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THE incident which the entire world had been 
anticipating for months finally occurred at 
nine-fifteen on the evening of September 
twenty-second. 
 It was a warm night and the air was 
still. The long slow swells of the North 
Atlantic moved as silently and heavily as 
molten lead. Everything was calm and quiet 
and peaceful. 
 One minute before it happened—at 
nine-fourteen to be exact—Brick Harrington, 
United States seaman, first class, sauntered to 
the side of the American convoy ship, Vulcan, 
and rested his arms on the rail. Glancing down 
at the frothing waves formed by the swiftly 
cutting prow of the boat, he yawned sleepily. 
 He was a tall young man with heavily 
muscled shoulders and quiet, level gray eyes. 
A thick unruly thatch of red hair topped his 

six-foot frame, accounting for his nickname, 
Brick. 
 His features were clean cut, almost 
harsh in their angularity, but they were 
relieved by the humorous twist of his lips and 
the pleasant glint in his eyes. That glint, 
however, could on occasion freeze to the color 
of chilled steel on a frosty morning. Summed 
up, he was what he looked: an American 
seaman, tough and efficient and about as 
dangerous to hit as dynamite. 
 Still yawning, he turned from the rail, 
just as a wiry little man popped from a 
companion-way behind him and trotted over 
to him. 
 “It’s time you turned in,” the little man 
snapped wrathfully. “You glorified deck 
swabbers are all alike. Think you’re too tough 
to need an hour of sleep in twenty-four. You 
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can’t do it, I say. You can’t do it. Now get 
down to your bunk before I forget my age and 
good sense and larrup you across the stern 
with an anchor chain!” 
 Brick grinned good-naturedly. Pop 
Carter’s bark was infinitely worse than his 
bite. Although only a seaman, first class, he 
didn’t let that stop him from fussing over, and 
worrying about, every man on board the 
Vulcan. For twenty years Pop had pounded 
decks from one end of the world to another, 
and his red, monkey-like features had faced 
salty breezes and gales in all the seven oceans. 
A better indication of the man, than his 
nagging fretful mannerisms, were the two 
sparks of humor that sparked deep in his sea-
blue eyes and occasionally prompted an 
unwilling smile to his leathery cheeks. 
 Brick liked the peppery little man a lot, 
but he could seldom resist the opportunity to 
wave a red flag before his quick and highly 
volatile temper. He wiped the grin from his 
face and looked gravely at the little man. 
 “Okay, Pop,” he said with mock 
seriousness. “I’ll get below. But I just had to 
take a last look to see for myself that there 
weren’t any subs nosing up alongside to steal 
our life preservers. Now that I know things are 
clear I’ll sleep a lot easier.” 
 “Dang it,” Pop snorted explosively, 
“you’re goin’ to push me too far one of these 
times, Brick, and I’m goin’ to teach you some 
manners with a belayin’ pin. You know as 
well as me that there ain’t a sub within a 
hundred miles of here.” 
 “Sure,” Brick grinned. “I know it. But 
up till now you’ve been swearing that we were 
practically sailing over their backs. I just 
wanted to hear you admit that things aren’t as 
bad as all that.” 
 “Oh did you?” the little seaman boiled. 
“Well if you ain’t in your bunk inside ten 
seconds I’ll make you wish you’d never been 
born with that lop-sided sense of humor of 
yours.” 

 “You win,” Brick laughed.’ “You’ve 
got me scared to bits, Pop. What time is it 
now?” 
 “I don’t know what difference it 
makes,” Pop grunted, fishing his watch from 
his pocket, “but it’s exactly nine fifteen.” 
 
IT happened then! The incident which 
Statesmen and Correspondents had been 
prophesying for weeks became a fact at that 
instant, as the ugly speeding snout of a six 
thousand pound torpedo smashed into the 
armored hull of the U. S. convoy boat, 
Vulcan![1] It was determined later, by Navy 
officials, that the explosion of the ship’s 
magazine chambers occurred almost 
simultaneously with the impact of the torpedo! 
 Because of the blackness of the night 
the starboard lookout had not seen the deadly 
streak of churning white heading directly for 
the ship. The torpedo had scored a hit—a fatal 
hit—at exactly nine-fifteen. 
 Brick had been turning to the 
companion way when the projectile smashed 
into the armored side of the ship jarring it like 
the impact of a mighty fist. There was not 
time to think; no time to reason. A hoarse 
scream sounded for an instant over the sudden 
tumult that swept the ship, and then two 
explosions roared into the night’s silence 

 
1When the Lease-lend bill was passed by 
Congress, it was the opinion of many 
statesmen and correspondents that it would 
eventually mean United States navy 
convoying of the materials to be shipped to 
Britain. As it turned out, this was what 
happened, and U. S. ships look up patrol duty 
far into the Atlantic, and cooperated with 
British ships in warning of the presence of 
raiders. No actual fighting, or shooting was 
the result, except one instance reported by 
Secretary Knox, of a destroyer dropping depth 
bombs during rescue work .—Ed. 
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smothering the ship with a blanket of 
incredible sound. 
 Brick was thrown to the deck by the 
torpedo’s impact. 
 The explosions occurred before he 
could crawl to his feet. Under his body he 
could feel the armor plate of the Vulcan 
buckling and twisting like cardboard. The ship 
was shuddering mightily, and the heaving, 
wrenching groans of its steel structure 
sounded in his ears like the death agonies of a 
wounded giant. Through the dazed fog of 
shock and terror he could hear the terrible roar 
of escaping steam and the greedy, sucking 
rush of water as it poured into the ship’s 
vitals. 
 His body rolled drunkenly as the ship 
listed. A smothering, battering wall of water 
smashed down on him, hurling him against the 
rail with rib-cracking force. Strangling and 
stunned he had no power to resist the swift 
clutch of the water dragging him over the side 
and into the boiling turmoil of the ocean. 
 A timeless instant followed. An instant 
in which screams and the sound of hissing 
water and groaning steel blended with the 
deafening roar of the smashing, surging 
waves. 
 For an instant his head broke through 
the water and his lungs automatically jerked in 
a mouthful of air. Then he was caught in the 
tremendous suction created by the sinking 
ship and dragged helplessly down and down. 
 Instinctively his arms thrashed out, 
fighting blindly and desperately against the 
strangling, crushing pressure. For minutes, it 
seemed, the downward suction of the Vulcan 
continued to hold him in its fatal grip. With 
the desperate strength of a man fighting for 
life, Brick lashed out with arms and legs in a 
last frantic effort. The pressure on his lungs 
was like that of a giant vise. Through the pain 
and the desperation, one foggy section of his 
numbed mind cleared enough to realize that 
the fight he was waging was hopeless. 

 His arms were almost too heavy to 
move and his tortured lungs were at the 
bursting point, when the clutch of water 
released him suddenly. A roaring torrent of 
noise sounded beneath him and almost 
simultaneously a tremendous rush of air and 
water caught hold of his limp body and carried 
it in a rush to the surface. 
 
HIS lungs gulped air gratefully. Groggily, he 
realized that it must have been another 
explosion in the settling Vulcan that had 
created the sudden upsurge of air and water 
that had hurled him to the surface. 
 Huge, choppy waves covered with an 
inch of slimy oil were battering against him, 
but by dog-paddling frantically he managed to 
keep afloat. As his brain cleared he realized 
the hopelessness of his position. His body had 
been weakened by the terrific buffeting it had 
received and there was a dull pain creeping up 
the right side of his body from his hip to his 
collar bone. He was still too dazed to realize 
the enormity of what had happened to himself 
and the Vulcan. In one devastating explosion 
his ship, with all hands aboard, had plunged to 
the bottom of the Atlantic. His own life had 
been spared momentarily, but he was alert 
enough to know that his chances of survival 
were practically non-existent. 
 The supply boats which the Vulcan 
had been patrolling were proceeding slowly at 
a distance of about thirty miles behind the 
convoy.[2] Other destroyers had been flanking 
the supply chain at about the same distance to 

 
2This is the accepted method of convoying. 
Subs usually lie in wait, motors silent, or 
come up from the rear, or flank a convoy. 
Thus, the “ears” of the destroyers must detect 
them before they get within striking distance, 
and chase them away or sink them with depth 
bombs. This is possible because of their great 
speed.—Ed. 
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the rear. Before they would reach him, 
providing he could maintain his position 
against the undertow and currents, his 
exhausted body would have been claimed by 
the wet embrace of the ocean. 
 These things he realized instinctively, 
almost subconsciously. Consciously his 
stunned senses were aware only of the heavy, 
oil-blanketed water on his body and the soft, 
warm wind on his face. 
 It was probably because of this that he 
was conscious of the first sluggish swell that 
lifted his body in the water. It was followed by 
another, steeper swell. Then he felt the 
unnatural eddying currents that were boiling 
beneath him and causing the uneasy 
movement of the water. 
 He twisted his body in the water and 
saw the heavy ripples were originating about a 
hundred yards from where he was floating. 
They were growing higher by the minute, 
rocking him up and down in six foot swings. 
 Then, as a particularly deep swell 
lifted above the water he saw a slim, black 
hull break the surface of the water. Hissing 
white streams of bubbles broke and poured 
from its shining sides, as it rose steadily from 
the depths. With the unhurried majesty of a 
killer shark the sinister gleaming length knifed 
the blackness of the night until it rested 
silently and ominously on the choppy crests its 
rising had created. 
 Brick stared at the silent spectre in 
amazement. For he recognized the sleek, 
dangerous lines of the emerging craft as a 
German sub, of the latest and most mercilessly 
efficient type! 
 
 

CHAPTER II 
Rescue! 

 
 
FOR a minute silence held over the water and 
then Brick heard the metallic sounds of steel 

clamps releasing their grips and the hissing 
noise of compressed air. 
 A door swung upward from the 
conning tower and he saw three figures 
emerge and clamber down to the narrow deck 
of the sub. Guttural voices reached him across 
the hundred-yard stretch and he could hear the 
faint hollow sounds of heavy shoes on the 
steel decks of the sub. 
 After another few seconds a bright, 
powerful finger of light probed forth from the 
side of the undersea craft and began a 
searching sweep of the dark water. 
 Again he heard guttural orders issuing 
from the Nazi seamen on the deck, and then 
the brilliant finger of light touched him, 
bathing him for an instant in glaring 
whiteness, swung on. A sharp exclamation 
reached him from the sub and the light swung 
hastily back, blinding him again with its 
revealing glare. 
 Brick waved a tired band in the air. He 
could see figures on the sub wave back and 
several shouts reached him. He saw then that 
preparations for launching a boat were getting 
underway. 
 He paddled toward them slowly, 
favoring his right side as much as possible. 
This sub, he knew, was probably the one that 
had launched the torpedo that destroyed the 
Vulcan. 
 The conclusion was automatic. Till 
that instant the thought of a German sub being 
responsible for the sinking had been far from 
his thoughts. It just hadn’t occurred to his 
numbed mind. But seeing the deadly length of 
a German sub brought it to him forcefully. 
 It had done the job, he knew. There 
was no rancor or bitterness in his reasoning. 
Just a dull feeling of inevitability. 
 Watching the shadowy shape of the 
collapsible rowboat nearing, a peculiar, 
irrelevant thought came to him. If shooting did 
mean war, what part would Brick Harrington, 
seaman, first class, play in that war? 
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THE boat was almost next to him now, so he 
stopped paddling and treaded water feebly. It 
wasn’t until he stopped swimming that he 
became aware of his exhaustion. The pain in 
his right side had localized itself along his ribs 
and every breath he took was a new ache. 
 Spots of black and white were dancing 
before his eyes when the small boat pulled 
alongside of him. He hardly felt the strong 
arms that pulled him from the water and lifted 
him over into the boat. For a long, sweet 
moment he relaxed completely, breathing 
heavily and deeply in spite of the pain. 
 But by the time the boat reached the 
sub he had recovered enough strength to crawl 
to his feet and clamber onto its deck without 
assistance. He felt a queer pride in doing this. 
Though desperately weak, he straightened and 
stared levelly at the German seamen who were 
regarding him curiously. With deep 
stubbornness he wanted them to know that he 
was ship-shape and right. 
 He heard a sudden, sharp cry from one 
of the sailors at the opposite rail and turning, 
he saw the searchlight flashing again in 
widening circles over the black water. The 
seamen at the side of the sub, he saw, were 
preparing to launch the small rowboat again. 
 Brick started to cross the deck to see 
what was going on, but a German seaman took 
him by the arm and pointed to the conning 
tower. 
 “It is best you go below,” he said in 
halting English. The man’s voice was gruffly 
impersonal, but Brick could sense a halting 
sympathy in it. 
 He was too weary to argue. He 
stumbled to the conning tower and an officer 
helped him down the narrow steel ladder that 
led to the depths of the sub. Vaguely Brick 
realized that he was seated on a stool and his 
water soaked windbreaker had been removed. 
 Later, as his head cleared, he saw more 
men climbing down the iron ladder. Reaching 

the bottom they received a small, soggy body 
handed down to them. Two of them stretched 
the body on the floor and another seaman 
went to work on it with artificial respiration. 
 Brick shook his head and climbed to 
his feet. There was something disturbingly 
familiar about that huddled figure on the floor. 
He took several unsteady steps toward the 
small knot of men, and then one of them 
moved and he got a look at the face of the man 
on whom they were working. 
 It wasn’t logical that he should have 
been so shocked, but his legs almost collapsed 
as he recognized the pale, pinched features of 
his shipmate, Pop Carter. 
 He dropped to his knees beside the 
little man’s inert figure. 
 “Is he—has he got a chance?” he 
demanded hoarsely to the men who were 
working over him. 
 As if in direct answer to his question 
the small, soaked figure on the floor stirred 
weakly. Brick watched tensely as the old 
fellow’s bright little eyes opened and stared up 
at him. For a moment his face was blank, but 
then recognition dawned, and a faint flash of 
ire glinted in his eyes. 
 “Dang it!” he wheezed. “I told you to 
get below. Now get movin’ before I—I—I—” 
 His voice trailed off weakly. His eyes 
closed again but a faint flutter of color was 
showing in the tough little man’s leathery 
cheeks. 
 
SOMEHOW, Pop’s presence acted like a tonic 
to Brick. Except for the dull pain in his right 
side he was feeling considerably better. 
Strength was flooding into his healthy, well-
muscled body and his head was clearing 
rapidly. Though still weak and tired, he was 
feeling more himself every minute. 
 He stood up and the German who had 
spoken to him on the deck stepped to his side. 
 “Please,” he said, “will you come with 
me? The captain wishes to see you.” 
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 “Okay,” Brick shrugged. He started to 
leave, but stopped and glanced back 
uncertainly at Pop’s still figure. 
 The German guessed his anxiety. 
 “Your comrade will be in good care,” 
he said earnestly. “Everything he needs will 
be provided for him.” 
 Reassured, Brick followed the German 
through the narrow ship to a small gray door 
which was closed. The German opened the 
door and saluted smartly. 
 “The American,” he said stiffly. 
 “By all means bring him in,” a smooth, 
cultured voice answered from the room. 
 Obeying a nod from the German, Brick 
stepped into the room. He heard the door click 
behind him silently. 
 Standing behind a desk in the middle 
of the room, Brick saw a tall, dark-haired man 
in an officer’s uniform regarding him. There 
was silence for an instant as the eyes of the 
two men locked and held with an almost 
physical force. 
 Brick noticed fleetingly the hard 
features, the thin black mustache and the 
arrogant bearing of the German officer. Then 
his gaze flicked back to the German’s eyes, 
light blue and as cold as sunlight on snow, 
mirroring the nature of the man behind them. 
 They were the reflections of a ruthless, 
dangerous mind and will. Flint-like in their 
hardness, chilling in their coldness, they 
pierced Brick like twin lances of deadly flame. 
 It was the German officer who broke 
the strained silence. 
 “I am Captain Von Herrman,” he said. 
Brick noticed again the flawless, precise 
pronunciation, the clipped, metallic voice. “I 
picked you up because I think you may have 
information I can use. If you are sensible you 
will cooperate with me. However I don’t 
expect your answer now. You may have time 
to think it over.” 
 Brick’s hands tightened into fists, but 
there was the flicker of a humorless smile on 

his lips as he said. 
 “I wouldn’t think of keeping you 
waiting. You can have my answer right now. 
Go to hell!” 
 The Captain shrugged. 
 “You are bitter, perhaps. You are still 
thinking of the sinking of your ship. I would 
advise you to forget such things. They are part 
of the past. They are over and done with and 
nothing you or I can do will change them.” 
 “I am not thinking so much of the 
sinking of the ship,” Brick said coldly, “as the 
method used in sinking it.” 
 The captain smiled, displaying strong 
even teeth. 
 “You Americans are too idealistic. 
You play at war as if it were some school 
game. You let your sympathies rule your head. 
The world today has no room in it for boy 
scouts.” 
 “Perhaps room will be made,” Brick 
said softly. 
 “That will be difficult to do,” the 
captain said. “More difficult than you know. 
You have been attempting it and how far have 
you progressed? The convoy you were 
supposed to be protecting was destined for 
Britain. How much good will it do them at the 
bottom of the ocean?” 
 A buzzer sounded suddenly in the 
room as the captain finished speaking. He 
stepped quickly to the wall and lifted a 
communication hose from a hook on the wall. 
 “Ja?” he snapped curtly. 
 He listened for a few seconds and 
Brick saw an anxious frown spreading over 
his hard features. For another interval he 
listened and then he spoke one tense, electric 
word into the mouthpiece. 
 “Tauchen!” Submerge! 
 
HE replaced the hose with a savage gesture 
and strode to his desk. 
 “Our little discussion must be 
postponed,” he snapped. “Two enemy 
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destroyers have evidently picked up our 
vibrations. They are closing in under full 
steam.” 
 Brick felt a slight shift under his feet 
as the sub tilted downward. The captain seated 
himself at the desk and was intently studying 
the charts and current indicators spread before 
him. 
 Brick knew destroyer tactics and he 
felt a grim exultation sweeping through him. 
Once they picked up a sub’s vibrations it was 
generally curtains for the undersea craft. Tons 
of depth bombs would be the opening phase of 
the battle. Then the sleek destroyers would 
flash through the water like sharks on the trail 
of blood, watching for the ominous signs of 
air bubbles and oil that indicated their charges 
had scored. 
 But their great advantage lay in the 
sub’s necessity to rise to the surface for 
oxygen within a time limit. The destroyers 
could play a waiting game. The subs could 
not. They must get to their bases or rise for 
air. They couldn’t do either as long as a 
destroyer was on their trail.[3] 
 “You haven’t got a chance,” Brick said 
grimly. 
 The captain glanced up briefly from 
his charts. There was a cold, mocking light in 
his eyes. 

 
3This is the case when destroyers go on a hunt 
for submarines, but in a convoy, the menace to 
an undersea boat is less, because the sub can, 
and does, submerge and lie quiescent until the 
convoy and destroyers are past. Then it can 
resume its voyage. However, when a sub is 
picked up by a convoy boat, its location can 
very swiftly be plotted, and by sweeping back 
and forth over the urea, dropping depth 
charges, it is quite possible that the sub is 
doomed. A depth charge does not have to hit a 
submarine, but merely explode nearby. The 
concussion in the water does the rest.—Ed. 

 “Your stupid American optimism is 
annoying even though there is a logical basis 
for it. We are in danger now, but in a few 
minutes I can promise you we will be out of 
it.” 
 “You’re whistling in the dark,” Brick 
said, grinning, “You’re a thousand miles from 
your closest base, and you’ll soon be out of oil 
and oxygen.” 
 “Your calculations are off,” the 
Captain snapped. “We are closer to our base 
than you imagine.” 
 Brick started to reply but an imperative 
clamor of the buzzer interrupted him. 
 He watched the captain step quickly to 
the wall, remove the ear phone with a quick 
motion. 
 And then it happened! 
 The floor beneath him jerked 
spasmodically and a thunderous reverberation 
throbbed in his ears. Stunned by the impact of 
sound he found himself sprawled on the floor, 
head ringing. His side, which he had 
momentarily forgotten, was aching again as he 
crawled to his knees. 
 Following the first blast of sound came 
an almost continual rumble of explosions in 
quick succession that jarred the sub with 
sledge-hammer blows. 
 Delicate wall instruments rattled and 
crashed to the floor as the craft shuddered 
under each successive impact. Brick saw that 
the captain had struggled to his feet and was 
barking frantic orders into the communication 
hose. 
 Under his feet Brick felt the floor shift 
to a steeper angle as the sub pointed 
downward. 
 
BRICK crawled to his feet, holding his breath 
against the pain the movement caused. The 
steep angle of the floor held, and minute after 
minute ticked off in silence. The rumble of the 
depth bombs was changing to a faint sound, 
above them and off to their leeward side. 
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 Then he felt the floor beneath him 
level itself out. It was no longer necessary to 
brace himself against the wall to maintain his 
balance. He glanced at the captain and saw 
that he was smiling coldly. 
 “In spite of your expectations to the 
contrary,” the Nazi said in his clipped, 
sarcastic voice, “the danger is past. Your 
stupid destroyers will chase about for a few 
days like dogs after their own tails, then they 
will boast of the sinking of another German 
submarine.” 
 Brick remained silent. The captain’s 
confidence was genuine, he felt sure, but it 
puzzled him. 
 He fell, or thought he felt, a slight jar 
travel the length of the sub. He couldn’t be 
sure for there was a strange lightness in his 
head that was making thinking a difficult job. 
The pain in his side had subsided again to a 
dull throbbing ache. 
 “We are docked,” he heard the 
captain’s voice as if from a great distance. 
 Brick shook his head in an effort to 
clear the white mists. 
 “I don’t understand,” he muttered 
thickly. “Where are we?” 
 The captain drew himself erect, his 
eyes lighting with a cold flame. 
 “Atlantis,” he said. There was a pride 
in his voice that was almost exultation. 
 Brick tried to laugh, but no sound 
came from his throat. Atlantis! The continent 
that had sunk thousands of years ago. Now he 
knew this was all a wild, crazy nightmare. 
 Then something struck him a blunt 
blow in the face and chest and when he tried 
to lift his arms he found that he had fallen to 
the floor. Before he could figure out this 
surprising development a wave of dirty black 
spilled over him, smothering him... 
 
 

CHAPTER III 
Atlantis! 

POP Carter stared at the still figure on the cot 
anxiously. His round, red face was wrinkled 
worriedly and his gnarled, blunt fingers were 
twisted together in something very like 
entreaty. 
 Long slow minutes passed and then the 
figure on the cot stirred restlessly. 
 Pop leaned forward in sudden anxiety. 
 “Brick, boy,” he whispered pleadingly. 
 Brick opened his eyes slowly, 
painfully. It was like coming up from black 
silent water or walking from darkness into a 
brightly lighted room. He blinked his eyes and 
managed to focus them on Pop’s worried, 
wrinkled face. 
 “Are you feeling all right, lad?” Pop 
asked urgently. 
 Brick hesitated a bit before replying. 
He felt fairly well except for the constricting 
tightness about his chest. Moving his hands 
under the light covering he discovered that his 
torso was bound closely with adhesive tape 
and bandages. Breathing was somewhat 
difficult, but his head was clear and his arms 
and legs felt strong and rested. 
 “Why shouldn’t I be?” he asked with a 
weak grin. 
 “No reason except you’ve been out 
like a light for thirty-six hours, got about three 
cracked ribs and had the krauthead sawbones 
wondering if you were goin’ to pull through at 
all.” 
 “Thirty-six hours,” Brick muttered, 
dazed. “I must’ve pulled a weak sister act at 
that.” He raised himself on one elbow and ran 
a hand through his tousled, fiery hair. A 
glance about showed a small, frugally 
furnished room with two bunks, two chairs 
and one door with a barred window. 
 “This the brig?” he asked. 
 “Nothin’ but,” Pop snapped. “And 
we’re in for the duration.” 
 Brick started to speak but Pop leaned 
close to him and said: 
 “Lemme do the talking for a minute.” 
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He shot a quick glance at the door, then turned 
back to Brick. “This is worse than a brig. It’s a 
German sub base, a whopping big one, built 
right on the floor of the ocean. They’ve got 
subs by the hundreds docked here and enough 
men to run ’em. It’s the reason why the British 
have been losing about two of every three 
ships they operate on the Atlantic.[4] And I 
think they’re gettin’ ready to turn these subs 
loose on American supply ships. This Captain 
Herrman is about the toughest and coolest 
thug I’ve ever run into. But I’ve got a plan—” 
 “Slow down a minute,” Brick begged. 
“I’m getting dizzy.” 
 His mind flashed back to the events of 
his last conscious hours. The sinking of the 
Vulcan, the rescue of the German sub, the 
escape from the British destroyers and finally 
the captain’s incredible statement that they 
were docked at a German base in the mythical 
continent of Atlantis. 
 Whether this last was true was highly 
debatable, but the sub base did exist, 
constituting a terrible menace to all American 
Atlantic shipping. That much was definite. 
The only clear fact in the bewildering chain of 
circumstance was that America’s men and 
material were in immediate danger. 
 Pop’s voice broke into his thought, 
tense and cautious. 
 “We got a chance to throw a monkey 
wrench into their works. The guard outside 
steps into the cell when the flunkey brings the 
food. He wears two guns, but he keeps his 
eyes on me all the time ’cause he’s used to 
you lyin’ there like a dead man.” 

 
4 Shortly after the Lend-lease program got 
underway, British officiate revealed to 
American officials the real truth of losses in 
the Atlantic. For a time, debate was hot in the 
Senate, because it was claimed Britain was 
“angling” for actual convoys and the losses 
were not true.—Ed. 

 Brick’s eyes glinted as his mind raced 
ahead of Pop’s. 
 “I see,” he said softly. “You maneuver 
him to turn his back to me and I’ll play 
possum. Then when he gets close enough to 
the cot I’ll let him have it.” 
 
AN hour later a surprised guard was seized 
from behind by a pair of steel-hard arms, 
hurled to the floor and his guns whipped from 
their holsters. 
 Pop in turn slugged the gaping white-
coated man who brought the food into the cell 
and the first phase of the plan had worked 
beautifully. 
 While Brick held a gun at the guard’s 
neck, Pop tied his hands and feet with their 
two belts. 
 “The corridor is clear,” he grunted. 
“All we got to do is get to the powder room at 
the end of it. It’s only a hundred feet away. 
Then we’ll finish this place for good.” 
 Brick slipped into his trousers and, 
barefooted and shirtless, followed Pop 
stealthily into the corridor. 
 Moving swiftly they stole past 
unbarred doors on either side of the corridor 
until they reached an intersection where 
another tunnel-like corridor right-angled their 
own. 
 The walls and ceilings of the corridors 
were of heavy, reinforced concrete and were 
brightly illuminated by powerful lights set at 
intervals of every six feet in the ceiling. 
The second corridor was deserted and quiet. 
Everything was proceeding smoothly. Too 
smoothly, Brick thought worriedly. This 
suspicion brought hackles of his skin up 
warningly, but it came too late to do them any 
good. 
 “Looking for someone?” a cold, 
mocking voice inquired from behind them. 
 Brick wheeled. Captain Von Herrman 
stood in the corridor, a cigarette drifting 
smoke up past the sardonic twist of his lips. 
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He had obviously stepped from one of the 
rooms they’d passed. 
 Brick’s fingers tightened on the gun in 
his hand, but the captain raised a thin hand 
deprecatingly. 
 “They’re not loaded,” he said calmly. 
“It was just a little clinical test of mine to see 
if you were going to be sensible. I instructed 
the guard to give you an opportunity to 
overpower him. Of course I wasn’t foolish 
enough to put loaded guns into your hands.” 
 Brick stared helplessly at the gun in his 
hand, a dull feeling of defeat stealing over 
him. 
 “After this,” the captain went on 
imperturbably, “we will have to be more 
careful with both of you. I thought for a while 
of giving you your freedom here in return for 
such information of America which you might 
happen to possess. Now you will be confined 
indefinitely.” 
 As if that word were a signal of some 
sort a number of doors opened along the 
corridor and a dozen grinning German seamen 
piled out. 
 “I took additional precautions.” the 
captain pointed out. “Now you will be shown 
your new quarters. Since we realize that we 
are harboring dangerous and resourceful 
Americans, we must be very careful. Very, 
very careful.” 
 His broad sarcasm brought grins to the 
faces of the German seamen. 
 Pop threw his gun to the floor bitterly. 
 “If I had a minute alone with you,” he 
fumed, “I’d—” 
 “You’d regret it exceedingly,” the 
captain said coldly. 
 
BRICK was silent as they were led to their 
new quarters. It proved to be a larger room 
with a small lavatory connecting. But the door 
and walls were plated with steel sheeting and 
the bars were several times thicker than the 
ones in their former cell. “I hope you’ll be 

comfortable here,” the captain grinned, 
“because it looks as if your stay is going to be 
a long one.” 
 “By that,” Brick said, “you mean the 
war will be a long one.” 
 “Long enough to accomplish its 
purpose,” the captain said, “and no longer. 
When the world is willing to admit the 
superiority of the German people and grant 
them their ordained position in the ruling of 
the world, then, and then only, will the war 
cease.” 
 “Supposing,” Brick said, “the people 
of the world decide not to admit the 
superiority of the Germans. Supposing they’d 
rather rule themselves than be enslaved to a 
gang of power-drunk fanatics. What then?” 
 A hot flash of anger reddened the 
captain’s face. One of the guards in the cell 
stepped menacingly toward Brick, but the 
captain checked him with a motion of his 
hand. 
 “You’re safe in your insolence,” he 
said coldly, “because you happen to be 
defenseless and injured.” 
 “That hasn’t stood in the way of your 
armies,” Brick snapped. “They’ve never 
displayed any noticeable scruples about 
attacking nations half their size.” 
 The captain’s anger was under check 
now, and a frosty gleam of sardonic 
amusement played in his eyes. “The idealistic 
American again,” he jeered. “If you had an 
ounce of intelligence you’d realize that such 
things are necessary to the creation of a new 
order. For years we have been laying the 
ground work for our military machine and if 
tiny, undefended nations are impudent enough 
to attempt resistance they must pay the price 
for their folly. 
 “This submarine base is an excellent 
example of our invincibility and thoroughness. 
Equipped now for a thousand ships, soon it 
will hold ten thousand. The British are 
laughing at the fleets of pocket submarines we 
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are constructing because they know their 
cruising range to be less than fifty miles. But 
stationed at this base a submarine needs only a 
cruising range of five miles to operate at 
maximum destructive efficiency.[5] 
 “We have barely tapped the 
potentialities of submarine warfare. In this 
base with its limitless unexplored possibilities 
we will create a fleet of such strength that no 
nation in the world will venture its ships on 
the Atlantic without our authority.” 
 The impact of the captain’s words was 
almost physical. Brick thought of the 
thousands of American seamen who would be 
steaming into the Atlantic lanes, secure in the 
belief that the British had the German 
submarine menace throttled with their 
destroyer blockade of Northern ports and 
bases. 
 Even as the horror of this swept over 
him he was able to wonder, with a curious 
detachment, why the force of this German 
base had not been unleashed before on the 
stream of American ships carrying supplies to 
Britain. What motive did they have for 
holding back, practically encouraging 
America by their passivity to take still greater 

 
5Early in 1941 it was reported that the Nazis 
were preparing a vast submarine campaign, 
and were constructing hundreds, perhaps even 
thousands, of undersea boats. For a time, 
Germany launched its entire submarine fleet at 
convoys off Scotland, and in the North Sea, 
and off Gibraltar, and losses were terrible. 
Yet, these were the giant subs of the Nazi 
fleet, and they were soon recalled. When the 
British heard of the pocket-subs, with their 
meagre cruising radius, they scoffed, because 
it was obvious that they were only coastal 
craft, and could constitute no menace in the 
Atlantic. But they did not suspect that these 
craft were intended for a base far at sea, and 
under it!—Ed. 

risks and send more and greater convoys into 
the Atlantic? 
 The captain’s voice interrupted his 
thoughts. 
 “For years we have been working 
secretly in the development of this base. 
Pumping out the halls of one of the ancient 
cities of Atlantis to create harbors and locks 
for our fleet. Now that job is over, but we 
have not as yet utilized many of the vast 
unexplored regions of Atlantis. Even so we 
are ready now to wage the war that will win us 
the final victory in the battle of the Atlantic.” 
 Before Brick could reply a guttural 
German voice blasted into the room, seeming 
literally to fill it with its volume. The voice 
seemed to emanate above him, and glancing 
up he saw a loud speaker. The voice continued 
on for perhaps thirty seconds and then, 
abruptly, it stopped. Brick didn’t understand 
German, but it was apparent from the 
inflection of the speaker that some 
announcement had been made. 
 A tense, pregnant silence followed. 
 The captain and the four guards stood 
rigidly at attention, right arms outthrust in the 
Nazi salute. 
 “What is it?” Brick asked, puzzled. 
 “Der Fuehrer!” the Captain barked. 
“Quiet!” 
 
 

CHAPTER IV 
 
THE silence held for perhaps another minute. 
The only sound in the room was the breathing 
of the men. Pop stuck his hands in his pocket 
and leaned against the wall. With elaborate 
indifference he cleared his throat and spat 
contemptuously on the floor. Brick seated 
himself on the cot and waited. 
 Within a few seconds the silence was 
battered by a high strident voice. For he next 
ten minutes the voice drowned out all sound in 
the room, its pitch alternating from a 
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screaming crescendo down to a hoarse 
fanatical whisper. The captain and the guards 
remained at statuesque attention, their faces 
shining and triumphant as the dominating 
voice of Hitler blasted through the loud 
speaker. 
 Then, suddenly, it was all over. The 
echoes of the voice died in the room and the 
arms of the Germans dropped to their sides. 
 The captain turned a flushed face to 
Brick. 
 “The warning to our enemies has been 
repeated,” he said gloatingly. “Indo-China has 
fallen to our loyal ally, Japan. French Dakar 
but 1300 miles from the Western Hemisphere 
is in our hands. Our friends in South America 
have not been inactive. Brazil is ready to 
receive us. Outposts such as the Philippines 
and the Cape Verde Islands will soon be 
welded into the chain of encirclement our 
Fuehrer is forging. A gigantic pincer 
movement is developing, but some nations are 
still too stupid to recognize its outlines.” 
 “You’re forgetting the U.S. Navy,” 
Brick said grimly. “Also you’re overlooking 
the British fleet.” 
 The captain smiled. One of the guards 
laughed outright. 
 “Oh, no,” the captain said 
sarcastically. “We wouldn’t be so impolite as 
that. Our plans include them too. We wouldn’t 
slight them for the world.” 
 He moved to the door, then turned and 
smiled at Brick. 
 “It is a pity you do not understand 
German,” he said mockingly. “If you did you 
wouldn’t be so rude as to accuse us of 
neglecting the great navies of America and 
Britain.” 
 With a sarcastic bow he stepped 
through the door, followed by the four guards. 
They were all smiling broadly. 
 Then the door slammed behind them 
and Brick and Pop were alone. 
 “What’s the joke?” Pop demanded 

belligerently. 
 “I wish I knew,” Brick said worriedly. 
“The only thing I’m sure of is that there’s 
nothing funny about it.” 
 Pop stamped across the room and sat 
down on the other bunk. 
 “We got to get out of here,” he said 
fiercely. “Got to do something about this set-
up.” 
 Brick buried his face wearily in his 
hands. Despair was a strange emotion to him 
but it was creeping over him now. It was 
maddening to sit helplessly by while his 
country faced a menace that was so horrible in 
its potentialities. There had been a vicious 
threat behind the captain’s suave references to 
the British and American fleets. But what kind 
of a threat? What trap was being rigged and 
baited for them? 
 Even if he knew all the details, what 
could he do? How could he warn them? The 
two of them were pitifully insignificant 
against the might of manpower the Germans 
had available at the base. 
 Their efforts would be about as 
effective as pebbles thrown at a battleship. 
That was the maddening thing. They were so 
completely, utterly helpless. 
 “Well?” Pop demanded. “What are we 
going to do?” 
 
BRICK lifted his head from his hands. His 
gray eyes were as hard as sunlight on 
burnished steel. 
 “I don’t know yet,” he said softly. “But 
we’re going to make one helluva try before we 
give up.” 
 “Atta keed,” Pop crowed. 
 They examined their rooms 
thoroughly. Even the small lavatory was 
painstakingly scoured, but they were forced to 
admit that any escape from this cell was 
practically impossible. 
 The next day, and the days that 
followed, they memorized the time of the 
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arrival of their meals. They were served three 
times a day, plentifully. But two guards stood 
in the room with guns drawn while they ate. 
The utensils given them were carefully 
removed after they had eaten. They cleaned 
their own cell, made their own beds. Their 
only contact with the men of the base was at 
meal time when they were served by a surly, 
gnome-like fellow in a white uniform, and 
closely watched by the two guards. 
 The monotony of the routine was 
practically unbearable. But worse than that 
was their feeling of complete futility and 
helplessness. They knew from various 
indications that something big was 
approaching. The tension was apparent in the 
faces of their guards, in the sounds of riveting 
and hammering that kept up twenty-four hours 
straight. The entire base was preparing itself. 
 But for what? 
 “I’m goin’ bats,” Pop snapped for the 
dozenth time. “Lemme tell you, these 
krautheads are up to something. I can smell it 
in the air.” 
 That day Hitler spoke again. There 
seemed to be an additionally frenzied quality 
even in his voice. For fifteen minutes he 
spoke, dramatically and frantically. 
 “Blasted madman,” Pop muttered. 
“Can’t even talk English like a civilized 
person. Besides, he said all this before. I’m 
sorry I understand the language!” 
 Brick grinned, but as he listened to the 
shrill, fanatically determined voice flooding 
through the room, his smile faded. There was 
nothing funny about Hitler. Hitler was very, 
very unfunny. 
 He thought of the thousands of men 
throughout the huge base standing rigidly at 
attention, listening to his every syllable as if it 
were originating from God himself. 
 It was then that the idea crawled into 
the back of his head. 
 It was a germ of a thought at first as 
whimsically fantastic as anything he could 

imagine. For a few seconds he toyed with it 
idly, carelessly. Then he forgot about it. 
 But in a few minutes it was back, 
sticking persistently and doggedly in his mind. 
He turned the idea over then, exploring its 
possibilities. Or rather its impossibilities. 
 It was hopelessly absurd. To risk two 
lives on anything so flimsy and uncertain was 
almost as ridiculous as the idea itself. 
 He swung his legs off the cot and 
began pacing worriedly. 
 “What’s the matter?” Pop asked. 
 “Nothing,” he said, “Nothing at all.” 
 “Spill it,” Pop said quietly. 
 Brick continued to pace the room in 
silence. Finally he said: 
 “It’s a screwy idea that just hit me. It’s 
crazy as hell, but it won’t go away.” He 
paused for an instant, then walked quietly to 
the barred door and peered into the corridor. 
Satisfied he stepped back to Pop. “It’s 
something that might spring us out of this cell, 
at least.” 
 
POP reacted excitedly. He sprang to his feet 
and grabbed his arm. 
 “Are you kidding?” he demanded 
fiercely. 
 “I was never more serious in my life,” 
Brick said quietly. 
 “Then what’re we waiting for?” 
 “It’s a thousand to one shot,” Brick 
answered. 
 “I never knew you to figure odds 
before,” Pop said hotly. 
 Brick sat down on his cot and stared at 
the floor. 
 “I’m not worrying about us,” he said. 
“It’s just that if we fail this time we’ll never 
get another chance. I’m trying to make sure 
that this scheme of mine is the only chance 
we’ve got.” 
 “Well stop being mysterious,” Pop 
said irritably. “Lemme in on it.” 
 Brick told him in detail. When he 
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finished Pop scratched his head in silence, and 
frowned darkly at the floor. 
 “It’s crazy,” he said at last. “But 
sometimes the crazier a thing seems to be the 
better it works. I’m for it. Hell, it’s a chance, a 
dang slim one, but we can’t expect meat in our 
soup at this stage of the game.” 
 Brick stood up decisively. He picked 
up the rolled blanket from the foot of his cot 
and handed it to Pop. 
“You know what to do with this. Hide it in the 
wash room though until we’re ready for it. 
We’re goin’ to take that thousand to one 
chance.” 
 Pop grinned delightedly and hurried to 
the lavatory with the blanket. When he 
returned he was still smiling. 
 “If it works,” he chortled, “it’ll take 
twenty years off my life.” 
 “If it doesn’t,” Brick said grimly, 
“neither of us will have to worry about 
collecting old age pensions.” 
 You’re a pessimist,” Pop said 
scornfully, “but I ain’t. I just got the feeling 
that I’ll be standing watch again with a good 
U.S. deck under me before long. They can’t 
stop us. Hell, we’re Americans.” 
 “I hope you’re right,” Brick said 
briefly. “Anyway we’ll know soon enough. 
It’s about time for dinner. During the meal 
you make some excuse to get into the 
washroom. Then if everything works right I’ll 
handle the rest.” 
 “It ain’t goin’ to be a snap for you,” 
Pop said. “There’s two of ’em, you know. And 
the sour little guy who serves the food to 
boot.” 
 For the next few minutes the men were 
silent, tensely awaiting the tread of boots in 
the corridor. 
 When the sound came it was a relief. 
As the measured stamp came closer Brick felt 
his taut nerves relaxing. He slumped back in 
his cot and closed his eyes. His muscles were 
loose and free, his breathing regular. Except 

for the pain which still bothered his ribs, he 
was in perfect shape. 
 Pop’s face was impassive but his blunt 
fingers were trembling slightly with 
excitement. He jammed his hands into the 
pockets of his dungarees to hide their 
perturbation. 
 
THE two men were apparently resting easily 
when the lock clicked and the two guards 
entered. The German guards were heavy-set 
and capable-looking in their blue-grey 
uniforms. Their faces were stern and watchful 
as they stepped aside to allow the orderly to 
enter with the tray. 
 Brick opened his eyes, blinked, and 
then sat up yawning sleepily. 
 “I was just about to yell for you guys,” 
he muttered, “I’m hungry as a lumberjack.” 
 The tray was set on a small table in the 
center of the cell and Pop pulled up his chair 
and began eating. 
 One of the guards, Brick noticed, had 
his gun in his hand, but the other wore his in 
the holster at his hip. They kicked the door 
shut and took up their positions, one on either 
side of it. 
 Brick appraised their location and 
attitudes carefully before joining Pop at the 
table. He kept his eyes on the plate rather than 
risk a glance at Pop that might give away the 
excitement and hope that boiled within him. 
 Halfway through the meal Pop 
suddenly clutched at his stomach. With a 
moan of pain he staggered to his feet his face 
twisted in a grimace of agony. 
 The German guards watched him with 
stoic suspicion, but when he hugged his arms 
to his stomach and stumbled weakly toward 
the lavatory they made no move to stop him. 
 Brick slowly released the breath he 
had been holding. 
 If the guards had stopped him, or 
insisted on following him, their applecart 
would have been neatly kicked over. But they 
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hadn’t. 
 Without attracting attention Brick 
managed to slide his chair back a few inches 
to give his knees clearance from the table. His 
feet twisted slightly as he braced himself for 
quick action. 
 Outwardly he was calm, almost sleepy 
looking. But every muscle of his powerful 
body was coiled to strike and behind his 
expressionless face his brain was racing 
keenly and swiftly. 
 Timing was all important. A tenth of a 
second one way or the other would mean the 
difference between success and failure, life 
and death. 
 With a vicious effort of will he drove 
all thoughts of failure from his mind. He 
couldn’t fail. To avoid suspicion he forced 
himself to raise his fork again to his mouth. 
 The fork was halfway to his lips when 
an incoherent, screaming voice blasted 
through the room. It was the voice of a 
madman, raging and shouting a stream of 
incomprehensible words and phrases. For a 
dazed second, as the frenzied, but strangely 
muffled sounds crashed through the room, the 
German guards stared in helpless 
bewilderment about them. 
 Brick crouched at the table, his 
muscles gathering and bunching. His slate 
gray eyes were on the guards unwinkingly. 
 For another chaotic second the guards 
hesitated as the maniacal sounds poured into 
the room. Then with an automatic motion they 
stiffened to rigid attention, their hands 
snapping outward in the Nazi salute. 
 “Der Fuehrer!” one gasped. 
 
BRICK moved then! With a tigerish motion 
he wheeled and charged the guards. The one 
with the gun in his hand cried out in surprised 
rage, but he was too late to use the gun. 
Brick’s shoulder slammed him against the 
concrete wall and his right fist drove into the 
Nazi’s middle with the force of a battering 

ram. 
 With an agonized cry the man slumped 
to the floor, his eyes rolling wildly as he 
clutched at his stomach. 
 Brick jerked around but the other 
guard was already on top of him his big fists 
slamming into his head and shoulders. 
 Brick weaved backward, snapping his 
left into the guard’s enraged face. The German 
was big and powerful with heavy shoulders 
that looked dangerous. 
 Cursing, he followed Brick, his arms 
pumping punches like well-oiled pistons. 
Brick backed away, waiting for an opening. If 
it hadn’t been for the aching pain in his chest 
he would have slugged it out, toe-to-toe, but 
he couldn’t take any chances now. 
 Confident and careless the German 
dropped his arms and rushed Brick, hoping for 
a chance to grapple with the elusive 
American. 
 Brick stabbed a left into his face and 
stepped in suddenly, his right chopping down 
in an axe-like blow that exploded against the 
German’s exposed jaw with a sickening 
smack! It was a terrible blow, almost enough 
to kill an ordinary man. The German 
staggered back, eyes glazing, his jaw hanging 
queerly. 
 Brick moved into follow up, but it 
wasn’t necessary. The German sprawled 
backward to the floor, out cold. 
 Brick wheeled—and his hands rose 
into the air. 
The orderly was facing him, a Luger pistol 
clutched in his fist. He was standing in front 
of the wash-room door, face working 
excitedly. For that reason he didn’t see the 
door open, didn’t see Pop’s roundhouse blow 
coming. 
 The first knowledge he had of it, was 
when something like a sixteen inch shell 
crashed into the back of his neck exploding a 
complete constellation of stars before his eyes. 
He hit the floor and crumpled up like a sack of 
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meal. 
 “In the well-known nick of time,” 
Brick panted. 
 Pop’s face was flushed triumphantly. 
 “The first round is ours,” he grinned. 
“Tell me lad? Did I really sound like Adolf, 
himself? My German is awful.” 
 “Close enough,” Brick said. “With that 
blanket over your head disguising your voice I 
almost started goose stepping myself. Now 
aren’t you glad you know German?” 
 Pop stepped quickly to the guards and 
orderly and picked up their guns. He tossed 
one to Brick. 
 “Let’s get movin’,” he snapped. “We 
can’t wait to tie these lugs up.” 
 Brick stuck the gun in his belt and 
stepped to the door. One cautious glance 
showed the corridor still to be empty. 
 “Let’s move,” he said grimly. 
Together they crept silently down the hall. 
 
THEIR greatest handicap was in their total 
unfamiliarity with the layout of the base. Then 
there were the lights, glaring brightly at all 
hours, ruining any chance or attempt at 
concealment. 
 The corridor they were using was wide 
and deserted. They passed other doors, some 
barred and some of solid steel. 
 Within a hundred yards Brick heard a 
faint throbbing sound growing in volume. He 
had noticed it subconsciously when he had left 
the cell but now its sound was all around 
them, like the pulse of a mighty heart. 
 It must mean they were nearing the 
region that housed the dynamos. As they 
passed intersecting corridors Brick began to 
gain a mental picture of the base. The docks 
and operating machinery would probably be 
centrally located, and it would be logical that 
the officers’ quarters would be close to them. 
Then the main corridors angled away from 
this hub like the spokes of a huge wheel. The 
corridors they were intersecting were probably 

circular in shape, spreading out in gradually 
widening rings from the center or hub of the 
base. 
 He noticed an increasing smell of oil in 
the warm air that further convinced him they 
were heading right for the center of the base. 
Nothing could be better. If they were going to 
accomplish anything in the way of delaying or 
destroying its workings, they would have to 
strike at its heart. “Let’s take a side tunnel,” 
Brick suggested. It had occurred to him that if 
the guards they had slugged stumbled out of 
the cell, he and Pop would be instantly visible 
to them. 
 They turned off at the next corridor, 
moving swiftly, but cautiously.  
 Not a second too soon—  
 A hoarse cry sounded behind them, 
echoing loudly and clamorously through the 
tunnel-like corridors. Brick and Pop looked at 
one another apprehensively. 
 A second later they heard the sound of 
running footsteps and shouted cries. Due to 
the acoustical peculiarity of the low corridors 
it was impossible to guess the origin of the 
sound. It seemed to break all around them, 
echoing up and down the length of the 
corridor. Brick hesitated. There was nothing to 
guide them or give them an inkling which way 
to turn. Around every comer lay danger. There 
was no more time left for deliberation or 
reasoning. 
 “Come on,” he snapped. “It’s up to 
Lady Luck now.” 
 With Pop panting behind him they 
charged ahead through two intersections of the 
larger corridors that led to the center of the 
base. 
 Their luck had been phenomenal so 
far, but they were helpless to take advantage 
of it. They were running blindly with no 
destination in mind. 
 
THE glaringly illuminated corridors offered 
no place of concealment. 
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 And their luck couldn’t hold forever. 
Suddenly a new, but unmistakable sound 
joined the babel of footsteps and voices that 
were closing on them. 
 A muffled crack! sounded and Brick 
felt something hiss spitefully past his cheek. 
Jerking around he saw three Germans 
charging after them with drawn guns. 
 Fortunately the next intersection was 
but a few feet away. Reaching it, Brick 
grabbed Pop by the arm jerked him roughly 
out of the line of fire into the temporary 
shelter afforded by the angle of the corridor. 
 He pulled the Luger from his belt and 
fired two random shots at the oncoming 
Germans. It would slow them down he knew, 
give them a few seconds’ start down the 
corridor in which they found themselves. 
 With Pop at his side, he sprinted 
ahead, but it was not until they had covered a 
hundred feet that they saw their mistake. For 
the corridor ended abruptly a hundred yards 
ahead of them. It was a dead end. Brick 
flicked a helpless glance over his shoulder. 
There was no turning back now. They were 
trapped without a chance in the world to save 
themselves. 
 He was still looking over his shoulder 
when he heard Pop’s gun blast next to him. 
Turning he saw a German guard clutching his 
wrist and cursing wildly. 
 “He just appeared out of thin air,” Pop 
said grimly. 
 When they reached the man they saw 
that the corridor widened at its termination, 
forming a rectangular space which had 
concealed the sentry from their sight. 
 Brick disarmed the guard swiftly. Then 
Pop was gripping his arm. 
 “Look!” he cried, pointing. 
 Brick followed his hand and saw that 
he was indicating the dead end of the corridor. 
Then he saw the reason for Pop’s excitement. 
It wasn’t a dead end, but a huge bronze door 
that blocked off the tunnel. 

 Pop was already springing for the 
massive handle of the door, and Brick, with a 
slight twinge of conscience, jerked the guard 
around and slugged him in the jaw with a 
vicious eight-inch right. 
 The German slumped in his arms with 
a sodden limp weight. Brick eased him to the 
floor and jumped to Pop’s side. Tenths of 
seconds counted now. 
 Pop turned the latch of the door and 
with Brick’s help they jerked it open wide 
enough to slip through. A half dozen shots 
spattered viciously against the bronze of the 
door as they slammed it shut behind them. An 
automatic bolt clicked. 
 Brick wheeled, stopped dead in his 
tracks. His eyes widened incredulously as they 
traveled over the unbelievable scene spreading 
before him. 
 “Jeez!” Pop gasped hoarsely. “I—It 
ain’t real, is it?” 
 
 

CHAPTER V 
In Atlantis 

 
 
FOR a timeless instant they stared in mute 
wonder at the vastness and majesty of the 
room. 
 It was long and wide with an arched 
ceiling that sprang upward hundreds of feet in 
the air. The walls and floor were composed of 
some substance that gleamed like chalk-white 
marble. From the ceiling a soft, mellow 
luminance emanated, flooding the vast 
chamber with a radiant brilliance. The room 
was starkly empty, but it was this very 
emptiness that emphasized its breathtaking 
size and simplicity. 
 An archway sloped down at the far end 
of the room, forming a corridor which led to 
another room, apparently identical with the 
one in which they were standing. 
 Brick was the first to recover from the 
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shock. 
 “We’ve got to keep moving,” he said. 
“This must be the unexplored region of 
Atlantis the captain mentioned.” 
 He mentioned Atlantis for the first 
time with complete credulity in his voice. It 
was impossible not to admit its existence 
when gazing at these magnificent white rooms 
completely unlike any architecture he had ever 
viewed. 
 It was somewhat terrifying to realize, 
to accept the fact that he was standing in the 
halls of a race that had died twelve thousand 
years ago. A race whose memory was only a 
series of scattered legends and folk tales. 
 Pop was still staring dumbly over the 
vast hall. 
 “I don’t believe it,” he said weakly. 
 Brick flashed a grim look at the bronze 
door as a faint muffled sound came to him. 
 “Let’s go,” he hissed. “Our chums are 
just on the other side of that door.” 
 There was only one direction to run, 
and that was straight ahead through the large 
hall to the connecting archway, and then into 
the mysterious, unexplored caverns of ancient 
Atlantis. 
 Brick flung a glance over his shoulder 
as they reached the archway that connected 
with the next room. The bronze door that 
separated them from the Germans was sagging 
inward at a drunken angle as they smashed 
into it with some sort of battering ram. 
 They had covered the length of the 
second room before a crackling volley of shots 
told them that the Germans had broken 
through and were hot on their trail. 
 Brick leaped to one side, into a 
passageway that connected with the second 
room. From the protective angle of the wall he 
reached out and dragged Pop in after him. But 
he wasn’t soon enough. 
 Pop stumbled and dropped to his 
knees, his hand clutching his shoulder. His 
face was twisted into an agonized mask, but 

no sound came through his locked jaw. 
 
BRICK hauled him to his feet, as carefully as 
he could. He pulled Pop’s hand away from the 
wound, saw that the bullet had bored through 
the flesh alongside the collarbone. Blood was 
welling from the small black hole, but it didn’t 
look as if a bone had been hit. 
 “I’m a long way from dead,” Pop said 
grimly. “Let’s get movin’.” 
 Brick glanced about, deciding swiftly. 
The passageway they were in was narrow and 
brightly lighted. It extended endlessly straight 
ahead of them. They would be as visible as 
shooting gallery ducks if they followed it, but 
there was no other course. 
 “Come on, sailor,” he snapped. 
 Together they charged down the 
passage. The only sound for awhile was the 
pounding of their feet on the hard floor and 
their noisy, labored breathing in their ears. But 
within a hundred yards they heard the excited 
shout they had been expecting. Twisting 
about, Brick saw that the Germans had 
reached the intersection, had spotted them. 
 Their situation was hopeless he knew, 
but something in him refused to quit. Pop was 
staggering along, obviously weakening from 
the loss of blood. He turned a desperate face 
to Brick. 
 “You keep goin’,” he wheezed. “I—
I’ll try and hold ’em for awhile.” 
 Brick hooked an arm about Pop’s 
waist to keep him from falling. 
 “The hell you will,” he grated. “We go 
together or not at all.” 
 The Germans weren’t shooting. 
Evidently they realized that their quarry was 
helpless and had decided to capture them 
alive. 
 For another fifty feet Brick lunged on, 
almost carrying Pop’s limp figure with his 
right arm. He could hear the Germans closing 
behind him, and he knew in seconds it would 
be over. But he kept on. 
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 Then, through the mist of sweat 
streaming into his eyes, he saw a narrow dark 
opening in the bright, white wall. It was a few 
feet wide, but it stretched from the floor to the 
ceiling. 
 He was beyond deliberating or 
reasoning. Instinctively his tired legs drove 
toward the dark sanctuary. As he lunged into 
the passageway, a merciful, concealing 
blackness cloaked him. He dropped to his 
knees and eased Pop to the floor. 
He heard a sudden rattle of gunfire, and 
bullets plowing past the mouth of the dark 
corridor with a deadly hiss. Jerking the Luger 
from his pocket he fired hastily into the 
lighted corridor. The bullet struck the wall at 
an odd angle and he could tell from the 
startled yell of the German pursuers, that it 
had checked their reckless advance. But he 
knew the pause would only be temporary. 
 Crawling to his feet, he hoisted Pop up 
and headed into the darkness. For fifty feet the 
corridor continued straight ahead and then he 
collided with a solid wall. Groping with his 
free hand he discovered that the tunnel 
connected with another which stretched to the 
left. 
 Half carrying, half dragging Pop, he 
moved cautiously along the new tunnel for 
perhaps a hundred feet before he encountered 
another turn. He made more turns after that. 
How many he couldn’t tell. Through the 
clammy blackness of the labyrinthine 
passages, he plodded on, interested only in 
putting distance between themselves and their 
pursuers. 
 For minutes the only sound that broke 
the deep silence was the tired scuff of their 
boots; but dimly at first, and then with steadily 
increasing volume, he heard muffled cries 
echoing about him. It was difficult to locale 
exactly where they were emanating, but there 
was little doubt as to the possessers of the 
voices. The harsh guttural tones told him all 
too plainly that the Germans were following 

him into the black twisting corridor. 
 Again, he collided with a solid 
substance. Extending his hand to the left he 
touched another wall. Turning right he lurched 
ahead—and stopped short, colliding again. For 
an instant he was unable to comprehend the 
situation. He groped about a semi-circle 
touching each wall again. It was only then that 
he realized they were helplessly trapped 
against a dead end in the black passageway. 
 
THE silence was complete. His breathing 
sounded terribly loud and ragged in his ears. 
Behind him, faintly came the sound of shod 
feet moving cautiously. The hunters were 
closing in for the kill. 
 Pop had been leaning against the wall 
that blocked the tunnel, and now he grabbed 
Brick’s arm tensely. 
 “Look,” he said weakly. His voice was 
faint, but there was a note of excitement in it. 
“Here in the wall. I just found a hole.” 
 Brick dropped to his knees hurriedly, 
his hands moving over the surface of the 
stone. With Pop’s hands to guide him, his 
fingers slipped into a narrow niche, about two 
inches wide and six inches long. 
 With his right hand he probed into the 
opening. His fingers met a cold hard surface 
that was like steel to the touch. 
 Frowning he sat back on his haunches. 
The niche had obviously been carved for some 
purpose, and its position, waist high on the 
wall, suggested a key hole of some sort. 
 Key? His mind turned the idea over. A 
wild, screwy idea occurred to him, but for an 
instant he wavered indecisively. Then his jaw 
hardened. 
 “Move aside, Pop,” he whispered. 
“I’m going to fire a slug into this slit.” 
 He jerked the Luger from his belt, 
shoved it into the niche and pulled the trigger. 
In the narrow confines of the tunnel the 
detonation was deafening. He heard the bullet 
spang into the metal-like plate in the crevice. 
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 He heard nothing else. He listened 
closely but the silence was complete and final. 
Even the cautious advance of the Germans had 
stopped. It had been a crazy hunch, but he felt 
a curious letdown. Such as a drowning man 
might experience watching the last straw bob 
away on the waves. 
 A deep rumbling came from behind 
them, obliterating completely the slight 
sounds of the Germans’ advance. It was as if 
the walls and ceiling had begun to vibrate 
crazily. 
 “Brick,” Pop hissed imperatively. 
“Look! On the floor.” 
 A thin pencil of pale light was 
spreading under their feet. A light that was 
like the illumination cast by a mellow candle. 
Incredulously Brick’s eyes swung to the 
narrow crack from which the slender finger of 
light was emanating. 
 The heavy stone wall which had 
blocked the corridor was rising slowly, and 
from the steadily growing aperture the pale 
light was pouring. 
 “What in the name of the forty blue 
blazes!” Pop muttered feebly. 
 Brick rallied first. 
 “Come on,” he snapped. “We’re not 
licked yet. If we can get out of here before the 
Germans spot us we’ve got a chance.” 
 When the aperture was three feet high, 
he ducked low and crawled under the slowly 
rising wall. Pop scrambled after, grunting 
painfully. They straightened up together. And 
together their mouths dropped open in blank, 
stunned amazement. 
 They stood in a small room furnished 
with nothing save a small couch against one 
wall. But it was not the room, or its pale 
illumination that shocked them into 
incredulous silence. 
 It was a girl! 
 
A TALL slender girl dressed in a loose, white 
garment stood in the center of the room facing 

them. Her skin was as clear and as pale as fine 
white marble. Brilliant silver hair swept back 
from her high smooth brow and rippled over 
her head and down to her shoulders in long 
gleaming waves. The only color in the face 
was in the slight rose tint of her lips and in the 
dark welling pools of her eyes. 
 Brick let out his breath explosively. 
Never in his life had he seen such weird, 
exotic, completely compelling beauty. 
 There was a puzzled, uncertain 
expression on the girl’s beautifully regular 
features. She took a hesitant step toward them, 
revealing in the motion the supple feminine 
curves of her lithe body. 
 Her startlingly dark eyes moved from 
one to the other, doubtfully, questioningly. 
Then she spoke. Her voice was low and clear 
and the words sounded like the gentle murmur 
of a quiet stream over mossy rocks. 
 “What’s she sayin’?” Pop asked 
dazedly. 
 Brick shook his head. 
 “I don’t get it. Sounds something like 
Polynesian but that’s all I can make out.” 
 Pop glanced behind him. The wall had 
stopped rising, revealing an opening about 
eight feet high and some six feet wide. 
 “We can’t stop here, he said anxiously. 
“Them Germans ain’t far away right now.” 
 The girl looked at him as he spoke but 
there was no understanding in her face. Brick 
looked helplessly at her. In her haunting dark 
eyes there was an uncertainty and 
bewilderment that tugged at him powerfully. 
 But he had no more time to worry 
about that. For a harsh shout rang out from the 
blackness of the tunnel they had left, and 
simultaneously the deadly rattle of machine-
gun fire shattered the silence into a million 
stuttering pieces. Steel jacketed bullets hissed 
through the tunnel opening and spattered 
spitefully against the far wall of the room. 
 The girl was almost in the direct line 
of fire. Pop hurled himself to the floor and 
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scuttled crab-like to the protecting angle to the 
wall. 
 “Get down you fool,” he shouted 
shrilly to Brick. 
 But Brick was springing toward the 
girl. He knew if he didn’t get her out of the 
way she would be cut down like a flower 
before a scythe by the vicious hail of lead. 
Reaching her side, he saw terror in her dark 
eyes. But strangely, there was understanding 
there too, as if she realized he meant to help 
her. 
 Her body was limp in his arms as he 
lifted her off her feet and sprang to the side of 
the room. Even in the bedlam of noise and 
danger he was conscious of her deep, liquid 
eyes on him. 
 The deafeningly loud rattle of 
machine-gun fire continued, the bullets lacing 
a criss-cross pattern of perforations against the 
wall. Finally it stopped and a guttural voice 
called out: 
 “Come out with your hands up please. 
We will give you till the count of ten. Then we 
will use grenades!” 
 Brick felt a cold perspiration break out 
on his face. One grenade in a room that small 
would blow them all into a million pieces. He 
glanced at Pop. The old man was crouched in 
a corner, white-faced. 
 Outside he could hear the slow 
methodical count. 
 “Four——Five——six——” 
 “Look!” Pop hissed suddenly. His 
finger was pointing excitedly at the side wall. 
Brick looked and saw a door, so perfectly 
flitted that it had been invisible, swinging 
open. Then, through the doorway, stepped a 
man. 
 A small, slender, gray-haired man with 
a keen, alert face and very dark eyes. 
 
THE silver-haired girl at Brick’s side leaped 
to her feet, a fervent exclamation escaping her 
lips. She ran to the side of the gray-haired man 

and embraced him. Swift, low words passed 
breathlessly between them. “Eight—nine—” 
 Brick sprang to his feet. There was 
only one second between them and eternity. 
He grabbed the silver-haired girl by the arms, 
spun her around. For a terrible, split second 
she stared at him bewilderedly; but then some 
of his desperation must have imparted itself to 
her, for she turned and with one swift word to 
the gray-haired man led the way to the door. 
 Brick leaped after her, Pop behind 
him. The gray headed man started to close the 
door. 
 “Ten!” 
 Brick hurled his shoulder against the 
door, slamming it shut. A muffled explosion 
sounded beyond it and he felt the door 
shudder under the impact. His shoulder ached 
at the jar, but he knew that for the time being 
they were safe. 
 
 

CHAPTER VI 
Leolo and Zoru 

 
 
BRICK breathed a sigh of relief. While he 
realized the respite was only temporary, he 
had been so close to the brink of death that 
any delay was welcome. It would take the 
Germans a little time to discover that their 
bodies were not buried beneath the debris of 
the room they had just vacated. 
 He turned from the door, determined 
not to waste a second of their precious 
advantage. The gray-haired man had lost his 
air of uncertainty, he noticed. Now he was 
calm, deliberate and poised; and in his dark 
eyes there was the unmistakable flash of 
authority. 
 He turned, motioning to them and 
moved toward a door at the far end of the 
room. The girl followed him without 
hesitation. 
 “Come on,” Brick said to Pop. “These 
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people seem to know the score.” 
 The two Americans followed their 
strange benefactors through several dimly 
lighted corridors that appeared to be hewn 
from the solid rock. Finally they entered a 
spacious hall, somewhat similar to the large 
room Brick had first seen in Atlantis. The 
walls were pure white and gleamed strangely, 
casting a soft illumination over the entire 
room. 
 This room, however, was different in 
many ways from that Brick had seen first. 
This room was not bare and empty. Every 
corner was filled with huge machines and the 
walls and ceiling were covered with tubes, 
charts, strange indicators and graphs. In the 
middle of the room was a giant switchboard, 
covered with rheostats and pressure gauges of 
a design unfamiliar to him. It was obviously a 
laboratory, and although it was covered with a 
film of dust, it looked as ageless and as young 
as knowledge itself.... 
 The girl closed and bolted the heavy 
door through which they had entered the vast 
laboratory, and the strange, gray-haired man 
moved swiftly to a large cabinet against the 
wall and began removing various trays of 
equipment and odd-looking devices. 
 “What’s up now?” Pop asked. 
 Brick shrugged helplessly. 
 “You’ve got me.” 
 He watched intently as the gray-haired 
man carried the equipment he had selected 
from the cabinet to the huge, intricate 
switchboard in the middle of the hall. He 
watched him make adjustments and changes 
on several of the dials that pitted the surface of 
the board, and then his eyes widened slightly 
as he straightened up and beckoned to him and 
Pop. 
 The gray-haired man had four small 
flat boxes in his arms, and from each of these 
trailed a single wire about a foot long. At the 
end of the wire was attached a perforated disc 
with a tiny knob oddly set in the center. 

 Brick approached curiously. Pop 
trailing a few cautious feet behind him. The 
gray-haired man extended one of the boxes to 
Brick and one to the silver-haired girl who 
was standing to his left. 
 The girl took the box immediately. 
Brick hesitated an instant and then accepted 
the strange contraption gingerly. With very 
obvious misgivings Pop did likewise. 
 
THE box was about eight inches long, four 
inches wide and not more than an inch thick. 
It was made of some black, grainless material 
that was as hard as steel to the touch. It had a 
long slender clamp on one side of it, and the 
perforated disc also was fitted with a clamp 
similar to the kind used on radio headphones. 
 The gray-haired man clamped the disc 
to his ear so that the tiny knob pressed against 
his eardrum and then he clamped the slim 
black box to his shoulder. The foot of wire 
between the disc and the box was sufficient to 
allow him to move his head in all directions. 
 With gestures, he indicated that Brick 
and Pop were to do the same. 
 Brick complied with his unspoken 
request in silence, but Pop grumbled. 
 “Dang it all, what for?” he snapped. 
“How do we know what he’s up to? These 
things may blow up after we get ’em on.” 
 “He has them on too,” Brick pointed 
out. “So has the girl. It isn’t likely he’ll blow 
them both up with us.” 
 Muttering wrath fully, Pop clamped 
the apparatus awkwardly on his head and 
slung the box over his shoulder. 
 Nothing happened for a while. The 
tiny knob in Brick’s ear was cold and hard, 
but it was not particularly uncomfortable He 
waited patiently for some explanation of the 
mysterious apparatus and its use. 
 The gray-haired man was speaking to 
them now. But still in the musical, 
unintelligible tones. Brick tried desperately to 
gain some meaning from the man’s words, but 
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the effort must have shown in his face and 
eyes, for at a soft word from the girl, the gray-
haired man stopped talking and turned 
impatiently to the switchboard. 
 There he made another series of 
adjustments and changes on several of the 
dial-like devices before turning back to Brick. 
 His dark intelligent eyes were almost 
imploring, as he opened his mouth and said, 
 “Can’t you understand me? I am Zoru 
of Atlantis!” 
 Brick jerked to attention, every muscle 
tense. He stared at the gray-haired man 
incredulously, too dazed to speak. 
 For the words had been spoken in 
perfect English! 
 He could feel Pop’s fingers digging 
into his arm, and he heard the old man’s 
frantic voice in his ears. 
 “Brick!” Pop gasped. “I’m goin’ crazy. 
I’m hearin’ things.” 
 “Please do not be alarmed,” the gray-
haired man’s smooth voice flowed on in 
cultured English. “The devices you are 
wearing are merely translating my speech into 
thought impulses which are delivered directly 
to your brains. I am not speaking your 
language but you can understand me. These 
instruments operate on a principle with which 
I gather you are unfamiliar. That is not 
important, however. The fact that they permit 
us to communicate is all that counts.” 
 He turned to the girl standing next to 
him and smiled. 
 “This is my daughter, Leolo. She was 
saved by you, she has told me. That is why I 
brought you here to safety.” 
 “Can you understand me?” Brick 
asked. 
 The man who called himself Zoru 
nodded. 
 “Perfectly,” he said. 
 Brick looked from him to the girl, 
Leolo in perplexity. The girl was smiling 
slightly, displaying even, white teeth that 

gleamed like pearls against the faint rosiness 
of her lips. 
 
HE HAD never in his life seen such people as 
these. There was a nobility and dignity about 
them that flashed from their clear, intelligent 
eyes and stood forth in their carriage and 
bearing. 
 Instinctively he knew them to be good. 
It was difficult to conceive of them being 
anything else. 
 “Who are you?” he asked, directing his 
question to them both. 
 Zoru answered: 
 “It might be hard for you to believe, 
but my daughter and myself are Atlanteans. 
We are the last survivors of a race that 
perished twelve thousand years ago.”[6] 
 Brick stared from Zoru to his 
startlingly beautiful daughter bewilderedly. 
Atlanteans! It was incredible! Impossible! 
 “You do not believe us,” Leolo said 
quietly. “I can see the doubt in your eyes.” 
 “Good Lord,” Brick cried, “I want to 
believe you, but how can I? Atlantis has been 
under millions of tons of water for thousands 
of years. To believe that you—” 
 Zoru raised a slim hand to Brick’s 
outburst. 
 “Please,” he said. “Listen to me. 
Possibly I can explain the things that trouble 
you and raise doubts in your mind.” 
 Brick found himself curiously calmed 
by the almost pleading sincerity in the voice 
of Zoru. 

 
6Plato places the final destruction of Atlantis 
about 9000 B. C. The submergence was 
gradual, and it was known to the scientists of 
Atlantis that it was coming. However, the last 
submergence was cataclysmic, and volcanic 
action accompanied it. It is believed that the 
Mediterranean Basin was flooded when 
Atlantis sank.—ed. 
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 “Go ahead,” he said. “I’m afraid I’ve 
been rude.” 
 Zoru was silent for an instant, and 
Brick noticed that his dark eyes were strangely 
glazed, as if they were seeing, not the scene 
before him but instead were beholding a scene 
that existed only in time and memory. 
 “As a scientist of Atlantis,” Zoru 
began, “I knew that one day the continent 
would sink. A volcanic pressure was building 
steadily beneath the continent and it would 
only be a matter of time until it would get 
beyond our control. I tried to make the ruling 
groups understand the immediacy of the 
danger, but they were too occupied with their 
savage wars of conquest to heed my pleas. It 
was Atlantis’ misfortune, at that time, to be in 
the power of a despotic tyrant whose only 
concern was the extension of his power and 
armies into every corner of our world.” 
 Zoru paused and his mouth 
straightened into a bitter line. 
 “When I realized that nothing I could 
say or do would prevail against his madness, I 
decided to save my daughter and myself, if 
possible, from the holocaust I knew was 
imminent. 
 “Accordingly I perfected an opiate and 
administered it to us a few days before the 
time, as determined by my calculations, when 
the volcanic pressure would erupt. We retired 
to separate sealed chambers, stocked with 
quantities of condensed food in tablet form, 
and when my predictions were proven 
accurate several days later, we embarked on a 
voyage of dreamless sleep that lasted until a 
few months ago.” 
 
“WHAT awakened you?” Brick asked. 
 “Air,” Zoru replied. “Our chambers 
were practically perfect vacuums when we 
constructed them, but time had created 
fissures and cracks through which air seeped. 
Our first conclusion was that the continent had 
risen from the floor of the ocean. My 

instruments soon convinced me that the 
position of Atlantis had not changed in the 
years we had been slumbering. The air, we 
soon discovered, came from the huge 
chambers and halls of the city which had been 
pumped free of mud and water. 
 “At first we decided to make ourselves 
known to the strange visitors who had 
inhabited our former city, but in the end we 
made up our minds to remain in the 
comparative safety of these sealed chambers 
until we knew more of them. 
 “Then, somehow, you must have 
shattered the lock that controls the entrance to 
our hidden chamber.” 
 Brick explained how that had been 
accomplished. He also explained from whom 
they had been fleeing and why. When he 
finished Leolo’s dark eyes were flashing 
indignantly. Zoru shook his noble head 
gravely. 
 “When I awoke and realized that these 
mighty halls and chambers had been pumped 
dry and hermetically sealed to keep out the 
ocean, I was certain that an intelligent race of 
people had sprung into being in the years my 
daughter and I had been slumbering. People 
who could accomplish such a feat of 
hydraulics and engineering would be like unto 
gods, I thought. It saddens me terribly to think 
that such genius is being perverted and 
prostituted to cause misery instead of peace 
and happiness in the world.” 
 “They ain’t goin’ to get away with it,” 
Pop broke in explosively. “No sir!” 
 Leolo, the silver-haired girl, shook her 
head sadly. 
 “It is always the same,” she said softly. 
“A group of ruthless men seize control of 
armies and use them to enslave their fellow 
man. Because those that are decent and kind 
do not wish war and bloodshed, they suffer the 
tyrants to gain great power before they attempt 
to stop them. Then it’s too late. I presume it is 
that way now. You have permitted this beast 
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to gain supremacy over you and—” 
 “No we haven’t,” Brick said grimly. “I 
think the people of the world have awakened 
in time, for once.” 
 Leolo looked at him doubtfully, but 
deep in her liquid eyes there was a faint 
glimmer of hope. 
 “What can we do to help?” she asked 
impulsively. 
 
BRICK felt a sudden excitement quickening 
his pulse. As long as spirit like this lived, as 
long as ideals remained imperishable things, 
immune to the thought of danger or the 
ravages of time, liberty and freedom would 
never be driven from the heart of man. 
 Zoru stepped forward taking his 
daughter’s hand in his own. 
 “My daughter speaks without 
deliberation,” he said quietly. “But words 
spoken from the heart are often more beautiful 
than those spoken from the mind alone. The 
failure of Atlantis was partly our failure, since 
it was really the people of our continent that 
failed themselves. Perhaps we can extenuate 
ourselves by aiding you in your fight against 
the same tyranny that we faced so many 
centuries ago. If we can we will consider it a 
great privilege. We are kin to you Americans.” 
 Pop ran his hand through his scanty 
hair impatiently. 
 “We’re all talking too much,” he said 
irritably. “Sure we all want to fight, but 
what’re we goin’ to fight with? How’re we 
goin’ to get out of here to warn our people 
about this nest of adders down here? Them’s 
the things we gotta be thinkin’ about.” 
 “Pop’s right,” Brick admitted. “We are 
helpless as we stand now.” 
 Zoru smiled, an expression of faint 
amusement touching his eyes. 
 “Not completely,” he said cryptically. 
 
 
 

CHAPTER VII 
Miracles in Atlantis 

 
 
“WHAT do you mean?” Brick demanded. 
 Without speaking Zoru walked to the 
side of the room and pressed a square panel 
that was set in the wall about three feet from 
the ground. 
 Noiselessly a large section of the wall, 
from the ceiling to the floor, swung back, 
revealing another large room. 
 Come with me,” Zoru said. He entered 
the newly disclosed room. 
 Rather uncertainly Brick and Pop 
followed the straight figure of the Atlantean. 
The room was the most practical looking room 
of all those they had seen outside of the Nazi 
occupied area of Atlantis.[7] 
 The walls were of heavy material that 
looked like a form of hard asphalt, and in one 
wall was a huge bronze plate that was hinged 
on one side and clamped on the other. In the 
center of the room was a queer contraption 
that looked surprisingly like a huge, metallic 
bug. It was about twenty feet long, eight feet 
high and four feet wide. It had one door as far 
as they could see, and the top was made of 
heavy green glass. It rested on six spiked 
wheels, which were almost as high as the 
machine itself. 
“This,” Zoru explained, “was a conveyance 

 
7 The sealed halls of Atlantis were not all 
undamaged by the earthquakes, and many of 
them filled with water. It was these that the 
Nazi engineers pumped dry and repaired for 
use as bases for the pocket-submarine fleet. 
The ingenuity of the German engineer is well-
known, but it must have been a tremendous 
task to empty those vast halls, construct locks 
and entrances for the submarines, and 
maintain a sufficient air pressure to care for all 
the wants of the base.—Ed. 
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used in crossing rough, rugged terrain. I think 
with a few repairs and adjustments we can 
utilize it in leaving Atlantis. That is, if you’re 
willing to take a rather long chance.” 
 “We’ll take any chance,” Brick said, 
“but how can this thing get us out of here? 
We’re hundreds of feet under water you 
know.” 
 “Yes, I am aware of that.” Zoru said, 
with faint irony. “But,” he pointed to the huge 
bronze plate, “that clamp opens to a corridor 
about fifty feet long. With luck we can devise 
a decompression chamber of sorts. I take it 
we’ll need something like that. Then we can 
convert this land machine into a below-surface 
craft. Our only serious problem will be in 
bringing it to the surface. But we can face that 
problem when we come to it. The important 
thing is to start readying this land transport for 
our needs.” 
 The Atlantean’s quiet confidence in 
speaking of these Herculean labors was 
impressive. 
 “O. K.” Brick said grimly. “Let’s start 
to work.” 
 In the days that followed the three men 
worked like horses for sixteen hours out of 
each twenty-four. Leolo discarded her flowing 
gown for a pair of loose trousers and a blouse 
and worked beside the men, handing them 
tools and doing what work she could. 
 She brought them their food, which 
consisted of the condensed tablets Zoru had 
stocked in their chamber before taking the 
opiate. 
 In spite of Brick’s realization of Zoru’s 
scientific wizardry, he was being constantly 
amazed by the man’s almost supernatural skill 
in adapting his talents to the creation of things 
far outside his own experience. 
 Oxygen tanks puzzled him for about 
fifteen minutes, but when Brick got the 
principle across to him, it was a matter of only 
days before they were completed. 
 The two Americans learned much of 

the civilization of ancient Atlantis, its people, 
its ways and customs, but one product of 
Atlantis that Brick found practically insoluble 
was the silver-haired Leolo. 
 
AS EACH day passed her attitude toward him 
underwent subtle changes. But woman-like 
the changes were not consistent. One minute, 
discussing a mechanical problem, she would 
be all warm, eager friendliness. The next 
second she would turn, as if he had offended 
her, and leave him. 
 One day while they were resting 
briefly, she said. 
 “You have no thought in your mind 
but this work, have you?” 
 “That’s right,” he said. “It’s the only 
thing that counts with me.” 
 She was silent for an instant, then she 
rose and left him without a word. He sat up, 
puzzled, wondering what he had said wrong. 
 He sighed and stretched out on the 
floor again. He wanted her to like him more 
than he wanted anything, but he didn’t seem to 
be making much progress. 
 At the end of the second week it was 
obvious that the job ahead of them was bigger 
than they thought. The crawler, as they had 
named the machine, was still land-bound. A 
practical method for permitting it to reach the 
surface had not been hit upon. 
 A fear that Brick had kept to himself 
was gnawing at him. He knew that the 
German sub base was preparing to launch a 
mighty attack—somewhere, sometime. But 
where? When? 
 It was maddening to be so near and yet 
so far from being able to check their plans. 
For two rest stretches he tossed sleeplessly. 
For it was becoming more and more apparent 
what he must do. 
 Pop was the first to notice the tension 
he was under. 
 “What’re you so edgy about?” he 
asked bluntly. 
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 Brick ran both hands through his wavy 
hair nervously. 
 “When we left the base,” he snapped, 
“they were preparing to make a big raid 
somewhere. I know it’s not an ordinary attack 
because the captain practically implied that it 
was being directed at the American navy too. 
The thing is this: We’ve got to get the details 
on that attack. If we don’t it won’t do us any 
good to get out of here.” 
 “But how’re you going to find out?” 
Pop demanded. “The only guy’d know would 
be the captain. And he ain’t been accepting 
our invitations to tea lately. In fact it wouldn’t 
surprise me a bit if he ain’t downright mad at 
us.” 
 “This isn’t funny,” Brick said soberly. 
 “I know it ain’t,” Pop retorted, “but the 
only way you’re goin’ to find out what you 
want is when the captain drops in on us so you 
can ask him.” 
 “There’s another way,” Brick said 
quietly. 
 “Name it.” 
 Brick glanced at Leolo, then Zoru, 
before answering. “I might drop in on him!” 
 
POP leaped to his feet sputtering. 
 “You’re crazy,” he stormed. 
“Absolutely batty. You wouldn’t have the 
ghost of a chance.” 
 Brick shrugged. With typical 
abruptness his decision was reached. 
 “I’m going to take a crack at it,” he 
said firmly. “We’ve got to know what the 
captain is getting ready to pull. The fact that 
the American navy might be jeopardized is 
enough to make me disregard the chances. If 
there was only one in a million I’d have to 
take it.” 
 Pop knew better than to waste his 
breath arguing. 
 “All right, you bull-headed baboon,” 
he said wearily. “Go ahead, but don’t expect 
me to feel sorry for you when you get caught.” 

 Brick grinned then. Zoru laid a hand 
on his shoulder and said seriously, “Is this 
absolutely necessary?” 
 “Yep,” Brick said. “You know I 
wouldn’t do a thing like this for a lark. Since 
I’ve made up my mind there’s nothing more to 
wait for. I’ll leave now and with good luck I’ll 
be back in two hours.” 
 He turned to leave, but Leolo touched 
his arm gently. 
 “If you must go,” she said softly. “I 
can take you by the shortest route. It will save 
you time and greatly lessen the chance of 
detection.” 
 “Fine,” Brick said. He waved a salute 
to Pop and Zoru, then followed Leolo from the 
room. 
 Leolo moved ahead of him with silent, 
graceful steps. Through a narrow door he 
followed her, then through the dark mistiness 
of a labyrinthine passage way that led finally 
to a large, fairly well-lighted corridor that 
extended ahead of them for several hundred 
yards. 
 At the end of the corridor Leolo 
stopped before an almost unnoticeable door. 
 “This opens,” she said, “under the 
archway that connects the two main council 
rooms.” 
 “Thanks a lot,” Brick said awkwardly. 
He moved slowly toward the door. 
 “Aren’t you going to say good-bye?” 
Leolo asked softly. 
 Brick turned suddenly and caught her 
shoulders in his big hands. His eyes moved 
over the shining waves of silver hair framing 
her piquant face and fathomless dark eyes. His 
heart pounded heavily in his breast as he 
stared at this girl of unreal loveliness. “Not 
good-bye,” he said huskily, “but hello.” 
 He kissed her once, gently, barely 
touching her lips. He removed the language 
device from his head and gave it to her, then 
stepped through the door. He closed it behind 
him quickly, but not quickly enough to 
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blanket the sound of her sobbing. 
 With an effort, he jerked all of his 
faculties and thoughts from the girl and 
concentrated every atom of his will on the job 
before him. 
 A glance gave him his location. He 
was under the archway that connected the 
mighty halls that had been his first glimpse of 
Atlantis. The bronze door that led to the 
occupied section of the continent was to his 
left, a symbol of the cleavage between one 
world and another.[8] 
 Behind it—somewhere—was the 
information he must have. He moved toward it 
silently. 
 
 

CHAPTER VIII 
Terrible News 

 
 
MINUTES later Brick stood just outside the 
great bronze door that was the barrier between 
the ancient, still unexplored world of Atlantis 
and the sections that had been turned into a 
modern mechanized Nazi underwater fortress. 
 He was breathing heavily, and now he 
stood close against the door, letting the 
beating of his heart regain normalcy and his 
lungs resume their steady function. And his 
ear was pressed close against the cold metal of 
the door while he listened for sounds from the 
other side. 
 After a moment, Brick was able to 
catch the sounds. They indicated what he had 
feared—a sentry was posted there. The 

 
8 Had the Nazis, when they originally began 
work on the Atlantis base, gone beyond this 
bronze door, they might have saved a lot of 
time and labor, since the halls beyond were 
not flooded. Fortunately they did not, or 1941 
might have seen disaster for Britain in the 
Atlantic.—Ed. 

sentry’s footsteps came with muffled 
regularity. 
 One-two-three-four-five, (pause) One-
two-three-four-five. 
 Carefully, Brick listened. The sentry 
was evidently pacing back and forth before the 
door. As the sounds increased, then 
diminished, Brick was soon able to tell which 
series of five steps took the sentry away from 
the door, and which brought him back to it. 
This was going to be important. 
 Brick’s hand found the mechanism that 
would open the great bronze door. And now 
he held his breath, listening, making certain. 
Deadly certain. A miscalculation would 
mean— 
 One-two-three-four-five. 
 The steps came close to the door. 
 Pause. 
 One-two-three— 
 The steps were moving away! 
 Brick’s hand shoved hard down on the 
handle, pulled roughly against the cold bronze 
surface of the door. It swung back from his 
weight. 
 And then the cold glare of arc lamps, 
the gust of warm oily air inside the Nazi base 
came to him through the opening. 
 He didn’t hesitate. Timing was 
everything. He wheeled sharply on his left 
foot, throwing his weight to the left, lunging 
desperately in the direction of the sentry’s 
gray-blue figure. 
 Timing was everything. Brick’s timing 
had been perfect. 
 The sentry had just started back to the 
door. Its swift and unexpected opening, the 
sudden appearance of Brick, the fact that he 
was in range for a flying tackle—these were 
the odds against him. 
 Brick didn’t muff those odds. His 
shoulder drove hard into the pit of the startled 
sentry’s stomach. His arms wrapped 
ferociously around the stocky legs of the 
guard, pulling in sharply, viciously, as his legs 
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churned with piston-like power, driving the 
fellow back and down. 
 The shoulder in the pit of the stomach 
cut off the fellow’s wind. He had no breath, no 
time, to cry out. Brick’s aim was as excellent 
as the tackle. He’d smashed him straight back 
against the corridor wall. 
 A sickening sound as they went down 
together indicated that the sentry’s head had 
cracked hard. Brick felt the body go limp in 
his arms. 
 The sentry was out cold. 
 Brick untangled himself and rose 
swiftly to his feet. He gave one quick glance 
at his victim’s open mouth, closed eyes, and 
limply rolling bead. Then, satisfied, he got to 
work. 
 The second part of his plan was as 
important as the first had been. Without it, 
he’d never be able to get through those 
corridors. 
 
MINUTES later Brick stood back and 
adjusted his tightly fitting blue-gray uniform 
coal. He grinned for an instant at the still inert 
body of the now denuded sentry. Then, 
quickly, Brick tore his own discarded clothing 
into long strips. Swiftly, he gagged and bound 
his victim so that the fellow would be helpless 
when he came around. 
 The fellow had been carrying a rifle. It 
lay in a corner by the bronze door. Brick 
hesitated for an instant, then left it where it 
was. It would be excess baggage. If things got 
to the point where he’d have to use it, he’d be 
a goner anyway. 
 There were two corridors leading off 
from the passageway in which Brick now 
stood. He looked at each of them dubiously. 
He wasn’t certain where the captain’s quarters 
were, and a wrong turn might mean failure. 
 Brick took a deep breath, then started 
down the right passageway. He’d have to take 
his chances on its being the one. There was no 
sign of other sentries along the way as Brick 

moved onward. Nevertheless he pulled his cap 
down slightly over his forehead and hunched 
his chin into the stiff collar of his uniform 
coat, keeping his features hidden as well as he 
could. 
 Several hundred yards ahead there was 
another corridor branching off to the left. It 
was wider, better illuminated than the first. 
Brick turned off into it. Suddenly, when he 
had gone perhaps a hundred feet, a gray-blue 
uniformed figure stepped from an almost 
concealed doorway on the side of the corridor. 
Brick kept his head lowered and forced 
himself to walk evenly, calmly, as the fellow 
passed. 
 There was the temptation to run, or 
look back. But Brick did neither, and the clack 
of the uniformed sailor’s heavy boots was 
steady as he went on in the opposite direction. 
Brick breathed a deep sigh of relief. And 
suddenly he was aware that the warm air was 
thickening, getting oilier. 
 He was on the right track. He was 
getting closer to the mechanical operations 
quarters. And in the same vicinity with those 
quarters Brick knew, was the office of the 
office of the captain! 
 Now Brick could hear the faint 
humming of the huge dynamoes that were also 
part of the mechanical operations quarters. His 
heart quickened. 
 There were more sailors, four of them, 
who passed Brick without so much as a 
glance. He walked onward. An officer was the 
next to pass him, and Brick came to a smart 
attention, clicking his heels and saluting 
promptly. His nerves were screamed tensely 
as he gazed rigidly straight forwards at the 
officer. But the fellow merely touched his 
visored cap, not even looking at Brick, 
apparently preoccupied with other matters. 
 Then, a hundred yards later. Brick 
found it. A black metallic door, emblazoned 
with a silver swastika underneath which was 
the German naval insignia of a captain. 



Amazing Stories 
 

30

                                                          

 Brick turned for an instant, looking up 
and down the corridor. There no one in sight. 
His hand trembled ever so slightly as it sought 
the knob on the thick black door. He turned it 
softly, the door going in against his weight. 
 The room—about fifteen feet square, 
with a desk, a chair, and a liquor cabinet was 
deserted. 
 
BRICK closed the door softly behind him. His 
heart pounded like a trip hammer. He gazed 
swiftly at the desk, trying to discover from the 
state it was in if it had been left hastily. No. 
Everything was in order. 
 Closing the door a little more firmly—
it hadn’t quite closed—Brick heard a sharp 
click! His luck, he knew, had held. The door 
hadn’t been quite closed when he’d first 
entered. That was why he’d had such easy 
access to it. But now it was locked—as the 
one who’d left the room last had intended it to 
be—and there was no chance of a suspicious 
seaman entering from the outside. 
 Brick stepped quickly across the room, 
and in another instant was rifling through the 
drawers of Von Herrman’s desk. There were 
dispatches, papers of all description, carefully 
and methodically placed in folders. They were 
all in German, and Brick cursed his lack of 
knowledge of the language. 
 Minutes crept by. Brick gave up his 
search through the desk. He went over to the 
files. They were locked. A letter opener, 
inserted at the edges, opened the first file. 
 Brick’s fingers found heavy, 
waterproofed paper. It was rolled. He dragged 
it forth. A map. Brick’s lips tightened in 
satisfaction. Here was a language he could 
understand. He stepped back to Von 
Herrman’s desk and spread the map out on its 
polished top. A map of the Atlantic ocean. 
 Brick gasped. The map indicated 
precisely, by longitude and latitude, the 
location of the sunken submarine base at 
Atlantis! Furthermore, it was decorated with a 

series of lines and small drawings of 
battlecraft. Brick peered closely at this. Then 
his heart leaped to his throat. The battlecraft, 
the lines indicated, were leaving the shores of 
the United States. 
 And what was more important, they 
were decorated, variously, with American and 
British flags! 
 And now it became even more 
hideously clear to Brick. There were other, 
smaller, ships sketched in on the map. These 
carried no flags and were obviously supposed 
to represent merchant craft. And a staggering 
number of merchant craft!  
 A convoy—it could be nothing else! 
 Rapidly, Brick made an estimate of the 
number of merchant craft in the convoy. He 
shook his head unbelievingly. There were at 
least eight hundred craft involved, possibly a 
thousand! 
 And to guard these ships there were 
the combined Atlantic naval forces of both the 
United States and Great Britain![9] 

 
9Early in August, 1941, Franklin D. 
Roosevelt, president of the United States, and 
Winston Churchill, prime minister of Britain, 
met in their history-making rendezvous in the 
Atlantic for a peace conference which resulted 
in the famous “Eight Points.” Later it was 
divulged that Aid to Britain was a chief topic 
of discussion, and the vast convoy that was 
slated for destruction by Von Herrman’s 
murderous submarine fleet, was planned and 
the combined might of the British and 
American navies was scheduled for the 
convoy. Upon this one convoy the fate of the 
war hung, all unknown by the two famous 
men. If it had been destroyed, and the British 
and American main fleets wiped out, the war 
would have been Hitler’s. American public 
opinion, at the time of the conference, would 
have been against this “pooling” of the great 
fleets, but as events turned out late in 1941, 
the opportunity was presented to turn suspense 
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 The U.S. Fleet, from the story told by 
the map, was to take the convoy several 
hundred miles out to sea where—at a 
designated rendezvous—they would join the 
British fleet. Both naval convoys would then 
join and guard the fleet of merchant ships 
through the more hazardous journey that lay 
ahead. 
 And that hazardous journey brought 
the entire convoy—quite unwittingly—
directly over the undersea submarine base at 
Atlantis! 
 
BRICK’S face was ashen, and he stepped 
back from the desk falteringly, not quite able 
to comprehend fully the terrible disaster that 
waited the convoy. Now he knew. Now he 
was certain that his hunch had been right. Von 
Herrman’s veiled hints, the rush of activity 
around the base, were for one reason. And that 
reason was an attack against the greatest 
convoy man had ever known! 
 He had a horrible vision of Von 
Herman’s undersea sharks slipping up through 
the green murk of the waters over the base. 
Slipping stealthily surfaceward, hundreds of 
submarines thirsting to wreak horrible 
destruction on the great flotilla that would 
pass unwittingly above. 
 Brick was also terribly certain now 
that this attack upon the combined U.S. and 
British convoy was dreadfully close. Closer 
than he dared imagine. And there would be no 
one to warn the convoy. No one to stop the 
hell and fury of death and destruction that 
would mark the most staggering Axis naval 
victory in this war. 
 No one, that was, but Brick himself. 
For he was the only one who knew of the 
impending disaster. He was the only one who 
could hope to stop this ghastly ambush. 
 But how? 

 
into certain victory—Ed. 

 With sickening bitterness, 
overpowering despair, Brick realized that he 
was one man against thousands. He felt a 
maddening surge of helpless rage and futility. 
There had to be a way. If it meant the trading 
of his own life to save the thousands of those 
on the convoy ships it would be a cheap 
bargain. Brick had been through too much in 
these past few weeks to value his own life as 
worth a damn. Snuffing the spark from it 
uselessly, futilely, was one thing—finding 
something worth dying for was another. 
 Brick’s brain was racing, seeking an 
idea that might have a chance in a million, a 
hundred million. Something. He had to think 
of something. 
 He turned away from the desk, picking 
up the map automatically, and walked to the 
filing cabinet. He rolled the thick, water-proof 
paper and crammed it in the open drawer. 
 Brick was shoving the case shut, and 
suddenly a sound behind him made him 
wheel. 
 Captain Von Herrman stood in the 
door of the office! 
 “Am I to understand that I have a new 
clerk-orderly?” his iron voice asked smoothly. 
There was a mocking, taunting grin on his 
face. 
 And there was a thick, blue-barreled 
Luger held levelly in his hand. It pointed 
directly at Brick’s belly! 
 
 

CHAPTER IX 
Trapped! 

 
 
BRICK’S blood congealed in his veins, and 
icy fingers played over his spine. He found 
words hard to command as he stood there 
frozen in fear. But this was a different fear, 
Brick knew. This was a terror not for himself, 
but for the thousands and thousands of souls 
who would have their death sentences signed 
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by the crisp bark of the gun held in Von 
Herrman’s hand. This was a fear for the men 
in the vast convoy whose lives depended on 
what happened to Brick Harrington in the next 
few minutes. 
 Von Herrman stepped up within three 
yards of Brick. 
 “Put your hands aloft, please!” he 
snapped. 
 Brick raised his arms above his head, 
his eyes still fixed in numb fascination on the 
muzzle of that Luger. 
 “You have found your perusal of my, 
ah, library interesting?” 
 Suddenly Brick was choking with 
rage. His words were a merciful escape valve 
for the maddening frustration that held him. 
 “Damn you, Von Herrman!” Brick’s 
hands clenched to fists above his head. 
 “Steady, my Yankee hothead!” Von 
Herrman’s voice didn’t raise. His eyes flicked 
over to the still half-open filing cabinet. “You 
have seen that very interesting map,” he stated 
matter-of-factly. “A most unfortunate 
observation on your part.” 
 Brick’s lips worked, but he said 
nothing. 
 “Within twenty-four hours I could 
make you a present of that map, my friend. I’d 
be quite finished with it then. Yes, I could 
make you a present of that map, but 
unfortunately you’ll be dead by then.” Von 
Herrman seemed amused as he spoke. Then he 
turned and barked a command in German. 
 Three sailors, clad in gray-blue 
uniforms and carrying rifles, stepped through 
the door. They’d obviously been stationed 
outside by the captain. Their faces expressed 
no emotion as they faced Brick, rifles 
targeting him menacingly. 
 Von Herrman shoved his Luger into its 
holster beneath his uniform coat. 
 “If you hadn’t made such a meddling 
fool of yourself,” the Captain said, “you might 
have lived to leave here someday. However, 

I’m very much afraid that I’ll have to order 
these men to take you out and shoot you.” His 
eyes flicked over the uniform Brick had taken 
from the sentry. “You leave me no other 
course, inasmuch as you have taken the guise 
of one of my sailors, and were caught spying 
in my quarters.” 
 Brick watched Von Herrman turn, 
heard his steely voice coolly issue orders to 
the sailors. Then the captain turned back to 
Brick for an instant before he stepped from the 
room. 
 “I am sorry we can’t give you a full 
quota for your firing squad. Military 
procedure should allow you that. However, 
we’re using every available man in the base 
for preparations at the moment. You will be 
allowed a handkerchief, if you like. It should 
be painless, comparatively. These men are 
excellent shots.” 
 
BRICK was left alone with the three sailors. 
One of them stepped forward, prodding him 
with a rifle end, and nodded with his head 
toward the door. Then, with a guard on either 
side, and another marching directly behind 
him, Brick walked slowly out of the office and 
into the corridor he’d left but minutes before. 
 Another prod from the rifle of the 
sailor behind him, and Brick started down the 
corridor in the direction from which he had 
originally come. They walked in silence, the 
only sound coming from the rhythmic stomp 
of the heavy boots they wore. 
 Hazing Brick’s mind was a dull, 
hopeless agonizing despair. This was it. This 
was the finish. Exit Brick Harrington—and 
exit the thousands of poor damned souls on 
the convoys that were at this very minute 
steaming toward Atlantis, and a meeting with 
death. 
 Another corridor, a turn. 
 There seemed no sailors about, now, 
and the silence, broken only by the thump-
thump-thump of heavy boots grew almost 
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unbearable. Brick could see the blood washing 
the green foam of the sea. He could hear the 
screams and curses of bewildered, dying men. 
Men caught without a fighting chance. Men 
drowning and dying in a mad mardi gras of 
horror and confusion, while their guns 
thundered uselessly against the unseen enemy 
that lurked below them. 
 The next corridor was narrower, and 
followed by another turn. Brick realized dully 
that this was precisely the way he had traveled 
in finding Von Herrman’s quarters. 
 Thump-thump-thump. Rhythmic, 
precision-like, taking him to a wall 
somewhere at the end of these corridors. A 
wall against which Brick Harrington and a 
thousand other Yanks and Britishers would 
die. 
 Far ahead, Brick could see the dull 
sheen of the great bronze door that lead to the 
unexplored reaches of Atlantis. The door was 
at the end of this very corridor. But it seemed 
miles away. 
 “These men are excellent shots.” The 
words echoed in Brick’s mind. Von Herrman 
hadn’t been lying. He had promised Brick 
that. And he’d given Brick an indication of 
what to expect if he were so very foolish as to 
try an escape. 
 Brick could practically hear the impact 
of the bullet which would thud into his spine 
from the rifle of the sailor behind him, should 
he try to escape. There were three of them, he 
kept reminding himself, all excellent shots. 
But still a taunting, maddening little voice at 
the back of his brain urged him to try. He bit 
hard into his underlip. If a chance presented 
itself—just one chance— 
 Thump-thump-thump. Then a harsh, 
guttural command from the sailor behind him, 
a hand hard on his shoulder, and the 
procession came to a halt. 
 Brick saw it then. An alcove, just off 
the side of the passageway. It was perhaps ten 
yards wide and five yards deep. It was 

illuminated by three arc bulbs that threw the 
whitewalled stone into bald relief. 
 And then Brick saw the chipped pock 
marks that ran straight across the back wall, 
and a chill swept up his spine. Bullets had left 
those traces. This was the place where Von 
Herrman settled unpleasant matters 
concerning spies, or mutiny within the ranks. 
This was the firing wall. 
 
THE sailor who had marched behind Brick 
now took him by the elbow and pushed him 
back into the alcove and up against the wall. 
There was the same phlegmatic lack of 
expression on his features. His eyes registered 
neither sympathy nor curiosity. He stepped 
back from Brick, his rifle still held in 
readiness, just in case. 
 Fishing deep into the pocket of his 
uniform tunic, the sailor drew forth a dirty 
linen handkerchief. He extended it to Brick, 
motioning toward his eyes. “Keep it,” Brick 
snarled. “I don’t like your laundry.” 
 The sailor shrugged, put the 
handkerchief back in his pocket. Then he 
stepped back and joined his fellows. They 
formed a precise line, guns pointing toward 
the floor. 
 The sailor who’d proffered the 
handkerchief barked an order. The guns 
snapped up to their shoulders. Another harshly 
barked command. Brick knew it to be 
“Ready!” Then the guttural German command 
for “Aim!” 
 Brick’s nerves screamed, urging him 
to drive forward at them, to take a chance—
his last chance! 
 Then suddenly the corridor 
reverberated with the sound of a rifle shot 
blasting through the tenseness of the silence. 
 It was as if Time hung motionless 
while the gunfire echoed and reechoed 
through the length of the passageway. And 
slowly, like a newsreel run at quarter speed, 
the sailor at the end of the firing line jerked 
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backward, arms going wide, gun falling, as a 
gruesome red splotch opened at the front of 
his throat. 
 In the next instant he had toppled face 
forward, dead! 
 And in the same instant Brick 
Harrington had leaped toward the sailor on the 
far end of the line just as that fellow wheeled 
in the direction from which the bullet that 
downed his comrade had come. 
 Brick used this momentary advantage 
to seize the sailor’s arm as he raised his rifle 
to his shoulder. And with one knee in the pit 
of the German’s back, Brick jerked him back 
and down to the floor. 
 In the split second before he was 
rolling on the floor in a tangle of arms and 
legs, Brick caught a glimpse of the liberator 
who had fired the shot. He was a small, red 
faced little man, crouching on one knee, rifle 
aimed for a second shot, less than a hundred 
yards down the corridor leading to the bronze 
door. 
 It was Pop! 
 Brick had time to drive his fist three 
times into the face of the sailor with whom he 
still struggled. And then his palm was hard 
against his adversary s face as he smashed the 
fellow’s head again and again against the 
floor. 
 Using the inert body beneath him as a 
shield, Brick rolled over and climbed to his 
feet, dragging the unconscious body of the 
sailor up with him. 
 The remaining active sailor had 
dropped flat on his belly and was taking cool 
aim at the still firing figure of Pop. 
 Pop’s first shot had been a direct hit, 
tearing the throat from his victim. But 
obviously the excitement was telling on his 
accuracy, for he was firing wildly, now, 
bullets zinging against the four walls of the 
corridor and alcove. 
 But the Nazi sailor was calm. Brick 
saw him drawing bead, unmindful of the 

bullets flying around him. And Brick 
frantically shoved the unnecessary burden of 
the unconscious sailor aside and leaped wildly 
toward the back of the sailor firing from the 
floor. 
 He was too late. Too late, for even as 
he launched his wild dive, Brick saw the 
fellow’s gun flash; saw Pop half rise from his 
crouching position, pain and surprise on his 
features, a growing, horribly crimson blot in 
the center of his breast. This Nazi was an 
excellent shot. Von Herrman hadn’t lied. 
 
BRICK landed atop the sailor’s back, the 
force of his leap knocking the wind from the 
fellow’s lungs. Brick was sobbing, crying 
wildly as he hammered the killer beneath him 
into unconsciousness. Then he rose and 
dashed down the corridor to where Pop lay 
queerly sprawled on his side. 
 Pop’s head was in Brick’s arms, and 
the little man was coughing foamy blood. He 
looked weakly at Brick, recognition and 
satisfaction in his eyes. 
 “Pop!” Brick cried. “Oh, God, Pop!” 
 The little red faced fellow smiled. 
 “Ain’t the ... the shot I usta be!” The 
effort was costing him his remaining strength. 
 Brick knew instinctively, without the 
old man’s saying so, that Pop had picked up 
the rifle belonging to the trussed guard by the 
bronze door whom Brick had overpowered. 
Brick knew, too, that Pop’s loyalty and 
devotion had made him restless, uneasy, over 
Brick’s whereabouts. Obviously Pop had 
started out after him and found him when he 
had only to lose his life for his trouble. 
 There was a glaze dimming Pop’s 
eyesight, now, and be coughed weakly. 
 “Brick,” he whispered, “Brick!” 
 Brick wiped the sweat from the old 
man’s eyes, jaw grim and heart aching. 
 “What, Pop?” 
 “Stand a good, kughh, good watch, 
son.” 
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 “Yes, Pop.” Brick was crying, 
unashamed. 
 “Last voyage,” the old man whispered. 
“Hafta, kughh, stand a good watch.” 
 “I’m on watch, Pop.” 
 “Good, tha’s good, son. Las’ voyage ... 
las’ voyage home!” The old man’s head rolled 
limply against Brick’s blouse. His eyes lidded 
for the last time. The muscles of his jaw were 
frozen rigidly as if he refused to show 
weakness even in death. 
 Brick lowered Pop’s head to the floor 
gently. Far down the corridor he could hear 
shouting and running footsteps. They were 
growing louder with every second. 
 Others had heard the gunfire, were 
racing toward the sound of the fighting. Brick 
stood up, eyes stony, jaw set hard. He looked 
down at Pop. 
 “I’ll even that score for you, old fella,” 
he whispered. “You can bet your sea boots on 
it!” 
 He turned then, for the footsteps were 
drawing nearer, and the voices growing 
louder. 
 
 

CHAPTER V 
Attack! 

 
 
LEOLO sprang to her feet as the heavy door 
of the work chamber swung open and Brick 
strode in. His face was white and the tendons 
along his jaw were as taut as cords. There was 
an expression in his eyes that was 
frighteningly new to her. It was hate, 
controlled and cold, but its very deliberateness 
was terrifying. 
 She hurried to his side, helped him 
adjust the device that co-ordinated their 
thought impulses into understandable speech. 
 “I was so worried,” she said, almost 
frantically. “After Pop left—” 
 “Pop’s dead,” Brick said dully. “He 

saved me, but gave his life doing it.” 
 The words passed his stiff lips, but 
hearing them, he was still unable to believe 
that Pop was actually gone. On the way back 
from the occupied section the realization of 
Pop’s death was a dull, aching pain that, 
somehow, didn’t seem real. 
 Zoru laid his hand gently on Brick’s 
shoulder. 
 “He died as he would have wished,” he 
said gently. “As a brave man and hero, 
fighting for his country. He wouldn’t want us 
to sorrow for him.” 
 “You’re right,” Brick said grimly. 
“He’d say, ‘What the devil are you gabbing 
about me for when there’s a job to be done?’” 
 “What did you find out?” Zoru asked 
quietly. 
 Brick told him then as swiftly as 
possible of the mighty underwater attack 
against the combined British and American 
fleets scheduled for the next twenty-four 
hours. 
 When he had finished Zoru clenched 
his fist nervously. 
 “That doesn’t give us much time,” he 
muttered anxiously. “We still have no 
practical method for raising the Crawler. It is 
almost too late now to warn your country even 
if we did succeed in getting to the surface. 
While you were gone I moved it into the 
decompression chamber, but that only takes us 
fifty feet closer to our objective. Everything is 
in readiness. If I could just devise some 
method of accomplishing the elevation.” 
 Brick groaned and jammed his fists 
into his pockets. 
 “We’re no closer than before,” he 
grated. “If we only had a weapon that would 
blast this damn nest of shark-into Hades I’d be 
glad to pull the trigger even if it meant my 
own life.” 
 “Father!” Leolo cried suddenly. “We 
do have a weapon. Don’t you remember the 
fisherman’s guns? There are two of them in 
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the laboratory locker. Would they help?” 
 Brick glanced sharply at the girl. 
“What kind of weapon is it?” he said tensely. 
ZORU answered the question with a weary 
smile. 
 “I’m afraid they wouldn’t be of any 
use. They are hydrogen guns that our 
fishermen used in stunning the larger fish of 
the ocean. They could not—” 
 His voice trailed off and he did not 
complete the sentence. An excited speculation 
brought tense lines onto his keenly intelligent 
features. He began to pace rapidly up and 
down the floor, his hands clenching and 
unclenching nervously. 
 “Is there a chance?” Brick cried. 
 “For us,” Zoru said thoughtfully “there 
is no chance at all. But for the navies of your 
country there is a chance. A slim, terrible 
chance. But at least, a chance.” 
 “For God’s sake!” Brick cried. “What 
is it?” 
 “The hydrogen guns as they exist now 
are useless,” Zoru spoke rapidly. “They were 
constructed to stun, not kill, large fish. But 
with an amplifying device their power could 
be increased to the point where they might 
destroy fish. Even metal fish!”[10] 

 

                                                                                          

10Last in Atlantis’ last days much of it being 
submerged, it became necessary to depend to 
greater and greater extent on the foodstuffs of 
the sea for existence. Therefore, fishing 
became an important factor for continued 
existence, and new methods were devised. 
The hydrogen gun was invented, and worked 
on a principle of breaking down the water into 
its component gases. Fish, caught in the huge 
bubbles, suffered an expansion of their gills 
and consequent shock that stunned them upon 
emergence into water again. They then floated 
to the surface and were easily captured. The 
principle of this breaking down of water into 
its gases is a simple one, being simply a 
matter of electrolysis. Two electrodes, giving 

 “You mean,” Brick almost shouted, 
“we could turn this weapon against German 
subs?” 
 Zoru nodded. 
 “But we will have to use the Crawler 
as it is. You understand that once we leave in 
it we can not come back. And we can not rise. 
That is why I said there would be no chance 
for us.” 
 Brick hesitated helplessly. For himself 
there was no decision to be made. But it was 
not only his life that would be sacrificed. He 
didn’t have the right to ask Leolo and Zoru to 
sacrifice theirs. 
 His shoulders slumped wearily. 
 “I can’t ask.” he began, but Leolo 
interrupted him softly. 
 “You don’t have to ask us,” she said. 
 “Leolo is right,” Zoru said quietly. 
“Let us start to work. We have much to do.” 
 Brick felt an eager flame of hope 
fluttering in his breast. 
 “Come on,” he said with grim 
exultation. 
 
IT TOOK sixteen precious hours for Zoru to 
transform the two hydrogen guns into 
weapons of destruction. Even when the job 
was completed, the guns, to Brick, looked 
hopelessly innocent. Each gun consisted of a 
six-foot barrel about four inches in diameter. 
The barrel connected to a thick drum about the 
size of a wash tub on which was welded a 
control board. Their principle was a mystery 
to him but he knew that time was too 
important to waste in explanations, so he did 
not impede Zoru with questions. 
 When the guns were in place their 

 
off a current, as in a battery, cause the action 
to take place. Hydrogen and oxygen are the 
two major gases in the makeup of water, and 
both are equally able to knock a fish out of 
action.—Ed. 
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muzzles protruded from the nose of the 
Crawler like the feelers of a giant bug. 
 And twenty-five hours had flitted past 
Neither of the three had slept. They were 
grimy and exhausted, but there was an 
unquenchable inner flame driving them on far 
beyond the limits of their normal strength. 
 Brick’s impatience burned him like a 
fever. Already the deadly subs would be 
slipping upward like schools of sharks to 
unleash their terrible destructive power on the 
convoy of ships carrying supplies that meant 
life to the British. 
 “How much longer?” he asked 
desperately. 
 Zoru didn’t answer. Instead he made a 
last adjustment on the guns, then straightened 
up, his face haggard with weariness, but a 
glint of triumph in his eyes. 
 “We are ready,” he said. 
 With a smile, the first in days, Brick 
wheeled and climbed out of the Crawler. It 
was the work of an instant to twist the wheel 
that controlled the water locks. A steady 
trickle of water flowed through the valve 
spreading over the floor in a widening circle. 
 Leolo was standing by the ladder when 
he turned and started for the rear door of the 
makeshift compression chamber. There was a 
strange mixture of relief and sadness in her 
expression. He could understand something of 
what she felt. 
 “Better climb in,” he said gently. 
“When I close and clamp the rear door we’re 
shoving off.” 
 She smiled at him fleetingly. Then 
with a last long look back, she turned and 
climbed into the Crawler. In that look she had 
said good-bye to Atlantis. 
 The water was up to Brick’s ankles as 
he strode toward the rear door. In six more 
minutes the chamber would be filled, the 
pressure equalized, then the great door that 
held back the crushing force of the ocean 
would open automatically. 

 It was then that he saw, through the 
half open door of the chamber, the three 
Germans moving cautiously through the 
laboratory, guns in hand! 
 The expressions of greedy triumph on 
their faces told the whole story. They had 
evidently stumbled on the sealed section of 
Atlantis, and followed the twisting corridors to 
the lab. 
 Brick had perhaps one-half second 
advantage over them. But he was too stunned 
to utilize it. It was gone then, for they spotted 
him, and with a concerted roar, hurled 
themselves forward. 
 
THEIR guns coughed spitefully, viciously, as 
they charged the door. A slug slammed into 
Brick’s shoulder with enough force to knock 
him on his back had he been standing still. 
 But he wasn’t standing still. He was 
charging forward, every muscle in his body 
straining. The slug turned him half-way 
around, but it didn’t stop him. With a 
desperate lunge he hurled himself at the door. 
His good shoulder drove into its hard surface 
at the same instant that the Germans crashed 
against it. 
 For a second the door remained 
motionless, pressed in a vise of the human 
bodies straining at either side of it. Then it 
swung inward, slowly but inexorably, as the 
superior weight of the three Germans told 
against Brick’s tiring body. 
 Dimly he heard a scream behind him, 
but it was blotted out as one of the Germans 
forced his arm through the steadily widening 
crack and pounded his thick fist against 
Brick’s face. He tasted salty blood in his 
mouth. 
 Then he heard a heavy, ponderous, 
crunching sound growing in volume in back of 
him. With a sudden flash of clarity his mind 
identified the sound. It was the Crawler’s 
spikes biting into the floor. 
 Desperately, Brick hurled himself 
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sideways. He slipped to his knees, foundering 
in the waist-high water. But he was out of the 
path of the huge spiked wheels of the Crawler 
as they pressed against the door and closed it 
with powerful, irresistible force. 
 Brick pressed his hand to his face as a 
horrible, gasping scream broke high and then 
gurgled into frothy silence. 
 One of the Germans hadn’t gotten 
clear of the closing door. 
Sickened, Brick staggered to his feet and 
threw the bolts that sealed it. The water was 
breast-high when he climbed the ladder and 
toppled into the Crawler. 
 Zoru closed the hatch behind him and 
bolted it. Leolo helped him to his feet and led 
him to a chair. Blood was streaming down his 
shirt from the slug wound in his shoulder. 
 “There’s nothing for you to do now,” 
Leolo whispered soothingly. “Just rest for a 
moment.” 
 Her voice was like the whisper of a 
breeze in his ears. Although he knew he 
shouldn’t, he closed his eyes. 
 
HE CAME around with a start. Beneath his 
feet he could feel the floor of the Crawler 
twisting and rocking. Looking up he saw, 
through the thick glass top, the green murk of 
the Atlantic not two feet above his head. 
 Zoru was up front at the controls and 
Leolo was at his side. Brick climbed to his 
feet. His wound had stopped bleeding, but it 
was aching horribly. He felt a surge of relief 
flooding through him. They were away from 
Atlantis, heading for the enemy. 
 “How long have I been out?” he asked, 
surprised at the weakness of his voice. 
 Leolo turned and hurried to him, her 
face anxious. 
 “Just a few moments,” she told him. 
“We just left the compression chamber and 
have traveled only a hundred feet or so.” 
Brick put an arm over her shoulder and let her 
help him to the front of the Crawler alongside 

Zoru. Through the thick curved glass cowl 
that surrounded the control room he could see 
opaque masses of green waters swirling before 
him. He sat down and felt the back of the chair 
push into his spine as the nose of the Crawler 
tilted upward as it lumbered up a hillock of 
muddy sand. The floor of the ocean was pock 
marked with craters[11] of all sizes and shapes 
through which the squat, bug-like Crawler 
scurried like a powerful turtle. Its huge spiked 
wheels bit deeply into rock and sand, driving 
it forward with awkward speed. 
 Turning to his left, Brick drew in his 
breath sharply. They were skirting the edges 
of the huge domed structures of Atlantis. 
Starkly white in the green water the curiously 
formed buildings presented a spectacle that 
was fairy-like in its fantastic unreality. 
 But this could not drive from his mind 
the job that faced them. The terribly, all 
important job of checking the submarine 
attack on the huge American convoy. Sitting 
in the ridiculously small Crawler, unarmed 
save for the two hydrogen guns, the thought of 
the task they had set out to accomplish seemed 
absurdly hopeless. Their strongest blows 
against hundreds of subs would be childishly 
ineffective. Suddenly all of the harrowing 
risks they had taken seemed pointless and 
futile. 

 
11Volcanic action on the ocean floor is 
common, and the waters do not quench the 
fires without completion of the action. 
Therefore, it is certain that volcanic craters 
exist on the ocean floor just as they do on 
land. In an undersea eruption, the danger of 
earthquake is much greater, since water 
instantly rushes into any opening, and causes a 
terrific explosion. Most of the violent quakes 
of history have been due to entrance of sea 
water into a live crater. Krakatoa was such a 
crater, and its explosion was so loud it was 
heard half-way around the earth.—Ed. 
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 “We should sight the enemy,” Zoru 
said, “in another few minutes. Around the next 
group of buildings is the location of their main 
docks. Better get ready to fire.” 
 “What good will that do?” Brick asked 
bitterly. 
 “These apparently innocuous guns 
might surprise you,” Zoru said calmly. 
“Unfortunately we had no way of testing the 
amplifying device I attached to them. But if it 
works as I hope it will the results will be very 
interesting.” 
 A moment later, Brick, who had been 
peering intently into the murky water ahead of 
them, grabbed Zoru’s arm. 
 “Ahead and above us,” he snapped. “I 
think 1 can spot subs heading toward the 
surface.” 
 A second scrutiny convinced him. 
They had evidently arrived just as a squad of 
under-water killers was slicing up for the 
attack. He counted ten slim, shadowy lengths 
knifing through the water above. Past them he 
could see the dim outlines of more. They were 
a hundred yards above them and off fifty feet 
ahead of them. But every second was putting 
their deadly shadows farther away. 
 “We’re too late!” he cried bitterly. 
“They’re on their way. In another sixty 
seconds they’ll be releasing torpedoes, sinking 
our ships without warning, without a chance.” 
 “Start firing!” Zoru said quietly. 
 “But—” 
 “Please do as I say,” Zoru said 
insistently. 
 
BRICK swung the barrel of the gun upward 
until it covered the area through which the 
submarine squad was slipping. 
 The control board of the gun was fitted 
with a firing lever and a small sparking button. 
Brick shoved the firing lever forward and 
heard the inner mechanism of the gun begin to 
thrum into life. 
 At the tip of the gun’s muzzle he saw a 

bubble forming, swelling and growing larger 
by the second. When it was almost ten feet in 
diameter it broke from the gun and flashed 
upward. Leaning forward Brick could trace its 
ascent through the murky water by the 
foaming stream of bubbles in its wake. In a 
second it reached the area of the silently 
moving submarine shadows. 
 “Use the spark!” Zoru snapped. 
 Brick’s hand jammed on the sparking 
button, and a fiery pellet of flame streaked 
from the muzzle of the gun, streaking surface-
ward like a miniature comet.[12] 

 
12Here it is obvious what the true nature of 
Zoru’s weapon really is. Originally the fish-
gun broke the water down into its component 
but the hydrogen alone was used to stun the 
fish. Now, Zoru has adapted the gun so that 
his bubbles contain both hydrogen and 
oxygen, mixed, in huge quantities. Any high 
school student of chemistry can explain what 
happens to these two gases, when mingled and 
ignited. A terrible explosion of great power is 
possible through use of them. 
 Zoru here forms the bubbles 
electrolytically, then shoots a pellet of sodium 
at them. The result is a natural phenomenon. 
Sodium bursts into flame on contact with 
water, and the flame, in turn, entering the 
bubble, instantly sets off this potential “bomb” 
and the resultant explosion is sufficient to 
shatter everything for many yards around. 
 The effectiveness of Zoru’s gun, in 
comparison to the depth bomb, Is perhaps 
twenty-five times that of the explosive charge 
contained in the Navy’s potent “cans.” 
 Operated as it was, from the ocean 
floor, directly beneath the submarines, its 
effectiveness was hideously through. Once the 
bubble, flashing up to the surface, reached the 
proximity of the overhead submarine, it was 
set off, and the submarine was crushed like an 
eggshell by countless tons of pressure against 
its hull as dense water was hurled irresistibly 
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 And almost instantly the Crawler 
shuddered violently from the jarring force of a 
devastating explosion that churned the water 
about them into a maelstrom of furious 
turbulence. 
 Peering through the foaming water 
Brick saw a shadowy submarine turning 
slowly, almost lazily, on its side and settling 
toward the bottom, Half way down it collided 
with another sub, rebounded sluggishly from it 
and continued on its descent. The sub it had 
struck hesitated, then slipped backward and 
started down. 
 Brick tripped the firing lever again. 
The huge bubble formed swiftly, flashed 
away. 
 “Hydrogen and oxygen,” Zoru said, 
“exist together in water. But separate them, as 
we have done, then touch one off with the 
other and you have an explosive of almost 
limitless power. The force of these hydrogen 
oxygen formations exploding next to a 
submarine will break its back.” 
 “Fine,” Brick said grimly. 
 He pressed the firing button, shooting 
another streak of electric flame upward. The 
explosion sounded like the muffled beat of a 
mighty drum. 
 The Crawler was still moving 
sluggishly forward, but with an adjustment of 
the controls Zoru stopped it. 
 Brick glanced at him inquiringly. 
 “I am afraid,” Zoru said, “that we have 
missed the fleet. They have already cleared 
their docks and started up. If we had been an 
hour sooner we might have smashed the dock 
locks and bottled the submarines in their nests. 

 
away from the “bomb.” 
 Even on the surface, four-hundred feet 
above, according to accounts later made by 
Navy officials, giant ships were tossed about 
like corks, and in one instance, a destroyer 
was sunk when its bottom was stove in.—ED. 

Now we must look for them.” 
 Brick peered up and cursed under his 
breath. There was nothing but an occasional 
fish to break the sameness of the green 
expanse. The squad they had sighted was out 
of range now. 
 
ZORU turned the Crawler and headed back, 
but this time he veered out from the mighty 
structures of Atlantis until they faded into a 
shimmering blur behind them. 
 They hear occasional rumblings 
detonations, but it was impossible to guess 
their source. It was obvious from this that the 
attack, or phases of it had started. 
 Brick swore violently and searched the 
waters about them with desperate impatience. 
Suddenly he saw myriad shadows 
materializing out of the green murk. In 
formations of five the vast fleet of shark-like 
subs were drifting over their heads. It was 
impossible to gauge the size or number of the 
underwater armada. As far as he could 
penetrate the dim water he could see them on 
all sides moving slowly, and slightly 
downward as if they were welded together 
with invisible supports. 
 He guessed the reason for their 
downward angle. The rumbling explosions 
they had heard must have been depth charges 
dropped from British or American destroyers. 
The subs would have to keep below the range 
of the depth bombs or run the risk of having 
their seams blasted open. 
 They were probably maneuvering into 
position to attack the convoy from the rear. 
 Brick’s hand closed on the firing lever. 
 “This is the pay-off,” he said softly. 
 Zoru stopped the lurching motion of 
the Crawler and Leolo moved to the seat 
before the second gun. She smiled once at 
Brick and then with an almost vicious gesture 
she threw the firing lever forward. 
 Brick flashed a grin back at her and 
went to work. His hand slapped the lever and 
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shifted to the sparking button without the loss 
of a second. 
 Two huge bubbles flashed away from 
the two muzzles, followed by hissing electric 
pellets. The double explosion crashed in their 
ears with deafening clamor. 
 A hundred yards above them a V 
formation of five subs was slammed together 
by its terrific force. One ship seemed to twist 
in agony before cracking in the middle and 
settling drunkenly. 
 Brick and Leolo worked the 
mechanism of the guns as fast as their hands 
could move. The huge bombs of hydrogen 
rocketed upward in a steady stream from the 
Crawler, chased by the sizzling streaks of 
fiery sodium. 
 The close formation of the German 
fleet was its doom. The sledge hammer blasts 
of the hydrogen bombs transformed a mile 
square of ocean into a heaving, exploding 
inferno that ground and battered the subs in its 
terrible maw. 
 Zoru sprang to the controls and started 
the Crawler moving ahead at full speed. Brick 
flashed an approving nod at him. By changing 
their position they would be able to rake other 
sections of the vast fleet. 
 
WITHOUT wasting a second Brick and Leolo 
continued to fire bomb after bomb into the 
bellies of the German underwater force. Their 
ears were ringing queerly from the constant 
barrage of mighty sound, and the shudderings 
of the Crawler under the impact of the 
explosions almost knocked them from their 
seats. The turtle-like construction of the 
Crawler was all that saved it from the tempest 
created by the tremendous detonations of the 
hydrogen bombs. 
 Brick paused long enough to glance 
up. The German geometric formation was 
shattered completely, and as far as he could 
see, the subs were milling wildly about like 
blind and wounded sharks. 

 Those that were still under control 
evidently realized that the barrage was coming 
from beneath them for Brick sawsaw dozens 
of subs pointing their noses up and slithering 
to the surface. 
 He redoubled his efforts with the 
hydrogen gun, working with a frantic fury. 
But another glance convinced him that the 
larger body of the fleet was moving up out of 
range and danger. 
 Leolo stopped firing and followed his 
gaze upward. 
 “Damn it!” Brick grated. “They’re out 
of range.” 
 Both guns were silent now but in a few 
moments again the thunder of explosions 
could be heard rumbling above them. 
 Zoru and Leolo listened bewilderedly, 
but Brick grinned joyously. 
 “We’ve driven the subs into depth 
bomb range,” he cried. “There must be two-
hundred destroyers above showering ashcans 
of dynamite down on them. We’ve caught 
them between a cross-fire.” 
 In only a moment or so they could see 
the slim lengths of the subs again, coming into 
range as they sought to escape the merciless 
pounding from above. Many of them were 
listing wearily and settling out of control. 
 Brick and Leolo began firing. Into the 
disorganized turmoil of subs their hydrogen 
bombs blasted again and again, savagely, 
endlessly. 
 For another half hour they fired 
ceaselessly, driving the subs up to meet the 
depth charges again and again. But with every 
hydrogen bomb explosion there were less subs 
to slink upward. And every time the remnants 
of the once mighty underwater armada sought 
to slink away to the surface, the depth bombs 
took their terrible toll. 
 Brick’s gun, hot in his hands, suddenly 
ceased firing. 
 “It’s through,” Zoru said, glancing at 
it. “The device that split the hydrogen has 
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burned out probably.” 
 Leolo ceased firing then, and a strange 
silence seemed to settle over them. There was 
still the rumble of depth charges, growing 
fainter by the minute, as the destroyers chased 
the fleeing subs; but beyond that there was 
nothing. 
 
THEN they felt a faint jar shake the Crawler. 
And a faint noise that was like two huge 
mountains of stone grinding slowly together 
grew in their ears. It was not as loud as some 
of the explosions they had been hearing but 
there was limitless infinity about it that was 
terrifying. 
 The Crawler was moving slowly 
ahead, and through the green murk Brick saw 
the spires and structures of Atlantis. Even as 
they sighted them, he saw one spire tremble 
and then fall slowly sideways and crash to the 
floor of the ocean. The Crawler was trembling 
steadily now. 
 “It was the same,” Zoru whispered, 
“twelve thousand years ago.” 
 Brick remembered. 
 “Volcano?” he asked tensely. 
 Zoru nodded. 
 “The explosions must have started it 
again. It will not be long now.” 
 Leolo, who had been gazing steadily at 
the beautiful city, suddenly tugged at Brick’s 
arm. 
 “Look!” she cried pointing. 
 Brick followed her direction and saw a 
long black German sub crossing the spires of 
Atlantis and driving toward them. It was 
emblazoned with a huge swastika, and through 
the dim greenness Brick saw its numeral—U-
95. 
 That he knew was Von Herrman’s 
flagship. 
 With a mental vision he could picture 
the German commander, hysterically enraged 
at the failure of his attack, ordering his ship 
into a suicidal ramming of the Crawler. For 

there was no doubt that that was the intention 
of the huge submarine closing on them like a 
greedy shark.[13] 
 Brick put his arm about Leolo’s 
shoulder, pulled her close to him. 

 
13Perhaps Von Herman, at that moment, was 
the only man in the Nazi regime who knew 
that the fate of the Reich was sealed, that 
Germany had lost the Battle of the Atlantic, 
and the war itself. For from that day on, the 
tide turned against Germany, and with the 
flood of arms pouring to Britain, and to 
embattled Russia, the offensive changed sides. 
 With the destruction of the Atlantis 
submarine base, America’s navy took over the 
Azores, Dakar, and joined forces with Britain 
at Singapore. 
 Within four months, Africa was in 
Allied hands, and Hitler had been driven from 
Iran. Harassed by furious Russian armies, 
released from the Eastern front with the 
submission of Japan, who never intended to 
fight, his army of the east disintegrated, and 
fell apart, a victim of Russia’s vastness, 
coupled with her new armed might. 
 American Expeditionary Forces, and a 
British army, landing in Portugal, stormed 
through Spain and drove deep into France, 
aided by revived sons of the tricolor. Revolt 
flared all over Europe, and the war came to a 
sudden, stunning, abrupt halt with the 
assassination of Hitler at Berchtesgaden by 
Goebbels, and that worthy’s suicide when 
trapped by members of Hitler’s personal 
guard. 
 History will show, when all the facts 
are known, that the mightiest conqueror of all 
times met his end because of a grim battle 
four-hundred feet beneath the tossing Atlantic. 
After American aid was assured, unhindered, 
Hitler’s power expended itself on the 
impossible task of waging a three-front war.—
Ed. 
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 “This looks like the end,” he said 
grimly. “We had to go, but I hate to give Von 
Herrman the satisfaction of doing the job.” He 
looked down at the silver-haired girl in his 
arms and smiled. “It would have been 
wonderful,” he said huskily. “But nobody gets 
everything so I guess we don’t have any 
kicks.” 
 The structures of Atlantis were 
trembling and shaking, and the mighty forces 
beneath the ocean were growling an ominous 
warning. 
 Brick kissed the girl in his arms good-
bye. Her lips were on his, poignantly sweet, 
when Zoru cried out behind them. Before 
Brick could turn it happened. 
 The ancient volcano of Atlantis 
erupted! 
 
A BLINDING sheet of flame and steam and 
lava roared upward engulfing the crumbling 
towers and structures of Atlantis in its fiery 
maw. The water boiled angrily with the heat. 
 Brick saw Atlantis crumbling and 
disappearing before him, as it sank into the 
immense crater of the volcano on which it had 
rested. 
 He saw also, in the indescribable scene 
of vast convulsion, the destruction of Captain 
Von Herrman’s submarine. It had been 
directly above Atlantis when the eruption 
occurred. And like a chip in a whirlpool, it bad 
been sucked out of sight as the ocean rushed 
in to quench and fill the volcano forever. 
 That was all he saw. For a minor 
upheaval tossed the Crawler to its side, and 
then like the slap of a giant paw, hurled it 
upward. 
 For a dazed chaotic interval there was 
nothing but wild motion, boiling currents and 
the noise of the volcano around them. How 

long it lasted was impossible to tell. It was 
like some horrible nightmare, without 
beginning or end. 
 As the Crawler tossed through the 
heaving water, Brick managed to got an arm 
around Leolo and pull her close to him. Her 
body in his arms seemed the only real thing in 
a frenzied world of unreality. 
 He was still holding her tightly to his 
breast when the erratic movements of the 
Crawler were replaced by an even rocking, 
and the noise of the volcano, and the hiss of 
the boiling currents had faded away. 
 Reasoning was beyond him, but when 
he heard the metallic sound of the opening 
hatch he climbed to his feet, pulling Leolo 
with him. Zoru stood at the open hatchway 
and sunlight was breaking on his face. 
 Brick stumbled to his side. His arm 
was about Leolo and his heart was too full for 
words to express what he felt. 
 “Miraculous,” breathed Zoru. 
“Miraculous deliverance!” 
 Looking out the hatch Brick saw a 
mighty cloud of smoke disappearing over the 
rim of the horizon. The convoy! From the 
Arsenal of Democracy blood for the veins of 
the British empire was flowing—safely still. 
 And then Brick saw an American 
destroyer standing against the cobalt sky, 
driving toward them. Above her the Stars and 
Stripes rippled in a stiff breeze. The sight 
brought a lump of pride to his throat. 
 He caught Zoru’s hand in a strong 
clasp and his arm tightened about Leolo’s 
shoulders. Zoru returned the pressure with his 
hand and Leolo smiled up at him, her eyes 
telling him the answers to questions he would 
ask later. 
 Then they turned and waited for the 
destroyer. 

 


