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Chapter 1. THE BUTTERFLY DEATH

IT issomewhat ridiculousto say that a human hand can resemble abutterfly. Y et this particular hand did
attain that amilarity. Probably it was the way it moved, hovered, moved again, with something about it
that was remindful of adow-motion picture being shown on a screen.

The color had something to do with the impression. The hand was white, unnatura; it might have been
fashioned of mother-of-pearl. There was something serpentine, hideous, about the way it strayed and
hovered, yet was never gill. It made one think of avenomous white moth.

It made Beery Hosner think of death. Only the expression on Beery Hosmer's face told that, for be was
not saying anything. But he wastrying to. Hislips shaped word syllables and the muscle Sringsin his
scrawny throat jerked, but no sounds came out.

The horrible white hand floated up toward Beery Hosmer's face. The side street was gloomy, deserted
except for Beery Hosner and the man with the uncanny hand. The hand stood out in the murk admost asif
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it wereathing of white paper with alightingde.

Beery Hosner went through a convulsion of fright. Beery was arather unusud fellow. He was a crook
who |looked the part. At best, he was rather a sickening specimen, and now his aspect was doubly
unwholesome. He managed to pump words ouit.

"Naw, naw, don't!" he choked. "I dunno whereit is! So help me, | don't!”

The other man made no answer. His fantastic white hand -- the other one never moved, asif it were
dead -- was not hisonly unusud characteristic. His eyeswere unnaturaly huge and so very pale asto be
amost the color of water, and he had athin face, athin body. When occasiona distant automobile
headlights caused him to cast a shadow, the shadow was skeleton-thin.

Beery Hosmer broke out in gibberish.
"I don't know," he gulped. "I wouldn't kid you. | don't know anything about it!"
The other man's white hand kept moving.

"Whereisit?' he asked. Hisvoice was utterly flat; it held the mechanical quality found in the speech of
persons so deaf that they can hardly hear themsalvestalk.

Beery Hosmer tried to back away. He was aready pressed against the darkened window of a candy
sore.

"Wouldn't | tel you if | knew?" he whimpered. "Lookit, Odl -- "
The hand of the man called Ool seemed to move alittle dower.

"You haveit," he said tonelessly. "Y ou were on your way to endeavor to sdll it to thisman Doc Savage.
It isinthe money belt which you carry around your waist."

Beery made choking sounds. He was amost sobbing.
"Takeit easy!" he blubbered. "We can fix thistip. Gimmetime! Lemmethink!"

"You," said Odl, "will havedl infinity in which to think."” Thewhite hand darted. Therewasno
dow-motion effect thistime. No onlooker could have told whether or not the hand actualy touched
Beery Hosner.

ALL of the pent-up terror of the last few moments burst from Beery Hosmer's dack lipsin one animal
scream. He wrenched violently backward. Head, shoulders and e bows rammed into the plate glass of
the candy store.

The window collgpsed. Glass crashed to the cement walk with ajangle.

Beery seemed to be trying to get agun out of an armpit holster. But he thrashed about like one suddenly
stricken mad. He kicked trays of chocolates and mints out on the sdewalk. Great shudders began to
course over his scrawny body, but did not persist for long, because he gave avast, wheezing sigh and
dumped over, becoming asinert as the chocol ate creams crushed benegth him.

Ool leaned into the window. Hisleft hand remained at hisside, asif lifdess. Hisright hand drifted to
Beery Hosmer's shirt, wrenched. Two buttons flew and clicked far out in the street, then chamois of a
money belt tore with arotten sound.



The object which Oal brought into view resembled apair of goggles, more than anything else. But as
goggles, they were peculiar, for the lenses were aslarge as smd |l condensed milk cans, and their glass --
the stuff did not look like true glass -- was almost jet black.

Onething was gtriking. The workmanship was exquisite.

Oal put the goggles on, and they contrasted grotesquely with his chalky face. Then he made a disgusted
sound, took them off hurriedly and pocketed them. A psychologist would have caled thelittle incident
grange. It was asif the donning of the goggles had been an ingtinctive action.

There was nothing hurried about the man's movements. He reached down, picked up achocolate, tasted
it and smacked lips. Then hetook off his hat and scooped chocolatesinto it until it was nearly full.

Walking away, he ate the candy avidly, asif it were some exquisite ddicacy with which he had just
become acquainted.

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

One man saw Ool go under the Streetlight. The man was ajanitor in anear-by building.

It was inevitable that the breaking glass should have attracted attention, and within afew moments, a
uniformed policeman came running. He' stood looking at the candy strewn over the walk, at first not
noticing the human form in the window. Then he saw it, swore, and leaned in to make an examination.
When he backed away, he looked puzzled.

"Guy must've had afit, fell in thewindow and died,” he muttered.

That was the story the next editions of the newspapers carried, after amedica examiner had expressed
the tentative opinion that death was due to natural causes.

Moreover, there had been over athousand dollars in the chamois money belt, and since thiswasintact, it
did not seem that the motive was robbery.

It was some hours before the police got adifferent dant on the story. It required that long for the janitor
who had seen Ooal go under the Streetlight to make up hismind. The janitor was atimid soul. His story
created quite afuror when he decided to talk.

Thejanitor had seen the whole thing.
Chapter 2. PLANS

EARL MAURICE "WATCHES' BOWEN stood in his modernigtic Park Avenue apartment and poured
eighty-year-old Napoleon brandy into afragile glass, tested its bouquet long and pleasurably, then took a
sp and blotted hislipswith asilk handkerchief.

He was abig man, with some surplus around the waist. His dress wasimmaculate, his manner suave. He
did not look the part of one of the smoothest crooksin the big time.

Watches Bowen leaned back in the exquisitely moulded chair and absently fingered the thin yellow gold
chain which connected the two lower pockets of hisvest. There was awatch on either end of the chain.
There was ajeweled timepiece on each of hisdightly thick wrigts.

Watches Bowen had two loves. One was his watches, of which he dways carried four or more, and



kept them perfectly in time. The other love was his Napoleon brandy.

It was possible dso that he might be considered to have athird affection -- hisliking for other people's
money.

Watches said, "And so Beery Hosner is dead?”

Ooal sat adozen feet away on another ddlicately modernistic chair, his hat held on hisknees. From timeto
time his pearl-colored right hand drifted into the hat and transferred a chocolate cream to hisforbidding
dit of amouth. The hat was dmost empty, but he still ate avidly.

Ool swalowed, nodded, "That iswhat | came hereto tell you."

"Unfortunate, very unfortunate,” Watches said dryly. "What happened to the damned fool ?*
Ooal removed a chocolate from the hat and eyed it lovingly.

"Theseareddicious," he sad. "What do you cdl them?"

"Candy," said Watches. "Chocolate creams. What about Beery?”

Ooal ate the chocolate with much smacking of lips.

"No onewill traceme here" hesaid. 'l am sure of that.”

Watches|ooked, acted asif he had been dapped. He had idly detached one of the watches from the
gold chain and it al but dipped from hisfingers, his mouth sagged roundly open.

"You!" he exploded. "Y ou got Beery?

"These chocolate creams, asyou cdl them -- | must have more of them,” Ool said tondesdy. "Yes, |
killed Beery."

Watches Bowen sagged back, reached for the brandy and did something which was very rare for him --
he drank a dug without sampling its bouquet.

"Whew!" he muttered. "And you st there gobbling down candy! Oh, I know you're only about half
human, but-"

"My people had a civilization greater than yours some thousands of years ago!" Ool said. For thefirst
time, therewas some dight feding in hisvoice.

"All right, dl right." Watches spread his hands. "Wewon't go into that. Would you mind telling me why,
particularly, you decided to scratch Beery of f?

"Heknew our plans,”" Ool sad.
Watches scowled. "Now look here, if you're gonna start bumping -- "

"Beery Hosner knew our plans and he was greedy,” Ool stated, interrupting. "He thought he saw away
to gather unto himsdf much money.”

"This beginsto make sense," Watches grunted. "What was Beery up to?"

"The device which you call my goggles-- " Ool paused.



"Yeah?'
"Beery stolethem,” said Ooal.

"The hdl!" Watches polished the back of the timepiece he was holding. "But how in the devil did he plan
to make a buck from that? He knew how things stack up. He knew -- "

"He knew there was one man in your United States who might make use of the goggles,” Ool
interposed.

Watches shook hishead dowly. "I don't get this. Who was Beery going to?"

Ool evidently knew something of dramatic effects. He allowed just the proper pause before answering.
"Doc Savage," hesad.

"WHAT?'

Had some one shot him unexpectedly, Watches might have been more surprised, but only dightly more
s0. He whipped to hisfeet. He did something he had not done in years -- he dropped one of hiswatches,
the one he was fingering at the moment. And after his one blasting exclamation, he tried to speak and the
words stuck somewhere down in his chest.

Ool ate chocolate peacefully. Electric lights were on in the apartment, and under their glow, severd
points about the man were noticeable which would have escaped casud ob servation. Hiswhite skin was
given the mother-of -pear| gppearance by an interlacing of fine blue veins. It somehow had the aspect of a
tropica flower doomed to liveitslife anong venomous insects and more venomous serpents, cut off from
the sun in the depths of some swamp.

With a perceptibly shaking hand, Watches poured himsalf ahooker of the Napoleon brandy, downed it,
once more without sampling its aromaand flavor. Therare liquor seemed to open achannel for his
words.

"Did Beery get to Doc Savage?' he asked hoarsdly.
"No," said Oal.
Watches et out agusty sigh of relief.

"That'sabreak for us" he said fervently. "I'm telling you that I'd rather fight the United States army than
thisDoc Savage. A guy can at least run from thearmy.”

"This Doc Savage must be aremarkable individua," Ool said, his dead voice making it seem that he had
no interest in the matter.

"'Remarkable isputting it mild,” Watches snorted. "That bird Savageisawizard! They say he knowsal
about eectricity and chemistry and psychology and engineering and them things. They say hésamenta
marvel. On top of that, he's supposed to be able to bend horseshoesin his hands, and things like that."

"Dangerous?’ Ool murmured.
"Y ou mean to guyslike us?' countered Watches.

"Exadtly.”



"Poison!" Watches said vehemently. "Doc Savage makes a profession of mixing up in unusud things. He's
what the newspapers cdl a big-time adventurer. He's supposed to travel around over the world, helping
people out of trouble and punishing wrong-doers.”

"That hardly appliesto us," said Ool.
"Oh, yeah?' Watches grinned wryly. "From what I've heard, thisthing isright up Doc Savagesdley.”

Ooal said nothing. He took the last chocolate out of his hat, ateit, licked hisfingers, shook afew
chocolate crumbs out in his hand, ate them, then stood up.

"Y ou will get me more of those chocolate creams,” he said.
Watches scowled asif he resented being given an order, then said hastily, "Sure! Surel”

Ooal went to one of the large windows and |ooked out upon the amazing display of lightswhich is New
Y ork City after nightfall.

Watches Bowen asked curioudy, "How did you kill Beery?
"I merely looked at him," said Ooal, "and he dropped dead.”
"0.K.," Watches growled, "if that's the way you fed about it."

Ooal was looking steadlily through the window, his head back asif he were eying the sky rather than the
lights

"How are our plans progressing?" he asked.
"Rotten," said Watches.
"WHAT do you mean?' Oal asked, not turning.

"I've canvassed dl of the big airplane factories," Watches explained. "They can build us atrue gyroplane,
sure. Thistrue gyro will rise straight up and hover. It can be controlled fairly well. But herésthe rub. The
damn things won't carry more than two men, and they won't lift hardly any fud at dl. Thethingsare dill in
the experimentd stage.”

"Then you think we are doomed to failure?' Ool asked. Hewas il peering steadily at the sky.
"We're sumped,” Watches said. Helooked at the other curioudy. " Say, what're you looking at?*
"Come here." Ool lifted an arm. "L ook."

Watches Bowen came over and stared out of the window, not at the lights, but at the black abyss of the
sky. A moment later, he saw that which Ool was indicating-ashort string of lights suspended in the
heavens. He watched these, and they came closer; and it became apparent that the lights were strings of
luminous etters.

It was an advertisement, aflexible eectric Sgn pulled behind asmdl dirigible.
Watches snorted. The thing was acommon sight over New Y ork City.
"What the hell?* he sniffed.

"Anideathat | have" Oaol said mechanicaly.



"|des?"

"Which may enable usto quickly consummate our plans” Ool said. "We will make use of thisDoc
Savage."

Watches wet hislips, shuddered. "Don't crack wise."
"Youthink | amjoking?' Ool asked.
"Either that, or you're crazy!"

Ooal turned away from thewindow. "1 know agreet deal of thisDoc Savage. | have studied him. | know
his characterigtics, and the characterigtics of the five men who aid him. | even know that each of those
fivemenisaspecidist in someline. Oneisachemist, one an eectrica engineer, one alawyer, another a
civil engineer and thefifth ageologist and archaeologigt. | know what mechanica equipment Doc Savage
uses. | know --"

Watches gulped, "A minute ago, you acted asif you didn't know much about the guy!"
"l wanted to seeif you were afraid of him," Ool said.

"l am afraid of him," Watches snapped. "'I'm not ashamed of it, either. No man in hisright sense will buck
Doc Savage."

"Neverthdess," Ool murmured emationlesdy, "we are going to use him."

Watchesdl but yeled. "Don't! | tell you that Doc Savage and hisfive helpers are poison! We can find
someway without mixing with them!”

But Ool whedled and stalked out of the apartment.

HALF an hour later, Ool was on the Hudson River, in asmall rowboat. He had the oarl ocks muffled with
rags, and the only sound penetrating the darkness was the occasiona dap of awave againgt the Sde of
his boat. These small noises did not maiter, being lost in the rhythmic lappings of waves among the pilings
of the piers dong the near-by water front.

Ool peered intently into the darkness. It was very black, yet the man with the strange mother-of -pearl
complexion seemed to have some dight ability to seein the darkness, for he soon pulled in toward one

particular pier.

This pier was roofed over, and it bulked large in the darkness. Across the outer end, after the fashion of
piers, aname was | ettered:

HIDALGO TRADING COMPANY

Most of the building was smoke-stained, old-looking, but there was a part, a higher addition to one side,
which was obvioudy quite new. The end of thiswas closed with enormous doors.

Ool pulled hisrowboat closeto the pier warehouse and made the painter fast to a piling For an ingtant,
he stood looking up out of hisflat, water-colored eyes at the blackly looming hulk of the structure. Then
he grasped the nearest piling.

Hedid not look like astrong man, yet he shinned up the smooth timber with squirrel agility, and reaching
the top of the piling, he continued his ascent up the warehouse wall, employing asted girder, anumber of
which formed the outer structure of the wall.



A moment later, he squirmed over the top of the hangar.

He listened for atime. There was no sound, except small water noises. Oal crept forward, making for a
large ventilator. He rounded this. Then things happened.

A squat, bulky form hurtled from behind the ventilator. Tremendous arms enwrapped Ool in agrip that
forced air from hislung with asharp roar. The stocky attacker wedged a head under Ool's chin, and
Ooal's stringy neck was bent until it cresked.

Oal tried desperately to bring hisright hand into play, but it was pinned to hisside. Helifted hisfeet inan
attempt to overbaance his assailant. The apish attacker did not upset. Ool's mother-of-pearl face began
to take on apurplish hue. He was entirely helpless.

Chapter 3. THE MAN WHO WASNOT HUMAN

A FLASHLIGHT spiked awhite beam out of the darkness and another man came from behind the
ventilator.

"Y ou do have your moments, eh, Monk?" he asked.
"Frisk im, Ham," grunted the apish man who had seized Ool. "Seeif hélsgot agun.”

The newcomer, "Ham," placed hisflashlight on the roof, then stepped forward to search Oal. This put
him in the flash glow. He waslean, of about average height, and attired in remarkably dapper fashion. He
carried adender black cane.

Ool stared a him.
"Brigadier Generd Theodore Marley Brooks," he said emotionlesdy.

Ham did not look surprised. Courtroom training had taught him that, for Ham was one of the most astute
lawyers ever to be matriculated from Harvard. He was aso by way of being the mae fashion plate for
New Y ork City. His other and mgor claim to distinction was that he was a member of Doc Savage's
group of five remarkable aides.

Ham tucked the cane under an arm and began searching Oal.
"Hurry up, you overdressed shyster!" "Monk" grunted. Monk had asmall, childlike voice.

Ooal tried to move hisright arm. Monk put on pressure. A faint, strangely piteous cry came from Ool's
lipsand he subsided. Monk's strength was fabulous.

Monk had other abilities too, athough a stranger would not have dreamed it after one look at his bullet of
ahead. There did not seem to be room for even an ample spoonful of brains above Monk's eyebrow
line. Yet, asLieutenant Colond Andrew Blodgett Mayfair, he was among the haf dozen greatest living
chemids

Monk was aso amember of Doc Savage's group of five aides.
Ooal revived dightly and spoke, his voice weaker, but dill retaining its mechanica qudity.
"How did you discover me?' he asked.

Monk grinned. The grin had the effect of making hisincredibly homely face very pleasant to look at.



"A bird can't light on this building without us knowing it," he said. "Boy, you should see our darm
sysem.”

"I see" Ooal said. "l should have thought of photo-electric eyes and magnetic fieds.”
Ham, conducting his search leisurely, said, "The man seemsto know something of eectricity.”
"Will you hurry up, you fashion plate?' Monk requested.

Odl lifted hisleft foot and stamped with al of hismight on Monk's toes and instep. Monk bellowed -- he
liked to yell at the top of his voice when he was getting hurt. He released Ool suddenly.

Ool, so unexpectedly released, staggered. Monk swung afist. Ool had no time to dodge. Thefist hit him
and he dammed down on theroof. Almost instantly, he sat up, but did not try to get to hisfeet.

"Blazes" Monk grunted. "He'stough. When | hit aguy like that, he generdly degps”

HAM studied Ool's face. Ham had withdrawn a pace and tugged his black cane apart near the handle,
disclosing thet it wasin redity asword canewith along, thin blade.

"Heisadrange one," Ham said wonderingly. "L ook at those eyes, and that mouse-fur hair on his head.
And the color of hisskin! Say, he'samost as funny-L ooking asyou!"

Monk scowled at Ham.

Ooal chosethat instant to lunge, and hisright hand drifted out with amoccasin speed. Monk jumped. Only
hisagility, fabulousfor one of such bulk, saved him.

"Watchit!" Ham ydled. "He's got something in that right hand!”
"Youretdlingmel" Monk circled warily.

Ool was up on dl fours now. He scuttled backward., spider fashion. Ham, circling swiftly, menaced the
pale man with thetip of his sword cane.

Ool, garing at the cane, saw that the tip was coated for some inches with a sticky-looking substance.
"Poison?' he asked. Hisvoice was il utterly flat.

Ham, gartled by the camness of the question, started to say something, then reconsidered and was
slent.

"Shut up!" he snapped. "Show ustheinside of that hand!" Ool hesitated. Then he turned the hand over,
and both Monk and Ham bent over to examineit.

There was nothing in Ool's hand.

"Y ou search him," Ham told Monk. "If he getsfunny again, I'll tickle hisribsin away hewon't like."
While Ham threatened with the sword cane, Monk went through Ool's pockets.

"Nothing!" Monk said disgustedly. "No gun, no knife -- wait aminute. What's this?"

He pulled the strange goggles out of Ool's pocket and held them up to get better light on them.

Ooal stared blankly, but hisright hand, held high above his head, started wavering like a butterfly's feeble



fluttering when it fedsthe first warm rays of the morning sun onitswings.

Monk pressed the gogglesto his eyes.

"Can't seethrough 'em,” he growled, then addressed Oal: "What are these things?"
Ooal did not answer. Hisright hand kept up itsweird shifting.

Monk pocketed the goggles.

"What did you come herefor?' he asked Oadl.

Oal said nothing, but hisright hand continued its butterfly fluttering.

Ham watched the motion, frowned, then pressed the point of his sword against Ool'sribs. The
chalk-faced assassin quieted his hand and kept it motionless.

"Well take him to Doc," Ham said.

IN the center of New Y ork City, the skyscrapersjut up like silver pines, each seemingly striving to
overshadow the other; but thereis one building taller and finer than dl the rest, an astounding mass of
polished granite and stainless sted towering nearly ahundred storiesinto the sky, astructurethet is
possibly man's proudest building triumph.

The entire eighty-sixth floor of this building was occupied by the man whose name was |l ettered in modest
bronze on adoor:

CLARK SAVAGE, JR.

Monk and Ham took their captive to Doc Savage's headquarters by way of Doc's private speed
elevator, alift especidly designed by Doc, one which swooped the eighty-six storiesin about thetimeiit
took an ordinary express elevator to rise haf adozen floors. Almost invariably, aman, riding in the speed
elevator for the firgt time, was forced to his knees by the shock of starting.

Monk and Ham watched Ool amusedly when the elevator started. But Ool's knees gave dightly, and that
wasadl. At notimewas hein danger of losing hisbalance.

"| told you he was tough,” Monk grinned.
"And funny-looking," Ham reminded. "'Funnier looking than you."

Monk ceased grinning. "Listen, shyster -- one of these days I'm gonnamake you put on a
sword-swallowing act with that trick cane!"

The pair glared at each other the rest of the way up. A stranger, from their manner, would have thought
they were on the point of coming to blows, when, as amatter of truth, they were the best of friends.

They stepped out on the eighty-sixth floor, crossed the corridor and passed into alarge room, plentifully
furnished with huge, comfortable chairs. A deep-piled Orienta rug lay underfoot. Between the two great
windows stood a solid-looking table inlaid with ivory of exquisite workmanship.

A short-wave radio receiving set squatted inconspicuoudly at the back of the table, and avoice was
droning from the loud-speaker as the men entered with their captive. It was a police broadcast.

" -- dl carswill be on thelookout for Dimiter Daikoff,” the radio droned. "Daikoff isavery large man,



with black hair and dark eyes. Officerswill use care, since Daikoff is reported to be dangerous. Daikoff
recently escaped from a Chicago jail and is reported to have been seenin New York -- "

Monk raised hisvoice over the drone of theradio.

"Doc!" heydled. "Wefound aguy on top of the waterfront plane hangar! Thought you'd want to talk to
him! He must've been up to something!”

Doc Savage came through a door into the room.

PERHAPS the reaction of Odl to the appearance of Doc Savage was the thing which best indicated
what aremarkable physica specimen the bronze man presented. Ool, who had murdered aman that
evening without showing the dightest excitement, Stared and let hisjaw down dightly; hiswatercolored
eyes became quite wide.

Doc Savage was agiant of bronze. As he came through the door, his stature was tremendous, but when
he was beyond the door and there was nothing by which to compare his size, he seemed to grow smaller
in stature. That was because of the symmetry of his development; his corded muscles meshed under his
skin in amanner which made their tremendous Size scarcely noticeable, except for thetendonson his
hands which werelike cables.

But the compelling thing about the bronze man was his eyes. Strange eyes, they were, like pools of
flake-gold, hypnoticaly compdling in their power, stirred continuoudy with aweird life.

Doc Savage was quietly dressed. The bronze of his hair was but little darker than the bronze of his skin.
"What'sthis?' he asked.

The bronze man had avoice of remarkable modulation, and histone, while not loud, carried to the
corners of the room.

Monk explained what had happened.
"The photo-dectric dlarms on the roof gave the guy away," he said.

Then he went onto tell of the capture, of the weird way in which Ool moved his hand-the hand in which
they had found nothing. He finished up by producing the goggles with the black lenses asthick as
condensed milk cans.

The bronze man eyed the goggles closdly.

There cameinto existence an egrietrilling sound. It welled up and pervaded the room, tuneful yet
tuneless, mdlow and so soft that it might have been the whispering note of an evening wind seeping
through pam fronds, or the distant murmur of glacia ice on its ponderous way to the sea.

Monk and Ham watched curiously. They knew that sound. It was part of Doc Savage, dthough they
could not see hislips move as he madeit. The note was asmall, unconscious thing which hedidin
moments of stress, or when surprised, or puzzled.

Doc Savage asked Oal, "What are these?"
Oal replied promptly, tondesdy.

"Just atoy,” hesad. "They are of no vaue, no importance.”



There was nothing in his voice to show that be had killed Beery Hosner earlier in the night because Beery
had taken the strange goggles with the intention of selling them to this same remarkable bronze man.

DOC SAVAGE watched Oal intently.
"Why were you prowling over our water-front hangar?' he asked.

Oal amiled. It was the smile of aman not accustomed to showing emotion in that manner. The smilewas
dightly horrible,

"I went to the hangar for the purpose of contacting you," Ool said.
"Why did you not come to me here?" the bronze man asked.

"Y ou are abusy man-I know your reputation-1 despaired of being granted an interview." Ool spoke by
spurts.

"Theinterview was an urgent matter?"
"Tremendoudy urgent.”

"So you went prowling about the hangar, knowing it would be guarded, knowing you would be captured
and brought to me?"

"Precisdly.”
Monk blurted: "Bunk! This lug was up to something."

Doc turned the curious goggles over dowly in his cabled hands. Again came hislow trilling sound, more
fdt than heard, flooding the room with its tremulous qudity.

Police broadcast continued to issue from the short-wave set, flooding the room with droning. "Calling dl
cars-- cdling al cars--"

Then the announcement concerning the Chicago criminal came through again:

" -- Dimiter Daikoff wanted for murder. A big man, walkswith alimp; black hair; smal, dark eyes; a
scar that starts from the lobe of hisright ear and dants across his neck -- "

Doc Savage's compelling voice broke in upon the radio droning.
"Who areyou?" he questioned Ooal.

"Gray Forestay ismy name," Ool said promptly. "In Mongoliamy name, as nearly as can be trandated,
was Lleigh Foor Saath.”

Doc Savage's features remained undecipherable, but the flake-gold which seemed dwaysdivein his
eyes, swirled abit faster.

Monk muttered: "Theyahooislying, Doc."

Ool kept hisflat-eyed stare centered upon Doc. "1 am not lying,” he said. Y ou are judging from my
appearance that | am not a pure Mongoal. Y ou are correct. | am only part Chinese."

He paused. "My unnatura appearanceis not entirely the result of amixture of bloods. It isthe result of
hardships more grueling than you would believe aman could endure, and live."



"Goon," Doc sad.

Ooal spoke monotonoudly. "I hesitate to speak lest | be disbelieved, and yet | know you to be aman of
such mature intellect asto redlize that there are strange thingsin the world, things so strange asto be
utterly discredited by the conventional mind.”

Ool paused again. After fully half aminute, he continued:

"Y ou have heard of the Lenderthorn Expedition, lost in the pack ice north of Canada? 1, Gray Forestay,
was the only member of the expedition to escape. In recent months, as perhaps you have read in the
news, | headed arescue expedition to search for the lost men. We found that airships were utterly
impractical in that region. We could not effect alanding upon the rough ice. But where an airship has
faled, adirigible would succeed.”

ll&?l
"You have adirigible. That is one reason why | have cometo you. Thereis also another reason.
"And this other reason?’ Doc queried.

"Y ou control, so | understand, what is perhaps the most superior aggregation of brains and brawn in the
world. | need your help.”

Monk squinted at Doc. "Isthis dope about a Lenderthorn Expedition straight stuff?"

"Itis" Doc nodded dowly. "It wasin the newspapers, but not prominently so. Lenderthorn was not a
famous man.”

Ool spoke suddenly, dramatically:
"The Lenderthorn Expedition was not lost through natural causes, as was reported.”
Ooal stared with hisflat, water-colored eyes while he let an interval of silence pass.

"We encountered what | can only cal mysterious ‘things," he went on. "These camein the night, and |
know only that they were black, shapeless and utterly horrible, and that they carried off members of our
expedition one at atime, until only | escaped.”

Chapter 4. THE MOCCASIN DEATH

OOL paused after making his unusua proclamation, and eyed Doc Savage and histwo aides, asif
endeavoring to learn how they took it.

Monk and Ham registered an admixture of doubt and surprise. Doc Savage's regular bronze features
portrayed no emotion at all.

Ontheinlaid table, the radio droned on and on, the police announcer reciting descriptions of stolen cars,
of lost persons, of petty crimes and emergency cdls.

"Emergency cdl todl cars," theloud-speaker droned unexpectedly. "Pickup order for atal, dender man
with very pale skin. Man wanted for the murder of Beery Hosner, aman with a police record. Killer's
most pronounced characterigtic is his short, very fine hair, which looks from a distance somewhat like the
fur on amole. Man was wearing dark suit and dark hat and

Monk, watching Oal intently, breethed, "Blazes!" in soft comprehension.



Ooal began to sidle toward the door.

Doc Savage ripped out afew wordsin asoftly musical, but unintelligible, jargon-alanguage known only
to himsdlf and hisaides. It was the language of ancient Maya, the speech of acivilization which had
supposedly vanished from the earth centuries ago. Doc and his men used the tongue to communicate
orders.

Monk and Ham, reacting to the order in Mayan, rushed on Ool. Things happened quickly. One moment,
Ooal was under their finger tips. It seemed impossible that they could miss seizing him. But the next ingtant,
Ool euded them, his speed blinding, and Monk and Ham found themselves clutching each other.

"Y ou dumb fashion plate!" Monk choked.
"Apel" Ham retorted.

Jerking around, Doc's aides charged Ool again. Carefully thistime, with grim purpose. Doc was barring
the door.

"That guy isgreased lightning,” Monk muttered.

Ool made asnarling sound and advanced on them. His right hand was weaving about in its peculiar weird
fashion.

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

Monk and Ham retrested, but in uncanny fashion Ool was within striking distance of them. Hisweird
right hand floated out. There was no dilatory butterfly flutter about the motion thistime.

Straight at Ham, the hand drove. The hand was bent at the wrist, the bony fingers extended.

Then, suddenly, Ool was off hisfeet, faling to the floor. Doc Savage had whipped out afoot to kick hard
againg theside of Ool'sleg.

Ooal should have been stunned by the shock as he struck the floor. But the white-faced murderer
bounced up immediately. His moccasinlike hand drifted out vicioudy.

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

Monk hurled hissmian bulk to one side. Ool's hand went short'. The hand jerked back. It waslikea
snake's head recoiling. It struck again, at Ham.

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

Ham, dropping to the floor, evaded the hand. He rolled to one side, got hisfeet under him, whipped
upright.

Ooal glared a them.
"Thegoggles" hesadflatly. "Throw methe black gogglesor I will kill you dl!"

Doc Savage spokein Mayan. His hands went into his pocket, came out and were clasped behind him.
Hetook asingle step backward. After that, he stood till. A surprising thing happened.

The long, skeletd frame of Ool went down like abag of bones collapsing. Hisfiat eyes blinked shut; the
gaunt head flopped forward on its stringy neck; the legs bent at the knees, and belay as till asif in



desth.

DOC turned, walked over and hoisted awindow. For a space of about forty seconds neither he nor his
aldes said anything, but smply stood and regarded each other.

Monk went over and, with afoot, reached out exploringly and stirred afew fine particles of glasson the
floor where Doc Savage had been standing when Ool went down. There were crystd -- glinting
particles, such as might have been made by the shattering of avery smal eectric light bulb.

Docsad, "All right.”

He, aswdl asMonk and Ham, breathed deeply; it became apparent that from the time Doc had uttered
the wordsin Mayan, they had al three been holding their breath.

Asamatter of fact, Doc's words had been awarning to Monk and Ham that he was going to bresk a
tiny glass anaesthetic bomb on the floor. The anaesthetic was one developed by Monk, disseminating
amogt ingtantaneoudy into the air, and powerful enough to produce unconsciousness at the first whiff.

The gas became ineffective after mixing with fresh air, but the effect upon one who had aready bresthed
it would not wear off for sometime.

"Wadll, that'sthat,” Ham said. He adjusted his necktie and brushed his trousers which had collected dust
when herolled on the floor to e ude Ool'sweird right hand.

Monk pawed hisown jaw. "The guy sure wanted that black goggle doo-dad. He had a chance to get
away, but he wouldn't leave without ‘em.”

Doc walked across and stood looking down at Ool's prostrate form. Monk and Ham pressed close at
hissde.

Ham remarked, in avoice heavy with disbelief: "Y es, Sr, he'seven uglier than you are, Monk. | don't
know how it's possible, but heidl"

"Y ou clothesrack!" Monk growled. ™Y ou don't know masculine beauty when you see some. | exude
virility, | do! I'm an example of the dominant male.”

AsDoc leaned over Ool, that gpparently sensdessindividua became charged with appdling vigor. Ool's
knees doubled under him and he sprang furioudly to hisfeet. At the same split-second his deadly right
hand moccasined out toward Doc.

It was something absol utely new to the experience of Doc Savage and his aides. Never had aman who
had gone down under the spell of the anaesthetic bombs, risen so soon

A bronze flash, Doc backed to avoid the mysterious touch of Ool's mother-of-pearl fingers. He
succeeded in hurtling clear, and in doing o, his corded arms, sweeping out, thrust Monk and Ham
behind him to temporary safety.

"Get in the other room," Doc ordered Monk and Ham, his flake-gold eyes remaining fixed on the
crouching Oal.

"Aw, Doc -- " Monk started a protest.

"Get in there and shut the door," Doc repeated; and when his aides did not move fast enough, he lunged,
using both mighty armsto shove them through into the next room.



Hetossed Ool's strange gogglesin after them. Then he dammed the door behind them.

INSIDE the other room, cut off from Doc, Ham and Monk reared to their feet and tried the door. The
force of their combined body-jolts shuddered, but did not open the chromium-ribbed door inits stedl
frame.

"He'slocked usin herel™ Monk bellowed. "Hey, Doc!"
He banged his gnarled fists againgt the unyielding door.
"He'sin theredonel™ Ham shouted.

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

From the outer room, Ool'sflat voice came clearly.
"One man dready to-night | have killed for these goggles” heintoned. "Now | kill another.”
Ham and Monk quit pounding, numbed momentarily by aflesh-crawling dreed.

Following.Oal's pronuncement, muffled sounds came under the door. Feet padded. A body thudded. A
chair overturned. Then there was a chilling sound, unnamable adry clacking more than anything else.

Ham clutched Monk by the arm. "That sound It'sthat -- that ghoul -- laughing!"
"Yeah," Monk said thickly. "Y egh."

The eerie clacking laugh faded away. Feet paitered. The patterings grew quickly fainter. The hal door
dammed.

Ham and Monk commenced furious fist-batterings against their own door.
"Doc!" Their voices crashed together. "Doc! Areyou there?'

The only sound. now was the interminable police broadcast coming in over the short-wave set. The
announcer was repesating an earlier broadcast.

" -- Dimiter Daikoff, murderer, escgped from Chicago jail, believed to bein hiding in Manhattan. His
description: A big man, wakswith alimp, asear danting downward across his neck from the lobe of his
right ear -- "

The radio voice crackled on and on, while Monk and Ham endeavored to get out of the room.
Chapter 5. THE MYSTERIOUS MURDERER

SIXTH AVENUE by day isaworking man's street. The children who scamper there between the
whed s of automobile traffic, the men and women who swarm over itsgrimy sidewalks, giveit adegree of
friendly warmth.

But late at night, denuded of its human adornments, the avenue lies stark and ugly. Occasiond rats haunt
itssdewak garbage cans. And another breed of rodent, more vicious, comesto lifein curtain-drawn
back rooms.

Ooal wasthe only human figurein sight on the dim street. A lean cat, dirty-furred, claw-scarred and with



most of one ear missing, legped down to the sdewalk from asour smelling garbage can and dunk into
shadows at Ool's approach.

The cat was hardly more sinister thin Ool asthe whitefaced n moved aong through the night with
his characteristic animal prowl, gaunt head hunched far forward, spidery arms dangling.

He dowed his pace as he came to a spot where asickly glow of light seeped over the sdewalk from the

half curtained windows of abarroom. Dingy yellow lettering on the window glass proclaimed the placeto
be "Bill Noonan's Tavern." Ool paused long enough at the door to flash covert glancesin both directions,
then entered, scuffed through gray sawdust covering the floor and approached the bar.

A fat Negro, his head seemingly ahal perched on hismultiplicity of chins, dozed on astool near the cash
register. He opened one red-rimmed eye as 001 approached.

"Areyou Ham-hock Piney?' Ool questioned.

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

"Dat'sright, boss" he said. "Ham-hock Piney, dat'sme."

"l want to see Watches Bowen," Ool stated.

The Negro yawned cavernoudy, said nothing.

"Did you understand me?* Ool snapped.

"Cou'se | understan’," the Negro grinned. "What you want me to do about it-put afly in your beer?'
Ooal expressed quick anger. Asthough propelled without volition, hisright hand started drifting about.

The Negro laughed deepily, said softly, "All right. Ah see yo' knows de passsign. Yo' can go on up.
Take dat door in de back. Go up de only stepsyo'll see.”

A MINUTE later, facing Watches Bowen in the mobster's top-floor hideout, Ool said, "Y ou had better
give your watchdogs more explicit ingtructions concerning me.”

"Ham-hock?' Watches laughed, and histhick hand hovered near the gold watch chain which sprawled
across hisvest. "He'sdl right. Sicker than you'd think."

A man hunched in anear-by chair, rattled the pages of aracing form which draped across hislap. He
was amouse of aman, small. He seemed intent on doping out a possible track winner, when, in redity,
hisferret eyes never left Ool. Concedled by the form sheet, hisright hand gripped afla automatic.

At an ailcloth-covered table on the opposite side of the room, three men killed time with cards.
Occasionally, they flashed curious glances a Ool and Watches. These men were dl young, deek,
barber-shop groomed. Each smoked, and there was a hard calmnessin their manner.

Weatches jerked hishead a Ool. "Let'stalk private," he sad.

The suave mobster moved to the far corner of the room, Ool following closely.
Ool questioned blankly, "Are you not afraid he might miss me at this distance?’
"Who?'



"Thelittlemanin the chair.”

Watches blesk eyesditted, and his hand swerved ingtinctively back to hiswatch chain.

"Y ou don't miss much, do you?" he grunted.

"Not much," Ooal said. "Y ou do not trust me?

"It'snot that," Watches said. "We were afraid acop might tag you in. | don't take chances."
"Who isthe man with the racing form and the gun?' Ool asked.

"Honey Hamilton," Watches said proudly. "He can shoot fly specks off a hundred-wait bulb.”
"That isan exaggeration?'

"A little, maybe." Watches grinned. "What've you been up to?'

"l have," said Oal, "suffered amisfortune.”

"Didn't | tell you not to monkey with Doc Savage." Watches unclipped atimepiece and fumbled it. " Just
how had isthe Situation?"

Ool began to speak. Hisvoice was like the intonation of a phonograph which possessed no qualities of
tone whatever; hiswords were so flat that at times they were hardly understandable. He told of hisgoing
to the water-front warehouse-hanger, of his capture, of exactly what had happened theresfter.

"This Doc Savage locked histwo men in an inner room in his headquarters,” hefinished. "The bronze
man and | fought. For atime, he evaded my right hand. He pursued me down to the street. His speed is
amost unbdievable.”

"Y ou sure? Y ou'd have to be good to shake those men who work with Savage."

From the hall, behind the closed door, sounded the scrape of numerousfeet. A singlefist pounded
heavily on thedoor.

"Open up!" avoice bawled. Honey Hamilton had been stationed at acleverly concedled loopholein the
wall. Theloophole looked out upon the hallway and was of asize to permit insertion of agun snout.

The mousdike little man cupped his hand to his mouth and hissed back to Watches, "It's coppers!”

"JOHN LAWS!" Watches mumbled increduloudy, then whedled upon Odl. "Thisisyour doing! They've
got you tagged for the Beery Hosner job! Y ou let them see you comein herel™

Ooal shrugged. "That isimpossible.”

"Then some stool tipped them." Watches shook his head violently. "Nix. No pigeonsget alineon me. I'm
careful about that. How in the devil did they know you're here?”’

The pounding on the door continued. The hollow, metallic qudity of the soundswas an indication that the
door wasin reality an armored pand.

"Let'sblow," Honey Hamilton suggested uneasily. Watches nodded, and leaped to aside door. Thisgave
into anarrow hal which in turn led to aflight of steps angling downward. They started to descend these
steps.



"Shure; and you can comer-right down,” said astrong Irish voice from below. "But it'd be hedthiest if
you'd throw your guns down firg."

"Damn!" Watches gritted. "They've got the back way blocked. Now we areinajam!™

The men retreated to the room and closed both doors. Honey Hamilton pried up acleverly hinged floor
board and lifted out a submachine gun. He posted himsdlf a the loophole.

Watches ran over to the window and looked out. There was another building somethirty feet distant.
There were windowsin thewal. But no man could jump that distance.

Then Watches snapped back hastily. He had glimpsed a uniformed policeman in the court below. The
officer waslooking up, balancing a heavy service revolver suggestively in one hand.

"Y ou birds had better get wise to yourselves,” the cop called. "Weve got you surrounded!™

Watcheslooked at Ool speculatively. Then | touched him and he staggered back and collapsed. | came
here"

Watches swallowed twice. "Doc Savage is dead?'
"Heis" Ool said, emphaticaly.

WATCHES seemed to be thinking deeply. His bregthing was heavy. He polished the watches on both
ends of the chain, then compared their time with that shown by his two wrist watches, found one of the
wrist watches afew seconds off, and made a correction.

"What was the idea of the song and dance about the Lenderthorn Expedition?’ he asked.
Oal shrugged. "It ispart of my plan.”

Watches put out adisgusted jaw. "Y our plan! Say, don't | rate on this? Y ou go ahead with a scheme
that'saswild ashdll, and you don't give meagander a it. | don't likeit! Whao's running this, anyway?'

"You," said Ooal, "and I."

Watches put the timepieces back in his pockets and began to curse. He sworein alow voice, but
venomoudy and without repesting himsdlf.

"What asweet mess," hefinished. "Doc Savage has those goggles?”
Ooal began, "l haveaplan-- "
Somewherein the room abuzzer whizzed twice, loudly and jarringly.

Watches stiffened. The three men playing cards pushed back from the table with such quick violence that
the stacked chips washed over the oilcloth and spilled on the floor. Even mousdike "Honey™" Hamilton
sngpped from histilted chair, forgetting to keep his gun conced ed benesth the form shest.

Ooal, alone, showed no perturbation.
"What isit?" he asked.

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



"Maybe," Ool ventu red, "Ham-hock went to deep and kicked it accidentally.”
"Not achance! That fat devil isnever degpy, and not as harmless as he looks.
Then color faded out of Watches florid face.

"What isthe matter?' Ool asked. "You look sick.”

"Listen," Watches Bowen demanded hoarsdly, "did you go dumb and leave Doc Savage's men trail you
down here?'

"l did not. | was careful to come in aroundabout way."
Ool seemed to read hismind.

"Y ou can turn me over to the police,” he said dowly. "No doubt they will then hold you on no charge
more serious than that of possessing weapons.”

Watches shook his head. "I'm not that kind of aguy. Anyhow, think | wantalose my cut in afew
millions?'

Ooal shrugged. "It seemsthereisnothing for usto do but fight.”

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

Watchesyeled, "Wdll, are you gonnastand there and | et them?”

Honey Hamilton spread abenign look over hisface as he shoved the submachine gun snout through the
loophole and hisfinger sought the trigger. But he never discharged bullets.

Therewas an ear-plitting crack. Sted splintersflew like shrapnd over theroom. A screaming fragment
crashed abottle of whisky, went entirely through the tabletop and sank into the floor. Another ripped
Watches coat deeve from wrist to ebow.

Honey Hamilton tumbled backward off his chair; blood began to well from gashes on hisface and
shoulders. He lay prone, pawing at his bloody face.

Watches squawled at him, "What happened?

"They cut loose at the loophole from outsde!” Honey gulped. "A bullet must have walked into the muzzle
of my typewriter. Jammed in the barrel. Blew the breech dl to hdl|!™

He dumped down on the floor. Watcheslet him lie, and glared wildly at the loophole. Then he scuttled to
one sde. One of the policemen in the hal had thrust agun barrdl through the loophole from the outside.
He could not fire and do any damage, because the angle was not right, but the loophole was effectively

plugged.
Watches pulled helplesdy at hisgold vest chain. "What alulu werein," he groaned.

They stood there, nerve-taut, anxious. Outsde in the hdl, a soft roaring began and grew louder, and after
abit, theinsde of the door started smoking. The police were using a cutting torch on the armor plate

pand.
Watches groaned, "We ain't got a chanceto fight -- "



"Hey, there!" called an entirely new voice.
FOR amoment, they could not |locate the voice; then they spun, and after that they stared unbelievingly.

Acrossthe thirty-foot space between the two buildings, awindow was open. A man leaned from that
window. He was a dark-skinned man, very big, smooth-shaven, with very dark eyes, black hair and a
scar which started at the lobe of hisright ear and danted down across his neck. His appearance was
utterly villainous.

In his hands, the man held acoail of fire hose of the type often affixed to red sinsde office buildings.

Watches ran to the window, looked out and down cautioudy. He could see the policemaninthe dley
below. The bluecoat was sprawled out, motionless on the grimy concrete.

"Get amove on, you birds," snapped the big, scarred man acrossthedley. "Or are you interested?”
"Hell, yes!" Watches exploded. "Toss usthe end of that hose!"

The big man hurled the hose, missed thefirgt time, but on the second try, Watches seized it, drew it insde
and knotted it to aradiator.

Hand over hand, the men started coming across. They were not interrupted. The policeman below inthe
dley did not tir. Thelarge, dark man with the scar voiced only asingle word.

"Hurry," he said, and led the flight. The swarthy fellow had a pronounced limp.

Like rats deserting a sinking ship, Watches Bowen's gang swung gingerly across the hose span and
through the window. Honey Hamilton, the last to attempt the crossing, suddenly discovered that, dueto
hiswounds, he was incgpable of making it.

"Go on," hegrowled. "I'll keep the cops entertained.”
"Don't beafool!" snapped the big, dark man.

He swung out over the span, grunting and straining with the effort, and got hislegs around Honey
Hamilton. Then began the return journey.

It was aremarkable feat, for the dark man held Honey gripped in hislegs, suspended in the air above the
aley. The hose sagged and groaned as, hand over hand, the dark man pitted his gigantic strength against
the swaying. But dowly, like acable car over aquarry, he finaly made the other side with hiswounded
burden.

Honey Hamilton, weak with relief now that the trip was over, made awry grin. "Thanks, guy. Remind
me, if | should happen to forget that sometime.”

AN hour or more later, Watches Bowen was relaxing in another of his numerous hangouts-afifty-foot
cabin cruiser tied up a a City Idand dock. A bottle of Watches eighty-year-old Napoleon brandy
contributed subgtantidly to hisrelaxing; by the time he had drained athird glass, he had recovered much
of hisold suave manner.

Slumped near Watches, on an over-suffed berth, the three deek, hard, young gunmen were engaged
with afresh deck of cards.

In the same room, the big, dark stranger who had come so mysterioudly to their rescue was doing an
excellent job of bandaging Honey Hamilton's wounds.



Ooal sat on another berth, as motionless asif he were dead, except for an occasiond twitch from his
weird right hand.

From forward in another cabin came the soft drone of a short-wave radio loud-speaker. It was giving
police broadcasts.

" -- repesting pickup order number one, naught, naught, seven, two," said theradio. "Dimiter Daikoff,
who escaped two days ago from a Chicago jail and is believed to bein New Y ork. Daikoff isalarge
man with alimp. Has dark skin and eyes, and a scar on his neck, on theright Side. Reported to be
dangerous.”

Watches Bowen, in the act of drinking more brandy, made an explosive sound and shot afine spray of
the stuff through histeeth. He choked and coughed.

"So that'swho you arel™ he gulped, eying the dark, bulky man who had saved them from the police trap.
The stranger looked up from his bandaging.
"Right," he said quietly.

Then the man stood up. He held his head proudly. His black eyes flashed with an dmost fanatica glitter.
Thelight from the overhead dectric bulb glowed on the smooth skin covering his high cheek bones. Like
many of hisrace, this man's cheek bones were so prominent that his cheekslooked hollow. They were
thrown into shadow.

" am no murderer! he proclaimed tragically. "1 smply liquidate one who wastraitor to our party. I,
Dimiter Daikoff, am no crimind. In my country, | would be honored, receive amedd. But here, they hunt
melikeanimd.”

Watches shrugged tolerantly. "That's al right by me, brother. One turn rates another. Y ou can hang
around if you want to."

"Thank you." The big man bent again to histask of mercy. "l annokiller. | an apatriot.”

"Onething I'd like to know, though," Watches continued, "is how in the hell did you happen to show up
just when we needed you."

Dimiter Daikoff smiled gravely. "That issmple. | was hiding next door. When | heard the shots, | thought
it was mysdlf that the police were after. | struck unconscious the officer who was on guard inthe dley.
Then | saw it was you that they sought. | do not like policemen. They do not know the difference
between a patriot who came here to the United States and €liminated one who had been athieving
government official of his own country-the police do not know such a patriot from acommon murderer. |
hate them for it. So | help you."

Watches gtretched luxuriantly and grinned.
"What aswell thing hate can be sometimes” he said.

DURING the course of the next severd hours, the men loitered aboard the boat. Dimiter Daikoff fitted
into the Situation as naturally as abig house dog. He came and went about the boat, administering to
Honey Hamilton and preparing drinks and sandwiches.

Eventudly Watches and Oaol went into ahuddle in the forecastle.



Honey and the two younger gunmen were deeping and Dimiter Daikoff, the self-claimed patriot, was
washing dishesin the gdley. so there did not seem to be reason for undue secrecy, but Watches and Ooal,
nevertheless, kept their voiceslowered.

Severd times the name of Doc Savage, -and the phrase "black goggles,” was audible, however. It would
have been gpparent to any one interested that they were carefully planning amove againgt Doc Savage's
men, believing Doc to be dead.

When they finished their conference, they awakened the others and departed. Honey Hamilton could
walk.

"Y ou can stay here and play admiral until we get back," Watchestold Daikoff.

The ingtant the gunmen were out of sight, Daikoff strode to the forecastle where Watches and Ool had
held their whispered conversation, and from the ventilator removed asmall compact dictograph device
which had been lowered there. Then be proceeded to wind up alength of fine wire attached to the
dictograph, wire asfine as hair, and hence practicaly unnoticeable. It ran back to where Daikoff had
been dishwashing inthe gdley.

Watches and Ool might have been worried, certainly they would have been surprised, if they had known
that their whisperd plotting against Doc Savage's men had been overheard by the big man.

Stowing the dictaphone device away in his pocket, Dimiter Daikoff hurriedly |eft the boat.
Chapter 6. THE SCARED EXPLORER

FIVE men stood in the early morning sun which streamed through the "hedlth glass’ windows of Doc
Savage's eighty-sixth floor headquarters. Two of the five were Monk and Ham. And for oncein their
lives, the hairy chemist and the dapper lawyer were finding themsdlves aligned on the same side of the
argument.

The men on the other Side of the argument were Doc Savage's other three aides, familiarly known as
"Johnny," "Long Tom" and "Renny.”

"Holy cow!" Renny roared. "Y ou mean to stand there and tell us Doc may be dead?”

Renny, or Colonel John Renwick, as his engineering associates knew him, had along, puritanical face.
Hewasinches over six feet tal, and weighed in the neighborhood of two hundred and fifty pounds. His
great frame gave the appearance of being composed mostly of bone. But the redlly remarkable thing
about him were hisfigs. Each was composed of fully, aquart of bone and gristle.

"Locked in aroom while Doc went up againgt this guy with the funny white hand, were you!" Renny
boomed. "Why didn't you bust out?"

He swung one of hishugefistsasif by way of demonstration. It was Renny's boast that no wooden door
was made with apane so strong that he could not shatter it with one blow of thosefids.

Monk and Ham squirmed.
"Blagtit, we did!" Monk groaned. "It took time. When we got out, both Doc and this guy were gonel”
A mildly scholastic voice put in, "Not an empyrean collocation of circumstances.”

The spesker was Johnny, or William Harper Littlgjohn, aman who never used a smal word when he had



timeto think of alarge one, and aso aman who was one of the greatest living archaeologists and
geologists. Johnny was very tal, and thin as Old Man Death himself, and he carried, on aribbon, a
monoclewhich wasin actudity apowerful magnifier.

Thefifth of Doc Savage's aides was a thin man with askin the color of amushroom. He looked about as
unhedlthy asaman could look. Asameatter of fact, he had never beenill in hislife, and could, if occasion
cdled for it, whip nine out of every ten men he chanced to meet on astrest.

Hewas Mgor Thomas J. Roberts, eectrical wizard extraordinary. He was more often known smply as
"Long Torn," aname he had annexed long ago after adisastrous experiencein trying to make use of a
rusted "long tom" cannon of buccaneer vintage.

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

"Exactly,” Monk agreed.
"He gave nologica explanation of why he was prowling around the hangar?* Long Tom persisted.
"He said he knew held get caught and brought to Doc, if you call that logical,” Monk snorted.

"That man,”" Long Toni pointed out, "answers the description of afellow who murdered a gangster named
Beery Hosner last night. He is supposed to have waved hisright hand at Beery Hosner, an the man
dropped dead.”

"Hewas great at waving that right hand,” Monk agreed gloomily. "1 dunno just what kind of devilment
was connected with theway hedid it."

Suddenly, from somewhere outs de the reception room door, came aburst of scuffling. Then along,
drawn screech of terror reached them. There was something about the screech which put a strange
feding around theroots of their hair.

"I'll he guperama gamated!" exploded big-worded Johnny.
"Holy cow!" echoed Renny.
Each had used his pet exclamation for moments of great excitement.

ALL lunged for the door. Ham, with his sword cane, wasfirst outside, with big-fisted Renny and the
others crowding him close. The corridor was empty. All elevator doors were closed, and the indicators
showed that no cages were on that floor. They ran for the stairs.

Halfway down, at the turn of the flight, they encountered a man who was scuttling upward.
"Help!" the man screeched. "Help!”

The fleeing man had no hat. Histhick gray hair flopped over hisforehead. He had a close-cropped gray
mustache, and was wearing smoked glasses.

To al gppearances panic-gricken, he flung himsdaf upon Ham, who was still leading. The man waslarger
than Ham, but he cringed close to tile lawyer, like awhipped dog.

"Who's after you?' Renny swung his hugefigs.

Hedid not have long to wait for an answer. Men charged around the corner of the tair landing, coming



from bel ow with such speed that they piled up thefirst few steps before they noticed Doc's aides.

The speed with which they stopped was ludicrous. Evidently they had expected to find one fear-crazed
man. Now they were confronted by five men, not at al scared.

Whedling back without warning, those in front collided with those who pushed close from behind. Three
of themenfel, sprawling in fantastic fashion.

"Keep them away!" the fleeing man pleaded. "Theyll kill me!™
Renny bellowed, and pitched his two hundred and fifty pounds of brawn down the steps.

Hisfigsflailed. One man went back under his pile-driver blows. His sheer hurtling weight downed
another. Renny bored on. A man on hisback drove aviciouskick at theinsde of Renny's knee. Renny
fdl heavily, adding his own thrashing limbsto the writhing tangle aready on the floor.

Doc's other four aides, lunging after Renny, smacked blowsin al directions. They did not, however, do
al the battering. They took terrific jolts from fists. The foes knew how to fight.

But they had been taken at a disadvantage. They were forced back along the corridor -- al except one
bent-eared man who was rolling on the floor, locked in agorilla-grip with Renny.

When thefighting reached the region of the elevator shaft, one of the men swerved, jammed athumb
againgt the button which brought Doc Savage's speed eevator up.

"Back of me, men!" heyeled. "Lemmetake 'em!"
The other men quit fighting, lesped back.

The man who had pressed the buzzer wrenched arevolver out of his pocket and leveled down at his
crowding enemies. His fellowswere out of the way, backed tip againgt the evator door, so the gun
could cover Doc's aides,

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

Doc's ades stood tense and glaring. There was nothing they could do. Any move might draw bulletsfrom
that menacing revolver. It would be hard for the gunman to miss.

A soft click announced the arrivd of the eevator. The doors fanned open.
"Ingdel" the man with the gun ordered his men.
But the men did not get inside.

A BRONZE cyclone seemed to boil out of the evator. The man nearest the door was engulfed.
Y anked shoulder-high, he was hurled shrieking, upon his companions. He crashed into the gun widlder,
knocked him down.

The bronze cyclone moved on. There was blurred motion. Men went down like shingles wind-whipped
from abarn.

Doc Savage, who had been riding the evator up, waded through them with his cable-corded fids.

Sprawled on the floor, the gun-toter jerked up hisrevolver an instant before the bronze man crashed
through to reach him. The gun belched thunder. The dug creased an ugly red furrow along Doc's



muscle-rippled neck, dammed on to his over Monk's rusty nubbin of a head and spanged into the
corridor wall.

Doc frozein histracks.
"All right," he said quietly. "Don't shoot again. Y ou win.

Doc's salf-possessed manner seemed to have amiraculoudly quieting effect on the gunman. He held his
fire and threw an order to hismen.

"Inthe devator -- quickly!"

He saw them dl ingde while he hdd Doc and hisfive aides off with the gun. With alast menacing flourish
of the wesgpon, he leaped insde himsalf. The door did shut. The eevator sucked, swishing, downward.

Monk leaped to ring the buzzer for one of theregular elevators.
"WEell ride thisdown," he roared.
Doc waved him away. "L et them go, Monk."

Doc's aides stared, completely mystified. It had baffled them enough when Doc quit fighting, and now for
him to cdmly dlow the assail antsto get away was

Renny cracked his huge fists together.

"Holy cow!" he boomed. "What's the idea? Where you been, Doc? We thought you were dead.”
The bronze man answered with aquestion. "What started this?*

"A fellow let out abelow and came charging up the steps,” Monk explained.

"Whereis he now?'

"Hiding in your office, Doc," Long Tom volunteered.

"Wewill tak to him," Doc said. "Ham, you stay behind here and tdl a straight-sounding story to any
office workerswho might investigate the shots.”

"That shyster,” Monk grunted, "can talk fast enough to make any one believe them shotswasjust a
stenographer popping her chewing gum.”

Ham flourished his sword cane and glared at Monk.
THE bronze man and hisfour aidesfiled into the eighty-sixth floor headquarters. They looked around.

Carefully caculated training had rendered Doc Savage capable of concedling al emotion. He showed no
emotion now. That was not true of the others. They showed aVast surprise.

"Well, I'll be superamalgamated!” Johnny gasped.
"Whereisyour stranger?' Doc questioned.

Monk blinked small eyes. "He was here!"

"He must be here!™ Johnny put in.



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

Doc strode across the deep-piled Oriental rug and threw open the door to the adjoining room. It was
spacious, lined from floor to celling with crammed booksheves. It was Doc Savage's scientific library, a
collection of tomes amost without equd.

Beyond was another room, larger, aroom of fantastically shaped glass flasks and beakers, banked test
tubes, brightly colored chemicasin bottles. Massive dectric furnaces, testing machines, and chemical
apparatus crowded the floor space. It was the bronze man's workshop-laboratory.

Doc and his men entered quietly. Their feet on the acid-resisting composition floor gave off no sound.
Thisfact enabled them to make a discovery.

Beside an opened glass case, his broad back toward them, stood the man who had fled from the thugs.
He was bent over, examining something.

"Find something interesting?’ Doc questioned, in aquiet tone.

The man whirled so quickly that ashock of hisgray hair cascaded down over the smoked glasses which
hewore. Hisleft hand went behind him.

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

The stranger was holding at his back the goggles which Ham and Monk had taken from Oal, the
skeleton-thin prowler on the hangar roof the night before.

Doc held the gogglesloosdly.
"Were you interested in these?" he asked.
"Yes-- no!" the man sammered.

"Y ou will notice that they are unusua,” Doc went on. "The lenses are fully two inchesin thickness, and
black -- so black that no light penetrates them.”

"l -- 1 picked them up by mistake," the man said, alittle hoarsdly. "My own smoked glassesfdl off. |
don't see wdll without them. The light hurts my eyes -- snow blindness. | picked these of yoursup by
mistake. For aminute | thought they were mine.”

Doc turned the black-lensed goggles over in hisgreat sengtive hand.
"Thisflexible materid in which the lenses areimbedded -- can you identify it?" he asked the stranger.
"I don't know anything about them,” the man declared. "1 picked them up by mistake -- *

"The material seemsto befish skin,” Doc said. "It somewhat resembles the skin of a species of degp-sea
fish with ahabitat in the Arctic Ocean."

"I'm not interested in the goggles,” the man reiterated earnestly. "I'm only interested in my life. | came here
to get away from men who would havekilled me."

He peered intently through his own smoked glasses a the faces of Doc's men. "Are they gone now --
those men in the hall? Are they gone?"



"They decamped,” Renny boomed sourly.
"Y our perambulations are imperspicuous,” said big-worded Johnny.

"He means,” said Monk, who could seldom resist interpreting Johnny's verbiage, “that we want to know
what you were snooping around in herefor?”

"Please don't mistake my intentions, gentlemen,” the man said earnestly. He steadied his nervous gaze on
Doc. "l confess| wasterror-stricken. When | ran in here, my only ideawasto get asfar as possible from
those thugs. When they attacked me, | was on my way to see Doc Savage. Y ou are Doc Savage?'

"Right," Doc said. He replaced the black goggles on the shelf and closed the glass door.

The stranger cast one brief glance at the goggles. Histhick hand waved out toward them.

"If they're so valuable," he said, "I should think you'd put them in asafe place.”

Doc shrugged. "They do not look valuable. Who would want them? They are safe here Come on."”
Through the impressive laboratory, through the library with its smell of paper, Doc led the way.
The stranger settled back in acomfortable chair in the outer office.

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

"Gray Forestay!" Long Tom gaculated.

"Now don't tell us,” Monk cut in sarcasticaly, "that you are the sole survivor of an attack by black
thingd"

The gray-haired stranger stared blankly.
"Now how did you know that?" he exploded.
Now that the man had control of himsdlf, hisvoice was 10 longer hoarse, hut softly resonant, smooth.

Doc explained. "Last night aman came here who represented himsalf as Gray Forestay, only surviving
member of the Lenderthorn Expedition. He stated that his party, on the pack ice north of Canada, had
been set upon by weird shapeless things-black things.”

"But | am Gray Forestay!" the other wailed. "I accompanied the Lenderthorn Expedition! And that is
precisaly what happened!”

"Black thingsand al?' Monk demanded skeptically. A shudder coursed over the man's sturdy bulk. "The
mysterious black assailants, | assure you, gentlemen, are very real and no joking matter.”

"Y ou saw them yoursdf?' Monk demanded.
"I saw them." The man gripped the arms of his chair. Histone was rather desperately defiant.
"Wheat did they look like?"

The man seemed to be searching for words. He spoke findly. "They were-shapeless, black, like ghosts.
Thereisno other way to say it. Thereis nothing to compare them with. They are not redl. And yet they
arered. | saw them. They came from nowhere."



"From nowhere?' Monk scoffed.

"They just appeared. They stayed only for amoment. Then they disappeared. Maybe | went out of my
head. | don't know. Thefirst thing | redized was my comrades were gone. All of them gone. And no
trace-- "

The man reached up to clutch fiercely at histhick mop of gray hair. His pudgy fingers brushed over his
gray mustache.

"l an not old -- only thirty-six. | got likethisdl in asingle day-in asingle hour!"
A tense slence followed the impass oned account. Even Monk was impressed.

"The man reached in hisinsde coat pocket. There was a crinkling sound as he drew out asheaf of
papers. He got up, walked across and handed the papersto Doc Savage.

"Here are some letters -- documents,” he said. "They establish my identity.”

The bronze man examined the papers.

His expression remained enigmatic. But his decision was apparent when he looked up and said:
"Forestay, do you know who it was that came here last night representing himsdlf to be you?”
Theman shook hishead. "I haven't an ideain the world who it could have been."

"Who were your attackersin the halway?'

"The man turned up the pams of hishandsin an inginctive gesture of helplessness. "I haven't anideain
the world about that either. The attack came as acomplete surprise.”

"Somebody, obvioudy, who sought to keep you from seeing me."

"Obvioudy. But who, | do not know. They attacked mefirst in the lobby of the building. | got away and
ducked into an eevator. They took another elevator. | got out two flights below thisfloor, thinking to
elude them. They got out after me. | finally escaped them again when your men cameto my rescue.”

Doc asked, "Y ou can add nothing more that might be of help?’

"Nothing -- except, now that | have collected my wits, | do not believe they meant to kill me," the man
said dowly. "Not then, at any rate. They had chancesto kill me. But they seemed to be trying to take me
dive"

"A kidnaping?'
"Soit would appear.”
Doc Savage fixed his gaze upon the man. "And you came to see me, Mr. Forestay -- why?'

"To get your aid in asearch for my comrades of the vanished L enderthorn Expedition,” theman said. "To
solvethe mystery of the black lantsin the Arctic, whatever they were. With your dirigible, it would
be possible to land on the ice pack and make an extended search.”

"You know | have adirigible?' Doc asked.

"It wasin the newspapers,” the other replied. "It isanew and quite remarkable ship, only recently



delivered to you."
Doc was slent amoment. ™Y ou think your fellows on the expedition il live?”

"I am not sure,”" the other said soberly. "But there is a chance. Something happened to them. | do not
know what. A search should be made. | owe them that."

"l see," Doc said dowly.
The gray-haired man became very earnest.

"l am only doing what any other man would do," he said levelly. "If such athing as| have described
happened to your own comrades, you would leave nothing undone to find out what occurred, and to help
them, if possible. Isthat not true?' "Itis" Doc admitted.

"Will you help me?' the other asked bluntly.
"Wewill hepyou,” Doc said just as promptly.

The man rushed across to seize Doc Savage's hand.
"Thank you!" he exploded fervently. "Thank you!"
He wrung the bronze man's hand.

"My menand | -- thesix of us" Doc Stated, "are having lunch thismorning at eleven o'clock in the Cafe
Orientd downgtairs. We would be glad to have you join us. We can go over the details.”

The man bowed respectfully. "I appreciate the honor. | regret | cannot be there. Later

"If you change your mind," Doc said, "you'l find us at atable near the door."

After the man had gone Monk blurted, "Hey, Doc, what's the idea? Y ou know | don't like chop-suey?"
"| doubt that we will do much eating,” Doc told him

WATCHES BOWEN and his men had returned to the cruiser moored at a City Idand wharf.

They went into ahuddle. Watchesincluded them dl -- Ool, Honey Hamilton, the three deek, hard young
men, the obese Negro "Hamhock™" Piney, and severa newcomers, members of the organization.

Thetragic-faced dark giant, Dimiter Daikoff, was back aboard.

Watches, when he camein, greeted Daikoff with loud good humor, an indication that things had gone
well.

"You're good luck for me, my patriotic friend,” Watches said, and gave Daikoff afriendly dap onthe
back.

Daikoff'stragic black eyesrolled their gratefulness for this comradely consideration; in the manner of a
dog delightedly fetching its master's dippers, he eased swiftly around the place, repesatedly filling glasses
for everybody from Watches supply of Napoleon brandy.

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



Dimiter Daikoff, easing around unobtrusively, filling glasses, emptying ash trays, heard much.
Chapter 7. BLUE LIGHTNING

TWO hoursfollowing the boat conference, a hard-lipped, ferret-eyed young man stood on abusy New
Y ork street corner in front of the Cafe Oriental. He casudly stretched hisarms and alowed thefive
fingers of one hand to stand out, widespread. The other hand he kept closed, except for asingle finger. It
wasacautioussgnal.

A black sedan which wasralling dong through the traffic, angled to the curb. The man next the driver
was a husky Negro, whose chunk of a head seemed perched atop his numerous chins.

The sedan driver said, "O.K.?"

Ham-hock Piney muttered softly: "Dat Doc Savage and al five o' hisoutfit must bein de eatin’ house.
Swdll -- degant, Ah cdlsit.”

Ham-hock got out. Three other men piled out of the rear. The driver whedled hack into the traffic stream.
The overdressed young man who had stood in front of the restaurant joined them asthey walked briskly
aong the pavement and turned into the impressve skyscraper of gleaming metad and granite, which
towered nearly ahundred storiesinto the air, and which housed Doc Savage's headquarters.

They entered the express eevator.

"Eighty-six," Ham-hock said.

"Doc Savage'sfloor?' the evator operator queried by way of verification.
"Dd'sright."

At the eighty-sixth floor stop, one of the men shoved an automeatic in the operator'sribs and said, "We
stay here and wait, you and me, with the elevator.”

Ham-hock led the other men acrossthe corridor. They stopped in front of the door to Doc Savage's
office. There was a note pinched in the door. It read:

"Lunching downgtairsin the Cafe Orientd.”
Doc'svisitors stared at each other.
Ham-hock shrugged ponderoudy. "Come on.”

They opened the door and pushed inside. Ham-hock led the way over the deep carpet to the library
door. He pushed experimentdly on the chrome-sted pandls.

"Here'swheretrouble starts," he grunted. " Ease that soup and soap out your pocket, Squirrel, and well
get busy.”

"Squirrel™ Dorgan -- so-called because of hislong, pointed fronta teeth-took aphia of nitroglycerine and
apiece of yelow laundry soap out of his pocket. He went to work expertly preparing to blow the door.

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

The door swung open.



Squirrd stared stupidly. One of the others cursed softly. Ham-hock thoughtfully massaged his many
chins

"Hell! Lookslikeaplant!" Squirrel Dorgan breathed.

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

SQUIRREL DORGAN peered insde thelibrary. The utter silence of the place, the thousands of solidly
shelved books, seemed to oppress him. His pointed teeth nipped hisdack lips.

"I'm for blowin'," he said nervoudly.
Ham-hock growled. "We come heah to get dem black goggles, an' we gwine get ‘'em. Come on.”

He heaved hisfat bulk through the doorway. Acrossthe ominoudy slent library they trailed, moving
wanly, gunsout, fingers close to triggers. Ham-hock himsdlf turned the knob of the door which led on
into the laboratory. This panel opened asreadily asthe others.

The Negro stared insde. The array of fantastically shaped glass tubes and retorts, the chemical and
scientific devices, invested the place with an air more sinister than that of the library.

"How Ah figuresit,” Ham-hock muttered, as though to convince himself by the sound of his own words,
"isdat dis Doc Savage, hem' abig shot, can't imagine anybody am gwine cometriflin' ‘round. Dat's why
he don't bothah 'bout lockin' no doahs.”

One of the hard-faced young men blinked furtive eyes. "Well, let's get thisthing over.”

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

Squirrel Dorgan's teeth chattered. "Brother, what | could do with a bottle of the chief's brandy!"
"You-dl shut up," Ham-hock grunted. "Come on."

Through the doorway he eased hisfat frame. The othersfollowed, snglefile. Down thelong adethey
trailed, between ceiling-high scientific equipment which mushroomed weirdly from the floor, and which
seemed to exude aghodtly auraof unredlity.

"Right ahead theah," Ham-hock whispered, and indicated by pointing hisgun muzzle at atal glass case.

"Look!" Squirrel Dorgan gulped when they had approached afew steps closer. "There's the goggles!
Thisan't gonna be tough after dt!”

They stopped in front of the case. Ham-hock, with agloating in his eyes, sent a sepia paw toward the
goggleswhich lay unprotected on aglass shef.

His hand passed through the goggles. Through them, asthough they were air. His clawing finger nails
scraped the glass of the shelf.

Ham-hock jerked his hand back asif it had touched flame. His hand had not been able to grasp the
gogales, yet he could seethem clearly, till lying on the shelf. An uneasy rumbling sounded from deep
within histhroat. His chins shook as he tried to swallow.

"What in hdl'sthe matter?" one of the hard-eyed young men asked, in avoice suddenly gone shaky.



"How de hdll does Ah know!" Ham-hock gulped. His hand snatched out again toward the black goggles
s0 plainly visble on the shelf.

As before, he could not clutch them. He could not even fed them. Hisfingers seemed to pass through
them as easily asthey would passthrough thin air. His nails scraped, grating, on the glass of the shelf.

Ham-hock's whitish eyesrolled. His bregsth came faster. Sweat oozed from the creases of his many
chins

"What the hdll, Ham-hock?' Squirrel Dorgan gritted. "Have you got butter fingers?’

Squirrel shoved forward and snatched out his own hand for the goggles. He had no more success than
had Ham-hock. His hand seemed to pass through the goggles as though they were of no substance. His
finger nails scraped futilely on the glass shelf. His face blanched. Hisrodent teeth started chattering.

"They'rethere" he grated. "But they ain't there! Hell! I've got enough of this place.

Hewheded to start for the door. Cursing, clutching their gunstightly, the othersturned adso. They
stopped as suddenly as they had turned, then cringed back in dack-lipped terror.

DIRECTLY infront of them, beside the door and barring their path to it, aweird blue flame, pencil-thin,
had |legped from a shiny plate embedded in one wall, across the door opening to another plate.

The flame remained suspended, alance of crackling, hissing blue. It rippled up and down. Other blue
lances zigzagged like chain lightning until there was awhole pattern of blue flame legping and rattling,
barring an exit from the door.

"Weadl goin’ be dectrocuted!" Ham-hock bawled fearfully. He recoiled, swerved, started to runin the
opposite direction. The others, shaking off the paralysis which held them, turned with him -- only to stop
again, so fear-struck that one of them dropped his gun.

Grimly barring their way down the narrow aidein that direction, sood Doc Savage and his five men.
They held strange-looking wegpons which, in gppearance, resembled overgrown automatics.
Ham-hock wasthefirst to recover hiswits.

"Don't shoot!" he croaked, raising hisvoice to make it sound above the crackling roar of the blue
lightning which continued to feed out of the machine behind them. In token of submisson, hedlowed his
gun to sag until it pointed at the floor.

One of the hard young men at Ham-hock's elbow went haywire and tried to level his automatic.

Doc Savage's finger tightened on the trigger of hiswegpon. The gun emitted asingle ear-splitting hoot. It
was ameachine pistol with atremendoudy fast rate of fire.

The hard young man's automatic dropped from his hand. He pitched forward and lay huddled on the
floor.

"Don' shoot no moah!" Ham-hock pleaded.
"Taketheir guns, Monk," Doc directed.

Monk went forward and relieved the prisoners of weapons.



"Long Tom, turn off the high-frequency current,” Doc directed.
Thethin electrica wizard pressed a button on anear wall board. The blue eectrica display subsided.
"NOW," Doc said, "tak isin order."

Hisflake-gold eyes bored into the faces of the prisoners. "Thefirst question,” he said dowly. "Why are
you here?' None of the captives answered. They weretrying hard to look ugly.

"Y ou can imagine the effect,” Doc said dryly, "if you wereto betied to a chair which happened to stland
between those door plates. That high-frequency current would do some remarkable thingsto you."

Squirrel Dorgan's pointed teeth had sunk into hislip, drawing alittle scarlet. But he remained silent with
the others.

Monk, agreat grin on his simian features, suggested, "They all gotta be € ectrocuted anyway, judging by
their looks. Whatcha say we save the State some money? We've got an e ectric furnace over there big
enough to cremate their bodies, and we can scatter the ashes out of awindow.”

Monk looked utterly earnest as he made this call ous suggestion; no one, watching him, would have
dreamed but that he meant it, unless they had known Monk, in which case they would have recognized
the bluff.

The captivestook it in Various fashions. Ham-hock Piney remained rigidly silent, too scared to even
tremble aslugtily as he would have liked. The matter of the goggles which he had reached for repesatedly
had upset his supertitious soul, and the display of high-frequency electricity had finished the
demordization.

Doc gestured a Squirrdl Dorgan. "Put him in achair in the door, Monk."

Squirrel Dorgan was not without nerve. He bit holesin hislipswith hislong teeth asthey seized him and
tied himin achair, but he did not talk. Monk positioned the chair in the door.

"Wantatak?' the homely chemist demanded.
"Goto hdl!" Dorgan gritted.

"After you, my friend," Monk said, hissmal voice utterly unconcerned. He reached up and turned on the
current.

Therewas aterrific burst of blue flame, a sheeting, blinding mass of it-ahead of Squirrel Dorgan. It did
not quite touch him. But it ripped horribly in front of hisface.

"Just adight error,” Monk said cheerfully. "I'll didethe chair up alittle.”

He moved the chair, stood back, studied its position, then moved it again. Then he leered at the
sword-cane-carrying Ham.

"I'll bet you five bucksthat his hair burgsinto flame when the sparks touch him," he offered.

"Nothing doing," Ham refused. "I know how that current works." Monk shrugged and ambled for the
switch.

Squirrel Dorgan broke down.



"Whatchawannaknow?' he screamed.
"Shut up, you yellow fool!" one of the hard young men grated.

Dorgan snarled at him: "If you think this bronze guy iskidding, youre nuts I've beard of guyswho went
up againg him and were never heard from again.”

Ham-hock Piney bawled out, "I tell you-dll, dis place am got ahoodoo. Ah could see dem goggles, but
dey wasn't dar!"

"Who sent you here?' Doc asked Squirrel Dorgan.
"Watches Bowen," Squirrel snarled.

"What did he want?'

"The"goggles" Dorgan mumbled.

"“Why?"

Dorgan blew scarlet off hislips. "I don't know."

"That high-frequency current,” Monk suggested. "All | know,” Squirrd said dhrilly, "isthat the black
goggles have something to do with black thingsin the Arctic. That sounds goofy, but it'sdl | know."

"What are the black things?' the bronze man queried. "I don't know," Dorgan inssted. "I beard Watches
and -- and Ool mention them. They're supposed to be somewhereinthe Arctic. That'sdl | know. That's
al any of usknow. Watches and Ool didn't spill their plansto us."

"Who isthis Ool?* Doc questioned.

Squirrdl's teeth sarted chattering. "He ain't quite human.”

"What do you mean?'

"He can kill you without even touching you! | ain't makin' thisup. It'sthe truth!™

The bronze man frowned. "This Ool isvery tal and very thin and he has a skin which somewhat
resembles mother-of-pearl. Isthat right?’

"That'sthe guy," Dorgan agreed.

MONK grunted loudly in comprehension. " That's the egg we caught on top of the hangar -- the bird who
claimed to be Gray Forestay, survivor of that Lenderthorn Arctic Expedition.”

Doc Savage asked Squirrel Dorgan, "Where did this Ool come from?”
"He showed up one day with Watches Bowen. That'sal | know."

"Is he the one who brought the news of the black-things?"

"l guess s0," Dorgan mumbled. "They didn't tel us much.”

"Is Watches Bowen planning atrip with Oal to the Arctic?’

Dorgan squirmed. "Y eah.”



"Where?' Doc demanded. "Name the exact spot.”

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

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

"Spill it, guy!" Monk rumbled.

"As s00n as he -- he makes arrangements about using your dirigible,” Squirrd wailed fearfully. "And hell
croak mefor spillin' that!™

Doc Savage said dryly, "Heintendsto arrange, | presume, in the same raggedly individudistic manner in
which he went about securing the goggles.”

Squirrel ran thetip of histongue dong his sharp teeth. "I -- | wouldn't know about that.”

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

Squirrel fidgeted, but did not answer.

"Y ou know who hewas?' Doc persisted.

Squirrel wasslent.

The bronze man leaned forward and his eyes, gold pools, seemed dive, possessed of aweird power.
"Who was the second Gray Forestay?' he asked. Squirrel Dorgan suddenly gavein.

"Watches Bowen himsdf!" hewalled.

Monk started and exploded, "Blazes!"

Ham flourished hissword cane.

"We want adescription of that Watches Bowen!™ he snapped. "Was he wearing a disguise when he
played the part of Forestay?"

"He grayed hishair and put on apair of smoked spectacles and atrick mustache,” Dorgan mumbled.

Doc Savage had shown no perceptible surprise at the revelation. His bronze features seemed incapable
of showing emotion.

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

"Ooal tried it firgt," Dorgan muttered. " Then Watches gave it awhirl. They wanted to trick you into taking
them north in that airship of yours.™

"But the attack here in the corridor?' Ham put in. "Was that genuine? | mean, when the men attacked this
Watches Bowen while he was pretending to be Forestay ?!

"A play put on by some of Watches boysto makeit look good,” Dorgan said.

Doc Savage said, "I am to gather that you men do not know more than you have told me, because your
chief failed to take you into his confidence?"



"That'sit," Dorgan gasped.
At this point, big, fat Ham-hock Piney spoke up. He had been staring at the case which held the goggles.

"Dem black specs,” he mumbled, eyesrolling. "Why couldn't | pick 'em up? Dat'swhat Ah wantsto
know."

Doc did not answer.

Monk snorted mirthfully. A seriesof mirrors had been employed to cast alifdike reflection of the goggles
-- atrick magicians sometimes use to make an article seem whereit isnot.

But Hamhock Piney remained in the dark about the phenomenawhich had so baffled him.

THE victim of the machine-pistal blast suddenly got to hisfeet. The dugs which the wegpon discharged
were so-called "mercy” bullets, pellets which were merely composition shdllsfilled with achemical
concoction which produced dmost ingtant unconsciousness. The period of insengbility thusinduced
would last only ashort time.

"What are we gonnado with these birds?' Monk asked.
"Theusud thing," Doc said.

That statement, to Monk, was explanation sufficient; for it concerned the strange ingtitution which Doc
maintained in upstate New Y ork.

Grinning widely, Monk went forward to take hisvictimsin charge.

Ham-hock Piney, who had been standing in stupefied silence, spun suddenly and lunged to get past the
plates from which the sparks had jumped. The other criminds, seizing that bare chance, and moved more
by animd ingtinct than anything ese, legped after him.

"They're getting avay!" Renny ydled.

Ham-hock and the others were charging wildly acrossthe laboratory. They were in such amental state
that only physical violence sufficient to incapacitate would stop them.

Doc Savage, strangely enough, was making no moveto hdt the exodus.

Asthe frenziedly flegting men lurched through the doorway into the library, Ham clipped: "We can go
down on the speed lift. Beat them to the bottom!™

"Let them go," Doc Savage said.

That stunned Monk. Hislarge mouth hung open.

Big-worded Johnny was thefirgt to find speech. Thelack of big wordsindicated how surprised he was.

"Y ou let them escapel™ he murmured. "But why?!

"Yeah," Monk gulped. "Explain that."

Doc Savage said, "It isarather long story and, unfortunately, thereis not time for it right now."
Chapter 8. DEATH IN A TELEPHONE



AFTER scuttling breathlessy out of the skyscraper which housed Doc Savage's headquarters,
Ham-hock Piney, Squirrel Dorgan and the others walked more dowly down the street. They would have
preferred to run, but that would have attracted attention.

Within ablock, they sghted their sedan. It was circling the block to pick them up. The driver pulled into
the curb near the corner and waited for them.

Watches Bowen and Ool were now in the machine.
Ham-hock Piney eyed Squirrd Dorgan.

"Ah sho' hatesto think what de boss am gonna do when he finds out what yo' donetell dat Doc Savage,”
he muttered.

Squirrel Dorgan stopped.

"Lookit, you guys," he said grimly. "We know how Watches cuts up when something goeswrong. He's
ligble to throw sonic lead into somebody. We'd better oil thisup alittle.”

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

"Tell Watcheswe didn't get in, and got chased out,” Dorgan suggested. "L et it go at that. What he don't
know won't hurt him."

"Ahfavorsdat idea," said Ham-hock.

The hard young men nodded.

"We got trouble enough without Watchesridin' us" one of them said.
Their story agreed upon, they advanced and entered the sedan.
Watches Bowen extended a hand.

"The goggles,” he requested.

Ool, awaiting the answer, fixed his water-colored eyes on Ham-hock. The fat Negro was stilt wheezing
from the exertions of his escape; sweat had flooded his banked chins. And now Ooal's gppraisal threw
him into afresh perspiration.

"Wedidn't get the goggles,” Squirrel Dorgan told Watches Bowen.
"Whet the hell 7" Watches snarled.

"Wewaslucky to get out of theredive," Dorgan continued. "Say, | thought you had thingsfixed! We
walk into that place and there was Doc Savage!™

Watches Bowen scowled blackly. "Y ou are crazy,” he snapped. "Doc Savageisin that restaurant right
now and has been for the past thirty minutes.”

Squirrd Ddrgan gaped. The hard young men looked surprised. Ham-hock Piney breathed noisily and
watched Ool asif hewerelooking at a spike-tailed devil.

Watches Bowen snapped acommand, and the car swerved back and passed the Cafe Oriental. They all
peered into the restaurant. Plainly visbleinside, six men sat around atable, dining in leisurely fashion.



"Doc Savage and hisfive aides!" Dorgan exploded. "But, bell, it can't be! Them guysin the restaurant
must be actorsthat bird Savage fixed up.”

Ham-hock rolled his eyes.

"Ahtellsyo' dat bronze man am moren haf spook," he declared.

Squirrdl Dorgan was obvioudy doing some fast thinking in an effort to make their defeat seem logical.
"Doc Savage knew that bird Forestay wasyou in disguise," he told Waiches Bowen.

Bowenydled, "What?'

"That probably explainsit,” Squirrd said, with the air of amastermind. "Doc Savage told you when he
was gonnabe out of his placein the restaurant, figuring you would take awhirl at getting the goggles.
Then he arranged some actors or somebody down there egting to look like himself and hismen.”

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

"Maybethat explainsit,” he admitted.

"Ah il clams dat Savage man isworse dan voodoo,” proclaimed Ham-hock Piney.

ARRIVING at their yacht dongside the City Idand dock, the gang trooped aboard in surly silence.

Dimiter Daikoff came out of the galley to meet them, bringing coffee and some of Watches Bowen's
favorite brandy.

His ministrations were not received kindly. Watches gave him around cursing on generd principles, and
the big, dark, scarred man who claimed he was a patriot instead of a murderer, retired to a corner of the
cabin and sat with hisarmsfolded, alook of utter tragedy on his swarthy face.

Watches Bowen kept pulling one timepiece after another out of his pockets, and juggling themin his
hand.

"Weve got to rub this Doc Savage out," he growled.

"Itistrue” Ool agreed. "And we must have that dirigible. We must get those goggles dso.”
Watches nodded. "It'sajob | hate to tackle, but it's got to be done."

"It ismore dangeroustrying to trick that man than to kill him," Ool said. "Wewill kill him."
"Ahant cravin' no prominent part in thekillin',”" Hamhock put in.

Oadl's cold glance fixed upon Ham-hock.

Thefat Negro'stemerity oozed. "Dat is," he qudified weakly, "Ah hopes us can dope out some
shoah-fire scheme.”

Watches restored histimepiecesto his pockets, and histhick hand did up and down the gold vest chain;

"I'vegot anidea," he purred. Turning, he walked to the far corner of the room. nodding for Ool to
accompany him.

The two talked together earnestly for several minutes. They were careful to keep their voices lowered.



No word reached other ears than their own.
Dimiter Daikoff remained glowering in the opposite corner of the room, entirely out of earshot.

Dimiter Daikoff was not out of eye-shot, however, and both Watches Bowen and Ool would have been
vadtly sur prised had they known that the big man whose dark eyes watched them so intently, was
making those eyes serve as ears.

Dimiter Daikoff was reading lips as Bowen and Ool talked.

SOME three hourslater, in Doc Savage's fabulous library of scientific tomes, Monk was pacing as
restlessdy asanewly caged ape.

Ham sat watching him, an overdone expression of pity on his handsome face. He made clucking noises of
pity with histongue.

"No imagination," hesaid. "Hejust don't know what to do with himsdf.”

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

Doc was studying the Arctic regions, and drawing aline with a colored pencil. Near by was a stack of
newspapers dating some months back. They carried stories of the lost Lenderthorn Expedition. The mark
on the globe indicated the route of the Lenderthorn Expedition, as given by the newspaper accounts.

"Doc," Monk said.

The bronze man looked up. "Y es?'

"Where were you the past couple of hours? Getting those papers?' Monk asked.
Doc nodded. "That, and otherwise trying to find out what thisisal about.”

"Y ou got any ideawhat those goggles are?' Monk asked.

"Thelenses are very peculiar,” the bronze giant stated. " They seem to be composed of amateria similar
to quartz. Y et thisquartz -- and | am not quite sure it isquartz -- isnot of natural formation. The
crystdline Sructure indicates an artificid source.”

Monk scratched the bristles atop his bullet of a head.

"At least, we know they're after our dirigible," he said, "even if we don't know why those goggles are so
vauable and what is behind dt this phenagling.”

Doc turned back to the globe.

Monk grinned as he watched the bronze man concentrate on the Arctic longitudes. The gpish chemist
pulled his coat collar tight about his chin and executed an elaborate shiver.

"I fed inmy bones," he said, "that we're due to shove off for the land of the midnight sun.”

A buzzer sounded faintly. It was one which warned of gpproaching visitors -- a contact was closed
automatically when an evator stopped at the eighty-sixth floor level.

The bronze man pressed a button. Electrica mechanism whirred, and on onewall of the room, an inset



televison scanning pand of frosted glass was suddenly flooded with light. A picture gppeared of the
corridor outside. A uniformed policeman was stepping from an elevator.

"Now what?' muttered Monk. "Have we got the police after us, too?"
"l hopethisisn't another Gray Forestay," pale Long Tom put in.

The door buzzer rang.

"Il let himin," Monk said.

THE policeman whom Monk ushered into the room removed his cap when Doc Savage nodded in
greeting. The officer seemed to have an ingtinctive feding that the giant bronze man was entitled to specia
respect. It was not an unnatural feeling shared by every one who met Doc Savage.

"I'm Lieutenant O'Mdley," the uniformed man said. "'l am on detached service working out of the chief's
office. I'm hereto interview Doc Savage.”

"ThisisDoc Savage,” Monk said, nodding in the direction of the world-renowned man.
"I know." O'Madlley's eyes showed open admiration as they rested upon the bronze giant.

"Brother," he said, hesitating asif doubtful of the propriety of the term of address, but unableto resst its
honest expression, "I'd sure fed safe with aman like you walking a best with me."

Doc Savage turned the conversation away from himsdlf.
"What can we do for you?' he questioned.

"It'saroutine matter," the policeman said. "The office is checking up on the murder of a Watches Bowen
mobster

Beery Hosmer. The suspected murderer seemsto be a sideshow fregk, if the descriptions that have
comein are any good. White-faced, watercolored eyes, gold mustache, and afine fuzz on his head.
That'sthe way the description -- "

"And why are you interviewing me?' Doc interposed.

"This man was reported seen around your office,” the officer said.
Doc nodded. "Such aman did cometo see me.”

"When?'

"Lateladt night."

"What did hewant?' O'Madlley asked excitedly.

"Thereis moreto thisthan shows on the surface," Doc said. ™Y ou make an gppointment with your chief
and well go over the matter together.”

OMdley'sface clouded. Plainly he didiked theidea But the bronze man'swords had held a note of
quiet findlity.

O'Malley shrugged. "0. K.," he said. He turned, started for the door, then stopped and looked back.



"Say," hegrinned, "mind if | use your telephoneto cal my wife? She's got corned beef and cabbage
cooking tonight. It looks like I'm going to belate. | want her to keep it hot.”

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

OMaley spun the did and got anumber. He talked briefly regarding the conservation of corned beef
and cabbage.

After he had spoken, he listened. He listened amuch longer time than he had spoken. The sound of a
highpitched, querulous voice could be heard from the receiver. O'Malley squirmed; looked sheepish. His
free hand went into his side pants pocket and out again.

Findly, he banged the receiver in ashow of temper. The receiver missed the prongs, struck the phone,
rocked it on the desk top. His right hand reached out to steady the instrument. With the right hand
gripping theinside of the mouthpiece, he hooked the receiver on the fork and stepped back.

"Therésawoman for you," he muttered, flushed. "She saysif | don't get home ontimel can edt it cold.”
After the policeman had |eft, Doc said: "Monk, follow him."

"Tail that cop?' Monk asked, surprised.

"Right. Report dl he does.”

BY riding Doc's speed eevator down, Monk reached the lobby before the policeman arrived on a
dower cage. Monk trailed OMalley down the crowded avenue.

OMalley waked fast, dmost ran. He 'vent only half ablock, then turned into a cigar store and walked to
the hack where phone booths were arrayed. Be paused in front of one of the booths.

A man came out of the booth. O'Madlley crowded in.
Monk started violently when he saw the man who had come out. The man was Watches Bowen.
Monk recognized him, adthough he had seen Watches only in the characterization of Gray Forestay.

Monk's hand dipped into his pocket, came out with small change. He dropped a coin on the news
counter and grabbed a newspaper, jerked it open, held it before hisface, and advanced on the phone
boothsin the manner of aman absorbed in the day's news.

He stopped at the phone booth adjacent to the one the policeman had entered. But the booth was
occupied. He caught a glimpse of the occupant through the glasswindow. It was the strangely
white-skinned man who carried death in hisright hand-Oal.

It had been Monk's intention to ease into the booth and listen in on O'Malley's tel ephone conversation.
Occupied as the booth was, Monk pushed ahead to the booth on the other side of the policeman's. He
had to pass so close to Watches Bowen that he almost scraped elbows with the gangster.

Monk grimaced as he saw his plan of overhearing the policeman's conversation going to smash. The
booth on the opposite side was occupied aso.

Monk got aquick look at the occupant. The man was small, inoffensive appearing; mousdlike, in fact. A
wide bandage swathing his head made him look more harmless than ever. It was Honey Hamilton,
athough Monk had no way of knowing that.



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

A sudden sharp pressure came againgt the small of hisback. A voice purred, "Take it easy. Y ou sure
have pushed yoursdf into bad company.”

MONK stood unmoving, saying nothing, apolicy he considered excdlent when the muzzle of an
automatic was gouging into his back.

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

Monk said nothing.

Watches Bowen laughed with an oily softness, and said, "All right, you wanted to know things. Get your
ear againgt that booth."

Monk retreated, the muzzle of the gun barrel making steady pressure againgt his back.

Watches laughed unnaturaly. "Thisistoo good to keep," he said. "I'm going to let you in. Our fake
copper isgoing to call Savage. And when Savage answers his phoneitll be hislast minute on earth.”

"Huh?' Monk grunted, startled by the cold confidence of Watches tone.
"Were you in Savage's office when 'Officer' O'Maley was fumbling around with the tel ephone?”
"Sure." Monk growled.

Watches grinned. " 'Officer' O'Mdley's thumb smeared poison in the telephone mouthpiecein Doc
Savages office.”

"Huh?' Monk said again.

"A very unusua poison,” Watches el aborated. " One which vaporized when moistened by the breath. The
gaskilld"

"Hey, listen -- " Monk growled, suddenly aarmed.
The gun barrel jabbed into hisback. "You listen, ape! That'sdl! You'rejust intime!™

Monk listened, suffering al the tortures of the damned. A whirring and clicking could he heard from
within the booth as the fake policeman dided Doc Savage's number. Doc. Monk knew, would be called
to the telephonein case he did not answer himsalf. There could hardly be adip-up.

Therewas an interva of silence insde the booth, then the fake policeman spoke: "Hello . . . Doc
Savage?'

Monk, } he homely, loyd Monk, did amagnificent thing. It wsnot hisfault that it was a usdessthing.

It has been long accepted that. "greater love hath no man -- " Monk did the best he could to lay down his
lifefor hisbrother.

Therewas only oneway he could have managed it. With that automatic nosed into his hack, he could
only yell, warn Doc Savage of the poison danger by the roar of his great voice -- and by the roar of the
gangster'sgun asit blared itslead through flesh and bone.



Monk opened his cavernous mouth to yell. It was not hisfault that no sound came.

Before he could utter so much asamurmur, the barrel of a submachine gun crashed againgt histemple
and felled him to the floor.

"HONEY" HAMILTON, anticipating the hairy chemist'sintention of shouting awarning, had stepped out
of the door of histelephone booth and struck the blow. The mouselike fellow eased hack insde the
folding doors of the booth like asnail writhing into its shell. He pretended to be talking into the phone.

Monk's collapsing bulk could not help hut attract attention. Several men raced hack from the cigar
counter.

Watchesthrust hisflat automeatic into a coat pocket and bent over Monk with an gppearance of
solicitude.

"Help mewith him, will you?' he asked the first clerk who came up.

The. man bent to help Watcheslift Monk. "What's the matter?' he wanted to know.
"Fainted,” Watches said briskly. "He gets these spells.”

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

"Afraid s0." Watches made a tsk-tsk sound and |ooked concerned.

"We better get adoctor.”

"l," Watches said in asuavely authoritative voice, "am his doctor. Help me with him, some of you fellows.
WEIl put himinmy car."

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

At the telephone booth inside the cigar store the fake policeman'’s conversation with Doc Savage had
proceeded according to plan.

"I'm O'Mdley," hehad said.
"I recognize your voice," Doc Savage had replied over thewire.

"Will you spesk alittle closer to the mouthpiece, please?" the gangster requested. " This connection is not
good."

Doc Savage raised hisvoice.
"| ill can't hear you," the gangdter lied. "Maybeif you'd talk alittle closer ill -- "
"How isthis?' Doc Savage'swordswere blurred, asif hislips were against the mouthpiece.

"That's better," said the fake officer. "Now, about this Beery Hosmer killing -- thereisa point or two that
| forgot -- "

Hetalked on, making conversation concerning the murder of Hosmer, going over some of the points
which he had aready discussed with Doc Savage.

He heard acrash. It wasloud, brittle, such a sound as the telephone at the other end might have made if
dropped. The man in the blue uniform broke up his monologue and called sharply, "Doc Savage!™



There was no answer.
"Doc Savage!" the man repeated.

Silence replied. Then there were excited shouts coming over the wire, the noise of men moving about
rapidly in Doc Savage's office. Findly, there was acry, hoarse and filled with horror.

"He'sdead!" avoice shrieked. "Doc Savageis dead!"
The fake policeman hung up hastily and |eft the booth. Ool came out of the adjacent booth.
"Did it succeed?" Ool asked.
"It did," the other grinned.
Chapter 9. FROSTED DEATH

W!ITHIN the hour 'Watches Bowen, transporting the unconscious Monk, was back at the boat at the
City Idand dock. He looked around irritably for Dimiter Daikoff.

"Whereisthe patriot?' he asked of Ham-hock Piney.

The fat Negro shrugged ponderous shoulders. "I donno, chief.”
Thebig, dark, scarred man came in afew minutes|ater.
"Where were you?' Watches snarled.

"Out for someair," Dakoff said gloomily.

"Well, seeif you can dart someair circulating in this™ Watchesindicated the still unconscious figure of
Monk.

The big, dark man scowled ferocioudy. When he did this, the scar on his neck tightened like something
dive

Hesaid, "Violencel do not like, except to traitors and political foes."

Watches regarded him bleakly. ™Y ou might cal this guy apolitical foe of ours. Y ou did agood repair job
on Honey Hamilton. Seeif you can fix this one up, too."

Daikoff clicked hisheds, bowed, then commenced expert ministrations to Monk.

Watches produced his eighty-year-old brandy and poured his own drinks. Ool and Honey Hamilton, and
the fake policeman, O'Malley, camein afew minuteslater. Ool's face was as dispassionate as usua, but
Honey Hamilton's cherubic features were beaming.

"What's the dope?' Watches asked. "Did it work?"
"Youtdl it, Oal,"Hloney sghed.

"Doc Savage," Ool announced, "isdead.”

"Y ou sure?' Watches frowned.

"l know my poisons,” Ool said flatly. "Thisone, in my land, isknown as s3-yto-mng. That name means



'‘the poison that can not fall.'
"He'sdead, dl right,” said O'Madley. "1 heard his men howling that he had croaked."

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

Ooal nodded. "I have thought of that. Perhaps| shall be."
Watches stared. "Wdll, for
"What," Ool questioned, "isto prevent me?"

"Sure," Watches muttered, astrange gleam coming into hisbleak eyes. ™Y ou took me off my feet for a
minute by being so casud.”

"It isnot too much to hope for,” Ool said.

"Sure. Why, sure," Watches said dowly, "if we put thisdedl across-- hell, anything is possible!”
Watches gulped hisdrink and his hand trembled on hisglass.

"Your hand,” Ool said, "isnot steady.”

Watches cursed softly. "Y ou'd shake too, if you were haf human. When | think about what we can do if
thisgoesthrough " He reached for another drink.

"Now that Doc Savageisout of theway,” Ool said, "we have only to appropriate hisdirigible -- and the
goggles-- and leave. Right?' He made agesture indicating smplicity, with his pae hands.

THERE was a series of five sharp raps at the door. They were insstent.
"That's Squirrd'ssignd,” Watches said. "Sounds asif something ison him. Let himin, Ham-hock."

The corpulent Negro waddled over and opened the door, and Squirrdl landed inside like one of hisfurry
namesakes tumbling out of atree.

"Watches!" he jabbered, "1 seen Doc Savageand -- *
"When?' Watches cut.

"Since that poison was supposed to have got him!™
"Where?' the crook leader's word was a crash.

"1 been shadowin' his place like you told me. He come out and | followed him. Heturnsin at acable
office and sends some radiograms -- "

"Rediograms?’
IIY% _— n
"Who to?"'

"How would | know?" Squirrd asked in an injured tone. "I couldn't walk in and look."



Waitchesjerked savagely at hiswatch chain.
"Get me acopy of those radiograms. Stick up the place, or blow the safe, or anything. But get 'em!”

Ooal'sright hand floated out in Squirrel's direction in aloathsome moccasin motion. Hisflat voice said
ominoudy:

"If you do not manage better with the radiograms than you did with the goggles-- "
Heleft it unfinished for effect.

Squirrel Dorgan shuddered, mumbled, "Aw, | done my best.” Then he went out hadtily.
Watches turned, frowning, on Ool.

"The poison which never fails-- " he began with biting sarcasm.

Oal slenced him with afluttering of hisright hand.

"It was not the poison which failed,” he said. "It isyour stupid men.”

Thefake policeman, O'Madlley, protested desperately: "I smeared that poison in the telephone
mouthpiece!”

Weatchesrasped, "There was adip somewhere.”

Ham-hock rolled hiswhitish eyes. ™Y assuh, an' de way things turned out when we al went foah dem
goggles -- Ah done mah best to pick 'em up, but dey just wahn't dere, even if'n Ah could see'em.”

Ool'svoice crashed flatly. "There is another poison from my land, a Sster poison to this one which has
faled. We cdl these poisonsthe 'twin sisters. The onewhich hasfailed isvolatized by moisture. The
other oneisturned into adeadly gas by the application of hest. | shall prepare the heat poison.”

The golden-fuzzed assassin paused. "'l suggest you, Watches, yourself, arrange that Doc Savage meet the
other of the twin sisters. We do not want another failure.”

Watches glowered. "I'll arrangetheintroduction, dl right.”

Watches absent-mindedly pulled atimepiece from his coat deeve. There was evidently a specia pocket
inthe deeve. Thewatch wasvery large, of slver, and looked ancient.

Watches looked at it, appeared to seeit for thefirst time, seemed Startled, and hastily returned it to its
concealed deeve pouch.

A DEEP and melancholy voice at Ool's elbow asked: "What isthetime, please, Mr. Bowen?"
Watches looked around, startled. He had not heard big Dimiter Daikoff approach.

"Damnit!" he sngpped. "That's agood way to get yoursdf alead vaccination -- dipping up behind me
likethat!"

"What isthe time?' Daikoff asked again, unperturbed.

"That watch doesn't tdll time," the mob chief growled. " Some of my watchestell time-- someof 'em|
carry for other reasons.” He held out hiswrist where Daikoff could see the minute and hour. "That one

keepstime."



"Thank you," Daikoff said. He turned and started away. Even bent over, and limping as he did, he looked
enormous. Therewas an aura of quiet power about him.

"How's the patient?' Watches cdled after him.

Daikoff paused. ™Y ou mean the man who resembles a huge monkey? The one who seemsto have been
hit over the head?"

"Sure." Watches nodded. "Is he gonna croak?'
"Itistoo soontotell," Daikoff's degp voice boomed. “"He must remain quiet for awhile.”

EARLY that evening, Squirrel Dorgan returned to the moored yacht and put copies of four radiogramsin
Watches hands.

"They're the ones Doc Savage sent,” he said. "l just walked into the cable office, showed aclerk the
noisy end of my gun, and he coughed up.”

Watches scanned the radiograms quickly, then cursed with soft deadliness and called Ooal.

Oal's hand, after he had read the radiograms, crept out ingtinctively in a butterfly movement. But dl he
said was, "We havenotimeto lose"

"WEell finish him to-night!" Watchesrasped. "That's no pipe-dream, either!"

One of the radiograms was addressed to the Roya Canadian Mounted Police detachment at Aklavik, at
the head of the Mackenzie River on the Arctic coast. The other three were addressed to United States
government authoritiesin settlements on the mainland of Alaskaand on the Aleutian Idands. Thetext of
al four radiogramswas the same:

PLEASE SEND AVAILABLE INFORMATION REGARDING GRAY FORESTAY EXPEDITION
OR ANY OTHER EXPEDITION OPERATING THROUGH YOUR TERRITORY WITHIN LAST
SIX MONTHS STOP HAVE YOU ANY RECORD OF SHRUNKEN-FACED ABNORMALLY
WHITE-SKINNED MAN FINE GOLDEN HAIR TALL BONY REMARKABLY STRONG FLAT
UNNATURAL VOICE WHEN SPEAKING ENGLISH KNOWN PERHAPS ASOOL STOP
THISINFORMATION OF UTMOST URGENCY..

CLARK SAVAGE, JR.

"Yeah," Watches growled, after reading the messages again. "Weve got to nail him before he getsaline
onyou, Oadl."

SHORTLY beforeten o'clock that night, Doc Savage and his four aides were gathered in the reception
room of the bronze man's eighty-sixth floor headquarters. Taking little, they were waiting with some
impatience-except for big-fisted Renny, who frowned at the telephone from timeto time.

"How'd you ever get wiseto that trick poison, Doc?' he boomed. "The stuff was colorless, and it didn't
look wet likealiquid."

"Did you watch that fake policeman, O'Malley, when he was here?' Doc asked.
Renny nodded. " Sure."

"He was not very clever in fumbling the telephone,” the bronze man said dryly. "That made me suspicious.
There was only about one thing he could have been doing. So, immediatdly after the man who called



himsalf OMalley had departed, | disconnected that instrument and substituted another.”

Johnny, the big-worded archaeologist and geologist, fumbled his monocle and murmured, "1 wonder if
your chicane histrionics were consummetive?'

"He meansthat he wondersif that was a successful act that you put on over the telephone, when you had
one of usyel that you were dead,” Renny rumbled.

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

"Holy cow!" Renny thumped uneasily. "Watch it! Maybe there's been some more poison smeared in that
mouthpiece!”

It was noticeable that the bronze man stood well avay from the instrument as he answered it. A shrill,
whining voice came from the receiver.

"Ligten, guy," it said, "1 know who I'm talkin' to, see. | know your voice. That ain't dl | know, ether.”
"Interesting,” Doc said without emation.

"Beery Hosmer wasmy pal," the voice whined. "He got it dirty, see? He didn't have it comin’. So I'm
layin' afinger on the guy that doneit.”

"All right," Doc Savage said sharply. "Who are you and what do you know?"
The voice quickened over the telephone.

"Think I'masgp?’ it demanded. "All kinds of troubles have away of lightin' on guyslikeme, so | ain't
tellin' no names. But you go to that warehouse thing owned by the Hidalgo Tradin Company down on
the Hudson River water front. Look for a green coupe, see?'

"How did you get thisinformation?' Doc asked.
The other hung up.

I'T was haf past ten that night when Doc Savage and his four aides approached the great warehouse
hangar. The car in which they rode eased adong with the silence of an dectric lift. The bronze man was at
thewhed!.

"Tam, Renny, Long Tom, and Johnny were dl alittle glum because of the absence of Monk. The fact that
Doc did not appear worried did not cheer them much, because the bronze man rarely showed the
emotionswhich hefdt.

Ham tried to cheer himsdlf. "After dl, Monk don't often get into a spot that he can't get out of ."

"Yeah," Renny said. "Monk'll come through dl right. What I'm worried about isthis cal from the party
who claimsto he afriend of Beery Hosmer."

"Right," Long Tom concurred. "It's got some of the earmarks of aphony.”

The car rolled slently, aperfectly baanced motor virtualy eiminating vibration, expert filling of the heavy
body and chassis parts assuring no creakings. One of the individual features of the car was the fenders of
chrome congtruction, able to withstand aterrific collision.



Long Tom'svoice cracked, "There's agreen coupe!”

The green coupe, alarge one, was ablock distant and under astreetlight.

A man leaned out, looked behind, then turned swiftly and seemed to be giving directionsto the driver.
"It'sthat white-skinned scamp, Ool!" Long Tom barked.

"Well pull dongside,”" Renny began, "and -- no, we won't." The green coupe, with athroaty snarl fromits
exhaust, leaped from the curb, gathered speed. Within avery few seconds it was breaking speed limits.

Doc fed more gas. His own car eased silently up to keep pace with the other. It began to close the gap
between the two machines.

The green coupe began to rocket through night traffic. The car needed no warning Siren to securea
right-of-way. Its exhaust roar was ample. It cannoned the night with a pounding thunder which would
have drowned out afire siren. Taxis scurried to the curb. Pedestrians flattened back against shop
windows.

Holding close behind the roaring green coupe, Doc's low sedan was still almost silent.
Renny flourished his supermachine pistal.

"Shdl | let 'em have adose?’

Doc shook hishead. "Traveling too fast!"

Doc fed more gas -- and more. His car drew up aongside the other. Hisintention was obvioudy to get
around the green coupe, cut in front, and force the machine to the curb.

But the other car aso had speed. The driver circumvented Doc's maneuver by putting on aburst of
speed as great as the bronze man had managed. White lights, green lights, red lights streaked past,
blurred.

Doc commented, "They have quite amotor under that hood."

"Wait until we get on an open road!" clipped Johnny, reverting to few syllable wordsin the excitement of
the pursuit.

In anticipation of violent action, hetook his monocle from his pocket, wrapped it in his handkerchief to
protect it from breakage, and thrust it back in his pocket. The monocle was not an affectation with him.
In the past, before Doc Savage had exercised his surgical skill to restore complete sight to the wiry
geologigt'sleft eye, injured in the World War, Johnny had worn eyeglasses, the left eyepiece carrying the
magnifying glass. Needing eyeglasses no longer, heinssted that he needed the magnifier in hiswork, so
he dill carried it in the monocle.

SUDDENLY theair in front of Doc Savage's hurtling car was choked with smoke. Beams from the
powerful lamps were absorbed as completely as the sun'srays behind storm clouds.

Thedriver of the green coupe was spreading a smoke screen from his exhaust in the fashion devised long
ago by ingenious criminas. Doc's car was coursing blindly at nearly a hundred miles an hour.

The bronze man drove a hand under the instrument panel and touched one of an array of switches
conceded there. Then he wrenched out large, somewhat clumsy eyepieces. He peered through one of
these.



A fantagtic change was wrought. A weird light seemed to have suffused the pall of black smoke. Toa
layman, it would have smacked of black magic, but an dectrical engineer would not have been more than
surprised a the efficiency of the apparatus for projecting invisibleinfra-red light rays, which have the
faculty of penetrating smoke and fog to agreat degree.

The eyepieces, highly ingenious, for making the infra-light visible would have been even moreinteresting
to an eectrica expert.

"Watch out!" Renny shouted suddenly.

Directly ahead, crosswise of the street, loomed an abandoned truck. Some one, working in collusion with
the driver of the green coupe, had driven the truck out of aside street and I€ft it, anticipating that Doc
would crash into it, head on, in the smoke.

Tires squalled on pavement as Doc swerved the sedan in an attempt to clear the obstruction. No
ordinary car could have madeit.

There was asickening skid. They vaulted the curb. Meta crashed, rasped. They had glanced off awall.
Brick dust cascaded. The machine rocked, nearly went over. Then it jarred back on the street, beyond
the truck.

"Holy cow!" Renny gasped.
Long-winded Johnny blinked hiseyes. "'l vouchsafe akindred articulaion!™

The speeding ears were beyond the region of traffic lights now and streaking on open boulevards. Doc's
sedan crawled up immediately behind the other ear. At their terrific speed, telephone poles were amost
like picketsin afence. The green coupe lurched agood ded, but Doc's scientifically weighted ear held
the road smoothly.

Doc's cabled bronze hands eased the wheel over. The ear swung around the green coupe, came up
abreast. Plainly, Doc meant to wedge the other car in, force it to stop.

A submachine gun nosed out of the green coupe and aburst of bulletsflattened harmlesdy againgt the
sted plating and bulletproofed glass of Doc's vehicle.

With the speeding cars side by side, Doc and his men could get alook at their adversariesin the coupe.

"Hey, that'snot Ool!" Long Tom said tersdly. "They've chalked somebody's face up to make him look
like Oal!"

"Ool would hardly risk his neck with adriver like that one,” Doc said.
"Well then, what -- " Long Tom never finished his sentence.

THERE was abump, aterrifying sverve, acrash, acrazy sword-dashing of lightsin the night asthe two
cars collided and one of them turned up end for end and rolled like abarrel off the road, over aditch,
through ahedge of trees and far into a plowed field.

The insandly reckless driver of the green coupe had tried to shove the other car off the road.

Thetrick backfired. The other driver had not calculated on Doc's reinforced fenders. It was his own ear
which went over.

Doc's machine held the road. It weaved, but not dangeroudy. Doc eased down on the brakes, cut the



lights, and brought the car to an abrupt stop.
What he did then was a surprise.

"Side over herein thedriver's seat, Ham," he directed. " Take the ear hack to town. Y ou will hear from
me a the office"

He opened the door, swung out, glided across the road and disappeared in the shadow of a high hedge.

Ham hesitated, then drove away, carrying with him a puzzled and disgusted Long Tomn, Johnny, and
Renny.

At the scene of the disaster, Doc Savage ascertained that both the driver and gunner were dead, killed
ingantly.

He was examining the bodies, when a peculiar rhythmic drone of a sound assailed his ears. Doc looked
up.

Clearly againgt the star-lit Sky he could see a huge shape poised against the night, resembling, at first, a
bird with grotesquely whirling wings. Even as he looked, the object settled lower. It was aplane, an
autogyro.

Doc exploded in aburgt of furious energy, and barely reached the shadows of agrove of trees asa sharp
clatter sounded from above and machine gun bullets rapped the ground.

Doc was not carrying one of the machine pistols so much relied upon by his men; he preferred to depend
for defense on ingenuity and various scientific devices carried in pockets of specialy constructed vest.

Since the autogyro was not flying low enough for him to take any effective measures againg it. he
contented himsalf with outguessing the machine gun bursts. Repestedly. bullets snarled through the
massed |leaves, tracing patterns of death. But the bronze man kept clear.

After afew minutes of ineffectud firing, the autogyro lifted and skimmed away to the west. till flying
low.

Not more than two minutes later, Doc saw it poise, then drop lazily to the earth in dmost vertical decent.

Leaving his evergreen shdlter, Doc ran for the spot where the autogyro had landed. The distance was not
great and, eventualy, he located the windmill plane.

The craft had settled inafarm lot, in ashallow valey not far off the road. There was ahouse close by.
Doc approached cautioudy. The moon added to the brilliance of the stars.

He heard aman curse, then heard his own name spoken --"Doc Savage!" -- in evident darm. A window
went black in the farmhouse. A man ran out and was joined by another outside. The two started racing
acrossthefarm lot in the direction of the autogyro.

Then one of them stopped, caught the other by the arm and pulled him in the opposite direction.

"Nix!" The arm-puller'swords wafted clearly to Doc. "We can't land in the gyro where we wanta go!
The hdl with it! Well take the car!”

THE men ran, sumbling, to the road. Doc following them, heard the whine of a sarter, then the
slence-wrecking roar of amotor and a clashing of gears asacar got under way .



The headlights switched on. Doc was able to recognize the two men. Ool and Watches Bowen!
The car droned away, blurring into black distance.

After satisfying himsdlf that he was aone, Doc Savage ran toward the autogyro. He examined it carefully.
He devoted particular attention to the controls.

He found a bomb attached to the starter in such away that it would have exploded at thefirst revolution.
The bomb explained the "act”" which Watches Bowen and Ool had put oninthefarmlot. The
performance had been ca culated to decoy the bronze man into following the fleeing car with the
autogyro. It was just one more murder attempt.

Doc Savage entered the house and began a searching examination of the rooms. It seemed to be asmall
tenant farmer's house, deserted now, used, judging from the litter about, as an occasiona hide-out by
Watches Bowen.

Thewhite beam of hisflashlight poked everywhere. In the room where he had seen the light go out,
papers on the floor and more papers on atime-scarred desk made it look asif the criminds, in their haste
to clear out, had been forced to leave documents behind.

Doc picked one of the papers from the floor. Light from the hand flash washed over it, revealing amaze
of handwriting and figures apparently some of Watches Bowen's caculations.

Doc gathered al papers on the floor and carried them to the desk. There was alamp on the desk, with
an dectric bulb init. Evidently there was an dectric plant on the farm.

For greater convenience, Doc laid down hisflash and turned on the dectric light. 1t was adim bulb,
heavily frosted.

Doc bent closeto the light while sorting over the papers. So intent was he upon the documents that he
did not see the faint vapor which crept out from the frosted bulb as it warmed.

Hedid naticeit, finaly. Hisarm dashed out. He smashed the bulb in his bare hand. But the vapor was
dready intheair.

The bronze man took two staggering steps, then kedled over, to lieinert on the floor.
Chapter 10. THE PATRIOT UNMASKED

OOL and Watches Bowen did not drive into town when they fled the farmhouse, but turned into a
near-by sderoad, from where, after parking their machine, they circled back to the farmhouse on foaot,
arriving in time to watch from a distance as Doc Savage turned on the lamp at the desk.

When they heard the solid thump of hisbody asit struck the floor, they came charging in. They stared
triumphantly at the bronze man's prostrate form.

"The second of the twin sstersgot him," Ool spoke tonelesdly.

Watches voice had araspinit. "After this, Ool, | votefor you and your fancy poisons every time. When
that fool coupe driver got himself wrecked, | was ready to quit."

Watches collected his personal papers which had formed the fire. Then he approached the body of Doc
Savage.



"Let'slug it out to the car,” he suggested.
Tot ether the two bent over Doc's heavy frame.

What happened next neither Ool nor Watches could have correctly detailed. There was anightmare
sensation, as though the roof had fallen on them and a tornado had funneled its way into the room.

Vagudly, of course, they knew that Doc Savage was not dead. The corded muscles of the bronze man,
which had been dacked in gpparent hel plessness as he lay upon the floor, had suddenly become
gdvanized with uncadculableforce.

Both Oal and Watches Bowen were strong men. But they were hel plessthe ingtant ametdlic hand
closed over thethroat of each. Their blood seemed to turn to water, their muscles got limp asrags, their
eyesbulged in purpling faces, their tongues ran out.

Doc, with an unexpected movement, cracked their heads together. They lost consciousness.

Searching the pair, Doc relieved them of wegpons. Then he devoted much time.to an examination of
Ooal'sright hand, the hand which the thin, strangely white-skinned man seemed never to keep lill.

He found nothing peculiar about the hand.

The bronze man dragged the two sensdless formsto the autogyro and camly detached the bomb from
the starting mechanism.

Heflew histwo captives back to the city, landing in avacant lot conveniently near his own water-front
warehouse hangar. He took a closed car from the big building and |oaded the captives aboard.

IN the skyscraper headquarters, Ham, Johnny, Long Tom, and Renny stared as Doc issued from his
private elevator with histwo prisonersin tow. Doc dumped the pair of limp forms on thefloor.

Long Tom, the eectrica wizard, wasfirst to speak. "Y ou sure did aheavy night'swork, Doc," he said.
"Let ushopeitisal over but the questioning,” Doc said.
Big-fisted Renny handed over ashesf of radiograms.

"These came in answer to the radiograms you sent up North," he told the bronze man. "They give us
something to go on when we start questioning these two."

The messageswere all very long, and al dikein one respect -- they all conveyed the information that no
expedition other than the Lenderthorn party had left the Arctic-American coast in recent months.

One message carried asurprise. It described the members of the Lenderthorn party. The descriptions
were unmistakable,

Lenderthorn, the explorer, had been no other person than Watches Bowen himself. Assisting him had
been alieutenant who resembled Ool to perfection.

The expedition had taken off by plane and had not been heard from since, the message stated.

One radiogram, from Point Barrow, on the north Alaskan coast, contained additional information
regarding Odl.

Theweirdly white-skinned man, so the radiogram informed, had arrived myserioudy into the settlement



some months ago.

Ool had carried a strange pair of black goggles. He had been acting strangely seeming to have not the
dightest ideaof what modern lifewaslike, and being unable to speak any intdligible language. But during
the short time he had remained there. he had learned language and customs with amazing rapidity.

He had refused to divulge much information about himsalf except to infer vaguely that he had come from
off the Arctic ice pack, which obvioudy wasalie, it being regarded as an impossibility. He had
disappeared from the settlement as mysterioudy as he had come.

Severd strange deaths among the Eskimo popul ation had been credited by them to Ooal, but thiswas
thought to be superdtitious fancy on their part, snce no direct evidence of Ool's guilt. could be obtained
and fatditiesin each case having been attended by severe locd inflammation and swelling, and no
autopsies having been performed, death had been credited by settlement authoritiesto pernicious
infection, or smple blood poisoning.

Renny jarred his huge fists together restlesdy. "What say wetake atrip, Doc, over -- "
" -- over the Arctic ice pack," Long Tom supplied. "We can use --
" -- the new dirigible." Ham added.

"For the specific purposes,” Johnny finished grandly, "of investigating the mysterious origin of one
malicious maefactor having golden hirsute adornment, not to mention delving into the mystery of acertain
pair of goggles -- and dleged mysteriousthings.”

"HAM -- jump!" Doc's voice was a crash of sound.
Ham jumped, suddenly, without question. The dapper lawyer legped ayard inthe air.
Ool clutched hisankle at about the half-yard level.

Ham fdl violently, sprawling hisfull length on thefloor, his sword cane clattering out of hishand. He
kicked, but he could not shake Ooal's rlentless grip from hisankle.

"Hold it, Ham!" Doc rasped. "Do not move!"
Hamlay Hill.
Ool spoke.

"Y ou have donewell to order himtolie dtill," he droned. "Now listen to me. Y ou have witnhessed my
grength. | did not stay long unconscious, like this other one." He indicated Watches Bowen's limp form.

"I could giveyou," he continued, speaking with his sepulchra lack of tone, "amore deadly exhibition of
my powers. If | had reached for your man with my right hand, instead of my left, he would now be dead.
So try no tricks on me, bronze man. Y ou could kill me-yes; but not before | could kill this man of yours."

"What do you want?' Doc asked quietly.
"Hrg, thegoggles™

Without further argument, Doc went into the laboratory and returned with the goggles. He tossed them to
Odl.



"Y ou havediscrimination,” Ool said, flatly. "I could wish | had you for a partner instead of Watches
Bowen."

"What else do you want?"'

"Escape -- that isdl." Ool spoke like an inefficient phonograph. "'l am not greedy. | might bargain with
you for your dirigible. But that would incur complications. | prefer to consolidate my gains, and strike
another time."

"Y ou propose to do what now?"' Doc asked.

"l am going to move back and enter your elevator,” Ool said. "I shdl drag Watches Bowen, and | shall
drag your man aso. My right hand is deeth. Understand! But you have my word that it will function only
if you interfere with my escape.”

"What do you intend doing with Ham?" Doc demanded.

"l do not want him. Nor do | wish to encourage reprisals from you by killing him. If you do not interfere
with my escape, | shdl leave him at the bottom of the elevator shaft unhurt. Isit agreed?”

Above everything ese, Doc Savage was solicitous about the safety of hisaides.
"Itisagreed,” hesaid.

Without further words, Ool backed out of the door with his human burdens, entered an devator, and
sank the eighty-six stories to the ground.

Eventudly the eevator came back to the eighty-sixth floor. Ham wasin it, lashed with hisback to the
handrail.

"Let'sgo after that scut!" Renny roared, crowding into the elevator.

Doc vetoed the proposa. "Not now. | have other plans. Y ou men wait."
The bronze man got them out, then went down aonein the cage.

Doc's aides crowded about Ham, firing queries.

"That while-faced, desth-fingered fellow isn't human!" Ham shuddered.

ABOARD Watches Bowen's moored yacht, Dimiter Daikoff, the big, dark, scarred patriot, moved
swiftly to bring out more eighty-year-old brandy as Watches Bowen and Ool tramped aboard and
shoved noisly through the door.

Watcheswasin asavage mood. His neck was swelling from Doc Savage's choking, and his head fdlt like
athousand sted mallets were knocking on it. He gulped the brandy greedily.

"Some stuff, them twin ssters of yours," he snarled at Oal.

"Thereisno known poison in your world more deadly than thetwin sisters” Oal replied.
"Then how conic Savage snapped out of it so quick?" Watches demanded.

"Hedid not come out of it."

"What do you mean?"'



"He never was under the influence of it. No man can embrace either of thetwin sstersand live.”
"Y ou mean hefaked it -- pretended to be knocked out in order to get usin there and nab us?’
"Obvioudy."

"Then something's gone screwy as hell!" Watches snarled. "There's aleak somewhere. Savage has been
tipped off to every plan welve made." The mob leader's hand clawed at the front of hisvest, jerked
fiercely at hisgold watch chain.

Dimiter Daikoff cameforward silently, proffering cigarettes, but Watches knocked the package out of his
hand.

"Y ou're beginning to get under my skin!" he rasped.

"Hold onto your nerves," Ool cautioned. He produced the goggles from his pocket. "We have these --
that is oneimportant thing."

Watches continued to stare malevolently at Dimiter Daikoff, at the scar on his neck, the tragically-glowing
dark eyes, the high cheek bones, hollow cheeks, the superb muscular power that even the swarthy man's
ill-fitting suit could not hide.

Shortly afterward, Dimiter Daikoff found occasion to leave the cabin.
Watches Bowen jerked athumb after him.

"Savage knows too much; he evidently finds out our plans” he said. "'l wonder if the leak could be that
damned patriot?'

Ooal showed no emotion, but asked, "Need we take chances?’

"Hell, no!" Watches growled.

"1 will shake hands with him when hereturns,” Ool said emotionlesdy. "1 will usemy right hand.”
Dimiter Daikoff came back after atime and Ool stood up.

"I wish to compliment you on the excdllent serving of the brandy,” he said. " Shake hands with me, if you
will."

Dimiter Daikoff was standing very close. He reached out readily to take Oal's proffered hand.

But at the last instant the big patriot's forward-reaching hand swerved. but down toward the gogglesin
Oal'sleft hand. Hisflashing grab was accurately directed. He got the goggles.

All in the same mation, it ssemed, he lunged to one sSide and his other hand clawed out and caught
Weatches by the throat. He jerked the thick-waisted gangster clear of the floor.

For the second time that evening, Watches Bowen thought atornado had funneled into the room and was
dtirring splintered timbers about his head.

The big, dark man'sthroat grip tightened until the room was ared blur in Watches bulging eyes. Then
Oal diced toward Dimiter Daikoff with hisright hand fluttering. Watchesfelt himsdf lifted, hurled. He
crashed againgt Ooal, knocked him down.



Watchesworked hisjaw spasmodicaly, trying to talk. When he wrenched words out, they cameina
hoarse rasp.

"it'sDoc Savage!" he choked.
"Yes" camethetragic-voiced patriot's affirmation. "It isDoc Savage.”

UPON hesaring the struggle, Monk came charging in from the other cabin where he had been lying ona
bed in pretended convalescence.

"Grab achair, Monk," Doc caled out. "Hold it in front of you. Ool'stouch is death!”

Ool scrambled to hisfeet ahead of Watches. Crouching, he sidled in toward Doc, with hisright hand
weaving like the head of a coiled moccasin.

Doc did not wait for an attack. He hurled forward, avoided the moccasin thrust of the n, and
thudded bronze knuckles on Ool's jaw.

Ool redled back, collapsed against the wall. But he sprang up. cat-quick, and sidled in again. Had Doc
been able to throw more weight into the jaw punch, Doc, unnaturally strong though he was, would have
cavedin then.

AsOal dunk infor asecond attack, Doc drew out one of the smal glass bulbs which were his anesthetic
bombs. He snapped it to the floor. It shattered. Doc held his breath.

"Hold your breath!" Ool yelled at Watches Bowen.

Doc had hdf expected this, recalling that in his office Ool had survived one of the bombsin similar
fashion.

Doc made apass at Ool, dodged the n'sfinger thrust as before, and planted a clean blow to the
face.

An ordinary man would have been knocked out. Ool was only flung back against the wall, badly shaken.
His endurance was tremendous.

At the same ingtant Monk, with his chair, rushed Watches. The gangster had gained hisfeet and was
whirling the watch which had been in the secret pocket up his deeve. Since escaping with Ool from Doc
Savage's office, Watches had not re-armed himself with an automatic. He did not appear to be
concerned about it. Hislipswrithed in akiller's snarl as he opened his hand and let the watch fly.

The watch was one of Bowen's pet weapons. The mechanism had been removed from the caseand a
quantity of molten lead inserted. Bowen could hurl the watch as accurately as he could aim arevolver.

The leaded watch plummeted toward Monk with the speed of a projectile. Monk ducked asthe missile
struck hischair. The watch splintered entirely through the thin wicker of the boat chair and struck Monk
lightly on the chest.

Monk bellowed, came in with the chair as a battering-ram. The gangster lurched to one sde. The chair
scraped his shoulder and went into the wall with such force that the legs splintered the cabin sheething.

The gangster's hand dipped to hiswide coat pocket. It whipped out clutching another leaded watch.
There was a chain attached. It was the gangster's habit to use the weighted timepiece as a substitute for a
blackjack. He swung the unique weapon at Monk's head.



Jerking the chair around, Monk sideswiped the clumsy wegpon in avicious swing at the gangster. The
chair knocked the leaded timepiece from Watches Bowen's fist, and went on to thud heavily againgt his
shoulder.

The gangster reeled back. Therewas ajangle of breaking glass as his heavy bulk crashed into a
porthole.

At the same moment, Doc Savage, euding Ooal's fourth successive moccasin jab, sent the tall pale man
crashing to thewall. Ool struggled up again, but now noticeably weakened.

Watches Bowen's voice roared in savage desperation. "The hell with the goggles, Ool! Let's get out of
herel"

The gang chief hurled his heavy bulk backward out the broken, oversi ze porthole, jangling the rest of the
glass paneto the floor. Ool made agangling lunge to the door.

Outside, they tumbled head-first into a speedboat which was moored under the stern.
"Give her the gun!" Waichesydlled franticaly.

There was a sudden roar as the speedboat engine cameto life. A machine gun stuttered out. It must have
been lying in the boat. Therain of dugsdrove Doc and Monk fiat on the deck.

The speedboat, running without lights, roared swiftly away with water piling up in itswake. Doc and
Monk stood on the deck and stared after it.

Before Monk's admiring eyes, Doc Savage obliterated the Dimiter Daikoff disguise. He gouged from his
mouth the wadding which had produced the effect of high cheek bones. A deft movement of histhumb
and finger removed apair of dark glass cuplike lenses which had fitted snugly over hiseyebdls. A
chemical paste cleared the last trace of blackness from his bronze hair. He pedled off the
collodion-manufactured scar which danted from the lobe of his ear down across his neck.

Monk grinned. "The patriot unmasked,” he said. "l didn't know you mysdlf at first as Dimiter Daikoff.
Say, was there sure enough a Dimiter Daikoff?!

"The policeradio calswerelegitimate," Doc supplied. "I merely took advantage of them to gain Watches
Bowen's confidence."

AN hour later, from an obscure Long Idand airport, there sounded the multiple drone of airplane engines
asabig ship, massive of hull and with awide wing spread, barely cleared the twinkling line of lights
marking the edge of the landing field.

Under its heavy weight of men and fud, the ship rose duggishly, circling the field and gaining dtitude, then
it put on speed and throbbed away into the northwest.

For passengers, the ship carried Watches Bowen, Ool, Ham-hock Piney, Honey Hamilton, Squirrel
Dorgan, and four other men. Nine of them, and apilot. Asvicious an assortment of criminals as had ever
disgraced agood plane.

It was some hours before Johnny, checking the airports and railway stations at Doc's suggestion, learned
of the plan€'s departure.

Chapter 11. ARCTIC PROCESSION



LIKE amoonbeam caught up, congealed, and set adrift again, acruisng dirigible, aslver diver aganst
the bleak, sub-Arctic sky, droned over the Canadian northwest at arate of speed highly unusual for such
ships. The speed of the dirigible -- amost two hundred miles an hour -- was achieved through improved
propulsion power and lessened wind resistance.

Doc Savage had personally developed the aloy motors, and Doc, with help from Monk, had succeeded
in synthesizing an inflating gas, noninflammable, with substantidly greater lifting power than helium or
hydrogen.

At the settlement of Resolution, on Great Save Lake, the silver dirigible nosed down for refuding. Doc
and hisfiveinquiring aideslearned there that atwo-motored transport plane carrying ten men had
touched for gas and ail two hours before them.

"Ool and Watches Bowen," Monk muttered.
"Deduction corroborated,” Johnny agreed.

Intheair again, boring into the northwest, the dender dirigible was like abright needle threading together
athousand-mile line of tall spruces and black monzonite ridges. Hour after hour, the craft drilled over the
great, londly land, rising higher asit approached the Alaskan border, in order to clear the Y ukon
Rockies.

In the cabin, enclosed in the hull, Doc and his aides were comfortable. Ham was at the controls. Long
Tom, in charge of radio communications, kept in regular contact with ground stations for the purpose of
determining wegather conditions over their intended line of flight.

There was no great need for this however, since the streamlined bag cut down wind resistance greatly
over conventiond designs, rendering the craft easily managesblein any wind lessthan ahurricane.

Appointed by Doc as navigator for the trip, Renny spent much time looking over charts.
Monk did nothing more creetive than to reclinein hisbunk and tickle the ear of his pet pig with histoe.

The pig, Habeas Corpus by name, had missed the hostilitiesin New Y ork. The reason was unusua. A
certain famous psychologist, amazed at the intelligence which the porker seemed to possess, had
requested, in al seriousness, permisson to seclude the pig for study.

Not lessthan fifty times, Monk had told al who would listen of the learned man'sfindings.
"The guy said Habeas was awizard of ahog,” Monk repeated. "He said that Habeas
Ham snarled, "Will you shut up about that porky freak, you missng link!"

Monk only grinned.

Habeas Corpus was aremarkable sight to behold. He was arunty razorback, with the snout of a
possum, legs of astag, and greet flapping ears that took the wind when he ran and looked like they were
going to fly away with him.

Habeas Corpus, reacting contentedly to Monk's foot massaging, emitted soft grunts.

Whenever Monk went on atrip, he took Habeas. Habeas Corpus was an intelligent porker; Monk had
trained him until he could perform things which amazed those whaose acquaintance with porkers had been
limited to adab of bacon.



MONK shifted his administrations from Habeas Corpuss | eft ear to theright, then asked, "Doc, have
you any ideawhere we're gonnarun into that gang?”"

"Yes" Doc answered, "'l have."
"Huh?' Monk squirmed. "After we leave Point Barrow, | thought we were going to run blind."

"Wewill cruise over theice pack, using our radio direction finder in an attempt to locate specific Satic
disturbances," Doc said.

"Wherein blazes did you get onto that hunch?

"Theinformation," Doc supplied, "was contained on some papers of Watches Bowen'swhich | examined
while playing the part of Dimiter Daikoff. It was not aclear clue exactly. The paper wasabill for such a
direction finder that had been built for Watches Bowen."

"Maybeit'saphony?’

"Maybe." The bronze man made adight gesture. "We have no better clue.”

"Learn anything ese?' Monk asked.

"Very little as gppliesto this case.”

"Y ou didn't find out what the goggles were for?'

"Regrettably, no."

Habeas Corpus made ins stent gruntings. Monk resumed his lazy rubbing of the porker's ear.

"I'd give the curl out of Habeasstail," the homely chemist declaimed, "to know what those goggles are
good for."

Big-fisted Renny looked up from his charts.

"Ligten, Doc," he said, "have you the dightest idea of what isbehind al of this?'
The bronze man shook hishead dowly.

"That isnot yet clear,” be said.

AT Point Barrow, on the north Alaskan Coadt, the silver dirigible settled down for itslast refueling. Asin
Resolution, Doc learned here that Watches Bowen's plane had preceded him by ashort time.

And, since it was from Point Barrow that the radiogram had been transmitted to Doc concerning the
origind appearanceinto civilization of Ool, Doc made further inquiries. in particular he contacted an old
Scotch fur trader, who had harbored Ooal for atimein his cabin, and who knew the North Alaskan coast
asfew mendid.

"l understand,” Doc said, "that it is considered an impossibility for Ool to have come off theice pack, as
heclamed.”

"Aye, tisthat," the rosy-checked old Scot replied, pleased to have the famous bronze man coming to him
for information.

“Why?



"On account of nae mon could wi'hstand the exposure,” explained the trader.

Doc nodded. "I know. No food, no fuel, chunked-up ice to make hard traveling, open leads where a
man might dip into the water, awind like rawhide -- it would be beyond human endurance for aman to
makethetrip, you think."

"Aye. Tis sdf-evident, mon. The Arctic pack lies unexplored tae this day, a dead white space on the

Doc nodded again. "What is your idea about it? Where do you think Ool came from?"
The old Scot shrugged gnarled shoulders. "In my life, | ha seen strange things, but Oal be the strangest.”
Doc held up the goggles. "Have you seen these?!

The old Scot'sface lighted with recognition. "Ool had such things. The sun, he said, hurt hiseyes. He lay
in my cabin for asolid week, not Venturing out. That was when first he came off theice pack

"But | thought you said it wasimpaossible for him to have come off the pack.”
"Aye," the old Scot replied imperturbably, "but where e se could he ha come from?'
Doc, looking intently at the man, said nothing.

Thetrader met Doc's gold-flecked eyes without flinching. He said: "I know not. Certain 'tis, there be
more of the devil to Oal than of mon or the heavenly speerit. At first, this Ool were not like ahuman
being."

"What do you mean?' Doc asked.

"Therewere such thingslikethis: Fire-- Ool tried to catch it in his hand, asthough it were abird. When
he got so's he could talk a bit, he said he had never before seenfire! Such things asthat.”

"Why did he leave you?'
The old Scot's face grimaced. "I drove him out at the end 0" my shotgun.”

“Why?

"l was afeered & him. Oneday | picked up hisgoggles, hem' curious. Worthlessthingsthey be. You
canna see through them. But he came a mewi' sech aunholy look in hisflat eyes, and his hand-theright
hand, I mind 'twasreachin’ out for me somehow like a snake. It gave me the shudders. | tossed him the
goggles and drove him out.”

TAKING theair again, Doc headed hissilver dirigible out over the seaat Point Barrow in anortherly
direction. After afew hours above the desolate Arctic pack, which looked, from their great height, likea
ank full of chipped ice, heturned on hisradio direction finder.

A hodge-podge of noises, conventional static disturbances, came through the loud-spesker. There were
buzzes and burrs and whines and crackles. But they could have been duplicated at dmost any point on
the earth.

Suddenly, the dirigible filled with a soft low note which throbbed and ran high up the musical scaleand
back again; the sound was not new dtatic disturbance, but Doc Savage'strilling, that weird sound, so
unconscioudy apart of him, which he made in moments of surprise or puzzlement.



The bronze man'sinordinately sendtive ears, conditioned by intensive training to catch sounds above and
bel ow the usud range considered possible for human reception, had identified a peculiar static sound
coming from thefinder.

To Doc's ades, the finder continued to pour out the usua din of static. But Doc, turning the loop device,
gave seering directionsto Johnny at the controls. Johnny swung the dirigible in amore westerly
direction.

Within an hour the eerie gatic disturbance, which at first only Doc had heard, was audibleto all. It came
over the loud-spesker in ahigh, rhythmic thrumming, each note being throttled off in an entirdly unearthly
manner, only to swell again in afashion even more unearthly.

As Johnny drove the dirigible toward the sound, the noise grew louder, filling the gondolawith its strange
pulsing clamor. It grew so indstent that Doc cut down the loudspesker volume control to amost the
absolute minimum.

There came amoment when Monk let out an excited bellow. Standing in the rear of the gondola, looking
out behind, the pleasantly ugly chemist had been experimenting with the strange goggles, trying them on
his eyes, squinting, ogling, attempting in every way possible to see through the thick lenses of
obsdian-like blackness.

"What's egting you?' Ham clipped, startled at Monk's show of excitement.
"Down here -- everybody -- look!" Monk clamored without turning around.
"Look where?' Renny complained. "I don't see anything."

"Areyou blind?' Monk blared. "Right below ud"

"You're crazy!" Long Tom put in. "Therés nothing there but ice.”

"Dont kid meat atimelikethig" Monk howled. " Seethat pillar of fire? It must be ahundred feet high!
What isit?'

"Firel Fireontheice?'
"Yeagh! Comin' out of theice. It'skind of weaving -- not like regular flame -- more like liquid firel"

Ham laughed derisively. "A column of liquid fire a hundred feet high coming out of theice! Nuts! There's
nothing there at dl -- only ice and somefog."

Monk turned around angrily to face lam in the gondola. He could not see Ham. He became conscious
then, that he was wearing the black goggles. He pawed off the goggles and pointed downward.

"Right down there -- look." He stared himsdlf. Hisjaw fell.
"Blazed" he gaculated. "Gone now!"
DOC'S compelling voice brokein. "L et me have those goggles, Monk."

Monk handed them over. Doc adjusted them quickly to his eyes, looked down. Hisweird trilling note
throbbed through the gondola. One after another, the bronze man had his aides ook down through the
goggles. Expressions of confused surprise and awe came from each.

"Well, I'll beapork chop off Monk's pig!" Ham exclaimed.



Each man, when he looked through the goggles, saw precisaly what Monk had seen -- atal writhing
column of what was gpparently liquid fire issuing from theice. When the goggles were removed from the
eyes, the column of fire disappeared.

"What isit?' Monk gasped.

"l do not know," Doc said flatly. "It certainly isnot agasflame." He continued studying the phenomenon
through the black goggles. "Nose the dirigible down, Johnny. Slack speed and float in as close as you

"It lookslike this clears up the mystery of the black goggles,” Renny said excitedly. "Ool needed them to
locate this place.”

"| think thereis moreto it than that, Renny," Doc answered.

At closer range, the thing which seemed to be fire took on more detail. There seemed to be aliving,
liquid, white-hot core swelling out smoothly in agolden blush, tinged with flashes of opal escence-glazed
ydlows, purples, reds, greens, and blues. The predominating tone, however, was golden; not so much
the gold of solid flame, but as of athick fog in which every separate particle of moisture was afloating
globule of gold.

At about the hundred-foot leve, the writhing pillar, in athinning golden haze, blurred into nothingness.

Johnny had nosed down to a hundred feet and drifted in as close as he dared. From the low height it was
apparent that the pillar -- whatever it was -- issued from arock crevice. A long, black rent in the disma
welter of pack icewas clearly identifiable asrock.

"Work thedirigiblein closer,” Doc directed. He adjusted the black goggles to Johnny's eyesto make the
mysteriousflamevisbleto him.

"Y eah, but Doc, well burn!™ Johnny objected in quick dismay.

But he did as Doc suggested. Closer and closer the Silver dirigible floated until, in Johnny's eyes, it was
very coseto theweirdly writhing flame.

With motorsidling, and the dirigibles slver sdes bathed in the living golden glow, Doc pointed to the
sengtized thermometer visible on the outsde of the gondolawal.

"Heat!" Monk squdled. "Thenitisafirel"
"It isonly up to room temperature,” Doc corrected. "Thereis no flame, aswe know it."

"Enough to giveaguy thejitterd™ Monk grunted. "A flame ahundred feet high, making no noise, giving
off no more heat than ahot-air register, and not even visible unless you're looking at it through black

goggles”

Johnny lost histrepidation and sent the dirigible directly into the mysterious light which was visble only
through the goggles. Nothing happened. They flew down lower, seeking to examinethe cleftintheice
from which the thing came. This, it developed, was larger than had at first appeared. It was many feet

wide morethan ahaf amilelong.

So interested were the occupants of the dirigible in examining the source of thefiery plume that the new
development al but took them by surprise.



"Herel" Doc Savage said sharply, and lunged for the controls. "L et me have them!™
"What'swrong? Johnny demanded.

Doc pointed. "Look!"

The big-worded geologist stared.

"I'll be superamalgamated!” he exploded.

A PLANE was hurtling toward them. It was agray machine, hard to distinguish against the leaden sky. It
came on swiftly. Details became digtinguishable.

"Watches Bowen," Doc decided. "It answers the description of the craft in which he came from New
York."

"Holy cow!" Renny exploded. "It's gonnabe tough if they're carrying much artillery.”

"they will be careful not to cripplethedirigible," Doc said positively. "Remember, they have wanted this
ship fromthefirg.

"And the only way they can get it,” gaunt Long Tom said, "isto crippleus.”

Renny bounced his big fiststogether. "That's ajob they won't find easy.”

Doc settled the dirigible downward.

"Hey!" Johnny gulped. "Y ou're going down into the crack that flame is comin’ out of!"

But to dl except Johnny, the landing process appeared to be merely an expert maneuvering jobin clear
ar. Tothe dectricd wizard, wearing the black goggles, the slver diver carrying itsfreight of human lives
was nesting down in abath of fire.

As softly asaleef fdling through agolden autumn haze, the dirigible cameto rest on the crevicefloor.

Chapter 12. THE GOLDEN GODDESS

THE CREVICE made asnug shdlter for the dirigible. They tied down the bag. Doc, with Long Tom's
assistance, removed afew delicate parts from the silver craft'signition system, parts necessary for the
operation of the dirigible; since there were no other smilar motorsin the world, the removal of these key
parts rendered the dirigible positively theftproof.

Overhead, Watches Bowen's plane wheded dowly, like a huge buzzard hung between the pale glaze of
the sky and the leaden gray of the far-stretching ice pack.

"They must be waiting for usto move away from the dirigible,” Monk decided.

Johnny had been busy studying the rock formation with his monocle magnifier. Thewiry geologist was an
expert fiedd man aswell asatheoretician. His geologica experience now borefruit.

"The configuration of thisrock cleft indicates a substantial cavern opening may be expected at about that
point." Hislean hand indicated.

Doc agreed. "We seem to be on an uncharted idand or rocky reef thrust up through theice pack. The
steady current of warm air along this creviceis of sufficient volume to indicate the presence of an



underground labyrinth."

Doc's gold-flecked eyes squinted up at Watches Bowen's circling craft. Now and again the plane,
whedling above, was momentarily obscured.

Doc eyed hismen. "Y ou have your emergency packs?'
They nodded.
Monk said, "I'll put Habeas Corpus under my coat.”

"Thenext time their planeisout of sight,” Doc warned, "we will make abreak. We might aswell look this
place over whilewe are here."

They watched tensely. The plane drifted out of sight.
Doc sad, "All right!"

They made their dash. The plane diced into view before Doc and his aides quite reached their objective.
They were sighted by the flying crooks. Machine guns from above with amacabre cackle; gun sound
pummeled againgt the sides of the rocky crevasse.

Rock chips mingled with spattering lead as Doc and his men lunged for the safety of agreat overhang.
They made it safdly, but a the last instant aflying rock chip struck sharply against Monk's coat. Habeas
Corpuswas on that sde. The ungainly shoat squedled in pain, flounced and fdll out, landing heavily. He
roiled about, squedling under the leaden hall.

MONK, from his position of safety within the cavern entrance, caled franticaly, and when theanimal,
dazed, did pot respond, Monk leaped out like an anthropoid ape springing from atree.

Bullets dashed around him. One went through his coat. He paid no heed. With the ease of an anthropoid
picking up acoconut, the homely chemist swept up the pig and lunged back for the cavern mouth. He
medeit.

Ham groaned in pretended disgppointment. "For aminute,” he said, "1 thought we were going to have
pork chopsfor supper.”

Monk glared, breathing heavily. "Some day, you two-bit shyster, you'll make one crack too many against
thishog!" Above them, the noisy airplane motors cut out. The sudden stillness seemed to pressdown like
something tangible, dive. The Arctic hush, which lay interminable over the desert of ice, was broken only
by the soft complaining whine of wind in struts and wires as the huge plane dipped down and leveled off.

"They'regoing to crash!" Ham exclaimed.
"Yeah!" Monk growled. "But they're comin' down in the cleft.”

There was a cracking as the undercarriage of Watches Bowen's plane was wrenched from the fusdlage
by contact with up-rearing ice cakes frozen into position as solidly as though they were cement.

The plane nosed half over, poised like an off-baanced bird, then flopped back, tilting on one crumpled
wing.

The door in the Sde of the cabin burst open. The mobsters spilled out, haf leaping, half faling. All carried
submachine guns.



"It'sdog eat dog now," Renny rumbled, and hislong puritanical face grew more mournful than ever in
anticipation of thefight.

"Yeah," Monk agreed. "Notice where they landed? We gotta smear ‘em to get back to our ship.”

"They would not have risked landing if we had not come down firgt,” Doc said. "They probably have
been aware that we were trailing them across Canada.”

Long Tom nodded. "Their radio receiving set could have picked up our communications with ground
dations.”

Doc whipped out hisflashlight and turned it on the darker recess below the ledge.
"Hey!" Renny boomed. "That looks like that cavern Johnny was predicting!”

THAT Watches Bowen had not acted without forethought, soon became evident. One of the men was
carrying awooden ease. He opened this and produced aweapon resembling a shotgun. He charged the
barrd with adender rod to which was attached a cylinder resembling that on a skyrocket. He aimed at
the ledge and fired.

The results were cataclysmic, for the man had shot arifle grenade. There was a tremendous concussion.
Rock fell. Frozen ice and some snow clouded up.

"Holy cow!" Renny boomed. "Wed better get back ingde. They've got usin aspot!”

"Well see how far back thisgoes," Doc agreed. "But wait. WEll insure that they don't entomb usin
here."

In aloud voice, the bronze man now yeled at Watches Bowen and hisfollowers, conveying the
information that important parts had been removed from the dirigible.

"They won't blast the roof down on us now for fear of damaging the parts,”" he said.
They moved back into the cavern. It was smdll at first, and gave indications of playing out.
"l sure hateto leavethat dirigible,” Ham said anxioudy.

"Itisperfectly safe," Doc assured. " Since they expect to be the onesto ride back iniit, they will be careful
not to crippleit.”

"Doc," Monk sad, "let's say here and fight it out.”

"Nothing would be gained by making astand,” Doc pointed out. "They would use those grenades, if they
could do so without burying us."

"0. K., Doc," Monk said, resgnedly, "but I'm craving heavy action.”
"You may get it," Ham reminded, "if we run into a pack of the black things back in here.”

Ham spoke haf jokingly, with no inkling that the time was close when he was to take the black thingsin
anything but ajoking way.

THE relaively narrow granite cleft which they had entered led into alimestone labyrinth. They produced
flashlights. The caverns progressed down at a sharp angle, and widened out into rooms of awe-inspiring
proportions.



It was suddenly not at dl cold.

Stalactites and stalagmites looked like massive ivory columns. There were whole domes of crystdline
formation which glittered like massed diamonds under the prying glare of the flashlight beams. Some of
the rooms were cathedra arched, and so high that the white pencil paths of light from the hand flashes
could not ddlineate them.

Monk craned hishull neck ill rapt admiration.

"King Solomon's temple must of been likethis" he said, and turned to cal to Habeus Corpus, who was
lagging behind. "Y eah." he continued soulfully, “this surewould be aswdl setup for aharem.”

"Y ou would think of that,” Ham said dryly, aware of Monk's weakness for women, singly or in numbers.

Echoes bounded back and forth between the cavern wallsin abewildering and oftentimes frightening
manner, foot scufflings and voices going out into the air and being wafted back in distorted sound
Splashes.

Doc, inalow voice, caled ahalt.
"Nobody talk," he ordered.

No one did talk and no one moved; yet, disturbingly, the echoes of foot scufflings and garbled
conversation did not cease. In fact. asthey waited there, listening, the echoes grew dlarmingly. They
welled to averitable clamor.

"| thought s0," Doc said guardedly. "The echoes are not al our own.”

"From the sound of them," Long Tom whispered, "Watches Bowen and his gang must have sumbled
onto a shortcut. They sound close.

"They areclose," Doc affirmed.

The bronze man conferred for amoment under his breath with Johnny on aquestion of geology. Although
Doc, asareault of hisexhaustive sudies, his self-imposed menta, physical, and emotiona discipline, had
accumulated a store of knowledge greater in every case than that of hisfive aides, he nevertheless
consulted frequently with them on questionsinvolving their specidty.

He did this because he was a thorough man who preferred to check his reasonings. On the present
geologica question, Doc and Johnny cameto quick agreement.

"Comeon," Doc cdled out, and whipped hislight ahead as he led off into a cavern which narrowed
rapidly asthey hurried dong.

Renny, casting backward glancesin the darkness, caught aglimpse of aflashlight carried by one of the
pursuing gangsters.

"They areclose," herapped. "L ook behind!"

THE otherslooked. They were not quick enough to see the white beam of the flashlight, but were quick
enough to see the saffron flare which coughed from the muzzle of an automatic.

Pursued by roaring echoes, the bullet dammed down the narrow entry past the heads of Doc and his
aldes, making musical sounds against hanging stalactites.



"Down on thefloor!" Doc ordered. "Dousethe lightsl”

More saffron flashes bloomed at gun tips and more bullets dammed with echoing thunder down the
narrow stone corridor.

"Back up," Doc called to hismen, "around the bend here! Find cover before you open with your
superfirerd™

Asthey felt around in the dark and flopped behind protecting rocks, the saffron blobs which marked the
exploding pistols of their enemies became obscured by dow angry stresks of red, asthe gangsters
opened up with their machine guns. Lead and flying rock chips sprayed the rock tunnel. Echoes
resembled close thunder.

Loud above everything el se sounded the bullfiddle bellow of Doc's supermachine pistols, as hisaides
returned the fire. Pale greenish-gold flares fanned out from the heavy snouts of the strange mercy
weapons. The efficient superfirers, manned expertly by Doc's men, were having an effect.

Back at the crooks end of the rock corridor. Watches Bowen cursed savagely and gave his men word
to hold up their fire until they could determine the extent of their injuries Hiswords were plainly audible,

Doc's men quit firing, aso. Slamming echoes settled down like thunder rolling away.
The attackers counted up their losses.

"Three men knocked out by their damned mercy bulletsl" Watches Bowen grated. "Find better cover,
you hirds-- no, wait!" His voice stabbed with soft intengity.

Speech echoes of Doc and his men were wafting clearly to the attackers from down the tunnel. They
were echoes of darm.

Long Tom wastaking.

"I've been back afew rodswith Doc," he barked. "We examined the rock walls -- and thisis a dead-end
tunnd!"

"You mean it don't lead nowhere?' Monk demanded loudly.

"Right!" Long Tom agreed. "The only way we can get out istheway we camein.”
"And that gang has that opening blocked with machine gund” Ham clipped.
"Holy cow!" Renny's huge voice roared. "Ain't there no way out back hereat al?"

Even Doc's cautioning voice was picked up by the malicious echoes and carried back clearly to
Watches avidly listening maob.

"Do not spesk so loud!" Doc warned. "They will hear us. We will have to keep them from knowing the
jamwearein.”

Back at the open end of the tunnel Watches Bowen became galvanized in action.

"THISisour chance," Watches purred. "Ham-hock, you're carrying that grenade gun. Well blow this
opening shut."

The fat Negro's gppreciative voice echoed back.



"Lock dem in dar foah ahundred yeahs, huh?"

"Lock 'emin, hdl!" Watcheswhispered. "Well closeit up, then give 'em aday or two to think it over.
They'll be ready to say 'uncle,’ when we blast it open again.”

Watches sdlected a crack, rupture of which would cave in the entry. Ham-hock took careful aim.

Careful though Watches and his men had been to speak in undertones, the cavern echoes had carried
their voices.

Monk's reckless voice sounded. "Let's charge 'em, Doc. | ain't cravin' to belocked in here.”

"Do not beafool, Monk," echoed Doc's chastising voice. "We could never get through in the face of half
adozen machine guns.”

"We could clip some of 'em with our superfirers” Monk pleaded desperately.

"What good would that do,” Doc reasoned logicaly. "In the end, they'd wipe usdl out.”

"What are we gonna do then?" Renny bawled.

"Do nothing. We will stay here and take our chances with the explosion. It isthe only thing we can do.”

Watches Bowen's maignant voice crashed loud in the tunndl. He was not speaking to hismen thistime,
He was spesking to Doc.

"Thisisthe payoff!" heydled. "Savage, you can come out, or stay there! Take your choice!™
Doc made no reply.

A thundering detonation came as Ham-hock used the grenade gun. There was ablaze of flame. Tunnel
calling came down. Thewadls heaved.

All theway to the far back end of the tunnel the rock crashed down, choking the passage so completely
that an object so small asarat could not have escaped crushing destruction. The cataclysm wasfar
greater than Watches Bowen had expected.

Watches Bowen and his men were thrown off their feet by the terrific forces of the explosion. Sound
throbs assailed their earswith aforce dmost strong enough to crack their eardrums. White limestone dust
billowed.

The sound salvos wafted away findly. Dust settled. The crooks flashlights streamed over the piled rock
wreckage.

"Choked from floor to roof," Watches shrieked. "Thaose dirigible parts -- they're buried!”

Ooal spoke up quietly, "We aredumb foals, if, given sufficient time, we cannot fashion new parts. But it
would be much better if we had the black goggles.”

"Well get by," Watches muttered. "Let's get away from thisdust. We might aswell goinit, Ool?"
"Yes" Oal sad. "Wewill goinnow."

GUIDED by Oal, Watches and his men, carrying the three men made temporarily unconscious by the
mercy dugs, turned into another of the caverns and sscumbled hastily along the rock-strewn floor. Their



flashlights cut fantastic white swathsin the Stygian gloom.

Ool wasfollowing certain trail marks, vague scratches, a pile of rocks here and there. His manner, his
sureness, indicated he himsdlf had placed the guiding marks.

The labyrinthian chambers were empty, dead, devoid of dl life or living matter. Everywhere, under the
flashlight glare, thewalls, floor and roof showed coldly with akind of leaden glaze.

"Dis heah place give aman cregps,” Ham-hock Piney asserted, rolling his eyes uneasily. "Dat's accordin'
to any man'sfigurin”

"These particular caverns,” Ool said enigmaticaly, "are known asthe Land of the Lost. No man
penetrates them far and comes out dive.”

"But yo-dl done dat very ting," Ham-hock insnuated plaintively.
"I did," Ool agreed. "l wasthe firgt to do s0." The crook party continued onward for hours.

SUDDENLY, Ool paused in mid stride. He stood looking down. Watches Bowen, coming close behind,
bumped into him before he could stop.

"What's the matter?" the crook leader asked.
Ool'slong arm pointed to the floor.
Watches looked, then cursed nervoudly. The others crowded about, staring.

Clearly defined in white rock dust on the floor were footprints. Smal footprints, delicately formed. The
maker of the prints had apparently been wearing skin-tight moccasins. The indentations showed afirmly
modeled hedl, high arch, and five toes as uncramped and rounded as a child's. But the mature spacing of
the footprints as they led off into one of the side chambers, reveded clearly they were not the prints of a
child.

"What could Sonabe doing here?' The white-faced man'sflat voice actudly carried amodicum of
emotion.

"Sona?' Watches questioned.
Ooal indicated barely discernible webbed markingsin the footprints.

"ItisSong," he dated positivey. "She, and she only, is privileged to wear footgear with the imperid
desgnintheweaving."

"Who inthe hdl is Sona?' Watches wanted to know.

Ooal, flashing hislight in the direction of the disappearing footprints, did not answer. Instead, he said, "She
passed afew minutes ago.

Hisarm waved out to call attention ahead, to afine haze of rock dust which hung inthear witha
cryddlineglitter.

"Y es, shewas here very recently. Come. We will get her.”

Heturned in the direction taken by the footprints. He loped dong in an ungainly manner. The others
followed closdly.



It was amere matter of minutes before they sighted their quarry-agirl.

Sheran a their gpproach. She had long flowing hair, gold in hue, and she was clothed in some sort of
gossamery stuff which clung close, moulding lithesome curves as she ran. She wore goggleswith
enormoudy thick lenses.

At Watches direction, Honey Hamilton chopped afew machine gun bullet over the girl's head. The
caverns had narrowed down at this place; the gun thunder wasterrific.

Thegirl did not stop, and it was evident that bullets and gun thunder were something strangein her
experience.

"Outrun her!" Watches rapped.
Eventudly, they did that. They seized her, held her.

Ooal approached with his deadly right hand fluttering in butterfly-like motion. The girl recoiled. It was
evident that the butterfly gesture was not new to her.

Ooal said something to the girl in an uninteligible gibberish. The goggles which she wore were smilar to
the oneswhich Ool had possessed. Their grotesqueness contrasted oddly with the softly exquisite curve
of her cheeks, with her natura blond complexion.

Ool snatched the goggles from her eyes with such ferocity that he left ared scratch on her smooth
cheek.

Then 001 turned to Watches. "To have run across her issuch luck as| could never have hoped for," he
sad.

"It's as clear as Manhattan mud to me," Watches growled. "Who the hell is she?’

"Sheis Sona," Ooal sad. "In your so-caled civilization, she would be caled Princess Sona.”
The gang chief's mind began to work aong his conventionaly lawless pattern.

"Say!" he exploded. " Somebody oughta-- "

"Exactly! Ooal interrupted. "Wewill hold her hostage to guarantee our own safety, and to bargain for that
which wewant."

"Sure," Watches emphasized, tugging a the gold chain which sorawled across hisvest. "That which may
make you boss of theU. S. A., in amanner of speakin'.”

Ool turned to Sonawith aharsh order.

Then suddenly avast roaring filled the tunnd with o terrific anoise asto make past sounds seem, in
comparison, afeeble murmur.

Watches cursed.
"An attack from some of your blasted countrymen, Ool!" he rasped.
But Ham-hock Piney had another idea.

"Dat's Doc Savage's pooks a-shootin!™ he wailed.



Chapter 13. FLASHLIGHT TERROR

HAM-HOCK PINEY was correct, but only partidly so. The bludgeoning sound echoes could be
identified asthey crashed closer.

They were the hooting sounds of Doc Savage's superma chine pistols.
"Dat Doc Savage dead!" screamed Ham-hock. "Dey got to be his ghosts firing dem hoot guns!”

Asthe crooks doused their lights and scattered, leveling automatics and machine gunsin confused haste,
one of them dropped his gun and crumpled to the ground, avictim of one of the machine pistol mercy

dugs.

Ham-hock stooped and dragged the unconscious man around aright angle turn into ablind-end tunndl.
The other crooks made a desperate stand. Their thundering guns stabbed wild flame spurts.

The attack, coming unexpectedly and from such an unexplainable source, had disorgani zed them and they
did not even redlize for several momentsthat their guns were the only onesroaring; that, after thefirst
bullfiddle fusiliade, the superfirers of Doc Savage and his men had stopped firing.

Then, swooping from out of the darkness, agiant of bronze by thistime afamiliar phenomenon to
Watches Bowen, invaded the cavern. Doc's aides were close behind. Frenzied yells mixed with gunfire.
Fist blowsthudded. Thelast flashlight went out. Darkness wasintense.

"Don't shoot!" Watches screamed to hismen. Y ou'll kill each other!™

The gang chief'shand, wielding hisleaded watch by the end of its stout chain, chopped down, swinging
the deadly weapon against a human bulk which thrust up close againgt him in the dark.

"Hey, don't do dat to me," blested Ham-hock's aggrieved voice.

Ooal. throughout the fighting had remained silent, holding Onto Sonawith one hand, and with the other
trying to adjust her gogglesto hiseyes. Suddenly aflashlight blazed not six inchesfrom hisface. Before
his right arm could moccasin out, the light disappeared and ametalic fist crashed into hisface, knocking
him down.

He lurched to his feet again and pawed frenziedly for the girl, Sona. She was gone.

Doc Savage had developed afaculty of judging distance dmost to theinch. Asthelast of the flashlights
had blacked out, Doc had fixed Ool's position in his mind. Flattened close againgt the side wall of the
tunnel, the bronze man had worked forward.

Then he battered hisway through Watches men. When he flashed hislight, he was close upon Ool. His
fist blow had followed. At the same instant his other arm streaked ouit to catch the girl around the waist.

HOLDING her firmly, Doc legped to one side in the dark and deposited the girl in aposition of safety
behind apile of rock fragments which in some past age had falen from the roof.

By giving asihilant sgnd in the Mayan tongue, Doc indicated to his men that the girl was safe. Hisades
respond ed by unleashing new blasts from their superfirers.

This new attack demoralized Watches Bowen's crew completely. They broke and ran, damming against
each other in the dark. They got around the right-angle turn into the blind-end tunnel. Here, Watches and
Ool, screaming orders, managed to raly them.



Doc directed a cessation of fire. Quiet settled down except for the wrangling of Watches Bowen's
mobsters as the gang chief verbally beat theminto line. A horrified silence followed.

Then anew voice sounded. It was Monk's hoarse bellow.

"So long, Bowen!" he taunted. "I'll tell 'em you died brave! We got you right where we want you now!"
Desperate as was their situation, Ham-hock Piney could not throttle anatura curiosity.

"How yo'-al done cometo life?" be shouted. "We done dynamite amillion tons of rock on yo'-al!"

"Y ou never dynamited any rock on usl" Monk bellowed down the entry.

"Wedid so!" the Negro yelled back.

Monk's laughter rolled down the black passageway.

"That wasn't a dead-end passage you blew down," he advised. "We went out through the back of that
tunndl. All our talk took place ablock away. Y ou can't tell about voicesin this place.

"All right, Monk," Doc called tolerantly. "L et's get stationed. We have these plotters bottled up. Our next
job isto smoke them out.”

Doc flashed on hislight and wandered the white beam quickly about, seeking good vantage pointsfor his
men to crouch behind in asuper-machine pistol bombardment of the dead-end tunndl.

Therewas no danger of the light attracting enemy bullets, since Watches Bowen's men were around an
angle. Doc's aides added to the single searching beam by switching their own lights on. Monk curioudy
turned his beam on Doc. What Monk saw in the glare caused him to drop Habeas Corpus from under

hisarms and stare. He sighed.

"l ak you," hesaid at large, "ain't it perfect?’

Hewas referring to the picture which the bronze giant made, stlanding beside the golden-haired girl Sona
-- shewhom Ool had called princess. Thegirl clung to Doc with the ingtinctive trust of a child.

"Doyou," Doc asked, "want to get us shot at?'

The homely chemist grinned and removed the light from them. Doc stepped to one Sde to examinethe
tunnel opening.

"Who isshe?' Monk called after him.

"She has not offered that information,” Doc replied. " She responds to none of the languages | have
gpoken with her. Nor can | understand aword of hers.”

Monk suggested, "As soon as you find how to talk to her, put in agood word for me, will you?'
From somewhere in the darkness, Ham snorted loudly.
Monk said angrily, "What'd you mean by that hoot?"

THE two growled at each other, warming up for a battle which never extended beyond the verbal stage,
no matter what the provocation.

Monk came over and thrust this face close to Ham's. Then, suddenly, Monk's flashlight was knocked



from his hand. The knocking was done with deftness. It went out from the impact.
"You lowlife" Monk gritted at Ham. "Pick up my flashlight.”

"Pick it up yoursdlf,” Ham retorted. ™Y ou dropped it."

"Yourealiar! Monk belowed. ™Y ou knocked it out of my hand!"

"Whao'saliar, you hairy -- " Ham broke off as his own flashlight was knocked to the ground and
extinguished.

"Y ou bush-ape," he began again, with new vehemence, "pick up my flashlight!”
"Pick it up yoursdlf!" Monk blustered. ™Y ou dropped it."

"Dropped it nothing! Y ou knocked it out of my hand!"

"Hey, one of usisnutd" Monk said.

Both were slent. Ham's grip tightened spasmodicaly on his sword cane. Monk clawed absently at his
bristling red hair.

Then the cavern resounded with Renny's grest bellow.
"Something got my flashlight!" he howled.
The cavern was now absolutely dark.

Doc had felt the golden-haired girl, Sona, leave his side. She went suddenly. asif torn away by aterrific
force. Doc reached out for her in the blackness. His metallic hands closed only on air. He legped to one
sde, then the other, groping furioudy. He found no trace of the girl.

He paused to pull out an emergency flashlight. But it was smashed from his hand by aterrific blow. Its
mechanism was shattered.

Doc cdlled asharp warning to his men.

"Hold onto your machine pistols" he rapped. "Do not shoot until we get light. Y ou might hit each other.”
"It'sthethingd” Ham ydled ghrilly. "What in the devil arethey?"

"Wed better get together,” Doc advised. "Come over here, al of you!"

The bronze man's aides never reached him. There, in the cavern of unknown horror, something soft and
dimy enveloped them, an odious materia a which they tore heplessy, accomplishing nothing by their
most desperate efforts. They could not use the machine pistols.

The materia, whatever it was, pressed closer and closer to their faces with a softly insidious force which
burned their eyes, seared their throats, and imparted weakness to their limbs.

One by one, they fdl to thefloor of the cavern, tumbling down and squirming grotesquely, to grow
weaker and weaker and eventually became dack.

Doc Savage himsdlf did not escape the fantastic terror, athough the bronze man did last longer than the
others. He held his breath for minutesin an attempt to escape the noxious substance which, he believed,
exerted its effect by suffocation, and, during those minutes he rammed about, straining his cabled muscles



to their utmost capacity, seeking to free himsalf from the dimy encompass. But the material molded about
him, hemming in his movements and, in the end, utterly restraining them.

He had to breathe findly. And when he did, he crumpled to the floor, as completely overcome asthe
others.

Chapter 14. BLACK TIDINGS

DOC SAVAGE and hisfive ades, reviving, found themselves lying on asmooth, hard floor in utter
darkness. Doc, first to recover, called therall of hismen, finding them al to be with him, with no one
serioudy damaged.

"Ugh!" gasped the fastidious Ham. "When | think of that dimy stuff -- "

"Saveit," Monk growled. "We know al about it. Boy, I'd trade Habeass | ft ear for some good
daylight.”

"Where do you figure we are, Doc?' Ham questioned.

"Judging from the pressure againgt my drums, and from the change in the temperature, we are agreet
dedl farther down in the earth than when we were captured.”

"We're not even tied,” Long Tom remarked, hopein hisvoice.
"That is not necessarily agood sign,” Doc reminded.
"Why not?'

"It probably means that whoever or whatever is responsible for bringing us here considers escape so
impaossible that binding us would be a needless precaution.”

"They frisked our clothes," Renny rumbled. "My pockets are as bare asthe Arctic ice pack.”
"And our machine pistols are gone," Renny clipped.

"Did they get the goggles, too, Doc?' Ham asked.

"Yes" Doc sad thoughtfully.

"1 wonder what happened to Watches Bowen?' Renny rumbled.

"Hey!" Monk howled suddenly. "Where you suppose my pig is?' He pursed hislips and whistled, then
called: "Habeas! Habead!"

Therewas asqued and a pattering rush in the darkness, and the pet pig, answering Monk's call, rammed
againg hislegs. Monk was sitting up on the floor. The pig climbed over him like an excited terrier. Then
the pig romped in the darkness, his sengitive snout feding out the others of the party.

"Stay away from me, hog!" Ham warned in apositive manner. The only way I'd welcomeyouison a
platter with an gpplein your mouth. And brown gravy over you, and maybe mashed potatoes.”

Doc had been fedling over the floor. Now be stood up, groped out, contacted awall and started feeling
dongit.

"Wearein an atificidly constructed room," he decided doud. "The floor and wals aretiled. And not a



bad job. The surfaceisvery leve."

Ham, feding alight jar againgt hisback, asif Habeas Corpus had touched him, struck out behind him. He
hit nothing, but there was a squealing sound.

"Ham! Y ou hurting my pig?* Monk yeled ominoudy.
"No, but I will if I get hold of him!" Ham promised enthusiagticaly.

Ham, sitting in the dark, next felt acold, wet contact against the back of his neck, the kind of touch that
the pig'sinquisitive snout might have made.

Ham struck out again, felt nothing, but as before the quick action of his hand evoked from out of the
darkness astrange, small squedl.

"Monk!" thefastidious lawyer rapped angrily. "Get your hog avay from me!™
"Nutsl" Monk caled indegantly. "Habeasis over here.”

SOMETHING tweaked Monk's ear. He dapped at what be thought to be Ham's offending fingers; his
dapping hand diced empty air. then, suddenly, Habeas was lifted away.

Monk reached for his pet; his hand encountered nothing, but he could hear the pig's frantic squealing.
Monk pushed his simian bulk up from the floor and lunged forward in the darkness, groping. The pig's
squeds sounded apparently at hisfinger tips, asthough some one held the anima shoulder-high.

"Ham!" Monk grated. "Dang your soul! Put that pig down!™ Stumbling about, Monk fell over Ham who
barked wrathfully at him.

"Gimme my pig!" Monk thundered in Ham's ear.

Ham jerked away. "I haven't got your pig! | don't want your pig! | hate your pig! Can you get that
through your' dumb skull?*

"Yeah," Monk said in avoice suddenly gone very smdl, "I think | get it. Ham -- you other guys-- " He
did not finish.

"Elucidate specificdly -- " Johnny began, then dropped his big words. "Which one of you just now
grabbed my monocle?| cdl that carrying ajoketoo far."

"Johnny," Monk questioned, in avoice ominoudy calm, "how could anybody seeto take it?"
"I'll be superamalgamated!” Johnny exploded. "It'sthe things!”

Some distance away in the jet blackness, Habeas Corpus commenced squealing again.
"They took my pig!" Monk bellowed, hisvoice wdling up.

"Something tried to yank aring off my finger!" Ham shouted. There was the sound of hisfurious groping.
"I can't get hold of anything!"

Suddenly bedlam broke out among Doc's men. From dl sidestheir clothing was plucked as though by
tiny pinchers, and tiny, hammerlike blows rained on their faces and bodies. New sounds broke through
the blackness, strange, unintelligible sounds -- squeaks, hushed whistlings, harsh clackings.



Doc's men fought, shouting, groping and clawing. Each timethey collided or got their hands on amoving
object, it turned out to be one of their own number.

"If I could only hit something," big-fisted Renny boomed.

Monk, hearing renewed squedling, clearly recognizable as coming from Habeas Corpus, appointed
himsalf a one-man rescue party and plunged forward. With his second step he rammed solidly againgt the
wall. A shock sent him back to the floor, stunned.

"Doc!" hecalled.

"Hewasover here, thelast | knew," Long Tom jerked out. "Ouch!”
Thethin eectrica genius had been probed sharply by an invisible bedeviler.
"TAKE it easy!" the bronze man's 'voice was awe come sound.

"They'relikeair!" Renny roared. " ou can't hit 'em. Y ou can poke your fist clear through 'em, and you
can't evenfed 'em!”

"Utterly denuded of tangibility!" Johnny concurred.

"I doubt it," Doc answered. "More likely they are creatures with strong muscle reflexes. They can quickly
dodge out of our way."

"But how can they see?' Ham demanded. "This darknessis absolute.”

"Itisapuzzle” Doc said.

From out of the terror-taut darkness the protesting squeal of Monk's pig sounded again.
"They're devilin' Habeas!" Monk raved.

"Maybe," Ham said, sarcadtically, "they're human, after dl. I've had the sameitch for along time.”

Doc's voiceissuing crisp orders. "Over here with me, everybody! Thereisacorner here. It marks one
end of along, narrow room."

Doc's aides came jostling toward him in the darkness.

"String out,” the bronze man directed. ™Y ou will be close enough together that you can touch handson
ather sde.

They lined up at the end of the room with their backs against the wall.

"All right -- now forward, dowly," Doc commanded. "I will keep talking. Keep pace with my voice and
with each other. Bend low. Keep sweeping your fiststo each side. Do not | et anything get behind you!™

Under Doc's guidance they started grimly forward, ahuman broom that started at one end of the dark
room and swept forward. Just asit isthe function of abroom to keep al debrisin front of it, so this
human broom strove to push ahead of it the mysterious inhabitants of the darkness.

Forward they moved, dowly, fists swinging fast. Nothing opposed their progress; it was asif the weird
bedevilerswerefdling slently back before them, impressed by the cooperative attack.

But suddenly there was athup of afist against some substance.



"They'rered!" Renny boomed. "I hit one!™

"Good!" Doc said. "Pick up whatever you hit and keep moving ahead.”

"Therés nothing to pick up,” Renny complained. "But | sure dugged something.”
Thup! Thup! Johnny and Long Tom connected simultaneoudly with solid objects.
"Grab hold of anything you can!" Doc directed.

Then hisown metdlic fist hit asoft, yielding object. He grasped with lightning speed, but found nothing to
pick up.

"They arefast,” he said grimly. "Try to catch one. Concentrate on forcing them back.”

Ham's sweeping fist was the next to find atarget.

"Hey!" he cdled excitedly. "'l got hold of thisone!"

"Stand in your places!” Doc ordered. "Do not let anything passus! Can you handle it done, Ham?"
"| -- think so! Ouch, it bites!"

There were brief and furious struggle sounds. Then cametaut silence.

Ham's disgusted voice said, "It's that damn pig!"

Then they were assailed with afurious battering.

From out of the dark, high and low the blows drove. All in the advancing line were subjected to the same
violent trestment.

"Hold your positions!" Doc's voice caled sternly. "Keep driving. We are nearly at the end of the room.”

THEY fought stubbornly on, pummeling, kicking, sometimes butting with their heads. Not once did their
fingers clutch on an assailant.

But al a once the darkness emptied before them. They bumped heavily againgt awall.
Therewas aloud grating sound.
"A door!" Doc rapped. "Here! They got out and aretrying to closeit!”

"Wonder where they got wood down here for adoor?' Renny muttered, doors being one of the
heavy-fisted engineer'sinterestsin life, since it was hisboast that one did not exist that he could not bresk
down with hisfigs.

"Itisnot wood." Doc informed. "It is some unfamiliar substance, gpparently of artificia compodtion.”

They managed to force the door open and get through. Once outside the room, they were nat, for atime,
molested. They felt their way forward carefully in the darkness, and their feet found well-formed steps,
while exploring hands located walls which were intricately ornamented in places, and perforated by
man-Size openings shaped in accurate geometric designs.

They found other geometric objects which rested solidly on the floor-evidently articles of furniture, and dl
in the shape of circles, oblongs, squares, and triangles.



The articles were strongly made, but out of extremely light materials. Monk, lumbering around, knocked
over one object that seemed as big asa piano. It did not break, and he righted it with one hand.

"What alifel" he groaned.

Doc Savage sad, "One peculiar feature is that everything seemsto be constructed of the same unfamiliar
substance asthat door. If these people -- or things -- have learned the art of synthesizing building
materias, we are pitted against no mean intellects.”

"What have they got down here to make anything out of ?* Ham wondered.

Doc pushed at atriangular-shaped pand which he encountered. It was a ponderous door, but it opened
readily. A dank, near-suffocating smell came through, engulfing them.

Doc dammed the door. He hesitated. Then he opened the door again, stepped through and called his
aldes.

"Useyour hands," hetold them. "I think you will find answversto severd puzzles

They explored, and their hands came in contact with a satiny object-smooth, curved, cool to the touch,
and soft.

"Now do you recognize the odor?' Doc questioned.

"Mushrooms!" Monk exploded.

"Cultivated fungi of agigantic and unknown variety," Johnny seconded. "I'll be superamagamated!"
"l guessthis must be what the -- the things eat," Long Tom commented.

Doc sad, "Thefungi may bethe basisfor the lightweight compaosition materid out of which everything
here seems to be constructed.”

Asthey turned to go back to the door, something dapped their faces wetly, and they recoiled; then their
heads were enveloped in a soft, dimy grip.

"Throw it off beforeit getsafirm hold!" Doc shouted. "And hold your bregthd! | think thisisthe same
thing which got the best of usthe other time."

Doc rammed forward to the door. The door was closed. All the bronze man's prodigious strength could
not bulgeit. Renny came lunging alongside in the dark, but the combined battering of their four fists
evoked only sodden echoes.

Theingdious stuff which wrapped their heads pressed softly tighter. They tore at it frenziedly. Then, from
al sdes, Doc and hisaides were assailed by battering blows.

Clawing at the unseen enemy, they could find nothing to seize except the dimy horror. Their enemies
were as elusve as they had been in the long prison room.

Reacting to asharp blow againgt hisface, Doc finaly grabbed something. His great hand clutched a
moving object. His cabled fingers closed down with the precison of asted trap.

Hisfingersgot it. A smdl, hard article of peculiar shape. Doc'sinordinately devel oped sense of touch
made him ingtantly aware of what he had snatched from the dark.



A pair of goggleswith amazingly thick lenses.

Backing up, pawing at the mysterious substance which sought to envelop hishead, Doc fitted the goggles
to hiseyes.

Ingtantly, to hisgaze, the air becamefilled with aweird, golden yelow haze. The blackness vanished! In
its place there was the fantastic golden aura, shot through and through with afaint opalescence.

After the first moment or two, Doc began to identify objectsin the uncanny light. He saw the ghost-stuff
which hisaideswere fighting. He recognized it for what it was -- a gigantic species of the fungus growth
which dangles like soft mass from decaying overhead timbersin coa mines. Thisfungus, Doc knew,
thrives on atotd absence of light.

This particular growth, reveaed to Doc through the black goggles, had obvioudy been cultivated in the
exotic cavern, and had attained gigantic proportions, reaching tensile strength.

Doc'sadeswere dimly reveded to him through the golden haze. They were black forms, seen through
the goggles. They were engaged in aterrific grapple with the enveloping fungus.

Doc leaped to aid them, but from al sides shape ess forms converged toward him. In the uncanny yellow
light, the figures stood out in vague black. The black things!

The black creatures were about the height of men. Some of them clutched long poles with which they
were jabbing the noxious fungus into the faces of Doc's men. Others moved as free agents. Rushing Daoc,
they pummeled him from dl sdes.

The bronze man's scientific paraphenaia had been taken from him at the time of hisfirst capture; he had
no means of defense now, except his superb fists, and these he used with al the effect possible, causing
the black assallantsto fdl in rows under theflailing of hisfists. But dways, new rowstook their places.

From front, back, and from the sdes they hurled upon him, and in the end, the bronze man fell. The
fantastic attackers piled over his prone body like ants onto a stricken beetle.

Chapter 15. GOLDEN BLACKNESS

THE sound of acompelling ‘voice of pleasing musica quaity caused the black assailantsto stop their
attack. The voice sounded again, apparently issuing an order, and the foes withdrew from Doc, stlanding
back around himin athick ring. Then, at another order from the haunting V oice, the cotton fungus was
removed.

Doc's five men each felt deft fingers about their eyes, when the fingers were removed, they discovered
they had each been equipped with strange goggles.

They were dower than Doc had been in accustoming their eyesto the weird golden light, but gradually,
through the al-pervading golden shimmer, they were able to make out hazy outlinesin black.

"You seewhat | see?' Monk gasped.
Doc Savage's voice sounded: "Focus your eyes steadily on the object. They will soon take on detail "
They did this, and the black monsters stood out asindividuals.

"They're men!" Renny boomed.



"Keep looking," Doc advised. "Y ou'll develop acolor sense.”
"Sure," Long Tom gasped. "I'm getting it. | can see the mushrooms. They look pinkish.”
"Look behind you," Doc requested.

They turned their goggled eyes. There, standing a pace in advance of the black mongters, wasthe girl, the
Princess Sona.

She stood there like afairy-book figure seen through agolden autumn haze. The curves of her youthful
body were aluring, reveded by aclinging robe. Her golden hair, silken hegps of it, hung down to her
waist and seemed a part of her digphanous garb.

Her lipswere perfect, her features exquisitely chiseled. Her appearance was marred only by the presence
of apair of the grotesque goggles.

In pardonable feminine vanity she removed the goggles for amoment while sheflicked imaginary dust
from their thick lenses. The effect to the battery of admiring masculine eyeswas annihilating.

"Holy cow!" Renny bresthed.

"I'll be superamalgamated!" Johnny intoned.

"I'minlove" Monk advised.

Doc Savage's camly andytical words brought them back to earth.

"Y ou are witnessing an amazing phenomenon,” he expounded. "Y ou are seeing where thereis no light, as
we know light. Air particles have apparently been treated in away to make them luminous when viewed
through the black-leased spectacles. Objects, which first appeared black to our unadjusted vision, now
stand out in something near natura colors, tempered dightly by the effect of the golden haze."

Monk said dreamily, "It'slike when the sun is danting rays over the earth in the autumn. Y ou know, just
before twilight, how it is, with the sun'sraysfiltering through the treesin akind of soft golden blush -- "

"What are you doing?' Ham cut in sourly. "Waxing postical ?'
"Nutsto you, you shyster," Monk suggested.

DOC SAVAGE was not unaffected by the charms of the girl. But the bronze man, in hisinflexible resolve
to spend hislife helping those who needed help, punishing those who deserved punishing, had made bitter
enemies, unscrupulous foes who would stop at nothing to end his career.

The bronze man was able to care for himself, but if adversaries struck at him through some one he loved,
his hands would be tied, and hence he had steeled himself againgt thought of attachment with one of the
opposite sex.

"Can you talk to them, Doc?' Renny asked.
“I'l try," Doc sad.

Asalinguigt, the bronze man was probably unsurpassed. He now spoke rapidly, using different
languages. But to every tongue he articulated the girl only stared, smiling, and replied in soft tremulous
tones, as dtirring to the senses as violin music -- and asandyticaly unintdligible.



She came forward finally and took the bronze man by the hand, indicating that he and his aides wereto
accompany her. Shethen led the way through the ponderous triangular door-and her followers, now
reveded clearly as goggled men, closed in behind.

Immediately outside the door two goggled men, apparently guards, made gestures -- their right hands
drifted up from their sdeswith an eerie movement, like the flutterings of crippled butterflies.

At asharp word from Sona, the hands subsided.

"Get that!" Johnny said excitedly.

"Ool had that habit!" Ham gasped.

Monk came close to the two whose hands moved so peculiarly.

"These even look like Oal," he decided aoud. "Not so shriveled up and flat-eyed, maybe.”

He scanned the faces of the other male members of the escort. "These others don't look so bad.”

"This seemsto solve the identity mystery of Ool," Doc said. "He came from this underground world. But
why he returned and brought Watches Bowen with him is still something we do not know."

Long Tom took a deep breath which expanded his deceptively hollow chest to an amazing extent. "I'm
sure glad to get out of that mushroom house and get some fresh air.”

"Judging from the way the placeis guarded,” Doc offered, "we were probably correct in assuming that
the mushrooms are of vast importance to both the economic and physicd life of these people.”

" wonder what they eat?' Monk pondered.
"We cantry to find out,” the bronze man said.

IN the spacious outer room, Doc made motions indicating hunger to which the girl, Sona, gave
understanding smiles and nods, and clapped her hands sharply. Then she motioned Doc and hisaidesto
be seated.

They reclined on geometric-shaped, padded divans, not uncomfortable, they discovered, with ayielding
fiber remindful of sponge rubber.

Monk's small eyes popped when he saw the array of dishes set before him, an amazing assortment,
artisticaly prepared. The food was astasty as attractive.

All. aeludtily. But Monk, in particular, gorged himsdif.

"l don't know what I'm egting,” he said, "but | can take more of the same for supper.” ',
Doc waited until Monk had finished, then he said, ™'Y ou were egting only one thing, Monk."
"Yeah? What?'

"Mushrooms.”

"Holy cow!" Renny grunted.

"They have devised ways of disguising appearance and flavor in order to avoid monotony, | presume,”
Johnny commented.



"But how can you live on mushrooms alone?' Monk demanded.

"Undoubtedly these people have had to build up a unique economy,” Doc suggested. "Probably they
have plants other than mushrooms, but of akindred nature. Chemicals from these and from natura
deposits, perhaps, furnish fertilizer for their specialized culture. Since these people are living, and with
rather astonishing vitdity, it is safe to assume they are able to extract from their surroundingsdl the
elements necessary to sudtain life.”

"Thisar smdlsfunny,” Renny added.

"I think wewill find out they manufacture, or at least purify their air, too, possibly out of oxygen extracted
from water."

Monk blinked. "These birds are not dumb. They seem to take things which we can accomplish only as
laboratory experiments, and employ themin everyday use.”

Thegirl, Sona, had waited patiently, but now she came close, plucked at Doc's deeve and led the way
out of that cavernous room.

Outside, Doc's men stood and stared. Doc himsdlf gazed intently. On dl sides, bathed in the soft golden
haze, smooth wallstowered. They were white, and shimmered in the golden atmosphere. Just asinside
the room they had |eft, everything was laid out in Strict geometrical conformity -- here straight lines and
broad sweeping curves were beautiful in their gaunt smplicity.

"It -- it's plenty modernistic!" Monk stammered.

"Themogt striking example of functiona architecture | have ever seen,” Renny, the civil engineer, saidin
admiration.

Doc sad, "They had to build within the limited confines of this underground cavern. Also, being cramped
asto quantity of building materids, they have abandoned dl frillsand fase fronts. In every ingtance, they
have used the least amount of materia possiblefor the purpose.”

ASTHEY stood there, they became aware of afaint, steady clicking sound. It was very regular.
"What'sthat noise | keep hearing?' Long Tom questioned.

Monk looked around, puzzled. "Y eah, | been noticing that. It soundslike abig clock ticking."
"Thekind of anoiseyou wouldn't notice after you got used toit,” Renny offered.

They were quiet for atime, listening to the sound which tremored in the golden haze with amuffled
cadence like the besting of adow pulse.

Then between smoothly-rearing walk, along alane spotless and clean, Sona guided them.

They began to see the living apartments of the weird metropolis. These towered through the golden air to
the dome of the arched cavern, each separate gpartment set back from the one below, in the fashion of
skyscrapers. The quarterslooked as efficient as an eectrical switchboard in adynamo room.

Monk pointed out a many-windowed structure, obvioudy a manufacturing plant of some type, built over
arushing stream.

"What'sthat?' he asked. "Looks like amodernistic fish design over the door.”



"Itis" Doc said dryly. "Here, probably, they process fish taken from theriver. They evidently have
something bes des mushrooms.”

Long Tom aso pointed. "That building over there with what appear to be modernistic mushroomsoniit,
must be the fungus processing plant.”

"Somefactories" Renny boomed in gppreciation. "No smoke, no dust, no smell!”

"Thereis no waste anywhere, apparently,” Doc commented. "Factories as efficient and scientific asa
technocrat's dream.”

They moved on and their group was joined by more goggled figureswho dribbled in from al sides,
attracted by the amazing spectacle of men from another world. Women, too, dressed in robes only
dightly lesslustrous and digphanous than Sonds, joined the throng.

Long Tom called attention to aset of structures built in alarge open court. These heinferred to be
government buildings. The structureswere asrigidly functiond in design asthe others.

The most spacious structure of al was onein the heart of the metropolis, and which seemed to contain
scientific laboratories, and possibly housed machinery for processing air for breathing and illuminating
purposes. At lesdt, the air was fresher, brighter near here. It was ahigh, circular building, topped with a
complicated array of weirdly curved pipes and conduits. Thiswas caled in the local language, they
learned later, the equivaent of "Centrd Mechanicd Plant.”

"Hey," Monk called out, "that pulse beat that keepsringing in our ears -- doesn't it sound louder here?’
"Yes," Doc answered, "that is undoubtedly the source of the noise.”
They stood listening. Like the muffled beatings of a giant heart, the sound permesated the golden air.

Doc decided, "The noise must be in some way incidental to the manufacture of the luminousair. The
sound might truly be called the heart beat of the metropolis.”

Without warning, yellsripped out; aloud, malignant clatter burst on the air. Echoes rebounded fearfully
under the vast cavern dome.

"Hey," Monk shouted, "that ain't no heart beet!"
"Machinegung" Ham gaculated.

Sona recoiled close to Doc Savagein quick dread of the unaccustomed noise. Her escort, their strange,
loose garments fluttering, commenced milling about in panic.

"Sounds like an attack on the Central Mechanical Plant,” Doc said quickly.

Gently and firmly, Doc removed himsdlf from Sonds vicinity, then made sgnsto the milling underground
men that they should surround her with a protective guard.

"Comeon!" Hecdled to hisfive aides.
Chapter 16. COLD LIGHT

AT the Centra Mechanica Plant, machine gun bullets mauled the smooth, rounded surface of the walls,
making aflat drumming noise. The gunners were bunched -- and working toward the structure,
endeavored to get to the big doors.



The latter had closed at the first outburst of firing. The doors were enormous, clumsy appearing, but they
had operated smoothly.

Doc Savage caught sight of the gunners.
"Watches Bowen and hisgang!" hesaid grimly.

In front of the Central Mechanica Plant, perhaps haf a down limp bodies were sprawled -- cavern men
who had no doubt discovered Watches Bowen and his gang approaching the plant, and had given an
adarm that had cost them their lives.

These dain cavern men were without their goggles.

Doc Savage veered to one Side, toward what was apparently a storehouse for atype of pressed fibre
tile. Thetiles were in squares measuring some six inches across and an inch thick. The bronze man
picked up severa of these and tossed them to hisaides.

"Hold them as you would gung!" he ordered. "Thisydlow light istricky. We may fool them into thinking
we have our machine pistols.”

The ruse was more successful than they had expected. Watches Bowen and his men, dready unnerved
by the failure of what must have been intended as a surprise atack, saw Doc and hisfive gpproaching.

"Dey got dem hoot guns!" Ham-hock Piney bawled.

Y dling loudly, Watches ordered aretregat into one of the near-by, tall habitation buildings. Therewas
much uproar and more shooting inside, but soon Watches and his gang appeared on top of the structure.

From the roof, they could direct an uninterrupted stream of machine gun dugs at the Central Mechanica
Plant and a the same time be immune to attack from above.

Machine gun lead drove Doc and his party to shelter; more bullets hammered at the wals of the
Mechanica Plant, making a patter like the insstent chatter of hall.

"The dugs don't seem to be penetrating the Plant wallsl" Long Tom shouted asthey ran dong, keeping
under cover and heading for the circular plant itself.

They were running aone, the inhabitants of the vast underground domain of weird yellow light having
sought cover because of the uproar. There were, it was later ascertained, strong, buried chambersto
which the popul ace fled on the rare occas ons when there were roof cave-ins -- athough the latter had
become rare througEh the last few centuries, due to the strengthening, by scientific means, of the
populated portions of the subterranean labyrinth.

"What istheir idea of the attack on that Mechanical Plant?' Monk pondered aloud.
""Some scheme of Watches Bowen," Renny rumbled. " Guess they must've got goggles through Oal."

They werefired at by the machine gunners. The distance wastoo grest for effective shooting. A few
moments later Doc Savage, in the fantastic golden light, issued orders.

"WEéll try this," he said quietly. "Y ou five men endeavor to gain entrance through the rear door of the
Mechanica Plant and organize those ingde into an emergency defense unit.”

Monk exploded. "But we can't talk their lingo!"



"Makesigns," Doc said. "They are adept at understanding gestures.”
"What you gonnado, Doc?"
Doc said grimly: "1 will seewhat | can do about stopping the machine guns.”

DOC glided away, and before his aides could protest had disappeared among the modernistic maze of
unusud buildings

"Watches Bowen has nine men with machine guns" Long Tom muttered doubtfully. "Doc is unarmed. He
may have sometrouble.”

"Don't swest about that!" Monk snorted. "My bet isthat hell stop 'em.”

At the door of the Central Mechanica Plant on the opposite side of the bombardment, Doc's aides
pounded for admittance.

A black-caped observer from aposition in apill-box turret on top of the plant had obvioudy noted their
gpproach, and had seen that they came from the Princess Sona's party. He evidently thought they must
be al right, for he signaled that the door be opened for them.

Silently, the door opened wide enough for them to squeeze in, and one by one they crowded through,
Ham being the last to enter.

Asthe door was closing upon the hedl's of the dapper lawyer, ablack-caped figure charged franticaly to
the plant building, shouting something in flat-voiced gibberish unintelligible to Doc's aides, but not,
however, meaningless to the cavern men controlling the door to the Mechanica Plant.

The door did shut with asilent fury that caught the awaysimpeccably dressed Ham and ripped off the
entire rear of his coat.

The one who had raced up was I eft outside.

Remarkably enough, Ham was not in the least concerned about hiswrecked appearance. Just before the
door closed, abackward glance had disclosed something which concerned him infinitely more.

"Ool!" he barked. "That was Ool who just came running up. He was dressed in the garb of these cavern
people. Bet they didn't recognize him!*™

Figures began to closein on Doc Savage's men. Thelr attitude was anything but friendly.
"Now what's egtin' these birds?* Monk muttered uneasily.
"It must have been what Ool shouted,” Ham said.

The dapper lawyer's fears were justified, for indde the gleaming plant harsh orders were shouted in the
same unfamiliar language Ool had used. Unexcited orders, they seemed. Like Ool, dl these other cavern
people seemed to have achieved a high state of emotiona contral.

"Betcha," Monk barked, "Oal told these boys we were in with Watches Bowen!"

Renny knocked hisbig fiststogether. ™Y eah, he probably told 'em we were trying to bluff our way in here
and take the place.”

The next instant, the cavern men had stalked forward and surrounded Doc's aidesiii atight ring. They



made a grim appearing circle with their dark capes, black goggles, and white, emotionless faces that,
because of the mother-of-pearl texture, did not seem quite human.

"Now what?' Long Tom grunted.

Hisanswer came soon. The right hands of the cavern men began drifting out from their sdesin avague
butterfly-like fluttering.

"Blazes!" Renny gasped. "l wish Doc was hereto help out!™

AFTER Doc Savage digpatched his men toward the Centra Mechanica Plant, he himself hurried through
amaze of modernistic passageways and circled to reach the rear of the fantastic home-cell house on top
of which Watches Bowen and his men were ensconced with their machine guns.

Helooked up through the shimmering golden haze. The bronze man could catch glimpses of the mobster
men asthey chopped bulletsin the direction of the Centrad Mechanica Plant.

The home-cdll house, which Watches Bowen had chosen as his machine gun nest, was high, pressing its
roof close to the arching dome of the gigantic cavern. There were no fire escapes on the building, such as
adweler in American cities might have expected, for the reason that the construction was probably
absolutdly fireproof.

Dueto the lack of fire escapes, Watches Bowen and his men seemingly believed themselves secure from
arear atack, and therefore concentrated al their attention on firing at the Centra Mechanica Plant.

A professionad human fly, accustomed to scanning the walls, would no doubt have eyed the sheer surface
lifting upward story after story to the cavern dome, and would not have attempted the climb. According
to the discussions which took place later, not even the cavern people, for dl their strength and agility,
thought it possble of accomplishment.

But Doc Savage ascended the first hundred feet in aflat two minutes. After that, his pace was
consderably dowed. The structural indentations which marked the lower part of the building becameless
pronounced as the height became greater. But athough the bronze man's pace was dowed, it was not
stopped; up and up he climbed, depending entirely on precarious finger-holds that at times seemed
non-existent.

The windows were not closed by glass, since therewas no rain or cold to keep out of the building; there
were only shuttersfor privacy, hinged in the window frames.

The bronze man might have made better timeif he had used the window ledgesfor extra purchase, but
not wishing to attract attention to himsdlf, he scrupuloudy avoided the windows. Asthingsturned out, he
might aswell have used them.

A cavern dweller, looking out, Sighted the bronze man. The observer was awoman, a housewifely sort of
person who looked asif her life might be devoted to the care of her man and her children. The spectacle
of the great bronze man mounting the side of the building unnerved her, and she clutched her children
closaly and screamed shrilly and repeatedly. This occurred only afew stories from the top of the

building.

One of Watches Bowen's crew, attracted by the screams, looked over the edge. He wore goggles. He
sighted Doc, yelled.

Ham-hock, also wearing goggles, dived swiftly to the mobster's sde. The latter pointed.



"Dat'sol' bad luck hissdlf!" the big Negro stuttered.

He seemed too parayzed to swing down his submachine gun. The other man leaned over with hisand
bore down grimly on the trigger. A leaden thread of death streamed downward.

Then agtartling thing occurred. The golden haze went out of the air. Utter blackness clamped down on
the cavern metropalis.

"Mah goggles done gone bad on me!" Ham-hock shouted.
"Hell," ragped the other. " Something's happened! ™

The man did not |et the darkness interfere with his job at hand. He hosed machine gun lead along the side
of the building wherelast he had seen Doc, using an entire drum of ammunition to make athorough job
out of it.

"HE'S gone now!" the gunner shouted loudly in the darkness.

"Sure he doan swing himsdlf in t'rough awindow?' Hamhock mumbled.

"Therewasn't awindow in thirty feet of him."

"Good work, you two," Watches Bowen caled. "That's aload off my chest, and | don't mean maybe!"
"Y ou won't be havin' no use now for that speciad gold watch, chief.”

The specia gold watch Ham-hock referred to was a new addition to the mob chief's collection, one
especidly reserved for the annihilation of Doc Savage. Bowen had even indulged in awhim, and had
engraved Doc Savage's name on the case.

He had not revealed wherein lay the deadly nature of the watch, boasting only that thiswatch would finish
Savage off if the proper chance came.

"She sho am dahk," Ham-hock mumbled. *Ah done think my trick specks done gone wrong. Only Ah
guessdey ain't. Dat ydler light done just plumb gone out'n de sky, ain't it?"

Watches Bowen's curse rasped through the pitch blackness. "This wasn't on the program. Ool's bungled
down below, or this couldn't have happened. They've done something at the Central Mechanica Plant.
That'swherether cold light comesfrom."

"Ahdon'lak (displace," Ham-hock grumbled. "Dis heah dahk -- it don't seem like regular dahk. Dis
dahk -- it sortajams down onyo, if yo' know what Ah mean?’

Came asharp, chattering noise in the blackness near by. Watches cursed.

"Squirrd," he snarled, "keep them teeth till, or I'll knock ‘em down your throat.”

A certain quaver in the mob chief's voice showed he was more than alittle jittery himself.
"l ain't scared!” Squirrel Dorgan indsted in afasevoice. "It'sjust ahabit.”

"Break the habit, or I'll break your neck!" Watches promised.

In spite of Watches warning, Squirrel's teeth kept chattering. Then suddenly they quit chattering. There
was something unnatura about the way they stopped.



"Squirrel!" Watches Bowen called sharply. There was no answer. The darkness seemed to press closer,
so0 blackly intense that it gppeared thick enough to handle. Watches cursed nervoudy and caled again.
When there was no answer, his hands pawed out, feding in the darkness.

They found Squirrel Dorgan, found him Sumped over the rooftop railing -- dead.

Watches Bowen cursed savagely, and Ham-hock mumbled some vague incantation to his persond
mistress of luck, this being the way each had of keeping his courage up. The other mobsters crowded
close together.

"It must've been heart failure," one of them growled. "Squirrel dways had a chicken heart.”

Hisvoice broke off sharply, and there was a soft thump in the darkness, as of abody striking the
rooftop. Watches and his men hurriedly groped, and encountered a silently huddled body.

"Disam Joe!" Ham-hock wailed, naming amember of the
"Joe never had aweak heart!" Watches rasped. " Say, what the hell'sgoin’ on

THERE wastaut silence, graveyard silence, while the gangsters huddled closer together, asthough, inthe
darkness, an unseen menace was tightening an invisible noose about them.

"| found something!" Honey Hamilton's mild voice stated. "What isit?" Watches exploded. "Where?!

"Sticking in Joe's neck. It pullsout hard. Fedslike alittle weighted ball, with akind of webbed thorn
stuck through it -- "

"Drop it, Honey!" the mob |leader's voice dashed. "Don't scratch yoursdlf onit! Whatever it is, it must be
poisoned to kill Joelikeit did."

There was anoise in the darkness behind Watches, a sound not unlike aload of rock unloaded suddenly
and heavily.

Thegang chief whirled.

"Ham-hock!" heyelled, "hasit got you?'
There was no answer.

"Ham-hock!"

Thistimetherewas an answer. "Ah -- Ahlin dl right, chief!" the big Negro stuttered the words out.
"But-but Ah wouldn't ub beeniif it had come any closer.”

"If what had come closer?' Watches demanded.

"One uh dern things lak what Honey pulled outa Joe's neck, Ah reckons,” said the Negro. "Ah could fed
it come past mab face in de dahk."

"Why in the hdl didn't you say s0?7" Watches snapped, unreasonably.

Therewasafant hissin the ar above Watches head. He ducked ingtinctively, cursed, and followed
Ham-hock to the floor to get the protection afforded by the low parapet.

"Hatten out!" he ordered. "They'refilling the air with poison darts. Shootin' ‘'em up with air gunsor ding



shots or something, | guess.”

Flat on their somachs on the roof, the men listened in near-panic asthe air above them wasfilled with the
whirring of the death missiles, many of which struck with sharp clicks againgt the protecting parapet.

Ham-hock Piney howled dolefully, "What Ah wants to know iswhy we done messwit' dat
Meck-a-nicke Plant foah, anyhow?"

"It was Ool'sidea," Watches snapped. "If we get that Plant, we can take over this place. It's the heart of
their existence down here. The roof above is reenforced so it cannot come down. It's the strongest place
inthe cavern.”

"Ah wishes we had nevah come up heah,” Ham-hock stated.

"Well, what could we do?' Watches yelled angrily. "Doc Savage 5 men cut us off. Say, you rascd, are
you criticizing my way of running this?'

"No, suh,” Ham-hock denied. "Ah thinksthingsam goin' jes fine."

THROUGH it dl, the"heart beat" of the processing machine at the Centra Mechanica Plant had been
throbbing through the blackness, ad ow, muffled cadence which impinged on their ear drumswith
ominousingstence.

Ham-hock breathed heavily, taking three quick inhalationsin succession. Then he gasped, "Don' it seem
like det tickin' am dowin' down?'

Woa