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Chapter |. DEATH ON THE SLOOP
DOC SAVAGE happened to be only one of a few million persons who heard about the nystery of the
silver sloop alnpbst at once. Wien it first came to Doc Savage’'s notice, the nystery probably baffled
the bronze man as nmuch as it did any one
A coast guard patrol boat picked up the silver sloop on Long Island Sound. It was night. The
coast guard hailed the sloop because the craft was carrying no lights. Hailed, and got no answer.
The silver sloop was a silent ghost with slatting canvas. So the coast guard boarded it
Next norning, it was in all of the newspapers. They put out extra editions in London. Paris and
Berlin sheets had it on the front pages. In renpte Japan, they brushed it in queer-Iooking
characters on the public news boards
Doc Savage, of course, read the papers. Long ago, Doc Savage had found it advisable to keep a
close check on the news events of the world. This precaution had on several occasions saved Doc
Savage's |life. The fact that it had was due to the highly unusual profession which Doc Savage

practiced.
The silver sloop was approxinmately fifty feet long, and she was a fine hooker with teakwood
decks, jib-headed sails with roller reefing gear and the rest of the newfangl ed gadgets. She was al

mahogany and shiny netals inside. She was a honey. She nade sailors grin fromear to ear and nurnur
in admration when they boarded her

The coast guardsnen were sailors. But when they went aboard the silver sloop, they turned white
with horror; sone |eaned over the rail and were sick

It was an incredible thing which they found aboard the silver sloop. The thing was so horrible

that no newspaper photographers were all owed aboard after the silver sloop was towed into New London
har bor

The American public, whether they know it or not, are often preserved fromsights that mght turn
their stomachs or keep them awake nights

What the coast guard found aboard the silver sloop would probably have kept a good many peopl e
from sl eeping nights. It did the coast guardsnen

A dead man was found in the steering cockpit of the silver sloop. He was a wel | -known banker and
phi | ant hr opi st—a nman who had been known for his kindliness, his gentle manners

This kindly soul’s dead hand was gripping the hair of a woman whose throat he had cut fromear to
ear, and who, later investigation brought out, had been bl ackmailing the philanthropist for years
over an epi sode of his youth

The coast guardsnen searched farther and found nore horror

THERE had been fifteen people aboard the silver sloop, a later inquiry disclosed. Fourteen of the
fifteen were found, and all fourteen were dead. There was only the one nurder, however

Cl ose examination reveal ed no wound on any of the bodies, except the cut throat of the wonman who
had been nurdered by the man she had tornented

At first, the coast guardsnen thought it was poison gas or sonething, but they found nothing to
bear out that assunption. All fifteen persons aboard the silver sloop when she had sailed were



identified and they were all either nice or fanmous people, wealthy for the npst part. Even the crew
had been decent fellows. Mreover, while one person had died by visible neans, there was a great
deal of doubt about what had killed the others

Physi ci ans were naturally called aboard to make an exam nation. Detectives cane, also. They

| earned a few things

Al the victins had a case of fierce sunburn. But the previous day had been a scorcher for late
fall, and the sunburns escaped attention

The ship’s clock had been knocked of f the hook by some one at three o’clock, for it had stopped

at that point. Presumably this was three o’ clock the previous afternoon

The tarli ke seam conmpound had been squeezed out of sone of the deck’s seans. A journalist wote a
wild story about it looking as if a giant hand had seized the craft

The other point was the nost interesting

One person was mi ssing

That there was a mssing individual was realized i mediately that it becane known that fifteen
persons had sail ed aboard the silver sloop for a day's outing on the Sound. A check was nade of the
nanmes of those sailing

Vel ma Cral e was the m ssing nanme

Vel ma Crale’s name went into the newspaper headlines with a bang. Velma Crale was fanous already;
she was the outstanding he-wonman of the day. She had flown the Atlantic, the Pacific. She had
brought | egendary white |ndians out of the Amazon wilds. She had received the keys to New York City
and had dined with the president

Vel ma Crale’s latest exploit had been an exploration by air of the South Polar regions. This

proj ect had not been so hot, apparently. There had not been the usual publicity upon Velna Crale’s
return, two weeks previously. Velnma Crale had sinply announced that she had di scovered nothing of
val ue

This was unusual. Velma Crale was known as a publicity grabber, a |lens |ouse, a show off who made

a big whoop and holler, even if she had not acconplished nmuch. She naintai ned she could do anyt hi ng
better than any nere man, and she was not backward about telling the world

That Vel ma Cral e should come back fromthe South Polar regi ons and say she hadn’t done anything
worth while had sinply floored the newspaper boys who knew her. They had once dubbed her
"Thunderbird" Crale. Now they wondered why.

Vel ma Crate had even seened reluctant to |l et the caneranmen shoot her really snappy profile

And now Vel na Crale was nissing. Gone. And she had left fourteen dead nadnen and nadwonen behi nd
The world began | ooking for Vel na Crale. She was not accused of anything. In fact, it was thought
that some of the maniacs nust have thrown her off the silver sloop during the hol ocaust. This theory
gat hered nore weight as time passed, and no trace was found of Velna Crale

Then Doc Savage heard from Vel ma Crale.

DOC SAVAGE was known in many far corners of the world, and his was a nane cal cul ated to nake
certain types of shady gentry have a good shake in their boots when they heard it

Al nost every one who had heard of Doc Savage knew that he practiced one of the npbst unusua

prof essi ons ever pursued by a nman. Doc Savage was a nodern Gal ahad. He went around m xing in other
peopl e’ s troubles, aiding the oppressed, righting wongs, neting out his peculiar brand of justice
to evil doers

This had not proved to be a very profitable profession for Doc Savage. He never took pay from

t hose whom he ai ded. But he had managed to amass weal th until no one knew how much he controll ed
But very few knew that Doc Savage was financially able to buy sone nations outright

Doc Savage was known nore for his fabulous nental ability, his uncanny nastery of electricity,
chem stry, surgery, and other professions. Doc Savage was recogni zed as one of the nost skilled in
not one of these professions, but a nunber of them

Doc Savage's physical devel opment came in for attention, as well.

The eighty-sixth floor of one of New York’'s nost inpressive mdtown skyscrapers was the site of
Doc Savage’'s headquarters—his library, | aboratory and trick reception room Laboratory and library
were both so conplete that scientists frequently cane from abroad to exam ne them The place was
replete with scientific contraptions

The tel ephone robot was one of the contraptions. It was put on the tel ephone wire when Doc Savage
was not there. You called up, and a nechanical voice told you that the bronze nan was not there, and
that any nessage you cared to give woul d be recorded for Doc Savage's attention when he returned
This device was nerely an adaptation of the dictaphone, phonograph and vacuum tube anplifier, al
built as one instrument

DOC SAVAGE spent the afternoon delivering a lecture to an em nent group of pal eontol ogists

| eaving the group amazed at sone of his research work on the subject. Then Doc returned to his
headquarters and found the follow ng conversation recorded on the tel ephone robot

"This is Velma Crale," a rather pleasant voice had said. "Sonmething awful is happening, and your
hel p is needed. Later in the afternoon, you will receive a package. Please exanine the contents and



use your own discretion about what to do."

At the end of this brief advice, the robot had autonatically recorded the follow ng words, taken
of f a mechani cal cl ock which gave the time vocally: "This nmessage was received at 3:10 this
afternoon. "

Doc Savage pl ayed the nessage back at a quarter to six.

Doc Savage call ed the package receiving roomof the skyscraper. Sure enough, there was a package,
addressed to Doc. He had it sent up.

The package was not quite a foot square, wapped in brown canvas and tied with a copper wire. |t
was very heavy.

Doc Savage was a cautious individual. Oherw se, he woul d have died | ong ago. He put the package
under an X-ray machine, to see if it contained a bonb. He switched the X-ray machi ne on.

There was a stabbing flash, a terrific concussion, and the entire top of the skyscraper seened to
fly to pieces.

Chapter 11. THE "REG S" MENACE

DOC SAVAGE' S headquarters had been the scene of violence on other occasions, so newspaper
reporters had |l earned to keep an eye on the place. Half of Manhattan |sland heard the expl osion, and
a goodly nunber even saw snoke shoot out of the top of the skyscraper, and saw brick and gl ass fall
to the street. Luckily, no one was injured seriously by the falling débris.

Reporters and photographers rushed to the spot. The police were there first, however, and kept
every one else out. The journalists did a bit of squawking, but they were not allowed to enter. The
police also refused to divulge any information.

Directly, six men in white carried a stretcher out of the skyscraper |obby. The journalists
craned their necks. A how of excitenent went up.

The formof a giant bronze nman lay on the stretcher, extrenmely quiet. The features were
remarkably regul ar, and the bronze texture of the skin was distinctive. The flake gold eyes were
wi de open, unnobving. One hand was not covered by the white shroud.

This hand was amazing. It was |ong-fingered and perfectly proportioned, and it had an incredible
equi prent of tendons. It was a hand of fabul ous nuscul ar strength.

Every one recognized the figure on the litter. Every one al so saw sonething el se.

The bronze head was severed fromthe body!

For monents, not a newspaper man said a word. They were stunned. They knew sone of the perils

whi ch the man of bronze had faced in the past, and he had al ways miracul ously escaped. It hardly
seermed possible that he could be dead. But the evidence was there before their eyes, although the
police nmade an effort to keep them from observing.

There was no mad rush for pictures. There was no shouting. The silence was funeral -1like. Heads
bowed. The litter bearing the formof Doc Savage was placed in an anbul ance whi ch was,
significantly, black.

Later, questions were asked. Yes, the explosion had all but denolished the |aboratory of Doc
Savage’' s headquarters. The formon the stretcher had been picked up in the weckage. No,

phot ographers coul d not take pictures. Wat woul d be done with the body? That had not been deci ded
yet.

Who was responsible for the blast? Had Doc Savage been experinmenting and had an accident?

The police replied that they had nothing to say as yet.

At this point, a man who was not a journalist appeared and tried to get through the police lines.
He said he had to see Doc Savage. He was told Doc Savage was dead.

"Velma Crale!" this man expl oded.

WHEN t he nman gasped the nane of Velna Crale, it was the signal for sharp attention froma

pol i ceman who overheard it.

"What ' d you say?" the cop demanded.

The stranger who had nade the exclamati on had bony hands and a face that nade one think of a
Shetl and pony. His hair was blond and stood up like the bristles on a scrub brush. H's eyes were
remar kably blue. His expensive clothing did not fit himany too well.

"Eh?" he nuttered evasively to the policeman. "Wat do you nmean?"

"Didn't you say sonething about Vel ma Cral e?" asked the officer. "Velnma Crale is the one person
m ssing off that silver sloop | oaded with dead madnen and nmadwonen. "

The bony, blond man shook his pony-1like head violently.

"l said, ‘Ch, ny—hell!’" he said. He spoke it again, "Ch, ny—hell!"

It did sound as if he might have said that instead of "Velna Crale!" The officer was al nost
satisfied.

"Who are you?" the cop questioned.

"Derek Flammen," replied the other.

The officer frowned, scratched his head, then brightened.

"The South Pol e explorer!" he exclai ned.

"The sane," agreed Derek Flammen. "| was interested in getting Doc Savage to finance nme in an
expl oration of the South Polar continent. | canme to see himfor that purpose.”



The cop bowed his head

"I"msorry," he said

Der ek Fl ammen groaned, "So Doc Savage is dead!"

"They just took the body away in a hearse," said the policeman

"This is hideous!" groaned Derek Flamen

Then Derek Flammen noved away.

The policeman who had tal ked with Derek Flammen al so noved away. He entered the skyscraper

pi cked up a tel ephone, and spoke

"I"ve got sonmething to report that mght be of interest."

"CGo ahead," an expressionless voice told him

The officer repeated exactly what had been said between hinself and Derek Flanmmren.

"The guy might have said, ‘Ch, ny—hell!’ instead of ‘Velma Crale!’" he finished

"Thank you," said the expressionless voice

DEREK FLAMMVEN was col |l ared by a newspaperman before he left the vicinity of the skyscraper. The
spotlight of publicity frequently fell upon Derek Flammen's nanme, because he was a rather well-known
figure in the real mof exploration

Si nce Doc Savage had been a fampus explorer, Derek Flamen was asked to make a statenent on the
bronze man’s death. Derek Flammen thought for a nonent, then nade his statenent

"The world little knows the true inportance of the lifewrk of the man of bronze," he said, "but
it will long remenber. It is ny prediction that the grindstone of time, which dulls the nmenory of
nost celebrities, will but etch nore sharply the name of Doc Savage. His character was a di anond
which will cut sharply through the ages. Mankind has to-day suffered one of its greatest |osses."
"That’s a swel|l statement," said the newshawk

Der ek Fl amren worked through the throng in search of a taxicab. It was dark by now. Not until he
reached the outskirts of the throng now about the skyscraper did he find a cab

He was so interested in the job of locating a conveyance that he did not pay too nuch attention
to his trail. He mght easily have been shadowed.

Nor did Derek Flamen seemto be in any great hurry to get to his destination, which he gave as a
popul ar uptown hotel. He sat back on the taxicab’s cushioned back seat, and his aquiline face was
thoughtful. Once, he nmade a small sound that m ght have been a chuckle or a snarl, since his face
showed neither hate nor delight

"Damm Vel ma Crale!" he said quite distinctly. "I wonder why the hell she was ever born?"

Derek Flammen alighted fromthe taxi in front of his hotel, paid the driver, smled at the
doorman, sniled at the el evator operator, and unlocked the door to his suite with a key which he had
been carrying. The suite was dark. He stepped in and turned on the |ight, somewhat absent-m ndedly.
"You may as well hold that pose!" said a crisp, throaty voice

Derek Flamren did anything but hold the pose. H's hand was still on the |ight button. He doused
the lights. Sinultaneously, he junped to one side. He crouched there

Cane a swi sh! A hard blow hit Flammen’s right shoulder. He grunted, struck wildly in the
darkness, hit nothing, and changed his position

Al nost instantly, he was struck another blow. He swore. He changed his position a third time. The
interior of the roomwas as black as a bats’' cave

Yet the attacker found himagain, unerringly. This tine, Flamen was all but stunned by a snash
to the side of his head

Fl ammen snarl ed. He had suddenly di scovered why the other could see him H's hands. There was a
gl owi ng substance on one of them A phosphorescent stuff, obviously. He glanced at the door and saw
where he had gotten it from Of the inner knob

"You might as well give up!" advised a voice in the darkness. "Otherwi se, | shall start
shooting. "

"What is the nmeaning of this?" barked Derek Flanmren

The 1ights came on

Derek Flamren stared, blinking, at the single other person in the room

"Vel ma Crale!" he gul ped

VELMA CRALE had frequently been called the fenal e Amazon of the twentieth century, because of the
feats which she had perfornmed. She did not | ook the part

She was a small girl who | ooked as harnl ess as a nobuse, and who had, just now, about the sane
coloring. Her arns did not bulge with nuscles, despite the manner in which she had been whacking
Der ek Fl ammren about. Her features were regular, but not outstanding

Velma Crale, just now, did not look like a heart snasher over whomtwo dignified Englishnen had
fought a duel, and for whom an | ndi an nabob had renounced a province and twenty-two wi ves. This was
because Vel ma Cral e had dyed her hair to a nondescript hue, and was wearing no make-up, besides
wearing some very plain clothes

Vel ma Cral e, when she had on her war paint, was really sonmething to | ook at. What was nore

ef fective, she had gl anbur, personality, and a nice quota of brains

Velma Crale was, incidentally, noted for her lack of interest in men. Thus far, her heart had



been a rock on which luckl ess admrers had dashed thensel ves unavailingly.

She waved the big pistol which she held, and with which she had been cl ubbing Derek Fl amen.
"1’ve shot men before!" she said, neaningly.

This was true. She had, singlehanded, fought off a war party of cannibals on an occasi on when her
pl ane was forced down in a New Gui nea jungle.

Derek Flamren wet his lips. He kept his eyes on the gun’s nuzzle. The girl seened to be

consi dering her next nove. They stood thus for sone nonents.

During those nonents, sonething happened that neither of the two in the roomnoticed. The wi ndow
raised a fraction of an inch. This was especially remarkabl e since the wi ndow opened on the side of
the hotel which was sheer for twenty stories down and ten upward.

Der ek Fl ammen sighed | oudly.

"You are not going to get away with this!" he grow ed.

Vel ma Crale sniffed. It was the same kind of a sniff she would give a toothless dog who made out
as if he were going to bite.

"You are as conceited as all nen," she said, scathingly. "I'"mnot afraid of you."

"Not with that gun, you wouldn't be!" Flamen grunbl ed.

Velma Crale smled nastily. Then she did a thing which was indicative of the spirit which had
earned her reputation.

She tossed her | oaded gun on the bed. Then she wal ked toward Derek Flamren with her fists up.

FIl ammen | ooked del i ghted, lunged for her. Hi s delight vanished. She hit himin the right eye, pulled
some hair out of his head, and kicked himin the mdriff, all before he could help hinself.

The next instant, Derek Flammen was flat on his face, the renarkabl e young woman seated on his
back, holding himwith a neat jujitsu hold which dealt awful agony.

"I"mnot afraid of anything that wears pants,"” said Velna Crale.

SHE searched Derek Flammen, relieved himof a pocketknife and a |arge, straight-stemmed pi pe. She
tied his hands and ankles with bedsheets fromthe bedroom

St eppi ng back, she examined the pipe. The inlaid steminterested her. She pointed it at the wall
and tried pressing various bits of the inlay.

She got a small zing! of a noise. Sonething hit the wall, and she went over to examne it—a tiny
dart.
"Poi soned, 1'Il bet!" she snapped, and glared at Derek Flamren.

The latter said nothing, but he did not appear to be in a confortable state of m nd.

Vel ma Cral e stanped over and glared at him

"Where i s Thurston H Wardhouse?" she asked.

"l never heard of such a man!" snapped Derek Fl anmen.

"Of course not!" Velma Cral e | aughed, harshly. "But Thurston H. Wardhouse is sailing from

Sout hanpton on the liner Regis to-night, and when | get ny hands on him plenty is going to happen!"
Derek Fl anmen kept silent. But he becane slightly pale.

"1"ve been doing plenty of sleuthing around,"” advised Velma Crale. "I know the whole story. |
know just how many millions are at stake."

Derek Fl amren swal | owed, plainly with sone effort, but still did not speak.

"When your crowd tried to run a whizzer on ne, you tackled the wong person!" snapped the young
worman. “"l’mgoing to run you ragged! |I'mgoing to do nyself a lot of good in this. And Thurston H.
War dhouse is going to help nme. You didn’t know that, did you?"

Der ek Fl amren seemed about to choke.

The wi ndow had not opened nore than the fraction of an inch which it had risen earlier.

There canme a knock on the door.

Vel ma Crale got her gun fromthe bed and sidled over to the door.

"What is it?" she asked.

"Tel egram " said a masculine voice outside. It sounded |ike the voice of a youth.

Velma Crale was too foxy to take a chance on what mght be an ol d ruse.

"Shove it under the door," she call ed.

A yel |l ow tel egraph envel ope was pronptly shoved under the door.

The young worman | ooked relieved, picked up the telegram saw the nane of Derek Flammen through
the transparent wi ndow, and tore the envel ope open. She plucked out a folded yellow sheet.

Then she gave a | oud gasp and fell to the floor.

Chapter 111. THE MYSTER QUS CABLE

A KEY imedi ately clicked in the door, and the | ock tunblers were operated, after which the door
opened.

Hal f a dozen nen stepped in silently, and the | ast one closed the door hastily. The nen were
quietly dressed, and had the | ook of outdoor fellows. Their faces were not what could be called
"angel i c-1ooking." Al of themhad a rather pronounced sunburn, or what appeared to be a sunburn.
"Tie her up and gag her," said the |eader. "That gas stuff in the envelope will only knock her
out for a minute or two."



The | eader stood out fromhis followers for several reasons. He was bigger, and he | ooked neaner.
He al so wore spectacles with unusually thick Ienses of a slightly yellow sh gl ass.

A man bent over the girl. He pronptly made a gasping sound and all but fell, then managed to
stumbl e to one side.
"Hel |, Cheaters!" he gul ped. "Some of that stuff is still in the air!"

"Drag her to one side to tie her and gag her," ordered the |eader, answering to the cognonen of
"Cheaters."

Hi s unusual spectacles nade it no nystery why he happened to be called Cheaters, this being a
slang term sonetinmes applied to gl asses.

The orders were carried out on the girl, and none too soon; for she began to munbl e from behind
the gag, and her eyes sparkled irately.

Derek Flammen rolled and wenched at the sheets with which his wists and ankles had been tied by
t he young woman.

"Turn me | oose!" he barked.

Cheaters leered at him

"Take it easy, blondy!" he growled. "You ain't out of the woods yet."

Derek Flanmen rel axed, a peculiar expression on his ponylike features.

"I amat a loss to understand what this is all about," he said.

"That’'s swell," said Cheaters, om nously. "If you understood, you would probably be at a greater
loss. You would | ose your life."

CHEATERS now went over to Velnma Crale.

"I don’t think you'll be squawking for the police," he said. "They' re | ooking for you for sending
that bonb to Doc Savage. The attendant in the skyscraper’s package roomrenenbered that it had your
name on the return address. It's all in the extra editions of the newspapers."”

He ungagged Vel na Crale.

The young worman stared at Derek Fl anmen.

"l thought you were the | eader of the other nob—ef this outfit!" she said in a puzzled manner.
"l don't know anything at all about anything!" snapped Fl anmen.

Cheaters nudged the girl gently with a toe. "You know ne?"

"Cheaters Slagg!" she grated. "You're a rogue; and you’'ll eventually get hung!"

"After you, ny dear," grinned Cheaters. Then he scow ed. "On second thought, | don’t think well
give them a chance to hang you. Even though they’'d probably Iynch you for killing Doc Savage, in
spite of the fact that you're a wonman."

Velma Crale sniffed. "Nuts to you."

She did not sound very enthusiastic.

Cheaters Slagg rocked on his heels. He lifted his thick, colored spectacles and rubbed his eyes
as if they ached. This gesture was, in fact, a habit with him

"So Thurston H Wardhouse is working with you now?" he grow ed.

"No," Velma Crale said, pronptly.

"W listened outside the door, so don't lie about it!" retorted Cheaters Slagg. "W’ ve been
shadowi ng you for days, ny fenale go-getter, and we have copies of the cables you' ve sent to
War dhouse. We know Wardhouse is taking the liner Regis to-night."

Sl agg bent forward suddenly. His ugly face wore an expression far from benevol ent.

"We're taking precautions!” he gritted. "Wardhouse will never see New York again!"

The girl nipped her lips and apparently could think of nothing by way of reply.

"Bring themboth!" Slagg rapped suddenly.

Velma Cral e and Derek Flamren were |lifted bodily and borne out of the room It devel oped that the
mob had a freight elevator waiting, with a frightened—and evidently crooked-hotel flunkey in charge.
He took them down, then grasped a twenty-dollar bill greedily when it was passed to him

"l won’'t say nothing about this!" he gul ped.

Cheaters Slagg, seizing an opportunity a nonent later, calmy inserted a long knife into the
hotel flunkey' s heart from behind.

"Not in this world, you won't say nothing!" grow ed Slagg, holding the dying man’s nouth so that
he could not make a sound.

They got out into an alley wi thout being noticed and distributed thenselves in two cars which
were waiting there.

"Alot of guys are going to get thenselves dead if this keeps up," Cheaters Slagg said, calmy.
"But ny idea is that it’'s worth it."

THE nmen were fairly confident of thenselves, and, anyway, too nuch | ooking around woul d have been
likely to attract attention as they drove out on the street, so they did not notice a shadowy form
near the nouth of the alley.

Had they noticed, they would have been interested, for the lurking individual had a very furtive
manner. Noreover, the person kept so thoroughly concealed in the shadows that it was inpossible to
tell whether it was man or woman.



The skul ker renmined sheltered for a time after the cars had departed. Caution was apparently the
motive for this. The Cheaters’s npbb mi ght have scouts |urking about to keep an eye on the scene.

But apparently they hadn't, and after a bit the blot of shadow noved, faded with other patches of
murk, then vanished entirely fromthe vicinity.

A short time later and sone di stance down the gl oony street, glass broke on one of the grills

that admtted to a sewer flood drain. It was a peculiar flat bottle, and a shoe ground the fragments
to bits so that they all dropped out of sight.

A bit later in the evening, a police patrolman chanced to stop near the drain, and twirling his
club, absently | ooked down. He saw a peculiar glow and studied it for sone time, even getting down
on his hands and knees to peer through the grating. He never did quite decide what he had seen.

Long before curiosity was consuming the officer, however, the clerk for a cable conpany

di scovered on his counter a cablegram together with the exact amount of tolls required for its
transm ssion. The clerk had not seen who had |left the nessage, and it was not signed.

The cabl egram was marked urgent, so no tine was lost in getting it on the wires. The mi ssive was
transmtted by teletype to a transatlantic radio station on Long Island, and fromthence it went by
air to England, and arrived, in the course of a very short tine, at the hotel room of the addressee.
The addressee was a gentl eman bearing the good Angl o- Saxon name of WII|iam Harper Littlejohn.

Chapter 1V. THE MYSTERY AT SEA

"PRETERNATURAL eventuation is an amaranthine potentiality,"” said WIIliam Harper Littlejohn, upon
recei ving the cabl egram

VWi ch was by way of proving that the gentleman in question never used a small word when he had
tinme to think of a big one. He mght sinply have said the unexpected can al ways happen.

W liam Harper Littlejohn, otherwi se known as "Johnny," was best described as a long suit full of
bones. He cane about as near being a wal king skel eton as the hunman anatony can achi eve. The top of
his head was extraordinarily large. His clothing naturally did not fit him A nonocle was attached
to his lapel with a ribbon.

The nonocl e was not there for foppish reasons, however; the bony person needed it frequently to

| ook at strange rocks and ancient hieroglyphics.

W liamHarper Littlejohn was one of the world' s nost |earned archaeol ogi sts and geol ogi sts. He
was in London translating some old tablets for the English national nmuseum

He opened the cabl egram and read it. Then he upset a chair charging across his hotel suite
sitting room

"Renny!" he how ed. "Read this, you big-fisted hunk of bone and gl oom "

Wi ch proved what sone people did not believe—+he nan did know a few snall words.

He handed the cable to the occupant of one of the two bedroons. A long, puritanical, utterly

gl oony face was about all of this individual that could be seen, for the reason that he was in bed
and covered. He gl anced over the m ssive.

"Holy cow" he said. Hs voice was |ike the grow of a big bear in a deep cave.

He read the cabl egram agai n.

"Holy cow " he said, much louder this time. Then he arose fromthe bed, and wearing an expression
of a man going to a funeral, wal ked over to the door, and calnmy knocked the stout wooden panel out
with a single blow of one fist.

This was not a remarkabl e feat, considering that each of his fists consisted of an approximate
gallon of bone and gristle, properly hardened. The rest of himwould weigh in excess of two hundred
and fifty pounds, none of it fat, but his fists were so large they al nbst seened defornities.

"l knew sonething nice woul d happen to me when | went to church Sunday," he said.

He still wore the ook of a man going to a funeral. This, contrarily enough, neant he was vastly
pl eased with what the world was offering at the nonent.

They both read the cable once nore.

BOARD LI NER REG S SAI LI NG FROM SOUTHAMPTON TO- NI GHT STOP LEARN WHAT YOU CAN ABOUT A MAN NAMED
THURSTON H WARDHOUSE

"It is not signed," runbled "Renny," whose full name was Col onel John Renwi ck on the roster of
the International Society of Master Engineers, of which he was a charter nenber. H s favorite act
was to slamhis great fists through the solid panel of a heavy door.

"A signature would be a superfluosity,” said WIliam Harper Littlejohn.

"Holy cow " boomed Renny. "So it would, Johnny. So it would. Let's start checking on this |iner,
Regis. "

The bony Johnny went to a tel ephone, and after an expenditure of many words, large and snall,

hung up with a disgusted expression.

"The liner Regis sailed thirty mnutes ago," he said.

THE |iner Regis was one of the newer ocean greyhounds of the smaller, faster type. She made the
run between Sout hanpton and New York in fast tine.

However, the expediency of nodern |ife has denmanded that every nmeasure be taken to hurry the
transm ssion of the mails, so it was customary for a seaplane to fly out to sea a nunmber of hours



after the Regis sailed and drop the late nail aboard

On this occasion, however, the mail plane |anded on the cal msea off the bows of the Regis, and
two passengers were taken aboard by a | owered |ifeboat

The grizzl ed skipper of the Regis was not happy about the slight delay which this transfer

occasi oned. He confronted the two strangers

"This is irregular!" he snapped. "Wy in Hades couldn't you chaps have taken a | ater boat?"

Bony Johnny and big-fisted Renny, not wi shing to anger the skipper, |ooked properly serious

"It was very inportant for us to get aboard," Renny booned

"Who are you?" demanded the naster of the Regis

They told him

The skipper’s attitude changed instantly.

"l amsorry," he murnured. "Doc Savage has a group of five nmen who have aided himin his peculiar
life's work. You are two of thenP"

"That’'s right," Renny agreed

"And, of course," added the skipper, "you will want to get to New York for the funeral."

"Eh?" thunped Renny. "For what?"

"For Doc Savage's funeral."

Renny and Johnny stood as if stricken. It was the first they had heard of what had happened in
New York. They tried to speak, but words sonehow slipped them

The kindly master of the Regis, not realizing he had broken the news, said, "Perhaps you woul d
like to see the extra edition of our shipboard newspaper which was put out on Doc Savage's death?"
"Y-yes," Renny said, thickly, "we’d like to see it."

They read it in the cabin which was turned over to them The story had cone by radio, and it was
conplete, if abbreviated as to space. They said very little while they read it. They were silent for
a long tine afterward.

Then they asked for separate cabins. It was a strange request. But they wanted to be alone with
their grief. They |l ooked |like a pair of ghosts when they ate breakfast together the next norning
They seened to be able to think of nothing to say

"Holy cow" Renny nmunbled finally. "It can't be true!"

Johnny put down his knife and fork, got up and stood | ooking out of a porthole. He spoke over his
shoul der

"The late radi o reports say a photographer nanaged to get a picture of the—ef Doc’s—ef -Bamm

phot ogr aphers!"

They did not finish eating

"This Thurston H Wardhouse nmust have sonmething to do with the mob that did for Doc," Renny
munbl ed at | ast

"Yes," Johnny agreed. "W'Ill find him"

THEY did not find him Not inmmediately, at |least. And when they did, it was under incredible

ci rcumst ances

There was no Thurston H. Wardhouse on the passenger list. Questioning uncovered no one who knew
of such an individual. If the man was aboard, he was obviously under an assunmed nane.

Renny tried a ruse, hiring a page to go through the ship repeatedly, crying that he had a

radi ogram for Thurston H Wardhouse. It did not work.

Johnny and Renny were hanpered by the well-nmeant synpathy of the Regis’s passengers, who had
heard of Doc Savage, and seermed to think the bronze man’s two ai des woul d be eager to recount sone
of Doc’s past exploits

Eventual Iy, Johnny and Renny found it necessary to shut thenselves in their cabins. They did not
want to tal k about Doc Savage. The subject was too painful

To the world, Doc Savage was a man of nystery—a bei ng about whomincredible | egends were told. To
Johnny and Renny, who had been associated with the man of bronze for some years, Doc Savage was
al nost as nysterious a person. They knew hi m perhaps as well as any nortal. Yet they did not know
hi m

Doc Savage had been trained scientifically fromchildhood for the unusual work he had undertaken
It was no ordinary course of training which he had received; the greatest scientists, the nost

| earned nmen in many professions, had contributed to it, and Doc Savage, product of their conbined
skill, had been an ammzi ng conbi nati on of nmental w zardry and—because he had taken two hours of

i ntensi ve exerci se each day since chil dhood—a physical superman

The bronze man’s feats had never ceased to awe even his five aides, who were closest to him
Three of these five men were supposed to be in New York. Johnny and Renny sent them radiograns,
asking for particulars

No answers cane

"That | ooks bad!" Renny groaned

"Preponderantly nalignant," Johnny agreed, gloomly

"The nob that got Doc may have nade away with Monk, Ham and Long Tom " added Renny.



FOUR days passed, and the liner Regis neared New York—and then one of the nost fantastic things
in marine history happened.

There was a fog. The afternoon was chilly, for the North Atlantic, even near the end of Long
Island, is never overly warm Passengers pronenaded the decks wearing topcoats.

Then it grew hotter. The passengers began shedding their waps. They perspired. Bel ow decks, it
becane unusually warm so al nost every one stepped outside to enjoy the unexpectedly pleasant
tenperature.

It was not pleasant for |ong. The heat increased. The shade under the awni ngs becane popul ar.
Fans were turned on, and the bar did a rushing business in cool drinks.

No one was excited as yet. They just thought the ship had entered a belt of unexpectedly bal ny

t enperat ures.

Per sons who | ooked toward the sun began to notice spots before their eyes afterward. It was as if
they had faced a flanme of a welding torch.

There cane a tine when every one on deck had sought the shade.

Then a steward suddenly emtted a yell, grabbed a fat nan and tried to throw hi moverboard.

Sail ors seized the steward, after which several persons had a good |augh, it being known that the
fat man, a passenger, had been particularly annoying to this steward throughout the voyage. The
steward was taken bel ow, munbling, and | ocked in the brig.

The incident was discussed as a tenporary nental derangenment brought on by the abrupt alteration
in tenperatures.

Then Thurston H. Wardhouse appeared.

Chapter V. THE QUEER SHI P

RENNY and Johnny were standing on the pronenade, beneath an awning. Both were in their shirt

sl eeves, and noppi ng perspiration. At |east, Renny was. Bony Johnny never cane nuch nearer
perspiring than would a skel eton.

"This is a danged funny thing," Renny remarked.

"Egregi ously enigmatical," agreed Johnny.

"I"'mstill wondering about that cablegram" grunbled Renny. "Wio the blazes sent it? W naturally
presuned Doc had sent the thing, but well—t nust have been sone one else."

"An inperspicuosity,” Johnny conpl ai ned.

Then Thurston H. Wardhouse nade his advent. He was as handsone a man as a Broadway chorus boy,
but his features were distorted with fear. He came chargi ng down the deck.

"Get under cover!" he shrieked. "Get into the hold! You're going to die if you don't!"

It was chance that took himnear Renny and Johnny. But the latter two mi ght never have known the
man’'s identity had he not squaw ed sonething el se.

"They’ ve kill ed Doc Savage!" Thurston H Wardhouse squawl ed. "Now they’'re trying to kill ne!"
Renny and Johnny cane to life with a bang. They collared Thurston H Wardhouse. Renny did the
seizing, and his big fists squeezed, and Wardhouse baw ed out in agony.

"What was that you just said?" Renny runbl ed.

"Get bel ow decks!" screeched the man. "Quick!"

"Who're you?" Renny countered.

"War dhouse! " the man wail ed, beside hinself. "You damm fools! Don't you realize what is

happeni ng?"

Renny shoved his long, puritanical face closer to the other man’s.

"No," he said. "But we’'d like to know. "

"It's the sun!" gasped Wardhouse. "The sol ar—

He stopped. Caution had struck through his fog of fright. He wet his lips, trenbled, but did not
say nore.

"CGo on," Renny invited.

"Yes, afford aggrandi zenent," Johnny echoed.

War dhouse heaved in an effort to free hinself, but did not succeed.

"Hel p!" he screeched unexpectedly. "These nen are going to kill ne!"

Several menbers of the Regis personnel had been approaching, unnoticed by Renny and Johnny. These
fell ows now rushed forward, intent on rescui ng Wardhouse, who they believed was being nol ested. The
sailors were husky. It was either fight or | et Wardhouse go. Renny and Johnny chose to rel ease him
"Sonet hi ng queer is happening here!" Renny booned. "Take us to the skipper!"

It was a reasonabl e request, and in a few nonents, they were confronting the worried master of
the liner.

Thurston H. Wardhouse spoke first.

"G ve your engines full speed and turn back!" he rapped, excitedly. "It's the only thing that
will save our lives!"

The ski pper was a man steeped in the humdrum of everyday life. The request to turn back sounded
preposterous to him

"This man has gone mad," he said, calmy. "Lock himup."

The sailors started to drag Thurston H Wardhouse away.



Forward, near the bows, there was a | oud expl osi on. The shock of it shook the entire liner. Every
one stared in the direction of the concussion

A hol e gaped in the bows, well above the waterline

"It’s too late to turn back now," said Thurston H Wardhouse

THE few nmonments imrediately follow ng the blast forward were filled with tumult. Orders were
shrieked, directing that the extent of the damage be ascertained. A nunber of sailors dashed forward
to conmply with the command

Some of these sailors fell to the deck and did not arise. Back al ong the decks, passengers were
dashi ng out, and sonme of these collapsed the instant they were outside

Thurston H. Wardhouse took advantage of the confusion. He gave a violent lunge, freed hinself of
restraining hands, and sprang down a conpani onway that admtted to the innards of the |iner
Caution seized the skipper of the Regis

"Wheel hard over!" he barked. "Put her bows on our back course! Gve her full speed ahead!"

He had decided to take Wardhouse’' s advice

Renny | ooked at Johnny.

"War dhouse! " thunped the big-fisted engi neer

"A perspicacitive suggestion,” snapped Johnny, and they ran in pursuit of the fleeing nman of
nystery.

War dhouse had secured but a nmoment’s start. When Johnny and Renny were inside, where the yelling
on deck was nmuffled, they could hear the fleeing man’s footsteps. Wardhouse seened intent on
penetrating to the deepest recesses of the ship

Renny and Johnny, who were about as unlike as two nen could be in physical build, were none the
| ess about equal in speed. They kept close together, and they overhaul ed their quarry.

"We'll have himin a mnute!" Renny runbled triunphantly, when they caught sight of Wardhouse at
the end of a passage

War dhouse nust have heard. He stopped, yanked up a trouser leg, and got a slender revol ver which
had been hol stered there. It was one of the nbdern target weapons, shooting a missile of smal
cal i ber but high velocity. The weapon emtted bullets with small, wi cked reports

Renny and Johnny flipped into the nearest door, and found thenselves in a storeroom from which
there was no other exit.

"“I"1l be superamal gamated!" said Johnny, using the word which was his favorite expression of
mental agitation

Renny pawed vigorously at his eyes

"Holy cow " he booned. "Johnny, are you having trouble seeing? Spots in front of ny eyes and that
sort of thing?"

"Yes," said Johnny. "An excruciating phenonenon."

They were silent a nmonent

"It’s this heat," Renny thunped finally. "Sonething queer about it. You remenber the story we
read in the newspaper about that silver sloop found in Long Island Sound, with everybody aboard
dead?"

Bi g-worded Johnny nade an expl osive noi se

"Ej acul ations and vociferations!" he gasped. "Do you think sonething |like that could be happeni ng
to us?"

"Your guess is as good as mine."

Renny set hinself, obviously for a leap through the door

"Where you goi ng?" asked Johnny.

"l’"mgonna see that the radio operator is letting the world know what is happening to this
liner," Renny booned. "You stick on the trail of this Thurston H \Wardhouse."

Wth that, Renny dived outside. He was not fired upon, although he distinctly saw Wardhouse

wat ching himat the opposite end of the corridor. It seemed that Wardhouse would only use his gun to
prevent his own capture

RENNY knew the | ocation of the radi o shack—aft, on the top deck. He headed for it. Fromtine to
tine, he passed his hands over his eyes. He could hardly see. The sensation was |ike nothing so nuch
as being blinded by a great arc |ight

He coul d, however, perceive enough of his surroundings to feel an unpleasant chill. Passengers
and crew were dashing about nadly. Renenbering the newspaper reports that those aboard the silver
sl oop found in Long Island Sound had been insane before they di ed, Renny | ooked for evidences of
mani a here

He becane convinced that the strange heat was not driving every one mad. Many persons were acting
wildly, but that was to be expected. Every one knew sonething incredibly out of the ordinary was
occurring, by now, and many had becone hysterical

On the decks, there were nunmerous bodies. The fantastic heat seened to have the power of
overcom ng any one who exposed hinself to it

Renny kept under cover. He felt that perspiration was running fromevery pore. He reel ed agai nst



the wall of the salon, near a thernoneter, and paused to look at it. The tenperature was only a
little above a hundred and twenty, much to his surprise.

The heat, then, was not weaking the havoc. It nust be something el se.

Coming in sight of the radi o shack, Renny nade the | ast few yards through the open in a wild
dash. He flopped through the radi o shack door, and i medi ately was gl ad he had cone.

The Regis carried two radio nen on duty at all hours, and both were slunped on the floor, where
they had fallen. They were still breathing.

Renny, |ike Doc Savage’'s other aides, was a skilled radio operator. He set the transmitter dials
of the C. W transmtter and began to tap out a series of S O S signals.

He was having even nore trouble with his eyes. The pupils seened to be balls of fire. He shut his
lids, but it did not help much. He was feeling weirdly dizzy.

"SOS,"

he transmtted. "L-i-n-e-r R e-g-i-s i-n s-t-r-a-n-g-e h-e-a-t z-o-n-e. E-x-p-l-0-s-i-0-n.
T-h-o0-s-e a-b-o0-a-r-d d-y-i-n-g—

Renny ended his sending there, because a man had staggered into the shack. He could hardly stand.
He was hol ding his head with both hands.

It was Thurston H Wardhouse. He | ooked at Renny.

"I made a hell of a mistake!" he croaked. "I didn't know you were Doc Savage's nen! |

t hought +hought —+t was a trick—

He fell over senseless and did not nove.

Renny hel d his own head, keeping his el bow over his eyes. His brain seened afire. He turned
slowy and grasped the radio key. To get help was inperative.

"SOS,"

he sent. "L-i-n-e-r Re-g-i-s h-i-t b-y we-i-r-d—=

Renny interrupted his sending there again. Not willingly. He wanted to go on, felt confident he
coul d.

But he slid to the floor unconscious.

Chapter VI. THE DEATH TRI CK

THE fragnmentary nmessage whi ch Col onel John Renwi ck transmtted fromthe stricken |liner Regis was
not the first word to reach the world. Radio operators are an ami able clan, and frequently carry on
a conversation over the air.

One radi o man on the Regis had been gossiping with the operator of another liner, and had

remarked on the heat. He had given sone details of what had happened, even advising of the

expl osi on, before he passed out.

New Yor k newspapers, of course, broke out extra editions imedi ately. Newsboys were pacing the
streets, crying themwi thin not much nore than thirty m nutes.

One of these vending urchins was hailed by, and sold a paper to, a person he did not even see.

The transacti on was conducted through the crack of a partially opened door, in a section of the city
devoted to room ng houses.

The newsboy did not wonder about it unduly, because he supposed the other fellow did not have his
pants on or sonething.

The man who had bought the paper was cl othed properly enough. Just why he had used such secrecy
was a nystery, although it was true that his physical appearance was enough to scare any one who net
himin a gloony alley.

The man was a little over five feet in height, approxinmately that wide, it seemed; his |ong,
gristled arms dangl ed well bel ow his knees; his face was incredibly hormely, and all of himwas
covered with bristles which resenbled rusty shingle nails. He bore nore of a |likeness to a big ape
than to a human.

"Monk!" No other name could fit him

He was Lieutenant Col onel Andrew Bl odgett Mayfair, but he had heard the nanme so sel dom he had
forgotten what it sounded |ike.

Monk’ s | ooks were deceiving. Actually, he was in a way of being the npst widely known chemist in
Anerica. He was a Houdini of the test tubes.

Monk read the headlines, the bulletins bel ow

"Ham " he yelled in a squeaky voice that m ght have belonged to a snall boy.

"What is it, Monk, you beautiful little cupid?" queried a sarcastic, oratorical voice fromthe

adj acent room

"Ar-r-r!" gritted Monk. "Cut out that w senheinmer stuff, you overdressed shyster! Sonething
serious has happened!"

The occupant of the adjacent room appeared. He was a slender man, thin at the waist, with a |arge
mouth and a high forehead. Striking thing about him however, was his clothing.

H s afternoon garb was sartorial perfection. The presser nust have spent hours over the crease in
his striped trousers and dark coat; his linen was crisp, and his barber a naster.

"Ham " formally known as Brigadi er General Theodore Marley Brooks, |ooked what he was—a qui ck

thi nker and possibly the nost astute | awer Harvard ever turned out. He never went anywhere w thout



a plain black cane. This was, anong other things, a sword cane—ene whose tip contained a chemi cal
that put its punctured victins to sleep.

The two men were now exchangi ng the kind of |ooks which usually come before a fight, after which
Monk passed over the newspaper.

"Hmmm" said the perfectly attired Ham after reading it. "This nmeans Renny and Johnny are
probably up agai nst what might be called a predicanent."

"W better do sonething about it," Mnk nuttered.

"But we have orders to stay here, where no one knows our address, until we get orders to the
contrary," rem nded Ham "If we show ourselves, the newspaper reporters will run us wild wanting
interviews on what we, as Doc Savage's aides, thought of him"

Monk waved his arnmns.

"Heck with that!" he squeaked. "The Regis being in trouble is a heck of a lot nore inportant!"”
The argunent continued while both donned |ong coats and hats whi ch hel ped conceal their faces. It
was not interrupted as they entered a vehicle which appeared to be an ordinary taxicab, kept in a
garage attached to the house.

They squabbl ed over who was to drive, and who was to ride in the rear as passenger. They
exchanged awful insults throughout the ride.

They stopped the car in a miserable street down near the water front and both got out, bristling
as if ready to fight. Instead, they wal ked through a door, down a nurky passageway, and through
anot her door, Ham carrying his sword cane whi ch had been behind the door, holding it as if he would
like to stick Monk with it.

"Quiet, please," an expressionless voice said. "And no lights."

MONK and Ham fell silent. There was not a great deal of traffic in this section of the city,
hence it was conparatively quiet. In this stillness, they could hear small sounds. Voices! But they
were very faint, and strangely piping. It mght have been the conversation of tiny gnones over
toward the far end of the room

The Liliputian conversation ceased after a tine.

"All right," said the expressionless voice. "Wiat is it?"

"Somet hi ng has happened to the liner Regis, according to the newspapers,” Mnk grunted. "Here's a
late edition."

It was very dark in the room but the newspaper was taken from his hand, after which a tiny |ight
appeared. This glow was a beamfroma flashlight, and it illum nated nothing but a portion of the
headl i nes. The point of light traveled rapidly over the story.

"What’'s the idea of not having any light in here?" Mnk wanted to know. He kept his voice down.
"There may be cracks between the boards covering the wi ndows," the expressionless voice

expl ained. "The nob in the next house m ght happen to see a light."

Monk chuckl ed softly.

"They suspect anything?" he queried

"If they do, they have concealed it very well."

"Have they brought Derek Flamen back yet?" asked Mnk

"Not yet," said the expressionless voice. "Wen we finally located this hide-out, by spotting the
cars on which had been sneared a conpound that later in the night becane |um nous, there were six
men there, holding the girl, Velma Crale.

"W managed to plant a mcrophone and run the wires to this room Wat we overheard indicated
these men expected the return of sone person who is their chief, and had orders to wait there unti
this boss appeared.”

"And he hasn’t come?" Monk grunted

"Not yet," agreed the rather remarkabl e voice. "They have been waiting al nost five days, now And
they are becoming rather inpatient."

Monk sighed | oudly. "Nothing overheard yet to show what this is all about?"

"Not hi ng. "

The dapper Haminterposed, "Wat are we going to do about this Regis thing?"

"W will abandon the business of patient waiting for what we can pick up and grab the girl and

the mob hol di ng her prisoner. Wen they are disposed of, we'll take a plane and go out to look into
this Regis business."

Monk sighed. "That neans the nob will learn that Doc Savage is not really dead."

"Not necessarily,"” said Doc Savage, his renmarkable voice still expressionless

DOC SAVAGE |istened for a tinme at the headset connected to the dictagraph m crophone. There was
not hing interesting

"They do not talk much at this time of the afternoon,” the bronze man said. "W mght as well
close in on them"

He switched off the eavesdroppi ng device, and preceded Monk and Ham t hrough the door. They
clinbed stairs

Monk said, "If the public learns you aren't dead, it's going to create a sensation."



"Nobody is going to understand why you did it," Ham added.

Doc Savage spoke quietly.

"That the bonmb sent to our headquarters did not kill me was due sinply to the precaution that

moved me to withdraw to the library and turn the X-ray apparatus on by renote control," he said.
"Whoever sent that bonmb had reasoned the package woul d be X-rayed, and had connected an

el ectroscopi ¢ device of sonme sort in the package, hooking it to a detonator."

Monk agreed, "Yeah. And then you fixed up that wax inage and got the police to let the idea get

out that you were dead. Only | don’t see yet why such el aborate preparati on was necessary."

"\Woever thought of providing against the bonmb being X-rayed was clever," Doc Savage expl ai ned.

"No sinmple trick would have fool ed that person. That the woul d-be killer should think the death trap
had succeeded was convenient for the sinple reason that no nore attenpts would be made on ny life
leaving me free to make an investigation unhanpered."”

"Un-mm" said Mnk. "I’'d still like to know what is behind all of this nystery."

Doc Savage did not reply. Instead, the bronze man went up a particularly narrow flight of steps,
poki ng the beam of a flashlight ahead of him He reached an overhead trapdoor

A shove caused this to open silently. They clinbed out upon a flat roof top which was

conparatively private, because it was surrounded by a hi gh parapet.

The roof top was crisscrossed by a web of wires, apparently portions of radio aérials. This was
nothing to attract attention, there hardly being a roof top in Manhattan which was not so cluttered.
Doc Savage drew a pair of pliers froma pocket and calmy cut one of the apparent aérial wres

Ham nuttered, "I hope that works!"

"It will!"™ Mnk grunted. "I made the plant and hookup nyself."

"That," flipped Ham "is why | have some doubts."

Monk snorted indignantly. "Listen, shyster! That was fixed up three days ago. Cutting that wire
causes a relay to open in the basenent of that house where the nob is hanging out. The opening rel ay
closes an electrical contact which starts a phonograph | oudspeaker—there it is! Fan your ears out
and listen!"

It was hardly necessary for ears to be fanned out to catch the sounds which were now com ng from
the |l ower part of the building. First, there was a series of great crashes, as of wooden doors being
burst inward; then canme a great yell.

"Police raid!'" thundered a great voice. "Watch the back and front doors!"

In the shelter of the roof coami ng, Mnk chuckl ed.

"Believe it or not, that's ny voice," he said. "Boy, would | make an actor!"

"Cone," Doc Savage said

THEY were on the adjacent roof by now, and, |ooking about, they had no difficulty discerning a

roof hatch. Doc Savage had scouted the |layout previously. To the left of the roof hatch was a bank
of chimeys which offered excell ent conceal ment. Doc and his ai des crouched behind these.

The bronze man produced, frominside his clothing, a small object which m ght have been a

cigarette case, except that he never used tobacco. There was a round button on the edge of the case.
He rested a netallic thunb against the button and pointed the case at the roof hatch.

The | oud-speaker device was still rapping orders downstairs. A police siren whine cane fromthe
contrivance. A coarse voice exhorted speed, caution.
"Sh-h-ht"

Monk breathed. "Here they cone!"

The roof hatch flew open. A nan popped out. He was a stocky, questionable-looking fellow, was
wearing a scared expression. He started across the roof top, as if his sole idea was to get to sone
other roof, fromwhich they evidently had an avenue of escape ready.

A very sharp ear mght have caught the small sound fromthe case which Doc Savage hel d.

The runner grunted |oudly, stopped, |ooked about vacantly, then laid hinmself down on the roof
top.

Anot her man appeared. He was cal nmer. Turning, he spoke to sone one bel ow.

"Take it easy, Mss Crale," he said. "There's not a chance of them grabbing us."

Vel ma Crale’s voice said, "Well it would be too bad if the police busted up the thing at this
point."

Velma Crale then canme into view. Three nmen followed her. The young wonan was not bound, gagged,
nor in any way confined to indicate she was a prisoner. In fact, she seened perfectly free, and as
anxious as the others to |leave the vicinity with speed.

"l wonder how on earth the cops found us?" she snapped angrily.

The smal |l object in Doc Savage’'s hand made several of its small noises. Velma Cral e’ s conpani ons
made gasping noi ses and sank into impbility. As the last was goi ng down, the young worman

conpr ehended what was happeni ng.

"Darts!" she snapped, and tried to run.

Leavi ng the conceal nent of the bank of chi meys, Doc Savage overhaul ed her. She fought him
briskly for a nonent after his hands were on her, but saw the futility of that, and gave up.

"It |ooks," she said, "like |I've got nyself in a pickle."



MONK and Ham wer e exami ning the nen who had gone down, meking sure each was sensel ess, and al so
extracting the tiny darts which Doc Savage had expelled with the pneumati c gun which resenbled a
cigarette case.

The darts were fashioned |ike hypoderm c needl es and cost al nost five dollars apiece to have
made. They were, therefore, worth saving.

Ham cane over and confronted the girl.

"You are what might be called a smooth female," he said bitingly.

She frowned at himinnocently. "Wat do you nean?"

"We figured you were a prisoner," Ham snapped. "Now it appears you are one of the nob."

"Ch, ny," said the young worman. "You believe what you see, don't you?"

"That conmedy does not get across," Hamretorted.

The young worman ignored him and studi ed Doc Savage. The bronze man's features were absol utely
expressionl ess, and the young woman di d not seem reassured.

"I was a prisoner," she said, earnestly, "but they turned nme | oose. They woul d rather have ne
escape fromthemthan to fall into the hands of the police."

Ham snorted | oudly, skeptically, in a manner which plainly called Velna Crale a liar. She kicked
at Ham but Doc Savage, holding her, tilted her off bal ance, and she mi ssed. She tried to kick Doc,
to bite him She had no | uck.

Doc Savage suggested, "Maybe you had better tell us the notive behind this trouble, if you don't
mnd. "

She | ooked at him then put back her head, nouth open. Her |aughter was |like the crash of a pile
of dishes.

"And | ose nore noney than Rockefeller ever saw?" she jeered. "Ms. Crale didn't raise no
daughters that silly!"

Ham renmarked, "We're going to have to give this young | ady the works, it seens."” He twirled his
cane vi gorously.

Vel ma Cral e sobered. She eyed them

"You'll have a tough tine," she said.

Doc Savage lifted her, carried her easily, despite her npst violent struggles, and nade his way
across the roof to the house where he had been eavesdropping, and out of the front door.

H s two aides, Monk and Ham brought the sensel ess nen. They | oaded theminto the machi ne which
was pai nted and equi pped to resenble a taxicab.

"Keep the girl here," Doc Savage told Mynk and Ham

DOC hinsel f went into the house, to the roof, and down into the dwelling which had been the nob’s
hangout. He found a m serably furnished place which snmelled of stale tobacco snoke and over cooked
food. He searched.

There seenmed to be nothing but fingerprints. Doc did not trouble to photograph these, but nerely
powdered them and studied themat |ength—fixing the classification of the whorls in his trained
menmory so that, if he saw themlater, he would renenber them

Remenbering the fingerprints was not the difficult task it seemed, at first. It was nerely a case
of fixing nentally the code letters indicating the classification of the prints.

Doc went back and joined his two aides, Velna Crale, and the sensel ess nen.

"Where to?" asked Monk, who was at the wheel.

"Headquarters," Doc Savage said. "We'll question this crowd."

"But how about the Regis?" Ham wanted to know.

"The questioning will not take long," Doc told him "Then we'll fly out to the liner."

They entered the skyscraper by the basenment garage, existence of which was known to very few, and
fromthence upward by a special speed el evator which had been put out of conm ssion by the

expl osion, and later repaired. Thus, no one saw them gain the eighty-sixth floor of the skyscraper.
Doc Savage unl ocked the netal door which admtted themto the reception room This door was
undamaged, al though, at the end of one corridor nearest the |laboratory, there was a barrier of

pl anks, closing an aperture where the wall had been bl own down.

Doc Savage and his aides carried their prisoners into the reception room which was furnished
only with a huge safe, an inlaid table and a nunber of confortably uphol stered chairs.

Ham | ooked around, puzzl ed.

"l wonder where Long Tomis?" he remarked.

Monk al so began to register uneasy curiosity. Mjor Thomas J. "Long Tom' Roberts was the fifth
menber of Doc Savage's group of five aides. Long Tomwas the physical weakling of the crowd, thin,
not very tall, and with a none-too-heal thy-appearing skin. He was a wizard with electricity.

He was supposed to be here, keeping an eye on the pricel ess equi pnent of the headquarters, to see
that vandal s or souvenir hunters did not carry things off.

"Long Tom " Mbonk whooped.

Doc Savage noved suddenly, shoving Monk and Hamviolently. They sprawl ed on through the door into
the library, |leaving the prisoners deposited on the reception-roomfl oor.



Monk rolled over, nouth com ng open to ask questions. But he did not ask. There was no need.
Ginmy, businesslike men with rifles were comng up the stairs and out of two el evators.

Chapter VII. SEA EN GVA

DOC SAVAGE, when doing his best, could nove with a speed equal ed by few Iiving humans. He used
some of that speed now, meking for the door.

But one of the nmob in the corridor had thoughtfully provided hinself with a heavy chair which

coul d be used as a weapon, a tool for denolishing doors, or, as in the present instance, an object
wherewith to keep doors from being slammed. He managed to toss the chair accurately, so that it held
t he door open. The next instant, the men outside hit the door.

Doc Savage, braced against the other side of the door, managed to hold it.

"Get your machine pistols!" he rapped at Monk and Ham

These two canme out of the library, dragging fromunder their clothing weapons which resenbl ed
oversize automatic pistols, equipped with spiral drum nagazi nes.

A coldly deternined voice on the other side of the door spoke.

"If you guys know what’'s good for you, come out of there without any funny business!"

"Hah!" the honely Monk jeered |oudly. "Watch us!"

The man outside said, "Watch this!"

Soret hi ng about the fellow s tone caused Doc Savage and his two aides to want very nuch to see
what was in the corridor. Doc gestured.

Monk ran to a briefcase which belonged to Ham opened it and dug out a snmall mirror which the
vain Ham carried. They used this to get a glinpse outside. The door itself was of bulletproof steel,
so they were safe fromlead as |ong as they kept behind it.

"Bl azes!" Monk gurgl ed.

ALL three of them could see what the nob outside had wanted themto see—a pal e-faced man.

The man was bound and gagged, and a knife was being brandi shed before his face, but that did not
account for his paleness. H's was a natural pallor.

He | ooked unhealthy, as if he had spent his entire life in sone one’s nushroomcellar. He was,
furthernmore, underwei ght, and there was no heal thy amount of color in his hair and eyes.

"Long Tom " Monk gul ped.

"Exactly!" snapped the nman outside. "The other menber of your crowd! WAtch what that knife does
to him"

"Wait!" Doc Savage rapped.

There was a startling power to the bronze man’s single word—an arresting quality that seenmed

i mpossible for a nere vocal tone to possess.

"If we surrender, will you guarantee Long Tomw ||l not be touched?" the bronze man conti nued.
"That’s just what we were getting at," grow ed one of the men outside.

Doc Savage’'s flake gold eyes drifted over Monk and Ham who | ooked very uneasy.

"Take it easy," Doc said, and opened the door.

The men with the rifles advanced. They were el ated, none too cautious. In a conpact body, they
came through the door. One man remai ned behind, gripping the puny-|ooking Long Tom

Doc Savage retreated before the nen as they entered the office. The bronze man’s hands were in
the air; his attitude was one of conplete surrender.

Der ek Fl ammren, bony hands cl enching a revolver, his ponylike face alight with nervous triunph,
appeared in the hallway.

"This is wonderful!" he chortled. "This is what | really call progress!"

DOC SAVAGE stopped. He spoke, and there was sonething in the crispness of his voice, the power of
it, that arrested devel opnents for the nonent.

"You engineered this?" the bronze man asked Fl anmen.

Derek Flammren wet his |ips, seenming nervous.

"Exactly," he said. "And | would advise you to try nothing queer!"

Doc Savage asked, "Flammren, just what is your connection with this affair?"

Der ek Fl amren answered pronptly and |evelly.

"I was involved innocently, at first, not knowing what it was all about," he snapped. "Since
then, | have |l earned sonme things. | still do not know what is behind this. But | do know that a
great many mllions of dollars and a nunmber of lives are involved. That noney interests ne. |ndeed
it does. If any one gets hold of that wealth, it is going to be Derek Flamen."

The girl, Velma Cral e spoke up sarcastically.

"Sone one is going to get disappointed in this gane of snatch-grab!" she snapped.

"Let us hope," Doc Savage said, quietly, "that is correct."

The bronze man casually continued his retreat. He seened to pay no particular attention to where
he went, but he stepped heavily on certain parts of the reception roomrug.

There was an abrupt sw sh of mechanism Sonething seemed to flash in md-air between the bronze
man and the advanci ng nob.



Derek Flamren’s men stopped as if they had run into something invisible. They began to curse
"There's sone kind of plate-glass wall dropped down!" a nman squaw ed

Instantly, confusion descended. Guns whooped, and bullets flattened weirdly on the glass, which
in turn cracked slightly in places, but did not break

Long Tom the puny-Ilooking prisoner out in the corridor, began to squawl sonmething. H s words did
not at first penetrate the din

"Behind you!" he yelled. "Mdre nen hidden in the | aboratory!"

Doc Savage read the thin electrical wizard s lips, spun. He was a bit tardy. Men were com ng out
of the library and | aboratory. They had rifles. Plainly, they intended to shoot

The ceiling of the reception room which to the eye appeared to be an ordinary ceiling neatly
ornamented with nodernistic strips of metal, was actually quite a remarkable ceiling

Past attenpts on his life had noved Doc Savage to install the descending sheets of bull etproof

gl ass, which could be dropped with great speed by the application of pressure on certain spots in
the floor. Other sheets protected the center of the reception roomfromthe library door. Doc now
dropped these panel s

But the attackers were not wi thout nmeans of coping with the unusual defense. They produced

expl osive grenades, plucked the firing pins, and heaved them The first opened with a detonation
that threatened to conplete the denolition of the skyscraper’'s top

O her grenades | anded. They were | oaded with some nodern expl osive which detonated with an
eye-hurting white flash. The blasts set the ears ringing, made it inpossible to hear other sounds
The gl ass plates collapsed. Bullets came stormng in

Doc Savage and his aides were outnunbered several tines by heavily armed and prepared men

DUE to the perilous nature of the peculiar work which he was followi ng, Doc Savage habitually
made use of every conceivabl e precautionary neasure. Ot herw se, he would have |l ong ago lost his
life. This skyscraper headquarters was a nechanical |abyrinth

In it was every defensive neasure which the man of bronze had been able to devise. In the high
aérie, he was as safe fromwoul d-be killers as he was anywhere el se on earth

The place was a maze of hidden recesses, runways and conceal ed doors. The bronze man nmade
gestures, indicating that Monk and Ham shoul d position thensel ves close to him They did so. The
bronze man stooped, and his fists rapped sharply at different portions of the floor

There was a | oud report—sharper than the blast of the grenades. It was acconpanied by a flash of
white light infinitely nore intense than that from a photographer’s flash gun. Mreover, this flash
had some peculiar quality which caused it to blind all conpletely for a nonment

There ensued an interval of fully ten seconds when none of the raiders could see a thing except
queer lights in their eyeballs. During that tinme, there was sonme rapid noving about and a | ot of
cursing

A man got his vision back and i medi ately saw that Long Tom the puny-Iooking electrical wzard
had vani shed fromthe corridor. That was not even the start of it. Doc Savage, Mwnk and Ham were
gone

In the ensuing confusion, the girl, Velma Crale, got herself untied and nade a break. They shot

at her, but she ducked into the stairway and made good her escape

Der ek Fl anmmen suddenly | ost his nerve

"Beat it, guys!" he yelled, and set an exanple

They had the el evators waiting, the operators cowed by guns held in the hands of nore of

Fl ammen’ s men. Cramming thensel ves into the cages, the raiders descended

Once on the | obby |evel, Derek Flamen showed that he could think quickly. He had two of his
armed ai des force thensel ves into the basement sw tchboard room and cut all electrical power from
the building. The el evators i nedi ately becanme inactive, with one exception

The exception was Doc Savage’'s speed el evator. Power for this came fromthe bronze man's private
electrical system wth an automatic generating roomdeep in the basenent

But sonetinme during the excitenment, the raiders had taken care of the speed el evator

Fortunately, Doc Savage discovered it in tine. He stopped his nen, on the verge of entering, with an
outstretched arm

"Don't use it!" he warned

"Huh!" Monk exploded. "I don't see nothin’ wong?"

The bronze man pointed out that the electric bulb which ordinarily illum nated the cage had been
smashed, |eaving conparative nmurk inside. The reason for this, they soon discovered: a parcel of
hi gh expl osive and an electric detonator, the latter attached to the elevator control so that, had
the control been noved in haste, the blast would have been set off

"Bl azes!" conpl ai ned Monk. "They' re gonna get away!"

They did.

THAT the raiders and the young wonman, Velna Crale, had entirely escaped becane clear in the
course of the next ten minutes. There was no sign of them down on the street
Returning to the eighty-sixth floor headquarters, Doc Savage went over the floor to nake sure



none of the trapdoors—giving access to craw -ways beneat h—had been |l eft open. He did not want casual
visitors to discover them They had all closed. He reloaded the flash device with the powder that
burned with such blinding qualities.

"Long Tom " the bronze man suggested, "you stick here."

The feebl e-100king Long Tom grinned sourly. "O K"

He had visions of missing out on future devel opnents by being I eft behind.

"Be careful,"” Doc warned. "Don't let themget hold of you again."

"Sure," Long Tom agreed, cheerfully. "They wouldn’'t have gotten nme before, only they said they
were buil ding inspectors, and showed badges to prove it. They nust have stolen or faked the badges.
Anyway, first thing | knew, they had nme."

Doc Savage did not advise nore caution in the future. It was not often that Long Tom got taken

in.

Acconpani ed by Monk and Ham the bronze man | eft the huge buil di ng which housed his headquarters.
They drove, in an innocent-|ooking arnored sedan, toward the Hudson River water front, where Doc
Savage nmintai ned secretly a huge hangar housi ng a nunber of boats and aircraft. The hangar

masquer aded as a war ehouse owned by a nythical Hidalgo Trading Co.

Monk sighed loudly and said, "I don't neke heads or tails of this!" in a baffled tone.

"l am beginning to get sonme pretty good ideas," said the dapper Ham

"Yeah?" Monk snorted.

"There are at |least three nobs fighting to get hold of sonething," Hamsaid. "The girl, Velnm
Crale, is heading one crowd. Derek Flammen is heading another. And the third is bossed by person or
persons unknown. "

Monk sniffed in the insulting manner which he always used to greet any suggestion made by Ham
"Suppose you know what they're fighting over?" he denmanded.

Ham scowl ed at Monk, becane suddenly indignant, and yelled, "You awful m stake of nature! | don't
know, but 1’11 bet ny guess is better—

"We' || take the big speed plane for the flight to the Regis," interrupted Doc Savage.

Chapter VIII. HORROR AFLOAT

SOVETHI NG over an hour had by this time el apsed since the nysterious, unfinished S OS had cone
fromthe liner Regis. Several steaners were enroute toward the spot, but these craft were not nmaking
much headway. The reason for this was a violent stormwhich had sprung up.

The arising of the stormwas inexplicable. The weather bureau charts showed a uniform area of

hi gh pressure over that section of the Atlantic, together with no conditions indicating a change.
Yet there was a storm It was nostly wi nd, although there was also a light rain, together with

sone thunder and |ightning. Radio reports fromthe ships rushing to the Regis indicated the force of
wi nd was increasing. Already, it had attained al nost the velocity of a full gale.

Two U.S. coast guard planes which had started to fly to the Regis found thensel ves buffeted about
badly. A nunmber of news reel planes and newspaper photographic planes were |ikew se beset. |t began
to seemas if they would have to turn back.

As honely Monk put it, "Brother, if this zephyr got hold of a man’s hair, it’d sure scalp “inm"
Ham the dapper |awyer, said nothing. Ham had becone somewhat greenish-Ilooking. He was airsick,
sonething that rarely befell him But then, air as rough as this was rarely encountered.

Sprawl ed besi de Ham hanging onto an armrest with a ghastly grimintentness, was the dapper

|l awyer’ s rather weird-1ooking pet, Chemistry. In sonme respects, Chemi stry |ooked remarkably hunman.
Certain it was that Chemistry bore a startling likeness to the honely chem st, Mnk—which was
probably the reason why Ham had adopted Chemi stry as a pet.

Chemi stry was sone species of South American nonkey, although it was true no one had ever been
able to decide just what species. He was airsick al so.

Across the plane aisle, balancing easily with the plane’s antics, big ears fanned out as if to

aid in flying, if such should becone necessary, sat Mnk's pet, Habeas Corpus, the pig. Habeas was
an Arabi an hog, conposed of, other than ears, nothing nuch except |egs and an inquisitive snout.
Monk and Hamrarely went anywhere without these two pets, and it was significant that Habeas

Corpus and Chemi stry got al ong about as well as did Monk and Ham Periodically, they had to be
forcibly restrained fromeating each other alive.

The bi g plane | eaped, heaved, and all but did a | oop. Doc Savage fought the controls. The radio
receivers inside his hel met—he was using the headset rather than the |oud-speaker because of the bad
ether conditions—were a bedl amof static. He had just nanaged to pick up a fragnentary nessage
indicating that the coast guard and news reel planes had been forced to turn back.

This big ship of Doc Savage’s was an all-nmetal, loww ng job with three notors. Streaniining had
been carried out to an infinite degree. The plane, as a matter of fact, was perhaps the fastest and
nost stanch craft of its size in existence.

Monk how ed cheerfully, "Anything on the radio fromthe Regis, Doc?"

"No, " Doc Savage said.

The plane’s cabin was efficiently soundproof, so that it was conparatively quiet inside.

"In this case, no news is bad news," Mnk decl ared.



"WIIl you shut up, you human period!" Hamgritted. "Just the sound of your voice nakes ny ears
ache! "

Monk began to squeak a sea chantey having to do with nen who died at sea and had their bones
pi cked by sharks, managing in some inexplicable fashion to keep time to the pitching of the
gal e-buf feted pl ane

THE Regis lay in the trough of the sea, taking the short, violent waves as they cane. At tines
wat er sheeted al nost conpletely over her decks. Brine and rain wetted her down frombow to stern
Smoke came from her funnels, but the screws did not seemto be turning over. She was a stout, new
hooker, this Regis, however. Little likelihood of her |eaking as yet

"What | wanta know," Mnk grunbled, "is how we're gonna get aboard?"

They had picked up the liner without a great deal of difficulty.

Doc Savage of fered no suggesti on about how they were to get aboard until he had sent the big
plane in two slow spirals about the liner, barely clearing the nast tops

"Have to use parachutes," he said. "One of you will remain in the plane and pick us up later, if
it can be done."

Monk peered downward, nuttered, "| see a few bodies on deck."

This was true. Here and there was a prone form npst of them | odged agai nst obstructions, where
t hey had been washed by the waves, or tunbled by the pitch of the boat

"Who's gonna stick with the plane?" Mnk denmanded

"You are," Ham said, arousing slightly fromhis illness

"Li ke heck!"

"Match for it," Doc suggested

Monk pronptly produced a coin, said, "Call it!"

"Heads, " groaned Ham

Monk snothered a grin, flipped, and Ham naturally lost, since the coin was one with tails on both
sides. Monk had carried it for sone time, hoping for a chance to trimthe dapper Ham

Ginning fromear to ear, the honely chem st buckled on a parachute while Ham took over the
controls glumy

"That boat is probably junping around worse than this plane," Ham consol ed hinsel f sourly.

The parachute descent to the decks of the Regis was acconplished, with no great difficulty. Cold
cal cul ation robbed it of nost of its dangers. Doc Savage dropped a snoke bonb first to get the
wind' s direction and velocity. Then he had Monk bail out

H s purpose in sending Monk down first was to have hinself in a position to offer assistance
shoul d it be necessary.

Monk | anded on the after deck. By a wild scranble, he managed to escape fromthe harness before
the wind carried the silken ‘chute | obe overboard

Monk was still wearing a queer |ook fromthe narrowness of his escape when Doc Savage | anded
expertly near by. The bronze man was already out of the harness and let it go instantly.

Toget her, they wal ked across the deck toward the am dshi ps sector. They began to notice strange
t hings al nost at once

"Hey!" Monk expl oded. "Look how sunburned this fellowis!"

THE honely chem st was indicating the first of the bodies. The victimwas a | arge man, whose skin
was burned a beet red. Doc Savage went over and made a hasty exami nation. \When he stood erect, he
shook his head

"Life extinct," he said. "The cause is not plain. It is unfortunate that we did not bring certain
instruments and apparatus for a chem cal analysis and diagnosis."

"The guy is dead," Mnk nuttered. "Speaking roughly, what’'d you say ail ed hin®"

"Roughly," Doc Savage said, "the man appears to have di ed of sunstroke."

Monk scratched his head, and they wal ked on. They found two nore notionless forns, both w thout
life. Nearing the sal on conpani onway, Mnk paid particular attention to the seans of the deck. The
deck pl anking was of teakwood, with compound in the seams, and some of this compound apparently had
been squeezed out

"Bl azes!" Mdnk squawked. "Doc, you renenber that silver sloop which was found on Long Island

Sound with all of those dead peopl e aboard?"

"Very distinctly," the bronze man admtted. "Exactly such conditions as these were found aboard."
They entered the salon, and it becane evident that death was far from general aboard. The sal on
whi ch extended the full beam of the ship and was equi pped with confortable chairs and di vans, had
been converted into an energency hospital. Evidently no | ookout was being kept, and the how of the
gal e nmust have drowned the sound of the plane’'s notors, which were silenced

Suddenly, it became plain why no watch was being kept. The eyes of those present, for the nost
part, were covered wth bandages

A man approached Doc Savage and Monk. He was a lean fellow with stringy nuscles and a | eathery

hi de somewhat | ess sunburned than the others—f it was sunburn. He lifted a corner of the bandage
covering his eyes



"Who are you gentlenmen?" he denmanded. "And how in all dammation did you escape that inferna

heat ?"

Doc Savage nade known the identity of hinself and Mnk

The stringy man was properly astounded at the information. He stripped the bandage fromhis eyes
as if to see nore of the newconers, only to blink violently and repl ace the w apper.

"This has been an incredible thing!" he gasped. "My nane is Ward. | amone of the stewards. Can
gi ve you any information?"

"The whol e story," Doc Savage said

The man tol d about the strange heat, the actions of the passengers and the crew.

"It grew worse and worse," he said. "The heat, | nean. There cane a tinme when, | think, every one
aboard this ship was overcone. And then it went away."

"How long did it require for the return of normal tenperatures?' Doc Savage asked

"Some tine," said the man. "In fact, it is still warm But the strange heat—the stuff that
knocked every one out-—why, that disappeared al nost instantly."

"Have you seen any sign of a man named Thurston H. Wardhouse?" Doc Savage asked

"No," said the man

"Or of ny two aides, Renny and Johnny?"

"They were aboard," the other admitted. "But there has been so sign of them since that—that
period when the fantastic heat had every one unconscious."

DOC SAVAGE said nothing to Monk about being worried, but the honely chemi st coul d detect
perturbation in the haste with which his bronze chief pushed a search of the Regis. They took the
steward, who had said his nane was Ward, along to serve as guide in the hunt for Renny, Johnny and
Thurston H. Wardhouse

Searching an ocean liner is not a task lightly dism ssed. Wien the scrutinizing is delegated to
three individuals, the passages and cabins of such a vessel assune the characteristics of a vast
| abyrinth.

They made a nunber of discoveries.

First, the magneti smseened to be gone out of the magnetic conpasses

"It was the same way on that silver sloop in Long Island Sound!" Monk reni nded

Secondly, they concluded that those individuals who had been deepest in the innards of the |iner
t hroughout the spell of queer heat had been |l east affected. The firenen in the engi ne room for
instance, while they had perspired prodigiously, had not been overcone in nunbers

They did not find Johnny, Renny, or the nysterious Thurston H Wardhouse

An hour | ater, Doc Savage announced a deci sion

"It would take a week to search the ship thoroughly,"” he said. "Renny and Johnny shoul d have
answered, since we have been shouting their nanes. They are either incapacitated, or not aboard."
"If they're not aboard, where the blazes did they go?" Mnk wanted to know i medi ately.

Instead of answering, Doc Savage said, "To nake a thorough investigation in an effort to learn
just what happened on this ship, we will need some highly specialized apparatus. That nysterious
heat seens to be the really baffling angle, and it is essential that we get an idea of what it is.
"It mght be best, therefore, to radio Long Tomto fly out with some equi pnent. That woul d be

qui cker than sendi ng Ham back for it."

Monk was peering upward. He could see their plane swinging in idle circles overhead, such sounds
as its three nmotors made conpletely lost in the how of the gale

"Uh-huh," he said, absently

"W will learn whether the radio equi pnent can be operated," Doc added

Their handy man, Ward, acconpanied themto the radi o shack, which was really not a shack but
quite a pal atial cubbyhole of marble and nahogany. Ward’'s vision seened to be inproving

"l was lucky enough to remain bel ow decks throughout the strange heat," he said. "As a natter of
fact, they had ne peeling potatoes. Fromnow on, | shall never hate potato peeling."

THE radi o equi prent was of the nobst nodern type. Doc Savage examined it swiftly, then gave his
attention to the operators. The nmen were dead

There was no sign of Renny or Johnny in the radio room

Unexpect edly, a strange sound becane audible. It was a snall, eerie trilling with a quality of a
het erodyning electric circuit. It ran up and down the nusical scale eerily, and caused the man Ward
to peer at the apparatus curiously.

"First time | ever heard a radio make a noise like that," he grow ed

Doc Savage said nothing. Nor did Monk volunteer the truth—that the trilling noise was a snall
unconsci ous thing which Doc Savage did in nonents of stress. In the present case, it meant that the
bronze man had found sonething interesting. He pointed it out

"Sonme one was evidently seated at the key and col |l apsed, upsetting a bottle of ink," he said
"Notice the print of a hand inked on the floor?"

Monk | ooked, casually at first, then with a shocked intentness. The print of the hand was so huge
that it could have been made by only one person



"Bl azes!" he barked shrilly. "Renny!"

"Exactly."

"But what becane of ‘inP"

Doc Savage did not reply inedi ately, but noved about the radio room On the parqueted fl oor,

near the door, he noted a smear of ink.

"Made by a dragging hand," he said. "Renny seens to have been carried out shortly after he

coll apsed. At any rate, the ink on his hands had not had time to dry."

The bronze man went to the radi o apparatus. The next few nmoments he spent in solving the controls
and sending the call letters and relay conbination of his own receiving station atop the skyscraper.
The station had not been di sabl ed by the expl osions. The relay conbinati on—+t was an adaptation

of the device in use in land line tel egraph relay stations—evidently sent the buzzer into operation
in the New York station, the receiving side of which was kept always on the air.

AN answer cane in Mrse code. There was still a bit too nuch static for effective voice

transm ssion and reception. The "fist" of the sender was crisp, efficient. Doc identified it

i medi ately. Long Tom

"Get fromthe storehouse equi pnent cases nunbers 14, 73, 21, 22, 23, and 86,"

Doc Savage transmitted. "Load themin one of the planes and get themout to the liner Regis."
The bronze man gave the nunbers of the equi pnment cases from nenory, know ng that they held
devices for scientific analysis.

"o K"

Long Tom tapped back.

"Anyt hi ng new t here?"

Doc queried over the air.

"Not hi ng, "

replied the electrical w zard. "The police and newspapernen did a bit of investigating, but they
are not here now. They asked a | ot of questions about whether you were really dead. At |east, the
newspapermen did. And the police wanted to know what had becorme of you."

"When will you be out?"

Doc Savage asked.

"Very shortly,"

Long Tom repli ed.

Doc Savage switched off the radio transmitter. He turned to go.

Monk gl anced about curiously.

"Where' d our friend Ward go?" he pondered al oud.

Ward, the hel pful steward, was nowhere in sight.

"Probably he didn’'t want to stick his nose into our private business," Mnk deci ded.

Monk and Doc Savage went out to continue their search for Johnny and Renny, and to await the
arrival of Long Tom by plane from New York with the equi prent.

Ward, the useful steward, watched them furtively frombehind a ventilator down the deck. Ward' s
face had a vicious, animallike |ook.

"A swell break for your Uncle Rastus!" he gritted cheerfully.

Chapter | X SEA DECOY

WARD made no effort to foll ow Doc Savage and Monk. Instead, the fellow waited until the two were
out of sight, then scuddled for the radi o shack door, the wi nd popping his coat tails on his hips.
He shut the door behind himand nade sure the spring | ock had sprung.

He went to the radio apparatus. The fist with which he tapped out call letters was plain, good;

his hand on the dials was skillful. He used a very short wave on the special short-wave transmtter
and receiver |layout. He got his party very shortly.

The other operator had a slow, draggy fist, with a good many conbinations. It sounded as if the
fell ow was purposefully trying to disguise his sending.

"Doc Savage and Monk are aboard, "

said Ward. "It's damed lucky | was here. They're having Long Tom conme out from New York. |
t hought we m ght do sonething about that."

"W mght,"

agreed the distant radio man. "Hold your hat a minute. |I'll see what old G ass Eyes says."

The wait was not extensive.
"Get hold of Long Tom and have himfly due south-southeast from Montauk |ightship,"

directed the radio man with the slow fist. "instruct himto |and when he sights us, and we’'ll
take care of him"
"o, K"

The hook-up with the other station was about to be broken by Ward when the di stant operator
interrupted with a hurried series of dots.

"Hold it,"

he instructed. "Od d ass Eyes has just thought up another of themreally titanic ideas he goes



in for."

There fol |l oned several nonments of earnest instructions. Ward, the self-designed steward, |istened
intently to the dots and dashes as they canme through the interference of static.

"Ha, ha!"

he tapped when they had coded. "O K"

He now hurriedly changed the wave |l ength of the set, putting it on the frequency which Doc Savage
had used to conmmunicate with Long Tom The man nust have eavesdropped and |learned the call letters
of Doc Savage's New York headquarters station, because he tapped the letters out rapidly, together
with the conbination of the relay call device.

An anxi ous expression on the man's face cl eared when Long Tonis crisp fist answered. The fell ow
had been afraid Long Tom had al ready |eft.

Long Tom asked over the air, "What is it?"

"Your instructions are changed," tapped the man at the Regis key.

"Hey! "
Long Tom broke in. "You are not Doc!"

"This is Mnk," transmtted the self-designated steward. "I fell down on the dang deck and
twisted my wist, so you may not be able to read this."

"CGo ahead, "

tapped Long Tom conpletely deceived. "What are ny altered instructions?"

"Fly sout h-southeast from Montauk |ightship,"

directed the other. "Pick up a searchlight blinking the letters DOC over and over again, and |and
on the sea to be picked up. Don't be too surprised by the appearance of the vessel from which the
signal will be blinked."

"What has happened?"

Long Tom tapped inquisitively.

The other man made several exclamation points with his key.

"Plenty!"

he transmtted. "No tine to give the details to you now W'Ill tell you when you land. Don't cone
to the Regis, because Doc and me won't be aboard. If it's any consolation, | think we've about got
this nmystery cleared up. And now, 73's."

"73s,"

Long Tom repli ed.

The term nology "73" is used by tel egraphers and newspapermen to convey a w sh that future good
fortune may attend the other. The man who had given hinself the nanme of Ward | aughed harshly after
he had sent it.

WARD S work at the key was not done when he had ended his conmmunication with Long Tom The nan
shut off the short-wave apparatus, and cut in one of the other sets which operated on the |onger
wave | engths.

He got ready to send, but did not do so inmmediately. He sat there wearing a concentrated
expression, plotting out what he was to transmt. Then he thunbed the sending "bug" vigorously.
"SOS," he transnmitted frantically. "Doc Savage alive, responsible for attack on liner Regis! Is
nmur deri ng many people!"

The man added the call letters of the liner Regis, and hamrered a few nore frantic S O S signals.
This was to give the effect of utter terror.
"Doc Savage killing people on Regis with strange nachine!"

he continued. "Send hel p! Doc Savage—

He broke it off there with a steady pressure against the "dot" side of the "bug," an expedi ent
whi ch caused a steady stream of dots to go out and end in a closed circuit which transnmtted a
steady, continuous wave whine. It would sound very nmuch as if the sender had died at his post.
To nake the indication of nmurder nore effective, the man who had clainmed to be a steward grasped
one of the dead radi o operators, heaved and got the fellowinto a chair before the key.

One of the dead man’s fingers was inserted in the upset ink, in which had been left the print of
Renny’ s huge hand. The inked finger described a fragnentary message:

DOC SAVAGE DI D—

He snmeared the last, as if the printing finger had conpletely lost its strength before the

m ssive could be conpl et ed.

St eppi ng back, the man surveyed his handiwork. He nade a few minor changes in the position of the
body, after which he grinned his satisfaction, and left the radio room He peered upward as he
wor ked al ong the deck.

Doc Savage's plane, Ham at the controls, was nowhere in sight above. The man |istened. He could
not pick up the sound of the notor.

"I hope to hell his wings cane off, or sonething!" the man grated.

He found Doc Savage and Monk.

"The wi nd seens to be dying down," he said.

"That oughta make it sinpler for Long Tomto get out here," vouchsafed the honely Mnk. "Reckon



Long Tomis in the air by now."

AS a matter of fact, Long Tomwas not quite in the air, but he was out on the Hudson River in the
rather small, | oww ng seapl ane which he had chosen for the flight

The craft was a staunch one, and not an anphibian; therefore, it was very stable for descending
and arising fromthe sea. The nmbtor was a huge thing which could literally yank the craft off the
top of a wave into the air

The big engine did its nost spectacul ar work now, and the plane npbaned up into the nmurk above New
York City. It headed east

Long Tom mi ssed, by not nore than fifteen mnutes, the extra editions of the newspapers which hit
the stands announcing that a new S O S had come fromthe Regis

Doc Savage was invol ved! Doc Savage was alive! The S O S had said he was responsible for killings
aboard the Regis

The newspapers broke out type so big that it had not been used in years

A score of photographic, newspaper and coast guard planes took the air, determned to reach the
Regis. The nysterious gale which had | ashed up so unexpectedly was dyi ng now, anyway.

Long Tom flew out to sea blissfully ignorant of anything out of the way. He kept his radio
apparatus tuned on the wave | ength used by Doc Savage and his aides in communicating with each
other, so he did not hear any of the enmergency news broadcasts about Doc Savage attacking the |iner
There was a haze off the end of Long Island, but Long Tom had no difficulty picking up Mntauk

i ghtshi p, because Montauk was a radi o beacon, and could be flown to easily by use of the
directional radio which the plane carried. Fromthe lightship, the electrical w zard set his course
sout h-sout heast, as he had been directed

That the radi o directions mght have been spurious did not occur to him He never gave it a

t hought. He used a pair of binoculars with wide fields and swept the sea

He knew he was flying to a point well south of the liner Regis, but he did not give that a

t hought. He wanted to sight a light signaling "DOC." He concentrated on that

After atime, he sawit. It was a very powerful light, and he knew it nmust be on a craft of

rat her considerable size. It was rather dark, there being no noon; there were no clouds

Long Tomcircled the blinking light. It turned upward and found his plane. This blinded himso
that he could not see a thing bel ow

"I"ll give ‘“emsone of their own nedicine," grunted the puny-looking electrical w zard

He dropped a parachute flare. The white |ight spraying fromthis showed hi mwhat was bel ow. He
hung out of the cabin window. H s nmouth cane open. He was astounded

He thought, at first, that he was |ooking at a long, bright rock. Then he knew differently,
because the charts showed some hundreds of fathoms of water in this vicinity. And no rock could be
that shiny

The thing was |ong, narrow, tapered at front and back, was convex, and made himthink of half of
a big nmetal cigar floating on the water

"Dirigible!" he expl oded

He flew down, intending to | and before the parachute flare dunked itself into the sea. The pl ane
cane down with a whistle, for it was fast on the response. He straightened out to | and

Then he saw it was no dirigible floating on the water. It was sonething el se. He goggl ed. He had
never seen anything like it before, and could not even guess what it mght be

He stared so hard that he nade a very bad |anding. The plane hit a wave, bounced, heel ed over
Long Tomwas sure it woul d capsize

THE pl ane did not capsize, due to the stability of its construction rather than any superhuman
flying on Long Tomis part. It did all but bury itself in the sea. Long Tom cut the engi ne and wi ped
i magi nary sweat drops off his overly huge forehead

The searchlight splashed fairly into his eyes when he stuck his head and shoul ders out of the
escape hatch in the roof of the plane. He shielded his eyes with an armand waved for themto take
the light away. They did not take it away. The |ight seened to be com ng cl oser

"Doc must have a bunch of greenhorns hel ping him" Long Tom conpl ai ned, and ducked back in the
cabin to get another flare. They were constructed so he could hold themin a hand and burn them

He shoved out of the cabin again. His nouth fell open. The searchlight had approached nuch nore
rapidly than he had expected. It was al nbst upon him

Wat er sl oshed, hissed, sobbed. A great hul k | oomed. The weird, shiny craft! He could see the
fantastic brightness of it, even in the darkness. It was alnmost upon him It was on himn

The jar as the thing hit the plane canme an instant after Long Tom flung hinself flat and grasped

a generator propeller, the only protuberance handy. The ship skewered around. It tilted. A w ng went
under. Then the whol e was subnerged

Long Tomwas carried down. Water tore at him Then he was caught between the side of the

fantastic thing of the sea and the hull of the plane. The inpact was terrific, and air left Long
Tom s | ungs

He was not in a condition to think of many things. But he knew suddenly that Doc Savage was not



here, that he had been tricked.

He had a horrible feeling that the sea was a mllion niles deep, that he was at the bottomof it,
and coul d never get to the top again. Then he did not feel anything, or think any nore about Doc
Savage and tricks.

Chapter X. UNCLE PENGUI N

DOC SAVAGE stood on the bridge of the liner Regis. He had the big searchlight pointed in the air
and was stabbing white light into the windy, dark heavens. He was sending S O S over and over again.
It was not so much that he wanted hel p. He was endeavoring to show Ham in the plane, where the
liner |ay.

"l sure hope sonethin’ ain't happened to Ham" said the api sh Mnk.

A stranger hearing the concern in Mnk's tone woul d not have inmagi ned that the hairy chem st had
never, as far back as any one could renmenber, spoken a civil word to the dapper—and now m ssi ng—Ham
There was a how of powerful cylinders in the distance, and a plane canme through the w ndy night,
drawn by the blinking searchlight.

"May be a news reel or coast guard crate," said Mnk, |ooking at the gloony side.

It wasn’t. It was Ham He cane in low, and his flying lights, red and green on the wing tips,
began to blink out in code.

"Bl azes!" Monk expl oded, reading the signals.

Doc Savage's vague trilling came into being, but did not persist for |ong.

"Ham " Monk said, sourly, "has finally proved of sone use."

Doc Savage went back to the stateroons and to the |ounge, then to the bar. The bronze man's fl ake
gol d eyes were searching.

Ward, the steward, was in the bar, just taking a hooker of whisky.

"Here's to | earning what that strange heat was," he toasted.

"Yes," Doc Savage said, and took his throat with both hands. "Here's to finding what the heat
was. "

Ward' s convul sion threw the liquor in his own face. Sound tried to get up out of his chest and
failed. He flapped his arms |like a rooster, and did, finally, make a crow ng noise of sorts. The
stiffness went out of him

Monk put his face close to Ward's, saw the man coul d understand what was spoken to him

"Ham got them radi o sendings you done," he gritted ungranmatically. "Hamwas |ost, the
overdressed shyster! He just got back to the ship and blinked the news down to us with his riding
lights."

"Ar-r-r-k!" said Ward.

Doc Savage rel eased Ward's throat.

"Are Renny and Johnny aboard?" the bronze nan asked.

The man Ward thought fast.

"Yes," he said.

Doc Savage | ooked at Monk.

"He's lying," the bronze man said. "Trying to hold us until the coast guard gets here, after
which we are pretty sure to be arrested.”

Monk grinned. There was nothing pl easant about the grin.

"Then we’' d better get on our plane," he offered.

"Right," the bronze man agreed. "And we'll take this man Ward, if that is his nane."
Ward pal ed. He gave a fluttering sigh.
"M ght as well shoot ne," he growed. "W&' || drown trying to have that plane pick us up."

THEY di d not drown. Doc Savage went bel ow and started a punp forcing fuel out of a vent in the
stern. This spread over the sea. It did not flatten the waves out, but it did stop themfrom
breaking. It was the break of a wave that woul d do danage to the plane.

A few blinked signals with a light, then Ham came down. He |eveled off, floated gingerly. The

pl ane was |ike a big fly approaching a hot skillet.

"l bet Ham wi shes he’d practiced up on his flying recentlike,” snorted Mnk, half anxiously.

Ham was a highly skilled airman. He proved it. He got down without even wetting the wing tip
floats.

Doc Savage threw the nman Ward overboard, then followed him Mnk cane | ast. The water, covered
with oil, was a nmessy place to swimin. But it was a pond al ongsi de the breaki ng seas outside the
oi|l area.

They clinbed into the plane while it went up and down on the sea, twenty and nore feet at a tine.
Doc Savage took the controls, jazzed the throttles, then haul ed them wi de open. He set prop pitch
and wing slots for the maximumclinb. The ship wall owed down into a trough, up and up—and up! The
sea fell away; the rmurk of the sky absorbed them

"Whew! " Monk said. "Habeas, you just shook hands with the old guy with the scythe."

Habeas Corpus, the pig, grunted affectionately, anbled over and calmy bit the siman, Chemistry,
by way of expressing satisfaction with Monk’s return. Chemistry burst into an uproar which only a



menber of the nonkey family coul d manage.

"Hey!" Ham how ed, and kicked furiously at Habeas.

Habeas dodged with a precision gained of long practice. Chemi stry picked up Hanmis sword cane,

whi ch reposed on the seat, and brought it down with terrific force on Habeas. The pig' s squeal put
the nonkey’' s earlier racket to shane.

"Hey!" Monk squawl ed, and threw the handi est thing, a binocular case, at Chem stry.

Ham made a snarling noise and started for Monk, gritting, "I'Il skin you alive for that,
you—-you—er angut an! "

"Cone on, you barrister fashion plate!" Mnk invited.

Ward, the fake steward, plunged suddenly for the plane’'s door. He wenched, got it open and set
hinmself to lunge through into space.

Then he gave a | oud gasp and |lay down, partially out of the door, but not enough so that he fell.
Monk and Ham their fracas forgotten, rushed forward.

Monk pi cked up the wench which Doc Savage had seized froma cockpit pocket and thrown, knocking
Ward sensel ess. Monk returned the wench to the pocket.

"W should ‘a’ kept an eye on ‘im" the honely chem st squeaked. "But | was so glad to see Ham
that | was gonna beat his liver out."

Ham got Ward back inside, got the door shut.

"What are we gonna do with this client of ours?" he asked.

"Take himto New York and question him" Doc Savage said.

"It won't be easy to gouge out what he knows," Mnk hazarded. "The guy was willin to commt
suicide a mnute ago, to get hinself out of our hands."

Ham asked, "What about Long TonP"

"W will go over that south-southeast course from Mntauk |ightship and see what we find," Doc
Savage said.

THEY did not find anything, except water and darkness. There was not even nuch wi nd, a fact which
nmoved Monk to rumi nation.

"Queer thing about that wind," offered the honely chemst. "It was only blowing a gale over a
narrow area around the liner Regis."

Doc Savage's regular metallic features did not change expression.

"The strange heat which wought such havoc on the Regis was apparently confined to a narrow patch
of the sea," he pointed out. "Heat causes expansion of the air. Cooling and resultant contraction of
the air after the heat vani shed would naturally cause a wind of sone strength."

No nore of consequence was said until they had flown the south-sout heast course from Mntauk
lightship, starting far out to sea and working in until they plainly distinguished the w nking of
the light itself.

It was dark, so Doc Savage had not relied on the doubtful efficiency of their unaided eyes. He
had used an infra-ray scanner—a contrivance consisting of two units, the first being a projector,
literally a gigantic searchlight in power, which hurled invisible, fog-and-darkness penetrating
light rays outside the visible spectrum The second unit was a scanner, nechanical and electrical in
nature, which rendered the infra-rays visible.

The conplicated nechanical thing had shown not hi ng.

"Take the back course," Doc Savage directed. "W'll try it again."

He turned the controls over to Ham The bronze man then renoved the big filmroll from an
infra-ray canera which operated in conjunction with the scanner, and began goi ng over the

phot ographs of their back course with a magnifier. He saw, on one of the prints, sonething
interesting.

It resenbled a big swordfish fin, except that no swordfish fin would seemthat |arge fromsuch a
height. On the edge of the print was automatically photographed the tine to splits of seconds, and
he cal cul ated the position of the object fromthat. They flew back.

It was a wing of Long Tom s plane.

Doc Savage | anded the seapl ane near by, went overboard by the light of a flare, and swamto the
wreckage. It was bad. A fragment of a wing, nost of the air cells punctured. The | ower end, where it
had been attached to the plane, was badly nangl ed. Doc spent tine there, exam ning.

He cane back aboard with sonething in his bronze fingers.

"What's that?" Mnk grunted. "A fish scal e?"

Doc passed the object over for scrutiny. Mnk, looking at it, revolving it in his hands, acquired
a puzzl ed expression.

"Metal ," he said. "Or is it? Seens kinda light. Looks as if it had been chipped off sonething."
Doc asked, "Did you ever see the broken glass fromthe container inside an ordinary vacuum

bottl e?"

"Eh?" Monk nuttered. "This does | ook kinda simlar. But blamed if | see the connection.”

Doc did not el aborate.

They spent a long tinme hunting for Long Tonis body and did not find it.



DOC SAVAGE headed the plane toward New York City, flying very high up in the stratosphere. He
kept the notor silencers cut in. He had reasons for the precautions.

The air had begun to seethe with radio reports. Listening to them plunged Doc Savage’'s party into
a thoughtful silence. Wen Habeas and Chemi stry staged a brief fight, neither Monk nor Ham
interfered or insulted each other. They were deep in gl oom

Coast guard and news planes had reached the Regis. The radi o operator had been found dead at his
key. News that anmazed the world was being flashed, and it could not help but nmake those in authority
start wondering about Doc Savage

The radio reports—the S O S—earlier had naned Doc Savage as responsi ble for what was happening to
the Regis. There was nothing to show the liner’s operator had not done the sending, and the fellow
was dead.

Dying testinony is invariably accepted by the public as the truth. O herw se |evel -headed persons
will regard as truth the nunbling of a dying man, although the victimnmay not have the slightest
idea he is dying, and may well be trying to incrimnate an eneny who is actually innocent.

"We're gonna have to answer a lot of questions," Mnk nuttered.

"Which will rather cranp our style," Ham agreed.

At alnmost thirty thousand feet, Doc Savage cut the notors and the plane drifted downward |ike a
sighing ghost. The riding lights were extingui shed.

Doc took binoculars and watched the Hudson River water front in the vicinity of the Hi dal go

Tradi ng Co., which was a conbi nati on warehouse, hangar and boat house. The police, of course, knew
that the bronze man maintained the place.

The war ehouse was equi pped with a remarkable set of alarnms. A marauder did not have to break into
the place to set off the system Any one nerely lurking near by woul d actuate capacity-bal anced
relays and give notice. The systemwas connected to a wire which caused an electric sign on a

bui | di ng sone bl ocks distant to illum nate.

This sign was |ighted now.

Doc Savage | anded well up the Hudson, beached the seaplane, lashed it to a sapling, and headed
for the downtown section of Manhattan with their prisoner.

The captive began to struggle, tried to shout. Mnk, grinning fiercely, used a fist, and the nan
col |l apsed. They hailed a taxicab. It was dark where the cab stopped.

"Qur buddy has passed out," Mnk expl ai ned.

They kept their faces shaded riding downtown, and got out near the honmely Mnk’'s experinental
chemical laboratory in the Wall Street sector.

MONK’' S | aboratory was sonething of a marvel of its kind. It was nore conplete even than the one
whi ch had been destroyed by the expl osion at Doc’ s headquarters, as far as chemical equi prent
exclusively went. It was situated in a penthouse atop a financial skyscraper.

Monk’s living quarters were adjacent to the | aboratory. Monk went in for luxury and nodernistic
extremes. Everything was bright netal, glass or gaudy | eather. Habeas Corpus, the pig, had a room of
his own, equipped with a chemically purified and perfumed nud wal | ow.

Ham sneered nastily, as he always did, at the gaudy flash of Mnk’s place.

"The product of an aninmal mnd," he sniffed.

Monk only grinned, and thought of times when he had nade sone choice and relieving remarks about
Hami s overly dignified bachelor suite in a Park Avenue club so ritzy that even the bell boys were
ex- dukes.

Doc went in to the laboratory. He had been there before, knew the distribution of chemicals. He
began concocting m xtures.

"We' || need sone electrical apparatus,” he said. "Mk, you rig it up. Ham you keep the prisoner
in another room so he will not know what we are doing."

Ham haul ed the captive away. The fell ow had not yet regai ned consci ousness.

Hal f an hour later, Doc Savage wal ked in and confronted the captive, now conscious. Doc carried a
hypo needle. He calmy used it.

"What' re you giving hin?" Ham asked.

Doc Savage replied in Mayan, the ancient tongue, which he and his aides had | earned | ong ago on a
fantastic adventure into Central Anerican jungles, and which they used to conmunicate with each
ot her when not wi shing to be understood by others present. Qutside of thenselves, there was probably
not half a dozen men in the so-called civilized world who spoke the tongue.

"A drug which will |oosen his self-control and nake his mnd nore susceptible to outside
suggestions," Doc Savage said, answering Ham s question. Doc spoke Mayan.

They waited. After a bit, the nman began to squirm He apparently had becone scared. Doc gl anced
at Monk and Ham and nodded.

"You' ve got to talk!" Doc Savage rapped, grimy.

The prisoner rolled his eyes. His |lips shook back fromhis teeth in a snarl that had difficulty
jelling.

"Hell with you!" he said.



DOC SAVAGE produced a roll of adhesive tape, tore off short |engths and taped one of the man’'s
eyes shut. Then Doc held a large, sharp knife in front of the fellow s other eye.

"When you change your mind, say so," directed the bronze man, and brought the knife down.

The fellow s eye closed involuntarily.

Doc worked fast. He flipped the knife aside, grabbed a chunk of ice which Mnk had ready and
worried the ice against the victinis eye. |Ice passing over human flesh causes a sensation closely
akin to a knife cutting.

Monk had an el ectrical contact ready. Doc sl apped this against the man’s eye. Tape already
attached served to secure it to his face. Monk poured sone warmwater on the man’s face.

The el ectrical contact delivered a steady, shocking pain that was realistic. The warmwater felt
I'i ke bl ood.

The man screaned. He floundered. They held him He screeched so hard that spray flew through his
teeth.

"This place is soundproof,” Mnk said.

"Which is lucky," Ham added, calnly.

Habeas, the pig, cane in, grunting loudly, to investigate the scream ng of the victim

"Habeas," Monk said, "how would you like to eat this guy's eyes? O K Here!"

Monk then made |ip-smacking sounds that were a very good inmtation of a pig eating.

The man on the floor heaved. He acted as if he were about to have a fit.

"l think Habeas would |ike his ear," Mnk said.

They used the ice, the warmwater, and another electric shocking electrode to make the fell ow
think he had lost an ear. Had his nmind been entirely rational, he m ght have known ot herw se. But
the drug had hi m dazed.

"l guess he ain’t gonna talk," Mnk said.

The prisoner only cursed.

"Li ke the ear, Habeas?" Mnk asked. "Gunt if you did."

Maki ng a visible signal, Mnk caused his pet pig to grunt |oudly.

"Swell," chuckl ed Monk. "We'll give you his other eye."

At that point, sonething about the proceedings struck Ham and nmade the whol e thing | ook
ridiculous, as indeed it was, except that it seemed to be working.

The man got rid of one last, |ong scream

"What cha wanta know?" he asked, hoarsely.

"W wanta know where our pals are," Mnk said.

"Who?"

"Long Tom" enunerated Monk.

"And Johnny and Renny," added Ham

"What do | get for spilling?"

"l dunno," Mnk said. "What you already got, maybe. Your eye, for instance. And your life!"

The prisoner withed and swore.

"They said you guys never actually nutil ated anybody!" he snarled. He made gurglings. "Ch, ny—Ry
eyel ™

"Where's our pal s?" Monk gritted.

"Uncl e Penguin

took them" said the man.

Chapter XI. THE POLAR GOAL

AFTER the nan said, Uncle Penguin, every one was nystified enough to renmain silent for a short
interval .

"Huh!" snorted Monk. "This one-eyed, one-eared so-and-so is kidding us!"

"I"'mnot," said the captive.

"G me that knife," Mnk commanded. "I1’'1l cut out his other eye."

"Here's the knife," Ham said, hel pfully.

The prisoner screanmed once, horribly.

"Wait a minutel" he shrieked. "The Uncle Penguin is a boat! It’'s Cheaters Slagg’ s Pol ar

expl oration ship!"

Doc Savage said, "ls Cheaters Slagg the nan who is known as Captain Mntnorency Frederick Slagg,
who charters his ship to fanous expl orers?"

"Check," said the prisoner.

"So he wasn’t lying," Mnk said in a disappointed voice. "Well, "Il just keep this knife handy
in case he does."

Doc Savage took over the questioning.

"When did this thing start?" he asked.

"I ain't sure," said the man. "Five or six years ago, | think, when flying over the poles and
expl oring around them was so popul ar. Cheaters Slagg took an aviator and his plane down to the South
Pol ar continent, and established bases for the fellow It was while he was doing this that Cheaters
Sl agg found the valley."



The man took a deep breath, npaned, then went on.

"Two ot her people know of the existence of the valley," he said. "O know where it is, that is.
Derek Flammen, that explorer, is one. He was the aviator who had Cheaters Slagg' s ship chartered
five years ago when Slagg found the valley."

The man npaned nore | oudly.

"The ot her person who knows about the valley is that girl, Velma Crale," he wailed. "She found

the place when she was flying around over Antarctica, exploring. She | anded and found evi dence that
Cheaters Slagg had been there first. She came rushing back to the United States and hunted up Sl agg
and wanted to buy a partnership in the valley.

"She didn’t have any noney to buy it with. She wanted to buy it with her silence. She would keep
still if Slagg would give her half. Slagg had a cheaper way of getting her to keep still. He decided
to kill her. She was on that silver sloop, but she is a fox in skirts and she got away and started
out to clean house. Only she didn’t get so far."

Had the man not been under the influence of the drug, he would have realized that he woul d have
fainted or at |east become very weak froma wound so serious as that made by the renoval of an eye.
"Where does Thurston H. Wardhouse cone in?" Doc Savage asked.

"Dammed if | know," said the man.

"What is in this South Pole valley?" Doc queried.

"l don’t know. "

"What caused that strange heat wave which struck the |liner Regis?"

"l don’t know. "

Monk said, "Get me a whetstone, Ham so | can sharpen this knife. |I’mgonna have to cut his other
eye out."

The prisoner reared up. He nade | oud garglings.

“I"ve told you all | know" he yelled. "I was just a paid hand on the Uncle Penguin!"

He fell back on the floor, his head thunping very hard.
Doc exami ned him
"Heart has stopped," he said.

HAM gl ared accusingly at Mnk.

"You see," he snapped. "You scare normal people to death, you missing |ink! Think of what | have
to put up with!"

Monk was too sobered to think of a retort. It had not occurred to himthat he would literally

scare the prisoner to death.

"The guy nusta had a bad heart!" he gul ped.

Doc Savage was working swiftly. He went into the |aboratory, got a |long hypo needl e of the type

whi ch Monk used to administer chemical mixture internally to experinental subjects, charged it with
an adrenalin mxture, and cane back. He admnistered it in the orthodox style.

The man began to breathe again.

It was not an unusual feat. Mire than one patient has literally died on an operating table, to be
brought back by the use of magic adrenalin, which stinmulates the heart into resuming its activity.
Doc nade a tel ephone call. A few nminutes later, an anbulance called for the man. It was a plain

whi te anbul ance, and the driver acted as if he knew Doc Savage. Mnk seened surprised.

"But the guy may know some nore, Doc," Monk grunted. "He didn't tell us a thing about what this
ship, Uncle Penguin, |ooks like."

"The man cannot talk for a good many hours," Doc Savage replied. "And he probably told us nost of
what he knew. "

The anbul ance | eft. Monk and Ham sai d nothing. They knew the anbul ance woul d take the prisoner to
Doc Savage's strange criminal-curing institution in upstate New York—a place where the patients were
first operated on in such a manner that all menory of their past was w ped away, after which they
underwent a course of training calculated to make them strai ghtforward, honest citizens.

Not a soul, as far as was known, outside of Doc Savage and his aides, and those connected with
operating the place, knew of its existence. Doc kept it quiet for the sinple reason that such an
unort hodox nethod of dealing with crooks would have called down a lot of criticismfromwell-meaning
reformers with other ideas of how it should be done.

DOC SAVAGE set about the business of finding the ship Uncle Penguin. This took hours. They

checked sailing records, and sent discreet inquiries to every ship in the near-by Atlantic Ccean
which carried a wireless. They were hanpered because they had to keep under cover.

At ten o'clock the following norning, a |ighthouse attendant reported sighting the ship Uncle
Penguin anchored in a little cove on the south shore of Connecticut.

Doc Savage, Monk and Ham the pig and the strange-I|ooking ape, all took a taxicab and went north

to get the plane. But they did not get it, for the reason that police had discovered the craft where
they had left it. Doc saw the guard posted, then directed their driver to head for Long Island.

The taxi driver had by now di scovered who his passengers were. He said nothing about it, but

passed a | ate newspaper back.



The headlines said police and governnent nen were | ooking for Doc Savage and his aides. Warrants

had been sworn for their arrest. The charge was suspicion of conplicity in the affair of the Regis.
Doc, Monk and Ham got a plane on Long Island. It was a snall anphibian, and Doc kept it in a
farmer’s barn for just such an enmergency as this. The plane had folding wings, so it could be gotten
in and out of the barn quite easily.

Doc flew toward the Connecticut shore.

THE south shore of Connecticut is rugged to a degree, and rather popul ated, but it has barren
spots. This cove was one.

There was one ship at anchor in the cove. She |ooked as if she were a tranp, converted, and with
bows re-enforced for breaking ice. Squat, beany and ugly, she was riding deep in the water.

"That is probably the Uncle Penguin," Doc decided.

The bronze man produced a bottle of skin stain, and Monk and Ham hastily daubed thensel ves with

it. They shoved paraffin in their cheeks, and began to | ook vastly different. Mnk padded the top of
his flying hel met with handkerchiefs, so that his head seemed much | onger.

"You still look like an ape,” Hamtold himcheerfully, as he |eered at Mnk.

They tied Habeas Corpus and Chem stry back where they woul d not be seen. Doc got down out of

sight, and Ham | anded the plane. He taxied over the surface and sent a lusty yell toward the Uncle
Penguin. He hailed in Italian, a |anguage which he spoke with near native fluency.

"Where are we?" he asked in Italian.

Nobody on the Uncle Penguin seened able to speak Italian, which was what Ham had hoped for. Mnk
joined the shouting, also in Italian. They created a perfect inpression of a pair of noisy foreign
aviators junketing and now | ost.

Apparently, they decided to go aboard the ship in hopes of getting the information they desired.
They broke out a collapsible boat with which the plane was equi pped. This was opened in the cabin
and they managed to get it through the door, at which point they had bad |uck. Both Ham and the boat
fell into the water. The boat upset.

Doc Savage was in the boat. The whol e nél ée had been staged so that he could get fromthe plane
into the water w thout being seen. The bronze nman was naked, except for snug silk swimtrunks and a
bel t containing nunmerous pockets for gadgets.

H s teeth gripped the nout hpi ece of a self-contained diving "lung" device.

MONK and Ham continued their troubles with the collapsible boat, Hamcalling on all the ancestors
of all the old Roman dieties to w tness what he thought of collapsible boats in general. Mnk
contributed lusty yells in Italian.

The rail of the Uncle Penguin was lined with curious faces. The spectators were dressed as
sailors. But there was sonmething wong. Their faces did not belong to men who believed in working
for a living.

On the bridge, lounging with an exaggerated casual ness that was plainly acting, was a burly man
who wore spectacles with extrenely thick, somewhat cloudy |enses.

"Cheaters Slagg!" Mnk grunted at Ham recogni zing the man on the bridge from Doc Savage's
descriptions.

"Shut up!" ordered Ham "Abuse this boat, then get in and row toward the ship, and keep how i ng.
We nust hold their attention while Doc Savage gets aboard fromthe other side."

"Shut up yourself," growl ed Monk. "Don’t tell me what to do."

Stricken with a bright idea, the two fell to abusing each other in the Latin tongue. At the sane
time, they rowed toward the Uncle Penguin.

At about the same time, Doc Savage eased to the surface on the other side of the vessel. He cane
up close to the hull, and he used his eyes and ears. Every one seened to be at the other rail.
The bronze man stripped open the zipper nouth of one of the belt pockets and drew out a device
whi ch he always carried—a thin, stout silken cord with a collapsible grapple affixed to one end. The
grappl e was padded wi th sponge rubber. He tossed it upward with an accuracy born of nuch practice,
and it hooked the rail.

He clinbed, nmanagi ng the by-no-neans-easy ascent of the thin cord through the nedium of tiny

sliding clanps of a frictional nature. At the rail, he paused. It was a critical nonment. But no one
was in sight.
He went over the rail. A conpani onway gobbled him The steps were steel, with rubber tread, and

at the top was a tiny landing on which stood a bucket of suds and a nop which sone one had deserted
to go have a |l ook at the plane and the two crazy foreigners.

Doc sl oshed suds silently over the deck and nade a few passes with the nop. This wi ped out his

wet footsteps.

It was dark deeper in the innards of the ship. Ventilation was bad, caused an oily snell. It was
warm Doc eased around an angle in the passage.

A hard, chilly point of metal that could only be a gun nuzzle cane agai nst his side.

Vel ma Crale said, "I haven't been so scared since people rode in buggies, so be careful!"



Chapter Xl I. BAD LUCK HAD TW NS

DOC SAVAGE was disgusted for the next few nonents. It had been years since an eneny had gotten

cl ose enough, unnoticed, to touch himw th a gun nuzzle. He had put in thousands of hours training
his ears, his eyes, his sense of snell, to guard against that very thing happening.

The passage was full of oil odor. Somewhere, a generator was running. That had done it.

"You crop up in unexpected places," Doc Savage said.

The tip of the gun cane away fromhis side slightly.

"Well, pluck ny feathers!" Velma Crale murnmured in astonishment. "I thought it was one of the
crew. "

Doc felt the gun touch his wist. She was trying to hand the weapon to him

"You want this?" she asked.

"No," he said.

"You'll need it."

He did not explain that he never carried a firearmfor the reason that the possession of one, he
bel i eved, tended to nmake the carrier rely on the weapon, and to become correspondi ngly hel pl ess when
di sar med.

"How di d you get aboard?" he asked. "And when?"

"Last night," she said. She whispered. "I hung on Derek Flammen's trail, and he came out here and
| followed him It was a dark night. | clinbed up the anchor chain. Been | ooking around since."
"What' d you find?"

"Puh-lenty!"

"For instance?"

"Did you notice the water |ine?"

Doc said, "The boat is riding deep in the water."

"This tub is |loaded to the hatches," said Velma Crale. "The freight is very funny. In the first
pl ace, the boat has been built over to accommbdate sone of it. There are |ong hatches on deck, and
what seens to be huge | ockers underneath them 1’ve done plenty of prying, but haven't been able to
tell what is in the |ockers."

"It was fortunate they have not discovered you."

"Sure. But it was easy. It’'s hot and stinks down here and they stay on deck. The hold is full of
bi g boxes and crates. | opened one to see what was inside it."

"What was?"

The girl held back her answer a nmonent.

"A coil of rubber hose. The hose is reénforced to withstand great pressure.”

Doc Savage asked, "Have you seen any of ny aides?"

"\Wi ch ones?"

"Long Tom Renny and Johnny."

"A pale runt, a long hank of bones, and a fellow with fists nmade for cracki ng wal nuts?"

"That is them"

"They' re aft.”

"Show me," Doc requested.

"We'll probably get caught," Vel ma Cral e conpl ai ned.

She led the way aft.

RENNY had been working on the bars in the door behind which he was confined. The bars were al npbst
an inch thick and anchored to bolts, but Renny had bent them some. He probably knew he woul d never
get themout, but working on themwith his big fists hel ped vent out sonme of his tenper.

"Holy cow " he thunped softly when he saw Doc and the girl.

"\Were are Johnny and Long Ton?" Doc asked.

"The first designated ant hropogenetic specinen may be marked present," said Johnny’s schol astic
tone from behi nd Renny.

"Mark me down, too," said Long Tom

"So all three of you are in there," Doc said, and gave the door sone attention.

It was a steel door and stout.

The girl dropped a hand on Doc’s arm "Wiit." She put a question to Renny through the bars.
"Where is Thurston H Wardhouse?"

"Next door," said Renny. "I nean, next cell."

The girl tightened her grip. "Get himout first!"

Doc breathed, "Getting any of themout is going to be difficult.”

There was sonme shouting fromthe deck of the ship. Hamwas yelling in Italian fromthe water,
demandi ng to know where he was.

Doc shoved a hand inside the cell.

Renny gul ped, "Holy cow What— Then he went silent.

Doc went to the next cell. It had a barred opening in the door. The place snelled vaguely of
cattle, and that odor tipped off the nature of the conpartnment. Explorers take mlk cows with them
nowadays. These prison cells had been the ship's stables.



"War dhouse! " whi spered Vel ma Crale.

War dhouse put his strikingly handsone face against the bars where the passage |ight shone on it.
The face was scratched, and the nose had swollen. One eye was bl ack. The man wore no shirt.

There was novenent behind him

"Who's in there with you?" asked Vel na Crale.

"Derek Flammen," Wardhouse replied. He had a voice which had been trained and sounded as if it
bel onged to a good radi o announcer.

Der ek Fl ammen, shoving to get close to the bars, asked, "Wo’'s out there? How in the devil did
you get aboard?"

Doc Reached for Velnma Cral e’ s nouth.

"It's Doc Savage," Velma Crale said before he could stop her words.

Derek Flammen enmitted an ear-splitting yell.

"Hel p!" he squawl ed. "Doc Savage is aboard! Cheaters! Men! Help!"

Thurston H. Wardhouse set hinself and drove a fist against Derek Flammen’s ponylike face. Flamen
fell down and began meking ai m ess nunbling noi ses.

"He's the | eader, Flammen is!" Wardhouse yelled excitedly. "I’'ve suspected it! Now | know He was
in here pretending to be a prisoner, to punp ne and see how nmuch | had told Mss Crale!"

In a great rage, Wardhouse | eaned down and sl ugged Derek Flamren again and again. Flanmen stopped
munbl i ng,

"Do not kill him" warned Doc Savage.

Men cane charging into the passage. They started shooting when they saw Doc.

THE passage was steel -lined. Indeed, the whole ship was steel. The bullets did a great deal of
cl anki ng and whistling. Doc shoved the girl, lunged after her. They sprawl ed into a conveni ent door.
"Derek Flammen!" Velnma Crale gritted. "I hope he—hope he—

Apparently she could not think just what she did hope. Doc crossed the cabin, which was on the
port side of the ship. There was one porthole. He exam ned it. Portholes are made small to resist
the force of the sea. A small boy could not have passed through this one.

"W won't be able to free the other prisoners!" Velma Cral e how ed.

"We had better concentrate on getting out of here," Doc told her.

The bronze man was working at the pockets attached to his belt. He got one open. The thing which
he extracted was a small netal tube. He pressed a catch, and the end popped off. Cane a hissing, an
eye-hurting |ight.

A stream of nolten substance canme out of the tube, flowing like liquid. Doc noved the tube,
pouring the stuff in a circle over the steel hull of the ship. The liquid, falling upon the steel,
ate through it like hot lead through ice. An oval a yard across was cut out.

Doc kicked the center of it. The netal fell into the sea, |eaving an opening through which their
escape was easy.

He dropped the netal tube into the sea. It sank, and a cloud of steam and bubbl es showed where it
had gone down.

"Come on," he said.

The stuff he had used was a thermt conpound, simlar to the type enployed in incendiary bonbs
during wartinme. But now was hardly the tine to explain that to the girl.

"Junp!" Doc directed.

The girl nade no nove to junp. Her face began to get queer, as if she were thinking wld

t hought s.

"We can’t nmke it," she gasped.

"We've got to try," Doc told her. "Junp."

Her face becane nore ani mated. She took her upper |ip between her teeth. She still held her gun.
She pointed it at Doc Savage.

"I hate to do this," she said, "but there’'s too nuch at stake. And you can naybe get away. Put
your hands up."

Men were running nearer in the passage. Doc Savage said not hi ng.

"I'f I turn you over to them they nmaybe won't do anything to ne—aon’t kill me!" the girl gasped.
"I"'mgoing to try it."

Doc said. "You haven't nany scruples, have you?"

"Depends on how you look at it. They won't kill you. They' |l try, but you'll get away. You can't
be killed."

Doc Savage stepped backward, went through the hole he had cut in the hull with the thermt. The
girl did not shoot.

Chapter Xl I1. DEATH

VELMA CRALE tried to foll ow Doc Savage out of the ship. She was not quick enough. A gun crashed
in the door. She shrank involuntarily fromthe noisy passage of a bullet close to her ear. Then
hands had her.

"l am" barked Cheaters Slagg, "glad to see you! Hold her, sonebody!"



Slagg dived on to the opening in the hull. The edges of this still snoked. He peered through,
squinting. He got a fleeting glinpse of a bronze figure.

Wth wild haste, he enptied a revolver. The reports were so loud in the roomthat they left ears
achi ng.

"Doc Savage!" how ed Cheaters.

"Dja get ‘in?" asked sone one.

"Hel I'! You know the answer to that!" Slagg waved his arns. "Two of you hold the girl! Four of you
wat ch the other prisoners! Rest on deck!"

Cheaters Sl agg charged above. He thought of something, whirled and bawl ed, "Let the boss out!"
"You mean Derek Fl am—

"Who'n hell’d you think! Get ‘imon deck!"

Slagg ran to the rail, reloading his pistol. He lifted the weapon, ainmed carefully at Ham-and Ham
di ved out of the collapsible boat.

"Snakes!" gritted Slagg. "He saw ne!"

SLAGG then fired at Monk. He missed. Monk was tilting out of the collapsible boat. He nmade quite
a spl ash and vani shed.

"Cet the machine gun!" how ed Slagg. "They’'ll try to hide behind that boat!"

The machine gun was at hand. It was a heavy mlitary weapon. Three nen held it braced on the rail
and a fourth westled with the firing lever and the job of aimng. The belt went through it so fast
that it seemed to snoke, and a great shower of enpty cartridges spilled along the deck.

The col | apsible boat literally fell to pieces under the | eaden storm

Hor se-faced Derek Flamren canme chargi ng on deck, knocking nen aside. He took in the situation
with a | ashing gl ance.

"Get a rocket pistol!" he roared.

Rushi ng over, Flammen seized the firing controls of the nachine gun. He pointed the weapon at the
plane and it stuttered and hammered and the plane drifted a bit under the inpetus given by hamering
| ead. The wings scabbed, the fuel tanks were opened, and a flood of gasoline drenched the craft.
"Here's the rocket gun," said a man.

Fl ammen took it, ained. A ball of green fire cane out of the nuzzle, hit the plane, splattered,
and the gasoline was set afire. Flanmes wapped the plane |like red tissue paper around a Christmas
toy. Habeas Corpus and Chemi stry popped out of the burning ship and swam

Fl ammen was not sati sfied.

"Start punping fuel oil on the water!" he how ed. "And put nmen aloft to watch that they don't
come up!"

Men went al oft. The punps started floating black, inflamrmable fuel oil through hull vents. That
it might burn nore readily, they mxed a bit of gasoline with it.

FIl ammen, |eering, waved a bony hand.

"There's a sandy beach around this cove," he said.

"They can’t possibly get ashore w thout being seen and knocked down with our machine guns. And
now I'Il fix it so they can't come to the surface."

He tore a bit of canvas off a weather cover, applied a match to it, got it burning, |eaned
overside and dropped it into the oil which covered the water.

"Get under way!" he ordered. "Stand by in the nouth of the inlet!"

THE hull plates of the Uncle Penguin were thick enough, of course, that she was not bothered by
the burning oil. She could not lie in the flames too |ong, however. The anchor cane up, a man
standing by with a hose and washing off the flamng oil as the chain passed over the wldcats. The
propel l er turned; the vessel swiung |azily, and headed for the inlet nouth.

"Look sharp!" Flammen howl ed to the nen on the masts with rapid-firers.

They | ooked sharp, but that was all the good it did them Not a sign did they see of Doc Savage
or his two aides.

They di d see Habeas Corpus and Chem stry reach shore and scanper across the beach to safety. A
man shot at Chemistry, at first thinking it was Monk, but m ssed.

The burning oil was spreading. It burned slowmy, but spread swiftly. Black clouds of snoke arose.
"Lower boats!" yelled Flammen. "W can't let ‘emget away under cover of that snoke!"

Li feboats, notor-powered, were |owered, and arned nen went ashore and took positions along the
beach. The snoke went al nost straight up, for there was not rmuch wind. No one could possibly reach
the shore without being observed by the arnmed watchers.

Fifteen m nutes passed. No sign of Doc and his two aides was glinpsed.

Derek Fl anmmen began to stare at the sky. It was very clear, the sun unusually bright.

"Rig the shields!" Flamen yell ed.

Every one stood as if greatly shocked.

Cheaters Sl agg began, "But—

"Rig the shields!"

FI ammen snapped.



Sl agg nodded, turned around and how ed, "Stand by to rig the shields!"

Certain squads of nen assenbl ed al ong the deck. The manner of their assenbly showed they had been
trained as to what to do. Long, hardly noticeable hatches in the deck were lifted.

The vessel was equi pped with an unusual nunber of short cargo boons and a good deal of | oading
tackl e. These loading lines were attached to the contents of |ockers under the deck hatches. Men
haul ed on the lines.

Fol di ng sections of netal were dragged out of the | ockers. The segnents were designed so that
they fitted over the nmetal framework of awning supports. C anps held the parts in position.

The metal was peculiar, unusual. The outside was shiny, mrrorlike. The underside was dull,

| eaden. The sheets were, furthernore, quite thick. The nen getting themin position |abored and
swor e.

Only the parts of the vessel where nmen had to station thenselves in order to operate the craft
were covered.

CHEATERS SLAGG and Derek Flamen paced the decks, giving orders, cursing whenever the work of
fitting the strange netal covering into position was bungl ed.

Al of thirty mnutes was required to get the peculiar awning settled.

Fl amren | ooked at Sl agg.

"All right," he said.

Sl agg went bel ow.

"Everybody under cover!" Flammen how ed.

The men on shore cane racing back to the lifeboats and rowed hurriedly to the vessel. The oil on
the water had burned itself out now, and there had been no sign of Doc or his two conpanions.

The Uncl e Penguin had changed its position to a narked degree. The awni ng of strange netal had
given it an aspect vaguely like that of a shiny cigar. Viewed at close range, and in good light, the
ship woul d have | ooked what it was—a vessel with a strange awni ng—but seen in bad |light, or through
a fog, it would have been baffling.

Long Tom who had seen the craft under poor light conditions, had been baffled.

Ami dshi ps, atop the superstructure, nmen were opening hatches. It was an unusual spot for hatches.
The men who had opened them scanpered to cover.

The engi nes bel ow decks were maki ng a good deal of noise. A ship's notors are usually quiet.

It began to grow warner. The heat increased rapidly. The march upward of the thernoneter on the
Uncl e Penguin’s bridge was al nbst visible. Men nopped perspiration.

Qutside the little cove, a small ketch was sailing. No doubt those aboard were curious yachtsnen
who had seen the snoke of the burning oil and noted the exotic appearance of the ship standing by
the cove, and were sailing up to investigate.

The men on the little ketch began behaving queerly. They hastily rigged an awning. It did not
seemto do nmuch good. After a bit, the men on the little boat seenmed to have sone kind of fits, and
then die. The ketch, no hand at the tiller, sailed into a reef, stove a plank and sank.

Aboard the Uncle Penguin, no man had ventured fromthe shelter of the strange awni ng whi ch had
been rigged. Al nost every one was wearing thick, colored glasses, or had, if they were not working,
dark bandages tied over their eyes.

The sun seenmed to beat down with incredible force. Paint on the deck was blistering.

Der ek Fl anmmen wat ched the death of the nen on the little ketch. He showed no signs of renorse.

"Al'l right," he said into a speaking tube.

The heat began to grow | ess. Cheaters Slagg cane up frombelow. The nen rolled back the hatches

on top of the superstructure.

Fl ammen grinned at Slagg. "That should take care of Doc Savage. If he’'s within four or five mles
of this spot, he's done for."

Sl agg nodded. "We're through with the bronze guy."

Fl ammen gave an order. Men fell to work taking in the strange awning and storing it in the deck

| ockers. The ship steaned out to sea.

A strong breeze was springing up—ool air rushing into the area.

CHEATERS SLAGG frowned. "Layin' in that cove was a m stake."

Hor se-faced Derek Flammen frowned sharply. Derek Flammen’s nanner was vastly different now, from
what it had been on the occasion of his contact with Doc Savage. He was cold, driving.

"It was necessary for you to pick ne up," he said.

"You—and the girl," grow ed Sl agg.

Derek Flamren | ooked intently at Slagg. Hi s appearance underwent a change, becom ng devillike. He
seened to sprout horns and a spike tail.

"Do | understand you are criticizing ny nmethods?" he asked gently.

Cheaters Slagg | ooked at his chief—for it was now very clear that Flammen was the master. Sl agg
seened to shrink a bit in height and his eyes grew wi de and scared back of the thick, snoked

gl asses.

"Hel I!" he gulped. "I didn't nean nothin!"



Derek Flamren said, "Bring the prisoners to ny cabin!"

Every man on board who could be spared fromthe task of making things shipshape for the open sea
was ordered to get his gun and take a hand in escorting the captives. Special care was given Doc
Savage’ s nen.

The girl, Velma Crale, had been handl ed roughly. Her hair was askew, and there was skin m ssing
from her knuckl es

Doc’s three aides stood close together, saying nothing. They had nade no nobve toward resistance
Thurston H Wardhouse stood apart, his erect, athletic figure defiant. He nmust have been forty,
but he seened to have the vigor of twenty.

Derek Flamren was drinking mlk froma bottle and eating bread froma loaf. He tore off bread
chewed it, put his chin out to swallow, then scow ed at the prisoners

"Have the blacksmith cut four |engths of heavy chain," he ordered. "Handcuff pieces to this gir
and Doc Savage's three nen and dunp them overside."

Cheaters Sl agg asked, "You sure we won't need ‘enP"

"l was keeping Savage's nen to use against the bronze man, to decoy hi msonme way," snapped

Fl ammen. "| have decided that is too dangerous. The girl shoul d have been shot the day she cane to
you and said she had found the Antarctic valley."

"W did our best in that direction,” Slagg nuttered

Derek Flamren turned an angry horse face on Thurston H \Wardhouse. "Doubl e-crosser!"

"l had no idea what you planned!" snapped Wardhouse. "My work was intended as a scientific boon
to mankind, and not to be converted to their own use by such rogues as yoursel ves!"

"So we’'re rogues?" Flammen queried, sarcastically.

"You are! You have caused the death of scores of persons!"

"Do you realize, Wardhouse, that those people would never have died had you not doubl e-crossed
us?"

THURSTON H. WARDHOUSE showed his teeth unpl easantly.

"M ss Crale overheard you plotting to kill ne so that you would not have to give ne ny share!" he
snapped

Fl ammen turned his horselike face on the young wonan. "So you overheard that? | begin to see how
you knew so nuch. Spied on us, eh?"

"All | could!'" the girl said, defiantly. "I eavesdropped. That's how | |earned you intended to
grab me off the silver sloop. So |I skipped out. | didn't dreamyou woul d cause the death of every
one aboard."

"1 hope you're not laying that on us?" Derek Flammen disclai med piously.

"No," the girl jeered. "Nor that business of the Regis, either."

Fl ammren sai d, "Shoot her before you throw her overboard with a chain fastened to her ankle."
Thurston H Wardhouse stepped forward. He seermed to care nothing for the nmenace of the guns al
about him

"Look here!" he rapped. "You cannot do a thing w thout ne! You still need nme."

"We might," said Flamren, "get along without you. | don't know. But as a last resort, we'll try
it."

"All right!" gritted Wardhouse. "You'll have to try it if you kill these prisoners!"

Fl ammen scowl ed. He tore off bread, crammed it down, and poured milk after it

"Let’'s get this straight,"” he requested

"I won't do a thing for you if you kill these captives," said Wardhouse. "I won't have nore
killing. Keep themalive and I'Il give you a hand. And believe ne, you won’t get along so easily
wi thout ne. Or rather, ny know edge."

Der ek Fl amren eyed Cheaters Slagg. "Wat about it, Cheaters?"

"Shoot ‘em" said Cheaters. "Hell with ‘em"

"So we'll keep themalive," Flamen grow ed. "Lock ‘emup again."

The prisoners were dragged out. Passing a porthole, Long Tomgot a glinpse of the receding U S
coast .

"l got a notion to make a break!" the electrical w zard whi spered

"Don’t be a sucker!" retorted big-fisted Renny

"Eh?" Long Tomfrowned at him "First time | ever knew you to preach caution."

"l got me sonething you don’t know about," Renny grunted

"What ?"
"A system you might call it. Part of a system anyway."
"When' Il we try it?"

"When the tinme cones. Holy cow Just keep your shirt on."

Chapter XIV. COLD LAND

FI VE weeks and three days passed. Long Tom Renny and Johnny kept track of the days by meking

deep scratches in the thick layer of paint on the bul khead. Their captors kept a guard steadily
outside the door, and the light inside their cell was never turned off. They were not even all owed



to tal k. When caught tal king, their next neal was denied them It was either keep still or go
hungry.

This did not bother themgreatly, for all three were adept at talking on their fingers, and they
did this. The discussion, |ong and invol ved, however, got them nowhere to speak of

It was four o'clock in the afternoon—they had kept their watches and had them wound—ahen the

engi nes of the Uncle Penguin stopped, and the anchor went down

Renny knotted and unknotted his big fists. "Holy cowl W nust be there!"

"Yeah," agreed Long Tom "W’ re probably there."

Johnny, seem ng nore gaunt than usual, eyed them "Unanticipated prognostications indicating
precognition of our destination."

"It's a wonder," Long Tom grunted, "that those words don’t choke you."

Johnny, using small words, said, "You guys talk |like you knew where we were going. Do you?"
"Nope, " said Long Tom

They had di scussed their possible destination for hours during the past weeks. They had obtai ned
a general idea, or thought they had. For one thing, the ship had passed for days through a warm and
at tinmes unpleasantly hot climate

They had decided this region was the tropics. Later, it had gotten cold. It was chilly now. Their
captors had supplied themw th sheepskin-lined coats and extra pairs of trousers

They had seen or heard nothing of the other prisoners, Velma Crale and Thurston H Wardhouse

THEY sat there and |istened. There were sounds of activity. Davits squeaking indicated a boat was
bei ng put over the side

"Whi ch means we’re close to shore, |'mbetting," Renny runbled

"An indef easi bl e opinion," agreed bi g-worded Johnny.

The three of them | ooked at each other. They had been conversing in whispers

Suddenly, as if each were nobved by the sanme thought, they all nodded

"We'll try it now" Renny breathed

Renny got up. He put a hand in his pocket, brought it out, then went to the door

"What in blazes is going on?" he asked, |oudly.

The guard’s face appeared on the other side of the bars

"l thought you guys had your orders to pipe down and stay that way!" said the man

Renny lifted his hand. There was a hiss, and a streamof liquid cane out of the tiny water gun
cylinder-shaped, which his hand conceal ed. The guard gasped and fell on his face

"Holy cow " grinned Renny. "Doc’s anaesthetic gas sure knocks ‘emcold!"

The big-fisted engi neer produced the second of two objects which Doc Savage had managed to slip

to himduring the course of the raid back in the tiny cove on the Connecticut shore. The first had
been the water gun device. The second was another of the cylinders containing thermit conpound which
went through netal so readily.

Renny applied a bit of the thermit to the door |ock. He squinted against the incredible white of
the burning thermt substance. Then he hit the door with one big fist, above the section which was
hot. The door cane open

"l hope we picked a good tine," Renny runbled, softly. "Cone on, you two birds."

He went out. Johnny and Long Tomtranped his heels

"Shall we free Wardhouse and the girl?" Renny grow ed

"He's responsible for us being alive," said Long Tom "I vote to do what we can for him"
"And the girl?"
"She's a snappy |ooker. | kind of like the Idea of saving her."

They | ooked in the near-by ex-stable cells. Wardhouse and the girl were not there

THEY nount ed upward swiftly, anxious to get a glinpse of the spot where the ship was anchored. It
had been cold bel ow, but as they nounted, it became nmuch colder. It was, they realized suddenly,
probably sone degrees bel ow zero outside

"Ps-s-s-t!"

war ned Renny, and stopped

The others halted. They listened. Voices were comng out of a cabin to the right, and they crept
near.

Cheaters Slagg was saying, "W’ ve got enough stores here aboard to |ast about four nonths. Then
wel | have to bring in fresh stuff. It will save time if we have a list of supplies shipped down and
all ready and waiting at sone South American port, say Buenos Aires, which is due north. Don't you
think so?"

"l think so," said Derek Flammen. "Buenos Aires is due north."

"So | took the liberty of getting up the following lists of supplies that will be necessary in
four nmonths," said Slagg. "The lists are addressed to conpani es which handle this stuff, and the
name signed is that of ny own ship. My credit is good enough, so they will ship w thout any
questions asked. Shall | radio the orders?"

"Are you sure it is stuff we will need?"



"Yep. "
"Go ahead and send them then. W' ve spent all of ny noney and all of yours on this project

already. O, at |least, we’'ve spent just about all. W’ ve got to econom ze. But go ahead and send the
radi o orders for goods."

"Take ‘em Sparks," Cheaters Slagg said, apparently to his radio operator. "Get ‘emoff right

away. And also get the news radio report and see if there is any report of this Doc Savage turning
up. "

"l copied the news a few mnutes ago," said a nondescript voice. "There was a short itemto the
effect that no trace had been found of Doc Savage."

"Then we killed himand his two nmen in that bay," said Slagg

To Renny, Long Tom and Johnny, listening, this conveyed their first inkling that Doc Savage was
supposed to be dead. Horror held themfor an interval, and only vaguely did they hear the radio
operator nake a remark.

"Doc Savage stands accused of the attack on the liner Regis, and on that silver sloop, and the
killing of certain persons who died in the vicinity of that cove," said the radio man. "In fact, the
wor | d now bel i eves Doc Savage caused that strange heat. They think it is sonme queer death ray which
he invented."

"Hah, hah!" chuckl ed Sl agg. "Well, send themradio orders."

The radi o operator cane out of the cabin a noment later. He was a nman as nondescript as his

voi ce. He wal ked with his head down, and the radiograns in his hand. There seened to be al nbst a
dozen of the messages

He rounded the corner, walking forth boldly, giving no thought to anything but the nessages in

hi s hand, which he was to send

He did not hear a slight hiss to one side. Al he knew was that a strong attack of faintness
suddenly came over him He gritted his teeth. But the faintness was so great that he surrendered to
it, lying down on the floor and going to sleep

IT was ten minutes later that the radio operator awakened. He consulted his watch i medi ately and
learned this. He lay still for a few nonents, collecting hinself. H's characterless face was
worried. He held a hand over his heart, testing its beating. The thunps seened strong enough

The radio man got to his feet, observed the radio messages scattered about, and hastily gathered
them up. He counted them They were all there

The operator went al ong the passage until he reached a door. He opened it and stood there
breat hi ng deeply of the bitterly cold air. The cold air in his lungs nmade hi m cough. He sagged
agai nst the bul khead, somewhat pale

One of the crew chanced to wal k up. The fell ow stopped and stared. "Sonething w ong?"

The radi o man grinned, hesitated, shook his head

"Just had a kind of fainting spell," he nuttered

"You' || catch cold standin’ there in the open door," said the other

The radio man cl osed the door, and went on to his cubicle. It was warmthere. A clock ticked, and
a | oudspeaker sizzled softly. The operator sat down in front of his key and began sending the
radi ogram orders

The fifth one read

HI DALGO TRADI NG COMPANY

NEW YORK CITY N Y

SHI P BUENCS Al RES ACE LATMAN | NNER VALVE EXPANDER STOP LATEST OVERTURN ON KNEE SLEEVE STOP BASE
ADJUSTMENT DI VI DED STOP

UNCLE PENGUI N SLAGG

The message sounded no nore conplicated than sone of the others. So the operator went ahead with
the transmission, and filed it along with the other sent nmessages

Wien he was done, the operator got a stiff drink froma flask which he renoved froma drawer.
Then he stepped out on deck, drawing on a heavy fur coat, to get nore fresh air. He seened to be
worried about the period of unconsciousness which he had mistaken for a fainting spell

He wal ked toward the conpanion, and it was purely by chance that he happened to turn

He saw big-fisted Renny creeping toward the radi o room door

"Yeo-o0-0-wW " squaw ed the neek-I| ooki ng operator

"Hel p!"

He got help, plenty of it. There was an aval anche of charging nmen. In a trifling time, Renny was
set upon. Long Tom and Johnny were al so flushed from pl aces of conceal ment near by

RENNY had many tinmes proclaimed that he | oved nothing nore than he did a fight. In that case, the
next five mnutes nmust have been the happiest in his life. It was hardly |ikely he would ever go
through a nore short and violent fight

The fray ended for Renny when sonme one bent an iron bar over his head, and he knew no nore unti
he awakened when they tossed himonto a hard iron floor. He was naked, he |earned. They nust have
stripped himto search himand make sure there were no nore weapons conceal ed about his person



A bit later, they tossed in clothing which was not his own, but evidently some fromthe ship

| azaret. They were taking no chances.

Long Tom and bi g-worded Johnny were with Renny.

"I"I'l be superanual gamated! " Johnny groaned, feeling nunerous bruises, and exam ning his nonocl e,
whi ch had been, to his disgust, broken. Fromthe amount of conplaining he did about the nonocle,
whi ch he never wore, a bystander would have thought himblind without it.

They nmade an examination of their prison. They decided it was the cell adjacent to the one from
which they had escaped. It was this cubicle into which they had | ooked for the girl and Thurston H.
War dhouse.

Renny thunped a soft chuckl e.

"You sound happy!" Long Tom said di sgustedly.

"l am" Renny replied.

"An unpredictable eventuality,"” grunted Johnny.

"Yes," said Long Tom "What're you happy about, for cryin’ out |oud?"

"l have been lucky," Renny said, cheerfully.

" Eh?"
"You see," Renny explained, "I hid that container of thermt in here before we got caught. Tossed
it in when we |ooked in here for the girl and Wardhouse. Figured they’'d put us back in here if they
caught us."

"I"1l be superanal gamated!" said bony Johnny.

There was a noise at the door. It opened. Two rifles nmenaced them

Cheaters Sl agg appeared, and stood scowing at them He took off his col ored gl asses, polished
them and replaced them on his nose.

"Fl ammen and nme had a talk," he said. "W changed our m nds."

Sonmething in his tone noved Renny to thunp a query. "Wat d you nean, you four-eyed tranp?"

Sl agg showed his teeth at the insult.

"W’ ve decided to nmake what you might call a permanent disposition in the case of you guys," he
sai d.

Chapter XV. RADI O CLUE

ABQUT the tine the emaciated WIIliam Harper Littlejohn was nmaking his big-worded excl amati on
sonewhere nore or less in the vicinity of the South Pole, a nessenger boy was wal king a street in
New York City. Mdern radio comunication is swft.

The nmessage to the Hidal go Trading Co. was about to be delivered. The nmessenger boy entered a
ranshackl e building on Thirty-fourth Street and nmounted stairs to a nusty door bearing the |egend:
"Hi dal go Trading Co." The messenger entered.

He was greeted by an elderly fellowin a green eyeshade and shirt sleeves, who signed for the
radiogram The elderly fellow put on his hat, took his unbrella, which he was never wi thout, from
the corner, and hooked it over his left arm in such a position that he could reach, w thout too
much trouble, the revolver holstered inside the unbrella, with his right hand. He left the prem ses
and wal ked rapidly.

Fifteen mnutes later, he was handi ng the radiogramto Doc Savage. The bronze nan opened it,

read.

He did not change expression, but his strange, exotic frilling sound cane into being, persisted
for a few nonments, then ebbed away into nothingness. He wal ked toward a door.

The man who had brought the radi ogram departed. He was an old fell ow who did nothing but stay in
the Hi dal go Trading Co. offices and performa few sinple jobs, of which this was a sanple.

The messenger did not commrent with any wonder on the fact that Doc Savage was alive. The bronze
man did not habitually talk of what happened to him so this minor cog in the vast enterprises which
he nmmi ntai ned knew not hing of the episode at the bay on the Connecticut coast.

The affair of the bay had received consi derabl e newspaper publicity, and Doc Savage had been
connected with it—because of the weird heat, which was now attributed to some of the bronze nan’s
scientific magic. No one had seen Doc or his aides near the bay.

NO one, hence, knew that Doc, Mnk and Ham had escaped the effects of the fantastic heat by
remai ni ng on the bottom of the bay, which was deep. They had been enabled to acconplish this through
the medium of the tiny diving "lungs," self-contained, which they had carried.

They had not, as a matter of fact, remained under the bay at all, but had joined each other and
wor ked out through the entrance to conduct a search—which had unfortunately fail ed—for the Uncle
Penguin, intending to either sink her or board her.

They had spent the interval since in an intensive and world-wi de, but thus far barren search for
the Uncl e Pengui n.

Doc Savage, wanting the worl d—ot so nuch the world as Cheaters Slagg, Derek Flamren and their
mob—to think himdead, had not gone back to his headquarters atop the skyscraper, except
clandestinely, to get such nechani sm and apparatus as they thought m ght be needed.

This spot where they were waiting some trace of the bronze man’s aides was a suite of rented



roons in a prom nent and very busy hotel, from which they could come and go without too nuch danger
of being discovered. Doc, however, had kept rather closely to the room directing an intensive
search for his aides and the ship Uncle Pengui n—a search which had been barren of results. The Uncle
Pengui n had not been sighted in the |ast few weeks.

Doc reached for the doorknob of the adjacent room He paused. Qut of the roomwas com ng an

uproar. It had started expl osively.

Ham was screami ng, "You missing link! You awful m stake of nature! You hairy fright!"

"You lay off me!" Monk how ed.

"Lay off you!" Ham screeched. "I'Il lay you out on a marble slab! I'Il trimyour toenails off

right next to your ears!"

Doc opened the door and went in. He was in tine to see Monk go flying over a bed and around a

table, Hamin close pursuit. Ham had his sword cane unsheathed and was sl ashing furiously.

"Now what ?" Doc Savage asked.

"He's gone crazy!" Monk gul ped.

"Crazy!" Ham screaned. "l'mjust the canel that received the last straw"

"l always knew you were sonething," Mnk told him

Ham squawl ed, "You know ny pet, Chem stry?"

Doc Savage sai d not hi ng.

"Well," Hamgritted, "Mnk, here, taught himto chew tobacco. And that’'s not all! That's not half

of it!"

Monk got in the bathroom door, got the door ready to slam and | ooked very innocent.

"I couldn’t help it if the baboon likes to chew tobacco,"” he said.

Ham howl ed, "But you didn't need to teach himto spit in the pockets of anybody who happens to be
handy!"

In his rage, Hamthrew his sword cane. The honely Mnk ducked wildly, and the |ong, sharp bl ade
stuck into the wall behind him
Monk reached for a chair.
"Let’'s postpone this a nonent,"

Doc Savage suggest ed.

THE bronze man spread the radi ogram open. Mink and Ham each watching the other warily, drew
close toread it. The text interested themparticularly.

SHI P BUENOS Al RES ACE LATHVAN | NNER VALVE EXPANDER STOP LATEST OVERTURN ON KNEE SLEEVE STOP BASE
ADJUSTMENT DI VI DED STOP UNCLE PENGUI N SLAGG

"Bl azes!" barked Mnk. "The brass of the guy, ordering parts fromus for his durn boat or

sonet hi ng! "

"Look again, stupid," requested Ham "That's a coded nessage."

Monk peered, reading the text once nore.

"Bl azes!" he repeated. "Sure it is. You take the first letter of each word, use your head a
little, and you get—

Doc Savage was already witing on the bottom of the radi ogramwhat they got with that procedure:
S. BUENGCS AIRES. ALIVE. LOOKS BAD.

"The letter ‘S probably neans ‘south,’" he said.

"Long Tom " Monk how ed.

"And Renny and Johnny!" Ham shouted. "They're alive!"

Doc Savage noved toward the tel ephone.

"W goi ng down there?" Mnk denanded.

"We are," said the bronze man, and picked up the instrunent.

That Doc Savage had extensive interests other than the business of mxing in other persons’
troubl es and righting wongs and puni shing evil doers, not many persons knew. The true extent of the
bronze man’s hol di ngs, no one but Doc hinself knew.

They conprised transportation lines, air, water and |and, industrial plants, and innunerable
other enterprises. In none of these did Doc Savage actual ly appear as the owner, holding the
controlling interest through dunmmes, the latter usually being actual persons in active charge of
the interests themsel ves.

On the tel ephone, Doc Savage got in contact with the president, and as far as the world knew, the
owner, of one of the largest Atlantic steanship concerns. A |lengthy conversation ensued.

Doc’s next call was to a concern nanufacturing lighter-than-air craft. He spoke for sone tineg,

t hen hung up.

"Cone on," he told Monk and Ham "W are going to a little town on the New Jersey shore."

THE Hi dal go Tradi ng Co. warehouse whi ch was Doc Savage’'s airplane and dirigible and boat hangar

was under police guard. The officials knew that the big structure, which did not look its part, was
used by the bronze man. They had broken in and found the huge array of equipnent.

It was hoped that Doc woul d appear. Everything was prepared to put the bronze man under arrest,
shoul d he put hinself in evidence.

Late that afternoon, there was an unusual accident in the harbor. Two | arge ships belonging to



the same transatlantic steanship concern all but net in a head-on collision in front of the Hidal go
Tradi ng Co. warehouse. To avoid a smash, one ship sheered of f—and ramred the warehouse, which was
erected on a wharf

There was a great uproar of yelling and whistling. The bows of the ship burst w de open, barrels

of gasoline rolled out, and in sonme manner, caught fire. The ship swng and it |ooked as if ship and
war ehouse were menaced

Men rushed in to save the contents of the warehouse

Per haps the | argest object housed in the warehouse was Doc Savage’'s speci al stratosphere

dirigible, a recent addition to his fleet of ultra-nodern conveyances. This craft was particularly
susceptible to damage by fire

The roof of the hangar fol ded back in such a manner as to permt the departure of the dirigible

Bef ore any one knew what was happening in the confusion, the little airship arose fromthe top of

t he war ehouse hangar

The police, at first, thanked their lucky stars that there seened to have been sone bystanders

who understood the lighter-than-air ships. But when the dirigible droned away to the south
confusion seized the officers

It was later found that the collision and fire had been nostly noise, confusion and snoke. The

war ehouse hangar and the ship had at no time been in any great danger. The police did sone thinking
and questioned the officers of the two ships closely. That was all the good it did them

Sonme one reported, just after sundown, seeing the dirigible dip for atime to the ground on the
New Jer sey coast

No one reported a group of men, wearing greasy coveralls and tal king the |ingo of

lighter-than-air fliers, who caught a train for the city, and later, another train for the plant
where they were enpl oyed buil ding dirigibles

By that time, Doc Savage, Monk and Ham were aboard the dirigible, high in the stratosphere, and

the automatic pilot had been set to take the craft directly toward Buenos Aires

The police never were quite sure that they were the victins of an el aborate schene whereby the
bronze man had gotten hold of his airship

A watch was ordered kept for the airship. But no one reported the craft

THAT the dirigible should go unreported was not strange. Construction of the craft was the acne
in lightness, and the lifting gas used in the ballonets was the result of a great deal of
experimenting in the bronze nman’s | aboratory; the gas had the lifting qualities of hydrogen and the
non-inflamrabl e nerits of helium

The ship was, furthernore, equi pped with oversized rudders and el evators, vanes running the
length of the craft, and at high speed, these exerted a marked lifting influence

The conventional power plant consisted of Diesel engines and propellers, but there was al so

anot her method of high speed propul sion not so ordinary. A battery of rocket tubes were attached
and could, for short periods of time, give the craft a speed hardly equalled by the fastest of
heavi er-than-air craft

The cabin was enclosed entirely within the all-netal hull, and was soundproof. It was insul ated
agai nst heat, and air was supplied by oxygen apparatus when in the stratosphere

Enough of the special Diesel fuel was carried for a nonstop flight to practically any point on
the gl obe. Furthernore, the craft was equi pped with a highly devel oped robot pilot—a contrivance
whi ch took over the handling of the ship conpletely and woul d guide the craft to any designated
poi nt on the gl obe. Those aboard could turn in and sl eep throughout the voyage

Danger of collision, the only peril existent in the stratosphere, and that a very renpte one, was
taken care of by sensitive alarns which indicated the presence of any foreign body in the |line of

flight.
The whol e dirigible was a mechani cal marvel. Its devel opnment and construction had cost nore than
the foreign debt of sone European nations. Actually, it was still in the experinental stage

Monk cl anbered up to the observation pinple on top of the bag after they had been under way for
some hours and took a sextant shot of a celestial body. When he had figured his |lines of position
he whi st ed.

"Brother, this baby sure eats space!" he murnured

Ham snapped, "You might focus that great intellect on figuring out just what Derek Flanmen and
Cheaters Sl agg have charged down to the South Pole after."

"A nysterious valley," Mnk said pronptly.

"Of course, pardon nme! A valley. No valley anywhere el se would do. They had to have a South Pol e

val ley, and kill no telling how many people, stop ocean liners and ki dnap nysterious Thurston H
War dhouses of f them and no telling what else."

Monk sighed dramatically. "I might as well admit | don't know what nekes this particular valley
so attractive. And | will admt further that | don’'t know what that strange heat is."

Their quarrel continued, as it always did when they had nothing better to do. Doc Savage took no
part init.
The bronze man was up in the observation pinple with an array of delicate instruments, simlar to



those taken al oft by stratosphere balloonists. He nmade no expl anation as to what he was doi ng. But
after a tine, he called down to Monk.

"Set the altitude governor a little higher," he directed.

Monk conplied with the suggestion. Shortly, the dirigible was near its ceiling, surprisingly high
in the stratosphere.

"Doc, what’'re you doin’?" Mnk called.

The bronze man seened not to hear, a snmall, and sonetines aggravating, habit which he had when
questions were put to himwhich he did not wish to answer.

He enpl oyed repeatedly, in whatever experiments he was conducting, the bit of mrrorlike metal

whi ch he had found, weeks before, clinging to Long Tom s pl ane.

The pl ane, they knew now, must have been run down by the Uncle Penguin, so the bit of shiny stuff
must be a flake off the peculiar nmetal shield which was fitted over the ship during the spells of
fantastic heat.

THEY fl ew over Buenos Aires at night, so high that the city was a pale foamof lights on the
infinite dark paunch of the earth.

Sout h of Buenos Aires there would be no towns of consequence, so they checked everything, and
finding all was well, set the robot due south. They had slept a good deal, which was well, for there
was no nore sl eeping.

They flew very high, and searched incessantly for the ship Uncle Penguin. The searching was not
done with the naked eye, or even with binoculars, but with a big aéro-canmera using infra |light which
penetrated fog and haze.

The pictures were devel oped and printed as rapidly as taken, and gone over with a m croscope.

They covered |large areas and their fine-grain detail was breathtaking.

The Uncl e Penguin had been indicated as being south of Buenos Aires. But directional terns are
sonmetimes used | oosely; an individual will speak of something being "north," when the direction is
only generally that.

It was sonething simlar in this case. They spent sixteen hours in as intensive a search as they
had ever conducted in their |ives. Hundreds of the wonderfully conplete photographs were taken and
scanned.

They reached the ice barrier at the edge of the Antarctic continent. In the enclosed,
air-conditioned dirigible cabin, they did not notice nuch change in tenperature, but it mnmust be
great. The ice barrier fringing the barren South Polar |and was a vastness of scintillating, frigid
upheaval .

They sighted the ship Uncle Penguin first on the photographed map of the barrier. They turned the
dirigible back, and they used binocul ars.

"There she is," Mnk declared finally.

Chapter XVI. DERELICT

DURI NG sonme past warm season a field of ice consisting of some hundreds of acres of icebergs had
broken fromthe edge of the frozen skirt of the South Polar continent, and the energy of the tides
had kept this clear. The indentation was roughly a horsehoe, of considerable area. The water was
free of ice, for the South Pole summer was begi nni ng.

The Uncle Penguin lay at anchor in the bay. The dirigible sank toward the ship, and automatic
controls took care of trimand el evators and rudders, it being nmerely necessary to seat an indicator
l evel on the notched scale at the height at which it was desired to have the craft hang.

Doc and his aides used binocul ars through the cabin wi ndows, which were in two |ayers of
nonshatter glass, with an insulating space between, after the fashion of the walls of a vacuum
bottle. It was warmin the cabin.

The immobility of all time lay stagnant over the decks of the Uncle Penguin and the cold world

bel ow. No snoke clinbed fromthe funnels or fromthe stack of the galley stove, which was aft and
topped with one of those cylinder devices to keep out wind and rain called by sailors a Charlie
Nobl e.

"It 1ooks," Mk said, referring to the ship, "like a coffin, pointed at the ends."

"You're such a cheerful soul," Hamtold him "that somebody shoul d knock your brains out."

DOC SAVAGE di sconnected the autonatic pilot fromthe controls and took over the handling. He sank
the dirigible to a point not nore than a hundred yards above the ship, and brought it to a
standstill. Their binoculars were powerful, and they used them carefully.

The lifel ess aspect of the ship persisted.

"Bl azes!" Mnk grunted. "Were'd everybody go?"

They gave attention to the shore. It nerely showed ice and snow. The snow | ooked as if it were a
recent fall, rather heavy. Perhaps a yard deep on the |evel.

Doc touched the diving rudder control.

"We will land and search the ship," he said.

The dirigible eased downward.



"Sonebody oughta stay aboard here," Mnk said

Doc advised, "You two draw lots."

"We'll match for it," Monk said, producing his trick coin with tails on both sides. He flipped
"Heads," Ham said, as he inevitably did

Monk grinned widely and said, "I hope you enjoy yourself."

The air was calm and the sea as well, which was unusual for this harsh region. Landing the
dirigible was a sinple gesture. The craft was of a remarkably stout construction-had to be to

wi thstand the strains of terrific speed

The | ower bul ge served as a landing float. The craft came to a rest on the surface, as lightly as
a feather, the propellers, situated well up on the bag, in the clear

Ham t ook over the controls and naneuvered carefully. Had there been perceptible wi nd, he would
not have been able to do what he did next—Aurse the nose of the gas bag up against the side of the
Uncl e Pengui n.

There was, of course, a tunnel inside the gas bag to the nose, where the nooring eye was
situated. Doc Savage and Monk crawl ed to the nose, opened the hatch, and nanaged to drop to the
deck.

Ham backed the dirigible away.

Monk was grinning over his deception with the trick coin. He swng along the deck with Doc. They
entered the deck house, and wenched to a stop. Muink’s facial nuscles collapsed out of their grin
A man stood just inside the deck house. A gun was in his hand

Monk saw the gun and acted instinctively. He |unged

"G nmre that rod, bud!" he barked, and grabbed at the gun

The man upset. He hit the floor with a noise such as a rock man m ght have made in falling. Mnk
st epped back, | ooking queer

The man was frozen stony stiff, he realized now.

W PI NG the hand with which he had touched the frozen man on his parka sl eeve—both he and Doc wore
regul ation Arctic parkas now-Mnk munbl ed, "Wy do such things al ways happen to nme?"

Doc did not reply. He nerely gestured slightly at the corpse. Mnk knew that he was indicating
the manner of the fellow s death. The man had been shot between the eyes

"Well," Mnk sighed deeply, "it ain’t Renny, Long Tom or Johnny."

They went down to | ook for Renny, Long Tom and Johnny. Having found their cells earlier, they
knew, of course, the location of the cubicles. But their three friends were not there. No trace of
them coul d be found

Monk stood in front of the cells and listened. Hi s honely features becane puzzled. "Say, |ooks as
if this hooker were deserted!"

It was. They were not sure until half an hour later, when they had gone over the vesse

t hor oughl y.

Nor was the fact that the vessel was unoccupied the only interesting discovery. The cargo hol ds
were enpty.

"Didn't the girl say there was a | ot of boxes aboard?" Mnk asked

"She did," Doc agreed. "She mentioned particularly that one of the boxes held a large coil of
rubber hose."

"I't’s gone."

Doc Savage returned to the superstructure and gave his attention to a huge hatch affair in the
roof . This opened with an arrangenent of pulleys and ropes attached to an electric notor, and opened
to the sky a large room This roomwas enpty. But it plainly had held a good deal of nachinery and
appar at us whi ch had been renoved

Doc studi ed the bases to which the nmechani sm had been attached. There were al so el ectrical

cabl es, obviously designed to carry a high voltage, which had been connected to the m ssing
contrivances. Doc traced the cables into the hold

They terminated in a conpartnent near the engine room where there had been other machinery. A
hol e had been cut in a bul khead to get this machinery to a hatch, so it nmust have been ponderous
Monk’ s interest began to | ag

"I think "Il go have a |ook at the shore," he said

"Go ahead," Doc told him "There are boats hanging to the davits. You can probably | ower one
yoursel f."

Monk went out and lowered a small |ifeboat, a feat that did not tax his gorilla muscul ar

devel opnment. He noted that all other |ifeboats seemed to be in place

How, then, had the m ssing occupants of the Uncle Penguin departed? Monk em tted squeaky, puzzled
grunts, as he pulled for shore. The nystery of the deserted ship was beginning to i npress himas
hol di ng possibilities of becomi ng one of the major nysteries of the sea

HAM was engaged in anchoring the dirigible. He had evolved an ingenious idea in connection with
this. Using a bit of the thermt conpound, he had nelted a deep hole in the ice, and in this he had
pl anted an anchor. The nelted water was already freezing



"Tell me how you’'re gonna get the anchor out?" Mnk grow ed.

"More thermt, stupid,”" said Ham "Wat did you find aboard?"

Monk told him

Ham noi stened his lips. "No sign of Renny, Long Tom or Johnny?"

"They’' Il be all right," Mnk nunbl ed, voicing a hope rather than a known fact.

They finished the anchoring of the dirigible by dropping a stern anchor into the water which they
found by sounding to be only three fathons deep. Habeas Corpus and Chemi stry were transferred to
shore by dangling themby a rope fromthe end of the dirigible overhanging a flat cake of ice.
"Weren't you supposed to stick with the dirigible?" Mnk asked Ham sarcastically, when the latter
gave indications of taking part in a search of the shore line.

"l can keep an eye on it," Ham snapped.

They noved al ong the shore, scranbling over the ice with great difficulty. Alittle of that, and
they went back to the dirigible to procure ice spikes which clanmped to their noccasins, and hel ped
keep them from slipping. The spikes augnmented with a pair of long poles to poke out hidden
crevasses, they crept along the edge of the ice barrier.

VWi le the sea could be classified as perfectly calm there was a swell, and this rushed in and

out of ice cracks occasionally with |oud, eerie sobbings. This uncanny noi se bore sonewhat on their
nerves.

Habeas Corpus, the pig, did a great deal of bounding about to counteract the effects of the cold.
Chemistry, the nonkey, stuck close to Ham Chemi stry was equi pped with a coverall garnment of
sheepskin which lent hima remarkably human appearance. Chem stry for once did not squeak and try to
take his clothes off, a habit which Ham had tried to break.

Monk, to counteract the sonewhat spooky feeling of the chilly, tunbled nasses of ice and snow,

was el aborating on what they had found aboard the Uncle Penguin. He was telling about the frozen
man, how he had seized him

"My hair ain't come down off end yet," he grunbled. "It was gloony in there, kinda, and |

couldn’t see but what—

An entirely new voi ce addressed them conming fromthe snow perhaps twenty feet ahead.

"l hope it’s |ight enough for you to see a live guy with a gun," the voice said.

Chapter XVil. GUERI LLA SCRAP

MONK |ived up to his apish appearance in that his reactions frequently had a bit of the animal in
them Startle an animal and the instinctive reaction is alnost invariably sudden noverment. Monk
nmoved suddenly now.

He flopped to one side, the idea being to conceal hinself in the snow He succeeded beyond his
expectations. There was a crusty sound of breaking snow, and Monk vani shed conpletely.
"Yeo-0-0-wW" he how ed.

He al ways howl ed when sonething viol ent was happening to him or he was doing sonething violent.
The sound seened to sink away into the depths of the earth.

Ham st ood petrified. Forgotten was the surprise of the voice which had hailed themw th such
brittle unexpectedness fromthe snow Tragedy was |ike an animal on Hanis face. He thought a world
of honely Monk, with whom he always fought. It showed on his features.

The man who had renmarked that he hoped it was |ight enough for themto see a live man with a gun
got up out of the snow where he had been |lying, covered over conpletely except for an eyehole. He
swung a dark revolver at his side. H s face was aghast.

"Holy cow" he runbled. "I wouldn't have had anything like that happen for the world!"

Ham yell ed blindly, "Dam practical jokes! If Mnk's dead, this caused it!"

Then Ham worked toward the crevasse. He did so gingerly, exercising extreme care. The crack was
of considerable scale, they could see now.

Renny wor ked cl oser al so. "Have you seen anything of the girl?"

"No, " Ham grow ed.

"O four guys with rifles?"

"No." Ham used his shoe spike to dig a little pit in the ice.

"That girl is a pain," said Renny. "She nakes ne ache all over."

Ham hooked his toe in the little pit and lay down to hang his head into the ice crack. He did not
say anyt hi ng.

Renny crept forward. "The crowd left the ship and went inland. They left five guys with rifles to

guard me and the girl. | got us |oose. There was a fight, and one of the four guys was shot by the
others by mistake. Me and the girl got ashore.
"Me, that’'s the last | saw of the girl. She gimme the slip. |’'ve been |ooking for her, and the

three guys with rifles have been | ooking for both of us. As far as | know, nobody has seen anything
of anybody el se."

Ham sai d nothing. He peered into the ice crack, clinging precariously. He could see nothing,
because of the gl oom Sonething suspiciously |like a sob canme punping up out of his chest.
"I"msorry," Renny runbled contritely.

Renny | eaned forward hinself to see. There was a hissing, and snow slipped into the crack.



"Holy cow " Renny boonmed as he shot into the depths

The snow made rather a runble falling into the crack, and it was not a pleasant sound. Ham drew
back, shaking so that he was afraid his toe would slip out of the pit he had dug. Habeas Corpus and
Cheni stry canme up behind himand began to squeal and chatter

It was some mnutes before Ham got hinsel f conposed. H s chest was convulsing a little. Tears

were toppling fromthe corners of his eyes. He sobbed once. He was thinking of Mnk

He | eaned over the ice crack. A snowball hit himin the face

"Bi g bl ubberbaby,"” Mnk said, cheerfully.

NOTHI NG escaped Ham for perhaps ten seconds. "You both all right?"

"This thing is only about a dozen feet deep," Mnk chuckled. "There's soft snow on the bottom |
didn’t say anything after | fell in because | was getting even with Renny."

Ham got up and stepped back. He | ooked around. There was a slope behind him three or four feet
deep in snow. He clinbed the slope, slipping a good deal

"This is getting even with you two practical jokers," he called, and threw his wei ght against the
snow. It slid. He managed to keep fromfollowing it because of the spikes on his shoes

The snow poured into the crack to a depth of several feet, and the wathful comrents of Mnk and
Renny came up through it. They were both stream ng perspirati on when they nmanaged to get on top
wor k down the crack a short distance, and scale the sides

Di ggi ng snow out of his garnents, Renny runbled, "This is a hell of a tine for horseplay!"
"Where' s Johnny and Long Ton?" Monk asked

"Cheaters Slagg, Derek Flammen and their crowd took them al ong."

"Where to?"

"The valley."

"Where's that?"

"Don't ask me," Renny thunped. "They had planes in the hold of that boat, believe it or not

Seapl anes. Three of them They assenbled the darn things. There was a lot of freight in sonme boxes
in the hold, too. They took that stuff out, and the planes took it away. It was quite a cargo. They
made darn near fifty plane |oads, altogether, | guess."

Monk paused dranmtically before he put his next question

"What’s behind all of this business?"

"l still," said Renny, "don't know. "

"Does that girl know?"

"I think so," replied Renny. "I asked her what was behind it. | think it is something in the
valley they're after. | asked her. She just laughed in ny face, and said she was not going to tel

anything as long as there was a chance of her getting hold of the thing herself."

Renny’ s voi ce when he nentioned the young wonan was pai ned

"You don't seemto like her," Mnk chuckled

Renny pul l ed his parka hood away fromthe side of his face to exhibit a scratch of no snal
proportions

"Look," he said. "And | just told her | thought she was as big a crook as the others."
"I"mbeginning to like that gal," Mnk said, "in spite of her being greedy."

"Sone day a nice mracle will happen,” Ham said

"Huh?" Monk frowned.

"Sonmething in skirts will cone along that you won't like," Hamtold him

Renny suddenly stiffened

"Holy cow " he thunped. "There's sonebody—

He was too late. A nan eased around a near-by hummock of ice, the stock of a subnmachi ne gun
cradl ed agai nst hi s shoul der

HE was a man with a |l ean face, and probably a | ean body al so, but the vol um nous subzero cl ot hing
whi ch he wore Ient hima nore plunp aspect. The subnmachine gun was fitted with a trigger in a guard
so small that a finger encased in a glove could not have been thrust inside the guard

The man had evol ved a patent of his own. He had | ashed a thong to the trigger and was hol di ng the
other end. He could wear his gloves and still shoot. Al he had to do was pull the thong

"I's this your man with the rifle?" Mnk asked thinly. "Or one of them at least."

"It's one of them" Renny runbled gently. "Only he had a rifle the last tine | saw him"

The man said, "You guys better get your hands high. And what | nean, high! If you're carrying any
little pistols inside your gloves, better not try to use them"

Monk was not carrying anything but his fingers inside his gloves, but he checked the pistol idea

in his menory for future use—+f he was to have any future. They held their hands high. This man was
not the kind who would stand any foolishness. Not with a face such as he had

The man with the rapid-firer crunched a bit closer through the snow.

"Where' s the hobgobl i ness?" he asked

"The girl?" Renny shook his head carefully. "You ve got ne."

"l hope to tell you | have. You left the boat with the girl, didn't you?"



Renny nodded.

"What became of her?"

Renny scow ed. "She caught ne at the top of an ice ridge, gave ne a shove, and that’'s the last |
seen of her. It was snowing, so | didn't get to trail her far."

The man with the submachi ne gun sighed. "She's certainly a brisk creature.”
"She certainly is."

"You don’t know where she is?"

"No. "

"You don’t know where Doc Savage is?"

"No," said Renny, truthfully.

"Then you're of no use to ne," said the man.

He pulled on the thong attached to the nachine gun trigger.

Chapter Xvill. MARCONED

THE machine gun emtted |lead and flame and noise. It behaved strangely, junping away fromthe
man’s shoul ders as he let go of it, stopping firing as the thong slackened, then starting again as
the thong tightened. The end of the thong, it seemed, was | ooped about the man’s gl ove, which caused
t he weapon to hang and roar at random after he had dropped it.

The man had been hit in the head with a lunp of ice. He was knocked out, but still on his feet,
swaying, tilting first one way then another, sone instinct of balance keeping himerect.

Snow geysered all about as the machi ne gun swivel ed and roared. Mnk ran toward the spouting
weapon, intending to grab it, but the stream of |ead hosed toward his feet, and the honely chem st
changed his mnd and retreated with ungainly | eaps. Then the man fell over in the snow, the thong
sl ackened and the gun went silent.

Doc Savage appeared from behind the ice pinnacle, where he had stood when he threw the ice | unp.
He nade no perceptible sound as he noved forward.

"Whew " gul ped Monk, "How | ong were you there, Doc?"

"Quite a while," the bronze nman said.

Monk wi ped cold sweat. "I'd hate to think you arrived right at the last mnute, because |'d keep
thi nking what if you had been a mnute later."

THE bronze man went to the nachi ne gunner, picked up the gun and tossed it to Ham who caught it
and absently began to warm his hands on the hot barrel while he studied the face of their late
captor. Renny cane over and also eyed the fellow

Doc examined the fellow, found himbreathing. "He should be able to tell us quite a few things."
"l should hope so!" Renny booned. "lI'mgetting tired of not knowi ng what this is all about."

Doc Savage seened about to say sonething nore, but instead, spun and began to race across the
snow. Monk and the others, not knowi ng what was wong, but realizing it nust be sonething drastic,
plunged after him They slipped and floundered, their best efforts making no nore than half the
speed of the bronze nan.

A nmorment | ater, they knew what Doc had heard. It reached their ears, the clanking of netal from
the spot where Ham had | eft the dirigible anchored. They cane in sight of the aircraft, and the
wor st of any fears they might have had were realized.

Velma Crale was in the airship. The noise they had heard was her efforts to free the anchor
cable. She already had the stern line clear, was working on the bow line. She got it off.

The dirigible drifted away. The renarkabl e young wonman, standing erect in the nose cockpit where
she had been working to free the anchor line, made a derisive gesture at them

HAM S not unhandsone face was a bl ank study as he watched the dirigible slide away from shore.

The craft had been left in his charge, and there was no sensi bl e reason why he should have left it
and acconpani ed Monk, except that that course prom sed, at |east, exercise.

The airship did not rise fromthe water, for the reason that the buoyancy had been decreased for
the |l anding, and sonme ballast woul d have to be dropped. Wiile there was hardly enough breeze to
ripple the water, there was, it becane apparent, sonme air novenent, for the gas bag was carried away
fromthe ice barrier at a surprising speed.

Doc Savage began sheddi ng outer garments as he ran. It becane apparent that he intended to plunge
into the icy water and attenpt to overhaul the dirigible, which was now sone di stance out fromthe
ice barrier. Indeed, he evidently considered nore speed possible in the water than across the
slippery ice and treacherous snow, because he veered over abruptly and dived.

Chill water boiled up, frigid and blue, where he disappeared. He cane up al nbpst at once and began
toswimwth a terrific overhand stroke which nade himseemto all but travel on top of the water.
Then the dirigible s engines started.

The young worman nust have fathomed the starting controls, which were not difficult, especially to
one who was a worl d-fanous aviatrix, as was Velnma Crale. The gas bag scudded across the surface, got
out of the bay, and began to heave up and down on the deep sea swell. But it kept going.

Doc Savage turned back.



The dirigible kept on the water for some tinme, evidently while Velna Cral e puzzled over the
handling of the craft. Then it arose abruptly fromthe surface, and went up with rather unnatural

speed.
" She dunped too nuch ballast,” Renny runbled. "First thing she knows, she'll be up so high the
gas bags will break or sonething."

"She got it going, at least," Mnk pointed out. "And that’'s sonething, what | nean."

"There's no accounting for tastes!" Renny snorted.

"Eh?"

"You like her. O K O K | only hope you have a run in with her and she knocks hell out of
you. "

Doc Savage was donning the clothes which he had renoved, having first stripped off his wet
garments and w ped hinsel f conparatively dry. He seermed inpervious to the intense cold.

"We'd better get back to that prisoner,” he said.

Nothing in his tone or expression showed that he felt any pique over the loss of the dirigible.
Ham sai d nothing as they trudged through the snow, and crawled, with infinite difficulty in sone
cases, over the ice hummobcks. But the dapper |awyer was not wearing a happy countenance.

"That was ny fault," he groaned.

"Sure it was," Mnk said, cheerfully. "You' re nore bother than you're worth."

Seei ng Ham m serabl e al ways made Monk inordinately cheerful.

They rounded a nmound of ice and saw that the man who had hel d the machi ne gun was gone.

THE nmeans of the man’s departure was speedily evident. The evidence was there in the snow

Tracks. Two nmen. They had carried himaway.

"H's two buddies!" Renny runbled. "Holy cowl They nust have spotted him"

Doc Savage said nothing. He was already running along the trail. It led directly toward the bay.
Renny had a prenonition. "They’' ve reached the water, and | think they' ve got a folding boat
stashed there sonewhere. It can’'t be a regul ar boat, because | hunted for it. Must be a fol ding boat
that they can hide."

It was. And they had it unfolded and were well out in the little bay, rowing nadly. Two nmen at
the oars, the third still senseless.

"I"l'l put a stop to this!" Ham barked, and lifted his nachine gun, the one they had taken from
the woul d-be killer.

"Stop!" he yelled warningly. "Heave to!"

Five bullets froma revolver cane racketing back by way of an answer.

"All right!" growl ed Ham "They asked for it! 1'Il sink that canvas boat so quick they won't know
it."

H s machi ne gun banged five times and stopped. He gl ared, yanked the magazi ne off and | ooked at
it.

"Enpty!"

The three nmen got on the Uncle Penguin. The craft was equi pped with Diesel notors, which could be
started without any prelimnary delay of getting steamup. The anchor donkey engi ne made a great
deal of noise pulling up the anchor. The ship got under way and stood out to sea.

Doc Savage stood on the edge of the ice barrier and watched the Uncle Penguin go. Hs netallic
features registered none of his feelings.

H s three aides, a short distance away, were nore vocal.

"This is what is technically known as a pickle," Renny offered gloomly. "Mrooned."

"No transportation," added Ham

"No food," contributed Mnk.

"And a thousand nmiles from nowhere," groaned Renny.

"Conservatively that."

Doc Savage had taken his attention fromthe Uncle Penguin, and was staring upward. The dirigible
was very high, but seemed to have ceased rising. Evidently Vel ma Cral e had di scovered how to nanage
t he buoyancy.

After a time, the airship began to nove. The girl had learned to fly it, thanks to her skill as
an avi ator.

Doc Savage worked his way to the top of the highest ice humobck in the nei ghborhood. From his
clothing he took what resenbled a pair of goggl es—goggles with | enses as thick as condensed m |k
cans, and absol utely opaque.

MONK and the others stared. They knew what the goggles were. They nmade visible to the eye certain
wave | engths of light ordinarily invisible. Doc Savage used themin conjunction with an infra-1Iight
searchl i ght on occasion.

They | ooked on, their breath running past their lips, as |long plumes of steam They were puzzl ed.
Doc, they knew, had no infra-ray searchlight with him Anyway, what good would it do?

Doc | ooked up at the dirigible, through the infra-Iight goggles. He seened satisfied.

"Want to try it?" he asked, and handed the goggles to Ham



Ham t ook them donned them "Jove!"

"What is it, shyster?" Mnk asked.

"That dirigible shows up like a |ighthouse,"” Ham sai d.

Doc Savage said. "You all know that there is an infra-ray searchlanp nmounted on the underside of
the dirigible for scouting at night."

Renny runbl ed, after taking the goggles from Ham and cl anping themto his own eyes, "Holy cow W
can follow that dirigible s course for a hundred mles or so!"

"Dependi ng on whether it flies high enough," Doc Savage correct ed.

Monk said, "You turned that infra-ray searchlight on before we left the dirigible anchored, huh,
Doc?"

"As a precaution," the bronze man adnmitted.

"And we’'re gonna set our course by the way it's flying?"

"Exactly."

Chapter XIX. COLD TRAIL

CONTRASTING with the North Pole, which is an expanse of sea overmassed with ice, the South Pol ar
area is largely continent. But it does not follow that the South Polar region is nore kind to human
exi stence, or the existence of any other thing for that matter. It is probably true that there is no
desert on the face of the earth that does not support nore life than a corresponding area of the
Antarctic continent.

Monk was all for starting immediately after they had determined that the dirigible was flying

al nost due south. Renny and Ham saw no reason why this was not a good idea.

Doc Savage, however, del ayed nearly twenty-four hours and went fishing. He had, it devel oped, a
few fishhooks in his clothing, and the silk cord attached to his very useful grapple hook served as
a line. They caught three fish. They were evil-looking fish, oily to the taste, but one had the
quality of size. Doc dressed the fish, let it freeze, made it into packs, and they set out.

That was the initiation of one of the nost strenuous periods of their lives. They had penetrated
unmapped jungles in a nunber of far corners of the earth, and they had been in the Sahara, Death
Val l ey, and that nmpbst unknown of all deserts, the Rub-El-Khali of Arabia.

But, as Monk expressed it, "Say, we wasn't up against nothin', before this."

I T had not been unconfortably cold al ong the coast, due no doubt to the proximty of the water,
but once they were inland, across a range of |ow, rugged and indescribably bl eak nountains, the
chill becane sonething to talk about. Not that they were in danger of freezing to death.

"But |1'Il bet it’'ll freeze doorknobs down here in the winter," Renny decl ared.

The way becane, to the eye, perfectly level. But that snpothness was deceptive. Snow and ice
overlaid the terrain, and huge cracks were frequent.

"I't wouldn’t be so bad, if it wasn't for this snow, " Ham grunbl ed.

The snow was about three feet deep on the level, and being a recent fall, was soft, fluffy. They
had no snowshoes, but they would have done no good in snow |ike that, anyway.

They saw absolutely no living creature during the first four days. On the fifth day they got
three penguins. They ate them at once.

"l know now what the world s worst neat is!" Mnk conpl ai ned.

Habeas Corpus and Chemistry nanaged, with a bit of aid fromtheir owners, to fare noderately
wel | .

"That dang Chemi stry's hide will make good thongs for snowshoes, if we find sonmething to nake the
franes out of," Mnk decl ared.
"And the hog will make bacon," Ham countered. "Although | can't say | |ook forward to the

prospects. That hog would take a | ot of cooking at the best, and we haven’'t anything to cook with."
On the sixth day, the wind began to bl ow.

IT cane up quite suddenly, that wind. They forged ahead, without giving it particular attention,
at first; but before long it was all but upsetting themat times. And it was doing terrible things
to the snow, scooping the |oose flakes up and hurling themalong in a stifling, stinging mass.
They had to hole in. Travel was inpossible. Breathing in the gale was difficult. So they worked
into a drift on the lee side of a boulder, nade scarred and strange by ages of Polar elenents, and
huddl ed cl ose together for warnth.

Their parkas, with the exception of Renny’s, which had been supplied himby the Uncle Penguin
crowd, were equipped with chem cal warmers which were efficient, but they intended to use themonly
as a last resort, for the reason that the chem cal supply would last only a limted tine.

They were holed up for so long that Monk and the other two |lost track of the day, and it was only
the fact that Doc Savage’s watch had a cal endar hand that convinced them of the day.

The wind did not die. They decided to go on, anyway. It was really Doc Savage's concl usion. He
did not explain how he had reached it.

Torture marked their every step now. Their noccasins wore through, and they had to sacrifice

other garments to wap their feet. The supply of fish, which had seemed heavy at first, becane



unpl easantly 1ight

The wind did not blow so strongly now. But there was still nmore than a hatful. The tenperature
strangel y enough, did not behave in a normal fashion. It became, if anything, a bit warmer. The w nd
did not carry as much snow now. |t cleared

And they found their dirigible

Found what was left of it, rather. Wich was not nuch. The franework, and that was scattered. The
hull covering, thin and superlatively stout and light netal alloy. The fragnents were nmangl ed and
scor ched

"A bomb," Mnk said

Doc Savage | ooked over the ruin without comrent. He had spent the ransom of kings on the
superlative craft, and nowit was lost. If the financial blowirked him he did not showit

"The girl!" Monk gul ped, hoarsely

They dug through the snow. They lifted the mangl ed skin sheets of the dirigible, noved the

el aborate, super-light girders. They conbed an area of many acres, but they did not find the girl.
Doc pointed out deductions which were the result of certain observations

"There is a hole blown in the ground, so the craft was destroyed after it |anded, or was forced
to land," he said. "Qur search has turned up no trace of the numerous boxes of equi prent which we
had aboard. The dirigible was, therefore, rifled before it was bl own up."

Monk heaved a vast sigh of relief

"Maybe the girl was taken away, a prisoner," he suggested

Doc Savage did not comment, for he was exami ning a netal case which he had found intact, and

whi ch hel d what at first glance had the appearance of pills of sone kind. The searchers of the
dirigible, before its destruction, nust have thought thempills. Actually, they were concentrated
food tablets

The supply woul d keep the four of themalive for weeks

"You fellows will be all right here for a time," Doc said

"Holy cow " Renny runbled. "Were are you goi ng?"

"On a bit of a scouting trip," Doc replied

THE bronze man’s scouting trip was not as protracted as he had expected. His first nove was to
search for signs of planes having | anded in the nei ghborhood. They had. Mre than one of them
three, it appeared. And three fitted the situation, being the nunber possessed by the eneny.

The | andings, as well as the blasting destruction of the dirigible, had taken place prior to the
wind. But a few traces renmined. There were, noreover, tracks, these proving conclusively that al

of the raiding party had not been in the planes. Doc searched. He found a trail, made by nmen
heading a bit west of south
"This alters things," the bronze man told his aides. "It neans the nob has headquartered

sonewhere not far distant. Probably beyond that high ground. We will push ahead together."

The hi gh ground nmentioned was difficult, at first, to see. The utter flatness of the Antarctic
waste nade the terrain seem saucerlike. But, after a bit of conparative surveying, Mnk, Ham and
Renny did perceive that there was a range of hills to the south

The trail they foll owed—which Doc Savage followed, rather, for only once did his aides see a sign
of it—+ed toward the hills. Nearly twelve hours el apsed, however, before they were clinbing the
ri dge.

They had noticed one thing. It was a great deal warmer here. Very little snow renmai ned on the
rocky earth. Pools of nelted snow water stood everywhere

At Doc’s suggestion, they used nore caution. The bronze nan renarked sinply that they could never
tell what they mght find, and care was no great strain

Thus it was that they crept furtively up an em nence of stone, peered over and were confronted
with a sight that was not only unexpected, but incongruous

"Bl azes!" Monk gasped. "A guy wal king around the South Pole carrying an unbrellal"

Chapter XX. PRECI QUS VALLEY

THE man was one of the Uncle Penguin crowd; they had all seen himaboard the ship during the
excitement in the Connecticut shore cove. He was a lean fellow with big bones and a rosy sunburn
The really startling thing about the man, however, was the parasol which he carried. It was no
ordinary unbrella, except in shape. In size, it approximted the big parasols used by beach

| oungers. It came down farther at the edges

In fact, it resenbled a big toadstool on a very thin stem It was made of a shiny netal
apparently the same stuff that conposed the strange plates which had shielded the Uncle Penguin
The man was carrying it carelessly, making no particular effort to stay under it. Under his left
armwas tucked a rifle fitted with a tel escope sight

Cinbing to a prom nent point of rock, the man searched out a crack, stuck the handle of his
strange unbrella into it, and proceeded to build hinself a seat out of stray boul ders

He consulted his watch, then glanced upward several times. He seened in no hurry.
Unexpect edl y—at | east to Doc and his nen—a weird, undul ating sound cane vibrating across the



Arctic wastes. It was a sound familiar in civilization s popul ation centers, but one of the |ast
noi ses to be expected here.

"Police siren!" Mnk gul ped.

"Sonme kind of a signal, obviously," Ham corrected.

They watched the | ean, bony nman spring under his strange bright nmetal parasol. The fell ow not
only seated hinmsel f under the shelter, but he produced a cord and tied it fromhis neck to the
shaft.

"He's sure afraid of gettin’ out fromunder that bunmbershoot by accident," Mnk grunted.

Doc Savage eased back fromtheir point of vantage.

"We have to get out of here!" he said, crisply.

"Huh?" Renny booned.

"Run for it," Doc advised.

NOT entirely sure what was about to happen, but having a grisly suspicion, they began to run. The
siren signal, of course, had been a warning of sonmething to conme. Hearing it, the |ook-out, for such
he nust be, had taken shelter under the unique parasol.

It cane. At first, they thought they. were getting hot because they were running. Then they
realized the sun had apparently assuned an al nost incredible brightness. Not only could they not
look directly at the sun, sonething which had been easy a few nonents before, but they coul d not
even gaze at the sky itself.

"That infernal heat!" Hamsaid, grinmy.

They kept running. It was difficult now. They slipped and fell so often that they were wet from
the nmelted snow water which |ay everywhere in depressions.

A shot whacked out behind them Then another. They were distant. No bullets drifted near. The
shooting increased.

Doc paused to listen. "Sone of their prisoners are trying to escape."

"That makes it different," grow ed Mnk.

"It does."

They did not continue their flight, but waited until they had ascertained, by the drift of the
gunfire noises, the route being taken by the flight. Then they noved to intersect the scrap.
They were perspiring freely. The parkas were very unconfortable and Monk started to renove his.
"Leave it on," Doc advised. "The rays may be stopped to sone extent by the clothing."

"Rays!" Monk expl oded. "You mean that they’ve got sone kind of a death-ray nachi ne?"

"No," Doc corrected. "The rays which we feel are comng fromthe sun."

Renny runbl ed, "Holy cow You don’t nean to say sonething screwy is happening to the sun?"

Doc did not answer, for the reason that he caught sight, at that noment, of the cause of the
shoot i ng.

JOHNNY, Long Tom Thurston H. Wardhouse and Velma Crale were fleeing, in a compact group, across
the bl eak Antarctic wastes.

Hor se-faced Derek Flamren and his crowd pursued them They carried the fantastic-1 ooking

parasol s. The fugitives had none.

"We'll join Long Tomand the others," Doc said. "W have nothing to | ose."

They changed their course. A nonent later, the other fugitives saw them and also altered their
route. Before long, the two little groups converged.

There was shooting fromthe nen behind, but none of it accurate enough to do nore than cause sone
acute worry. The pursuers were too far back. However, there was no accounting for bad luck, and a
slug mght hit one of themat any instant.

The heat was terrific.

Long Tom waved his arms, yelled delightedly when he saw t hem

Thurston H. Wardhouse stared at Renny, aghast. "I thought you were dead!"

"Not that | know of," Renny booned.

"l got into a spat with Slagg," Wardhouse explained. "He said you had been killed and the rest of
the prisoners would get the same treatnment, unless | did what they directed nme to do and didn’'t give
them an argunment. So we nade a break after we decided we would all be killed eventually, anyway."
"Way in thunder should Slagg tell you that?"

"To scare nme. But it back-fired on him"

Doc said, "It might be a good idea if we saved our breath and ran."
Vel ma Crale said, "Yes. W can travel as fast or faster than any of that crowd."
They ran.

Doc asked, "How far will this zone of heat extend, Wardhouse?"

"Ten mles, maybe, darn it!" said Wardhouse.

Monk waved an armupward. "W won't never make the ten miles. Listen.”
They could all hear what he had heard. An airpl ane!

THERE was nore than one of the airplanes. Three of them if the nmultiple roar of the nmotors was



any guide. It was inmpossible to | ook upward in the strangely heat-irritated sky.

"Don't try it!" Wardhouse warned. "Your eyes may be permanently damaged. Cheaters Sl agg danmaged
his eyes by |ooking at the sky. That is why he wears those col ored spectacles."”

Doc said, "It seenms that the heat would have beconme strong enough now to overcone us."

"Yes," said Thurston H. Wardhouse. "I didn’t expect us to get this far."

The airplanes were coning closer.

Doc asked, "Penetration of the entire spectrumof cosnmic rays is expedited by the use of

el ectromagnetic propul sions fromtheir equi pnent?"

"From the sanme apparatus which was aboard the boat," Thurston H WAirdhouse agreed. "They flew it
tothe valley and | set it up."

Monk was goggling. "Doc! You know what this heat is?"

The bronze man nodded.

"Expl ain," Mnk requested. "I1’'d alnost die happy if the thing was cleared up."

Doc dropped back al ongsi de the honely chem st, said, "It has |ong been known that the atnosphere
layer around the earth stops a great nmany rays fromthe sun. Sone of these rays are harnl ess, and
others are believed to be capable of producing death or serious injury to the hunman body."

"l know that," Mnk said. "They are known to be very powerful, sone of them?"

"There is a theory," Doc said, "that these cosmic rays are stopped to some extent by the presence
of an electromagnetic condition in the stratosphere. In other words, a strata of electrification.
"The particles of air, for instance, are made up, according to the Schroedi nger theory, of atons
which in turn consist of pulsating spheres of electricity. These either absorb or reflect the |ight
rays. At any rate, it is certain many |lengths of light rays do not pass."

Monk blinked. "Then these fell ows have—

"Have an apparatus for changing the characteristics of a limted section of atnosphere above the
earth to permt the entrance, through this atnosphere bl anket, of the cosmic rays,"” Doc finished.
"This heat we feel is actually a bonbardnent of cosmic rays."

"l don’t see how they could do it," said Monk, who was not exactly without a know edge of
electricity as applied to science. "How d you figure this all out, Doc?"

"On the dirigible, as we flew south," the bronze man expl ai ned.

"But who perfected the contraption?" Mnk wanted to know.

Thurston H. Wardhouse answered that. He was breathing heavily; his words canme in bunches.

"l did—was experinenting with device—to pernmt light to pass through fog—boon to aviation."

He was silent for a few nonents, catching his breath.

"One day—had contraption turned on," he resuned. "Noticed it got hot. Later on—went to Derek

Fl ammen. Figured he was explorer and scientist—night finance ne. He did. Wanted device devel oped to
make heat, though. Didn't know what it was for. Developed it. Went to England to buy parts for
appar at us.

"Velma Crale cabled nme truth. | demanded cut from Fl ammen and Slagg. Still didn't know they

pl anned any killing. Maybe they didn't. But they started out killing. And they held up that liner to
get me—and here we are."

The three planes came npani ng down in the sky. Their roar was punctuated by | oud whacki ngs and
gobblings. Small objects began hitting the ground very hard.

"Machi ne guns!" Ham yel | ed.

War dhouse gul ped, "I didn't think—they'd kill ne."

"And why not?" Mnk wanted to know.

"They don’t know how-to repair the apparatus—f it goes bad," said Wardhouse.

THE fleeing group did not fling thenselves flat, although it m ght have seened this would be a
good idea. The fact was that they were really snaller targets when running, and any delay would | et
the nmob behind come cl oser.

Wth a banshee how in trio, the planes sank downward. The nachi ne guns gobbl ed. The ski | anding
gears all but smashed upon the fugitives.

"We're bl amed near hel pl ess!" Renny booned, wrathfully.

He was right. But they all had noticed that none of the machine gun bullets had hit close. The
reason for this was soon apparent.

There was the noise of one of the planes |anding ahead and a bit to the left. So brilliant were
the cosm c rays, so agonizing upon the delicate tissue of their eyes, they could only squint at the
pl ane after it landed. It did not cone close enough to encourage themto rush it.

The craft was a cabin ship, single-notored. The top of the cabin was covered with the shiny netal
whi ch seenmed to be a shield against the cosm c rays.

The cabin wi ndow opened. The voice of horse-faced Derek Flamen reached them

"I"'moffering you a deal!" he hollered loudly fromthe plane.

"Wait," Doc Savage rapped.

His party cane to a stop.

"We need Wardhouse!" shouted Flammen. "G ve yourselves up, and we'll keep all of you alive as

| ong as Wardhouse does what he's told to do!"



There was a brief silence.

"They will, too," said Wardhouse, sourly. "I’'ve purposefully kept details of the apparatus from
them They can’t do any good without nme. And they did do what they said they would before."

"l don't trust ‘em ™ Monk grow ed.

"Nobody does," Doc Savage said. "But it narrows down to a question of whether we can nmake good
our escape now. It is obvious that we cannot do so."

Monk groaned. "Then we gotta take ‘emup!"

"W have," Doc agreed, quietly.

The bronze man turned in the direction of the plane.

"All right," he called.

"Stick there until the nob cones up!" yelled Flamen el atedly.

The nmob canme up very shortly. They were mad, cursing, and for a few nmoments it seermed there woul d
be sone shooting. But Flanmen put a stop to that.

"W gotta have this guy Wardhouse," he said. "W can operate the contraption, but when sonething
goes wong, we can’t make the repairs. And sonething is always going wong."

The prisoners were haul ed under the strange nushroomnii ke unbrellas of netal. The change was
startling. The cosmic rays were shut off to a great extent, and it was possible to | ook about

wi t hout too nuch squinting.

"Urbrellas to keep off the sun," one of the npb | eered. "Boy, you need ‘em what | nean!"

"And what | nean, you'll need nore than an unbrella to keep me off you when ny day cones!" Monk
prom sed him

They wal ked toward the ridge and over it, and Renny, who was |ooking forward to seeing the
valley, saw it. But he was disappointed.

"Holy cow " he runbled. "I don't see nothin' around this place that nakes it so valuable!"

Chapter XXI. DEATH OVERHEAD

THE val | ey was not spectacular. It was not deep, did not have steep sides, and was not dotted

wi th boul ders or anything else out of the ordinary. It was just a valley which nust have—prior to
the apparatus which, by casting a concentration of electromagnetic waves into the sky, caused the
adm ssion of strong cosmic rays—been nore or less filled with snow.

Not all of the snow had nelted. In fact, only a portion of it had, and the water stood in the

|l ower parts of the valley in small | akes.

On the opposite side, on high ground, several huts had been built. They were ordinary structures,
except that they had roofs of the shiny netal which was a conposition that kept out the cosmic rays.
Seei ng the roof shields caused Monk to give close attention to the unbrellas which the captors
carried. They were made fromthe sane netal. He decided it was an alloy of lead with a background of
sone mrrorlike stuff, perhaps chrom um or possibly ordinary mrror silvering with an overcoat of
some transparent, flexible substance simlar to cellophane.

The party reached the huts, which had been hastily constructed. Near by were partially conpleted
wal | s of stone and nortar, evidently for permanent shelters.

"Looks as if they expected to stick here sone tinme," Mnk offered.

"They do," said Thurston H Wardhouse. "To strip the valley may require years, if it is done
properly. And these fellows are not the kind who will be satisfied until they have everything."
"What are they after?" Mnk demanded, eagerly.

CHEATERS SLAGG stepped up with a rifle in his hands. He reversed the rifle, and holding it by the
barrel, swung the stock against the side of Mink’s head. Monk was knocked out fromunder the big
unbrel | a beneath which he had been wal ki ng, and he fell heavily.

He got up, shaking his head.

"Hel I!'" grunted Slagg, anazed that the homely cheni st had not been knocked out.

"l can take plenty," Mnk gritted, and prepared to rush.

"If you get funny, you'll have to take this." Slagg pointed his rifle at Monk.

"Take it easy, Monk," Doc Savage said, and Monk rel axed.

They were halted before the shacks.

Der ek Fl amren canme up and stood scratching his jaw, indecision on his long horse-like face.

"M ght as well make themuseful," he said.

The prisoners were | ashed together with a stout rope which ran fromone neck to another. They
were given parasols, and told to carry rocks suitable for setting in concrete to make the walls of
houses. They were struck whenever they attenpted to talk, so they did not talk.

They spent ten hours at the task, which was not easy. They were near exhaustion. Their hands were
bl eedi ng.

"Sort of tamed down, aren't you?" Cheaters Slagg asked them sarcastically.

Cheaters then eyed Doc Savage. But the bronze man seened fully as exhausted as the others.

The prisoners were shoved into one of the crude shacks. The nen were searched thoroughly. A guard
took his position at the entrance.

The shack was open, and the wi nd, which was now bl owi ng rather strongly, whistled through the



apertures. The floor was nuddy, for the frost of ages was comi ng up out of the ground. The prisoners
stood about, propped against the walls, dozing, not quite far enough gone to lie down in the nud.
Their haggard faces coul d be seen from outside.

"THEY' RE beginning to look as if they wish they'd never stuck their beaks into this, don't they?"
Cheaters Slagg chuckl ed froma spot sone distance away.

Der ek Fl ammren nodded slowly. He took Slagg’'s elbow. "I want to talk to you."

"Eh?"

"Private."

They w t hdrew a nunber of yards, where their voices would not possibly carry to the hut where the
prisoners were quartered. Standing under their unbrella shield, they faced the shack, to be doubly
certain the captives did not overhear, and held their consultation.

"Keeping themaround is going to be a |lot of trouble,” said Derek Flamren, a satyr expression on
hi s horse face.

"Uh-huh." Cheaters grinned, realizing sonmething was com ng.

"The bronze guy is sure to figure sone way of getting clear if we do keep himhere," continued
Flammen. "He is really a remarkable fellow in his way."

" Uh- huh. "

"I'f we could make Wardhouse think they were alive, we would be ahead to get rid of them"

"Uh- huh. "

"Can’'t you say anything but that?"

"Sure. How we gonna do it?"

"Pretend to send themto the ship by plane, then shoot themwhen they are out of sight of this
valley."

"But how about fooling Wardhouse?"

"We'll tell himto rig up a secret code between Doc Savage's nen and hinself, so that they can
send a radi o message to himat intervals to show they are alive. The code word wi |l show whet her
they are alive or dead."

"Wn't it?"

"Sure. Only we will beat the code out of them and use it to keep Wardhouse peggi ng away."
"Slick," grinned Sl agg.

"Absol utely greasy," chuckl ed Derek Flamren.

They separated, each wal ki ng under his own parasol .

Doc Savage, standing inside the hut, at a point where he had been able to watch the two scheners
drew air into his great chest. "They plan to kill us."

"Huh?" Monk gasped. "How d’ you know?"

"Slagg and Fl ammen just talked it over."

"But how— Mnk pointed. "They were way over there?"

"Not too far away to read their |ips," Doc remn nded.

"I"I'l be superanual gamated!" nurnured bony, big-worded Johnny, who had said al nost nothing of
late. "This calls for exacerbative cerebration.”

"Eh?" said Vel ma Crale.

"He neans that it calls for fast thinking," translated Mnk.

The young worman smil ed ravishingly at Monk.

"l hope you stick around to translate."

"Cut the conedy!" grow ed the man with the rifle.

TIME dragged. As far as they could see, no preparations were going forward to fly the prisoners
to their death.

"I won't stand for your getting out of my sight, of course!" grow ed \Wardhouse.

"How | ong you think you can get away with this high-handed stuff?" Monk asked him

"Along tine," the good-I|ooki ng Wardhouse retorted confidently. "You see, | don’'t nake any

adj ust ments when they are around where they can watch ne."

The guard in the door scow ed.

"What’'s in the valley?" Mnk asked.

The guard said, "You birds separate and stand with your faces to the wall and the first one who

pi pes is hereby prom sed a whack over the bean."

A bit later in the day—+t was still the long Antarctic day—Sl agg and Fl ammen appeared with their
bland plan to take the prisoners back to the Uncle Penguin, where, it was explained, they would be
nore confortable.

Doc Savage repeated, alnost word for word, the conversation which the two | eaders had hel d. They
went of f, |ooking at each other queerly.

After they had gone, the girl spoke for a tinme, telling how she had nmet disaster in the

dirigible. The craft had been sighted, it seemed, and the planes had flown to the attack.

"I wasn't familiar enough with the controls to do nuch good," she finished. "I gathered from

| ooking at the dirigible that it was equi pped for rocket propulsion or sonething, but | could have



no luck getting the things in operation."

The guard made her becone silent.

Sl agg and Fl anmen returned. They issued sharp orders, and the prisoners were separated, each

bei ng confined to a shack by hinself.

"Sort of discourages any scheming," Flamren expl ai ned.

Doc Savage was consigned to the stoutest cubicle, and two guards were always on duty at the door.

AT intervals, Wardhouse was brought to the cubicle and permtted to observe that the prisoners
were still alive. Evidently he was doing this at his own insistence.

Ti ne passed. There was considerable activity in the vicinity. Digging. Wrk with hamrers and
saws. A damwas constructed in the valley. It was not large. Near by, a |arge gasoline pressure punp
was erected. Quantities of hose were attached.

Doc coul d see these preparations fromhis prison. He and the others were not nade to work. The
captors probably considered this too dangerous.

Canme the tine when Wardhouse, naking one of his rounds under guard to see that the prisoners were
alive, spoke to Doc Savage. He did not speak aloud. He nerely formed words with his lips, know ng
that the bronze man coul d understand them

"Hell to pay," Wardhouse said. "They hid thenselves in the nmachi ne shack and have been wat chi ng

me adjust the apparatus. | didn't knowit. | think they know how to adjust the stuff thenselves
now. "

"Sure?" Doc Savage asked.

"Yes," said Wardhouse with his lips. "They will probably nmake the adjustnents thenselves for a

day or two to nake sure they are onto them Then they will get rid of us."

The next day, Wardhouse did not cone. Nor did he appear the day follow ng.

Doc Savage stood in the rear of his prison shack. He knew very well that Wardhouse had been
right. Flammen and Sl agg were testing their new know edge, and it would not be |ong before they
act ed.

From where he stood, the bronze nman could | ook through the open door and see the only two nenbers
of their party which were pernmitted their liberty. These were the pig, Habeas Corpus, and Ham's
unusual -1 ooki ng si m an, Chemistry.

Habeas and Chemistry were either remarkably intelligent, or perhaps the cosmic rays caused enough
physical pain to point out the proper course to them At any rate, both aninals renai ned al nost
conti nuously under shelter.

St andi ng where he was, Doc Savage began to nake strange sounds.

THEY were weird, those sounds, being a conbination of cacklings and gurglings, rather difficult
to produce. As a whole, they were not unnusical. To all but a mninum of the human popul ati on of the
worl d, they woul d have been absol utely neani ngless. A few erudite archaeol ogi sts woul d have
recogni zed the gutturals as words belonging to the Mayan tongue.

Doc was speaking the ancient Mayan which he and his nen used for private conmmuni cati on. He was
speaking it loudly, and he had no doubt that the other prisoners would be able to hear. They woul d
under st and.

After a bit, the enphasis of his words changed. They becane cajoling. It sounded as if he were
urging a course of action.

Then he fell silent.

The two guards at Doc’s shack were both staring inside. They had their guns ready, and were
alert.

Doc began to act queerly. He nade strange, neaningless gestures with his hands, and started doing
a dance that consisted of bending slightly fromthe hips and straightening, over and over again.
"He's gone nuts," nuttered one of the guards.

"Yeah," said the other. "Wat'd we better do? Shoot hinP"

"Call Flamren," advised the first.

They did not call Flamren. Instead, both emtted |oud cries and sprang into the air.

It was doubtful if they ever did know exactly what had happened, for Doc Savage was upon them
with flashing speed. He wasted no tinme. This chance was the | ast, the nost desperate, and he was
taking it because no other alternative offered. It was that or wait for death.

Striking with his fists, Doc reached the first of the two guards. No man could stand up under the
i mpact of the corded bronze knuckles; at |east no man ever had. The guard fell.

The second guard fired one shot, which clinbed straight into the sky. Then he flung his arnms
about madly, trying to loosen the terrific pressure which had clanped upon his neck. After a bit, he
went into a sleeplike paralysis induced by the pressure of Doc’s fingers, expertly placed, upon
certain spinal nerve centers.

Doc dropped the man.

Habeas Corpus and Chemi stry bounded back from underfoot. The two ani mal s had been responsible for
the startling of the guards.

Monk and Ham had spent countl ess hours teaching their respective pets to obey unusual conmands



given in the tongue of ancient Muya.

Chapter XXI|. BEDLAM

DOC SAVAGE was running. He did no shouting, and he kept |ow, devoting all of his energies to
speed. The other prisoners nust have overheard his previous speech in Mayan. He had told them what
he pl anned on attenpting, and advised themto nake breaks during the excitenent, if they coul d.
Doc knew the |l ocation of the shack which held Renny. He glanced toward it. The guard was trying
to get a bead on Doc with arifle.

The bronze man carried with hima pistol which had been in the possession of one of the guards.

He lifted the weapon. The fact that he never carried a firearmof his own was no indication that he
was a tyro in the use of weapons. He had spent nore hours practicing marksmanshi p than the average
st enogr apher spends trying to perfect the use of a typewiter.

The pistol went off and the guard's |left |eg buckled and he fell down how ing. Renny came out and
silenced the howing with one swing of an enornous fist.

Guns were whacking. Bullets searched for the bronze man. He weaved from side to side.

The machinery for projecting the magnetic waves into the sky was | ocated over a small ridge. Doc
topped the rise, saw the structure and headed for it.

THE building was circular, in the nature of a stockade with a roof which could be shoved into
place in case of a storm The disturbing of the natural bal ance of tenperatures in the regi on nade
violent storns alnbst certain. Hence the precaution, and the stout construction of the nachinery
house.

A gasoline engine with a | arge nunber of cylinders was turning rapidly inside the building. A
generator’s whine furnished background for the exhaust noi se.

Doc reached the door, which was | ow and square, and dived in.

Two men sprang up, lifting guns. Quards! They nust have m ssed hearing the shooting outside due
to the consi derabl e bedl am the gasoline engi ne and generators were naking.

Doc threw his pistol, and it becane the pin over which one guard hinged. Air cane out of the
fellow s nmouth and nostrils with a swish distinctly audible over the noise of the machinery. The
second guard, having difficulty getting the safety of his gun in the firing position, tried to
retreat.

He made only one pace backward before a netallic fist found his jaw. The man fell and lost his
gun, but was not knocked sensel ess, since the bl ow had been a gl ancing one. He got up and ran. Doc
| eaped after him saw sonething, and veered to the right.

Derek Flanmen and Cheaters Slagg were in the rear. Thurston H Wardhouse was with them Flammen
and Sl agg were arned.

They started shooti ng.

DOC SAVAGE, |eaping to the right, gained the cover of the big generator. Not even a tank rifle
woul d reach himthrough the generator. But it was only tenporary shelter.

"Take the right!" Flamen yell ed.

"O K., chief!" shouted Sl agg.

Feet pounded in the rear of the enclosure. Doc could not hear them but he could feel the slight
vibration on the floor, through the nore even trenor nade by the generator.

Then Sl agg began to how curses.

"What is it?" Flamren baw ed.

"My glasses!" Slagg squawked. "This damn Wardhouse knocked ‘em off, and the light hurts ny eyes
until | can’t see—-

A bl ow cut short his conplaint.

Doc reached for a netal box standing near by, and turned it over. Tools. He took a hamer in his
right hand, a Stillson wench, heavy pliers and a cold chisel in his left. They were the wei ghti est
tools in the box.

He threw the hammer at Flammen the instant he saw him Flamen was agile, and on guard. He

ducked. Sinmultaneously, he shot, but the slug went wide. He tried to shoot again, and Doc threw the
Stillson, which Flamren dodged. He did not dodge the pliers, however. They hit his shoul der and
caused himto drop his gun.

Fl ammen ran backward.

War dhouse and Sl agg were going over and over on the floor like a cat and dog. Flanmen stopped to
ki ck Wardhouse in the head. Wardhouse fell linp. Flamren picked Slagg up and ran with himout of a
rear door.

The rmoment Fl ammen and Sl agg were out of the door, bullets began com ng in.

Doc Savage angl ed to one side, reached the door w thout being harned, and banged it shut. Then he
| ooked around.

The encl osure walls had been constructed for security, both against the el ements and agai nst
bullets. It was probable that Flamren and Sl agg had feared that Doc and his ai des m ght get a chance
to fire into the place, so the walls had been nade | eadproof. That woul d conme in handy now.

Doc went to Wardhouse. The nman had a bullet hole through his thigh. He nust have been hit while



sensel ess by one of the slugs which had cone through the door. Bl ood was not coning in dangerous
quantities.

Doc straightened and whi pped a gl ance over the place. It was the first tine he had seen the
appar at us

It was about what he had expected. The waves, of course, were created by apparatus which did not
differ greatly in appearance fromthe mechani smof an extremely powerful radio transmtter. There
was even an aérial, but a rather differently shaped one, spraw ed above the center. It resenbled a
circul ar cobweb of copper bars

There were vacuum tubes, innunerable coils and condensers, and bl ack panels holding nmeters with
qui veri ng needl es

Doc gat hered up the weapons which the defeated quartet had dropped, and went to the door

Hi s aides were fighting their way toward the wave projection plant

ALL of them had succeeded in breaking fromthe shacks where they were held. No doubt Renny had
been a great help there. The big-fisted engineer was an excel |l ent shot

Doc Savage, shooting slowly and accurately, enptied one after another of his guns. H's shooting
was renmarkable. He inflicted no wounds which, with ordinary care, were dangerous. The guns were
unfam liar, and each was different. He m ssed only twice. That was because the sight alignnent of
two of the guns was off

The firing was effective, and his aides piled through the door

"Bl azes!" Monk puffed. "W're here, but what good's it gonna do us?"

He did not wait for an answer, but picked up his pig, Habeas, by an ear and shook him by way of
showi ng affection

Thurston H Wardhouse tried to get to his feet, having regained his senses. He groaned |oudly,
grabbed his wound and sank back to the danp fl oor

Doc Savage went to Wardhouse. "The projector is not running full strength, is it?"

War dhouse squinted at the neters. "No."

"If it is turned on full force, will it nmake a great deal of difference?" Doc asked. "WII it
cause nore cosmic rays to penetrate the atnosphere?”

"Alot nore."

Renny booned, "Holy cow C nere, Doc!"

Renny was stealing glances through the door and Doc joined him

"Look," Renny said

They could, fromwhere they stood, see down the valley to what seened to be an excavation of
consi derabl e extent. Hose lines ran to this, and |ong, narrow troughs had been constructed

"I get this," Renny booned. "It was the only way they could get the stuff. Flying it to the coast
woul d be too expensive before it was extracted. They had to have water to work the beds, and it
stays froze up here the year around, so there was probably no water until they worked out this
contraption to get sonme heat."

Monk canme over and | ooked. "A placer mine! They' re working a gravel bed with a hydraulic stream
and sl ui ce boxes."

Renny cal | ed, "Wardhouse?"

"Yes?"

"What are these birds placering?"

"Platinum" Wardhouse said. "There's a little gold, too. Didn't you know?"

"No," said Renny. "But | seemto renenber that |’'ve been trying to find out."

War dhouse started to make some reply, but |istened instead. Derek Flamren was yelling

"W’ ve got bonbs in the planes!" Flammen was how ing. "Conme out of there, or we'll blow you al
to hell!"

THE threat was blunt and left nothing to argue about
Monk nuttered, "Maybe we can wing their planes—
"Don't be silly," Ham snapped. "Not with rifles. Not three planes."

Fl amren bawl ed from outside somewhere, "I ain’'t gonna hooligan around waiting for an answer! I|s
it yes or no?"

Doc Savage went swiftly to Wardhouse. "I1'I1l lift you up. Help nme increase the radiation of the
apparatus. "

War dhouse gritted his teeth as Doc supported him and began to mani pul ate knobs. The wail of the
generator took on a | abored note, and the engine throttle was opened to the |last notch. Mter
indicators craw ed over toward the red sectors which nmeant an overload. Doc Savage did quite a bit
of the mani pul ating of controls hinself

"Good night!" Wardhouse grunted. "You seemto know a heck of a | ot about how this device works!"
Doc said, "Experimented along this line nyself. How | ong have you been working with this systen®"
"Few nont hs. Way?"

"Unl ess | am mi staken greatly," Doc told him "there are burns being inflicted on every one
exposed. These burns are not apparent, at first, but crop up later, in the manner of sone types of



radi um poi soning, and require treatnment."

"Been afraid of that," admtted Wardhouse. "I wanted to experinent a lot nore with the system
but Fl ammen and Sl agg kept pushing ne."

Qut si de, Flammen how ed, "Wat d you say in there? We don’t want to ruin our contraption to get
rid of you, but we sure as hell will if we have to!"

Doc Savage took up a position near the door. He was very careful to keep under the arrangenent of
over head shields which sheltered a part of the encl osure which held the apparatus

Their enem es seenmed to be growi ng very unconfortabl e under their shielding parasols. They were
squi rm ng about. Many had arns across their eyes

An increased bonmbardnent of cosmic rays was arriving. And there would be nore |ater

Doc made his powerful voice |loud enough to carry to all of the besiegers

"You have possibly half an hour to live," he said. "The machi ne, which has been working at only
part strength, is now on full power."

Fl ammen how ed, "You can’t do that!"

Sonet hi ng about that statement struck Monk as funny. He hooted a | augh

"I"d like to know why not?" he yelled at Fl anmen

Doc Savage withdrew and grasped the topnpst sheet froma pile of shield netal which was stacked
at one end of the encl osure

"Lend a hand," he directed. "W'Il have to rig thicker shields for ourselves."

The others fell to. They were beginning to feel the need of the shields. Their heads were aching
their eyes alnost refusing to function, and their skin was hot

Qut si de, Derek Flanmen began to bawl frenzied orders

"Get the planes into the air!" he squaw ed. "Bonb the place before the cosnmic rays get us down!"

I NSI DE the nmachi ne stockade—for it was actually a stockade with a roof over portions—the besi eged
did not pause in the task of rigging thicker shields beneath which they could crouch

But Renny runbled, "I don't savvy this business of the cosmic rays increasing gradually. They're
light, ain't they? And don't light travel at a hundred and ei ghty-six thousand mles a mnute or
somnet hi ng?"

War dhouse gritted his teeth against the pain of his wound. "The gradual increase is a deceptive
sensation. The full bonbardnent of cosmic rays cones al nost instantly after the apparatus is turned
on

"But it takes a little tinme for the air to warm And the cosmc rays do not, when arriving ful
strength, strike down a person instantly. On the contrary, the effect is cunulative, taking tine,
like a sunburn. Alittle exposure is not necessarily lethal."

The sound of a plane’s notor reached their ears. It warnmed only briefly, then a change in the
quality of the sound indicated the ship had taken off

"Rifle!" Doc Savage said, crisply.

Arifle—the only one they had—was handed him He took up a position atop the generator, a vantage
point from which he could see the plane approachi ng

"But you can’'t | ook against these cosmc rays to aim" Mnk wailed. "The things are too

bl i ndi ng!"

Doc called to Wardhouse, "Cut off the radiation the noment you see ny arm wave."

War dhouse nodded and took up a position at the controls

Doc waited. He could not see the plane; it was inpossible to see anything but an eye-hurting

gl are when | ooking upward. He had to judge by the sound of the notor how close the aircraft was, and
finally he waved his arm

War dhouse shut off the radiation. Instantly, it was possible to see, proving that the cosmic rays
did cease penetrating the instant the device was not in operation

Doc ai ned quickly, fired. Nothing happened to the plane. It was unpleasantly close. He fired
again. Again. A fourth tinme.

The plane’s notor stopped

WHAT happened next woul d not have occurred had the pilot of the plane not thought too suddenly
about saving his own skin. He banked wildly, thinking perhaps that his nmotor had cooked of its own
accord, and intending to get back to the landing field while he still had gliding speed.

And War dhouse turned the radiation on again

Doc Savage, who was watching the plane, involuntarily gasped and clutched his eyes when the
terrific blaze of cosmic emanation struck his pupils. He |l eaped hurriedly fromthe generator and got
under the thick shield which they had rigged

Effect of the burst of blinding rays on the pilot of the plane was the fellow s undoing. Blinded
he could not see what he was doing. He failed to | evel off enough after his turn, and went into a
slip. He m stook the slip for a dive, yanked up, overcontrolled, and went into a spin

He hit in the valley. Ht and went up again—+n a cloud of snoke and flane. The explosive with
which the plane was | aden went off under the shock. The earth shook for niles and the plane
fragments came drifting down, after a time, over an expanse of acres



Chapter XXIlIl. TRICK CO N

THEY got a hail after a while.

Some nmen wanted to surrender. They were a terrified crowd. They were afraid to try to take off in
the planes—the two that remai ned—because nobody coul d see. The |ight was too blinding. The eyes did
not seemto becone accustonmed to it. They knew they could not flee the vicinity before they were
over corme.

"Send Derek Flammen and Cheaters Slagg in alone first!" Doc ordered.

"Can't," came the reply.

"Why not ?"

"They were in the plane that blew up."

Doc Savage gl anced at the spot where the plane had gone to pieces. It was a question whether they
woul d ever find identifiable portions of Cheaters Slagg and Derek Fl amen.

He let the men surrender.

Later, he flewin a plane to the ice barrier, caught the Uncle Penguin, and terrorized the three
men aboard, threatening to drop bonbs on them They surrendered neekly enough.

The business of transferring Flamen’s nmob to the ship, where they woul d be inprisoned and taken
north to beconme patients in Doc Savage' s renmarkable crimnal curbing institution in up-State New
York, took time. Renny flew one plane. Monk and Ham alternated flying the other.

Doc Savage nmade an exami nation and assay of the platinumand gold deposits. Slagg and Fl ammen had
indi cated, |ong ago, that they would run into mllions, and they were not far wong.

Doc suggested a division—a share to the girl, Velma Crale, a share to Thurston H \Wardhouse,
whose inventive genius had been so m sused, and the remainder and lion’s share to be converted
eventually to the credit of a certain international charity foundation which was noted for its good
wor K.

VELMA CRALE turned down her share. "I wouldn't feel right," she explai ned.

The young worman, now that she had | ost her desire for a share of the Antarctic wealth, had becone
a very nice person. Ravishing, in fact. Cever, witty. It was to be suspected that she was turning
on her charmfor the benefit of Doc Savage, but Doc was inmmune, as far as outward appearances went.
There nust be, he had determined | ong ago, no fem nine entanglenments in his existence. They were

t oo dangerous. Enemi es would strike at himthrough any one he chanced to | ove.

Doc devoted his tine to working with the radiation apparatus invented by Wardhouse. Wardhouse

was, Doc discovered, one of the npbst prom sing of nodern scientists, and after Wardhouse turned down
a share of the platinum the bronze man determned to finance the fellowin future experinents.
They | earned one thing about the radiation device—+t was dangerous in a sneaking, unexpected way.
O rather, the cosmc rays were. But it was not until weeks later that they realized this, when they
began to suffer from burns which were painful, but fortunately, not incurable.

To make use of the heat, the radiation mechani smwoul d have to be operated fromrenotely situated
points, with no workmen in the zone of heat. This limted use of the thing to the sumrer season,
when the water needed for placer mning the platinumwuld not freeze too quickly after the
apparatus was shut off to permit workmen to return.

But nmonths were required for this angle to devel op, and when they were preparing to | eave the
platinumvalley on the Antarctic continent, Mnk and Ham had another of their interm nable spats.
This one was different in that it had a somewhat abrupt ending.

The argunent started over who should fly attractive Velma Crale back to the Uncle Penguin. It

raged heatedly. Finally, Mnk had an idea.

"Match you," he offered, producing his coin which had tails on both sides.

"O K ," Ham agreed.

Monk flipped the coin.

"Heads, " Ham sai d.

"I win," Mnk chuckl ed, and wal ked off, putting the coin in his pocket.

Hi s pocket had a hole, and the coin went through. Ham picked it up, |ooked closely at the bit of
deceptive noney. Ham then picked up a nonkey wench, wapped his scarf around the heavy end, calmy
wal ked around in front of Mnk, and knocked the homely cheni st sensel ess.

"Heads," the dapper |awer said to the dreami ng Mnk, "is what you'll have when you wake up."

THE END



