVE M NUTES wer e expended exam ning the chart.

"But | cannot understand why | carried the map around unnol ested for so nmany years!" Victor Vail
mur mur ed.

"Possibly | can reconstruct a story which explains that," Doc told him "The fifty mllions in
treasure aboard the Cceanic | ed Ben O Gard, Keel haul de Rosa, and the other menmbers of the crewto
mutiny. They probably disposed of all who did not join them"

"The beasts!" Victor Vail covered his face with his hands. "My poor wife. My poor little

daughter, Roxey! That devil, Ben O Gard, nurdered theml And | thought he was ny friend!"

"It's merely guesswork about the nmurder part!" Doc put in hastily. "I said that sinply because

t he eagerness of Ben O Gard and Keel haul de Rosa to get this nap shows they think the Cceanic is
where they left it, even now This indicates there were no survivors but thenselves."

Victor Vail recovered his control. '"Wen Keel haul de Rosa tried to kidnap me fromBen O Gard, he

Ham smiled. "There was fifty million dollars in gold



was really trying to steal the treasure map!"

"Of course," Doc agreed. "That explains why the two factions split. No doubt they have been

wagi ng unremitting war with each other since that day, each faction trying to slay the other so they
woul d be free to secure the chart off your back, and go get the fifty mllions."

"I"'msurprised they left it behind in the first place!" Mnk put in

"We barely escaped with our lives as it was," Victor Vail assured him "To carry nore than food
over the ice pack was inpossible."

Ham nade a quick gesture with his sword cane - and Monk ducked involuntarily.

"Both Ben O Gard and Keel haul de Rosa now have copies of this map," Ham said thoughtfully.

Doc Savage let his strange gol den eyes rest on each of his friends in turn. The gilded orbs

seenmed to be asking a question - and receiving a highly satisfying answer.

"Brothers," Doc said softly, "these birds who are after that treasure are fell ows who have no
right to any man's gold. What say we get it ahead of then? W can use the noney to enlarge our
secret institution in upstate New York to which we send crinminals to be nade into useful citizens
The place is becomng a little crowded."

Pandenoni um sei zed Doc' s headquarters

Renny swung over to the door. His enornous fist struck. The panel flew out of the door as though
hit by a cannonball. No door was safe around Renny when he was happy.

Monk fled wildly about the place, each apelike |eap barely taking himout of reach of the lusty
whacks delivered by the pursuing Ham's sword cane

Long Tom and Johnny got into a nock fight and pronptly upset a stand of apparatus. In the ensuing
crash, several hundred dollars' worth of equi pment was ruined

The horseplay was their way of saying they thought Doc's treasure-hunt schene was the best idea
they'd heard recently.

BEFORE THAT day was done, Doc Savage had operated on Victor Vail's eyes

He perforned the delicate bit of surgery in New York's finest hospital. Those who surrounded him
as he worked were not ordinary nurses. They were sone of the |eading Anerican eye specialists. One
had flown from Boston to see the operation, another fromDetroit, and two fromBaltinore

They wanted to see this epochal piece of work, for Doc Savage was seeking to do sonething which
every expert present had until this very day maintai ned was inpossible

And what the assenbl ed specialists saw the mghty bronze man do that day in the New York hospital
operating roomwas sonething they would talk about for a long time to cone. The nastery of it held
them breathl ess I ong after big Doc Savage had taken his departure

Victor Vail would have his sight back

THE NEXT norning, as Hamentered Doc's office, Doc was taking his exercises

Ham sat down to wait. Doc took his exercises - a terrific two-hour routine each day of his life
and nothing interfered

Doc's ritual was simlar to ordinary setting-up novenents, but infinitely harder, nore violent

He took them without the usual exercising apparatus. For instance, he would nake certain nuscles
attenpt to lift his arm while other nuscles strove to hold it down. That way he furthered not only

muscul ar tissue, but control over individual muscles as well. Every liganment in his great, bronzed
body he exercised in this fashion
From a case which held his special equipnent, Doc took a pad and pencil. He wote a nunber of

several figures. Eyes shut, he extracted the square and cube root in his head, carrying the figures
to many deci mal pl aces.

Qut of the case cane a device which nade sound waves of all tones, sone of a wave length so short
or so long as to be inaudible to the normal ear. Years of straining to detect these waves had
enabl ed Doc to make his ears sensitive enough to hear many sounds inaudible to ordinary people
Wth his eyes closed, Doc rapidly catal ogued by the sense of snell several score of different
odors, all very vague, each contained in a small vial racked in the case

There were other exercises, far nore intricate. Ham shook his head wonderingly. He knew that five
mnutes at the clip Doc was doing the routine would be nore than he, hinself, could stand. And Ham
was husky enough to give nost professional boxers a drubbing

From the cradle, Doc had done these exercises each day. They accounted for his astoundi ng
physique, his ability to concentrate, and his superkeen senses

"What's on your mind?" Doc asked suddenly. His routine was over

Ham pl ucked a newspaper out of a pocket

"What do you think of this?" He handed Doc the paper, indicating an item It read

WANT TO BUY A POLAR SUBMARI NE EXPEDI Tl ON?

There is one for sale. Captain Chauncey MO uskey announced this nmorning that he is hunting a
purchaser for a share of the projected trip of the submarine Helldiver under the polar ice
Captai n McCl uskey has the submarine, fully equipped and ready to go. But it seens he has run out
of noney.

There was nore of it, witten up in typical tabloid style. But it told nothing nore of inportance
- except that the submarine Helldiver was tied up at a local pier, and Captain Chauncey MO uskey
coul d be found aboard



"Who is Captain MC uskey?" Haminquired.

Doc shook his head slowy. "Search ne! | never heard of the nan before. Nor have | heard of any
other projected submarine trip under the pole."

"This sub may be just what we need,"” Ham declared. "But there's one point which has me guessing.
It's darn queer the thing should pop up at just the time we're interested.”

Doc smiled slightly. "It won't hurt to look into it, anyway."

The regul ar el evator - not the super-speed one - lowered themto the street |evel.

They took the first taxi which rolled up.

Doc gave their driver the address of the pier to which was noored the pol ar subnmarine,

Hel I di ver.

O fice workers were going to their daily tasks. The wal ks were crowded. Each subway ki osk vomited
humanity |i ke an opened anthill. The cab rolled down into a cheaper district, where nerchants were
setting a part of their wares out on the wal ks.

Ham toyed with his sword cane, and wondered what kind of a tub the Helldiver woul d be.

Suddenly he snapped rigid as an icicle.

In to the cab had perneated the |ow, nellow sound which was part of Doc. Weird, exotic, the note
trilled up and down the nusical scale. Looking directly at Doc's strong |lips, Hamcould not tell the
sound was coming fromthem such a quality of ventriloquismdid the trilling note have. Indeed, Doc
himsel f probably did not quite realize he was nmaking it..

The sound coul d have but one meani ng now.

Danger!

"What is it?" Ham demanded.

"Listen!" Doc told himabruptly.

Silence | asted about a minute. Then Ham s high, intelligent forehead acquired a dubi ous pucker.
"l hear a clicking noise at intervals, | think," he said. "Sounds |ike sonebody shaki ng a couple
of dice!"

"Renmenber the clicking noise Victor Vail nentioned having heard often during the past years?"
Ham never got to say whether he recollected or not.

Their driver suddenly flicked several small objects back into the tonneau. He was careful to keep
his face from bei ng seen.

The obj ects he flung were the grape-like balls of anesthetic Doc had used to overpower Ben

O Gard's hired gangsters. No doubt these had come fromthe scene of that affair, since Doc had
neglected to retrieve such of themas had not been broken.

The gl obul es shattered.

Doc and Ham were caught. Wth hardly a quiver, they tunbled over unconscious on the cushions.
They had not glinpsed the countenance of their driver.

Chapter 8. STEEL WALLS OF DEATH

HAM sat up. He groaned | oudly.

"If you're conplaining about the darkness," canme Doc's steady, capable voice, "that's why you
can't see anything. And as for where we are - we seemto be inside a steel vault."

"What a dream | had waking up!" Ham nuttered.

"The anesthetic sonetines has that effect. | judge we've been unconscious nearly two hours. One
shot of the anesthetic lays a nman out for about that |long."

Ham suddenly clutched at various parts of his person. His hands nade | oud sl aps on his bare

hi de.

"Hey!" he yelled. "I've only ny underclothes!"

"So have I," Doc told him "They took our clothing. They even conbed our hair, fromthe way m ne
feels. And they swept the interior of the vault clean. There are no shelves, or anything else -
except a candl e and three matches which they kindly left us."

"Light the candle," Ham suggested. "This place is blacker than the inside of an African savage!"
"No, Ham" Doc replied. "They left the candle, hoping we'd light it."

"Huh?" Ham was puzzl ed.

"A flame will exhaust the oxygen in this place very quickly, and hasten our death by

suf focation.”

""You nmean the vault is airtight? "

"Yes. And soundproof, too."

Ham now | i stened. He realized he could not hear a sound but the boomi ng of his own heart. It was
so quiet he could al nost hear the blood gurgle through his arteries. He shivered. A heavy |ead
wei ght seened to clinb on his chest.

"The air in here nust be pretty foul already," be nuttered.

"Very," Doc agreed. "I have been thinking, Ham You recall that some nonths ago a | arge chain of
New Yor k banks went out of business. Probably we are in the vault of one of those banks."

"Ugh!" Ham shuddered. "Can't you think of something cheerful ?"

Doc Savage's |ow |l augh vibrated through the awful steel cubicle. He rarely |aughed.

"How s this for sonmething cheerful?" he inquired. "As a matter of fact, |'ve only been waiting
for you to regain consciousness before wal king out of this place."



HAM EM TTED a how of delight that was al nbst a sob. He sprang erect. They were two seni - naked
men inclosed in thick walls of hard steel. Their voices could not penetrate outside, just as no
sounds could get in. The situation seemed hopel ess.

But Doc Savage had a way! He never joked about matters as serious as this.

"How do we do it?" Ham demanded.

"Qur captors probably | ooked in our nouths," Doc explained. "But they forgot to count ny teeth.
They didn't notice that in ny upper jaw there is an extra wi sdomtooth on each side. They're fal se,
and they hold two chem cal conpounds of nmy own concoction. Wen conbined, these formone of the nost
power ful expl osives."

Doc now went to work on the vault door. He operated in darkness, guided only by his sensitive
finger tips.

"Kind of themto |eave us the candle," Doc said.

He used the candl e wax to chink his explosive in the joint of the vault door, near the | ock.

"Get in a corner!"” he directed Ham

"How you gonna explode it'?" Ham questi oned.

"It explodes itself, due to chem cal reactions, about four mnutes after the two conpounds are
mngled. "

They huddled in the corner farthest fromthe vault door. Doc enployed his mighty bronze formto
shield Ham - although Hamdid not realize it at the tine, so great was his nervous tension.

"It's about tinme for the blast!" Doc breathed swiftly. "Open your nouth wide to equalize the
pressure on either side of your eardruns, so there'll be less |likelihood of them being ruptured."”
Ham barely had tinme to conply.

Wh-a-a-nml Conpressing air smashed them against the solid steel with stunning force. It crowded
their eyeballs inward. It seened to tear the flesh fromtheir bones.

So terrific was the explosion that Ham was reduced to sensel essness.

Doc Savage, huge and bronze and apparently affected not at all by the concussion, flashed to the
heavy steel door. It was still shut. But the hard netal was ruptured about the |ock. He shoved.
The door opened about a foot and stuck. But that was enough. Doc carried the unconsci ous Ham
out si de, thence through two vacant chanbers.

Ham revived after several minutes in a large, bare room- the |obby of a forner bank.

Pedestri ans noved on the street outside the unwashed pl ate-glass wi ndows. One of these chanced to
look in. He was a portly man with spats and a cane, snoking a cigar. No doubt he had heard the

bl ast .

Doc Savage rushed Hamto a side door. It was |ocked. The |ock cane out of the hard wood |ike an
ear of corn out of its shuck, when Doc exerted a little of his tremendous strength.

A taxi driver at a stand in the street heard the lock tear out. He glanced around. He was just in
tine to see the two nmen clinbing into his hack.

The driver bellowed for a cop.

The cop canme. He did not know Doc Savage by sight. He pinched both Doc and Ham Doc did not put
up an argunent. This was the quickest way of getting clothes. The cop was tough, and swore a |ot.
At the police station, the captain in charge insisted on stripping to his underwear so that Doc
woul d be properly clad.

And the cursing cop got a lecture fromhis superior that would nmake hi mrenenber the giant bronze
man the rest of his |life. He would al so have gotten suspended a nonth w thout pay if Doc hadn't

i nt erceded.

"Anyway, begorra, yez had better learn to know sone of the big nen in this town by sight!" the
captain warned his cop.

TWENTY M NUTES | ater, Doc Savage stood on the wharf, appraising Captain Chauncey Md usky's
under -t he-pol ar-i ce subnari ne.

The thing | ooked |ike a razor-backed cigar of steel. The hull was fitted with | engthw se runners
resenbling railway rails. As a matter of fact, these actually were such rails, converted to the
purpose of ice runners. They were supposed to enable the underseas craft to slide along beneath the
arctic ice pack.

A wireless aerial, collapsible, was set up for action. There was a steel rod of a bowsprit
ramming out in front, the size of a tel egraph pole. The rudder and propellers were protected by a
steel cage intended to keep out ice cakes.

Doc liked the | ooks of this latest of polar-exploring vehicles. He stepped aboard.

A man shoved his head out of the main hatch ami dships. Al this nan needed to nake hima wal rus
was a pair of two-foot tusks. Doc had al ways believed Monk the honeliest human creation. It was a
t oss-up between Mnk and this man.

The man squeezed out of the hatch. He would tip a pair of scales at three hundred pounds, if he'd
budge them at an ounce.

"What the blazes do you want aboard here, nmatey?" the nman denmanded.

H s voice was a roar that frightened roosting gulls off floatsamin the mddl e of the bay.

"1'"'m hunting Captain Chauncey MC uskey," Doc announced.

"You've found him" roared the walrus. "An' if yer a dinged |andl ubber just wantin' a | ook at



this bl oody hooker, you can take shore |l eave right now | been pestered to death by cranks since
that piece come out in the papers this nmornin'!"

Doc didn't bat an eye. He rather liked to deal with a man who got down to business and said what
he thought

"Let's |l ook your vessel over," he suggested

The wal rus bl ew noisily through his nustache. "Mean to say you're interested in buyin' a share in
this expedition?"

"Exactly - if your craft neets ny needs."

"Cone bel ow, matey," rumbled Captain MC uskey. "I'll show ye her innards."

They | ooked at her innards for an hour and a half. They came back on deck

Doc was sati sfied.

"It will take approxi mately two hundred and fifty thousand dollars to see you through," he said

"I will put up the sum- on one condition."

Captain McC uskey bl ew through his walrus nustache and eyed Doc as if wondering whether the

bronze man had that much noney

The wal rus woul d have been surprised if he had known the true extent of Doc's wealth. For Doc had
at his command one of the nost fabul ous treasure troves in existence - a vast cavern stored with the
weal th of the ancient Mayan nation. This was |located in a |ost canyon, the Valley of the Vanished
in the renote recesses of Central America. Survivors of the ancient Myan civilization, living
isolated fromthe rest of the world, kept Doc supplied with mule trains of gold whenever he needed
it.

"What's the one condition?" MC uskey runbl ed

"The expedition nust be entirely in ny hands the first two nonths," Doc explained. "Wthin that
length of tine, |I shall visit a certain renpte spot in the arctic regions, and secure the thing | am
going after."

CAPTAI N MCCLUSKEY was surprised. "The thing you're goin' after - what d'you nean, matey?"

"I"'mafraid you'll have to swallow your curiosity on that point, captain. The object of our quest
wi Il be disclosed when we arrive, and not before. | can assure you, though, that it does not involve
breaking the law in any way."

The wal rus considered deeply. "Al right, matey. I'll sail two nmonths under your seal ed orders

But, strike ne pink, if yer breakin' the law, I'll throw ye into the brig the mnute | finds ye

out
"Fair enough."

"Cap'n Mcd uskey is as honest a swab as ever sailed the ocean,” the walrus continued his roaring
"l1've saved nme nobney many a |long year to bank enough to build the Helldiver. The good lads in ne
crew have done the sane. W want to do sonethin' to |leave our mark in the world, so we'll be
remenbered after we're in Davy Jones's | ocker

"This explorin' v'yage under the pole is our bid for fame, matey. It nmeans a lot to us. We ain't
gonna be throwed off our course this late in the ganme. Maybe ye don't understand our feelin's, but
that's the way it is.”

"Naturally, ny project will not interfere with your goal of sailing under the north pole," Doc
replied. "And you nmay rest assured we shall nake no effort to share in the glory of your
acconpl i shnent. | shall not permt ny nane to be nentioned, either as partial backer, or as having

acconpani ed you."

The wal rus man seened deeply noved

"Yer a generous nman, matey," he munbl ed. "But one other point, we'd better clar up."

"What's that?"

"The hearty lads in me crew," chuckled Captain MC uskey. "Them swabs ain't sissies, matey.

They' re good nmen. They've sailed in naval submarines aplenty in their tinme. But they're hard as iron

an' a little rough in their ways. You said you'd bring five of your own mates along. That's al
right. But if they ain't got hair on their chests, ny crewis liable to haze 'em around sone."
Doc smiled faintly. "I don't know about the hair, but | think my lads can hold their own."

"Bl ow me down!" grinned the walrus. "Then we'll get along like frogs on a log!"

"I wish to make a nunber of changes in this craft,"” Doc declared. "I shall pay for them
naturally."

The wal rus frowned. "What kinda changes?"
"A special radio. Electrical apparatus for sounding and |locating icebergs. A collapsible
seapl ane. Better diving suits than you have. And other things of that nature."

"Strike me pink." chuckled MO uskey. "Yer a swab that knows his his business, | can see that
How long' Il it take?"
"Two weeks."

Chapter 9. TOUGH CARGO

THE TWO weeks had passed

"Hel I diver is right!" Mnk grunbl ed. "The nane sure fits!" The under-the-polar-ice submarine was

of f the Maine coast, sailing northward. The craft had run into a stiff blow And nothing is quite as
di sturbing as the noverment of a U-boat in heavy going



As each gigantic sea approached the sharp bows of the sub, the steel cigar of a craft did a sort

of devil dance of anticipation. It shimmed fromside to side. It squirmed. It groaned |like a thing
in agony. Then it would sink in the wave as though going to its death.

They had to keep the hatches closed. To breathe the air inside was sonmething |ike being shut up

in a can of axle grease.

"It's an ol d-fashioned hell ship, if you ask me," Long Tom nuttered.

Doc Savage gl anced sharply at the frail, unhealthy-looking electrical wi zard. This was Long Tom s
way of telling inportant news.

"What do you mean by that, Long TonP" Doc asked.

"Last night, | had a dream" Long Tom began.

"So did I," groaned Monk, who was slightly seasick. "I dreanmed | was Jonah, and the whal e had
swal | oned ne. "

"Shut up!" snapped Long Tom "In nmy dream | saw sonebody bending over ne as | slept. | heard a

clicking noise, as though a pair of dice were being rattled in sonmebody's hand."

Strange lights flickered in Doc's golden eyes. "You're not trying to be funny, are you, Long

TonP"

"l never felt less funny. 1 grabbed at the man bending over nme in the dream | got this." Long
Tom drew an object fromhis pocket. It was a black-haired w g.

"Did you get a look at his face?" Doc rapped.

"It was too dark. And he was gone before |I could follow"

Doc considered in silence for perhaps a mnute.

"This is serious, brothers," he said at length. "That killer of Ben O Gard's is aboard this sub.
And we don't know him by sight."

"It oughta be easy to find himnow " snorted Mnk, eying the black wig. "Just find the guy whose
hair changed col or during the night."

It was astounding, the way Monk's seasickness had vani shed, now t hat danger threatened.

""No good," said Long Tom "I |ooked everybody over this norning. And no hair had changed col or.
That nmeans the nan was wearing the wig as a disguise while he did his dirty work."

"What dirty work?" Doc inquired.

"l forgot to nmention the fellow had a knife," Long Tomsaid dryly.

THE UNHEALTHY- LOOKI NG el ectrical w zard went below. Long Tom s | ooks were deceptive. Al though the
weakl i ng of Doc's crowd, he was man enough to thrash a good nine out of ten of the nen you pass on
the street.

Long Tomwas serving as radi o operator. He had installed a radio set so powerful he could keep in
touch with the rempotest corners of the earth, even while resting on the bottom of the sea.

He had al so equi pped the Helldiver with the nost sensitive devices for neasuring underwater

di stances with sound waves. Sinply by watching dials, Long Tomcould tell how far bel ow the sea
bottom was, how far they were fromthe nearest iceberg, and how big the berg was. An al arm bell
woul d even ring the instant they cane within dangerous distance of any floating object big enough to
harm t he sub.

Monk | eft Doc considering the new danger which threatened them Mnk had confidence Doc woul d
find a way to trap their enenmy with the clicking teeth.

Monk retired to the cubicle where he kept his chemcals. Mnk's contributions to the expedition
were numerous. The nost renarkabl e of these was a chemical concoction which, when rel eased in
quantities fromthe sub, would dissolve any ice which happened to be above it.

This renoved any danger of the Helldiver being trapped under the ice!

Speci al apparatus for supplying oxygen within the sub, concentrated foods which were conposed
sinmply of the necessary chem cal elenments for nourishment in a formeasily assimlated - these and
ot her things were products of Mnk's geni us.

Renny was doi ng work which his experience as an engineer enminently fitted him He was the
navigator. At this, Renny had few equals. Mreover, he was maki ng maps. The voyage of the Helldiver
woul d | ead through unexplored arctic regions, and Renny's maps woul d be of great value to future
generati ons.

The archaeol ogi st and geol ogi st, Johnny, possessed a fund of know edge about the polar ice cap
and ocean currents which would be invaluable. There were very few things about this old ball of nud
we call the earth which Johnny did not know.

As for Ham he had taken care of the |egal angles, such as securing the necessary perm ssion to
put in at Geenland seaports. The Danes run G eenland as a nonopoly, and a hatful of pernits are
necessary before a foreign vessel can touch there.

Ham al so furnished everybody aboard the Helldiver an exanple of what the well-dressed voyager
under the polar ice should wear. H's oilskins were inpeccable. The fact that he always carried an
i nnocent -1 ooki ng bl ack cane afforded Captain MC uskey's crew sonme chuckles. They didn't know this
was a sword cane. |f Ham ever drowned, he would still have that sword cane in one hand.

About noon, Ham searched Doc Savage out. Doc was on deck. It seened a miracle that each terrific
wave did not sweep himoverboard. But the seas had no nore effect upon Doc than upon a statue of
tough bronze netal. There was a strange quality about Doc's bronze skin - it seenmed to shed water



like the proverbial duck's back, w thout becom ng wet.

Ham was excited.

"Good news!" he yelled. "Radi o nessage from New York, Long Tom just copied it!"

"What is it?" Doc asked.

"Victor Vail left the hospital this norning," Hamreplied. "He is no longer blind. He can see as
wel | as anybody!"

THE SMASHI NG waves soon drove the i mmacul ate Haminto the greasy vitals of the subnmarine.

"1've inhaled so much oil already, it's oozing out of ny hide," he told Mnk.

But Monk was nmaki ng a chemical concoction capable of giving off warnth for several hours at a
stretch - sonmething that would be very handy to tuck in a man's shoes and gl oves when he took a.
stroll on the ice in the vicinity of the north pole. He didn't want to be bothered.

"G wan off an' chew a bacon rind!" he sneered.

Ham bl oat ed i ndi gnantly. Mnk had been goading himfor several days about pigs and pork, and Ham
hadn't been able to devise a single way to get back at Monk. Ham w shed mightily he dared take a
swing at Mnk, but he knew better. A grizzly bear with any sense would think tw ce before tackling
Monk.

Mittering to hinself, Ham anbled forward. He heard a sound which m ght have been an angry bull in
a china shop. Ham qui ckened his pace. It sounded like a fight. He ducked gingerly through a slit of
a door in a steel bul khead.

One of the Helldiver's crew sprawl ed on the grilled floor of the engine room The man was an
oiler. He was big - fully as big as Monk. He | ooked tough. Privately, Ham had considered getting
this oiler and Monk enbroiled in a fight, just for his own anusenent.

But the fighting oiler now sprawl ed on his back. He whinpered. H s |lips had been snashed into a
crimson pul p. One of his eyes was cl osed.

Over himtowered wal rus-like Captain MC uskey.

"l kin lick any swab aboard this iron fish!" the captain bellowed. "Rust ny anchor, but ']l
wing the neck of the next scut |I find shirkin' his work. Get up on yer feet, you! An' see that them
engines is kept better oiled!'"

Captain McCd uskey evidently ran his craft like an old-tine clipper naster.

Ham nental |y ki ssed the oil er good-by as a prospective opponent for Mnk. He addressed Captain
McCl uskey.

"I like your discipline nethods," he said flatteringly.

"They'll do, pretty boy." bellowed the walrus.

Ham wri t hed under the appellation of pretty boy. But he kept the oily smle of admration on his
face.

"I"'mafraid you're going to have trouble with one man aboard this vessel," he said in the air of
imparting a warning to his hero.

"Who?" roared the giant captain.

"The hairy baboon they call Mnk," said Ham bl andly.

“I"1l watch '"im" boomed the walrus om nously. "If he bats an eye at ne, I'Il hit the swab so
hard his fur will fall off!"

Ham had a foxy look in his eye as he anbl ed back to Monk's steel cubicle. He | ooked in at Mnk.
Monk gave him an el aborate, pig-like grunt.

Ham i gnored the insult.

"The captain says the next tine you bat an eye at him he's gonna hit you so hard you'll shed all
that red fuzz," Ham advi sed.
"Yeah?" Monk heaved to his feet. "Yeah? Well, |'Il just go tell "iml don't |ike guys talkin'

behind ny back like that."

He waddl ed out. He was so big he barely got through the door of his cubicle.

Ham trail ed al ong. He wouldn't have mi ssed what was going to happen for a thousand dollars.

MONK FOUND wal rus-1like Captain McC uskey in the officers' quarters. The two giants pronptly

gl owered at each other. Mnk's little eyes sparkled with the prospect of a fight. The wal rus bl ew
noi sily through his nustache, each hair of which was |ike a crooked bl ack peg.

"Listen, guy!" Mnk began in a sugary voice. | don't like -

The wal rus hit Mnk. It sounded like a gun going off.

Monk hadn't expected it so soon. He was caught off guard. The bl ow drove hi m backward as though
he had accidentally stood in front of a twelve-inch coast-defense gun.

H s bulk collided with Ham who was standi ng behind him That kept Mnk fromfalling.

But Ham was tunbl ed end over end. Hi s head cracked a val ve wheel. He was pronptly knocked

sensel ess.

From Haml s point of view, nothing worse could have happened. He slept through the whole fight. He
was cheated of enjoying the fruit of his devilnent. it was the biggest disappointnent Ham had
suffered in years. For days afterward, he was wont to get off in a corner and swear to hinself about
it.

Monk emitted a series of deep bawl i ng noises. He junped up and down like an ape. This cleared his
head. He rushed the wal rus.



The wal rus ki cked himin the stomach.

Monk fol ded down to the floor. The walrus | eaped high into the air, and came down - and his face
collided forcibly with Monk's driving feet.

Captain McC uskey turned over conpletely in the air. He spat out three teeth. He got up, roaring.
Monk knocked hi m down, | oosening two nore teeth in the process.

The walrus tried to bite off Monk's left ear with what teeth he had |eft.

Monk stopped this by grasping great folds of his opponent's anple stomach in nonster fists and
striving to tear the man open.

They stood toe to toe and traded haymakers. They swapped indiscrim nate Kicks.

It was a battle of the giants. A fray prinmeval! A thing of pristine savagery! It would have drawn
a mllion-dollar gate in the prize ring - except that the wonen's clubs woul d have stopped it.
And poor Ham sleeping through it all, would have cut off an armrather than mss it.

Captai n McC uskey |unged unexpectedly. Mnk was carried backward. H's bullet of a head crashed
agai nst a hard steel bul khead.

Monk fell sensel ess.

The wal rus drew back a foot to kick him

At this point, Renny dashed forward. He grasped McC uskey's huge arm

"You whi pped him" Renny runbled. "No need of crippling him"

Renny only wanted to keep Monk from serious danage. He was a peacenaker. He got what peacenakers
usual |y get.

The wal rus knocked Renny flat on his back.

THE FI GHT now started all over. Renny was nearly as heavy as Monk. He was al so a fine boxer. And
for years he had been smacking panels out of doors with his fists.

Renny got up fromthe floor and hung a left jab on MC uskey's nose.

The walrus emtted a sound that was a conbination of Vesuvius and N agara. By a narvel ous feat of
acrobatics, he managed to junmp on Renny's mdriff with both feet.

Air cane from Renny's nmouth so fast it alnmost blew out his teeth. He collapsed - largely to keep
his mddl e from being junped on again.

Captain Mcd uskey rushed in to the kill.

Renny hooked a fist. It hit McCOuskey's ear. It snashed the ear fiat as a well-ironed

handker chi ef .

A strange thing now happened.

McCl uskey got to his feet as calmy as though he were arising fromthe ness table. He anbl ed
toward the slit of a door. He was unsteady on his feet, it was true, and nearly wal ked a circle. But
he seenmed to have forgotten there was such a thing as a fight.

McCl uskey was extrenely punch drunk.

He sobered before he got out of the room though. Wirling, he enmitted a bell ow and sprang upon
Renny.

Renny roundhoused two good swings. The first folded McC uskey |like a barlow knife. The second
ruined the walrus's other ear and spun himlike a top.

McCl uskey staggered backward and fell into a bunk. An instant later, however, he cane out of it.
He was a | ot of man, that walrus.

The two bartered punches. Renny bl ocked one with his jaw. For an instant, he was dazed. That
instant was his undoing. Another swing |anded on top of the first.

Renny dropped, kayoed for one of the fewtimes in his career.

Mount ai nous Captain McCl uskey took two weaving steps for the narrow bul khead door. Then he si ghed
loudly, and, turning around twice like a dog finding a place to |lay down, slunped prone on the
floor.

Afterward, Ham awakened. The conbatants had been attended to, and Ham was so di sappoi nted that he
crawl ed out on deck and actually mingled salty tears with the sea.

DOC SAVAGE now i naugurated a canpaign of his own. He began to fraternize with the crew in a nost
diligent manner. It was only another evidence of his i mense know edge that he found sonething of
interest to discuss with each man.

Doc was hunting for the fell ow whose teeth clicked.

A strange thing becane evident. None of the crewwas willing to open up and talk frankly with
him Instead, half a dozen of them sought, none too adroitly, to wormfrom Doc his reasons for
com ng al ong on the under-the-polar-ice expedition.

The big oiler whom Captai n MC uskey had chastised for neglecting the engi nes was nost outspoken.
H s nane was, not without reason, "Dynamite" Smith.

"Just where is this boodle yer goin' after, sir?" asked Dynamte Smth.

"What boodl e?" queried Doc innocently.

Dynamite Smith shifted uneasily.

"Well, me an' ny mates kinda got the idea yer was goin' after somethin' up in the bloody arctic,"”
he said. "Have yer got a map that shows where it is?"

"What put all this into your head?"

"Nothin'," muttered Dynanmite Smith. Then, unable to stand the searching gaze of Doc's strangely



potent gol den eyes, the big oiler turned away.

It was obvious the man knew nore than he had divulged. It was al so evident that some sinister
devi | ment was breedi ng anmong the crew.

Doc didn't like it.

"I'll bet that bird with the clicking teeth is stirring up the crew," Doc deci ded.

An idea hit him He went to nmake sure he still had the treasure nap he had taken off the back of
blind Victor Vail by X ray.

The map was gone! Sonebody had stolen it!

SEVERAL DAYS passed. Not hi ng happened. The Hel | di ver now sail ed off a barren section of northern
Greenl and. Great blue icebergs cocked nasty snouts out of the sea all about them The sub sl oughed
through mle after mle of thin pan ice.

Cccasional ly, where the pan ice had joined with fields of growers, or small bergs, to nmake a
solid barrier, they subnmerged and passed under.

The submarine was behaving beautifully. Long Tom s wonderful apparatus kept them out of danger,
with the doubl e safeguard of Mnk's special chenicals, should sonething go am ss.

Monk, Renny, and the walruslike Captain MO uskey had resuned relations. |ndeed, they got al ong
handsonely. They had a hearty respect for each other's fighting qualities.

Doc hadn't found the man with the clicking teeth. He was nystified He coul dn't imagi ne who had
his treasure map, but he did not worry greatly about it His retentive brain held all details of the
chart. He could sit down and reproduce it perfectly from nmenory.

The only discovery of note he had made was that Dynamite Smith, the big oiler, used narcotics

al nost steadily. Doc consulted Captain M uskey about this.

"Sure, | knowed the swab was a dope head," the walrus assured him "Rust ny anchor, but it don't
seemto hurt him He's been usin' the stuff for years. Let'malone, matey. The stuff just keeps 'im
harm ess. "

Doc was not so sure about that. But there was nothing to be gained by starting trouble.

Long Tom radi oed their position daily to Victor Vail. The violinist showed a great interest in
their progress, as well as the exact course they intended to follow

Sonetimes Doc wondered about Victor Vail's avid desire to know their whereabouts to the fraction
of amle.

They were in a zone of continuous daylight now. The sun shone the full clock around. It was never
ni ght .

"Confound such a region!" Ham conpl ai ned. He had just found out that for the |last three days,
Monk had awakened himat mdnight, and nade himbelieve it was noon the next day. Consequently, Ham
had been losing a | ot of sleep, and couldn't understand what was making himfeel so groggy.

A strange, sinister tension was grow ng aboard the Helldiver.

The crew congregated in groups, whispering. They dispersed, or fell to speaking |oudly of
comonpl aces when Captai n Mcd uskey, Doc, or any of his five nen cane near.

"Rust ny anchor, but | snells trouble!" Captain MC uskey confided to Doc.

Day after day, the submarine bored into the polar regions. Twice it travel ed under the ice nore
than a score of hours. It made many shorter jaunts under the pack.

On one occasion, they would surely have been trapped under a vast field of ice nmore than thirty
feet deep, had it not been for Mnk's chem cals. Released fromconpartnents in the skin of the
under seas boat, the stuff let the craft reach the surface through a great self-made bl ow hol e.

It was now but a matter of dozens of miles to the spot where the treasure map indicated the

l ong-1ost liner Cceanic |ay.

Doc noted a perceptible increase in the sinister tension.

"We're in for a jam" he told his five nmen seriously. "The crew of this sub, part of them at

| east, know what we're after. And one of these surely nust have ny map."

Monk grinned with all his honely face, and popped his knuckl es.

"Vell, we ain't seen no signs of Keel haul de Rosa or Ben O Gard," he chuckled. 'That's one
consol ation."

"It's nmy opinion that Ben O Gard's man with the clicking teeth is behind this trouble brew ng
with the crew," Doc replied.

"Confound it." declared Ham "The clicking of the teeth should nake the man easy to find!"
"That's what 1 thought," Doc said wyly. "But, bless nme, brothers, | do believe that fellow s
teeth have stopped clicking. |'ve gone around, straining nmy ears day after day, and not a click have
I heard."

"Maybe it was really a dream Long Tom had about the man with the noisy teeth bending over him
that ni ght?" Johnny suggested.

"l didn't dreamthe black wig!" Long Tomretorted.

There was nothing to be said to that. The concl ave broke up. At a scant five mles an hour, the
Hel | di ver nosed for the dab of unmapped | and where the |iner Oceanic supposedly |ay.

This was virtually an unexpl ored regi on where they now crui sed. Possibly a polar aviator had
flown over it, but even that was highly unlikely.

Doc retired, confident another twenty-four hours would bring action of sone sort.



It did.

Johnny's frantic plunge into Doc's quarters awakened the big bronze man. Johnny's breath was a
procession of gulps. H's spectacles with the magnifying lens on the left side, were askew his nose.
"Renny! Monk!" he shouted. "They are both gone! They vani shed during their watch on deck!"
Chapter 10. MAROONED

IN flash parts of seconds, Doc was in the control room

"Put about!" His powerful voice volleyed through the nonotonous conplaint of the Diesel engines.
It penetrated to every cranny of the subnmarine, fromthe "hard-nose" bow up front - |oaded with
steel and concrete in case of collision with the ice - to the little tunnel through the after trim
tanks, which gave access to the rudder mechani sm

The hel msman spun hi s wheel .

"Ful | speed ahead!" Doc booned into the engi ne-room speaki ng tube.

Captain McC uskey lurched in fromthe officers' quarters. He was sticky-eyed from sl eep.

"What's goin' on here?" he roared. "Rust ny anchor, what we puttin' about for?"

"My two men, Monk and Renny, have di sappeared!" Doc told him "W're going back to hunt them"
Captain Mcd uskey cl anbered up on deck. But he cane down al nbst at once, his hairy shanks bl ue
fromthe cold.

"No use!" he runbled. "Stormin' up there! If themtwo swabs ain't aboard, they're in Davy Jones's
| ocker."

McCl uskey sei zed the speaking tube to the engine room shouted into it: "Slow your engines to
normal speed." Then, to the hel nmeman: "Hard over, ne hearty. W're resumn' our course."

Cold and hard as a statue of bronze, Doc Savage was suddenly in front of M uskey. Doc was big.
The wal rus was bi gger. He outwei ghed Doc by nearly a hundred pounds.

"Counternmand that order!" Doc directed.

Such a quality of conpelling obedience did his renmarkabl e voice have, that MC uskey nade an
involuntary gesture at conpliance. Then he bristled.

"I"m skipper of this tin fish!" he bellowed. "W ain't wastin no tine goin' back to | ook for them
two swabs. Davy Jones has got 'em | tell you!"

"Countermand that order!" Doc repeated. "We'll find Monk and Ham or their bodies, if we have to
winter in this ice pack!"

Captain McC uskey gl owered. He had a | ot of confidence in hinmself. He had whi pped Monk and Renny
in succession, and either one of them | ooked nore dangerous than this strange bronze man.

"Il show yer who's master of this hooker!" he snarl ed.

He reached for Doc's throat.

The wal rus was now treated to the big surprise of his life.

H s hand was trapped in md-air by case-hardened bronze fingers. For an instant, MC uskey

t hought the hand had been cut off, so nmuch did that grip hurt, and so nunb did it nake his arm
He started a blow with his free fist.

It traveled hardly nore than an inch. Then that hand was closed in a fearful clasp. The hard paw
crushed |ike so nuch dough. Big blisters of blood popped out on the finger tips, and burst with fine
sprays of crinmson.

The wal rus screanmed |ike a hurt child.

He stared at his hands. His eyes nearly fell out. Both his nonster claws were now being held
easily by one hard hand of bronze. Strain as he would, he could not budge them The |argest vise
could not have held themtighter - or nore painfully.

The wal rus screaned agai n. He had thought hinself a mighty fighter. Not in the scope of his
menory had he nmet a scrapper who could stand before him

But in the hands of this strange bronze nan, he was like a fat sheep in the jaws of a hungry
tiger, Then a Big Bertha shell seened to go off in the captain's head. He slunped sensel ess.

Doc had kayoed himwi th one punch!

THE SUBMARI NE rooted through growl ers and pan ice. Back and forth, right and left, |unged and

wal | owed. Sonetinmes sheets of pan ice crowded up on the deck until Doc, Long Tom Ham and Johnny
had to dive hastily down the hatch to avoid being crushed or swept overboard.

They had been searching for five hours.

No sign of Monk or Renny had they found.

A bitter wind was swoopi ng off the distant wastes of ice-capped Geenland. It froze spray on the
steel runners affixed to the hull of the under-the-ice sub. But the chenmicals on the sides of the
ship flushed the frigid coating away at intervals.

"The gal e was worse during the night," Johnny nuttered. "Poor Mnk! Poor Renny!" He blinked his
eyes back of his spectacle |enses.

Al t hough Monk and Renny had i ndeed vani shed during the night, it was night only by their watches.
The sun hung well above the horizon - where it had lingered for sone days. |t was wan, al nost |ost
in a pale, nasty haze.

I ce which had piled up on deck abruptly slid off with a grinding roar.

Doc went outside. He carried powerful binoculars. But once nobre, a search through them discl osed
not hi ng.



However, the sub now surged across a conparatively open lead in the ice pack. This was what Doc
had been hoping for.

"Stand by to put out the seaplane!" he ordered. The crew crowded the deck. They were surly. The
air of sinister trouble still hung about them But they obeyed Doc's orders with alacrity. Sone of
them had seen what had happened to Captain M uskey. They had told the others.

A deck plate was lifted. A folding boomwas jacked into position.

Qut came an all-netal, collapsible seaplane. Doc hinself got the tiny hornet of a craft ready for
the air.

Captai n McC uskey canme on deck while the work was under way. Doc Savage rested his gol den eyes
intently upon the wal rus of a nman.

McCl uskey scowl ed for a second or two. Then he grinned sheepishly.

"Ye won't have any nore trouble fromnme, matey," he munbl ed. Then he wi nced and noved hi s hands.

Each paw was bundl ed i n bandages until it resenbled the foot of a man with the gout.
Doc drew his three remai ni ng conpani ons asi de.
"Keep your hands on your guns," he warned them "I don't think McCluskey will make nore trouble

imredi ately. But watch his crew "

It seened a miracle when the cockpit of the dimnutive seaplane held Doc's mighty bronze form
The little radial engine was fitted with a starter. Doc turned it over. The cold made it stubborn.
It fired at |ast.

The exhaust stacks snoked for a while. Then they |ipped blue flame. The engi ne was warm

The plane floats left a ribbon of foamas they scudded across the open lead in the ice pack. Doc
backed the control stick. The ship vaulted off the water.

He banked in circle after circle, each one wider than the |ast.

The pal e haze hadn't |ooked so thick fromthe surface. But it hanpered vision amazingly fromthe
air. The gl oom was increasing, too.

No sign of Monk or Renny could he discern.

He flew back at |ast and alighted beside the submarine. The frozen rigidity of his bronze face
told Long Tom Ham and Johnny the worst.

"Monk and Renny are - finished," Long Tom said thickly.

"Monk - how |'mgonna miss that guy!" Ham nmunbl ed. He was near tears.

The crew hoi sted the seapl ane aboard, collapsed it, and stowed it under the deck plates.

TWO HOURS | ater, walrus-1like Captain MC uskey was pointing with a thick arm

"Rust ny anchor - |ook!" he booned. "Two points off the starboard bow "

Doc Savage, conming up frombel ow, was a bronze flash. He thought Monk and Renny m ght have been
sighted. There was al ways the possibility they had been washed overboard, and had reached one of the
many i cebergs.

This, however, was only a herd of wal rus asleep on an enornous pan of ice.

"We need fresh nmeat," explained Captain McCOuskey. "It's unusual to sight "emthis far north. I'm
goin' after some of the critters. Want to go al ong, matey?"

Doc nodded. He advi sed Ham Johnny, and Long Tomto go also. It would get their mnds off the

| oss of Monk and Renny.

Several of the crew were also going, big Dynamite Smth included in them Doc nade sure a nunber
of the surly faction amd the crew, the suspected plotters, were anong the hunters. There seened
nothing to be lost in deserting the sub for a tine.

Two fol ding kayaks - long and narrow boats with a covering of sealskin - were set up. They al so
assenbl ed a um ak, overgrown brother of the kayak.

Doc went bel ow. He was gone about ten minutes. During that tinme, he was al one bel ow decks, every
one being outside to witness the departure of the hunters.

Doc cane up, bearing a sizable bundle. This was done in waterproof silKk.

"What's that, matey?" Captain MC uskey wanted to know.

Bi g bronze Doc Savage seened not to hear the query.

They put off.

The edge of the iceberg, near where the walrus herd slept, arose alnost vertically. It was too
sheer for a landing. The hunters decided to stalk the animals fromthe berg. They paddled directly
to the floe, alighted, and drew the folding boats well out of the cold water.

Captain Mcd uskey and the rest of the Helldiver crewled the stalk. Doc, with his strange bundl e,
kept warily in the rear. Ham Long Tom and Johnny trod his heels.

The bitter cold bothered themat first, but becane |ess noticeable in a few mnutes. They wore
regul ati on Eskinmo garb - noccasins reaching to their knees, and lined with reindeer skin, bearskin
trousers, shirts of auk skins with the feathers inside, and shirts of sealskin, with a hood which
covered their heads.

The surface of the ice pack was rough. Progress becane | aborious. The need for silence nmade it
harder. Their speed was hardly half a mle an hour.

Captain McC uskey and his nmen drew a little ahead.

Suddenly they whirled. They ained rifles at Doc and his friends.

"Kill the swabs!" shrieked Captain McCl uskey.



DOC HAD been alert. He was not taken off guard. Hardly had the Helldiver nen started their show
of hostilities when a mghty bronze armrushed Johnny, Long Tom and Hamto cover behind an ice
hunmmock.

The nmove was executed so quickly they were sheltered before the first rifle volley spattered out
noi sily.

Bull ets dug into the i ce hummock, showering Doc and his friends with fragments of ice. The pieces
tinkl ed down the hard flanks of the ice nound with a sound like tiny bells.

"Retreat!" Doc commanded his friends. "We're between the gang and their boats. We'll try to keep
them fromreaching the craft."”

They were extrenely thankful for the rugged surface of the iceberg, now that the situation had
changed.

Doc found a snall crevice in the ice. Into this he lowered his bundle. Wth a single rap of his
tenpered fist, he shattered enough brittle ice to conceal the bundle.

Captai n Mcd uskey's booni ng voice reached them

"The deck swi pes!" thundered the walrus. "Put the lot of '"emin Davy Jones's |ocker!"

"They don't seemto be trying to beat us back to the boats!" Doc said in a tight voice of

wonder .

A stormof |ead scored the ice all about. The Helldiver gang had caught sight of them

Ham whirl ed. He secured a glinpse of a fur-swathed head. His rifle jarred. A nman sl ouched out
from behind an ice spike and lay down as though tired. Steamcurled up fromthe scarlet pool that
gathered around his feebly squirmng body.

"I haven't lost ny shooting eye!" Hamsaid with grimmirth. "Did you see who | w nged?"

"Dynamite Smith, the oiler," Doc retorted. "Let's veer over to the right here. It |ooks like
better footing."

There ensued a frightful couple of mnutes before they reached the spot Doc had indicated. The
nore frantic the effort they put forth, the nore they slithered around on the terrifically rough and
slippery ice.

"Seas have been breaking over this berg recently," Doc explained. "That's why it's so infernally
slick."

Bul I ets gouged ice around them|li ke hard-driven, invisible picks. Ricocheting, the | ead squalled
I'i ke unseen wild cats.

Doc, Long Tom Ham and Johnny finally reached the snoboth footing which Doc had indicated. This
was a great crack which had opened in the berg, filled with water, then frozen. They glided down
it.

"We're gonna beat 'emto the boats, anyhow " said the bony Johnny. He had taken off his glasses
with the magnifying lens on the left side. H's breath steam had been foggi ng the spectacles. Johnny
really did not have nmuch need of glasses on his good right eye, anyway.

"It's funny they're not putting up nore of a race to keep us fromreaching the boats!" Long Tom
snapped. "I don't understand it!"

But they did understand it a nonent |ater.

They cane in sight of the boats - nore properly, the spot where the boats should have been, for
the craft were gone.

And the submarine was not where they had left it!

"THEY' RE CLEVER rats!" Doc Savage said grimy. "The nmen who remai ned aboard the Helldiver put
anot her folding boat in the water the instant we were out of sight. They secured the craft we |eft
on the ice. And look - there's why MC uskey's gang were not so anbitious in pursuing us." A bronze
arm poi nt ed.

The three stared. Their hearts sank.

The Hel | di ver had crui sed down the edge of the iceberg. Standing by, the submarine was picking up
menbers of the villainous crew as they slid off the sheer edge of the vast pan of ice.

Doc's pals opened fire with their rifles. The range was considerable. A high tribute to their
shooting was the fact that they put two of the Helldiver crew out of conm ssion.

The rest of the sailors reached the submarine safely. The craft sped down an open lead in the
pack ice, headed northward. It was maeking for the spot where, according to the map, the liner
Cceanic lay. The dense mist swallowed the sub conpletely.

The last thing they saw was the gigantic figure of Captain Md uskey standing on deck, shaking
both his fists in their direction.

"Brothers!" Doc said mldly, "we have been guilty of an unforgivable nstake."

"What's that," Hamwanted to know.

"We underestimated the intelligence of friend McC uskey," Doc replied. "Some days ago, MC uskey
commented on the furtive actions of his own crew, giving the inpression, he, hinself, feared trouble
fromthem The clever fellow nust have been aware | had noticed the attitude of the crew, and he
expressed hinself thus to allay nmy suspicions of him"

"They' ve got the treasure map, of course," Ham clipped. "They've set out to grab the treasure."
"And they've left us in a pretty serious position," Johnny nmuttered. "Marooned on this arctic ice
pack is tantanobunt to a sentence of death."



Johnny's words carried awful portent Johnny knew the polar regions. It was a part of his
profession. And if he said their situation was bad - it was really bad!

"We might as well realize we're up against it," Doc told them "and stop tal king about it."
"The racket scared the walrus off the floe," Long Tom grunbl ed, his unhealthy-|ooking features

drawi ng deeper into the hood of his fur parka, like the head of a turtle into its shell. "W're
wi t hout grub!"
Ham whi pped his bearskin trousers vigorously with his sword cane. "l've heard of Eskinps l|iving

quite a while by eating their clothes," he said.

"We won't need to start on our wardrobe for a while:' Doc smiled. "W have concentrated rations
for about a nonth."

"Where?" the others yelled in chorus.

"In the bundle | brought along," Doc replied.

THE PARTY retraced their steps to secure the all-inportant bundl e Doc had cached in the ice
crevice.

There was no excitement now. They had leisure to realize the full peril of their predicanent.
The deathli ke quiet of the polar wastes had envel oped them The stillness was as of a tonb.
Fromtine to tine, the awful silence was shattered by a crashing roll of sound |ike thunder.
These noises would start with a report sharp and | oud as a cannon crack, and there would follow an
increasing volley until the very ice under their feet seened to quake.

This was the awesone voice of the ice waste - it was sinply cracks opening in the floes.

"Ni ce nusic!" Ham shudder ed.

Thoughts came to them of Renny and Mnk, of the death both giants seenmed certain to have
suffered. This depressed them

There was a quality of horror in the grisly spells of silence. It was as though they existed in
sone weird, frozen habitat of |ost souls. They found thenselves listening with an eagerness near
pathetic for the sporadi c cannonade of the ice - then shivering when the sound did cone.

Only big bronze Doc Savage showed no enotion. He swung along easily, keeping his feet on the
slick iceberg under foot as surely as though his mukluks were arms with steel spikes. Oten, he
waited for his three friends to overhaul him

The mi ghty bronze man seened to sense that his very presence offered a bolster to the courage of
Long Tom Ham and Johnny. So he remai ned near them although the best pace they coul d manage was
but the speed of a snail conpared to the swiftness with which Doc could have reached the cache.
They secured the bundle fromthe crevice in the ice.

Doc let his nen squat around it. They went to work on the wappings with cold-stiffened fingers.
The nmore they kept busy, the less they woul d brood over their fearsome predicanment.

Suddenly, Ham gave a start - stopped fiddling with the knots.

To his ears had cone the low, exotic trilling sound which was part of Doc. So |l ow, so nearly
unreal was the nellow note that it was alnost lost in the fearful silences about them It might have
been the voice of sonme fantastic sprite of this domain of cold.

Ham grasped his sword cane. Johnny and Long Tom becane rigid as the ice humocks about them
Doc's trilling slipped away i nto nothingness in a manner as intangible as its com ng.

For a long mnute, silence fairly reeked. It was the kind of quiet, this dead apathy of the
arctic, which you nonentarily expected to expl ode.

Cane a new sound! Doc had heard it before. That was what had surprised himinto setting up his
trilling note. Now Johnny, Long Tom and Ham al so heard it distinctly.

A clicking! Aclicking as of dice rattled together in a palmn

The noi se which had haunted Victor Vail down through the years! The noi se whi ch nmarked the
presence of Ben O Gard's man!

"That, brothers," Doc Savage said softly, "is one of the last things | expected to hear at this
spot!"”

WTH THE final word, Doc glided forward. The others raced after him But they were left behind as
though their feet were frozen in the ice pack.

Doc Savage was lost to their sight.

When they overhaul ed him Doc was standing over a human figure that sprawled in a steam ng | ake
of scarlet.

"Dynanmite Smith!" Hamclipped. "The bird | shot." Doc and his three friends now exchanged

under st andi ng gl ances.

An uncontrol | abl e pal sy had seized Dynanite Snith's jaws. They rattled together - nmade the

di stinctive clicking.

Dynanmite Smith was the one of Ben O Gard's villains who had kept track of Victor Vail down

t hrough the years.

"l don't understand it!" Long Tom nmuttered. "Wen he bent over nme that night in ny bunk, his
teeth clicked. But we have talked with himmany tinmes since then, aboard the submarine, and his
teeth made no sound.”

"l see the explanation of that - now," Doc replied. "Dynamte Smith has been using narcotics

al nost steadily throughout the submarine voyage."



"You nean -

"That the dope quiets his jaws." Doc explained. "In other words, every addict gets the

heebi e-j eebi es when deprived of his narcotic. Wen Dynanmite Smith is without it, his jaws shake.
When he has it, they don't."

The wounded man was conscious. He rolled his eyes.

Doc Savage now exami ned the man's wound. But Ham had nade an accurate shot.

"You're dooned," Doc told Dynamite Smith w thout enotion.

The dying man's |ips noved. Doc was forced to bend cl ose before even his keen ears coul d deci pher
the fell ow s gaspings.

"Ben O Gard an' ny mateys went off an' left ne here, huh?" Dynamite Snith said.

Enotion rarely showed on Doc Savage's handsone bronze face. But it was in evidence now.

"Was Ben O Gard on the Helldiver?" he demanded. Dynanite Smith did not answer the question. His
glazing eyes rolled slowy until they focused upon Long Tom

"I was huntin' the map when yer grabbed the black wig offn nmy head that night," he whispered
feebly, "After | come near gettin' caught, Ben O Gard hisself done the huntin'. It was himfound the
map an' swiped it fromyer."

"Which one of the Helldiver crewis Ben O Gard?" Doc denanded.

An evil, vicious sneer distorted the blue |lips of the dying man. H s whisper gurgled in his
throat.

"We fooled the crew of ye plenty neat," he | abored.

It seened he would never get the next words past his stiffening throat nuscles. The vill ai nous
sneer spread upon his lips.

"Ben O Gard is Cap'n Md uskey!" he coughed.

ONE STARTLED gl ance Doc and his three friends exchanged. Wen they | ooked back at Dynamite Smth,
the man was dead.

"Ben O Gard and Captain MC uskey - the sane person!" Ham nuttered. "For cryin' out |oud!"

Doc Savage's strong |ips warped slightly.

"It seens, brothers, that we kindly financed the expedition of our enemes to get the treasure,"
he said dryly. "No doubt Ben O Gard - we'll call himthat fromnow on, instead of Captain MC uskey
- no doubt Ben O Gard did take sonme of the treasure fromthe Oceanic when he left the liner nore
than fifteen years ago. He used that noney to fit up the Helldiver. But his funds were not
sufficient. He advertised for a sucker to back him I|nmagine his pleasure when we presented

oursel ves!"

Ham gr oaned | oudly.

"It was me called your attention to that newspaper story about the under-the-ice submarine," he
berated hinself. "Wat a nmess | got us into!"

Doc's | ow | aughter danced nerrily anong the ice humpcks.

"Forget it, Ham If the fault bel ongs anywhere, it's on ny shoulders. Let us go back and open
that bundle of mne."

They retraced their steps to the bundle. The seal skin thong was untied. The waterproof covering
was renoved.

"Hey!" barked Johnny in surprise. "This wapper is a small silk tent!"

"It's more than a tent, also,” Doc informed him "Wth it in the package is a collapsible frane
of alloy metal. Expanded, and with that silk tent stretched over it, the frame beconmes a boat. There
are web paddl es which can be attached to our rifle barrels for propul sion."

They all now dived into the rest of the bundle. They were anxious to see what fresh wonders it
hel d.

Long Tomrel eased a how of delight.

"Aradio set!" he squawl ed. "Transmitter and receiver, conplete!"

Swiftly, Long Tomdrew aside with the w rel ess equi pment. He proceeded to put it in operation.
The apparatus was of Doc's own devising, narvelously conpact. It had no bulky batteries which m ght
be rendered usel ess by noisture or cold, or exhausted by use. Current was supplied by a generator
operated by a powerful spring and cl ockwork. The set operated on very short wave | engths.

In fifteen minutes, Long Tomhad it ready for a test. Eagerly, the electrical w zard cocked an
ear at the tiny built-in loud speaker, and twirled the tuning dials.

Suddenly a voice purred out of the speaker.

The astoni shment of Doc and his friends at hearing that voice was unbounded. It was as though
they had tuned in on the other world.

They junped up and down. They bell owed at each other in a near hysteria of delight They danced
circles on the iceberg.

"I tell you' we're tuned in on hell!" Ham how ed.

Ham was back in his old form

For it was Monk's voice com ng out of the |oud-speaker!

Chapter 11. POLAR PERI L

3

ONE HOUR had passed. In the haze-soaked sky hung a dark spot. This spot emtted a | oud droning.



The droning increased in vol une.

The spot becane a seapl ane

It was a two-notored job, not the | atest and speedi est type of plane, and sonewhat shabby. But an
angel woul d not have | ooked better to the four men watching it fromthe iceberg

The ship sloped down in the fog. It circled. It Iowered. The floats scraped a | ong white chal k
mark of foamon the open lead in the ice pack. Then they settled. The plane taxied in to the rim of
the berg

Monk and Renny stood on the floats. Wth acrobatic | eaps, they bounded to the ice

Probably no nore hearty reunion ever occurred than took place there in the cold shadow of the
north pole

Unnoticed at first, a nan clanbered out and sat on the cabin of the plane

Doc Savage was the first to glinpse him

"Victor Vail!" he called in surprise

The famous violinist smled at Doc. He tried to speak, but could find no words to express the
depth of his feeling

Finally, Victor Vail pointed at his own eyes. It was a sinple gesture. But its neaning was
unbounded

Victor Vail now had eyes which were entirely normal. So deep was his gratitude to this giant
bronze man that he could not put his enotion into coherent sentences

"l sure thought |I was rid of the sight of your ugly nmug," Hamtold Mnk happily. "Wat

happened?"

"The dang submarine subnerged while we were keeping watch on deck," Mnk explained in his mld
way. "We were washed off. We swam|ike polar bears. 1'll bet we swamten mles. Tal k about cold W
happened to have some of that chemi cal concoction | fixed up to keep a man warm or we'd have frozen
stiff. Anyway, we finally found an iceberg big enough to roost on."

"And we roosted on it until Victor Vail canme along and took us off," Renny put in, his vast voice
runbling over the ice pack |ike thunder

Doc Savage eyed Victor Vail. The violinist was alone in the plane. Surely, he had not flown into
the arctic wastes al one?

Victor Vail sensed his puzzl enent

"I hired this plane and a pilot to overhaul you," he ex plained. "You may have wondered why

have been so interested in your exact position, and the course you intended to follow. The reason
was because | intended to join you."

"But why?" Doc questioned

"My wife and ny infant daughter, Roxey," Victor Vail said quietly. "I wanted to satisfy nyself as
to their - fate."

LONG TOM now busi ed hi nsel f taking down the portable radio outfit, It had served its purpose
well, for it had guided the plane to this iceberg

"Where is the pilot Victor Vail hired to fly hin?" Doc asked

"The nonkey got cold feet!" Renny grinned. "Looking at all these icebergs got his goat. He
refused to go on. So we took himback south to a little settlenent on the coast of G eenland, bought
his plane for twice what it is worth, and left him"

"That accounts for our not finding you," Doc decided

Long Tom stored the | ast of the radio equipnent into its container

"You haven't told us how you happened to be marooned here," Mnk grunted

So Doc expl ai ned. "Captain MCuskey is Ben O Gard," he concl uded

Victor Vail nmade a gesture of regret

"l could not describe Ben O Gard to you," he murnmured. "I had no eyes to see himat the tinme

was in contact with him"

The fanous violinist was now seized again with enption. In halting words, he sought to express
his gratitude to big bronze Doc Savage for the return of his vision

"Any debt of gratitude you owed nme is already paid in full!" Doc assured him "You have saved ne
and ny friends fromal nost certain death. In the winter, when the ice pack is frozen solid, we m ght
have reached civilization. But as it was, we were in a death trap."

"Mcd uskey and Ben O Gard are the sane guy!" Renny rum nated. He popped his enornous fists

together They were so hard it was a wonder sparks did not fly. "I'd |like to have another chance at
that walrus! |'ll bet the chunmp wouldn't lick me the second tine!"
"You an' me both, pal!" Mnk said with deceptive gentleness. "Dibs on first whack at 'imwhen we

meet again!"

Long Tom had been delving in Doc's bundle. Now he gave a bark of surprise

"Hey, what's this jigger?" he denmanded

He held up an oddly shaped blob of netal. It weighed quite a nunber of pounds

"That," Doc expl ained softly, "is sonmething | took off the submarine before we cane away on our
wal rus hunt. It's a valve fromone of the subnerging tanks."

Long Tom grinned widely. He sensed that Doc had pulled a fast one

"Furthernore," Doc continued, "Mnk's chemical which nelts the ice is all exhausted fromthe



containers in the hull of the sub. There's material for nore of the stuff aboard, but the Helldiver
crew don't know how to mx it."

"You nean the gang can't take the submarine beneath the surface without this valve?" Long Tom
demanded.

"Exactly," Doc replied. "They will realize they'd never conme up if they did. The craft would be
fl ooded. Too, they haven't the chemical to nmelt thenselves out of a jam The Helldiver cannot escape
fromthis arctic ice pack w thout subnerging to pass under solidly frozen floes."

"Then we've still got the upper hand on the gang!" Mnk chortl ed.

THE SPIRI TS of the adventurous group now soared. They boarded the seaplane. O d though the craft
m ght be, it was anply large to accormmpdate all of them Doc hinself handl ed the controls.

The shabby buzzard of a plane seened to take a drink out of the Fountain of Youth, or whatever
rejuvenates decrepit seaplanes. It wiggled its tail like a fledgling. Wth a skipping lunge, it took
the air.

"The Hell diver cannot have sailed far," Doc remarked.

Long Tom Ham and Johnny were taking stock of the plane fittings. There was an enmergency outfit
for arctic travel, including penm can and concentrated fruit juices intended to conbat scurvy.
There were al so parachutes.

"They may cone in handy," Long Tom grinned. "Fromwhat |'ve seen of this ice pack, a man
sonetimes can go many a mle wi thout finding enough open water to land a pl ane."

"Suppose you birds use binoculars on what's bel ow us," Doc suggested mldly. "Finding the
submarine in this fog is going to be a job."

"You said it," agreed Renny. "We'd never have found you on that iceberg if it hadn't been for the
radi o conpass wWith which this plane is equipped."

Long Tom hastily seated hinself before the radio conpass. He twirled the dials, and cranked the
gear which turned the loop ae"rial of the conpass. Then he grow ed disgustedly.

"They're not operating the radio on the submarine,"” he declared. "Finding themwould be a pipe if
they were."

It was nmuch colder in the air. They shivered in spite of their fur garnents. Such warnth as there
was in this frigid waste seened to cone fromthe water.

Doc's great voice suddenly reached every ear in the plane. He spoke but one word.

"Land!"

Several intent |ooks were required before the others saw what Doc's sharp gaze had di scerned.
Land it was, right enough. But it |ooked nore |ike a vast iceberg. Only occasional rocky peaks
projecting fromthe glacial mass identified it as |and.

"No map shows this |and!" declared Johnny. "It can't be very great in area."

"What we're interested inis the fact that the liner Cceanic is aground on it sonewhere," Doc
informed him

Victor Vail peered eagerly through the cabin w ndows. He had spent terrible weeks somewhere on
that bleak terrain below. It held the secret of the fate of his w fe and daughter, Roxey. Yet this
was the first time he had ever actually seen it. The sight seened to depress him He shuddered.
"No one could live down there - nore than fifteen years," he choked.

In Victor Vail's heart had reposed a desperate hope that he mght find his |oved ones alive. This
now f aded.

"There's the Helldiver!" Doc said abruptly.

The others discovered it a nonent |ater.

"Holy cow " expl oded Renny. "The ice is about to crush the subnarine!"

BEN O GARD and his villains were trapped! They had nosed the Helldiver into an open lead in the
ice pack, close inshore. Excitenment over the nearness of their objective nust have nmade them
reckl ess.

The ice floe had closed behind them Slowy, inexorably, it now squeezed toward the sub. The
bergs, a pale and revolting blue in the haze, crept in like the frozen fangs of a vast nonster. No
nore than a score of feet of water |ay open on either side of the sharp-backed steel cigar of an
under seas boat .

Ben O Gard and his thugs crowded the deck. They saw the seapl ane. They waved frantically.

"l do believe they're glad to see us!" Mnk snorted grimy. "W oughta sail around up here and
wat ch ' em get squashed."

"There mi ght be sonme pleasure in that," Doc admtted. "But we need that submarine to take the
treasure home. There's too nuch of it to fly back by plane.”

Monk shrugged. "How can we help 'en? There's not enough open water to |and the plane."

"Take the controls," Doc Savage told Renny.

Renny renonstrated: "Hey - what on - "

Then he made a leap for the controls. Doc had deserted them Renny banked the plane in a circle.
Li ke all of Doc's five friends, he was an excellent pilot. Doc's teaching had nmade acconplished
airnmen out of them Doc seened able to inpact a share of his own genius to those whom he taught.
Doc now snugged a parachute harness about his powerful frane. He grasped the val ve which was
all-inmportant to the safety of the submarine.



Before the others coul d voice an objection, Doc shoved open the cabin door. He dived through.

The white silk of the parachute cane out of the back pack like a puff of pale snoke. Doc was
lowered to the ice near the distressed Helldiver.

Ben O Gard and his crew held guns. They made threatening gestures. Doc displayed the valve. This
was the magi c wand that quieted the villains.

"Throw your weapons overboard!" Doc conmmanded.

For this order, he was roundly cursed. Ben O Gard waxed especially el oquent. He nust have
gathered swear words from nost of the dives of the world. He swore in six distinct |anguages, not
counting pidgin English.

But the guns went overboard.

DOC SAVAGE now sprinted forward. The ice had closed in perceptibly. But nore than a score of feet
still separated the Helldiver fromthe renorsel ess blue jaws.

The surface of the floe was slippery. The leap to the submarine was prodigi ous. But fromthe ease
with which Doc made it, he m ght have been gifted with invisible wngs.

More than one gasp of awe escaped fromthe gullets of the Helldiver villains as they wi tnessed
the great |eap. They recoiled fromthe mghty bronze man. They still renenbered what a child their
huge wal rus of a | eader had been in those bronze hands.

One thug even backed away so hastily he fell overboard. He squealed like a rat in the icy water
until he was haul ed back on deck.

Not a minute could be wasted. Doc hardly touched the steel deck before he was gliding through the
intricate insides of the submarine.

Doc worked swiftly at replacing the val ve.

Ben O Gard's nen flocked around himlike children. They already had the deck hatches closed in

r eadi ness.

Even Ben O Gard hinself cane fawning up with a wench to assist in the work. But Doc waved him
aside. His bronze fingers were nore speedy than any wench - and they could tighten a tap just about
as snugly.

"All clear!" Doc called at last. "Fill the main tanks!"

The crew fl ocked to station. The electric notors started. Wth a windy gurgle that was nothing if
not joyful, the Helldiver eased down out of the fearsonme blue jaws of ice.

Doc watched the valve for a nmoment. Satisfied it was not going to | eak, he turned away.

At that instant, the steel door of the conmpartnent in which he crouched cl anged shut. The dogs
whi ch secured it rattled fast.

He was i nprisoned!

Chapter 12. | CE TRAP

DOC SHRUGGED. He sat down on a convenient pipe. He was not worried. He was arned.

True, Ben O Gard and his crew probably had guns thensel ves, by now. The weapons they had thrown
overboard so profanely at Doc's request had hardly conprised their entire armanment. They were too
wily for that.

But Doc had the explosive he always carried in his pair of extra nolars. Wth it, he could

speedi |y bl ast open the bul khead.

And once the sub cane to the surface, he had sinply to unscrew the valve - and he woul d have the
gang at his nmercy again.

The electric nmotors set up a nusical vibration. The Helldiver had slanted down steeply inits
hurried dive. Now it trinmmed |level. After a time, it sloped upward perceptibly. There cane a jar as
it touched the underside of the ice pack.

G her crunchi ng shocks ensued. They were of |esser violence. The submarine was feeling blindly
for another spot free of ice. This continued intermnably. Open | eads seemed to be very scarce.
Doc got up and rapped tentatively on the thick steel bul khead.

He was cursed. He was told he would be killed if he didn't behave. He was pronised all kinds of
dire fates.

This didn't worry himnuch. Danger seldomworried Doc. A tel egraph operator in a great relay

of fice becomes accustonmed to the uproar of instruments about him A structural steel worker comes to
think nothing of the fact that a single msstep neans sudden deat h.

By the sanme token, Doc Savage had haunted the trails of those who sought his violent end for so
long that he took danger as a matter of course.

More than an hour passed. Doc becane inpatient.

Finally, the subrmarine arose to the surface. The stopping of the electric notors and the starting
of the oil-burning Diesel engines showed that.

Doc pronptly renoved the all-inportant valve.

Through the steel bul khead, he informed Ben O Gard what he had done.

He got a surprise. Ben O Gard gave hi mthe horse | augh.

Doc was puzzled. He had thought he held an ace. But the missing valve seenmed to worry his enem es
not at all. There was but one expl anation.

They had found a snug harbor on the uncharted coast! Doc settled down to await devel opments. They
came twenty mnutes |ater.



There reached his ears a sound like six or seven hard hail stones tappi ng the subnmarine hull.

Doc knew what it was.

Machi ne-gun bul | ets.

Were his friends starting hostilities? He hoped not. They'd fool around and get thensel ves shot
out of the air. The old seapl ane was no battle wagon.

Wth a jarring bedlam the Diesel engine sped up. The nmad race of the vertical-trunk pistons

vi brated the whol e submarine. The Helldiver |unged away soggily.

Next instant cane a shock which, catching Doc by surprise, piled himagainst a bul khead.

The Hel | di ver had gone aground.

Men yell ed. They sounded |ike chicks cheeping in an incubator. A machine gun cut |oose on deck.
Another joined it. Their clanor was hollow, like crickets shut up in a can.

This continued for the space of time it would take a man to count to several hundred.

VWham The sub all but rolled conpletely over. The plates shrieked. Loose tools junped about as
beans in a shaken box.

Doc pi cked hinsel f up.

"I'd better hold onto sonething," he remarked to no one in particular.

A bonmb had just exploded in the water near the submarine. Doc shook his head slowy. H's friends
had no bonbs! Ben O Gard's bell ow penetrated the bul khead. "Cone out!" he boonmed. "You gotta help
us!"

"CGo take an ice bath!" Doc suggested.

Ben O Gard spewed profanity hot enough to nelt the steel bul khead.

"Rust my anchor, matey!" he yelled at |ast. "You' ve got the upper hand on us again. W'll do
anything you say, only you gotta help us."

"It sounds |like you're aground," Doc told him "M replacing the valve won't help any now. "

"T" hell wit' the valve!" roared Ben O Gard. "Ain't none of us swabs can fly the foldin'

seapl ane. You gotta take the sky hooker up an' fight off them buzzards that's bonbin' us!"

"Who' s bonbi ng you?" Doc questi oned.

"Keel haul de Rosa's gang - the dirty deck lice."

DOC DI GESTED this. It was an entirely new devel opment. Since the Helldiver had | eft New York,
there had been nothing to show Keel haul de Rosa still existed upon the earth. Now the expl anation
for that was plain.

Keel haul de Rosa had one of the treasure maps. He had secured a plane and flown to the weck of
the liner Oceanic. And now he was seeking to wi pe out his rivals.

"Stand away fromthe door," Doc ordered. "I'Il cone out." The dogs securing the steel panel

cl anked free. Doc swuing the panel open. Several of Ben O Gard's villains faced him But not a gun
was turned in his direction. They were a scared |ot.

"Four of nme hearties was swept overboard an' drowned by that bonb." Ben O Gard roared. "The swabs
are in Davy Jones's |ocker."

The thugs split like butter before a hot knife as Doc went through them A vault, and he was out
on deck. He had his val ve al ong.

Ben O Gard's nen were frantically assenbling the fol ding seapl ane.

Doc scanned the skies.

"Where's the plane?" he denanded.

"Figure it went back after another |oad of bonbs," boonmed Ben O Gard. "Rust ny anchor, matey. W
gotta shake a nean leg, or it'll be back 'fore you set sail in the air."

The Hel | di ver was indeed aground. The bow canted half out of the water. The stern portion of the
deck slanted down beneath the surface.

Around about was a glacier-walled cove. Ordinarily, it would have been a snug-enough harbor. But
the attack fromthe air had turned it into a trap.

Doc scrutinized the heavens once nore. H s strange gol den eyes sought everywhere for the shabby
plane flown by his friends. There was no sign of it.

Doc juggled the all-inportant valve. Sone of Ben O Gard's nen eyed it enviously. Doc had no idea
of surrendering it, though.

"What becanme of ny friends?" he questioned.

Ben O Gard shrugged his wal rus shoul ders.

"The last of "em| saw, they was fightin' Keel haul de Rosa's sky tub." He |evel ed an arm whi ch
was a cone of beef. "The fracas wandered of f down that way."

He was pointing down the glacial coast of the uncharted | and.

No |ine changed on Doc Savage's firm bronze features. But inside, his feelings were far from

pl easant. The shabby ol d seaplane flown by his friends was no fighting craft. An Imelman or a tight
| oop woul d pull her wi ngs off.

The tiny fol ding seapl ane was now ready for the air.

"Take 'er off, matey," how ed Ben O Gard. "Rust ny - " He fell silent. The drone of a plane had
cone to their ears. "That's Keel haul de Rosa conmin' back," bawl ed the walrus. "Hurry, matey. Qur
lives is in your hands."

"l wish they were," Doc said under his breath. Then, aloud:



"G ve nme the best nmachine gun. And throw every other weapon overboard."

"Aw, don't worry about us keepin' our hands offn you fromnow on,' fawned the walrus. "Wy, we'll
cut you in on a share of the boodle -

"Over with the guns,” Doc rapped.

There was nore squawki ng. But the notor sound of the approaching plane was |ike the how of doom
No argunent coul d have been nore persuasive. Falling pistols, rifles, knives, and machi ne guns
whi pped the surrounding water into a foam

Doc waited until the |ast arm vani shed.

Then his m ghty bronze formplugged into the tiny seaplane cockpit. The notor purred like a big
cat.

He took the air. The all-inportant valve went with him

HE WAS none too soon. Wth a bawl |ike a banshee spawned by the foul gray haze overhead, Keel haul
de Rosa's plane dived. It opened with a nachine gun. The craft had come into the arctic spurred for
war. It had a pair of cow guns, synchronized through the prop.

Every fourth or fifth slug it fired was a phosphorus-burning tracer. The bullets scuffed the

wat er below Doc's fleet little flivver craft. In the green sea, before they were extinguished, the
tracers glowed |like a streak of scattered sparks.

Cobwebby, gruesone, tracer strings waved before Doc's gol den eyes. Phosphorus funes reeked in his
nostrils. Lead gashed a hole in the right-wing bank. The flivver wouldn't stand nuch of that.

Doc banked quickly. The tiny seaplane was agile as a fly in his naster hand.

Twi ce nore, Keel haul de Rosa's killer craft dived angrily. Its |lead m ssed both tinmes.

Ben O Gard and his gang now gathered the fruit of all that squawking about giving up their guns,
They had del ayed Doc al nbst too | ong.

Keel haul de Rosa's plane swooped upon the Helldiver. It released an el ongated netal egg. This
hatched a choice lunp of hell alongside the submarine. Water geysered two hundred feet in the air. A
huge wave sprang outward in a circle.

Over heel ed the sub, over - over. It withed. It skewered |ike a tadpole out of water.

Then it slipped free of the | edge upon which it had been hung.

For a long minute, the Helldiver was |ost under the water. Then it cane up - and fl oated.

Doc flung his flivver for the other plane. If size of the craft had been inportant, the scrap
woul d have been ridiculous. Doc's steed was to the other like a sparrow to a hawk. But size counts
little in an air battle.

Doc, however, was handi capped by having to fly his plane and shoot his sub-machine gun by hand at
the same tine.

He jockeyed in above the eneny. His rapid-firer burred noisily, the breech nechani sm spewi ng a
string of snoking enpty cartridges.

The other plane junped in the sky like a thing bitten,

NO SERI OUS danmge had been inflicted, however. The two craft sparred wanly. At this, they were
about evenly matched.

Keel haul de Rosa's seaplane was a lowwing, all-nmetal job of late production. Its two notors were
huge and speed-cow ed for efficiency. Even the pontoon floats were streamined in a fashion which
made themvirtually another pair of small w ngs.

Only two nmen occupied the craft.

Nei t her of these was Keel haul de Rosa. They had, rather, the wi nd-burned | ook of professional
airmen of the northland. Probably Keel haul de Rosa had picked themup to do his flying.

The j ockeying for position ended suddenly. A quick flip of Doc's bronze wist, a gentle pressure
fromone foot, and the tiny seaplane pounced like a bull pup. It was doubtful if the pair in the big
pl ane understood quite how the maneuver had been managed. But Doc was upon themwhile the pilot
still goggl ed through the enpty sight rings of his cow rapidfirers.

Doc's small nachine gun shinm ed and |ipped flame. Hi s bullets pushed cabin wi ndows out of the
other ship. They tore the goggles off the other pilot.

The big plane did half a wi ngover, eased into a dizzy slip, and woul d have collided with Doc's
little bus. He evaded it by zoom ng sharply.

The second man in Keel haul de Rosa's craft took over the controls.

Once again, the nman-nmade birds skul ked each other's sky trails warily. The notors panted and
steamed. The evil gray mist squirnmed and boiled in the prop wakes.

Doc got in a burst. His lead started colorless streans of liquid stringing fromthe wi ngs of the
ot her plane. He had opened the fuel tanks in the w ngs.

In return, he took a |ead-whipping that gnawed a ragged area in the fuselage of his little
fiivver. After that, the craft flewwith a strangely broken-backed feel.

Then fresh trouble | ooned. Doc's fuel gauge needle had retreated a lot. It already covered the
first two letters of the word "enpty." There had been no time to charge the fuel tanks before he
took of f.

Doc cal culated. Fifteen minutes nore, and he woul d have to come down. He'd better finish this sky
brawl qui ckly.

For the second tine. Doc's snall craft pulled its bewildering pounce of a maneuver. H's gun



hamered. Lead went hone to vital points of the opposing plane. The plane clinbed up on its tail and
hung hooting at the borealis. It slipped off on a wing tip. It rocked into a tail spin.

It hit a floe hard enough to knock a hole through four feet of pan ice. After that, nothing was
left but a wad of tin and wire sticking out of the ice.

Doc sl ammed his bus back for the cove. He found it in the gray haze.

A disquieting sight net his gaze.

The Hel | diver was stealing straight for the open sea - or, rather, the ice-covered sea. All

hat ches were battened.

Doc' s powerful bronze hand cl osed over the tank valve. He had it in the plane cockpit. If the
submarine dived with the tank open, it would never cone up.

The sub di ved!

TWO M NUTES - three - Doc circled the spot where the Helldiver had gone under the ice pack. Geen
wat er boiled. A lot of bubbles cane up. Small grow ers of ice cavorted like filthy blue animals. And
that was all.

Doc's bronze features, renarkably handsone in their rugged nasculine way, did not alter
expression. He banked away. The tiny folding seaplane clinbed. It boonmed al ong at the speed nost
econom cal on the fuel.

Doc was hunting his friends.

The outl ook was not pleasant. The plane his friends had fl own was no match for Keel haul de Rosa's
killer ship. This tiny collapsible crate of Doc's was far nore efficient, and Keel haul de Rosa's bus
woul d have sky-scalped it easily except for Doc's naster hand at the controls.

The fog wapped himaround |ike an odi ous, ash-col ored death shroud. The snmall engi ne npaned
defiantly. But its life blood, the high-test gas in the tank, ran | ower and | ower.

Suddenly Doc sighted a human figure below. It was a tiny form It crawied on all fours, like a
white ant in its light-hued fur garnents.

Doc dropped his plane to within a score of feet of the ice. The jagged hummocks fanged hungrily
at the floats. They seened to miss them by scant inches.

The craw i ng human being fl ashed beneath

It was Victor Vail. He carried a bundle of white silk.

Doc's bronze head gave the barest of nods. He could guess why Victor Vail was down there,
carrying the folds of a parachute.

Monk, Renny, Long Tom Ham and Johnny - Doc's five iron-nerved, capable friends - had given
battle to the sky killer of Keel haul de Rosa. They had dunped Victor Vail overboard by chute. They
had wanted hi mclear of danger. That neant they knew they were fighting hopel ess odds.

It boded ill for Doc's five pals, did that crawiing figure of Victor Vail. It neant the five had
felt they were going to their death.

Doc flew on. He ained the noisy snout of his little plane in the direction Victor Vail was

crawl ing. For the violinist had been headed, not for land, but out into the grisly waste of the
pol ar ice pack.

Thi s indicated he had some goal out there.

Doc found that goal in slightly nore than a minute-about two miles fromwhere Victor Vail crept.
It was a horrible sight. The mighty bronze man had seen few nore ghastly. None that tore at the
insides of himlike this one did!

A ruptured seaplane float lay on the ice. It was a mass of splinters. Forty yards farther on was
the second. Then the ice bore a sprinkling of airplane fragnents.

A section of a wing still poured off gruesome yell ow snoke.

Gaping, sinister, an open lead in the ice yawned just beyond. Into this had plainly gone engine,
fusel age, and the heavier parts of the plane.

To Doc's gol den eyes, the whol e sickening story was clearly 'witten. Tracer bullets had fired
the fuel tanks of the shabby seaplane. It had crashed in flanes.

The odi ous green depths of the polar sea was the grave of whatever and whoever had been in the
fusel age when the old crate cracked up.

Doc circled slowy.

The engine of his plane gurgled loudly. It coughed.

Then it stopped dead.

Chapter 13. | CE GHOSTS

THE FUEL had run out. Doc realized this - and sl ammed the nose down.

Practically no height for maneuvering lay below The little flivver, due to snall w ngspread and
not inconsiderable weight, would glide about as well as a brickbat.

The only | anding place was the | ead which had swal |l owed the remains of the shabby seapl ane fl own
by Doc's friends. And that had hardly the width of a city street. It was about half a block |ong.
Had Doc Savage's hand on the controls been a whit |ess nmasterful than it was, the rent in the
arctic ice would have clainmed his life. Nothing short of a mracle was the | anding Doc made in the
cranped space.

Above one end of the lead - snaller than nany a private swi nming pool - the plane abruptly turned
broadside in the air. As swiftly, it turned to the other side. This fishtail maneuver |owered air



speed to near the stalling point. Wth a sizable splash, the floats dug in the icy water. They

pl unged so deep the plane wetted its bottom

Doc had known fromthe first he was due for a crack-up. He was not wong. The plane sl oughed for
the wall of ice. Doc vaulted out of the cockpit

Only fractional seconds el apsed between the tinme the plane plunped into the water and the instant
it smashed into the icy bank of the lead. It taxed even Doc's blinding speed to get out of the
control bucket in time. He | eaped. His feet landed on the ice. He slid a dozen yards as though on
skat es

The plane hit. There was a jangling crash rem ndful of an arm oad of tin cans dunped on a
concrete wal k. Metal rent, crunpled. The plane sank |like a nmonkey w ench.

By the tine Doc had ceased sliding and wheel ed back, the craft was gone. The repellent water

boil ed as in a hideous cauldron. Big bubbles clinbed to the surface with ghastly glub-glubs. It was
as though a living thing was drowning in the depths

Doc Savage turned away. The valve fromthe submari ne had gone down with the plane. So had the
machi ne gun

Doc stood on the nenacing arctic ice pack arned only with his trenendous nuscles and his keen
brain. He had no food. He had no tent, no bedding, no boat to cross leads in the ice

Probably no one could have understood nore fully than Doc the meaning of this. He was in a region
so rugged, so bleak, that out of countless expeditions traveling on the ice and equi pped with the
finest of dog teams and food, few escaped a dire fate

Yet one behol ding the qui et conposure of the bronze man's features woul d have thought he didn't
realize what he was up against. Doc's giant figure was striking, even swathed as it was in fur

gar nent s
He roaned the vicinity of the wecked planes for an hour. Nothing did he find to indicate his
five friends still lived. So Doc went to nmeet Victor Vail

VI CTOR VAIL was above the average physically. In an ordinary group of men, he woul d have stood
out as being rather athletic

He had progressed a scant half nmile fromwhere Doc had sighted himfromthe plane. H s breath
sobbed through his teeth. He tottered, near exhaustion. He was indeed glad to see the bronze man

Doc Savage had covered thrice the distance negotiated by Victor Vail. Yet Doc's bronze sinews
were unstrai ned. He breathed nornally. He m ght have been taking a stroll down Park Avenue

"Your friends!" gasped Victor Vail. "Did you find them safe?"

Doc Savage shook a slow negative. "I found where their plane sank through a hole in the ice. That
was all."

Victor Vail sagged down wearily, disconsolately.

"l heard the plane crash," he murnured. "I was naking for the spot. | could not see the crash

because of the haze. But Keel haul de Rosa's hired killers shot them down."

Doc made no sound. Victor Vail nipped his lips, then continued

"Your five friends forced me to | eave the plane by parachute - to save ny life," he murnured
"Others of the five could have escaped. Yet they chose to fight together, to the end. They were
brave nen."

Doc still made no sound. The nonent was too pregnant with sorrow to be shattered by cold words
"What do we do now?" Victor Vail queried at length

"We'll find the lost liner Cceanic," Doc replied. "And we will find Keel haul de Rosa."

The chill ferocity in the bronze giant's expressive voice made Victor Vail shiver. At that
instant, he wouldn't have traded places with Keel haul de Rosa for all the wealth in the world, with
a safe return to New York City thrown in. Keel haul de Rosa was going to feel the kind of justice
this mghty bronze man deal t

THEY SET a course for the uncharted | and

"What about Ben O Gard?" questioned Victor Vail. "Do we still have himand his crew of devils to
fight?"

"The Hell diver subnerged with all aboard," Doc replied. "I had that valve off the tanks with
me. "

Victor Vail gestured as if tossing something away. "We're rid of them then. Water will flood the
submarine through the hole left by the m ssing valve."

A vast quaking and runbling seized the ice pack. They becane aware that a wi nd had sprung up
This gave signs of increasing to a gale. The ice was beginning to shift. It was as though they
strode the white, heaving, crusted paunch of a great nonster of cold

A crevice opened unexpectedly. Victor Vail toppled on the brink. He slipped into space. But
strong bronze fingers snatched hi m back

The crevice closed as swiftly as it had opened. It nmade a ghastly crunching. Chunks of ice flew
high in the air. The frozen nonster mght have been angry at being cheated of a victim and was
spitting its teeth out in a rage

It was several mnutes before Victor Vail could still the trenbling of his knees

"What a ghastly region!" he nuttered

"There nmust be a hard stormto the southward," Doc explained. "It is causing a novenent of the



ice field."

The goi ng was incredibly rough. Sheer blocks of bergs jutted up everywhere. Many were as |large as
houses. Cccasionally these toppled over. Sonetinmes they piled one atop the other after the fashion
of cards shuffled together. These occurrences were w t hout warning.

Twi ce nore, Victor Vail was saved by his giant bronze conpanion.

"l shall never be able to pay ny debt of gratitude to you," the violinist said feelingly.

Doc had a two-word reply to all such protestations.

"Forget it," he said.

As they neared | and, the seem ngly inpossible happened - the going becane harder. The arctic ice
pack was at its worst. Summer, such as it was, was in full swing. The sun had been shining steadily
for two nmonths. This had rotted the ice enough that it broke up under a brisk bl ow.

Doc now virtually carried Victor Vail. Tine after tine, ice pinnacles crashed upon the very spot
where they stood. But in sone magic manner, the mghty bronze man al ways nmanaged to get hinmself and
the violinist in the clear.

The air was filled with a cracking and runbling so loud as to al nost produce deaf ness. They mi ght
have been in the mdst of a raging battle.

"You can tell your grandchildren you went through about the worst danger nature can offer," Doc
said grimy. "For sheer, terrifying nmenace, nothing quite equals a stormwi th the arctic ice pack
breaki ng up under foot."

Victor Vail made no reply. Doc gl anced at himsharply.

Tears stood in Victor Vail's eyes.

Doc's chance remark about grandchildren had nade Victor Vail think of his |ong-1ost daughter,
Roxey.

THEY BRAVED an inferno for the next few mnutes; an inferno of ice and wind. Pressure was forcing
the pack ice high on the shore of the uncharted | and. Frozen death crashed and | urched everywhere.
Doc Savage nede it through in safety. He carried Victor Vail under one thewed arm seenming not to
feel the burden at all.

"We licked it," Doc said dryly. "The stormaccounts for the thick haze we've had the last few
days. "

They hurried inland. Their nukluks stilt trod ice. It lay below to a depth of many feet.
Occasional ridges of dark, inpernmeable stone ramred unl ovely fangs out of the white waste.

The wi nd hooted and shrieked. Sormetines it whirled the two men along |ike crunpled balls of
paper.

They nounted higher. The gl acier thinned. The dark stone reared in greater profusion.

Doc Savage halted suddenly. He poised, notionless, netallic. No breath steamcane fromhis strong
l'ips.

"What is it?" breathed Victor Vail.

Doc rel eased breath fromhis mghty lungs. It nade a spurting plune that frosted on the fur of
his parka. The air was turning col der.

"Sonmething is stal king us!" Doc said dryly.

Victor Vail was astounded. H s own senses were very keen - nade so by the years when he had been
blind, and depended upon them But he had heard not hi ng.

"l caught the odor of it," Doc explained.

Amazenent gripped Victor Vail. He had not known this strange bronze man, through unremtting
exerci se, had devel oped the ol factory keenness of a wild thing.
Doc Savage pressed Victor Vail into a convenient crevasse. "Stay here!" Doc commanded. "Don't

| eave the spot. You m ght becone lost!"

The void of shrieking wind swall owed Doc's bronze form He glided to the right. H's speed was
anmazi ng.

A few fl akes of snow cane sizzling through the gale. Mre followed. They were hard as fine

hai | stones. When Doc flattened close to a rock spine to listen, the snow sounded |ike sand on the
stone. He heard not hi ng.

He crept on. The snow shut Qut visions beyond a few yards. It stuck to his bearskin trousers. It
rattled off his metallic face |ike shot;

Suddenly he caught blurred novenent in the whistling abyss. He flashed for it. H's hands - hands
in which steel bars becane plastic as tin strips - were open and ready. H s charge was that of a
m ghty hunter of the wild.

The next instant, Doc becanme quarry instead of hunter.

It was a polar bear he had rushed!

The ani mal bounded to nmeet Doc. It seermed clumsy. The awkwardness was only in its |ooks, however.
Its speed was as trenendous as its size. It was the nost terrible killer of the arctic!

Doc sought to veer aside. The footing was too slippery. Straight into the enbrace of the polar
nmonster, he ski dded!

SOMVE MEN acquainted with the arctic regions naintain the polar bear will flee froma human bei ng,
rather than attack. OQthers cite instances when the bruins were known to have taken the aggressive.
The truth of the matter is probably covered by the words of a certain famous arctic explorer.



"It depends on the bear," he said.

The bear Doc had nmet was the attacking type.

It erected on its rear legs. It was far taller than Doc. It flung nonster forepaws out to inclose
Doc's bronze form A blow fromone of those paws woul d have crushed down a bull buffalo.

Twi sting, half ducking, Doc evaded the paws. His sinewy fingers buried in the fur of the polar
nmonster. A jerk, a lightening flip, put himbehind the bear.

Doc's fist swung with explosive force. It seened to sink inches in the fat flesh of the aninal.
Doc had struck at a nerve center where his vast know edge told himthere was a chance of stunning
the nonster.

Bruin was not accustomed to this style of fighting. This snall man-thing had | ooked |ike an easy
quarry. The bear snarled, show ng hideous fangs. Wth a speed that was astoundi ng, considering the
size and wei ght of the beast, it whirled.

Doc had fastened hinself to the back of the animal. He clung there solely by the pinching power
of his great leg nmuscles. Both his arnms were free.

He struck the polar bear just back of the small head. He slugged again, hitting a nore vul nerable
spot .

Snarling horribly, the terror of the northern wastes sank to the glacier. The animal had net nore
than its match.

Doc coul d have escaped easily. But he did not. They needed food and a sl eeping robe. Here were
both. Doc's netallic fists pistoned a half dozen nore stunning blows. Slavering and snarling, the
bear stretched out.

Doc's mighty right armslipped over the bear's head, just back of the ears. It jerked. A dull pop
sounded. A great trenbling seized all the great, white nonster. The fight was over.

Silence fell, except for the noan of the blizzard.

Was it a low, nellow, trilling sound, rem ndful of the song of sone exotic bird, which mngled
with the whine of the wind? O was it but the nel odious note of the gale rushing through the

nei ghbori ng pinnacles of rock and ice?

A listener could not have told.

Doc's strange sound sonetines cane when he had acconplished sone trenmendous feat. Certainly,
there was anple cause for it now.

No man, bare handed, had ever vanqui shed a nore frightful foe.

Doc skidded the huge, hairy animal to a near-by pock in the bl eak stone. He searched until he had
found boul ders enough to cover the cache of potential food and bedding. He did not want other bears
to rob him

He now hurried to get Victor Vail.

He reached the crevasse where he had left the violinist.

Ten feet fromit, a gruesonme red sprinkling rouged the ice. Blood! It no |onger steaned. It was
frozen solid, crusted with flakes of snow.

Scoring in the ice, already inlaid with snow, denoted a furious fight.

No sign was to be seen of Victor Vail!

Chapt er 14. CORPSE BOAT

LI KE A hound in search of a scent, Doc set off. He ran in widening circles. He found faint narks
that m ght have been a trail. They led inland. They were | ost beyond the following within two rods.
Doc positioned hinself in the | ee of a boulder the size of a box car. Standing there, sheltered a
little fromthe blizzard, he considered.

An ani mal woul d have devoured Victor Vail on the spot! There had been no bits of cloth scattered
about, no gory patches on the ice, such as certainly woul d have acconpani ed such a cannibalistic
feast.

Somet hi ng el se | ooned large in Doc's mnd, too. The odor his supersensitive nostrils had detected
at first!

Doc's mighty bronze formcane as near a shiver as it ever cane.

There had been a bestial quality about that scent. Yet it had hardly been that of an aninmal! Nor
was it human, either. It had been a revolting tang, rem niscent of carrion.

One thing he began to realize with certainty. It had not been the polar bear!

Doc shrugged. He stepped out into the squealing blizzard. Inland, he journeyed.

The terrain sloped upward. The gl aci er becane but scattered snears of ice. Even the snow did not
linger, so great was the wind velocity.

Doc crossed a ridge.

From now on, the way | ed down. Progress was largely a matter of defying the propul sion of the

gal e.

Snow was drifting here. This was a nenace, for it covered crevasses, a fall into which neant
death. Doc trod cautiously.

In a day or two, perhaps in a week, when the blizzard had blown itself out, the haze above woul d
di sperse, and let the everlasting sun of the arctic summer beat down upon the snow. This would
become slush. Cold would freeze it. Alittle nore would be added to the thickness of the glacier.
For thus are gl aciers nade.



Warily, Doc sidled along. He let the wind skid hi mahead when he dared. Had he been a man
addicted to profanity, he would have been consigning all glaciers to a place where their cool ness
probably woul d be a wel cone change.

A hi deous cracking and runbling began to reach his ears. He could hear it plainly when he laid
his head to the ice under foot.

It was the noise of the icepack piling on the shore. This uncharted |and nust be but a narrow
ridge projecting fromthe pol ar seas.

Doc neared the shore.

An awesone sound brought himup sharp. It split through the banshee how of the blizzard. It put
the hairs On Doc's nape on edge.

A wonan's shri eki ng!

DOC SPED for the sound. The snow col | apsed under hi munexpectedly. Only a flip of his Hercul ean
body kept himfrom dropping to death on the snaggled icy bottomof the w de crevasse far bel ow.
He ran on as though he had not just shaken the clamy claw of the Reaper.

A white mass hul ked up before his searching golden eyes. It |ooked |like a gigantic iceberg cast
upon the shore. But it had a strangely nman-nade | ook.

A shi p!
The ice-crusted hulk of the lost |iner Cceanic!
Doc raced along the hull. It canted over his head, for the liner was obviously heeled slightly. A

hundred feet, he ran. Another!

He cane to an object which might have been a long icicle hanging down fromthe rail of the liner.
But he knew it was an ice-coated chain. The |inks were a procession of knobs.

These knobs enabl ed Doc to clinmb. But the nounting was not easy. A greased pole would have been a
stairway in conparison. The blizzard noaned and hooted and sought to pick himbodily fromhis
handhol d.

The worman was no | onger shri eking.

Doc topped the rail. A scene of indescribable confusion net his eyes. Capstans, hatches, bitts,
all were knots of ice. The rigging had | ong ago been torn down by the polar elenents. Msts and
wire-rope stays and cargo boons nade a tangle on the deck. Ice had forned on these.

The forward deck, it was. A frozen, hideous w lderness! The gale whined in it |like a host of
ravenous beasts.

Doc reached a hatch. It defied even his terrific strength. The years had cenmented it solidly.

The deck did not slope as nmuch as he had thought. It was not quite level, though. He glided for
the stern.

An open conpanion lured him Snow was pouring in. Half inside, he saw the floor was seven feet
deep in ice - snow which had formed a gl acial mass through the years.

Doc tried another conpanion. The door was closed. It resisted his shove. H's fist whipped a bl ow
whi ch travel ed a scant foot. The door caved as though dynanmite had | et |oose against it.

Doc pitched inside.

A wave of pungent aroma met his nostrils.

It was the snell of the thing which had stal ked themon the glacier! It was horrible - yet there
was a flowerlike quality to it.

@ oomlurked in the recesses of the cabin where he stood. Fornerly, it had been a | ounge. But the
once luxuriant furniture was now but a rubble on the floor. Some fantastic nonster m ght have torn
it to bits, as though to Iline a nest.

Bones lay in the litter. Bones of polar bear, of seal. Flesh still clung to sone. thers were

hal f - eaten carcasses.

Doc sped ahead. He shoved through a door.

A SHUFFLI NG novenent cane from across the room Doc charged the sound.

There was a squealing noise, ratlike, eerie. A door slamed. Doc hit the panel. It was netal. It
smashed hi m back. His fists could not knock down an inch of steel. He wenched at the |ock. That
defied him too.

Doc sought another route for pursuit A conpani onway deposited himon a | ower deck. He went
forward.

It was nore gloony here. Doc's capabl e bronze fingers searched inside his parka. They brought out
a flashlight of a type Doc hinmself had perfected.

This flash had no battery. A tiny, powerful generator, built into the handle and driven by a
stout spring, supplied the current. One twi st of the flash handl e woul d wind the spring and furnish
light current for some minutes. A special receptacle held spare bulbs in felt beds. There was not
much chance of this light going out of conm ssion.

The flash sprayed a slender, white-hot rod. Doc twi sted the | ens adjustnment to widen the beam
Doc went on. His flashlight cast a funnel of white. He stopped often to listen.

The derelict liner seened alive with sinister shufflings and draggi ngs. Once a bul khead door
banged. Again, there cane another of the ratlike squeals.

Even Doc's sensitive ears could not tell whether that squeal was human! The flowerlike odor was
stronger.



He cane to a long passage. It was painted white. It m ght have been used but yesterday. For wood
does not decay in the bitter cold of the arctic.

He reached the third-class dining room

Here his eyes net a sight that woul d make any man cringe. It was the explanation of the |oss of
the Cceanic.

The roomwas filled with bodies - bodies of the passengers and crew of the ill-fated ship.

Bul | ets had done their work, and the northern cold had kept this tableau of carnage inviol ate!
Doc thought of Victor Vail.

So this was what had happened during the tine the blind nman was unconsci ous!

Pirates, human fiends, had taken over the Cceanic. They were as bl oodthirsty a gang as ever swing
a cutlass or dangled a victimfroma yardarmon the Spanish Main. Wol esal e nurder, they had
commi tted.

Keel haul de Rosa, Ben O Gard, Dynamite Smith - greater villains never trod a deck. And, like the
corsairs they were, they had fallen out over the | oot.

The whol e thing m ght have been lifted fromthe parchment chronicles of another century and
transpl anted to our tine.

Doc quitted the hall of nurder.

Uncanny whi sperings and shufflings still crept through the lost liner. Yet Doc saw nothing. it
was as though the tornented souls of those butchered here were hol ding spectral concl ave.

Li ke that except for the flowery odor of living things. It was present everywhere.

Doc stepped out into another |ounge.

H s light picked up novenent!

VWhat it was, his sharp eyes failed to detect. The thing dropped behind the massive furniture
before nore than the backgl ow of Doc's light found it.

Warily, Doc sidled along the lounge wall. This was no aninmal confronting him

What happened next cane without the slightest sound.

Soret hi ng touched Doc's bronze neck. It was warm It was soft, yet it possessed a corded
strength.

I't encircled Doc's throat!

DOC MADE one of the quickest noves of his career. He ducked and whirled. But he did not get the
beam of his flashlight lifted in tinme. All he saw was the bl ank panel of a tightly shut door.

He wenched at it.

Chug! A hard object hit himin the back with terrific force.

Only the sprung steel of cushioning nuscles kept his spine frombeing snapped. He was knocked to
all fours. But he did not drop his flashlight.

He sprayed the beam on the | ounge. A dozen frothing, hideous figures were |eaping toward him

It was seldomthat Doc felt an inpulse to hug an eneny. But he coul d have hugged these.

For their appearance dispelled the sinister air of supernatural foes which hung over the |ost

l'i ner.

These were but Eski nos!

Doc doused his light. This was sonething he could cope with. He glided sidew se.

An aval anche of bodies piled onto the spot he had vacated. Cubs - it was a thrown club which had
hit Doc's backbeat vigorously. An Innuit or two squeal ed painfully as he was bel abored by a fellow
They seened to use the squeals to express both excitenment and pain.

Silence fell.

The Eskinbs were puzzled. Their breathing was gusty, wheezing.

"Tarnuk!" whined one of the cowering Innuits.

This gave Doc a clew to the dialect they spoke. Roughly translated, the word neant "the soul of a
man." So swiftly had Doc evaded their charge that one of the Eskinos had renmarked he nust be but a
ghost!

"Chinzo!" Doc told themin their own |ingo. "Wl conme! You are ny friends! But you have a strange
way of greeting ne."

This friendship business was undoubtedly news to everybody concerned. But Doc figured it wouldn't
hurt to try that angle on them

He spoke several variations of Eskino dialect, anong scores of other lingos he had nastered in
his years of intensive study.

He might as well have saved his breath.

In a squealing knot, the Innuits bore down upon him Again, they found thensel ves beating enpty
space, or whacking each other by accident.

From a position thirty feet away, Doc planted his flash beamon them They were in a nice, tight
bunch. A great chair stood at Doc's el bow. No doubt it would have been a load for any single steward
who had | ong ago sailed on the ill-fated Cceanic.

It lifted in Doc's mghty hand as lightly as though it were a folding canp stool. It slamed into
the m dst of the Eskinps. They were bow ed over, practically to a nan.

Those able to, raised a terrific squaw ing.

They were calling upon nore of their fell ows outside for help.



Doc saw no object in standing up and fighting an arny. |If there had been sonme reason for it, that
woul d be different.

He nade swiftly for the forward staircase out of the |ounge.

H s thoughts flickered for an instant to the strange thing which had touched his neck. It had
been none of these queer-snelling Innuits.

He forgot that puzzle speedily.

The staircase he was nmaking for erupted warlike, greasy Eskinpbs. His retreat was cut off!

There was nothing to do now but make a fight of it.

FOUR OF the five Innuits carried |ighted blubber |anps. Doc wondered where they had conjured them
from They Illum nated the | ounge.

"You are making a mstake, nmy children,” Doc told themin their lingo. "I cone in peace!"

"You are a tongak, an evil spirit sent to harmus by the chief of all evil spirits!" an oily
fellow clucked at him

Doc sneezed. He had never snelled an Eskinp as aromatic as these fellows - and Eskinbs are

not ori ously nal odorous.

"You are wong!" he argued with them "I cone only to do you good."

They threw gutturals back and forth at each other. Al the while, they kept closing in on the

gi ant bronze man.

"Where you cone fron®?" denmanded one.

"Froma land to the south, where it is always warm?"

Doc could see they didn't believe this.

One waved an arm expressively.

""There is no such land," he said with all the certainty of a very ignorant man. "The only |and
besides this is nakroom the great space beyond the sky."

They had never heard of Greenland, or any country to the south, Doc gathered.

"Very well, | come from nakroom" Doc persisted. "And | cone to do good."

"You speak with a split tongue,"” he was informed. "Only tongaks, evil spirits, come from
nakroom "

Doc decided to drop the subject. He didn't have time to convert their religious beliefs.

Doc took stock of their weapons. They carried harpoons with lines of hair seal thong bent in the
detachabl e tips. Some hel d oonapi ks, short hunting spears. Quite a few bayonets were in evidence.
These had evidently been garnered fromthe Cceanic. No firearns were to be seen.

Not the | east dangerous were ordinary dog whips. These had | ashes fully eighteen feet |ong. From
his vast know edge, Doc knew an Eskinp could take one of these whips and cut a man's throat at five
paces. Flicking at distant objects with the dog whi ps bordered on being the Eski nb national

pasti ne.

"Kill him" clucked the Eskinmo | eader. "He is only one nan! It will be easy!"

The Innuit was underestimating, a mistake Doc's enem es quite often nade.

DOC PI CKED up a round-topped table. This would serve as a shield against any weapon his foes

had.

He seized a chair, flung it as though it were a chip. Three Innuits were bow ed over. They hadn't
had time to dodge.

A flight of harpoons and short hunting spears chugged into the table. Doc threw two nore chairs.
He retreated to a spot far fromthe nearest flickering blubber Ianp. He | owered the table, naking
sure they all saw he was behind it. Then he flattened to the | ounge floor and glided away,

unnot i ced.

The Eski nos rushed the table, bent on nmurder. They how ed in di smay when they found no one there.
The how's turned to pain as hunters in the rear began dropping frombronze fists that expl oded |ike
nitro on their jaws.

An Innuit lunged at Doc with a harpoon. Doc picked the harpoon out of the fell ow s hands and
broke it over his head. A tough walrus |lash on a dog whip slit the hood of Doc's parka like a knife
st roke.

The bronze giant retreated. Thrown spears and bayonets seermed to whizz through his very body, so
qui ckly did he dodge.

H s uncanny skill began to have its effect. The greasy fellows rolled their little eyes at each
other. Fear distorted their pudgy faces.

"Truly, he is a tongak, an evil one!" they nuttered. "None other could be so hard to kill."

"Al'l gather together!" comranded their |eader. "W will rush himin a group!"

The words were hardly off the |leader's |lips when he dropped, his blank and sensel ess face | ooki ng
foolishly through the rungs of the chair which had hit him

The harm had been done. The Innuits grouped. They took fresh holds on their weapons.

They charged.

They had hit upon the only chance they had of coping with Doc. There were nearly fifty of them
Despite their short stature and fat, they were stout, fierce fighters.

Wth mad, bloodthirsty squeals, they closed upon the mighty bronze man. For a nonent, they
covered himconpletely. A tidal wave of killers!



Then a bronze arrow of a figure shot upward fromthe squirmng pile.

The ceiling of the lounge was criss-crossed with el aborately decorated beans. Doc's sinewy hands
grasped these, clinging to a precarious handhold as he noved away.

He dropped to the floor, clear of the fight, before he was hardly m ssed.

But the Eskinops still had himcut off fromthe exits. They closed in again. They threw spears and
kni ves and an occasional club, all of which Doc dodged. They shrieked nal edictions, largely to renew
their own faltering nerve.

The situation was getting desperate. Doc put his back to a bul khead.

He did not pay particular attention to the fact that he was near the spot where the strange,

warm soft object had touched his neck.

Wth hideous yells, the killing horde of Innuits charged.

A door opened beside Doc. A soft, strong hand came out. It clutched Doc's arm

It was a wonman's hand.

Chapter 15. THE ARCTI C GODDESS

DOC SAVAGE whi pped t hrough the door. He caught a brief glinpse of the girl.

She was tall. Nothing nore than that could be told about her form since she was nuffled in the
garb of the arctic - noccasins reaching above her knees, and with the tops decorated with the |ong
hair of the polar bear, trousers of the skin of the arctic hare, a shirt-like garment of auk skins,
and an outer parka of a coat fitted with a hood.

But her face! That was different. He could see enough of that to tell she was a creature of
gorgeous beauty. Enthralling eyes, an exquisite little upturned nose, lips as inviting as the petals
of a red rose - they woul d have made nost nen forget all about the fight.

Had there been light to disclose Doc's features, however, an onl ooker woul d have been surprised

to note how little the giant bronze man was affected by this entrancing beauty.

Doc worked at the prosaic, but by no neans uninportant, task of securing the door. He got it

fast.

He turned his flashlight on the girl. He had noted sonmething he wanted to verify. The gaze he

bent upon her was the sane sort he woul d give any stranger he mi ght be curious about.

Her hair was white; it was a strange, warmsort of white, like old ivory. The girl was a perfect
bl onde.

Doc thought of Victor Vail. The violinist had this same sort of hair - alittle nore white,

per haps.

"You did ne a great favor, Mss Vail," Doc told the girl.

She started. She put her hands over her lips. She wore no mittens. Her hands were |ong, shapely,
vel vet of skin.

"How did - ?"

"Did I know you were Roxey Vail?" Doc picked up her question. "You could be no one else. You are
the image of your father."

"My father!" She said the word softly, as if it were sonething sacred. "Did you know hi n?"

Doc thought of that smear of scarlet on the ice near the spot where Victor Vail had di sappeared.
He changed the subject.

"Did any one besides you escape the nassacre aboard this |iner?"

The girl hesitated.

Doc turned his flash on his own face. He knew she was uncertain whether to trust him Doc was not
flattering hinmself when he felt that a | ook at his strong features woul d reassure her. He had seen
it work before.

"My nother survived," said the girl.

"lIs she alive?"

"She is."

Enraged Eski nbs beat on the bul khead door. They hacked at the stout panel w th bayonets. They
yelled li ke Indians.

BEAUTI FUL ROXEY Vail suddenly pressed close to Doc Savage. He could feel the trenmbling in her
rounded, firm body.

"You won't let them- kill me?" she choked.

Doc slipped a corded bronze armaround her - and he didn't often put his arm around young wonen.
"What a question!" he chided her. "Haven't you any faith in nen?"

She shivered. "Not the ones |'ve seen - lately."

"What do you nmean?"

"Do you know why those Eskinps attacked you?" she countered.

"No," Doc admitted. "It surprised me. Eskinpbs are noted as an unwarli ke people. Wen they get
through fighting the north for a living, they've had enough scrapping."

"They attacked you because of -

A sl ab breaking out of the door stopped her. The Innuits were smashing the panel!

"We'd better nove!" Doc nurnured.

He swept the girl up in one arm She struck at him thinking he neant her harm Then, realizing
he was only carrying her because he could make nore speed in that fashion, she desisted.



Doc glided sternward

"You haven't visited this death ship often in the passing years, have you?" he hazarded

She shook her head. "No. You could count the nunber of tines on the fingers of one hand."

They reached a | arge, rather barren room am dshi ps. Doc knew nuch of the construction of ships
He veered abruptly to the left, descended a conpani on, wheel ed down a passage

He was now face to face with the liner's strong room

He took one | ook at the great vault. He dropped the girl

The treasure trove was enpty!

THE YOUNG woran pi cked herself up fromthe fl oor

"I'"msorry," Doc apol ogi zed. He pointed at the strong room "Has that been enpty |ong?"

"Ever since | can renenber.’

"Who got the gold, and the di anonds?"

She was plainly surprised. "Wat gold and di anonds?"

Doc smiled dryly. "You' ve got me! But fifty mllions dollars' worth of gold and dianonds is at
the bottomof this mess. If it was carried aboard this liner, it would have been stored in the
strong room It's not there. So that means - Hmmml" He shifted his great shoulders. "I'mnot sure
what it means

He gl anced about. Here seened to be as good a spot as any to linger. It would take the Eskinps
some mnutes to find them

"You started to tell me why the Innuits attacked ne," he pronpted the girl. "Wat was the
reason?"
“I"Il tell you my story fromthe first - | think there's tinme," she said swiftly. Her voice was

pleasant to listen to. "My nother and nysel f escaped the whol esal e sl aughter of the others aboard
the Cceanic, because we slid overboard by a rope. W were apart fromthe other passengers, hunting
father - he had di sappeared nysteriously the day before

"We hid on land. W& saw the nmutineers depart over the ice, hauling the fur-wapped figure of a

man on a sledge. W did not realize until it was too late that the man they haul ed was nmy father."
She stopped. She bit her lips. Her eyes swamin noisture. They were very big, enthralling blue
eyes.

Doc nade an inpatient gesture for her to go on. "Ch - I'"'mneglecting to tell you it was the crew
who nurdered those aboard the liner. Men named Ben O Gard, Dynamite Smith, and Keel haul de Rosa
were ring | eaders -

"I know all that," Doc interposed. "Tell your side of it."

"My nother and | got food fromthe liner after the nmutineers had gone," she continued. "W built

a crude hut inland. We didn't - we couldn't stay on the liner, although it was solidly aground. The
mutineers might return. And all those nurdered bodies - it was too horrible. W couldn't have borne
the sight -

"When did the Eskinbs come?" Doc urged her along

"Wthin a nonth after the nmutineers had departed. This spit of |land was their home. They had been
away on a hunting trip."

She managed a faint, trenbling smle. "The Eskinos treated us wonderfully. They thought we were
good white spirits who had brought thema great supply of wood and iron, in the shape of the liner
They | ooked upon nyself and ny nother as white goddesses, and treated us as such - but refused to
let us leave. In a way, we were prisoners. Then, a few days ago - the white nen cane!"

"Ch, oh!" Doc interjected. "I begin to see the light."

"These men were part of the nmutineer crew, " Roxey Vail said. "Keel haul de Rosa was in comand.
They canme in a plane. They visited this wecked liner. After that, they seenmed very angry."

"I magi ne their nortification" - Doc chuckled - "when they found the treasure gone!"

"They gave the Eskinos liquor," Roxey Vail went on. "And they gave them worse stuff, something
that made them nadnmen - a white powder!"

"Dope - the rats!" Doc grow ed

"My nother and | becane frightened," said the girl. "W retreated to a tiny hi deaway we had
prepared agai nst just such an energency. None of the Eski nbs know where it is.

"An hour or so ago, | came to the liner. W needed food. There are supplies still aboard, stuff
preserved by the intense cold

"l heard the Eskinps cone aboard. | spied on them They had a white nman prisoner. A white man

with hair like cotton. There was sonething strange about this nman. It was as though | had seen him
before."

"You were very snall when you were marooned here, Weren't you?" Doc inquired softly

"Yes. Only a few years old. Anyway, the Eskinps talked of killing this white-haired man. | do not
quite understand why, but it filled nme with such horror | went conpletely mad. | screaned. Then you
- you cane."

"l heard your scream" Doc eyed her steadily. Then he spoke again

"The white-haired man was your father," he said

W thout a sound, Roxey Vail passed out. Doc caught her

AS HE stood there, with the soft, linmp formof the exquisitely beautiful girl in his arm Doc



wondered if it could have been the fact that white-haired Victor Vail had been nurdered which had
caused her swoon. She was not the type of young woman, from what he had seen of her, who fainted
easily.

He heard the search of the Eskinps drawi ng near. They did not have sense enough to hunt quietly.

O perhaps they wanted to flush himout like a wild animal, so he wouldn't be in their mdst before
they knew it.

Doc quitted the strong room He sped down a passage, bearing the unconscious girl in his arns. He
was soundless as a waith. He cane to a large clothes hanper. It was in perfect shape. It still held
sone crunpl ed garnents.

Doc dunped the clothes out. The hanper held Roxey Vail nicely as the big bronze man | owered her
intoit. He closed the lid. The hanmper was of open w ckerwood. It would conceal her, yet she could
breathe through it.

Directly toward the oncoming |Innuits, Doc strode.

H s hand drew a small case frominside his parka. Wth the contents of this, he nmade his
preparations.

He stepped into a cabin and wait ed.

The first Eskinmo passed. Like a striking serpent, Doc's bronze hand darted fromthe cabin door.

H's finger tips barely stroked the greasy cheek of the Innuit. Yet the man instantly fell on his
facel

Doc flashed out of the cabin. H's fingers touched the bare skin of a second Eskinp, another -
another. He got five of thembefore the fat fell ows could show anything |ike action.

Al five men who felt Doc's eerie touch seemed to go suddenly to sleep on their feet.

It was the sane brand of nagic Doc had used on the gangsters in New York City.

Mur derous Eskinmo with his harpoon, or pasty-cheeked New York rat, with his fists full of

hi gh- power automatics - both are the same breed. Doc's nmagi ¢ worked in the sane fashion.

The Innuits saw their fellows toppling nmysteriously. They realized the very touch of this mghty
bronze man was di sastrous. They forgot all about fighting. They fled.

I gnom ni ously, they piled out on deck. Rigging tripped them After the fashion of superstitious
souls, the instant they turned their back on danger, their peril seened to grow indescribably
greater. They were |ike scared boys running froma graveyard at night - each junp made themwant to
go faster.

Two even committed unwilling suicide by |eaping over the rail of the lost liner to the hard

gl aci er far bel ow.

In a matter of mnutes, the last Innuit was sucked away into the scream ng blizzard.

Chapter 16. THE REALM OF COLD

The lost liner Cceanic lay |like sonething that had died.

Wnd still booned and squealed in the forest of ice-coated, collapsed rigging, it was true. The
sand-hard snow still made a billion tiny tinklings as the gale shotted it against the derelict hulk.
But gone were the uncanny whi sperings and shufflings which had been so unnerving.

Doc Savage went bel ow, noving silently, as had becone his habit when he trod the trails of

danger. Hi s flashlight beam dabbed everywhere. Sharp, m ssing nothing, his golden eye took stock of
his surroundi ngs. He was seeing everything, yet speeding along at a pace that for another nan woul d
have been a lung-tearing sprint.

A squarish, thick-walled little bottle chanced to meet his gaze. He did not pick it up. Yet the
printing on the | abel yielded to his near-tel escopic scrutiny.

It was a perfune bottle. Two nore like it reposed a bit farther down the passage.

Here was the explanation of the flowery odor of the Eskinmpbs which had so baffled description. To
the characteristic stench of blubber, perspiration and plain filth which acconpani ed them they had
added perfume. The whol e had been an effl uvi um whi ch was uni que.

Doc opened the cl othes hanper where he had | eft unconsci ous Roxey Vail.

Enpti ness stared at him

Doc dropped to a knee. His flashlight beam narrowed, becoming intensely brilliant. The |um nance
spurted across the carpet on the passage floor. This | ooked as though it had been |aid down
yesterday. But the years had taken the springiness out of the nap, so that it would retain
footprints.

The girl had gone forward-al one. This told Doc some of the Eskinmps had not remai ned behind and

sei zed her.

"Roxey!" he call ed.

Doc's shout penetrated the caterwauling of the blizzard in surprising fashion. A sound expert

coul d have explained why. It is well known that certain horn tones, not especially loud, will carry
t hrough the noise of a factory better than any others. Doc, because of the perfect control he
exerci sed over his vocal cords, could pitch his voice so as to waft through the blizzard in a manner
nearly uncanny.

"Here!" cane the girl's faint voice. "I'"mhunting ny father!"

Doc hurried to her. She was pale. Terror lay like a garish nask on her exquisite features.

"My father - they took himwth them" she said in a small, tight voice.



"They didn't have hi mwhen they fled a noment ago," Doc assured her. "I watched closely."

Her terror gave way to amazenent.

"They fled?" she nmurnured wonderingly. "Wy?"

Doc neglected to answer. How he produced that nysterious unconsciousness with his nmere touch was
a secret known only to hinmself and his five friends.

But no. Doc shivered. His five friends had met their end in the burning plane. So the secret was
now known to but one living man - Doc Savage hinsel f.

"The Eski mbs nmust have renpved your father before they attacked nme," Doc told Roxey Vail.

He wheel ed quickly away. The gl ow of his flashlight reflected off the paneling of the lost liner,
and made his bronze form seemeven nore gigantic than it was. Fierce little lights played in his
gol den eyes.

"Where are you goi ng?" questioned his entranci ng conpani on.

"To get Victor Vail," Doc replied grimy. "They took himaway, and that shows he was alive. No
doubt they took himto Keel haul de Rosa."

ROXEY VAIL hurried at his side. She was forced to run to keep abreast.

"You haven't told ne how you happen to be here," she rem nded.

In a few sentences, as they clinbed upward to the ice-basted deck of the lost liner, Doc told her
of the map on her father's hack which could only be brought out with X rays, of the efforts of
Keel haul de Rosa and Ben O Gard to kill each other off so one could hog the fifty-million-dollar
treasure, and the rest.

"But where is the treasure?" asked the girl.

"l have no idea what becanme of it," Doc replied. "Keel haul de Rosa expected to find it in the
strong room judging fromhis actions as you described themto nme. Too, it |ooks |ike he suspects
the Eskinps of nobving it. That's why he gave themliquor. He wanted to get them pie-eyed enough to
tell himwhere they hidit."

"They didn't get it." Roxey Vail said with certainty. "It was renoved before the nutineers ever
left the liner, nore than fifteen years ago."
They were on deck now. Doc noved along the rail, hunting a dangling, ice-clad cable. He could

drop the nany feet to the glacial ice w thout danage, but such a drop would bring serious injury or
death to the girl.

Roxey Vail was studying Doc curiously. A faint blush suffused her superb features. To sonme one

who had been with Doc a lot, and watched the effect his presence had on the fair sex, this blush
woul d have been an infallible sign.

The bl ond young goddess of the arctic was going to fail hard for big, handsonme Doc.

"Why are you here?" Roxey Vail asked abruptly. "You do not seemto be stricken with the gold
madness which has gripped every one el se.”

Doc let a shrug suffice for an answer.

Probably it was a brand of natural npdesty, but Doc did not feel |ike explaining he was a sort of
suprenme avenger for the wongs of the world - the great Nenesis of evildoers in the far corners of
t he gl obe.

They found a hanging cable. It termnated about ten feet fromthe ice. Wth Roxey Vail clinging
to his back like a papoose, Doc carefully went down the cable.

Into the teeth of the npaning blizzard, they strode.

An instant later, Doc's alertness of eye undoubtedly saved their |lives. He whipped to one side -
carrying Roxey Vail with him

A volley of rifle bullets spiked through the space they vacated.

The Eski nbs had returned, acconpani ed by Keel haul de Rosa and four or five riflenen and machi ne
gunners.

AFTER THE fl ashi ng novenent which had saved their lives, Doc kept going. He jerked the white hood
of the girl's parka over her face to canouflage the warm col or of her cheeks. He shrugged deep in
his own parka for the same reason.

He wanted to get the girl to safety. Then he was going to hold grimcarnival on the glacier with
Keel haul de Rosa and his killer group.

For his share in those hideous nurders aboard the Cceanic, Keel haul de Rosa woul d pay, as
certainly as a breath of life remained in Doc Savage's mighty bronze body.

Anot her fusillade of shots clattered. The reports were alnost puny in the clanor of the blizzard.
Lead hissed entirely too close to Doc and his conpani on.

Doc's fingers slipped inside his capacious parka, cane out with an object hardly larger than a

hi gh-power rifle cartridge - and shaped sonewhat simlarly. He flipped a tiny lever on this article,
then hurled it at the attackers. The object was heavy enough to be thrown sonme distance.

Canme a blinding flash! The glacier seened to junp six feet straight up. Aterrific, slammng roar
bl ast ed agai nst eardruns. Then a rush of air slapped them skidding across the ice |ike an unseen
fist.

There had been a powerful explosive in the little cylinder Doc hurled at his enem es.

Awful quiet followed the blast. The very blizzard seened to recoil |ike a beaten beast.

A chorus of agoni zed squeal ings and bl eati ngs erupted. Some of the eneny had been incapacitated.



They were all shocked. The Eskinobs felt a vague, unaccountable terror.

"Up an' at 'em nmteys!" shrilled a coarse tone. "Keelhaul nme, but we ain't gonna let 'em get
away fromus now "

It was Keel haul de Rosa's voice. He, at |east, had not been damaged.

More | ead searched the knobby gl aci er surface. None of it came dangerously near Doc and his fair
conpani on. They had gotten far away in the confusion.

Doc suddenly janmmed the young lady in a handy snowdrift. He wasn't exactly rough about it, but he
certainly didn't try to fondle her, as a man of nore ordinary caliber m ght have been tenpted to do.
And it wasn't because the ravishing young woman woul d have objected to the caresses. Al signs
pointed to the contrary.

The big bronze man had | ong ago decided a |ife of domestication was not for him It would not go
with the perils and terrors which haunted his every step. It would nean the surrendering of his goal
inlife - the shunning of adventure, the abandoning of his righting of wongs, and punishing of
evi | doers wherever he found them

So Doc had school ed hinself never to sway the least bit to the seductions of the fairest of the
fair sex.

"Stay here," he directed the entrancing young | ady i npassionately. "And what | nean - stay here!
You can breathe under the snow. You won't be discovered."

"What ever you say," she said in a voice in which adoration was but thinly veil ed.

She was certainly losing no time in falling for Doc.

The gi ant bronze man smled faintly. Then the storm swal |l owed him

KEELHAUL DE RCSA was in a rage. He was burning up. He filled the blizzard around about with salty
expl eti ves.

"Ye bl asted swabs!" he railed at the Eskinos, forgetting they did not understand English.

"Keel haul ne. The bronze scut was right in yer hands, an' ye didn't weck "inm"

"l tell ya dat guy is poison!" nmuttered a white gunman. "He ain't human! Fromde night he tied
into us outside de concert hall in de big burg, we ain't been able ter lay a hand on "im"

Anot her white nman shivered. He was fatter than Keel haul de Rosa or the other gunnen. It was to be
suspected he had sonme Eskinmo b!lood in his veins.

As a matter of fact, this fellow was a crook recruited in Geenland. He knew the arctic. It was
he who served interpreter in all discussions with the Eskinos.

"Dat bane awful explosion a minute ago." this man whined. "Aye sure hope we bane get dat feller
damm qui ck."

"Scatter!" rasped Keel haul de Rosa. "W'Il| get the swab!" The Eski nbs spread out widely. The
white nmen kept in a group for nutual protection.

One Eskinmo in particular ranbled a short distance fromthe others. He floundered through a
snowdri ft.

He did not see a portion of the drift seemngly rise behind him No suspicion of danger assailed
himuntil hard, chill bronze fingers stroked his greasy cheek with a caress like the fingers of a
ghost. Then it was too late.

The Innuit coll apsed without a sound.

Doc pounced upon the inert Eskinp. Fromhis lips cane a | oud shout-words couched in the tongue of
the native.

Excitenent seized the white man who understood the Eskinp lingo, and he listened intently to the
di stant voi ce.

"Dat Eskinmo bane kill the bronze feller!" he shrieked. "He bane say cone an' |ook!"

Three men sprinted for the voice they had heard.

The interpreter glinpsed two figures. One was prone, notionless. The second crouched on the
first. That was about all Doc Savage could see in the flying gale.

"There they bane!" he how ed.

They charged up. Two of themprepared to enpty their guns into the prone form just to nake

sure.

The crouching man heaved up. Strikingly enough, he seened to grow to the proportions of a

mount ai n. Two Hercul ean bronze fists drove accurate bl ows. Both gunnmen descri bed perfect flip-flops
in md-air - unconscious before their feet left the glacier.

The interpreter whirled and ran. He knew death when he saw it. And big Doc Savage was nothing

| ess.

Doc did not follow him For to the bronze man's sensitive ears cane a stifled cry.

Roxey Vail was being seized!

EVEN AS he raced toward where he had |l eft her, Doc fathomed what had occurred. She had di sobeyed
his injunction to stay hidden. The reason - she had heard the shouted informati on that Doc was dead.
She had started out with sone desperate idea of avenging him

Doc appreci ated her good intentions. But at the nmonent, he could have gotten a | ot of
satisfaction out of turning her over his knee and paddling her.

A bul l et squeaked in Doc's ear. He fol ded aside and down. A nmachine gun picked savagely at the
ice near him He traveled twenty feet on his stomach, with a speed that woul d have shaned a desert



I'izard.

"Take the hussy to the boat!" Keel haul de Rosa's coarse voice rang. "Step lively, ne lads!"

Doc tried to get to the hideous voice. Mirderous |ead drove hi m back.

He was forced to skul k, dodging bullets while Roxey Vail was taken aboard the ice-coated hul k of
the lost liner.

More Eski nbs soon arrived. Keel haul de Rosa was arming sone of themw th guns. The interpreter
instructed the Innuits on how to operate the unfamliar firearns.

The natives were far fromeffective marksmen. More than one greasy eater of blubber dropped a big
pistol after it exploded in his hand and ran as though the worst tongak, or evil spirit, were hot on
his trail. But the guns nade them nore dangerous, for wild shots were alnost as liable to hit the
el usive figure of Doc Savage as well-ainmed ones. In fact, they were worse. Doc couldn't tell which
way to dodge.

The heat of the hunt finally drove Doc to the renpte reaches of the glacier and rock crest of the
I and.

There he repl enished his vast reservoir of strength by dining on frozen, raw steaks he w enched
with his bare, steel-thewed fingers, fromthe polar bear he had slain.

The m ghty bronze man m ght have been a terrible hunter of the wild as he crouched there at his
prinmeval repast. But no such hunter ever possessed cunning and know edge such as Doc Savage was
bringing to bear upon the problem confronting him

But caution renmi ned uppernost in his mnd. He had been crouching with an ear pressed to a

pi nnacl e of rock. The stone acted as a soundi ng board for any footsteps on the surrounding gl acier.
Noi se of men passing in the blizzard reached Doc. There seenmed to be four or five in the group.

Doc fell in behind them He followed as close as was possible w thout discovery. G ow ed words
told himthey were white nen.
"De skipper says for us to take de stern of de liner, mateys," one said. "Qur pals will join us

dere. Everybody's helpin' in dis party, even de cook."

"We'd better throw out an anchor," another grunted. "Keel haul an' his whol e bl oody crew, together
wit' de Eskinobs, is novin' bag an' baggage onto de liner. W wanta give "emtine to get settled."
Doc Savage sought to get even closer. He was not three yards away as the group of nen cane to a
stop in the shelter of a rock spire. There were five of them

VWhat he was hearing was nost interesting!

ONE OF the five nmen | aughed nastily.

"De bronze guy has just about got Keel haul de Rosa's goat!" he chuckled. "To say nothin' of de
panic de Eskinpbs are in. Dat's why they're all nmovin' onto de liner. Dey figure dey can fight 'im
off better.”

Anot her man swore.

"Don't forget, pal, dat we gotta smear de bronze guy ourselves before we | eave here!" he

grow ed.

"Time to begin worryin' about dat after we got Keel haul an' all de others croaked!" another
informed him

"Yer sure Keel haul an' his gang don't suspect we're around?"

"Dey sure don't. | crawled up close an' listened to 'emgabbin'. Here's what happened, pal - de
bronze guy got de idea we had croaked. He tol' de skoit dat. De broad, she up an' told it to

Keel haul when they caught her. An' he believes her."

Once nore, an evil laugh gurgled in the blizzard.

"Well, Keelhaul is sure due to change his nmind!'" sneered the one who had | aughed.

"Yeah - only he won't have the tinme to change 'is mnd before we boin 'is insides out wit' Tomy
| ead. "

"How |l ong yer figure we'd better wait here?"

"About an hour."

A brief silence ensued.

"I don't like dis ting nuch,” nuttered one of the five uneasily. "W could light out wit'out all
dis killin"."

"Yah - an' have sonebody fromdis place show up in a few years an' spill de woiks to de |law, " was
the snarled reply. "W gotta clean up de | oose ends, pal. W ain't leavin' nothin' behind but
stiffs. We're playin' safe.”

Once nore there was quiet. One of the evil gang broke it with a startled ejacul ation.

"What was dat ?"

They peered at each other, turtling their vicious faces forward to see in the blizzard.

"l didn't hear nothin'!" nmuttered one.

"Sounded |i ke de wind," suggested another.

They got up and circled their shelter. They saw nothing. They heard only the hoot of the gale.
They gat hered behi nd the outthrust of stone once nore, huddling close for warnth.

They had di sm ssed what they heard as a child of the storm

Indeed, it alnobst could have been sone vagrant creation of the wind - that strange, low, trilling
note which had conme into being for a nonent, then trailed away i nto nothi ngness. However, it was



Doc's sound which they had heard

Doc was now scores of yards away. He had much to do for he had | earned a great deal

The five were Ben O Gard's thugs. And Doc's |istening ears had detected enough to tell himthe
submari ne had not net disaster, as he had thought. Yet he had carried the all-inportant valve with
himin the fol ding seapl ane

The survival of the Helldiver wthout the valve could be explained, though. Ben O Gard's crew had
sinply fashioned a substitute valve. There was a snmall nachi ne shop aboard the underseas craft which
they could use for this purpose

No doubt they had started work on the substitute shortly after they marooned Doc on the iceberg
during the walrus hunt. It had not been finished in tine to use when they were so nearly trapped in
the ice. But they had conpleted it while Doc was | ocked in the conpartnment aboard the Helldiver
This, Doc believed, was the true explanation of their presence on |and

Ben O Gard was preparing to slay every one on this forlorn spot

No bl ood-bathed Jolly Roger ever held nore frightful anbitions

Doc's great bronze formtraveled |ike the wind. He had much to do - not nmuch time in which to
acconplish it

Doc had fornul ated a plan of action which boded ill for his enemes

Chapter 17. THE CAPTI VES

I'T WAS midnight, but the sun shone brightly. The stormhad abated as swiftly as it had arisen

Snow no |l onger swirled. Such drifts as had gathered glittered like tiny, ridged dianonds in the
sol ar rays

Around the uncharted arctic |land, the short, terrific gale had made a startling change. It had
pushed the ice pack away. For miles in every direction, conparatively open water could be seen. This
was spotted with a few vicious-1ooking blue growlers, but no ice floes of any size

In the main | ounge of the lost liner Cceanic. Keel haul de Rosa wal ked angry circles, Kkicking

chairs out of his path

"Keel haul nme!" he bell owed. "The bl oody treasure has gotta be somewhere!"

He cane over and planted hinself in front of pretty Roxey Vail. He glowered at the young wonan.
He had a face that mirrored indescribable evil
Two rat-faced thugs held Roxey Vail. Their bony claws dug painfully into her shapely arnms.

"Where's the swag?" Keel haul de Rosa roared at her

"l don't know anything about any treasure!" the girl replied scornfully

It was perhaps the fiftieth tine she had told her captors that

"You an' your maw swi ped the gold an' di anonds!" snarled Keel haul de Rosa

Roxey Vail nade no answer.

"The Eskinps told nme all about you an' your maw," the hul king pirate chief inforned her. "Were's
she hidin'?"

The young worman gave hima | ook of scorn. If she had practiced all her |ife squashing mashers on
New York streets, she couldn't have done it better

"C non - cough up!" the man hissed in her face. "Were's your old lady hangin' out? |I'll bet
she's sittin' right slap-dab on the bloonmn' treasure! Keelhaul me if | don't think that!"
"You're wong!" the girl snapped

"Then where is she?"

Roxey Vail tightened her lips. That was sonething she would never tell. No horror they could
inflict upon her would bring the information fromher |ips

"You'll spill the dope, sister, or I'Il cut that swab of an ol' man of yorn to pieces right here
in front of you!" gritted Keel haul de Rosa. "I'll start by puttin' out the ol' geezer's bl oody eyes
again!"

Roxey Vail said nothing to this. Wat could she say? Her cheeks becane pal e as damask, though
Keel haul de Rosa ki cked over a couple of additional chairs. He picked up a book that had lain on
a table for nore than fifteen years, and threw it at a greasy Eskino

Com ng back the pirate chief tried softer argunents

"Listen, sister," he purred, "ginmme the swag an' |'l| see that you an' yer ol' man gets safe
passage back with nme an' ny crew. "

"How can you escape?" Roxey Vail questioned curiously. "Your plane is destroyed. You have no
subnarine. "

"1'"m makin' the Eskinpbs haul the swag to Greenland for ne."

"Then you'll kill them | suppose,” the young woman said coldly.

The way Keel haul de Rosa gave a guilty start showed the young woman's guess had been close to the
truth.

"WIIl you spare the life of the bronze nman, also?" Roxey Vail asked tentatively.

Keel haul de Rosa scow ed

"That swab is already dead," he lied, hoping it would hel p break the nerve of the beautifu

girl.

THE STATEMENT had an effect exactly opposite. Roxey Vail sprang forward so suddenly that she

el uded the pair holding her. She cl awed Keel haul de Rosa's villainous face. She handed hima



haymaker that conpletely closed his left eye.

"Lay aboard her!" he how ed in agony. "Pull her off, you swabs! Keel haul me, but she's a bl oody
wld cat!"

H's two men secured fresh hold on Roxey Vail, but not before one of themcollected a flattened
nose. Her arctic life had made a very hard young wonman out of Roxey Vail.

The pretty girl now broke into sobs. The reason for her grief was easily understood - she

bel i eved Doc Savage was dead. It was incredible that the bronze man, m ghty as he was, could cope
wi th such odds as confronted hi m now.

Suddenly a bellowing voice filled the |ounge.

"Boarders!" it roared. "Ben O Gard and his swabs! They're comn'. aboard by the stern!"

Every eye in the | ounge went toward the source of that roaring voice. It seened to cone froma
smal | conpani onway which led off in the direction of the purser's office.

"It's Ben O Gard, | tell yer!" crashed the voice. "They're crawlin' up sone |ines danglin' near
the stern!”

Any doubt which m ght have been arising was dispelled by the loud clatter of a machine gun on
deck. The sound cane fromthe stern!

Another rapid-firer joined it. A white man - one of Keel haul de Rosa's small gang - shrieked a

war ni ng.

"Ben O Gard - " The how ing of Eskinmobs drowned out the rest.

Ben O Gard was i ndeed neking his attack. "One of you hold her!" rasped Keel haul de Rosa.
"Keel haul me - | gotta look into this!"

He sprinted out of the room One of the pair who had been hol ding the young woman foll owed him
Roxey Vail pronptly engaged in conbat with the single rat who now pinioned her arnms. She stanped
his toes through his soft mnukluks. She did her best to bite him

Al though strong and agile for a woman, Roxey Vail woul d have been overpowered by the nman.

But fromthe spot where that great voice had first roared a warning, there glided a formthat

m ght have been liquid bronze. Nearing the struggling man and girl, this becane a giant, Hercul ean
man of hard nmetal. Hands floated out.

They were hands whi ch coul d have plucked the very head fromthe rat now bel aboring the poor girl
with his fists. Yet those hands barely stroked the man's face.

The thug fell sensel ess.

ROXEY VAIL stared at her rescuer. It was apparent she could hardly believe her eyes.

"You - oh, thank - "

"Listen - here's what you're to do!" Doc interrupted. He didn't |like the tearful business of
recei ving thanks fromyoung wonmen whether they were pretty or not.

"You are to go and get your nother!" Doc told her. "You know where the finger of land juts into
the sea half a mle to the north of this spot?"

"Yes."

"Take your nother there. The stormleft a floe of ice attached to the point. It is long and
narrow. |t protrudes out into the sea fully half a mle. The tip is rather rough where ice cakes
were piled upon it by the force of the gale. You are to hide, with your nother, anobng those ice
cakes."

Roxey Vail nodded. But she wanted to know nore.

"What -

"No time to explain!" Doc waved an armin the general direction of the stern. A bloody fight was
goi ng on back there, judging fromthe bedl am

Doc now grasped the girl. He shook her like a child but not very hard.

"Now get this!" he said sharply. "I don't want any nore di sobeying ny orders just because you

t hi nk sonet hi ng has happened to nme!"

She sniffed at him Tears were in her eyes.

"I won't," she said. "But ny father is - "

“I'll attend to him" Doc gave her a shove. "Scoot, Roxey. And be on the end of that ice neck

wi th your nother as soon as possible. Things are going to happen fast around here."

Ohediently, the young wonan raced for the bows. These were deserted, due to the fight at the
stern. She shoul d have no troubl e escaping.

Doc di sappeared down a conpani onway as though in the grip of a great suction. He knew where he
was going. He had overheard a chance renark, while skul king aboard the lost liner a few m nutes ago,
which told himwhere to | ook.

He shoved a stateroom door inward. A long | eap and he was worki ng over tough wal rus-hide thongs
whi ch bound Victor Vail.

"They told ne you were dead!" Victor Vail choked.

"Have you seen your daughter yet?" Doc grinned.

Victor Vail's long, handsone face now becane a study in enotions. Hs lips trenbled. Big tears
ski dded down his cheeks. H's throat worked convul sively.

"Isn't she - a wonderful girl" he gul ped proudly.

He had seen her, all right.



"She's swell," Doc chuckled. "She's gone to get her nother. They'll neet us."

At this, Victor Vail could not restrain hinself. He broke into open sobs of delight and gratitude
and eager ness.

It would be a strange reunion, this of father and nother and daughter, after nore than fifteen
years. It would be sonething, in itself alone, worth all the perils and hardshi ps Doc Savage had
under gone.

The fight astern was coning closer. Autonatics hammered fiercely. Mchine guns tore off |ong
strings of reports. Men shrieked in the frenzy of combat. Not a few of them were scream ng from
their hurts, too.

"We'd better drift away from here!" Doc decl ared.

They ran down a passage.

An amazi ng thing happened to a stateroom door ahead of them

The panel junped out of the door, literally exploding into splinters. An object came through

whi ch resenbled a rusty keg affixed crosswise to the end of a tel ephone pole.

Such a hand and fist could belong to only one man on earth.

"Renny!" Doc yell ed.

Bi g Renny | eaped out, sonber face alight.

A GREASY Eski nb now popped through the shattered door. H's eyes were wells of terror, and his
mouth was a frightened hole. He headed down the passage. He nmade two junps.

Through the door after himcane two hundred and sixty pounds of red-fuzzed man-gorilla.

Monk! He overhaul ed the Innuit as though the greasy bag of fright were standing still. Both his
hands grasped the Eskino and yanked backward. Sinultaneously, his knee came up. The Innuit |anded on
hi s back across that knee. He all but broke in halves.

Doc | ooked into the stateroom

Ham not quite the fashion plate he usually presented, was there. Long Tom was astride anot her
Eski nb. The oily native was twice the size of the pale electrical wi zard. But he was getting the
beating of his life.

Johnny, the gaunt archaeol ogi st, was dancing around with his gl asses, which had the magnifying
lens on the left side, askew on his bony face.

Doc groped for sonething that would express his happiness, for he had given these five friends of
his up as dead men. The proper words refused to cone. His throat was cranped wi th enotion.

"What a bunch of bums!" he managed to chuckle at |ast.

"We've been praying for the sun to cone out," said Ham He pointed at a porthole. A strong beam
of sunlight slanted through it. "Johnny used that nmagnifying lens to burn his bonds apart. It's
lucky for us our captors stink |like they do - they can't snmell anything but thenselves. They
couldn't snell the snmoke fromthe thongs as Johnny burned themthrough.”

The group ran for the stern. Renny secured an automatic pistol fromthe Eski ro whom Ham had
skewered with his sword cane. Long Tom carri ed another he had seized fromhis opponent. Mnk had
obtained a third fromhis own victim

"I had witten you guys off ny books," Doc's expressive voice runbled pleasantly. "How d you
escape fromthat burning plane?"

"What d'you think we had parachutes for?" Mnk inquired in his tiny murnmnur.

"But | flew over the ice, and saw no sign of you," Doc pointed out.

Monk grinned widely. "I"'mtellin" you, Doc, we didn't linger after we | anded. We cone down in the
m ddl e of a gang of wild and wool |y Eskinos. They started throwin' things at us - harpoons nostly.
Qur anmmunition was gone. W'd wasted it all on the plane that shot us down. So we nade tracks. W
t hought the Eski nbs was canni bals, or sonethin'."

Ham scowl ed bl ackly at Monk.

"And you, you missing link, suggested |eaving ne behind as a sort of pot offering!" he said
angrily.

Ham wasn't mad, though. It was just the old feud starting again. Things were back to nornmal.
"Listen, you overdressed little shyster!" Mnk runbl ed. "You were knocked cold when your
parachut e popped you agai nst an iceberg, and | had to carry you. Next time, |'ll sure-enough |eave
you!"

"The Eskinpos set a trap for us," Renny finished the story for Doc. "They were too nany for us.
They finally got us."

THE BOW of the lost liner Oceanic was deserted. The fight at the stern had drawn everybody. And a
bl oody fray that was, for the noise of it had becone nore violent.

Doc halted near an ice-crusted, dangling cable which offered safe, if somewhat slippery, transit
to the ice bel ow

"Half a mle north of here, an ice finger juts out into the sea," Doc said rapidly. "Go there,

all of you! Roxey Vail and her nother should be there already. Wait for ne."

"What are you going to do?" Ham questi oned.

"I'mstaying behind for a short time," Doc replied. "Over the side with you, brothers!"

Rapidly, they slid over the rail.

Monk was last. His honely face showed concern over Doc's safety. He tried to put up an argunent.



"Now |i sten, Doc," he began. "You better -

Doc smiled faintly. He picked up the argunentative two hundred and sixty pounds of man-gorilla by
the slack of the pants and the coat collar, and sent hi mwhizzing down the icy cable.

"Beat it!" he called down at them then sank behind a capstan.

They ran away across the ice.

One of the battlers on the derelict liner saw the group. He threwup a rifle and fired. He

m ssed. He ran forward to get a better aim

The man was one of Ben O Gard's thugs. He crouched in the shelter of a bitt and ai med
deliberately. He could hardly have m ssed. Squinting, he prepared to squeeze the trigger.

Then, instinctively, he brushed at sonething which had touched his cheek. It felt like a fly. It
was no fly - although the rifleman toppled over sensel ess before he realized it.

Doc retreated as soundl essly as he had reached the nan's side.

Rapi dl y, Doc renoved netal caps fromthe ends of his fingers. These were of bronze. They exactly
mat ched the hue of Doc's skin, and they were so cleverly constructed as to escape detection with the
naked eye. However, one m ght have noticed Doc's fingers were a trifle | onger when the caps were in
pl ace.

These caps each held a tiny, very sharp needle. A potent chem cal of Doc's own concoction fed
through glands in those needles. One prick fromthem neant instant unconsci ousness.

This was the secret of Doc's nagic touch.

Doc now saw nen gathering astern. They were Ben O Gard's thugs. Victory had evidently fallen to

t hem

A captive was haul ed up from bel ow. He squeal ed and whi npered and bl ubbered for nercy.

Two pirates held him An automatic in Ben O Gard's hand cracked thunder. The prisoner fell dead.
The man they had nmurdered was Keel haul de Rosa. Hi s proper deserts had at |ast reached the
fellow. As an unnmitigated villain, he had been equaled only by the devil who now sl ew him so

col d-bl oodedly - Ben O Gard.

Doc Savage suddenly yelled loudly. H's great voice tunbled along the ice-coated deck.

Ben O Gard saw him shrieked: "Get the bronze guy, nateys!"

Doc whi pped over the rail.

This was what he had renained behind for. He wanted Ben O Gard and the rest to follow him
Chapter 18. THE THAW NG DEATH

Doc Savage sped away fromthe lost liner Oceanic. Bullets jarred showers of ice flakes from
hummocks behi nd whi ch he dodged. Qther slugs ran about in the snowlike little noles that travel ed
too fast for the eye.

Doc was careful not to offer too good a target. But he showed hinself often enough to lure his
pursuers on.

Yelling excitedly, huge Ben O Gard | ed the pack. The walrus of a pirate was careful not to get
too far ahead of his nen, though. Once, Doc saw himstunble deliberately so as to permt the others
to catch up with him

The man was cautious. He had felt the frightful strength of Doc Savage once. In fact, he still
wor e bandages on his hands fromthat occasion.

Doc' s gol den eyes ranged ahead. They held anxiety. Had his friends reached the neck of ice?

They had. Doc coul d see Monk junping up and down |ike the gorilla he resenbled as he watched the
exciting chase. Mnk's yells even reached Doc's ears. They sounded |like the noise two fighting bulls
woul d make. For a man with such a mld voice, Mink could enmt the nost blood-curdling how s.

Doc qui ckened his pace. No doubt the pirates thought he had been going at full speed - for a
chorus of surprised shouts arose as they saw the bronze nman was | eaving them as though they stood
still.

"Shake out your sails, mateys!" Ben O Gard bell owed. He waddl ed out ahead of his killer gang like
an el ephant. Then, seized with caution, he was careful to let themcatch up.

Doc reached the headl and. The ice pack had piled up here. Passing through it was |aborious
business. It was as though the houses of a great white city had been shoved into one huge pile.

Ri fl e and subnachi ne-gun bullets swarned |i ke unseen hornets through the ice hunmocks.

Doc finally gained the finger of ice. He sprinted. The footing was only noderately rough here,

of fering correspondingly |ess shelter.

There was one point where the ice neck narrowed. Thirty or so steps woul d have spanned it from
one side to the other.

In the mddle of this narrow place stood a slightly unnatural -1ooking drift of snow.

Doc sped past this snow pile without giving it a glance. Arifle slug made such a noise in his
ear that he thought he was hit. But the hood of his parka had only been torn.

He doubl ed | ow, zigzagged a little - and reached cover.

Here, the ice finger wi dened again. Doc joined his friends.

Victor Vail stood to one side. He was doing his best to hug both his wife and pretty daughter

si mul t aneousl y.

"1 hope you got a deck of aces up your sleeve, Doc," Mnk said, his voice again mld. "If you
ain't, we're in a pretty pickle."



AS MONK hinted, they were indeed trapped. For it seened Doc had led themto a spot from which
there was no escape. Ben O Gard and his blood-thirsty pirates had al ready passed the narrow part of
the ice finger. Regaining the shore was now i npossi bl e.

To continue their flight in boats, even should Doc have a craft concealed in the rugged ice near
by, was al so unfeasible. The pirates would have a perfect chance to riddle themw th their machine
guns.

Doc Savage showed no concern.

"Keep your shirt on, Mnk," he suggested. Then, as a burst of rapid-firer slugs all but parted
Monk's bristling red hair, he added: "And your head down!"

"Let the missing link get a lead haircut!" Ham clipped. "He needs barbering."

Monk leered at Hamas if he was trying to think of sonething - got it, and nade his inevitable
"Hoi nck! Hoinck!" of a porker grunting.

Ham subsi ded.

Doc was now introduced to Victor Vail's long-lost wife. The introduction | acked something in
courtliness, considering that it was made with all of themlying as flat as they could, with flocks
of bullets passing but a few inches over their backs.

Ms. Vail was a tall woman, fully as beautiful as her entrancing bl ond daughter, although in a
more mature way. She showed little effects of her long years of isolation on this barren arctic
spot .

Doc turned hastily to his nen to avoid the heartfelt gratitude Victor Vail's wife sought to
express, as well as the adoring look in pretty Roxey's eyes.

"Let me have a pistol!" Doc requested.

H's friends were surprised. It was rarely that Doc used firearms on his human foes.

Renny handed over an autonatic he had taken from one of his Eskinp guards.

Doc left them In an instant. he was |lost conpletely to their sight, so expertly did he conceal

hi nsel .

They heard his automatic crack once - then four tinmes nore.

They stared at the oncoming pirates. Not a man dropped. This was little short of astounding to
the five who knew Doc well. Doc was one of the finest marksnen they had ever seen, even if it was
seldomthat he fired a shot. They had seen himtoss up twelve pennies in a single handful, and using
two pistols, touch every one with | ead before it fell to earth.

Yet he seened to have mi ssed the easy targets the pirates offered.

"Hey - look!" Monk how ed suddenly.

Behind the pirates, where the finger of ice narrowed, a surprising phenonena was in progress.

The ice was nelting at great speed!

MONK WAS first to conprehend. "My chemical mixture for dissolving icel" he chuckled. "Doc put a
supply of it under that snow drift. He sinply punctured the containers!"

Ben O Gard and his pirates came to a stop. They had discovered the nelting ice. That worried
them But their thirst for blood got the better of them They resumed their charge.

"Cone!" Doc called. "And keep down | ow "

He led themfor the end of the ice finger.

It becane noticeable that the whole fornation of ice was now in notion. Enough of the narrow neck
had dissolved to permt the rest to break free. The whole thing was now an ordinary floe, plaything
of the currents of the polar sea.

Doc reached his objective. He pointed.

"How does that |ook?" he questioned.

Monk grinned fromear to ear. "Heaven will never | ook any better to this sinful soul!"

The under-the-ice submarine, Helldiver, lay before them It was noored to deadman anchors which
had obvi ously been sunken in the ice by depositing a bit of Mnk's renmarkabl e chenical concoction.
They threw of f the noorings, then dived down the main hatch.

Doc started the electric notors - there was no tine to get the Diesels going. The Helldiver
surged away fromthe fl oe.

"How d it happen to be here?" Mnk questioned.

Doc smiled faintly.

"I'mafraid | stole it," he explained. "Ben O Gard kindly hel ped me out by |eaving no one aboard.
But | nust say | never put in a busier twenty mnutes than | did running the tin whale here single
handed. "

A sporadic burst or two of bullets rattled on the submarine hull. They did not have sufficient
power to penetrate the steel plates, however.

The shooting stopped abruptly.

Renny took a chance and thrust his head out. He was not shot at.

"If any of you guys are interested in stark drama, conme here and watch," he suggest ed.

Doc, Long Tom Monk, Ham and Johnny crowded up beside him along with Victor Vail.

Roxey Vail and her nother, after one glance, could not bear the horror of the sight.

GRI M FATE had at |ast grasped Ben O Gard and his pirates.

They knew that to drift on the floe did of a certainty mean slow starvation. So they were making



desperate tries to reach shore. Sone had already plunged into the frigid water, and were battling
the strong current

G hers, who could not swim were fighting those who could, trying to make them serve as unwlling
pack horses. A few faint shots rang out.
Those swi nmi ng began to go down, overcome by the deadly chill of the water, for some distance now

separated the floe fromland. Their fur garnments handi capped them yet to renmpbve themwas to
freeze.

After a while, the last man sprang wildly, hopelessly, into the numbingly cold sea.

Two actually reached the ice-rimred shore. One of these was the walrus-like Ben O Gard. But they
could not clinmb upon the ice, so depleted was their strength.

Ben O Gard was last to slip back to his death.

Monk et a long breath swish fromhis cavernous | ungs.

"He'd better get plenty chilled, because it's mighty hot where he's goin'!" nuttered the gorilla

of a chemist. "He paid a mighty high price tryin' to get the -

Monk swal |l owed twice. H's eyes stuck out. He whirled on Doc.

"Hey - what about the treasure?" he howed. "Now we're in a nice fix! Everybody's dead who knows
anyt hing about it!"

Doc Savage was forced to postpone his answer for a time. Handling the under-the-ice submarine
occupi ed his attention. The tanks had to be trimed, the Diesels had to be started. He and his five
men woul d have only noderate difficulty piloting the Helldiver southward, although they woul d be
very short-handed.

Monk got his mind back on fifty mllions in gold and di anonds.

"Say, Doc, we ain't goin' off an' leave all that noney layin' around on that bleak |and

somewhere, are we?" he asked plaintively.

"Ben O Gard and his gang noved the treasure fromthe strong room of the Qceani ¢ when they

mutinied nore than fifteen years ago," Doc said dryly. "In other words, they filched it fromtheir
pal s, headed by Keel haul de Rosa, and cached it in a hiding place of their own."

"Holy cow " groaned Renny. "Then we have no way of finding that hiding place! Ben O Gard and his
men are all dead."

"We don't care about the hiding pace," Doc assured him "Ben O Gard and his gang had recovered

the | oot before they set out a few hours ago to conmit whol esal e sl aughter on the lost liner."

Monk enmitted one of his best hows. "You nean it's -

"The whol e business is aboard this submarine,” Doc told him "To be exact, it's piled sone feet
deep on the floor of your cabin, Mnk!"

It was startling information to Monk. at the end of a npbst startling adventure. Qut of the frozen
grip of the North came a fortune in gold and di anonds, saved fromthe lost liner. But nore than that
- out of this thrilling adventure cane the rescue of two precious lives, and the reunion of a famly
lost for many years.

To the blind violinist and his reunited famly, this was the greatest thing that coul d have
happened, and the battles of Doc and his conpani ons were nost narvel ous.

But they did not know of the past of Doc and his friends; of the many narrow escapes, the
thrilling exploits that were part of their |ives.

Nei ther did they know of the future - the imediate future which held forth adventure and thrills
some way connected with the Oient.

Doc hinself did not know, and did not care. Sonewhere some one el se was in danger, sone other
person needed hel p. Whatever it was, wherever Doc was needed, there he would go, heedl ess of danger,
conquering all obstacles. And his five conpani ons, adventurers-in-arms, would follow their |eader to
still greater exploits.

THE END



