

















THE BLUE BARBARIANS

But while scientists vainly diagnosed the symptoms
and debated the remedies, the earth’s two great ice-
caps continued ominously on their equatorial course,
like blind murderous hands reaching out slowly to
throttle their victim. Though science had done all
in its power to fertilize the soil and to enhance agri-
cultural efficiency, yet science had not learned how to
make artificial food; and it was now a mere calculable
matter of centuries before the advancing cold should
spread its blight over the few remaining farming dis-
tricts, and the worn-out soil should yield its final grain
of wheat. When that time arrived—and that its arrival
was appallingly near was admitted even by the most
optimistic—humanity with all its age-old yearnings and
struggles would lapse back into the eternal silence.

It was in realization of the menace that men of
vision began to look beyond the earth for the possible
perpetuation of earthly life. Might there not be some
other planet, some other world among all the countless
hosts of space, to which men could transplant himself
and on which he might endure throughout the eons to
be? Obviously, to look beyond the Solar System was
futile, for the distances would prove too vast even if
our knowledge were not still too limited; but the eight
or nine planets revolving about our sun were well known
to astronomers, and it was at least conceivable that
one of them might offer a haven. Jupiter and Saturn,
of course, were not open to consideration, for the sheer
pressure of gravitation on their surface would crush a
man; Uranus and Neptune and the planet beyond Nep-
tune would likewise have to be disregarded, for their
distance from the sun would disqualify them even if
their size did not; Mars was impossible since it had long
ago become moribund; and shrivelled Mercury, with one
baked face turned always toward the sun and one
frozen face always confronting the darkness of in-
finity, showed no sign of being able to support human
life. Consequently, the only world that offered any
temptation was the earth’s sister planet, Venus, still
the “Jewel of the Evening Skies” and the inspiration of
romanticists and poets; and it was upon Venus, accord-
ingly, that scientists based their solitary hope.

From the first, the prospects afforded by Venus were
of the most favorable. Here was a world approximately
of the earth’s size, and yet situated twenty-five or
thirty million miles nearer the sun, so that even today
it would probably receive as much heat and light as the
earth absorbed a million years ago. That it had an
atmosphere was evident from the dense clouds hovering
above its surface; that the atmosphere contained oxygen
and water vapor had been ascertained from spectro-
scopic observations; and the general view was that its
condition corresponded closely with that of the earth at
the beginning of the First Millennium. There was little
doubt among astronomers that, if man could but
traverse the intervening tens of millions of miles, he
would find Venus a safe and suitable home.

But how cross that gigantic abyss? For scores of
generations the world’s most skillful physicists and in-
ventors had been subsidized by the government to study
the problem; and although at first the obstacles had
appeared insurmountable, yet by the dawn of the Eight
Hundredth Millennium the difficulties seemed well on
the way to solution. It was in the seventeenth year
of that Millennium that the great African genius Daru
Peak originated his famous Radio-Gun, which succeeded
not only in discharging an enormous projectile from a
mountain top, but in directing it by radio-electrical
waves, until, through telescopic observation of the en-
suing upheaval, it was known to strike the surface of
the moon. The immediate effects of this invention
were, of course, insignificant, but its indirect results
were overwhelming, for the world was now thoroughly
aroused, and Daru Peak’s device was studied and im-
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proved by so many scientists that within a few decades
the goal appeared within reach.

There are men now living who recall the furor
aroused by the mathematician, Page Ram, when, in the
fifty-third year of our Millennium, he announced plans
for directing a projectile to the surface of Venus. Even
to this day the world has scarcely recovered from the
frenzied eagerness with which it awaited the world’s
next conjunction with her neighbor, when the widely
heralded computations might be put to the test. The
results, of course, are now too well known to require
comment: it is to the eternal glory of science that Pro-
fessor Ram’s theories proved capable of practical dem-
onstration, and that a projectile launched in accordance
with his directions ended its flight on the surface of
Venus. While atmospheric interferences rendered de-
tailed observations difficult, yet the tests of the year
fifty-four left little doubt as to the possibility of inter-
planetary travel.

HE sole remaining problems were of a secondary

nature. The release of inter-atomic energy would
discharge a projectile at sufficient speed to overcome the
earth’s gravitational power; the use of a peculiarly hard
metallic alloy, not less than the fact that the point of
departure was a high mountain peak, would minimize
the terrific friction of the air; and radio-electricity
would serve to guide the projectile during its flight. It
had been proved possible, moreover, to utilize a shell
large enough to accommodate two or three men equipped
with several months’ provisions; and it had been demon-
strated that oxygen tanks and tubes could supply the
inmates with sufficient air and maintain an adequate
atmospheric pressure. The chief question was that of
a successful landing, for if, as was to be anticipated,
the projectile should strike the outer atmospheric en-
velope of Venus at a speed of from twelve to twenty
miles a second, the occupants would be none too likely
to arrive in safety.

It was at this point that Page Ram again came to the
rescue. The projectile, he insisted, need not be launched
directly at the planet; rather, it should be directed
through space at such an angle that it would approach
the planet very closely, and accordingly be subject to a
gravitational pull that would interrupt its flight and
force it to revolve about Venus as a satellite. There-
after, at their leisure, the occupants might release them-
selves by means of specially contrived parachutes
equipped with powerful vibrating electric wings; and
with the aid of such flying machines the adventurers
might overcome not only the force of gravitation but
the speed of the revolving projectile, and alight with
comparatively little risk upon the surface of our neigh-
bor world.

It was one of the red-letter days of history when, in
the year seventy-six, the Worldwide Interplanetary
Commission completed its two decades of investigations
and tests, and not only announced its endorsement of
Page Ram’s plans but issued a call for volunteers to
make the contemplated flight to Venus. Yet the haz-
ards of the undertaking, as the Commission pointed out,
were far from negligible: through some incalculable
contingency the volunteers might never reach the sur-
face of Venus, or else might reach it only as corpses;
and even if they did arrive uninjured, they could not
hope ever to return to the earth. Under such circum-
stances, no man would be urged to embark upon the
adventure against his will; and only the grave and para-
mount issue involved made it advisable even for the
volunteers to risk their lives.

Despite the warnings of the Commission the response
to its announcements was so enthusiastic as to be almost
embarrassing. It speaks much for the calibre of the
world’s citizenry that three out of every four young men
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of application in importunate terms, but doubtless I
had been no more importunate than my competitors.
Asking myself dispassionately the reason for my selec-
tion, I concluded that it was first of all because my
training as a chemist and chemical instructor at Ulum
University had given me a certain necessary scientific
equipment; secondly, because my prize-winning essay
on the efficient control of inter-atomic energy had af-
forded me a prominence out of all proportion to my
merits; and, thirdly, because I was physically of a
robust build, and, as an athlete at college, had demon-
strated myself to be a man of prowess and endurance.

Beyond this, according to persistent unofficial re-
ports, there was perhaps something of a sentimental
reason for my selection. It was known that I had been
a fervent admirer of Ardu Twell, one of the gallant
young women who had disappeared on the expedition
three years before. I will not say that I was exactly in
love with her; but never in my life had I felt so utterly
wretched, as when she had been selected for the inter-
planetary cruise; and never had I received such a shock
as when the messages from her had ceased, and she, like
her predecessors, had vanished in space.

Years had passed since then; but I still recalled the
tears that had marked her face at the moment of part-
ing; and perhaps even now my own eyes were a little
moist, as I thought of the possibility of meeting her
again on Venus. Considering the great public cause at
stake, my thoughts certainly were too much upon Ardu
when the news of my selection reached me. I remem-
bered her as I had known her ever since childhood; how
she had coquetted with me for nearly a dozen years,
laughing in my face whenever I dared express a seri-
ous sentiment; how she had flitted with streaming
brown hair through the astro-physical laboratory of
Ulum University, performing scientific marvels while
flirting like any dancing girl; how her vivid black eyes
seemed to bore their very way through me, leaving me
spellbound beneath her masterful, lightning will, until
I wondered how the ancients could ever have considered
woman the weaker sex. I must admit that I trembled
before her as never before any man; yet in the end I
should doubtless have won her (or she have won me,
since it is the women that do all the winning nowadays),
had it not been for the evil decision of the Interplane-
tary Commission in severing me from her forever. Or
perhaps it would not be forever; perhaps (unlikely as
it seemed) she had escaped the doom we dreaded, so
that the Interplanetary Commission was but playing
the part of fate in selecting me for the trip to Venus.

But in spite of the dim hope of seeing Ardu again,
the thrill of success was not so great as I had antici-
pated. When I had recovered from my first dazed sur-
prise, my chief sensation was a numb dread, a shuddery
premonition as of approaching catastrophe. I really do
not know how to explain this feeling; but no sooner
had my vague and luminous hopes solidified into immi-
nent possibility than they were somehow tarnished;
and while T was being publicly commended for my fine
spirit and my bravery, privately I felt like the braggart
who has verbally slain countless bears, when, much to
his alarm, an actual beast looms in sight. Perhaps it
was the sight of the fourteen doleful wreaths that filled
me with misgivings; perhaps it was the thought that I
was about to leave the only world I or my forebears had
ever known, and that there would be no returning; but,
whatever the explanation, T felt all the anticipatory
nostalgia of one about to descend into permanent exile.
Every clod of this battered old earth now endeared itself
to me strangely; there was a new significance, almost a
beauty about the very clouds of dust, where blew the
sole material remains of lost generations; I would lin-
ger in revery over a blade of grass, a pebble, an ear of
corn, bidding a mental farewell and wondering when
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next I should view their like; and in the habitations of
man I found a new magnificence and meaning.

ORTUNATELY, I had not much time for melancholy

reflection. For months the preparations for the
journey occupied most of my waking hours and the
larger share of my thoughts; and the effort to equip the
projectile properly, to admit no surplus weight, and yet
to overlook nothing essential, was one that called for all
the ingenuity I possessed. .

First of all, it was necessary to procure adequate sup-
plies of food, food that should be condensed in form and
yet healthfully varied; secondly, it was important to
provide the projectile with efficient and well tested para-
chutes; next, it was indispensable to install radio appa-
ratus, oxyvgen tubes and tanks, air-proof water con-
tainers, and an electric heating system to combat the
cold of space; and, finally, we must secure miscellaneous
paraphernalia making for convenience and safety:
astronomical charts and chronometers, field glasses and
hand telescopes of assorted sizes and powers; a spectro-
scope, a thermometer, a telescopic camera and various
scientific instruments; pens and pencils and tablets of
paper for recording the details of the journey and mak-
ing computations; smoked lenses for combating the per-
sistent glare of the sunlight; books for whiling away
the long leisure hours; chairs and a table and a folding
couch for purposes of comfort; screws, nails, ropes,
straps and wires for holding the furniture in place when
released from the earth’s gravitational influence; blan-
kets and fur coats and other clothing for resisting a low
temperature, as well as asbestos garments in case of a
dangerous heat; rubber gloves and jackets, and an arti-
ficial cooling plant for the initial stages of the journey;
a well stocked chest of tools for repairing any possible
damage to the projectile or the parachutes; various fire-
extinguishing chemicals as well as complete equipment
for the production of artificial air; and last, and in some
respects, most important of all, a medicine chest pro-
vided not only with drugs, antiseptics and surgical im-
plements for every conceivable contingency, but with a
painless anzsthetic to be administered if the shores of
Venus remained permanently inaccessible and it was
thought best to hasten the inevitable.

It must not be imagined, however, that the burden of
the preparations fell exclusively upon my own shoulders.
Certainly, I contributed no more in time or efforts than
did my prospective traveling companion, the young
astronomer, Nu Olan. If anything, Olan’s zeal to depart
was greater than my own, for while I had no more than
a general interest in the planet Venus, he had made a
special study of that globe, and was anxious to verify -
several of his pet theories and observations. Neither
of us, unfortunately, could foresee the event that was to
frustrate all he had attempted and to make his best-laid
plans a source of regret and vain dismay.

Before T describe that event, I must apparently di-
verge, and mention a friend of Olan’s, one Daolgi Kar,
an aspiring young poet whose self-recognized talents

‘had as yet attracted no attention in the world at large.

Not being a poet myself, I cannot pass judgment on
Kar’s ability: all that I know is that he would appear
frequently at Olan’s rooms and recite his own verses
with that dearth of histrionic skill, which authors seem
usually to display, when reading from their own work.
For some reason which I could not then explain, Olan
appeared fond of the poet and even proud of him, and
would pat him companionably on the back and assure
him that he was a “coming man”’; and the only disagree-
ments Olan and I ever had were occasioned by Kar’s
interruptions of our astronomical discussions. It would
not have been so bad, if Kar had confined those inter-
ruptions to the subject of poetry; but, with more’ good
will than ability, he insisted on aiding in our plans for
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cheerful and good-natured, no matter how testy and
gruff I became; and after one penetrated beneath the
cloak of his egotism, one found his personality attrac-
tive enough. It was annoying, however, exceedingly
annoying, to be interrupted in the midst of some deli-
cate scientific calculations, and to have Kar flamboy-
antly read me a sonnet in order to determine whether I
preferred the word “those” in the eleventh line to the
word “these,” or whether I did not consider that a dash
would be more effective than a colon to denote the
casura in the second but last line of the octave. Except
for such little irritations, to which I would reply by
putting to Kar some technical problem concerning the
eclipse of one of Jupiter’s satellites or the parallax of
the star Alpha Centauri, the two of us managed to agree
somewhat better than I had expected; and, if not ex-
actly companionable, we at least got along as well as any
two cell-mates, who realize that they must share the
same accommodations—perhaps for eternity.

Fortunately, we were so much occupied with observ-
ing the phenomena of our flight, that we had compara-
tively little time to devote to one another. Ever since
our departure, of course, we had been flying in perpetual
daylight, and only the shifting hands of the chronometer
gave indication of the passage of hours or days; though
down beneath us, far, far beneath, the face of the earth
in its ever-changing phases offered constant cause for
reflection and wonder. When we had been twenty-four
hours on our way, it seemed scarcely larger than the
full-moon as viewed by man, a pale yellow full-moon
lost in a vague immensity of sunlit gray; and that gray
was broken by an uncanny black patch, the shadow of
the projectile, where the stars were strangely visible.
When our flight had endured for forty-eight hours, the
earth was no more than a little yellow ball, a glittering
coign of light, staring through an unfathomable abyss
whole universes below us; yet now, as we went hurtling
sunward, the solar disk of sun-tinged yellow appeared
no larger than ever to the eager eyes that strained to-
ward it through the smoked glasses. It was singular
that, while more than a million miles separated us from
the earth and while that distance was widening several
miles each second, yet we seemed suspended in space,
suspended and utterly without motion; and it was only
our intellects that told of our prodigious speed, while
our senses refused to record and our imaginations re-
fused to appreciate a velocity, which was many times
greater than that of sound.

RAINED as I was to scientific methods and figures,
I had difficulty in realizing that, though we were
traveling fast enough to circumnavigate the earth in an
hour, yet it would be well over a month before the
widening disk of Venus would brighten out of obscurity.
Never before had the tremendous range and sweep of
space been borne in upon me; never had I understood
how true it is that man and his works and habitations
are but a speck in illimitable vacancy. Yet we were
now, as it were, merely in our own little inglenook of
the universe, merely in our own small fireside cranny;
and, even as we sped sunward, observers on the earth
were listening to the messages we sent and flashing back
messages which we received, while skilled operators sat
at radio-electrical batteries, directing our flight by
means of the invisible antennae of the ether, retarding
our course or hastening it, as they saw fit, and guiding
us with unerring precision toward our far-off goal.
Our sense of the awful immensities wherein we were
lost was accentuated when, after three or four days, the
earth’s disk vanished altogether, and our native world
sank to the status of an exceedingly bright planet.
How hard it was now, peering toward this spark of
light, to be convinced of the greatness of the earth and
of what earth contained! As I gazed for the first time
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with detached vision at the world of my birth, it seemed
to me that I had never really seen it before: I was as an
ant miraculously endowed with an eagle’s wings and
eyesight and able to gaze down from the clouds at the
microscopic nest it had regarded as the universe.

But while the earth was receding toward the limits
of the visible, Venus was still as far out of sight as
ever. Lost somewhere amid the increasing blaze of
solar radiance, it was not an object even for telescopic
observation. Most of our interest was now focused
upon the sun, which, after a few days, loomed per-
ceptibly brighter and larger, as if, shaking off millions
of years with one bold swift gesture, it had regained its
youthful magnificence and power. And as the sun drew
nearer, our center of gravity gradually readjusted it-
self, and our projectile shifted so that its base (the
heaviest part) directly confronted the sun. Whatever
weight now remained to us was due to the sun’s attrac-
tion, and was counteracted in part by that of the earth:
which meant that our movements were even freer than
theretofore; that I could rise to the ceiling as easily
as an average man can walk across the room, and de-
scend as slowly as though my medium had been water.
The sun now seemed directly below us, instead of above,
as before; and down, down we sped, straight down
toward the solar flames; down, down, down, so accurately
that I had fears lest some miscalculation, some failure
of the electrical waves from the earth, should send us
falling into the shrivelling flames.

But despite occasional forebodings, the first part of
the journey was uneventful. There was nothing to in-
terfere with the peaceful monotony of our flight; we
proceeded on our way with the serenity of a planet
moving along its orbit. Not until our journey was
three-quarters done, and the oxygen generators seemed
inadequate to renew the vitiated air, did there appear to

" be actual cause for misgivings; and even then we were

no worse off than many a man who deliberately confines
himself in a shuttered apartment. Although a madden-
ing desire for free winds and open spaces possessed me,
and although I felt half like a victim of suffocation in
my frenzy to thrust off the strong hands that wound
themselves invisibly about my throat, still I realized
that there was as yet no real danger, and that a single
whiff of the fresh breezes would revive my starving
lungs and half-beclouded brain.

Even the once-cheerful Daolgi Kar appeared to feel
the scarcity of oxygen, and began to mope miserably,
displaying none of his former vivacity and not deigning
to put pen to another verse. And Daolgi’s dog, the nor-
mally energetic Yap Yap—to whom, strangely enough,
I was beginning to be attached, now that he had ac-
cepted me as a member of the family—seemed stricken
as if with some nameless malady, and spent most of his
time sleeping or resting near the wall in immediate
proximity to the electric heater. From Yap Yap’s ac-
tions—in those rare moments when he still exerted him-
self to walk about—it was apparent that here was a
dog who thought that either he or the world had gone
crazy. There would be an expression actually of terror
on his hairy countenance when, leaping in play toward
his master, he would find himself ascending to the ceil-
ing; and so uncertain and so absurd had his move-
ments become that he apparently reposed no further
trust in his feet.

Unwittingly, Yap Yap could not but affect his master
and myself. In his anxious, inquiring brown eyes, as
he lay huddled in a little heap on the floor, we would
read the fear of the hunted creature, the creature that
scents mysterious danger, the trapped creature that
trembles lest at any moment his antagonist strike from
the dark. And, try as we might, argue as we would
that it was all a meaningless superstition, something
of the impotent dread written in the animal’s eyes com-
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seized small hand telescopes, and dashed to the tiny
glass apertures that served as windows. It did not take
us long to solve the mystery—far in the distance, travel-
ing at right angles to us at prodigious speed, we could
distinguish multitudes of sun-reflecting meteoric dots,
mere dust-specks darting in great clusters almost paral-
lel to the surface of the planet.

This, then, was the explanation of that mysterious
cloudy screen we had noted from far above! This, then,
was the reason for the disappearance of all our fellow
explorers! The planet Venus was encircled by swarms
of meteors, so dense that from the heavens they seemed
a solid mass, and revolving in orbits that crossed our
own possibly in a thousand places!

All at once, as we made that discovery, we realized
our peril. We were in the path of multitudes of pro-
jectiles, many of them plunging in our direction at a
speed of miles a second! At any moment one of these
blind missiles might strike us, strike us and annihilate
us so swiftly that we should never learn what had
happened! ...

Let me pass over the insane hurry of the next few
minutes. I have only the most blurred remembrance
of my own frantic movements. But, by some freak of
recollection, I recall Daolgi’s frenzied efforts to leave:
how he adjusted his parachute with such speed that he
ripped open half a foot of rubber lining, and had to
waste precious minutes in repairs; how he reached
madly for all sorts of odds and ends, smoked glasses,
scraps of food, his poetic manuscripts, and a thousand
and one incidentals; how he fumbled endlessly to strap
Yap Yap’s compressed air container tightly abbut. the
parachute, while in my apprehension I cried that the
dog would be the death of us both. ... I remember, too,
how just at that moment a great shadow—not gray
this time, but black—passed between us and the sun,
urging speed more forcefully than any words of mine.

But at last our equipment was completed. At last I
pulled open the trap-door in the floor and simultaneously
started the motors which were to thrust us downward
into space. And now, suddenly, we were launched into
vacancy, sinking below the projectile, yet also traveling
at equal speed with it horizontally. We had barely had
time to observe our position, barely time to adjust our-
selves to our altered surroundings, when that event
occurred which is still seared deep into my memory, and
which no passage of time and no experience shall ever
wholly erase. There was a sudden and intense flare of
light from above, an incandescence so brilliant that I
had to close my eyes lest I be blinded; there was a
shrivelling heat, and the impulse of a torrential wind
bearing me downward in a silence more terrifying than
thunder. And when the glare borne in to me through
my closed lids had diminished and I ventured again to
peer upward, there was not a sign of the projectile, but
far above and far to one side a redly glowing mass
that smoldered into ashes and disappeared.

CHAPTER 1V
Triumph and Defeat

T will be imagined that our arrival on Venus was the

occasion of wild triumph and never-to-be-forgotten

elation; that, upon completing the first world-to-
world flight ever recorded, we uttered prayers of
thanksgiving and pzons of joy. In reality, however,
nothing could be further from the facts. Not so much
- as a murmur of rejoicing issued from my lips—nor
from the lips of that natural songster, Daolgi Kar. For
my own part, I was too enervated, shocked and stupe-
fied to feel anything but a vague weariness and a vaguer
relief; I was as one who, convalescing from some deadly
disease, is content to lie languidly and not to move and
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scarcely to think. Only at broken intervals, half lucid
like the memories of a hideous dream, the facts of that
nightmare plunge in the parachute would thrust them-
selves before me—the swift drive outward and down-
ward after the annihilation of the projectile; the roast-
ing, blistering heat from our first sudden friction with
the air; the rapid application of the electric motors to
check our speed and counteract the atmospheric resist-
ance; the bird-like flight slowly downward through un-
speakable distances; the vain attempt to accelerate our
motion and so to anticipate the fall of night; the last
fearful circling descent through a starlit void; and the

" sudden jolting arrival in a shadowy realm whose nature

we could only vaguely conjecture.

At the actual moment of landing I had lost track of
Daolgi. Exhausted, and with head that ached from the
long ordeal of the oxygen tubes, I released myself from
the parachute, and sank down upon a bed of stringy
vegetation, with the strangest sensation I have ever
experienced. There must be something peculiar about
the atmosphere of Venus, some quality distinguishing it
from the atmosphere of earth, for I gasped like one who
visits a laboratory where rare gases are brewed, and my
nostrils were full of a strange chemical odor, not exactly
unpleasant, and yet not quite like anything I had ever
known before. Perhaps this odor was connected with
the sudden dizziness I felt, or perhaps it was only the
sudden change of environment that made me recline half
dazed upon the ground,.dike one who has inhaled a whiff
of some mild anzsthetic. At all events, it was hours,
how many I cannot say, before my lassitude had left me
and I began to feel remotely like myself.

I think I must have passed into a slumber—a deep,
sodden slumber as of one drugged—for when finally
I opened my eyes, I discovered a preternaturally large
sun shining almost directly above. But I was feeling
much better now; my lungs were already adapting
themselves to their new environment; the unexplained
chemical odor had become less noticeable, and the air,
although uncomfortably warm, seemed invigorating and
life-giving.

Somewhat shakily I arose, and shading my eyes with
my hands, obtained my first clear glimpse of my sur-
roundings. And, in sheer admiration of what I saw,
I cried out in delight—here was a scene unlike any
I had ever viewed before! It seemed that I was in a
sort of clearing or glade in a forest—and what a forest,
and what a glade! Encircling me at a distance of sev-
eral hundred yards were dense masses of trees, gigantic
trees with tall red trunks and impenetrable clusters of
greenish-red foliage. From the topmost branches
swung bell-shaped blossoms of delicate azure and white,
blossoms particularly lovely against the pale shimmer-
ing violet sky; yet they were scarcely more beautiful
than those other flowers that sprinkled the field around
me—innumerable constellations of green and yellow,
clustered on densely growing vines with leaves of the
color of milk. Had it not been for the intense glare
of the sunlight, which forbade me to gaze too long, I
could hardly have taken my eyes off this scene, at once
so charming, so fantastic, and so different from all I
had ever known before! .

It was only when turning my gaze from this spectacle
that I recalled something of imminent importance. Now
for the first time I remembered that, since the moment
of my arrival, I had seen nothing of Daolgi Kar.

Where was he?—what reason for his silence? Had
he met with some mishap? Had he been unable to
make a safe descent? Assuredly not! During the
parachute flight, his course had closely paralleled my
own—he could not be far away! Yet the very thought
of a possible accident sent a sharp, shuddering tremor
shivering through me. Much as I had disliked Kar
on earth and little as T had welcomed his presence in
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we might at least solve the mystery of their disappear-
ance. In this purpose I concurred heartily, feeling
(although not expressing) particular anxiety about
the prospective discovery of Ardu Twell. Yet I was less
optimistic than Daolgi. I pointed out that we were
on a planet virtually as large as the earth, with an
area of millions of square miles; so that, even assuming
that the men and women had survived, it was not
unlikely that they were thousands of miles away. Hence
many months or even years might elapse before we
had news of -them.

But speculation was obviously futile. After a brief
talk, we began our preparations for departure, con-
suming our breakfast of compressed protein tablets and
making a pack out of the meager supplies for the
parachute.  Luckily—or perhaps unluckily—neither
task required much time, and in less than an hour
we were ready to set out.

Preceded by the energetic Yap Yap, who had re-
covered his good spirits upon leaving the projectile,
we made our way into the deep woods, not knowing
where we were going, and scarcely caring, and content
to let chance be our guide. Or, to be precise, we were
content to be piloted by Yap Yap, who trotted among
the trees with wagging tail and nose that sniffed at
a thousand unfamiliar objects, always avoiding the
densest vegetation and singling out a rude and tortu-
ous pathway. About us now was a perpetual twilight;
the tall, straight trunks of the trees were massed like
the columns of some magnificent cathedral; and far
above us the vault of that cathedral was visible, daintily
tapestried with twigs and verdure, almost black in
places where the sun could not strike, and exquisitely
tinged with green and red and golden and yellow where
the meager sunlight illumined fleeting and fantastic
leafy patterns.

Scarcely less remarkable was the luxuriant under-
growth. Clinging to some of the trunks was a white,
fungus-like creeper, with long silky stems and fragile
pale yellow blossoms that seemed of tissue paper; about
other trunks a sort of gigantic lichen had woven itself,
standing out vividly green against a background of
reddish brown; and upon the ground were a multitude
of vines and bushes, most of them gray and colorless
and many apparently parasitic. Here would surely have
been a life’s work for any naturalist!—had I myself
not had more compelling pursuits I should have liked
nothing better than to study these plants: the long
snaky ones with spidery black stems and tendrils de-
void of leaf and bud; the gorgeous, spiny ones, whose
orchid-like blossoms were encircled by javelin thorns
half a foot long; the soft, mushroom-like variety, which,
when trodden upon, emitted a nauseating odor; the
white, hairy species, reminding me of upturned beards
sprouting upon the earth’s surface; and, above all,
the little flowering shrub whose symmetrical limbs
were half hidden by tiny blue-throated birds, which
sang and sang in clear liquid tones that the poet likened
to the unearthly music of the elves.

But these birds were far from the only ones that
greeted us. The feathered life of the forest seemed al-
most as luxuriant as the vegetable life—and what
thousands of hues and varieties, and what gaudy forms!
By the side of these vividly apparelled songsters, the
birds of paradise that once inhabited the earth were
drab as crows! Some, no larger than sparrows, wore
shimmering, iridescent gowns as airy and insubstan-
tial as rainbowed spray; others, of the size of quail,
had plumage marked and spotted like the leopard;
many displayed garments of symmetrical and gor-
geously artistic design, with curves and stripes and
arabesques of black and green and purple and orange;
and one, which appealed to the poet and myself as
the most fascinating of all, was like a miniature swan
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—a swift-flying creature with body of a creamy white,
and long, lithe neck from which issued a song reminding
one of an accomplished violinist.

As Daolgi and I strolled through the woods, listen-
ing to the music of the birds, the sudden and shrill
calls of mate to mate, the exultant carol of some pea-
cock-hued minstrel, we scarcely thought of the possi-
bility of encountering other forms of life. Of insects
there were doubtless myriads, but they were unob-
trusive; and the presence of small quadrupeds became
evident whenever Yap Yap made one of his vain dashes
after an invisible something rustling in the under-
brush. We did have fears, it is true, lest some carnivo-
rous monster, some coiling python or soft-padded
panther, be lurking in some dark recess of our path;
but there was no sign of any such prowler, and we
were almost convinced that the planet—or, at least,
this particular portion of it—was unfrequented by
the larger mammals.

HEN suddenly we learned the need of caution.
It was when we were most off guard that the
disturbance arose. The increasing light ahead indicated
that we were approaching a break in the forest, and
Daolgi was drifting on absently before me, preceded
as ever by the ambulatory Yap Yap. Suddenly I
stopped short, and Daolgi stopped short, for through
the latticed foliage proceeded the weirdest sounds we
had ever heard—suss hazz, suss hazz—harsh, abrupt,
hissing,—then go guom, go guom, go guom, in a swift
series of varied rhythms, half like the guttural chat-
tering of some thick-tongued bird, half like the throaty
grunting of a beast of prey.

Terror-stricken, I remained rooted to the spot.—Suss
hazz, suss hazz, suss hazz, the hissing noises were re-
peated, followed as before by the bestial go guom, go
guom, go guom. . . . With hair fairly rising from my
head, I peered through the massed leafage; two staring,
close-lidded eyes met my own! I gasped, and felt
my knees turn to water beneath me; my heart could
have stopped from fright. But, at the same instant, a
furious barking burst forth to reassure us. Simultane-
ously the strange eyes flashed from view, and there was
a loud crashing amid the brush. Now the barking
continued, but at an increasing distance; and now
Daolgi, who had been as paralyzed as I, went plunging
excitedly forward; and now, almost automatically, I
followed, not pausing to ask whether I might not be
rushing into the very teeth of danger.

Arriving at the opening in the woods, I beheld a
sight that filled me with amazement and laughter.
Across the leafless fields Yap Yap was dashing fran-
tically, barking as we went; and before him fled sev-
eral two-legged creatures, very slender and of about
the height of chimpanzees, with close-fitting brown
coverings about their hairy skins. Reaching the op-
posite fringe of the forest, these singular beings flung
themselves upon the tree-trunks, and ascended with
the agility of squirrels; and Yap Yap, after barking
vaingloriously below, returned to us with wagging tail
and a general demeanor of self-congratulation.

“Did you notice that?” cried the poet, recovering
from his first spasm of laughter. “Did you notice that?
The apes of this planet wear clothes!”

And while Daolgi gave way to renewed convulsions,
1 inwardly lamented my misfortune in having no time
to study and scientifically to classify this animal.

But the discovery of this peculiar ape—apparently
harmless though it was—warned us of the possibility,
even the probability, of the existence of other and per-
haps dangerous large mammals. And, for the first
time, we asked ourselves whether Venus might not
have a human population—was it not likely that where
there were apes there would also be men? Our chief
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gave expression to his pent-up rage and terror in one
long-drawn vehement burst of barking, which sounded
and resounded from wall to wall in an eay-splitting din.
Even the blue-skins seemed affected; and, armed though
they were, they trembled and withdrew for consultation
to the further end of the room.

Meanwhile Daolgi was twisting his head violently
from side to side, motioning to his captors by the sole
method left to him. It was several minutes before they
noticed him, and even then they seemed to doubt the
meaning of his queer antics; but eventually, after an-
other of their guttural conferences, they seemed to
reach some conclusion, and one of the blue-skins ap-
proached Daolgi hesitatingly, and deftly pulled the gag
from his mouth.

Freed thus suddenly from the stifling obstruction,
Daolgi gasped momentarily for breath. Then, realizing
that he had no time to waste, he commanded “Be quiet!”
to the vociferous Yap Yap, who was still snarling and
growling. And, as if deprived of his tongue, Yap Yap
became silent.

Obviously, the blue-skins were startled; for a moment
they stared at us in gaping wonder. Yet, at an order
from their leader, they returned with business-like pre-
cision to their knives and scalpels. And this time there
would have been no escape, had not the poet displayed a
rare presence of mind. “Wegi, wegi, wegi!” he cried, in
shrill tones, remembering the native term for “terri-
ble”; and the blue-skins, disconcerted at hearing them-
selves addressed in their own tongue, all paused to stare
at him with the incredulous amazement of one who
has been accosted in human language by a cat or a cow.

“Wegi, wegi, wegi!” repeated Daolgi, emphatically,
lest there be any doubt about his words. And then,
while the blue-skins still gaped speechlessly, he launched
forth uncertainly upon several sentences in Venerian.
I do not doubt but that he made gross grammatical
errors and spoke with a raw earthly accent—but if we
found a horse or monkey addressing us in the vernacu-
lar, would we pause to question its pronunciation?
And so it was with the Venerians; so it was that min-
utes passed before their staring astonishment began to
be dissipated and their paralyzed muscles were again in
working order.

It was old White-Hair who first recovered his com-
posure. Stepping toward us and waving his left hand
imperiously, he rattled out a hasty order: whereat his
associates melted into mobility, approached us with out-
stretched knives, and deftly attacked the ropes and
wires.

In another moment we were again on our feet, some-
what unsteady, but once more free!

CHAPTER X

In the Depths

O sooner had we regained our freedom than we
were plunged into a new ordeal. One of the
blue-skins approached us, and, apparently assum-

ing that we were adepts in his language, poured forth
a long and fluent stream of words. It was as if he had
been addressing infants in the speech of college presi-
dents; we could only gape, and strain our ears in vain.
Yet, having completed this harangue, he waited expect-
antly for a reply; and when no reply came, one of his
companions took his place, and addressed us in the same
manner.

This time it was apparent that we should have to
make some response. When the second speaker finished,
accordingly, I undertook to display my knowledge of
Venerian. Mentally I had marshalled some twelve or
fifteen words, not because they were appropriate but
because they were the only ones my vocabulary sup-
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plied; and these I pronounced with all the self-assurance
I could command. The result, I fear, was akin to that
produced by a trained parrot speaking a half-intelligible
jargon—a low volley of derisive crackles greeted my ef-
forts, and in the dark ferret eyes of the blue-sking I
thought I could read laughter and scorn. Evern Daolgi,
I imagined, was looking at me just a bit contemptuously.

Then, for the second time the poet addressed the
blue-skins, endeavoring to say that we were not animals
but men. Doubtless because of his natural, linguistic
talent, he succeeded better than I; the blue-skins did
not laugh, but stared at us gravely, as if there might
be something in what he had said.

After a moment’s reflection, old White-Hair, appar-
ently coming to some conclusion, whispered furtively
to his fellows. And these responded by thrusting open
a door to our rear and motioning us to follow them
into the dark corridor. For a moment we hesitated;
then, though not knowing what new treachery was in
store, we saw that we had no course but to obey, and
fearfully allowed ourselves to be led through the mazes
of the dimly lighted hallway.

Apparently the corridor was endless in extent; for
interminable distances it twisted and bent about in-
numerable hexagonal compartments. At measured in-
tervals each gallery gave way to two others, which
met it at an obtuse angle, and these in turn were
similarly met by others still, and so on indefinitely,
following the same beehive plan as the streets above.

This beehive quality was accentuated by the fact
that numerous pedestrians (at least, the Venerian
equivalent of pedestrigns) kept whizzing and buzzing
by on their queer roller-like foot contrivances. So
rapidly did they glide past and so often did they ap-
proach a collision with us, that I was in constant fear
for my life. I was thankful when our walk seemed to
be drawing to a close—doubly thankful at the prospect
of relief from the headache which I was beginning to
feel in that hot, smoky and unspeakably vitiated at--
mosphere.

In a partially open hexagonal space, before a score
of round steel columns each several feet thick, our
guides at length beckoned us to halt. One of the blue-
skins then pressed a little black button—and a hidden
door in one of the columns sprang open, uncovering a
metallic receptacle large enough to hold a man. Into
this container the blue-skin thrust himself; and, after
he had pulled a tiny lever, the door rattled to a close,
there was a whirring as when a projectile shoots
through the air—and the remaining blue-skins uncon-
cernedly turned to other business.

A door at the base of the second column was now
opened in similar fashion—and I felt a queer unsteadi-
ness when I observed the guides motioning me to enter.
But there was nothing to do but obey; and, biting my
lips to keep back my fear, I stepped into the car and
pulled the little lever.

With a violent jerk, I found myself launched down-
ward. All about me there was a hoarse roaring and a
hissing; my ears buzzed and ached from the sudden

pressure; then, in an instant, there came a second jolt,

and the steel door rattled open, leaving me free to enter
another dimly lighted corridor, apparently the exact
duplicate of the one I had just left.

An instant later several little doors in the steel
columns snapped open, and from one of them Daolgi
emerged, looking somewhat dazed, and from the others
stepped our blue-skinned attendants. Again we pro-
ceeded through subterranean labyrinths, identical with
those above, and populated similarly with buzzing,
whirling, roller-clad swarms. Seemingly for miles we
trudged through the long and feebly lighted galleries;
then one of our guides motioned us to follow him
through a little egg-shaped door, and we found ourselves















THE BLUE BARBARIANS

steel of industrialism. Subsequently, it is true, the
advance of medical science had saved millions from
death by disease and lengthened the careers of num-
berless weaklings; yet, for the last four centuries a
continuous shortening of the life-span had been de-
tected; and scientists and statisticians today were
agreed that the deterioration was still unchecked, so
that another five hundred years would probably bring
the normal life-term down to two decades and a half.

But this was far from the worst. Simultaneous with
the increasing death-rate had been the multiplication
of diseases of the throat and lungs, which had exacted
such a toll as to eliminate all racial strains not adapted
to a subterranean existence. It had been determined
that the chest of the average Venerian had contracted
three and one-quarter inches since the dawn of indus-
trialism, and that in about five per cent of all chil-
dren born the lungs showed a tendency to be atrophied.
There were even some who predicted that, before the pas-
sage of another century, all urban stocks would wither
away and perish like basement-grown, yellowing plants.

Daolgi and I of course asked whether no efforts had
been made to ameliorate city conditions. And, with
ironic smiles, the blue-skins replied that countless
efforts had been made, but that the would-be reformers
had invariably ended (like themselves) in prison, if
not in the morgue. It was a profound conviction of
a majority of blue-skins (all the profounder, since they
had never given it a thought) that existing conditions
left nothing to be desired, and that it was impossible
to imagine any improvement in the system of iron
towers, beehive thoroughfares, and underground
labyrinths. All that the average individual cared about
—s0 barbarous were these people, and so lacking in
refinement—was the accumulation of capital; and to
the typical citizen the welfare of the world was of in-
comparably less importance than the increase of his
private income.

HIS naturally brought us to the question of

Venerian money. None of our blue-skin companions
appeared to possess much of this commodity, which per-
haps explained their presence in prison; but one of
them, after delving about for a time in his pockets,
did produce a single specimen for our inspection. At
our first glance at the so-called coin we felt nothing
but anger—what we beheld was a tiny sphere of plain
yellow glass! It was only after the blue-skin’s earnest
protestations had been seconded by his fellows, only
after they had argued and reasoned for an hour, that
we were convinced of their seriousness. Truly, the
Venerian money was not of gold or of silver—it was
of that more valuable substance, colored glass!

While, as we had observed, ordinary transparent
glass was common enough, yet colored glass was so
rare and was manufactured with such difficulty, that
it was the world-wide medium of exchange!

But there were many grades and varieties of colored
glass. The yellow bit of money which our friend had
shown us was the least valuable of all, and was worth
but a penny or two; a blue glass marble of the same
size was worth twelve of the yellows, a purple was
worth twelve of the blues, and a lavender twelve of
the purples, and so on until the highest values were
reached in a pale green glass (“gulgul’”), the unit of
exchange, a single piece of which was considered
the equivalent of more than a million of the little
yellow spheres. To possess any green glass at all
was to be fairly affluent, and to own as much as
a hundred pieces was to be immensely wealthy!—
while he who controlled a thousand of these little
trinkets would be a lord of industry and commerce,
an uncrowned potentate at whose dictates the tides of
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the world’s life ebked and flowed, at whose mere whim
a million persons might prosper or starve, a country-
side be fertilized or devastated, or war scatter terror
throughout the planet.

Reflecting upon these facts, I regretted that my
interplanetary baggage had not included a little green
glass. But I held the idea in mind for future refer-
ence, and resolved to turn glass manufacturer if ever
the opportunity appeared.

Meanwhile—since our present quarters offered no
chance for such a scheme—I confined myself to con-
sidering some of the consequences of the Venerian
monetary system. Ior one thing, since the value of a
coin depended upon its color, the color-blind man would
be at a grave disadvantage. In fact, as the blue-
skins assured me, he was totally incapable of caring
for himself; and, unless he had a guardian, he was
certain to be short-changed and defrauded on every
hand. For this reason, nearly every color-blind man
on the planet was penniless; thousands of them were
driven into lives of violence, vice and crime because
of the impossibility of earning a living; and there
were charitable institutions and asylums where the
color-blind (or, rather, as the Venerians would say,
the “money-blind”’) were cared for, much as on earth
we care for the deaf, the dumb and the maimed.

Among the blue-skins sharing our quarters was one
who confessed to the misfortune of being “money-
blind.” He did not acknowledge it willingly, but hung
his head in shame, apparently not realizing that, to
our unaccustomed gaze, he was among the noblest-
looking and most prepossessing of all the Venerians.
But, whether because of the scorn of others or his self-
scorn, he spoke like one whose inferiority is obvious.
He had been a disgrace to his friends, he stated, a
sad disappointment to his parents, for never before
had color-blindness been known in the family. Of
course, every effort had been made to hush the scandal;
but even in childhood his playmates had discovered his
failing, and would habitually steal his blue coins
and replace them with yellow. And when, at the age
of eleven, he became incurably addicted to bad habits
and was short-changed regularly, his outraged father
had disowned the prodigal and cast him out of the
house (or, rather, out of the Thirteenth Basement,
the residence section of the wealthy). It was inevita-
ble now that he should sink and sink; and after
serving as butler in the Nineteenth Basement and
janitor in the Twenty-seventh and being defrauded
constantly, he had quit his work because he had never
been paid for it and had finally been thrown into jail
as shiftless and a vagabond.

Being sorry for this poor money-blind blue-skin, I
sought to learn more about him; and, incidentally, asked
his name. But, to my surprise, my friendly question
was a source of embarrassment. He hung his head
as if he would rather not reply, and at last, seeing
that there was no escape, he blurted out, shamefacedly,
“Large J, small b.”

“Large J, small b!” I repeated, astonished. “You mis-
understand me—I did not ask for your initials.”

Gravely he assured me that he had stated his name
in full.

“But surely, people here are not named by mere
initials!” I exclaimed.

“Of course they are!” he returned, in surprise.
“Otherwise, how would there be names enough to go
around ?”’

At my request, he explained the native system. Each
person had a name consisting of two letters—either
large or small, depending upon his income and the in-
come of his father. Thus, if a man’s name were
“Large A, Large B”, the implication was that he was
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first time, were supplied with the native garb. True,
this change was badly needed, for our old clothes were
not only too conspicuous but were so torn and tat-
tered as to be actually falling apart; yet even the
largest of the Venerian suits were preposterously close-
fitting, and Daolgi presented a sorry spectacle in a
clinging costume that reminded me of tights, while my
own appearance, I fear, was little more dignified.

As part of our new apparel, we were each equipped
with a pair of foot-rollers, which we quickly learned
to manage because of our childhood experience with
roller skates. Propelling ourselves on these queer
contrivances, we followed the jailers through numerous
subterranean corridors; after which we were shot up-
ward many stories to the level of the ground, and
found ourselves in the most remarkable enclosure we
had yet visited.

Apparently we stood in the interior of one of the
great hexagonal steel buildings, for six sheer metallic
walls, amply proportioned, shot up grimly about us
and hedged us in completely. From all sides issued
a deafening din, a metallic clanking and clattering,
a strident shrieking and a hoarse continuous wailing,
a droning as of motors and a hissing as of steam ex-
hausts—so that, though Yap Yap attempted to bark
his loudest, his voice was a scarcely perceptible mut-
tering. Through the dense dust that hung about us
like a fog and made us cough and gasp for breath,
we had confused glimmers of great wheels and levers,
of pistons and boilers and long rattling chains, of
fast-revolving screws and of rods that bent and un-
bent like human limbs. All were operating with meas-
ured and clock-like precision; and not only did they
occupy most of the visible floor space, but they spread
far upward, wheel after rotating wheel, belt after coil-
ing belt, until all were lost to view many yards above
in the hazes somewhere beneath the ceiling.

As we stood marveling at this extraordinary mech-
anism, we observed a number of blue-skins standing
on little elevated platforms all about us, operating the
monster machine. And with what precise and mechani-
cal gestures they labored! Each might himself have
been a thing of steel and steam, to judge by the
monotonous and perfectly regular fashion in which
he pushed his left hand slowly forward, then drew
it back against a steel rod then thrust it slowly for-
ward, then drew it back again against the rod, and
so on minute after minute, perhaps hour after hour,
all the while moving no muscle of the leg or trunk
nor any facial muscle, but displaying the mathematical
evenness of manner and the impassivity of an auto-
maton.

What was the aim of all this prodigious activity?
We did not have to ask—one of the guards informed
us voluntarily, as doubtless he was expected to inform
all new employees. We were now in one of the centers
of Venerian progress, one of the sources of national
prosperity and pride, one of those institutions on
which the community depended for culture, vitality
and health—in short, a mill for producing sawdust!

N demonstration of this fact, the guard led us to
one side of the building, where assorted saw-
dust was heaped in enormous bins. In one container was
piled a red sawdust that emitted a pungent acid odor;
in another, a yellowish sawdust from recently demol-
ished logs; in a third, a fantastic-looking purple saw-
dust that still reeked of the fresh dye; while green
sawdust, blue sawdust, golden sawdust, white sawdust
and black sawdust were stored in other receptacles.
While I was wondering about the purpose of these
commodities, I chanced to observe a ten-foot adver-
tising poster:
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“HARDWOOD SAWDUST MILL: The world’s
greatest sawdust distributing plant. Have you ever
stopped to think where all the sawdust comes from
that you sprinkle about your floors—the sawdust that
vou trample upon, sit upon, lie upon and sleep upon?
Thousands of men are laboring constantly to chop down
the forests a hundred miles away; thousands of logs
are floating down the Company’s underground flume
to its central factory; thousands of workers equipped
with the most modern machinery are engaged in re-
ducing the logs to sawdust; and other thousands are
employed to distribute the product from sea to sea, to
take orders to meet the international demand, and to
see that there is no office however elegant, no base-
ment however modest, that shall be without its daily
sawdust. . . . ”

“Sawdust-making is this country’s leading industry,”
I overheard one of the Company’s inspectors announcing
to a visitor, while I stood glancing at the advertise-
ment. ‘“Last year forty-nine million four hundred thou-
sand men were employed in the trade, and we produced
six hundred and sixty-three million tons for export, not
to speak of the still vaster quantities for domestic use!”

It was not long before we learned specifically how the
sawdust was made. Attended by two or three guards,
we were left waiting at a corner of the building where
an enormous wheel, fifty feet in diameter and a hun-
dred feet wide, revolved with a fearful screeching
and grating. A dozen logs, each several yards in thick-
ness, were firmly pressed against the rotating surface
of this wheel by the teeth of gigantic, long-necked
clamps; and the ends of the logs were obscured in a
mist of flying particles. At the rate of perhaps an
inch a second, the wood was being ground to frag-
ments; with unbelievable rapidity, whole tree-trunks
were crumbling from view. Even as we watched,
there came the shrill blast of a steam exhaust, the
great wheel groaned angrily and died to a halt; and
simultaneously broad panels in the floor slid open, and,
with a dull thudding and crashing, the heaped masses
of fresh sawdust slid down into the dark. It was
several minutes before the panels rattled to a close
and the wheel groaned once more and renewed its
labors; and in that time we had a chance to observe
its grinding surface, which was brightly polished and
yet presented a succession of sharp and jagged metallic
edges reminding me of the magnified blade of a file.

Connecting with the wheel by means of great clank-
ing chains was a series of smaller wheels, which them-
selves were joined by chains to wheels smaller still. It
was at one of the latter chains that I was assigned
to duty, while Yap Yap and Daolgi occupied themselves
in ways that I shall later describe.

After the confinement of the cages and of the jail,
I was prepared for any sort of work—but certainly
I had not looked for an altogether dull and brainless
routine. I, a trained scientist, was now reduced to
the rank of a mere oiler of machinery!—and not even
an oiler who could use his own mind, but one forced
to operate blindly and automatically as the very ma-
chine he tended. Equipped with a foul-smelling oil-
can more than half as tall as myself, I stood in line
with a score of can-bearing blue-skins before a huge
and slowly rotating chain that crept by like some slug-
gish antediluvian monster. And, like one of the great
extinct serpents, it was multi-colored; every link had
been painted a distinctive hue, green or orange, crim-
son or purple, lavender or violet. Yet the purpose of
this coloration was not decorative but practical!

Each of the oilers was expected to attend to links
of a particular tint, my own being a saffron yellow; and
all T had to do was to stand statue-like until a saffron
link clanked by, and then to lubricate it and remain
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bending road, and as we raced along we observed
scores of blue-skins scattered among the yellowish
brown fields, wielding peculiar spade-shaped instru-
ments as though plowing by some antique method. But
what interested us more than these creatures was the
spectacle behind us, and every few minutes we would
glance back to note how the iron mass of the city
was dwindling to a low hilly formation, first monstrous
and gray, then cloudy and remote as when we had
originally beheld it, then blurred to a mere dot almost
invisible against the hazes of the horizon.

It was when we were almost out of sight of the
city that our difficulties re-commenced. The trouble, as
usual, began with the poet, though I must admit that
in this case he was not to blame. I was darting blithely
along, congratulating myself anew upon my escape
from the saffron links and the oil-can, when suddenly
I observed that Daolgi was no longer at my side.
Glancing back in alarm, I recognized his tall, lank form
far down the road, but proceeding very slowly, as
though in distress! Suddenly convinced that he was
ill, I wheeled about and hastened back to him. But
no! His smiling face assured me that he was well
enough; the trouble was not with him but with his
footgear, which had unaccountably ceased operating.

Gravely I inspected the refractory apparatus, and
in a minute had discovered what was wrong. The
mechanism itself was in good condition, but the battery
was exhausted and had to be recharged. At present
we were without facilities for re-charging it, and so
the only course was for Daolgi to walk—or, if not to
walk, at least to take advantage of the power of my
own battery. After a hasty consultation, we contrived
a sort of rope out of our excess clothing, and to this
Daolgi clung, rolling a few feet behind me, while I
towed him by means of my own still-active battery.
I fear that this device would not have availed us long,
since the strain, both upon the rope and upon my
shoulders, was too great for endurance; but before we
had gone a mile, my own battery solved the problem
by sputtering out, and Daolgi and I found ourselves
reduced to the rank of pedestrians.

Obviously, we would not be safe in that role by day.
And so we withdrew to the shelter of a clump of bam-
boo-like reeds by the side of a sluggish little stream,
and there awaited the arrival of evening. Meanwhile
we had sufficient to do—first, to remove the rollers from
our shoes, and so equip ourselves for walking; next,
to satisfy our hunger by means of a pink fungoid
growth which throve at the base of the reeds; and,
finally, to discuss plans and prospects for the future.

Both Daolgi and I were inclined to be optimistic.
Now that we had escaped from the blue-skins, who knew
but that our expedition to Venus would still bear fruit?
Who knew but that we should still meet our fellow ex-
plorers, who—as we had had cause to suspect—might
be surviving somewhere on this planet, even though
many thousands of miles away?

But temporarily we had to drive them out of mind;
we had to devote ourselves to objects more nearly
within our grasp. First of all, there was the long-
mooted plan for the construction of a radio; secondly,
my vaguely conceived scheme for the manufacture of
green glass. While the latter idea still seemed val-
uable, the former had a more direct appeal; and it
was to this project, accordingly, that we devoted our-
selves.

As a feasible compromise, I suggested that we at-
tempt to erect a wireless telegraph, which would be
easier to contrive than a speaking apparatus and yet
might serve almost as well. Given a few wires and a
source of electrical power, we could at least make
some tests that would put us on the way to success,
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even if we were not actually able to communicate

with the earth.

But how acquire the necessary equipment? Daolgi
did not believe that we could acquire it at all; and
we had a long and bitter debate before I hit upon an
idea which was so simple and yet so practicable that
it fairly took my breath away. The Venerian foot-
rollers, as we had observed, were constructed of steel
and were operated by means of powerful electric stor-
age batteries and connecting wires—accordingly, three
or four such foot rollers, with well-charged batteries,
would supply us with all the needed materials!

It was with eager enthusiasm that I confided this
idea to Daolgi. But Daolgi, with his customary indiffer-
ence, did not seem to think it worth considering. And
how are we to get enough foot-rollers?”’ he questioned,
with mild sarcasm. “Perhaps you expect to go back
to our friends in the sawdust mill and ask for them.”

“No, I'll not ask for them,” I declared, a bold plan
coming suddenly to me. “I’ll take them!”

“Take them?”’ laughed Daolgi, as if relishing a rare
joke. “From whom?”

“What does it matter?” I flashed back.
one that happens along!”

“You mean, you'll turn highway robber?” Daolgi
was peering at me with such polite irony that I would
have loved to thrash the insolence out of him.

But, with an effort, I choked back my feelings.

“From any-

“Yes, I'll turn highway robber!” I affirmed. “And
yow’ll turn robber with me!”
“Me? Me turn robber?” roared Daolgi. “Why, no

poet in history has ever succeeded as a highwayman!”

“Then you’ll be the first!” I insisted. And, without
further dalliance, I explained my plan of attack. He
and I should both arm ourselves with .clubs, and, sta-
tioning ourselves at night by the side of the road,
should accost stray passers-by and deprive them of
their footgear, though of course leaving them other-
wise unmolested. Owing to our relatively great size
and strength, we should have no difficulty in taking
the desired booty.

“But what moral justification?” Daolgi started to
expostulate.

“None at all!” I snapped. “There wasn’t any moral
justification for coming to this world in the first
place!”

FTER another hour of debate and repartee, the
matter was settled. But I suspected that, deep
down in his heart, Daolgi objected less strenuously
than he pretended. In fact, he seemed to derive actual
enjoyment from the adventure when, just after sun-
down, he took his place beside me in a cluster of dense
bushes a few yards back of the road. He even ex-
hibited 'a most unpoetic gusto in swinging the hickory-
like dead bough that served him for a club; and, from
the eagerness with which he awaited the first victim,
I was not sure but that some remote ancestor of his
had been a swashbuckling pirate, or, at the least, a
successful hold-up man.

But his boldness vanished upon the appearance of
our first victim. Far down the long dark road we could
see an occasional glittering light, which swept towar
us at tremendous speed and darted past like a shoot-
ing star—some belated traveler on foot-rollers, guiding
himself by means of an electric head-lamp. At least
ten or twelve of these blue-skins came whirling past
before I could persuade Daolgi to join me in the at-
tack; and, even so, he joined at first merely as an
onlooker—which may explain the failure of our initial
attempt.

Finally, with more of an effort at courage than I
cared to admit, I flung myself into the road before an
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paddled to shore, lest we be borne hopelessly out to
sea. Then, having stripped the canoe of all provisions,
we pushed it out again into the waters and continued on
our way by land. An hour or two later, after covering
five or six miles across a bare and open country, we
were delighted to hear from afar a roaring and a thund-
ering that was strangely familiar—the booming of
breakers against resisting ledges of rock. Almost with
the sense that we were back among old and well-known
‘scenes, we hastened our footsteps, while Yap Yap
frisked ahead of us with wagging tail. And after a few
minutes we found ourselves at the peak of a headland,
dimly outlined in the starlight, beneath which the
flying, foamy billows shone palely against the somber
blackness of the land.

Even as we watched a faint, almost ghostly radiance
seemed to spread above the eastern waves. Gradually
that radiance deepened, until, in the first pale light of
dawn, we became aware of a white-capped gray sea
flanked by long gray cliffs and ragged, broken head-
lands. Just beneath us, to the left, the shore-line was
dented by a broad bay, shaped like the half moon, where
the waters of the river broadened into those of the
ocean; yet no sign of a sail or of any craft could be
seen in all that turbulent expanse, nor any evidence of
human proximity. We did not wish, however, to take
even the remotest chance of encountering the blue-
skins, and so proceeded without hesitation to the right,
where the interminable succession of cliffs, bounded on
the west by flat lands brown with a scraggly vegetation,
made the presence of man seem more than unlikely.

After a few minutes’ walk we observed that the
sheer declivities of the palisades were varied in places

by slopes that offered a possible foothold; and down .

one of these we made our way, not without difficulty,
since the grade was nearer to the vertical than to the
horizontal. But though Daolgi crawled with awe-
stricken slowness on his hands and knees, grasping
at each rock with the clutch of a drowning man, we
finally reached the bottom without mishap. We now
found ourselves on a broad and sandy beach, which
spread in both directions as far as the eye could scan,
until it was lost beyond distant folds in the cliffs.

S I watched the rolling billows come foaming in
across the sands, I felt the deepest exaltation I
had known since reaching this planet. These very
sands, I thought, should make me rich! These very
sands should make me master where once I had been
slave! Perhaps they would even aid me to find Ardu
Twell and our lost fellow men! At the least, they might
help me to learn whether Ardu had ever reached this
planet, or had been killed by the meteorites in outer
space.

For this reason I had few scruples about the con-
templated fraud in making green glass. Not for a
moment did I hesitate, though I realized that doubtless
there were severe penalties for counterfeiting. It
seemed almost as if our success were assured!—we
already had the essential coloring matter, and the chief
ingredient—sand—was present in abundance. Not that
the task would be by any means simple, for we would
have to keep a sharp lookout against detection; we
would have to find several necessary constituents of
glass, and to construct a furnace for fusing the ma-
terials; and, at the same time, we would have to find
some means of sheltering and supporting ourselves.

We began, accordingly, with the satisfaction of primi-
tive needs. After a few hours’ search we found a sort
of deep hollow or cave which the waters had scooped
out at the base of one of the cliffs; and there, between
the narrow dark walls perpetually resonant with the
roar of the sea, we found a sleeping place and refuge
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from the storms that rocked these wild shores, return-
ing thus curiously to the ways of our remote ancestors.
For food we were forced to depend partly upon a
succulent gray seaweed and partly upon the tough roots
of a shrub that forced itself between the very stones
of the cliffs; while for fresh water we had to rely upon
a half-muddy stream that poured from the crest of one
of the precipices.

Having solved the question of board and lodging,
we were free to face the real difficulty—which was to
devise an apparatus and to find materials for the
manufacture of glass. Stone by stone, with Daolgi’s
assistance, I erected a crude furnace out of fragments
of rock from the cliffs, cementing the pieces together
by means of clay from above the cliff’s edge, and using
clay likewise to fill in the gaps between the rocks.
But even when, after several weeks, the furnace was
completely and apparently in working order, we had
neither a sufficiency of fuel nor all of the essential con-
stituents of glass. Like misers Daolgi and I hoarded
every scrap of driftwood that floated to the beach,
piling up the fragments in a great heap near the en-
trance to our cave; and it was with a real sense of
loss that, having made a fire savage-fashion by means
of flint and my knife, I burned the driftwood in order
to manufacture potash out of the ashes. Still more of
the wood, in its turn, was required as fuel in the
production of the potash; and in the distilling of the
final solution I had to make use of a crude pot which
I had scooped out of a hollow, pan-shaped rock. But
after the manufacture of the potash, my goal seemed
almost within grasping distance, for only one neces-
sary ingredient of glass was now lacking.

Any one of a number of substances might have
served the purpose—some metallic oxide such as “red
lead”, or one of the more familiar sulphates or car-
bonates. But I was without facilities for producing
even the simplest of chemical compounds, though I
knew that they abounded about me, in the rocks and
in the very waters of the sea. And all my efforts
might not have availed had not chance intervened.
One morning, straying along the beach, somewhat be-
yond my usual bounds, I came across whole gleaming
white cliffs of chalk!—chalk, which would provide the
very material I lacked!

Eagerly I gathered a supply of this valuable sub-
stance; then hastened back across the intervening miles
to our cave, and burst in upon Daolgi with the exultant
announcement of the discovery. But he did not seem
quite so enthusiastic as I had expected, and listened
with signs of boredom to my explanation that chalk
was virtually pure calcium carbonate, and hence would
serve perfectly for manufacturing a variety of glass.
Now that we seemed within a stone’s throw of success,
Daolgi began to doubt the value of our undertaking,
and suggested that possibly we were happier here as
poor men enjoying the freedom of the beaches than
we would be as rich men suffering the confinement of
the iron cities.

But, of course, I paid no heed to such poetic vapor-
ings, and turned at once to the completion of my project.
My chief problem now was to produce a temperature
high enough to melt the sand; and for a while, I must
confess, that problem threatened to be insuperable.
Valuable as the driftwood had been in producing pot-
ash, it seemed powerless as straw for the manufacture
of glass. I made many attempts to secure the requisite
temperature, growing first impatient and then ex-
asperated and then furious when I increased the quan-
tities of fuel in vain, while the poet stood by with
an ironic smile and occasionally admonished me to
give over this childish pursuit after colored glass and
turn to some occupation befitting a man.
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reminded him that the injuries were due to his own
carelessness, he mumbled (very pointlessly, I thought)
that the fault was not with him but with conditions
in a world where broken glass was considered priceless.

It did little good to expostulate with the poet, or to
argue that we must obey literally the maxim, ‘“When
you are in Venus, do as the Venerians do.” ‘“When
you are in the forest, do as the monkeys do!”” he snapped
in reply; and he swore that he saw no merit in deeds
which, were we back on earth, would condemn us to
a hospital for the hopelessly insane. None the less,
he kept the colored glass.

Having manufactured a second supply of green glass
and laden ourselves so heavily that our walking was
impeded, we bade farewell to our cave and went ad-
venturing once more into the unexplored. This time
we did not seek to avoid the blue-skins, but even
hoped for a meeting with them, since we were prepared
to address them in the language they spoke best. By
the pale yellow light that filtered warily through the
gray clouds of early morning, we took our course north-
ward along the beach toward the mouth of the river,
for there, we thought, we might discover some native
habitation. But, having reached the river, we followed
its bank for miles without sign of any living crea-
ture other than the great black gull-like birds that
circled aimlessly above the water. It was several
hours before we met with our first evidence of human
life; and then our discovery of the blue-skins was so
sudden as to be disconcerting.

We had just made our way through some thorny
brush that scratched our faces, tore our clothing, and
half blinded us; and coming out abruptly into an open
space near the river’s edge, we observed half a dozen
hexagonal iron buildings about a hundred yards be-
yond. Though only about fifty feet high, they were
modelled unmistakably after the city we had left—a
Venerian town in miniature!

As we stood hesitating at the edge of the clearing,
wondering whether to plunge back to the safety of the
bushes or boldly to stride forward, we noticed several
printed signs on iron pedestals halfway between us
and the buildings. The largest, which we could de-
cipher even at this distance, bore the name of the
place, the “Village of Waschu’’; the smaller signs, which
we made haste to inspect at reading distance, con-
tained warnings regarding the local law. We were
advised, for example, that all vagabonds entering the
town would be imprisoned for not less than two years
without a trial; that, according to the latest judicial
decisions, all men and women without work or money
were vagabonds; that “smaller letter men” would be
considered vagabonds only after they had spent their
last bit of glass, and that “Large Letter Men” were
especially encouraged to settle in the town and would
be provided with comfortable residences, servants and
lavender sawdust at public expense.

Needless to say, these notices attracted ne more
than our mild amusement. But there was one sign—
a dark red placard looking already old and weather-
beaten—that we read with deep interest mingled with
dismay:

10,000 PIECES OF YELLOW GLASS REWARD

“For the Capture of Three Escaped Convicts!!!

“For information leading to the arrest and execution
of three prisoners who escaped from the Hardwood
Sawdust Mill in the City of Sohsohe during the recent
conflagration, the government of Wultho offers a re-
ward of 10,000 pieces of yellow glass.

“The prisoners were all of a freakish and unusual
character, and description of them is difficult. One,
a beast of a type never before known, with black fur
and sharp, dangerous teeth, will be recognized not
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only by his savage disposition but by his habit of
leaping at his foes with harsh, explosive growls like the
noise of no other animals. The two other convicts, while
considerably larger, are much less formidable and mani-
festly less intelligent, and are thought to be servants
of the little beast. In appearance they are half bestial,
half human, with blue eyes and light, colorless skins
proving their kinship with the monkeys. But they
are taller and more broad-chested than human beings,
and are believed to have escaped from some remote
island still unexplored by civilized man. No sign of
any of them has been seen since the sawdust fire, but
they are not known to have perished and authorities
on wild life hold that their instinct must have driven
them into hiding somewhere in the wilderness.”

Upon reading this sign we felt an urgent impulse
to flee. And no doubt that impulse would have been
obeyed—had not Yap Yap intervened and made flight
impossible.

Scenting a peculiar snake-like creature crawling in
the grass, the dog leapt forward suddenly with a
snarl and a growl. Then, as the animal disappeared
through a hole in the ground, he stood defiantly above
the burrow-entrance and expressed his baffled rage in
loud barks. Of course, Daolgi immediately silenced
him, but the harm had already been done; scores of
the villagers, roused by the unusual noises, came roll-
ing to the edge of their iron streets with strident
exclamations. Upon seeing us, they set up still shriller
cries, till the very heavens rang with their amazement
and terror; and almost simultaneously dozens of them
darted with whistling velocity toward us, to the side
of us and all around us, so that, within an instant,
escape had become impossible.

It seemed that literally the whole town had been
summoned forth, for after a moment we found our-
selves surrounded by an impenetrable multitude, row
after row of somber-clad blue-skins, grimacing, chat-
tering, crackling in evil laughter. At first they did
not menace us directly, but swarmed about us in a
circle of twenty or thirty yards in radius, apparently
afraid to venture closer; and any movement on our
part, any sign of a threatening gesture stirred them
with visible tremors. Noting their dread of us, Daolgi
and I strode toward them defiantly, crying, in the
native tongue, “Make way! Make way!” And those
in front pressed fearfully back, but at the same time
those to our rear closed in upon us, so that our efforts
gained us nothing.

T was at this juncture that one of the blue-gkins,

slightly larger than the others and wearing a conical
hat that greatly enhanced his apparent height, ap-
proached us with a gesture of authority. “As agent
of the Government of Wultho and Mayor of Waschu,”
he announced, pompously, “I order you placed under
arrest!”

Whereat we bowed low, and half a score of blue-
skins with long barbed wires advanced hesitatingly
from the throng, apparently with no great relish for
the task in hand.

We were quite willing to spare them that task.
“Just one moment!” I shouted, at the top of my voice,
waving my hands so menacingly as to petrify our
approaching assailants “On what charge do you arrest
two law-abiding strangers?”

“According to the general practice,” explained the
Mayor, again coming forward and bowing politely, “we
will arrest you first and decide upon the charge after-
wards. We trust that you will be discreet enough not
to object »

But the Mayor got no further. Something about that
official-I do not know what, perhaps it was his red
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But my chief return from all this effort was ridicule.
Never was I swept by such mockery as when I men-
tioned that the missing persons were from the earth.
Not even the sanctity of my wealth protected me from
derision—derision tempered only by the belief that
I could not be in earnest. And when, for self-protec-
tion, I replied that I too was from the earth, my
hearers responded just as my prison companions had
responded months before. A perfect tempest of
laughter beat me in the face; no one had ever come
from the earth, I was assured, and no one ever could.
And this was proved to me by irrefutable logic. Did
not the ancient religious books or “Skullas’” demonstrate
that the universe had been created for the exclusive use
of the Venerians? And had not science shown the
earth to be a dead and uninhabited planet?

As for my own peculiar appearance and enormous
size—these were clearly due to my being a foreigner
from some little known land. But, abnormal and mon-
strous-looking though I was, I could not impose upon
the gullibility of the masses by claiming to be from
another world.

It was not long before, faced with a stone wall of
incredulity, I had ceased trying to persuade the Ven-
erians that I or any other man had come from the
earth. More and more I was growing convinced that
if any of the previous explorers had reached this world
they had perished—how else could they have disap-
peared so completely? Yet, with that hope which strug-
gles and stays alive in the face of reason, I kept look-
ing for traces of the missing men even after I was
half resigned to having lost touch with them forever.
And whereas, at first I met with no encouragement;
while at first I was baffled utterly, not knowing where
to turn nor how to act, it was not many months before
a possible line of inquiry began to open before me.

The papers were now full of accounts of expeditions
to Xerion, in the wilds of Guff. The first exploring
party, months before, had failed to secure specimens
of the man-eating giants from the jungles of that dark
continent; but the huntsmen had at least caught sight
of those savages, and verified not only that their faces
were of the hue of chalk, but that their fingers were
spiked with eagles’ talons and that their blue eyes shot
forth an evil light which dealt instant death to their
foes. Opinions as to their height were now strangely
at variance, some members of the expedition maintain-
ing that they measured at least fifteen feet, and others
contending that they were no more than nine or ten
feet tall. It was agreed, however, that they were the
most ferocious and bloodthirsty of aborigines, and that
their muscular arms could crush a boa constrictor. Fur-
ther details were expected soon to be made known,
and it was still hoped that some of the giants would
be seen in life-like attitudes in the museums: for a
new and powerfully equipped expedition was setting
out and it was believed that, with the aid of machine
guns, liquid fire and poison gas, the entire tribe would
be subdued.

Pondering over the accounts of these strange sav-
ages, I remembered what I had been told long ago in
jail about the blond inhabitants of Guff. And at the
same time I recalled that it was from this continent—
in fact, from the very country of Xerion—that the
mysterious wireless reports had-seemed to issue. It
did not appear exactly credible that any of the lost ex-
plorers were actually there, for the tallest of them had
been scarcely over six feet in height, and I had not
known any of them to wear goats’ horns or eagles’
talons or to be especially bloodthirsty. Yet was it not
possible that some of them had been seen there and
confused with the giant savages? The more I thought
about it, the more convinced I was that the matter de-
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served investigation; and, as all other clues had failed,
I could not reconcile myself to neglecting even this
faint hope.

And so it was that, with the suddenness of a thunder-
bolt, I astonished Daolgi one morning by announcing
that we must prepare for a trip to Guff.

To my surprise, Daolgi offered few objections. “A
trip to Guff? What’s the use of going to Guff?” was
his perfectly natural first question.

To this I frankly replied that probably the excursion
would gain us nothing. But at least it would enable us
to see something of the world and at the same time it
would help us to do our duty to the missing.

“All very true,” admitted Daolgi, contemplatively.
“But Guff is a long ways off. They say it’s a frightful
ocean passage, and then a worse trip overland——"

“Yes, but why take the ocean passage and the trip
overland. We’'ve got ‘gulgul’, haven’t we?”

“Even ‘gulgul’ won’t remove the ocean,” suggested the
satirical Daolgi. :

“You don’t understand,” I insisted, impatiently. “It’s
needless for us to travel, savage-fashion, in a ship
across the sea and then on foot over deserts and
jungles. Why not ride at our ease in a dirigible?”

“I didn’t know there were any dirigibles on this
planet,” confessed the poet.

“There are plenty of them,” I explained. “But or-
dinarily they are used only in wartime. In fact, they’'re
all owned by the government, and are expected to be
employed only for public purposes.”

“That means we’re out of it!” sighed Daolgi.

“Not at all! I've been thinking out a plan. Sup-
pose that I arrange with the Commissioner of State to
have our expedition to Guff declared a public purpose.
That’s where ‘gulgul’ will come in useful.”

And while Daolgi stood gaping after me with wide,
astonished eyes, I hastened out to prepare a message
for the Commissioner of State.

CHAPTER XVIII

Across the Hurricane Ocean

came out to gaze in awe as the dirigible Fagle

of the Seas alighted on the plain just to the
east of the town. It had been rumored that Daolgi and
I were to set out by air for the wilderness of Xerion;
but not until the great balloon actually glided into
sight, its cucumber-shaped contour dark against the
morning skies, did the interested natives believe we
would actually take such a risk. Many were the com-
ments of envy and surprise as, with a whirring of
motors and a droning of wings, the airship came listing
down to rest. But mingled with the amazement and
wonder were words of pity and regret, and some of the
more devout flung themselves down upon their hands
and knees to pray.

Among the latter was the Mayor himself. Fervently
he begged the gods not to imperil us needlessly or to
let us be gone too long, for during our residence, he
said, the town had enjoyed the highest bank clearings
in its history.

Accompanied as ever by the adventurous Yap Yap,
we darted through one of the little oblong entrances
to the dirigible, waved a final farewell to the crowd,
slammed the door behind us—and gave the order for
departure.

We now found ourselves in a little hexagonal com-
partment beneath the great bag of the airship. On
two sides the walls were of glass, so as to permit un-
impeded observation; and on the other sides were doox-
ways leading to rooms equipped for our own comfort

gl WEEK later the entire -population of Waschu
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and for the housing of the crew. No members of the
ship’s company were yet to be seen, but we knew that
there were twenty of them in all, experienced blue-skins
enlisted in the Wulthonian National Air Navy; and we
also knew that they were now completely subject to our
orders, and were instructed to conduct us to Xerion
or whatever other part of the planet we might direct.

A few minutes later we were high in air, the plains
and hills of Wultho tumbled beneath us in tumultuous
panorama. To the east the ocean spread an unending
glittering sheet of blue, above which we soon found
ourselves racing almost with bird-like smoothness. Or
perhaps racing ‘is not the proper term, for while we
traveled at a speed of two miles a minute, we were
aware of no motion except for the fluttering and buzz-
ing of the motors. On all sides of us, in the far
distance, floated lazy white clouds, apparently on the
same plane with us; and beneath us, separated by an
azure abyss thousands of feet deep, the waters looked
flat and unruffled save for an occasional black point—
could it be a vessel that seemed fastened like a badge
to the shining breast of the sea?

Hour after hour passed; the sun mounted brilliantly
to the zenith and then slipped away gradually to the
west; and with changeless flight we continued across
an ocean that seemed monotonous and utterly unchang-
ing. The speedometer told us that hundreds of miles
were lengthening into thousands, yet it was hard for us
to believe that we had made any progress at all. Always
the wide circle of the sea, roofed with distant cloud-
flecks, seemed to constitute the universe; not an island
was anywhere visible, not a speck of land, and we felt
almost as if we might continue cruising thus forever.

When evening came, the waters still maintained their
majestic serenity, reaching ghostly beneath us in the
starlight. And now, as Daolgi and I sat gazing out into
the void blank world, we discussed in whispers the ob-
ject that had brought us thus strangely across these
strange seas. We wondered whether this were not but
another vain, foolish flight; or whether, at our destina-
tion, we should be greeted by sight of comrade faces.
But we did not allow ourselves to indulge in sanguine
expectations, though more than once the name of Ardu
Twell flashed through my mind. And as we gazed in
silence toward the east, where a bright orb not far
above the waters brought back old familiar memories;
we felt a deep, depressing loneliness, a hunger for the
sight of kindly faces and the touch of kindly—yes, why
not admit it?—of kindly feminine hands.

This desire had deepened into a protound impatience
when morning arrived and we saw that we were still
gliding with the same even flight across the same un-
broken sea. The suspense, the inactivity, was becoming
oppressive; and we lolled gloomily about the narrow
confines of the observation room, irritating each other
by the most harmless remarks, and eager for something
to happen, almost anything to break our growing bore-
dom. Yet still another day must elapse before we had
traversed the six thousand miles of the Hurricane
Ocean, and nearly two days before we could hope to
reach the jungles of Xerion.

On the second day, however, the monotony was unex-
pectedly broken. Perhaps the Hurricane Ocean felt
bound to justify its name, for toward noon the skies
began to be clouded, and a patch of purple to southward
was rising and deepening ominously., At the same
time, an unwonted activity began to be observable
among the crew. Like rats in a trap, they scurried to
and fro, taking care to see that every hatch and porthole
was closed securely. Then the captain dashed feverishly
upon the scene, leaping up and down like a jack-in-the-
box. Order after excited order came snapping forth,
while the men almost fell over one another in their
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eagerness to grab excess ballast and hurl it through
trapdoors into the abyss. At the same time, we were
almost flung face downward on the floor as the equilib-
rium of the ship abruptly shifted and its nose was
pointed at a sharp angle into the clouds.

TREMENDOUS gale had come up by now, and

the craft was lunging and shuddering like a
helpless schooner in a tempest. Even through the closed
compartments we could hear the wind, a greedy beast
of prey, go screeching and snarling past. Mingled
with its howling was the cannonade of distant thunder,
growing closer and closer; and the sharp-fanged light-
ning cut like rapid knives through the clouds, with
vivid white and ghastly pale-rose flares. On a rising
torrent of darkness we were borne away, borne up and
away, tossed pellmell, driven scampering like a leaf on
a reckless gust. The rain came pounding down on the
dirigible’s great bag until I feared it would burst; the
hail hammered with a myriad blind missiles, beating
the ship down though it confusedly strove to rise. And
all the while the lightning glared nearer, the long daz-
zling streaks sweeping by with fitful and terrible in-
candescence; and the thunder banged louder and louder
in a deep, continuous artillery, rumbling and booming
with demoniac ear-splitting menace. Clinging to the
steel rails as the ship plunged and swayed and shook
and rose and tossed, Daolgi and I stared at each other in
wordless terror; and with faces blanched and knees that
trembled even more than our trembling, heaving craft,
we awaited the approaching end.

Suddenly we seemed to be whirled and swung around
on a gigantic wave. Then came a tremendous thudding
and a listing that made us almost lose our balance and
more than half lose our senses. Then, while the thun-
der rang with startling resonance and we felt that the
bolt of doom had struck, we felt ourselves lunging for-
ward, the floor all at once grown precipitous. And after
a violent tremor and a wrench that sent us sprawling in
all directions we found to our amazement that the ship
was sailing on an even course while the warm sunlight
streamed through the windows. But just below us was
a sea of glittering white and opaque purple vapors; and
in those obscure depths the lightning still blazed and
the thunder still growled its menace.

But it was many minutes before our palpitating
hearts had ceased their rapid thudding and we had
begun to recover from the shock. And as if we had not
had sufficient excitement for the day, new causes for
misgivings were quickly to follow. It was not long
before an anxious mumbling and murmuring among the
crew, punctuated by an occasional explosive epithet, gave
warning that not all was well with the vessel. Daolgi,
reclining opposite me on a couch as he convalesced from
the effects of the storm, pricked up his ears and stared
at me uneasily—the same thoughts were running
through both our minds. Had the tempest wrought
some injury to the delicate mechanism of the dirigible?
Had the engines or the steering apparatus been seriously
damaged?

Not being a lover of suspense, I sent at once for the
Captain. After commending him for his management
of the vessel in the high winds, I inquired what new
trouble was in store. At this question he seemed
embarrassed, and muttered something about ‘“the worst
storm in his experience” and ‘not being to blame for
the danger.” As I was still entirely in the dark as to
what danger he meant, I pressed him for further in-
formation; and it was with the utmost reluctance that
he confessed the truth. The engines and driving gear
of the vessel, he assured me, had fortunately been un-
harmed; the gas tank had been uninjured and the
rudder and pilot wheel undisturbed by the elements;
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FTER a restless night in the narrow underground
cells of the missionaries, we set out at dawn on
the final lap of our voyage. The Captain was not
anxious to leave so soon, for he said it was not often
that we had a chance to sleep between iron walls; but
Daolgi and I were too impatient to brook any delay.
Our wishes, of course, prevailed, and the sun was
barely up before we were twisting and winding above
the Bambohghu River; while within two hours the in-
creasing wildness of the country signified that we had
crossed the borderline of Xerion.

“It’s still a hundred and fifty miles to the really sav-
age districts,” the Captain assured us, when we thought
our journey was over. “Guess we’ll make straight for
Rokiyok, the only Wulthonian settlement in all this
wilderness.”

In spite of this information, Daolgi and I did not
believe it could be far to the really savage part of the
land. To our inexperienced eyes, the region below us
looked savage enough. Straight above the river’s edge
on both sides shot sheer rocky cliffs or palisades, which
gave place to a succession of sharp-cloven and fantastic
hills, all of which seemed warped and bent as though
by titanic hands. Some tapered into thin, fence-like
ridges leaning dangerously awry; some jutted skyward
in monstrous cones, steeples and spires; some had great
hollows scooped out in their flanks as though by whirl-
wind or torrent; some were flat-topped with precipitous
sides, and some gently sloping except for abrupt, pyra-
midal crowns. And all alike were mantled with forest,
a luxuriant reddish green forest, broken only occasion-
ally by huge boulders or projecting, splintered crags.

For over an hour we sped across this desolate and yet
picturesque land, the hills growing constantly more im-
posing and higher and yet never less grotesque. Then,
while we were wondering what evidence of human life
was to be found in this green infinity, we observed a
little, bare, hexagonal clearing in a valley far below.
Toward this the dirigible rapidly glided; and within a
few minutes we could make out the forms of six-sided
iron towers clustered together, according to the invaria-
ble pattern of the blue-skins.

Another minute, and we were on a level with the
roofs of the buildings. I was just remarking to Daolgi
that probably this was another missionary settlement,
when, with a thud, the airplane struck the ground, and
I observed a dozen curious bluish faces staring in at us
through the ports. One glance told me that they were
not the faces of missionaries: the cheeks were not thin
enough; the eyes not sufficiently contorted, and, to my
unpracticed gaze, the strangers seemed merely average
blue-skins.

“Welcome to Rokiyok!” they cried, with an evident
attempt to be cordial. But I noticed that they were
looking at Daolgi and me with undisguised wonder and
possibly even with a trace of suspicion.

In a few, well-chosen words the Captain explained the
purpose of our visit. And in a few words equally well
chosen, they replied that he had shown wisdom in com-
ing to Rokiyok, since, as the settlement nearest to the
white giants, it was naturally the headquarters of the
explorers. Several of those present were, in fact, mem-
Lbers of the expedition from Wultho, and would be
pleased to offer us any information or assistance.

. But in the beginning we were to be the givers rather
than the recipients of information. While the Captain
and crew busied themselves in repolishing the airship
and in making a few necessary repairs, Daolgi and I
were escorted to the Municipal Reception Room in the
Fourth Basement; and there, after being offered seats
on the sawdust-sprinkled floor, we underwent an annoy-
ing questionnaire. What was our race, religion, sex, and
native language? And from what little known part of
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the planet did we come? Our hosts were particularly
anxious for information, since they had made a singu-
lar observation: our eyes and skin were similar in color
to those of the savages they were hunting. We should
not be insulted, however, at this seeming comparison,
for the coincidence could have no real importance: we
were mere pygmies by the side of the white Titans,
and bore no resemblance to them in build, dress, man-
ners or ferocity.

Exchanging significant glances, Daolgi and I agreed
that the coincidence was an odd one. To both of us
simultaneously had come the conviction that some of
our fellows dwelt among the barbarian giants. We
were, therefore, more impatient than ever for news of
the war against these creatures, and were keenly dis-
appointed when our hosts appeared to have little to tell
us. They had seen almost nothing of the white giants
except at a great distance, they reported—and this de-
spite the fact that those wary beings made their lairs in
the woods not half a dozen miles away. Although their
campaign had been in progress for several weeks, they
had secured not one specimen of the giants either dead
or alive. But they were confident that many had been
struck by their bullets and had gone off to die among
the bushes. Besides, they had obtained several inter-
esting trophies, of which one in particular was of great
intrinsic value.

Eagerly we asked to see this valuable trophy. But
only after much hesitation and a long, whispered confer-
ence did the blue-skins grant our request. From the
furtive glances they cast at us, it appeared that they
had doubts as to the safety of their treasure in our
hands. And had it not been for a liberal gift of “gul-
gul,” all our persuasiveness would not have availed.

But finally, after an hour’s debate, two of the blue-
skins went to secure the trophy from the safety vaults.
It was many minutes before they returned, and when at
last they reappeared we were as much in suspense as
ever. For what they carried was a little iron box, which
had to be opened with many turnings of keys and locks;
and in it was another box, which likewise had to be
opened with many turnings of keys and locks; and the
second box contained an amorphous object bound in
delicate white cloth. While we sat shivering with ex-
citement, the object was unwrapped tenderly and slowly.
to display—a pair of yellow goggles!

ET for both Daolgi and me those goggles were ex-

traordinarily interesting. They were wide-rimmed,
wider than any Venerian could use, and were of a style
we had often seen on earth!

“You observe, these are most valuable,” one of the
blue-skins explained, noting our eagerness. ‘Ordinary
yellow glass, of course, isn’'t worth so much, but this
particular shade is rare, very rare—worth almost half
as much as ‘gulgul’ This will easily pay the expenses
of our expedition.”

But the thoughts that coursed through my mind had
nothing to do with the value of yellow glass. ‘“How can
you get to where the giants are?” I exclaimed.
“How ”

“You can’t get there at all,”” the blue-skin informed
me, glancing at his watch—or, rather, at the thermome-
ter-like machine that served as a watch on Venus. ‘“At
least, you can’t get there after today. In two more
hours, none of the giants will be alive.”

“What do you mean?”’ I demanded.

“Just what T said. We’re making use of a new in-
vention—we have bombs planted among the dens of
the giants, and have them timed so that an electric
charge will explode them two hours from now. The
best of it is that poison fumes from the explosion will
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a hint of welcome was there in his tones, but there was
only defiance as he leapt snarling and growling toward
the straw-clad ones. Of course, finding that he did not
strike terror into their hearts, he speedily retreated;
but he was still letting himself be heard at a safe dis-
tance, when Daolgi, apparently in the last stages of
exhaustion, came staggering on to the scene from amid
the shrubbery.

Yap Yap was now temporarily forgotten amid the
tempest of excited ejaculations, greetings and explana-
tions that attended the poet’s arrival. Ardu and the
four men seemed to know no limit to their enthusiasm
at discovering that there was another of their fellow
beings on the planet; and for some minutes he was the
center of a buzzing activity that would have done honor
to a king. Worn out as he was, he had to recline on a
sofa of dead leaves before he could do much talking;
but, under the stimulus of such enthusiastic interest, he
was remarkably quick about recovering.

With a sinking sensation I noted that Ardu—though
she had known Daolgi only casually on earth—was par-
ticularly effusive in her expressions of welcome. She
seemed extraordinarily solicitous in inquiring about his
health, and went to unnecessary pains to see that he
was comfortable; and after the interest of the others
had begun to wane, she seemed bent on monopolizing
him—or, rather, on letting him monopolize her. Draw-
ing him into a little secluded corner, she launched forth
upon a conversation that seemed interminable. I could
not but observe the gusto with which she spoke and
the occasional smiles that flashed between them; and,
for some unaccountable reason, I began to feel indig-
nant at Daolgi, almost as though he had meanly be-
trayed me.

Fortunately, however, other interests forced them-
selves upon me. I was sufficiently occupied in describing
to the four men our experiences on Venus—and in lis-
tening to tales of their own still more exciting adven-
tures. Mysteries that for years had appeared insoluble
were suddenly solved, and I found myself absorbed in
one of the most fascinating recitations I have ever been
privileged to hear.

It was Raii Lordo that did most of the narrating—
and a rare narrator he made, as he sat ruminatingly
before us, the dominating figure of the group, his eyes
a-glitter with enthusiasm, his grizzled hair and long
graying beard giving him an almost patriarchal dig-
nity, while his outlandish garb of frayed and ill-fitting
straw lent something savage and almost ferocious to
his aspect. Unfortunately, Lordo’s story is too long to
be reproduced word for word, even if I could recapture
its thrilling spirit and sparkling flow; and so I will have
to content myself with stating baldly the main facts of
the tale.

Although in due time Lordo was to answer all the
questions that thronged through my mind, he began
with a purely personal narrative that dated back some
twenty-eight or twenty-nine years. He told first of all
of the original world-to-world expedition, in which he
and Sani Par had played their gallant part; he re-
counted how, like us, they had been imperiled by the
meteor swarms, and in their hasty departure .from the
projectile had had no chance to communicate with the
earth or save the radio instrument. Alighting in
Xerion, not far from where we were now, they had sup-
ported themselves for several years like savages, dwell-
ing in improvised huts and subsisting on fruits and
nuts, since all the world within their observation was
hopelessly barbarous. Meanwhile they kept busy with
plans and experiments for telegraphic communication
with the earth. But so meager was their equipment
that success seemed impossible; and it was only after
five years that a passing airplane, wrecked by a storm,
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gave them the necessary wire and metal at the same
time that it suggested to them that not all the inhabi-
tants of the planet were so primitive as they had
imagined.

The success of their wireless apparatus was in-
stantaneous. While not powerful enough to flash a sig-
nal to the earth, it succeeded almost immediately in
catching messages in a known code. And suddenly it
came to the castaways that some of their fellow men
were on Venus! What was more important, they could
be communicated with, for they, too, were trying to
speak with the earth! Eagerly Par and Lordo sent out
the tidings of their presence, and to their great joy re-
ceived an instant answer—Kum Linney and Drayon
Trop had recently arrived from the earth! And they
had arrfived uninjured, and with equipment unimpaired!
Yet their expedition, too, had failed—they had found it
impossible to reach the earth by radio or wireless tele-
graph, since scientists had evidently underestimated the
resistance to ether waves of the Venerian atmosphere.

The story of how Kum Linney and Drayon Trop
came to join their two fellow men might itself take up a
chapter. At first, of course, they had no way of telling
how far apart they were or how to reach one another.
But, by careful observations and calculations, Lordo
and Par found that they were in Northern Latitude 35,
whereas Linney and Trop were in Southern Latitude
18. Their distance in longitude was less difficult to
determine, since it was only necessary for both parties
to note simultaneously the position of the sun and to
measure the difference between their results. By this
method they ascertained that not more than five degrees
of longitude separated them, and they therefore con-
cluded that they were probably on the same continent
although thousands of miles apart. Lordo and Par there-
upon offered to try to cross the intervening distance,
but Linney and Trop insisted on doing the traveling
instead, pleading that their region, besides being almost
unbearably torrid, was fetid with tropical swamps and
forests. Lordo and Par could not but concede the point,
even though their own district was too hot for comfort.
And after about six months of cross-country adventur-
ing, during which time the two groups kept in constant
wireless communication and Linney and Trop survived
innumerable hardships and perils, there occurred the
most joyous reunion in the history of Venus.

All this time Lordo and Par had been wishing to see
a little more of the planet, and had been experimenting
to construct a simple type of airplane. As yet they had
not succeeded, largely for lack of metal; but with the
aid of the newcomers they undertook crude mining
operations, and began to smelt the iron ore which they
dug from the hillsides. The process was slow and la-
borious, and was attended by many setbacks, false
strokes and discouragements; but, largely in order to
keep themselves occupied, the four men persisted. And
after about three years they contrived to build two
airplanes, each capable of transporting two passengers.

In a wholly unexpected way, these machines proved
invaluable. One day the wireless instruments, which
had not been much in use of late, reported a call in a
familiar code. Again some of their fellows had come
to Venus! The newcomers were two women, Del Oley
and Kenlo Taw! But the messages they sent were not
messages of joy—they were in danger, mortally in dan-
ger from the blue barbarians, and had been signalling
in the forlorn hope that some of the earlier explorers
would catch their appeal. Although the four men had
now been eight years on the planet, this was the first
they had heard of the blue-skins; but, while they had
no idea what redoubtable giants they were to face, they
had not a moment’s hesitation about going to the aid
of the imperiled women.
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OW Par and Lordo saved Del Oley and Kenlo Taw
might easily form the theme of a whole novel of
adventure. It will be sufficient to state, however, that
they crossed the ocean to Wultho, found the two ladies
and brought them to Xerion after weeks of delay and
peril; that meanwhile one of the women had been cap-
tured by the blue-skins, and placed in a museum of
freaks, from which she escaped (numerous sketches of
her having been made in the interval) ; that, before find-
ing Oley and Taw, the two men had had one or two
personal encounters with the blue-skins, and on one oc-
casion had waged a desperate battle by the bank of a
river, using their penknives as their only weapons and
yet slaying their foes with these apparently feeble
implements. The women meanwhile had been hiding in
caves, their only refuge against searching parties; and
to these caves the rescuers were guided by wireless,
arriving in time to forestall a probably fatal assault.
While flying back to Xerion with their two passen-
gers, Par and Lordo listened eagerly to the women’s
stories, and learned that their expedition also had been
a. failure. They, too, had been compelled to make a
hasty departure from their projectile, and subsequently
had been unable to signal the earth by radio owing to
the unexpected resistance of the Venerian atmosphere.
For fear of the barbarous blue-skins, Par and Lordo
decided to do no further wandering about the planet,
but to remain quietly in Xerion. The six adventurers
now adjusted themselves to a Crusoe-like existence,
awaiting hopefully the time (which they knew must
arrive) when two more explorers from the earth should
alight on Venus. But not for five years did the wireless
bring them welcome tidings. And then what happened
was virtually a repetition of history. Two more women,
Ambo Dolv and Destry Mutral, were sending out mes-
sages in the vain attempt to speak with the earth—
messages reporting that they had alighted on a barren
polar island, and only by a miracle had saved them-
selves from death in the sea. But they were now in
imminent peril— not from the ice and cold, which their
years on earth had taught them to endure, but from
starvation, since their only food was a straw-like lichen
which they dug up scantily from beneath the snow.

Of course, Lordo and Par wasted no time about going
to the rescue. And it was not many days before they
had made the round trip of ten thousand miles, and the
little colony in Xerion had been increased from six to
eight.

In the course of the next fifteen years, two more
groups of adventurers had been similarly reached by
wireless and similarly rescued: first Olton Dar and
Faldo Jan, and lastly Ardu Twell and her companion
Zara Holque. This meant that twelve of the supposedly
lost explorers were now living in Xerion—twelve out of
the fourteen that had preceded us to Venus. But what
of the other two? Ten years ago a pair of the earth’s

most promising young scientists—Arad Rune and Lart .

Bolan—had left on the fifth of the expeditions tc Venus,
and had never been heard of since. They had replied to
none of the wireless messages; no hint of their exist-
ence had ever been received. With a sad shake of the
head, Lordo declared that undoubtedly they had been
lost: had been either blasted by the meteorites, or had
fallen into the ocean, or had starved among the deserts
or mountains, or had been murdered by the blue
barbarians.

Much as I lamented the fate of these two men, I was
overjoyed to know that twelve of the explorers had sur-
vived. T was now anxious, of course, to learn in what
manner these six men and six women had been living
during their years of exile, and was particularly eager
to meet the seven other members of the colony. Lordo
informed me that all seven had gone off that morning
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on a botanical expedition to Rainbow Valley (which
was notable for its wildflowers), but would be back be-
fore evening. Meanwhile, he offered to show me their
dwelling places. He led me, accordingly, through the
woods to a clearing where stood six little straw houses
—tiny houses which might have belonged to the lowest
of savages! Yet they were neat and well ordered
vrithin, were cozy and well ventilated, and were supplied
with original lamps and declarations, reed mats and
couches, and home-made but not inartistic-looking chairs
and tables.

“We spend very little time indoors,” explained Lordo,
as if in apology. “When we’re not cultivating our land
we're wandering around among the hills, or making
scientific experiments, or simply having a social time
out in the open. Or else we're visiting the Granite
Faces.”

“The Granite Faces? Who are they?”

But before Lordo had had time to reply, a chorus
of loud and merry voices distracted our attention.
Glancing toward the woods, we beheld half a dozen
white men and women emerging. Side by side with
them walked four or five gaily chattering gray-skinned
pygmies—brothers of the terrible Poison Darts!

CHAPTER XXII

The Village in the Woods

was introduced to Sani Par, a thin graying man

with long, graying hair and sad, majestic eyes.
At the same time, I met Kum Linney, one of the heroes
of the second expedition to Venus; and then, in quick
succession, I shook hands with Del Oley and Kenlo Taw
and the other women explorers. All seemed delighted
to see me, and rarely in my life had I received such
enthusiastic welcome. Questions regarding myself, re-
garding the earth and the folks at home, regarding my
adventures on Venus, came pouring upon me in tor-
rents; and had not my new acquaintances been informed
of the arrival of Daolgi Kar, and rushed off to greet
him, there would certainly have been no escape for me
for many hours.

All the while I had observed that the gray-skinned
pygmies were standing by with wonder on their tiny
faces and curiosity in their staring greenish eyes.
From time to time they would speak a word to one of
the white men or mumble excitedly among themselves,
but always in a language I could not understand. The
presence of these little natives impressed me as strange
indeed, and I took the first opportunity of asking Raii
Lordo about them.

“Why, those are the Granite Faces,” he explained.
“An intelligent and amiable people—once you get to
know them.”

‘“Personally, I'm not anxious to know them,” I mut-
tered. And I recounted my recent experiences with the
Poison Darts.

Lordo’s first response was laughter. “To the blue-
skins,” he said, “they are doubtless the lowest of sav-
ages. The blue-skins come to them chiefly as mur-
derers, thieves, kidnappers—and missionaries. Under
such encouragement, the Granite Faces don’t show
themselves very genial. But to us they have proved the
best of friends.”

“Which means,” said I, “that you’ve been the best of
friends to them.”

“Well, at least, we’ve tried to treat them fairly,”
Lordo admitted. “We’ve been in touch with them for
years, you know. We’ve learned their language, which
is a simple one—and they speak many words of ours.
They teach us how to make straw huts and clothing,

Q-MID the vociferous excitement that ensued, I
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of a day when red flames would flash from all horizons
and death-dealing lightnings strike from every sky, I
undertook a series of hasty and complicated and scrup-
ulously secret preparations on my own behalf.

CHAPTER XXVIII

The Sparks Begin to Fly

periments of so private a nature that none but
my white friends were admitted into my confi-
dence. As the reader may surmise, certain of those
experiments were not unconnected with radio broad-
casting, for I was still striving to communicate with
the earth. The more difficult of consummation this ob-
ject appeared, the more diligently I labored—and the
opportunities for diligence were boundless. I was handi-
capped not only by the relatively weak electrical power
at my disposal, but by the stubborn resistance of the
Venerian atmosphere and by the fact that I had usually
to experiment under unfavorable astronomical condi-
tions, when the earth was not twenty-five or thirty
million miles away but a hundred or even a hundred
and fifty millions. But gradually I improved my ap-
paratus, and at length, after half a year of experi-
mentation, I succeeded in flashing a message around
the planet. Much further improvement was still neces-
sary before I could penetrate the millions of miles of
space and be heard by my fellows on earth; but I hoped
that such improvement would be merely a question
of time; and I awaited impatiently the earth’s next
conjunction with Venus, when I should have the op-
portunity of testing my inventions more fully.
Meanwhile, since I had never ceased to dread the
peril of the death-torch, I was taking steps to insure
as best I could against calamity descending upon us.
Kach day, with the aid and advice of Sani Par and
the others, I devoted several hours to the consummation
of a scheme which at first seemed utterly mad, but
which began to appear somewhat less extravagant as
time went by—the construction of a set of projectiles
which, if need be, might carry us all back to earth. I
was familiar, of course, with the mathematics of the
great Pago Ram, whereby interplanetary travel had
‘first become possible; and I had acquainted myself in-
timately with every screw and bolt and wire of the
whole complex mechanism which had conveyed us to
Venus. This I now set about to copy, erecting the
apparatus (for lack of a mountain top) upon a lofty
headland at the verge of the wilderness some miles east
of Waschu. Having enclosed this rocky eminence with
a high iron wall as a shield against the curious, I set
about to manufacture the projectiles and the firing-
gear piece by piece; and being unable to accomplish
the prodigious task unaided, I engaged a corps of
trained mechanics to assist me, taking care to make
the duties of each so specialized that no one could
~ divine the nature of the complete undertaking.
Daolgi meanwhile looked upon all these activities with
* the cynical contempt that I had learned to expect from
him. He seemed by no means convinced that I would
succeed in constructing the projectiles, and even less
confident that I could harness the interatomic energy
necessary to launch the projectiles into space; and he
argued—not without reason, I must admit—that the
whole contrivange would be useless unless we managed to
communicate with the earth, for if there were no one
to guide us from afar with radio-electrical waves,
then we would assuredly be lost, comet-like, amid the
abysses of the Infinite.
But, relying upon the success of my radio experi-
ments to make the projectiles available in case of need,

FOR many months I was engaged in scientific ex-
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I worked uninterruptedly in spite of Daolgi’s taunts.
Thanks to my numerous assistants, progress was rapid;
and the first projectile—which was followed within a
few days by six others—was completed more than a
month before I had the conclusive opportunity of test-
ing the radio. As nearly as possible, it was the exact
duplicate of that which had brought us to Venus, an
elongated bit of metal, fortified with a coating of
the same heat-resisting alloy, equipped with the same
type of parachutes, and capable of being launched by
the same sort of interatomic blast. I even went so
far as to provide it with stores of compressed food,
water, medicinal equipment, scientific instruments and
of all the other paraphernalia we had found necessary
on our first flight; and I spent days in elaborate com-
putations as to the requisite speed of departure and
the precise moment when it would be essential to leave
the planet.

While undertaking all these precise and complicated
preparations, I did not really believe that we should
have occasion to make use of them, and I was actuated
by the spirit of scientific experimentation much more
than by the thought of actual perils. But there came
a time—far sooner, indeed, than I could have an-
ticipated—when my friends and I turned in terror to
the projectiles as our only salvation in a world sud-
denly grown fiery red.

It was really the death torch that was responsible
for the trouble, although, all things considered, that
infernal contrivance was merely an incident in the in-
evitable. In the beginning, indeed, no word of the
death-torch was spoken, no sign of it was visible; and
the actual forerunners of the eruption were so mild
and apparently so insignificant, as to arouse but little
suspicion.

To be precise, the first steps in the disturbance were
merely political. As though at a signal previously
agreed upon, speakers in the Wulthonian national
“Gradt” (the oligarchy of Large Letter Men that offi-
cially ruled the land) began to join loud-voiced army
and navy officers in pleading that the country was un-
prepared for war. An army of ninety millions, they
contended, was absurdly inadequate for a nation of
almost nine hundred millions; the three years of com-
pulsory training for young men and women should
be lengthened to six; the military appropriations should
be increased from three-quarters to seven-eighth of
the government’s annual income, and the next genera-
tion should be taxed to pay the deficit.

LL this, of course, had often been heard before.
The more “gulgul” the people had doled out for
warlike purposes, the more they had been required to
dole out; and with every increase of military power
the prophets of military disaster had become more
blatant. Yet so low was the average intelligence,
that the blue-skins listened seriously to the mouth-
ings of the war-makers; while so utter was their domi-
nance by emotion, that the tragic experience of in-
numerable generations could teach them nothing. And
so, when the professional patriots of Wultho began to
describe the country’s military impotence, the gullible
masses trembled and shook their heads in sad agree-
ment; and there was little popular disapproval but
many mumblings of relief when the “Gradt” honored
the military leaders by an additional appropriation
of half a ton of “gulgul” (a sum representing the av-
erage yearly earnings of a hundred million workers).
This enormous amount—so ran the terms of the ap-
propriation bill-—was to be employed secretly for pur-
poses of “national protection,” according to the discre-
tion of the Governmental Commission on Defense. It
was this money which, as I was later to learn, made
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possible the purchase and large-scale manufacture of
the death-torch.

The singular fact about the entire procedure was that
it was imitated by all of Wultho’s important rivals.
The empire of Dangrug, located to the south and south-
west; the island Republic of Blatt, situated a thousand
miles across the ocean to eastward; the kingdom of
Lullum and Torrie and the smaller nation of Gung to
the north, and the powerful commercial commonwealth
of Uganthu beyond the wide northwestern sea—these
are but a few of the states that followed in Wultho’s
footsteps. In all these countries the military appro-
priations were forthwith doubled or tripled, the in-
crease in the case of Uganthu amounting to a whole
ton of “gulgul”; in all of them secret preparations for
aggression were at once undertaken on a gigantic scale,
invariably in the interest of “national protection”; in
all, by some colossal irony of which I learned only when
too late, the death-torch was surreptitiously manufac-
tured in enormous quantities (the plans had invariably
been obtained by means of spies); while all the gov-
ernments looked upon this diabolic weapon as the agency
of salvation or of conquest in the next war.

The next war now became a question only of months
or of weeks. Eager as the military leaders were to
test their new offensive implement, they desired no
more than a pretext for plunging into an orgy of de-
structiveness. And such a pretext was not hard to
find. It would have been invented if it had not been
discovered naturally, or it would have been manu-
factured out of loud words and air, according to the
usual practice; for the Venerians have an amazing
custom, which makes it wrongful to start a war with-
out first giving a reason, though it is in no way wrong-
ful to choose a reason that may affect but a few citizens
or at most but a few hundreds.

And so it was in the present case. The ingenuity
of the blue-skins was more than equal to surmounting
the technicality that prevented the active employment
of the death-torch. The diplomats of Dangrug or of
Uganthu would have found a way, if those of Wultho
had not done so; but those of Wultho were quite
able to cope with the emergency. Yet the specific
method they chose proved most unexpected. Especially

was it unexpected by my white friends and myself, who -

had had little opportunity of watching Venerian di-
plomacy at first hand—and it was as embarrassing as
it was unforeseen. For it was to thrust us abruptly into
the forefront of international affairs, and in particular
was to bring down a storm about the head of that
natural storm-brewer, Ardu Twell.

Ardu, in a word, was to light the spark that started
the world-wide conflagration. And she was to light
it in a simple and characteristic manner. The whole
disturbance arose about nothing—less than nothing,
I should say—yet the direct result was to be the ghast-
liest misfortune that the planet had ever known.

It was at a public reception in Waschu that the
trouble commenced. In accordance with ancient cus-
tom, the Lord High Councillor of the small neighbor-
ing country of Gung was making one of his periodic
diplomatic tours through Wultho, and had just arrived
for a brief stay at Waschu. Of course, high honor had
to be paid to one so distinguished, and the Mayor had
understood it to be his duty to prepare a banquet
at which the Large Letter citizens might offer their re-
spects to the visiting grandee. To this banquet all
my white friends and I had been invited as a matter
of course, since all of us were known as the possessors
of much “gulgul”” And, having no forewarning of
the disaster that lay in store, all of us had accepted
the invitation as a welcome opportunity to learn some-
thing of Venerian social customs.
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Yet, a few minutes before the opening of the banquet,
I had an intimation of approaching trouble. For when
I joined my thirteen friends, before setting out for
the reception hall, I was alarmed at the appearance
of Ardu Twell. At a glance, I saw that she had
violated several native conventions. To begin with,
she had not confined her garments to gray, brown or
black (the three recognized colors of respectability).
This breach would have branded her as original and
hence vulgar on any occasion, but especially so at a
sedate and formal ceremony such as the present. Yet
this was not the worst. Not only had she manifested
a plebeian liking for vivid colors, but the particular
shade of red, with which she had trimmed her suit,
was one which, for diplomatic reasons, was extremely
undesirable. Red was the national color of Gung, a
sacred color to be used only on ceremonial occasions,
and its indiscriminate display might be regarded al-
most as a profanation.

Although Ardu and I had not been on the best of
terms of late, and although she had politely frozen all
my recent attempts to speak with her, I felt bound to
point out this breach of international etiquette. I
pleaded with her to wear some other and more appro-
priate costume; I warned her that she was courting
disaster, and went so far as to suggest that it would
be better for her to feign illness and absent herself
from the banquet, than to appear in such unseemly
garb.

But, as might have been expected, my only reward
was an indignant refusal. “You just attend to your
own clothes, Erom Reve, and I’ll attend to mine!” ex-
claimed the offended Ardu, with a haughty toss of her
curl-crowned head. And though Daolgi and some of
the others attempted to intervene and to explain the
possible consequences of her obstinacy, she still in-
sisted upon going to the banquet with red trimmings.

As there was nothing else to do, I let her have her
way. And, as I walked moodily to the reception hall,
I strove to console myself with the thought that her
unconventional garb would be overlooked as due to
boorishness or ignorance. Little did I imagine that,
before the night was over, she was to be guilty of
another and far grosser sin against etiquette.

T was almost midnight when we finally reached the
great public ballroom in the Seventh Basement (no
really fashionable affair on Venus begins much before
midnight). Early as we were, a great crowd had
preceded us; and excited, chattering, crackling groups
of blue-skins stood all about awaiting the arrival of
the Lord High Councillor. All were dressed in their
most immaculate and colorless suits; all had taken
scrupulous precautions to polish their skins and hair
so as to look precisely like everyone else; all struck
me as like nothing so much as bees in a hive as they
flitted about on the lavender-sawdust in the glare of
the countless walnut-sized electric bulbs. And, as al-
ways on this planet, the men and women looked so
much alike that it was impossible to tell them apart.
Our arrival caused a momentary flurry, and from all
sides the blue-skins pressed about to greet us. I ob-
served that Ardu, with her customary self-assertive-
ness, pushed herself forward prominently, so as to be
first in receiving everyone’s welcome; I alzo observed
that many eyes were turned upon her in wonder and
cven with a little of horror. But politeness (which,
on Venus, means the suppression of one’s true feel-
ings) did not allow the guests to express their dismay,
and in the beginning Ardu’s wilfulness created no
particular trouble. True, on one occasion I did ob-
serve the Mayor approaching her gravely, as if to
address her on some important topic; but she received
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him with such a winsome smile, and began commend-
ing him so enthusiastically on the orange-sawdust dec-
orations, that he retreated without mentioning the
subject which, I am sure, was uppermost in his mind.

As yet the Lord High Councillor had not arrived.
But no surprise was occasioned by his tardiness, as
the Venerians regard it as polite to be late at a social
affair. Meanwhile, to check their impatience, the guests
began to engage in the national pastime—a form of
athletics known as a “whiggig” or dance. The prin-
ciple of this sport, which I could never quite under-
stand, seems to be to stand on one leg, fling out one’s
arms, and whirl one’s self about as rapidly as possible,
continuing in a quick succession of loops and spirals
until at length dizziness compels one to fall to the
floor. In this recreation the Venerians have acquired
that skill which comes of long practice. I was sur-
prised to observe that, while the ballroom had become
but a blur of revolving figures, collisions were rare
and the blue-skins succeeded even in keeping time to
a noisy music pounded out of tin instruments remind-
ing me of kitchen kettles. Unfortunately, appearances
demanded that my white friends and I take part in
these mad gymnastics; and after we had vainly tried
to get the swing of the thing, and I had suffered
several awkward falls and Daolgi had painfully bruised
his shins, we were much relieved when a sudden awed
silence announced the guest of the evening.

While all of us stood as though transfixed with ter-
ror, a little elliptical door at one end of the apartment
opened, and in strode a little old blue-skin crowned with
green feathers. I thought at first that this was the
Lord High Councillor himself, but learned my mistake
after the newcomer had thrice bowed to the sawdust
floor and announced that the Lord High Councillor
was about to appear. Having made his report, the
green-feathered one duly stepped to the side, to be
followed at intervals by a pink-feathered and a yellow-
feathered blue-skin, each of whom went through a pre-
cisely similar ceremony and made a precisely similar
announcement. By this time we were becoming im-
patient; and so we were merely annoyed when a purple-
feathered blue-skin appeared and played a long blast
on a horn-like instrument that sounded like a steam
whistle. But at last our suspense was at an end, and
while the four new arrivals crouched down on their
hands and knees in salutation, the Lord High Councillor
himself stood framed in the doorway—an excessively
short and narrow-breasted blue-skin, with stooping
frame and little staring black eyes that leered from
their sockets, like the eyes of some bird of prey.

A deathly hush had come over the assemblage; not
a murmur, not a motion broke the solemn stillness.
With short steps, of military evenness and precision,
the Lord High One advanced toward the center of the
room, while the spectators made way before him like
children before their master. And with steps equally
short and equally precise, the Mayor of Waschu stalked
from the opposite corner of the room. Not a word did
either speak, but when finally they were within touch-
ing distance, they both halted, and the visitor, with
the most sedate air imaginable, reached up and kissed
the Mayor resoundingly on the cheek.

This ceremony would have astonished me had I not
known that kissing on Venus is a rite reserved for
austere and formal occasions, and is one of the especial
prerogatives of ambassadors toward those they desire
to honor. But, unlike me, my white friends—and Ardu
Twell in particular—were all amazed at what they
mistook for an exhibition of affection, and not until
too late, alas! were they to understand that the Lord
High Councillor felt no more than a diplomatic attrac-
tion toward the Mayor.
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I mention all this because, had Ardu understood the
true state of affairs, she would never have committed
the indiscretion that was to involve us in such endless
complications. She would certainly not have thrust
herself almost face to face with the Lord High Coun-
cillor immediately after that dignitary had honored
the Mayor; she would not have beamed so graciously
upon him and thus have invited disaster. And when
the Councillor performed what he doubtless regarded
as a rare bit of condescension, and reached up suddenly
and kissed her loudly on the chin, she unquestionably
would have refrained from offering the supreme insult.

From the hot flush that mounted immediately to
Ardu’s cheeks, I knew that she had not taken the
honor in proper diplomatic spirit. And from what
happened the next instant, I realized that she had
taken it in the very worst spirit possible. There was
strength in Ardu’s arm as well as in her tongue; and
there seemed to be double strength when, with rapid-
fire delivery, she turned upon the High Councillor, and
smacked him furiously on the cheek. Certainly, she
used entirely too much force, for, while the audience
stood petrified with amazement, the smitten official
staggered, reeled over, and tumbled in ruins to the
floor.

T was fifteen minutes before he recovered. During the
interval, the room was a tumult of shrieking, mut-
tering, groaning, scurrying, horror-stricken blue-skins.
The festal spirit of a few minutes before had van-
ished; astonishment and terror shone in the faces of
all; little groups stood about excitedly chattering; some
screamed and some fainted, some darted glances of
hatred at Ardu and some flitted about like creatures
demented. But all seemed to realize the gravity of the
occasion. Meanwhile a crowd had gathered around
the stricken Councillor, some shrilling inquiries as to
his wounds, some helping him to a sitting posture,
some offering him drinks of water and of stronger
beverages, by way of first aid. The water he disdained,
but after a few minutes he felt well enough to accept
a flask of “dudwa’” (a grief-killing liquid, the use of
which is permitted only for medicinal purposes). Some-
what revived by a long and inspiriting draught, he
at length rose shakily to his feet; then, as he staggered
to the center of the room with arms ostentatiously
waving, another awed silence fell upon the assemblage,
for evidently he was about to make a momentous
utterance.

“Citizens of Waschu,” said he, after clearing his
throat several times by way of introduction, “citizens
of Waschu, when I arrived here this evening I felt
almost attracted toward your town, and had prepared
a speech wishing it much ‘gulgul’ and prosperity. But
that speech will never be spoken. It would no longer
express my feelings. Since you see fit to offer me an
insult, let the insult be flung back to you! May you
never see another bit of ‘gulgul’! May the town tumble
in ruins about your feet! That is all! I take my
leave!”

And, turning to his four feathered attendants, while
the spectators stared at one another in consternation,
he issued the sharp command “Come!”, and started to-
ward the door.

“But Most Eminent Lord Councillor!” pleaded the
Mayor, as he planted himself in the retreating official’s
path. “Most Illustrious Lord Councillor, it is all a
mistake! Your assailant is nothing but a foreigner—
and what can we expect of foreigners, Your Worthi-
ness? She did not understand—"

“If she did not understand,” flared back the Coun-
cillor, “why did she wear red on her suit? And why
did you permit her to do so? It was a deliberate s,chemeI
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apology; as it was, the step seemed little short of
suicidal. But Gung (not unlike her neighbors) had
never been known to let common sense interfere wich
diplomacy; and since she had powerful allies on whom
she might call in time of need, and since these secretly
advised her not to swallow the Wulthonian insult, it
was not many hours before an ultimatum was drafted
requesting the formal regrets of the government of
Wultho.

It could not have been expected that this ultimatum
would be accepted (ultimatums never were accepted on
Venus). The reply of Wultho—in which she proved
faithful to precedent—was to assume that the insult
had originated with Gung; that the mere sending of
the message was an outrage not to be redeemed ex-
cept with tears and blood. In a moment, the entire
nation of Wultho was aroused; and, in a moment, dis-
aster became inevitable. Newspapers at once took up
the affair, demanding that justice be done; preachers
grew bombastic and inflammatory; orators waxed hot
in the provincial legislatures; military companies
paraded ostentatiously. And meanwhile the name of
Ardu Twell was on the lips of all, praised by some,
cursed by others, sometimes reviled as monstrous,
sometimes upheld as the symbol of womanhood to be
protected against the foreign vipers. At the same
time, the talk of war was everywhere in the air, and
everywhere the blue-skins began to whisper feverishly
of the revival of the days of blood and glory.

The rest was marvelously simple. In response to
public demand, and in accordance with time-honored
practice, Wultho took what was known as “firm action,”
and sent an ultimatum of her own. This message—
which was generally upheld in Wulthonian papers for
shielding the national honor—directed that Gung re-
deem the insult by ceding Wultho the wealthy province
of Fruthum; and the time allowed Gung for a decision
in this important matter was exactly ten hours. Of
course, no one expected that country to yield, and
even before the ultimatum had been dispatched, twenty
million troops were on their way to the frontier. Yet,
when the “Gulguli” of Gung (its wealthiest man and
ruler) replied in conciliatory terms, requesting that
Wultho be content with half a province, a great hubbub
of indignation bubbled forth throughout the land of
Wultho. As soon as the message had been received—
or perhaps just a little sooner—the Wulthonian govern-
ment issued its official proclamation of war (which, in
order to save time, had been printed two days before).
Simultaneously, the twenty million troops began cross-
ing the Bulbo River and laying waste the fields, hack-
ing down the trees, slaying the men and enslaving the
women of the defenseless little country of Gung.

CHAPTER XXX

Thunderbolts

it would have been over in a week. The over-
weening might of Wultho would have triumphed;
she would have crushed her neighbor in a vise-like
grip. Victory, however, was not to be so easy—nor
had the diplomats of Wultho expected it to be. When
one drops a lighted match into dynamite, one need
not be surprised if there is an explosion; and dynamite
would have been safe compared with the planet Venus.
To create an armed disturbance in any part of it with-
out affecting the rest would have been as difficult as to
blow up one room of a house without disturbing the
occupants of adjoining rooms.
It was upon this fact that the Wulthonian war-mak-
ers had relied. They knew that, as their world was

HAD the war been confined to Wultho and Gung,
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organized, small wars were certain to beget great.
Among the seventy-one nations of Venus there were
two great “Xinzoth” or alliances, curiously known as
“defensive”; and one of these claimed thirty-six mems-
ber-states, and the other thirty-one states (the four
remaining states being primitive communities too in-
significant to count). Among both alliances it was the
rule that a country unjustifiably assailed could call upon
its fellow members for aid: hence a small disturbance
on any part of the planet might spread to the sixty-
seven members of both defensive parties, deluging the
world with fire and blood. Thus far, it is true, no more
than thirty-three states had ever been involved in a
single conflict, but of recent years the neutrals had
found it increasingly difficult to remain aloof; and lead-
ers of the military party were looking forward (al-
though, of course, as a scarcely realizable ideal) to a
time of perpetual disssension and universal war.

Yet the struggle between Gung and Wultho was not
half a day old, when it became apparent that the ideal
of the militarists was not unattainable. No sooner
had war been proclaimed than the great nations of
Dangrug, Blatt and Uganthu demonstratively took up
arms in the cause of Gung; and their partisanship was
counteracted instantly by their rivals, the maritime
empires of Carla and Stadsto, which at once declared
themselves on the side of Wultho. As a result, Dangrug
and Uganthu called upon the members of their alliance,
which responded to the number of twenty-one; and
Wultho called upon the members of her alliance, which
responded to the number of twenty-three; and so,
within a few days, fifty-one nations were involved,
twenty-five on one side and twenty-six on the other.
Of the remaining members of the two alliances, all
were being sorely tempted, for, as “spectator nations”
or neutrals, they found their property and their terri-
tory subject to depredations by both factions and yet
were not legally entitled to take measures against
either. Their temporary hesitation, however, was con-
sidered sound policy, since they had not yet decided
which side would offer them the most “gulgul.”

Popular opinion in all countries had now been heated
to boiling point. In all countries alike the enemy were
being denounced as “stitzas” (foul-smelling birds akin
to our own vulture); in all countries the people were
beseeching victory of their god (“Gulgulogs,” or “the
celestial rich man”); in all countries the leaders were
preaching those ideals of universal benevolence on
behalf of which they were tearing one another to bits.
Public meetings were being held at which the people
would grow hysterical at the recital of foreign iniqui-
ties and domestic merits; public petitions addressed to
the Deity were being signed by thousands of citizens,
requesting the annihilation of the foe; and anthems
glorifying the holiness of revenge and the beauty of
murder were being sung religiously in all the “Torchas,”
or shrines of the devout.

In all these demonstrations, of course, the cause
of the conflict was emphasized and re-emphasized. In-
deed, the struggle was known as the “War of the
Whiggig,” after that memorable reception at which
Ardu had insulted the High Councillor. And Ardu her-
self, as the source of the dispute, was still prominently
under discussion in all countries. By the enemies of
Wultho she was represented as a sort of tigress, a
female demon with fire-spurting nostrils; she was reg-
ularly burned in efligy; her crimes were execrated in
the press and by public orators, and her name was
made the daily subject of patriotic maledictions. But
to Wultho and its allies she had become a heroine.
She was depicted as the champion of native rights
against foreign arrogance, a defender of those prin-
ciples of liberty and justice which Wultho had always
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safety, while I myself remained here in peril. But
their objections merely angered me—what good, I
argued, could they do me by endangering themselves?
In fact, their presence would only imperil me still
further. And I was so vehement in my insistence,
so determined that they escape, that they were literally
forced to accede. One by one, unnoticed and in silence,
they hastened away across the fields to the east of
Waschu and into the wilderness, until at last they
were all gone—all, that is, except two. The first to
remain was Daolgi, who, after all our adventures to-
gether, resolutely declined to desert me on what was
perhaps to be the final adventure of all. And the
second to refuse to leave was none other than Ardu
Twell.

Several times, during those tempestuous hours, I
had caught glimpses of her as she stood staring white-
faced toward the battlefield. But, as always of late,
she had avoided me; and, as always, my pride forbade
me to speak to her. Now, however, when almost all
the others had left and she still stood peering as in
a daze toward the flashing western plains, I ventured
to approach her, and to suggest, “Better hurry, leave
now—or it will be too late.”

And, with moist, suffering eyes, in which there was
something like humility, she turned to me, and said,
simply, “I am not going to leave—until you do.” The
words were spoken in low, unassuming tones, but there
was firmness in them, and I knew that her decision
was not to be shaken.

“Very well—any way you wish,” T muttered, and
turned once more to the radio. At any other time her
words would have thrilled me with delight; but now,
in our mortal peril, I had no time for sentiment.

“I am sorry, Erom—very, very sorry. It is all my
fault; I know it. Will you ever be able to forgive
me?” These were the words that came ringing like
music in my ears as I toiled over my electric tubes—
or were they but the figments of my fancy? One
glance at Ardu was all I could spare from the radio—
but one glance was enough to reassure me. Her eyes
shone with a warm, almost tender light—and sudden
joy came to me, and the sudden vivid desire to escape
with her from this death-trap.

“It is good of you to remain here,” I said. And a
quick happy gleam in her eyes was as the signal of
renewed understanding.

UT I had no time for her just then. The radio

occupied me exclusively. For hours, after the
others had left the room, I labored in harrowing anxiety,
my growing terror lending haste to my movements,
as through the half-shuttered windows I caught
glimpses of the flaring and flickering heavens. It
seemed that the green flashes and the crimson were
becoming brighter, more frequent; that the menace
was drawing nearer, nearer each instant—that my mo-
ments of grace were numbered. Would the longed-for
message leap through the millions of miles and reach
me in my moment of need? As I bent over my bat-
teries and wires, uttering frenzied appeals that I
hoped should be heard on earth, I felt despair grad-
ually stealing over me; and my thoughts of rescue were
those of the drowning man who clutches at a straw.
Meanwhile, the spectacle outside was so dazzling and
so ominous that I could hardly keep eyes on my work.
Now the red light seemed to have snuffed out the
green, and in a succession of long waves, like the bil-
lows of an inverted sea, it rolled across the clouded
heavens; now low thunders seemed to be brawling in
the distance, and a faint, far-off, sizzling sound came
continuously to my ears; now the whole firmament was
illumined by an eerie phosphorescence, and the stream-
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ers that shot across it had an unearthly brilliance as
of fresh-spilled blood; and now, in utter weariness and
utterly hopeless, I sank to the sawdust-sprinkled floor
and clasped my hands distractedly over my eyes, seek-
ing no more than to shut out the nightmare vision
of this doomed world. . . . ’

“Erom Reve, is that you?”

I leapt to my feet like one who has seen a ghost.
Had the words been real, or had I only dreamt them?
The tones had been faint and unfamiliar, and had come
as from a tremendous distance—yet the voice had been
the voice of one of my own race!

“Erom Reve, is that you?”

Speechless, bewildered, I listened. ‘“For three years,
Erom Reve, we have heard no word of you, and we
have long thought you dead. Answer! Tell us if it
be you!”

There could no longer be any doubt!
message from the earth!

In that first overwhelming burst of amazement and
relief, I could not control my emotions. Tears came
to my eyes, tears flooded my cheeks in a quick torrent;
my shoulders shook and heaved; I was weeping like a
child.

It was in this unsightly condition that Ardu and
Daolgi found me a moment later when they came burst-
ing into the room. “The Uganthians,” they started to
exclaim in one voice, then broke short, observing the
state of my cheeks and eyes. But the news they bore
was too vital to hold back. ‘“The Uganthians,” breath-
lessly continued the poet, “the Uganthians have won
the battle! They’ve driven back all the defenders—
wiped them all out! They're coming now! Quick!
We must hurry—escape!”

At this point the unknown voice quivered forth once
more. “Erom Reve, is that you? And is that you,
Daolgi Kar? For months we have heard your mes-
sages, but you have never replied to ours. Answer,
that we may know it is you.”

And as Daolgi gazed in utter astonishment into the
tin horn whence the voice proceeded, I could not keep
from sudden laughter, for Yap Yap, who had followed
his master into the room, began barking furiously at
the Unknown!

Then, as sheets of blue light commenced to tremble
through the skies in company with the crimson, I hur-
riedly sent a message back to earth. “It is we, Daolgi
Kar, Erom Reve, and twelve other lost explorers. We
are in mortal peril; we will try to start back to earth
at midnight. Be ready for our instructions, that you
may guide us homeward. And make haste about your
answer—in heaven’s name make haste!”

“How long should it take for a reply?” demanded
Daolgi, as he gazed shuddering toward the distant
plain, where dense masses of warriors were approach-
ing beneath the flashing skies.

I performed a rapid mental calculation. “A little
less than six minutes,” said I, basing my computations
on the speed of light. And Daolgi groaned, and mut-
tered that in six minutes we might not be capable of
receiving the message.

Before the six minutes were over, I had cause to
fear that he was right. Gazing through a window
facing east, we would observe the natives of Waschu,
adults and children alike, scrambling out of their dwell-
ings like rabbits out of a burrow, and disappearing
panic-stricken amid the thick brush. But not all could
reach the brush; many would throw up their arms in
agony and fall in their tracks while razor-blades of
red light flickered past them. And many, after reach-
ing the brush, were cut down by the fatal beams, which
withered away the shrubbery like gossamer, and went
plunging after its victims as though with a diabolic

At last, a
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For nearly all of these two hundred years a dirt road
had led up over the hill and through the town to dis-
appear in the valley on the other side. Ten years be-
fore, this road had been graveled, then surfaced with
asphalt and, to the astonishment of the people in Sclo-
cum, had finally been concreted. The hill had, in the
course of two hundred years, been worn down a. little,
but it was still steep and long enough to be known
through the state as Half-Mile Hill.

In time past, horses used to walk up it, their humane
drivers dropping their wagon wheels into every thank-
you-mam and allowing their steeds to rest. With the
advent of the bicycle, it was an unusual man who could
ride from bottom to top, and the earliest automobiles
simply did not try to make it, they went around the
long way. But the autos became more powerful and at
last were able to go up the hill on low; and there even
came the time when high powered racing cars could go
up without changing gears, though, of course, they
made considerable noise in doing it.

Cars, however, were not frequent in Sclocum. The
town boasted of twenty-seven cars and on a holiday
perhaps as many as fifty passed the center of the vil-
lage. One day the idlers took turns and actually counted
fifty-five cars passing a certain point from sun-up to
sun-down. That was something to talk about, some-
thing to set down on a piece of paper and put in the
family Bible.

Then, without the taxpayers of Sclocum being con-
sulted as to their opinions or desires, the Lincoln High-
way was run through the town. Some miles of cement
road were built, connecting the town with other strips,
so that Pennsylvania could point with pride to the fact
that the Lincoln Highway was concreted from one side
of the state to the other. And from that time on Sclo-
cum was on the tourist map.

That fact, in itself, was not so bad. Of course, the
noise of the cars on Sundays interfered with the de-
livering of the sermon, but the tourists livened the town
a little, brought some additional money into it and gave
the inhabitants something to think about. There was
something to do now on Sunday afternoons besides sim-
ply sitting on the front porch and trying to read. A
person could count the cars as they passed. Great
game! Count for one hour and multiply by twelve. It
was hard for the Sclocumites to tell where all the cars
came from.

Some of the cars had trouble in making Half-Mile
Hill, but they all managed to reach the top some way
or other. A few had to come up all the way on low,
while another group, by taking a racing start, made the
grade without changing gears. No matter how the car
came up the hill, it made a good deal of noise in doing
so, and more noise yet at the top when gears had to be
changed and the former speed of thirty-five miles an
hour was to be resumed.

Just about the time at which the people in Sclocum
thought that the noise limit had been reached, the Inter-
urban buses started to operate. They came through,
first, one or two a day, arousing great interest in the
spectators. It was thought that they were a conveni-
ence. Instead of going to Philadelphia or New York by
train, all one had to do was to go to the station near
the church in Sclocum, get on a bus and in four hours be
in New York or Philadelphia. Much more convenient
than trying to drive in one’s own car, too, because, once
in the city, there was no question in regard to parking
or traffic.

First the transports came, one or two a day, and car-
ried at the most, ten passengers. Then ten a day came,
larger ones, and finally buses, holding fifty passengers,
and even having places for the people to sleep in who
wanted to travel at night. Pullmans on rubber wheels;
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what greater luxury could anyone desire! At last the
great day arrived and white, luxuriant, enormous cars
rolled through Sclocum, bearing in gold letters on their
ivory sides the magic, mystical words,

OCEAN TO OCEAN
and that meant nothing less than that one could go from
New York to San Francisco in an automobile just the
same as one could on a train. Talk about the covered
wagon! There were men in Sclocum, whose fathers had
crossed the continent in back of ox teams.

The older people in the little town sighed. Occa-
sionally one would open the Bible and take out a slip
of paper, showing that on a certain date fifty-five cars
had passed through from sun-up to sun-down. Old-
timers recalled the fact that with the darkness had come
quiet. There was no period of quiet now. Freight
vans, moving vans, crazed drivers, who sought the night
hours to make record drives, passenger buses, a thou-
sand and one varieties of automobiles chugged and
snorted and hissed their way up Half-Mile Hill during
the night as well as the day. Men no longer thought it
worth their while to count the number of cars passing
their homes in an hour. Instead, they counted the num-
ber of figures they could count aloud between cars at
night. One man won the prize. He claimed that he
had counted twenty-one before another car came.

Sundays were bad. Holidays, like the Fourth of
July and Labor Day, were impossible. On such days it
was estimated that ten thousand cars went through
the town. No one tried to count them any more; no
one cared. The place used to be one well suited to
quiet meditation. Now it was almost impossible to
hear the preacher deliver his morning sermon.

It would not have been so bad had the town been
built on a level stretch. It was the location on either
side of Half-Mile Hill that added the final and damnable
curse. Going up the hill it was a steady roar as the
powerful engine drove the fifty-passengered car for-
ward. Going down the hill it was the terrific pop and
explosion as the air brakes were applied. All the cars
made their share of noise on the hill, but the Ocean-to-
Ocean buses easily outdistanced all their noise-making
competitors.

The town was laid out two hundred years before.
Most of the houses were from fifty to one hundred and
fifty years old. They had been built in the age of the
horse and wagon, the era of the pedestrian. At that
time the road was a friendly artery of commerce. Folks
drove slowly and were glad to stop their tired horses
and talk for a few minutes to their neighbors working
in the front yard. The houses were built on the road.
The sidewalks were narrow. When the concrete was
laid, the houses could not be set back; so the road went
near them; too near them, when it became a fact that
thirty-five miles an hour was the legal speed and that
autoists were actually being arrested for slow driving.
Sclocum used to live on either side of a friendly road;
now a race track of snorting monstrosities ran-through
a town that had made one mistake, of allowing the
architecture of a past century to survive.

Just when it seemed as though the limit of endurance
had been reached, at least by the older people, Car No.
77 of the Ocean-to-Ocean line stalled at the foot of Half-
Mile Hill. It was a good car and James Dourgan was a
good driver. He had been driving cars for years and
considered that he knew all there was to be known
about the business. He had gone up that hill twice a
day for a good many weeks and now the car stalled and
simply died there, at the bottom of the hill.

He did everything he knew and that was all the good
it did. Behind him the cars piled up. Traffic was heavy
in both directions. He was given unlimited advice. At
last he had to admit that he was beaten and sent for
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a service car to haul the white monster to the side of the
road. The passengers were transferred to another
white car that had been sent in the emergency and, dis-
consolate, Dourgan sat in his car, waiting for help. He
did not smile as the relief car passed his disabled one.
But he did laugh a few seconds later when the other
car came to a stop. That made two of the Ocean-to-
Ocean fleet that were stalled there on the roadside.

But other cars joined them. Moving vans, freight
vans, large trucks loaded with celery, spotlessly white
cars, with milk and butter. One after one they rushed
up Half-Mile Hill and came to a stop. The congestion
was terrific. At one time the traffic was blocked back
for seven miles. At last the State Highway Depart-
ment took charge and detoured all the traffic over a
country road so they could go around Sclocum and
resume the concrete three miles on the other side. The
disabled cars were dragged out one at a time. Dozens
of mechanicians, real and amateur, surrounded the
trucks and buses and tried to diagnose the trouble. At
the end of twenty-four hectic hours the road was
cleared, traffic seemed to be normal and the Highway
Police restored the use of the road. For a few hours
that afternoon all the cars went up the hill as easily as
before, but, as twilight fell over Sclocum, car after car
died at the bottom of the hill. All that night the hill
was silent; all those hours Sclocum slept, but at the
same time, tired and worried drivers, hours late on their
schedule, tried in vain to find out what was the matter
with engines, that but a minute before seemed perfect.

After that, Half-Mile Hill was an unexplainable
Jonah. Some cars could make it and some could not.
Experiments of various kinds were made, and the only
results obtained were that it was practically impossible
for a heavy truck or bus to go up it under any circum-
stances. Small cars could make it under one condition,
and that was that they sneak up on the hill as noise-
lessly as possible. If a car could go up noiselessly and
slowly, it was always sure of making the grade without
engine trouble. The more noise, the less chance was
there of arriving at the top.

Naturally, such a phenomenal condition of affairs
could not help but arouse the interest of the engineers
of the nation. Several of the large motor manufac-
turers sent their experts to make a study of the unusual
condition. These experts at first thought that there was
a peculiar atmospheric condition which stopped the
motors, but that would not explain why some cars went
up and others did not. At the end of all their study
they were forced to arrive at the same conclusion that
all the other experts had reached, and that was, that if
a car went up slowly and without noise, it had no trouble
reaching the top.

Sclocum became a different town. The circuitous de-
tour was hard surfaced and, for the time being, became
a part of the great Lincoln Highway. The State High-
way Department promised to cement it and thus give
the tourists their choice of either attempting to go
through Sclocum or of easily going around it. Once
again it was possible to sleep at night and even those
who were a little deaf could hear the sermon Sunday
mornings. Almost everyone in the town was glad,
especially the housekeepers, who found it far easier to
keep their houses, inside and out, spotless. In time the
average automobilist took conditions at Half-Mile Hill
as a matter of course. Even the guidebooks dismissed
the matter, with a short warning that the hill was im-
possible unless the engine was so powerful that it could
go up without any noise.

'/ HILE there were changes in the life of this little
town, there were also great changes in the life of
the nation. This was true of the economic life as well
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as of the social one. All standards of financial exist-
ence were shifting so rapidly that it was entirely possi-
ble for a man to go to bed rich and awake a pauper.
Investments of all kinds were subject to the hazard of
change. In no line of industry was this fact more
noticeable than in the railroads of America.

Years before, stage coaches and trains of pack horses
carried passengers and freight from one community to
another. Then came the canals, and they drove the
older and more expensive forms of travel out of exist-
ence. The railroads displaced the canals. For years
they remained the only sure and rapid means of trans-
portation. The interurban trolley hurt their business,
but it could not compete, and just as the railroads were
feeling sure of continued prosperity, there came the era
of hard surfaced roads and automobiles.

The automobiles prospered. This method of travel
had a fluidity that appealed to the average American.
It was also cheap. Thousands crossed the country,
stopping at night in tourist’s camps; thousarnds, who,
under former circumstances, would have paid a trans-
continental line to carry them. The short ride on the
trains became unheard of. Over a distance of less than
a hundred miles, everyone who had a car preferred to
drive it rather-than to ride on the train. The railroads
realized the danger of the competition and almost aban-
doned the local trains. They concentrated on the long
haul, endeavoring to make it as comfortable and pleas-
ant as could be. They figured that ten passengers rid-
ing a thousand miles spent more money than a thousand
passengers riding ten miles, and were easier to care for.

But once again they were called upon to face new
competition. The carrying of passengers had been
started by automobile companies as an experiment. It
was continued as a profitable investment. At first buses
carried passengers short distances. They ended by
going across the continent. It was the old stage coach
on rubber tires, the horses replaced by tireless motors
capable of driving the cars at the rate of eighty miles
an hour. They had no tracks to repair, no large crews
to pay, and not a very expensive equipment in compari-
son with the railroads. They were able to carry cheaply
and at the same time comfortably and nearly as fast as
the railroads. :

They took the passenger trade away from the roads.
They started to take the perishable freight trade away.
Before this, the heavy freight was moving on the roads;
household furniture, cement, lumber, in terrific loads,
were making free use of the public highways.

The railroads realized that the competition was se-
vere. They also saw that unless something was done,
there would be no competition. Many railroads were
so crippled financially that they took off their trains and
put on little gasoline-driven cars, making one trip a day,
simply to hold their charter. Millions had been in-
vested in tracks, rolling stock, right-of-ways, and month
by month, these millions were returning less and less
income. Stocks were tumbling, and in many cases even
gilt edge gold bonds were selling far below par. Every-
thing in the railroad game was becoming very shaky.
The investors in passenger buses simply smiled and
invested more money. They had the railroads by the
throat and they knew it. The competition was unfair,
but when was fairness considered in the world of
finance ?

Under these conditions, it is no wonder that life, to
the President of the X. V. and P., was one continuous
nightmare. His road was remarkable for the number
of share-holders whose investment in the company was
small. These were people who had put all they had into
one investment. If it failed, they lost all they had.
They were widows, clergymen and little business men.
No wonder that President Smathers felt discouraged as
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THE MENACE OF THE LITTLE

gray dragon-fly, with wings three feet or more in
spread, hovering and darting above them. They thought
at once it was a model plane being directed in beam-
casting experiments, and as they one by one cast off
the power and stood gazing upward, a tiny musical
drone came from the body of the apparition. It turned
and wheeled and darted as gracefully as a swallow. Two
shining spots at the front of the body seemed to serve
the purpose of eyes. The thing poised in the air and
came down slowly toward them, approaching so close
that one or two leaped up and tried to touch it, laughing
as they fell back on the ice. It retreated backward
until it hung motionless eight or ten feet above them.

“Well, the fellow who invented that thing has a
fortune—a truly reversible plane,” said one of the
skaters. Another, a New York business man, an-
nounced his intention of seeking out the inventor to
purchase a share of the invention. Then they gradually
lost interest and resumed their skating, touching the
studs of their power-belts through which they tapped
the beam and were driven at high sped across the lake
backward or forward, as they threw the attractive or
repulsive switch. The flyer followed some of them as if
interested in the process. So strong a sense of being
observed came over the skaters that most of them un-
easily ceased their skating. It was uncanny. The
thing’s body was only about eighteen inches long by
ten inches high and wide; clearly nothing human could
be in it, yet the thing acted intelligently and, as it were,
humanly.

“Tell Colman to call off his pet,” said someone with an
uneasy laugh. (Colman was then conducting at Detroit
his well-known experiments with hovering planes con-
trolled by radi-phone.)

At last the thing left the lake, flying in a westerly
direction. The half-dozen persons who signed the re-
port, confess to feeling much relieved.

As in the case of Prof. Hobbs, publication of this
report brought a dozen or more letters, which recounted
momentary glimpses of similar flyers, generally passing
slowly twenty feet or more above the observers. Al-
though these glimpses are recorded as of several years,
they were all had in the winter months, the earliest
being of January, 2017.

Some of the other reports probably are connected with
our subject. For instance, that of the aurora-borealis-
like display around the head of Mt. Seldon, Wymont,
in the winters of ’22, 23, ’24, ’25, '26 and ’27 almost
certainly is; the regular, and, as it were, rhythmic out-
bursts of static which almost ruined audi-viser recep-
tion for short periods of time during these winters
almost certainly were connected with it, and the glimpses
reported by Cape Cod fishing boats of ‘“electric fish”
five or six feet long, passing slowly just under the
surface and blazing with rows of what seemed like elec-
tric light, may be. But I pass over these to come to
the mysterious occurrences in 27 at the Boulder Dam
power-plant on the Colorado River, which ‘“made” the
front pages of the nation by paralyzing Los Angeles for
four days, nearly causing a water-famine in that great
Western city, and the lynching of the mayor.

Henry Heron, chief in charge of the huge plant, has
told in The New York Times of the strange feeling of
uneasiness which possessed him and his men in the
cathedral-like dynamo room of the plant—the feeling of
surveillance, which feeling led him at last to order a
search. He had not confided his own feelings to any of
his men. But they received the order as if they expected
it, and started the search with alacrity. He quickly

learned that they all shared the same feeling, apparently’

~ caused by tiny untoward noises which penetrated the
smooth dynamo hum and came to their trained ears; of
glimpses from the corners of eyes of tiny scuttling dark
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shapes which moved with incredible swiftness from
shadow to shadow, so that quickly as you might look,
there was nothing there. But the search revealed noth-
ing, and there was no place for any thing or any crea-
ture of appreciable size to be hidden in the huge bare
orderliness of the place.

"Heron has told how three nights later there came the
angry buzz of the radi-phone on his desk and the sharp
voice of his superior at Los Angeles asking why it had
been necessary to relay through San Francisco to rouse
him, only to tell him the power had died there, and
that the pumping-stations lifting Los Angeles’ water
over the mountains had ceased operating. Heron
glanced up unbelievingly. The dynamos were humming
and the glow of lights on the instrument board showed
normally.

“Everything looks O. K. here, but I'll throw on the
radi-standby in a jiff,” he said.

So much power was lost in beam-casting, that it was
kept for emergencies only. He pressed the warning but-
ton which flashed the radi-signal to the pumping sta-
tions, and threw the switches.

In two minutes came the angry Los Angeles voice
again.

“Hurry up with that radi-cast! The mayor has just
called me, and talks like he wants to hang me in the
City Hall.”

Heron glanced unbelievingly at his instruments. I
did, sir, two minutes ago,” he said, with something akin
to panic in his voice.

I need not detail the frantic days which followed.
Test followed test, but Los Angeles lay cold and lifeless,
not a wheel turning, not a car running, not a light
glowing, not a stove operating. People ate canned or
synthetic food and went to bed by candle-light. The
small steam standby plant, insufficient to furnish one-
tenth of the needs of the city, functioned for a few
hours and broke down. The dry season had run the
reservoir down to the danger-point. The plant for dis-
tilling sea-water turned out water, but 5o brackish that
people gagged on it, then this plant ceased with the
steam plant. You must understand that neither water
nor electric supply had failed in fifty years, so that Los
Angeles had depended more and more upon unfailing
systems. With strictest rationing, the small reserve
might last a week before actual thirst began. Clouds
of refugee planes, loaded with thousands of persons,
fled to San Diego and San Francisco and relieved the
situation somewhat.

Meanwhile the delicate instruments rushed to the
scene by the Bureau of Standards showed only that an
unparalleled condition of electrical stress centered some-
where in the mountains between Boulder Dam and Los
Angeles. It was evident that a sort of screen or barrier
to electrical transmission, of a sort not understood at
all by the engineers, had been erected. Tests had shown
that transmission was possible from the dam both north
and east, and an attempt was made to re-transmit by
way of Denver, but the adverse condition again prevailed
between that city and Los Angeles, seeming to lie like a
crescent almost around the city. The New York
American screamed: ‘Electrical Pirates Suspected” in
huge headlines.

Heron, haggard from ninety-six hours without sleep,
hung over his board at Boulder Dam. Everything
seemed normal, and the hum of the dynamos had not
ceased for a second, but the strained voice from Denver
told him at ten-minute intervals that no relief had yet
occurred in Los Angeles. It told also of growing panic
among the inhabitants of the huge coast city, unpre-
pared to face such an emergency, after two generations
of easy living. So when at one minute past midnight,
exactly ninety-six hours after the breakdown, the ex-
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and adding their fiery strength to his. The temperature
was 120° Fahrenheit, and I had felt faint after a few
minutes’ exposure. Mary told me that her father was
comparatively inured and spent an hour at a time there.
His skin had become as tanned as that of any tropical
explorer.

VEN the insufferable discomfort of the place could

not prevent me from being absorbed in what he had

to say. I trotted up and down at his side, perspiring and

feeling all exposed portions of my skin beginning to sun-

burn, while he strode absorbed in his own thoughts,

jerking out short sentences past the clenched butt of a
dry cigar.

“I came here to work shortly before midnight, Thurs-
day. Out of the corner of my eye I saw something small
and dark dart at me—from there,” and he pointed to a
corner.

“It seemed to approach more and more slowly, and I
could not clearly distinguish it even in the full light.
Rather, my mind refused to believe the message of my
eyes. But it seemed possessed of a sort of single-minded
intent to reach me, and I climbed upon a chair. Then I
saw that, although seven or eight inches long, it seemed
to resemble in other essentials our ordinary black ant.”

He broke off and glanced sharply at me, but my face
registered nothing but interest and discomfort.

“Still twenty feet or more away, its efforts became
feebler and feebler, and after a minute it was still. As
I descended—behind the chair—the thing sprang at me
with an amazing resumption of energy. But it collapsed
again before it could reach nearer than fifteen or six-
teen feet. After waiting a few minutes, I went closer
to it and perceived, still clenched firmly in its mandibles,
what looked like a short, slender, black pencil.”

He glanced at me and said abruptly: “I beg pardon,
I forgot you were not used to this place.”

He led the way out of a side door into a small labora-
tory, fifty degrees cooler than the sun-room, and I sank
into a chair with a sigh of relief, feeling sure that to-
morrow I would have the worst case of sun-burn for
years.

Dr. Aurelius had not noticed my troubles. He went
directly to a refrigerator, pulled out a small jar from
which came the unmistakable odor of preservative, and,
withdrawing a small trailing object, said:

“And here it is.”

I gasped. The resemblance to an ant was indeed
amazing, even though the head was lacking—an ant
seven inches long. Even my untrained eye began to
pick up resemblances and points of differences, among
them that the long, slender forelegs terminated in op-

_posed claws, if anything so delicate might be described
by that word. The thing was uncanny, yet ridiculous.
My mind began to project headlines: “Murders Laid
to Giant Ants.” The professor’s cold eye was upon me.

“I may add,” said Dr. Aurelius, “that so far as I have
looked into the matter, the resemblance to our ants,
particularly to the Ponerid or primitive ants, is, al-
though general, amazing. I am almost prepared to say,
even now, that it is more than a coincidence. You are
now in possession of the essential facts in my own case,
except that Standards, to whom I at once sent the tube
dropped by the creature, say it is a sort of a beam-
caster, simple in construction, and operated by a tiny
button at the base. As a joke, Phillips turned the tube
on his dog and pressed the button, and the dog died
instantly. He found that death was due to a rupture
of the heart, similar to those of the men who were
killed, and evidently caused by some dynamically power-
ful projection of energy. Phillips and his fellows at
Standards can make nothing of it as yet, despite its
seeming simplicity.
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“Secondly, the brain of this creature, enclosed in a
case much larger in proportion to the body than the
heads of any of our terrestrial ants, has a wealth of
amazing convolutions, richer even than those of the
human brain. I sent it at once over to Breathitt at the
Secret Service to be psycho-graphed.”

This was the process by which the Secret Service
claimed to be able to snatch from a dead brain, by some
complex sort of photography again involving the use of
electro-rays, a sort of shadowy photograph of the last
impressions—or the deepest—of its owner. The process
had never been legally recognized by the courts as pro-
ducing evidence; indeed, it was used only as a sort of
last resort for clues.

“Thirdly, the creature’s skin or outer covering was
apparently false, with the true chitinous skin under-
neath. The false skin or clothing was soft in texture,
fitted closely to the body, and resembled a diver’s suit.
The three big protruding ‘eyes’ of the creature were fine
lenses, of some flexible, apparently synthetic material
resembling glass. The creature’s real eyes are small,
and I should judge, inferior for purposes of sight when
not reinforced with lenses.”

He paused, but I drew a long breath and remained
silent. Any comment, I felt, would have been nothing
but a silly expression of amazement.

Dr. Aurelius went on: “I was struck, of course, by
the similarities of the deaths of Cline, Hadley, Ames
and the rest, coming as they did at twenty-four-hour
intervals ”

“I was working on Ames’ death all night,” I inter-
rupted.

“What did you learn?” he asked eagerly.

“Nothing, I'm afraid. Ames’ housekeeper heard him
cry out and fall and—"’ a light was breaking upon me—
“she spoke of seeing something dart into a dark corner
of the room. She paid no attention to it, as she was
intent on helping him.”

“Well, the New York newspapers did not mention
it, but I have established, by inquiry, that there was a
similar occurrence in Millen’s case—that something
small and dark disappeared beyond the circle of light
in his study, as his son ran to him upon hearing his
cry,” he said.

“Now, the attempt upon my life came twenty-four
hours after Millen’s death and twenty-four hours before
that of Ames. Have you seen the morning papers yet?”

“No, but I worked almost all night and saw the U. N.
flimsies.”

“No deaths?”

“Why, yes, now that I think of it. Henry Pierce died
very suddenly in San Francisco about midnight as he
reached home after coming from China yesterday in the

steamer FEastern Star. Heart disease, the bulletin
said.”

Dr. Aurelius’ blue eyes burned. He did not seem
surprised.

“Who next?” he asked, in a tone curiously gentle.

“Good Heavens, sir!” I cried. “I hope the strange
beings do not come back.”

“I don’t think so,” he responded. “One man more
or less is of no consequence. But don’t you see why
something or somebody killed those men, aside from
the moral effect? Why, they are- among the hundred
from whom the President would have chosen his ad-
visers in case of a great national or international
emergency. Millen—I knew him well, and there wasn’t
a better brain in the country.”

But my own brain had absorbed about all it could
hold, let alone react upon. I shook my head.

“Well, you may be interested to know that I advised
Breathitt this morning to redouble the guard around
the President, and to have the White House and grounds
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CHAPTER V
‘The Psychographs

HERE was a ring at the doorbell, and a colloquy

E in the hall. Dr. Aurelius glanced through the half-

opened door and said:

“From Breathitt? Come on in.”

A plainly dressed middle-aged man came in, carrying
a flat parcel and a small bundle. He handed both to
Dr. Aurelius, remarking as he did so:

“I’'m glad to get shut of those devilish things. All
the way over I felt as if I were, being shadowed. 1
thought that brain was of a squirrel, but our anatomist
says it’s the devil’s brain.” He shuddered slightly.

Dr. Aurelius seized the parcels, quickly placed the
round bundle in the refrigerator, and opened the flat
parcel. There were two separate sets of photographs,
dim, and yet stronger than any human psychography
I had ever seen.

One of them showed very distinctly a two-headed
mountain peak clad in snow. But it was the other which
riveted our eyes, and, indeed, brought a gasp of amaze-
ment from me.

“And if that’s any place, it’s hell,” remarked the mes-
senger, indicating this photograph with a thumb.

Millions of persons have seen the enlargement which
hangs in the National Museum, and I have often
watched their awed and disturbed faces as they came
away. Yet it is only the vague and half-remembered
glimpse, as it were, of a landscape, strangely dark and
eerie, and of a peculiar color, like no combination in our
earthly spectrum—‘reddish” is the nearest I can come
to it. Those who have seen it will know what I mean.

Ranged about the center, thousands upon thousands,
too dim for any individual to be seen clearly, are black
dots, horizontally oval, in the case of those few which
can be distinguished. How can I describe the certainty
that stole over me, that these were sentient beings, and
that their combined gaze, their combined thoughts, their
combined wills, were bent with all possible power upon
me? I was for the instant, you see, in the place of the
subject of the psychograph. And slowly, shudderingly,
against my common sense, against my will, which fought
not to believe, against my life-long education in ration-
ality, came the conviction that this was no earthly land-
scape, that these were no earthly habitants, but some-
thing outside and beyond the atmosphere of our familiar
world. In that moment I was convinced of everything
Dr. Aurelius had said.

When I recovered my dazed senses, I heard him swear-
ing softly. The messenger from Breathitt, evidently
dismissed, had beaten a relieved retreat.
~ “A true bi-lobular brain,” said Dr. Aurelius. “One
psychograph is of an earthly landmark which impressed
our subject most strongly.” He took a magnifier and
bent over the first photograph. “Here are trees,” he
added, indicating a spot where, taking the magnifier, I
distinctly saw the saw-toothed green shape of pine
trees, running up the ridges. -

“Will you take this photograph over to Willard Wil-
son’s house and have him look at it? The head of the
topographical survey, you know. He lives six blocks
from here on Alaska Avenue. I want to know the loca-
tion of this mountain. He has been all through the
West and may recognize it at once. Impress upon him
that it is exceedingly important, and that if he cannot
identify it, I should like him to recommend you to a
member of his staff who is likely to. And hurry!”

I tumbied through the front hall with only a glance
for Mary, in spite of the reproachful look she gave me.
Five minutes later I rang Willard Wilson’s front door
bell. Soon I confronted a grave and correctly dressed

385

man, who, I guessed, had just returned from church.
After I had explained my errand, he looked at the
photograph keenly.

“It might be Mt. Wilson in Alaska, or it might be—
wait a minute.” He fumbled in his desk and found a
magnifier. Looking through this at the photograph, he
said:

“It is Mt. Seldon in Wymont National Park. That
tiny speck you see in the near ridge is a ranger’s cabin.
You remember that when the states of Montana, Wy-
oming and Idaho ceded land to form the new state of
Wymont, the new state in turn set aside an area of 400
square miles for a national park, which contained the
Bear Mountains. It is preserved absolutely as a wilder-
ness park and forest reserve, and is inaccessible to the
public except for three summer months. Mt. Seldon is
14,000 feet high, and the saddleback you see is at
10,000 feet elevation.”

Thanking him for his information, I started back. A
newsboy came crying an extra down the street, and 1
shivered as I saw the huge black headline—‘President
Guarded.” If they only knew against what they were
guarding the President!

The story gave only the details which Dr. Aurelius
had authorized the Chief to use, and which had ap-
parently been verified by Breathitt. The thrill of par-
ticipation in  my first big “scoop’” was still upon me
as I opened the door of the Aurelius house and he
greeted me eagerly. I informed him of what Wilson
had said, and he quickly drew me inside the study.

“I have put in a long distance call for the Secretary
of Peace, who, I am afraid, will have to metamorphose
himself again into a Secretary of War,” he said. Some
fifty years ago the offices of Secretary of War and of
the Navy were merged into a single Department of
Peace, which had again resolved itself into the job of
liaison between the United States and the World Patrol.
“They are trying for him at New York and San Fran-
cisco. Meanwhile, dinner is ready.” This old-fashioned
household still enjoyed Sunday dinner at noon.

CHAPTER VI

“Tt Sounds So Nice to Hear You—"

HAT was for me a flurried meal. I was so inat-

E tentive to what Mary said, that she at last gave

me a reproachful glance and ceased to try to talk.
Dr. Aurelius ate with appetite, talking meanwhile of the
merits of “Carmen” as heard and seen from Tukio over
the audi-visor the previous evening. He was of the
opinion that the Japanese were so far from understand-
ing the Latin spirit as exemplified in the famous old
tale of love and blood that the excellence of their stars
could not entirely redeem the performance.

“Woodrow Wilson,” LeMay’s epic drama of the Great
War President, was scheduled for the evening in Paris,
and Dr. Aurelius expressed the hope that we might be
able to overcome the North Atlantic stati-bank suffi-
ciently to tune in, although his audi-visor was old-fash-
joned, he said, and only under exceptional circumstances
could bring in Parisian performances.

I played up to him as best I could for the remainder
of the meal, exchanged a joking remark or two with
Mary, and rose in much quieter spirits. The radi-phone
in the study rang. Dr. Aurelius hurried to answer it,
and I heard him say, “Mr. Secretary?’ In a few
minutes he returned, and talked on cheerily—I remem-
ber his comparing the social theories of Wells, Shaw
and Polakov—until he remarked that he wanted an
hour in his laboratory, and withdrew.

The instant he was gone, Mary overwhelmed me with
questions. I answered them noncommittally, and at
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last she said, aggrieved: “Oh, well, if you don’t want
to tell me anything, it’s all right.”

“It isn’t that, honey,” I answered earnestly, “I know
. so little about it and it’s so tremendous that my head is
all in a whirl. And I can’t imagine. .. .”

I had stopped, for she was regarding me with a teas-
ing smile.

“It sounds so nice to hear you say that,” she said.

“What?”

“What you just called me.”

I suddenly remembered.

“I'm—I'm sorry. I have been calling you that in my

dreams for months, so it just popped out. I—I »
“Oh, all right, if it was a mistake.”
“But it wasn’t a mistake, dearest girl. I love you

more than anything there is, but I'm so poor and only
an unknown young newspaper man, and your father is
so famous——"

I stopped again, for she was looking at me with the
loveliest and tenderest look I had ever seen.

“Don’t you see, silly,” she interrupted, ‘“that Father
has liked you ever since he met you? If you don't, I
do. He was afraid I'd go off my head about one of those
rich Harvard boys in spats or about some one in the
State Department. And the very first minute he had a
chance to throw something your way, he did, although
you won’t tell me about it. If I'm going to be your
wife, I'm going to help—" But I stopped her again, 1
finally told her, as I should have known from the be-
ginning I would have to do, exactly what we were up
against, so far as I knew it.

She listened with wide eyes, breath that came fast,
and a whitening face.

“It seems too horrible to be true, that anything could
so threaten our comfortable world,” she said, “but
maybe we have been getting too 30ft. Mother Nature
always has something up her sleeve for those who get
too soft—" Mary had been trained as a biologist. “I
am glad you told me, and that we're going to fight it
together.”

The study door swung open and Dr. Aurelius strode
out. He looked preoccupied, but as he gazed at us his
eyes softened and a little smile twitched the corners of
his mouth.

“Well, children?” he questioned. I noted that in my
confusion I forgot to let go of Mary’s hands. I tight-
ened my grip upon them, and started to speak.

“Dr. Aurelius I—we—"

“Yes, yes, that’s all right, Robert,” he said, hastily.
“I think I hear an airplane overhead. Keen fellow,
McNab, and I put a bug in his ear, too.”

We ran to the window and sure enough we saw a
huge ’plane hovering down upon the skating pond in
the park across the street. The skaters cleared a space
for it. Two figures stepped out and the ’plane, buzzing
like a huge fly, rose again. The two men came hastily
to the house. Dr. Aurelius ushered them into the study,
and beckoned Mary and myself in after him. “This is
Mzr. Born of the United News, and fiancé of my daugh-
ter,” he said.

McNab, a tall, distinguished-looking man of middle
age, scion of the famous California family of that name,
barely gave us a glance. “Of course, it is understood
that what is said here does not go beyond this room,”
he remarked. “Now to business, Dr. Aurelius, I believe
vou said you had something to tell me concerning these
deaths, and that you were personally responsible for the
guard around the President. You said, I believe, that
you could not speak frankly over the ’phone, but that
the present moment marks a grave crisis, both for our
country and for the world.” Dr. Aurelius nodded.

“I am aware,” he said, “that what I am about to say
will be amazing in the highest degree, and perhaps un-
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believable, but I must ask you to hear me through to the
end.” He then plunged into a recital of the circum-
stances, much as he had related them to me, but the
whole was closely knit together into a piece of cumula-
tive reasoning which carried conviction with it—con-
viction, that is, if the tale had been less amazing. I
saw our visitors—of whom the second was McNab’s
personal aide—exchange glances as he went on. On sev-
eral points Dr. Aurelius went into more detail than he
had with me.

Speaking of his visitor’s outer skin or coat, for in-
stance, he said:

“If they have succeeded in overcoming even partially
the effect of gravity, and restoring to their muscles the
elasticity they normally enjoy, this is the secret of their
rapid movements under our conditions. Probably this
explains their being here at all. Their vehicles of trans-
port must be constructed throughout of similar material.

“In this suit also may be found the secret of our vis-
itor’s immunity to our bacteria. I can think of no other
reason why they should not have fallen victims of dis-
ease. They have anticipated and guarded against it,
and their food and air are rendered germ-free. Prob-
ably they have also found a way to strain and lighten
for their use the mixture of our atmosphere, horribly
heavy and thick to them.

“I am convinced the attempt upon my life failed only
because they failed to anticipate the temperature of my
laboratory. To the difficulty of operating under earthly
conditions was added that of a temperature as deadly
to my visitor as one close to the boiling-point would be
to us. No other death attack has failed.”

His calm certitude was making an impression, but
our visitors still exchanged uneasy glances. It was the
psychographs which carried the day. “I am inclined to
think our visitors have true bi-lobular brains, one side
of which has by some operation or phychological proc-
ess, been reserved for impressions, memories and in-
struction from his former home, and the other for his
earthly duties,” he said.

I saw McNab draw a shaken breath as he gazed at
the photograph I have already described.

‘“You see before you a vast mass of our visitors’
fellow-beings, impressing into every fibre of his brain
the will to power, to victory, to convert this warmer
planet, inhabited only by beings of lower mental orders,
into a colony where their race may begin a newer
and richer existence,” added Dr. Aurelius.

“To sum up: A race of beings probably from out-
side our earth—and the evidence points to Mars—a
race which evidently possesses scientific knowledge far
beyond our own—has been present on our planet for at
least eight years, and probably longer.

“In that time they have perfected weapons for a war
upon mankind, have established a base, and have ob-
tained an amazing knowledge of our customs, our organ-
izations, and our strong and weak points, and have
begun to strike at the best of our brains. Upon thinking
it over, I am inclined to believe they underestimate
us. They count upon an amazed herd-stumbling and
herd-terror, and a terrified capitulation after the world
becomes aware of their powers, and perhaps after a
mass demonstration or two.”

McNab’s first question showed not only that he was
convinced, but the Scotch practicality of his brain.

“Where would you guess this base to be?”

“Thanks to Mr. Born’s assistance, I know,” said Dr.
Aurelius quietly. “It is at Mt. Seldon, in Wymont, in
the most inaccessible portion of Wymont National Park.
There they have found conditions more nearly parallel-
ing their own than they could have found anywhere,
except upon the Antarctic Centinent, the Himalayas, or
the higher Andes.
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near me, and glanced around at the Wrigley building
just in time to see the hot red blast of the cloudbreaker,
tremendous at the near distance, pour like a Niagara of
heat and light into the bank of windows between the
forty-fifth and fiftieth floors, slightly above us. The
huge panes of sun-glass, almost a story high, blazed
starry for a second and then disappeared, leaving black
gaps. I knew the inside partitions to be mostly of
glass, as in all modern buildings or old ones remodeled—
as was the Wrigley building—and knew that the beam
would sweep like a destroying sword through the en-
tire width of the building. It was certain that in the
next minute those five floors would become almost like
a furnace, and I breathed a heart-felt prayer that no
human being should be working there that night, or
should have seen the cloudbreaker descending in time to
get to a floor out of range.

As I rejoined Dr. Aurelius, he smiled grimly.

“Well, I guess they’ll find we have a few rays of our
own,” he said.

I suggested somewhat timidly that the operator, if
destroyed, might leave the ray to run wild, but he smiled
and said: “These creatures are like machines. I am
certain that his last act would be to switch off the ray.”
And so it proved.

We walked back to the office, where Dr. Aurelius got
the mayor of Chicago on the ’phone at Evanston. He
told the latter official who he was, and that he had
ordered the cloudbreaker swung on the building to
destroy the source of the devilish ray which had slain
so many persons. I could hear the mayor’'s excited
voice on the phone. Of course he and all other city
officials had been absolutely in the dark as to the source
of the mysterious catastrophe.

“Look particularly in the Wrigley building for ma-
chinery of some sort, probably not of any great size,
and hidden somewhere between the first and tenth
floors,” Dr. Aurelius told him. “I should suggest that
you do not allow it to be touched. Seal the room, and
I will have a crew here from the Bureau of Standards
by six o’clock in the morning. Also keep the bank of
offices upon which the breaker operated untouched as
far as you can, until I can get in touch with Breathitt
of the Secret Service. He will know what to look for,
and will instruct his local men some time during the
night.”

HAD been so impressed with his calm certainty that

the danger was over, that the sudden thought it
might not be, gripped my heart. I ran to the edge of
the Roof and looked down into the street.

It was crowded, with the police, their tan helmets so
many pale dots, evidently trying in vain to preserve
order. Ambulances were clanging here and there, and
the crimson gleam of fire apparatus shone up the in-
tervening forty stories. The windows up and down the
street were alight, alive and crowded.

“What a man!” I breathed in involuntary admiration.
No other human being that night could have done any-
thing but stand helplessly and await death, trapped on
the Roof by an ever-nearing scythe of death, or escape
while there was yet time. Yet in a matter of minutes
he had met and stopped the first attack of the greatest
war in history, for so I was already characterizing it
in my mind.

I ran back to the plane. Dr. Aurelius was already
there and looking about impatiently. He merely grunted
—1I can find no other word—when I assured him that
the danger was over. The cloudbreaker again was stab-
bing vertically into the overcast sky. Mary was sit-
ting white-faced and huddled beside him.

“The next time I'm going with you two!”’ she said.

“I am a better newspaper man than you, Robert,”
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said Dr. Aurelius. “The mayor thinks the ray was re-
stricted to a comparatively small area, not over a quar-
ter of a mile in radius around the Wrigley building.
He estimates that there were possibly 40,000 deaths,
judging by the average number of persons to be found
below the tenth floor of this area on a weekday night.
Better get your office.”

The plane was already speeding smoothly through the
night sky. While I attempted the not-always successful
job of establishing radi-phone communication from a
speeding plane, Dr. Aurelius, in low tones, told Mary
and McNab’s assistant what had occurred.

When I got the chief finally—perhaps half an hour
after we left Chicago—I dictated a long story of the
night’s happenings, suppressing our knowledge as to the
nature of the beings supposed to have operated the
death ray, but linking up the massacre in indirect but
unmistakable fashion with the death of the President
and those preceding it. Once or twice Dr. Aurelius
whispered caution to me when I became too specific.

The chief’s questions led to additions, and the lights
of Washington were gleaming dimly ahead before I re-
linquished the phone and sank back in utter weariness.
The chief told me they had received nothing from the
Chicago office, but a number of vague bulletins from
surrounding cities as to something terrible which had
occurred there. He feared for Tilson and our Chicago
staff. Alas, he was right, we learned the next day, and
poor Tilson had made his last irreverent joke. Our
office, at the base of the Loop, was directly in the path
of 'the destroyer.

Dr. Aurelius seized the phone as soon as I had fin-
ished, and hailed a sleepy McNab out of bed. Dr. Aurel-
ius told him in a few words what had happened in Chi-
cago, and I noticed with what extreme care he spoke.
He made an appointment with McNab for eight a. m,,
and I shivered and glanced at my watch. Much to my
surprise, it was only three a. m. When we descended
upon Dr. Aurelius’ roof, Mary led me into the house and
announced firmly I was to sleep there. I was too weary
to resist, and in five minutes was asleep in a guest room
between snowy sheets which smelled of lavender.

CHAPTER IX

The Ultimatum

HEN I awakened it was ten o’clock. I sprang
‘/ ‘/ up, bathed and shaved hurriedly, and descended
to the dining-room, where I found Mary waiting.
She told me the office had been trying to get me, but
she wouldn’t disturb me. Her father had gone at eight
a. m. to see McNab and at nine was to have gone with
McNab to a meeting of the President and the cabinet.
A copy of a morning newspaper lay at my plate. It
was with the greatest thrill of my life that I seized it
and saw my own Chicago story, under my own name,
with great black headlines above it. It was preceded
by a bulletin to the effect that the number of dead had
later been estimated at about 38,000.

When I reached the office at eleven thirty, the chief
and the staft greeted me with exultation, tempered by
a sober feeling, such as I had never met before among
them. DMy story had been the world’s only news of the
Chicago massacre for some hours. Offices and staffs of
the competing news services, except for members off
duty, had been destroyed as was our own, and the sur-
vivors had found it exceedingly difficult to get news.
Drawing me into his private office, the chief informed
me my salary was raised $100 a week and that I was to
receive a bonus of $1,000—words which meant only
“Mary!” in my mind.

I judged I dare not longer alone carry the burden of
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what I knew, so, vowing him to secrecy, I told him what
I knew. I had to argue against “spilling” any more
of the story than would leave the enemy believing they
faced a dazed, frightened and defenseless humanity.
I believed they would be aware of it almost as soon as
the “Pollies” squawked it out. While I was convincing
him, the tremendous event of the day was occurring at
the White House. I append the account dictated for me
in Dr. Aurelius’ own words. He has not seen this his-
tory, nor will he until it is printed. Regardless of our
present relationship, I want the world to know exactly
to whom it owes its present respite, and he would censor
this history drastically if he were to read it.
The account as given by Dr. Aurelius:

FOUND that McNab, to whom his secretary had

reported, had ordered the only battery of artillery
within 500 miles of Mt. Seldon, the ancient motored
5.9’s of the Montana Patrol, to be transported by heavy
plane to the entrance of Wymont National Park, forty
miles from Mt. Seldon, thence to proceed under their
own power to within twenty miles, where they would be
within range of the mountain. He had also ordered a
secret survey of the country’s resources in cloudbreak-
ers, so strangely, it would scem, turned into a practic-
able weapon of defense. I was somewhat dubious of the
value of the artillery. I understood that its only func-
tion for forty years had been to fire salutes on the
Fourth of July, the scattering of disease germs and
poison gas over civilian populations having superseded
entirely the old methods of warfare and having led to
the International Agreement of 1983.

“McNab had also ordered secret mobilization of all
state guard units of the National Patrol, and had given
stand-by orders to the American units of the World
Patrol then present in this country. I understood the
total strength was about 3,000 planes, beside land units,
counting the state organizations, aggregating about
80,000 men.

“I reminded him that these weapons, while useful
enough in subduing native uprisings in Africa, perhaps,
were futile and useless against the present en-
emy, and that such weapons, the effect of which we had
seen at Chicago, probably were minor affairs—their
machine-guns, so to speak—and could be easily trans-
ported and set up quickly and secretly. What we should
have to face in the war now beginning, probably would
be much more powerful.

“At this point we were interrupted with the word that
the Cabinet had been assembled ahead of time and
would be glad to see us. Proceeding across the street
to the Executive Offices, we passed through a curious,
white-faced crowd, many copies of morning newspapers
with my young friend Born’s story being displayed, I
noticed.

“I have never been at my best before politicians—as
witness the niggardly appropriations given by the Bu-
reau of Bio-Physics—but the sober-faced sixteen men
seated around the long table—their chief the youngest
of them—paid grave attention to what I had to say. I
heard a murmur or two of incredulity in the first few
minutes, but thereafter they hung upon my words with
deepest attention and growing consternation.

“As I completed my resumé of the situation, and
reached the point of recommending measures of de-
fense, a messenger came in and whispered to McNab.
He rose, excusing himself quietly to the President, and
went out. In a few minutes he returned, and I noticed
that his normally ruddy face was white as the paper in
his hand. I instantly ceased, and McNab, gathering
the eyes of us all in one comprehensive glance, said:

“‘Half an hour ago, a message was received at the
radio section, couched in the secret code of the Peace
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Department—the code we use for inter-department com-
munications. It was decoded at once, and a copy was
sent over here to me. I can do no better than to read it:

““To the President of the United States:

“‘We, from the planet you call Mars, have found it
necessary to colonize your planet. The demonstrations
we have found it necessary to make have not been un-
dertaken as acts of war, or as punitive measures, but so
that you might realize that resistance to us is useless.
Our armament is sufficient to exterminate the popula-
tion of this continent and of your planet, but we do not
now see the necessity for doing this——'

“The reading was interrupted at this point by a Cab-
inet member—a fat man with a hard eye, who had been
chewing a cigar during the whole interview. I learned
afterward that he was Manton, Secretary of Communi-
cations, a product of Chicago ward politics. He leaped
to his feet.

‘“‘Bugs writin’ messages in good United States!” he
cried furiously. ‘Mr. President, I think this a frame-
up, and I think this guy is at the bottom of it. McNab,
you otta be ashamed of yourself. They’ll be askin’ a
hundred million dollars put in a holler log next, or some
cheap graft like that!”

“I need not say I was furious at this, and was about
to make some hot retort. Indeed, the fellow shrank back
in his seat when he saw my face. But the young Presi-
dent, who had been quietly sitting with his chin cupped
in his hands, his face pale and care-worn, said: ‘Pro-
ceed, Mr. Secretary,” and McNab proceeded:

“‘—_since those portions of your globe best suited
to us are those which you have not been able to colonize
because of climatic conditions. There is no reason why
we should not live side by side with mankind, but we do
not intend that you should mistake the situation. The
weapons of. which you have observed the effect, are
nothing beside those with which we are equipped. We
are some thousands of your earthly centuries beyond
you in evolution, and our science is correspondingly ad-
vanced. We have been upon your planet for about six-
teen of your earthly years, and have made an intensive
study of your organization, as you will perceive from
our use of this code.

‘““You will therefore appreciate the moderation of our
demands. We demand only that all territory of the
United States above 10,000 feet in altitude above the
sea be ceded to us by treaty. We shall keep within those
limits and we shall see that all others remain outside
them. .

““Your answer is to be cast from Station NAA at
12 noon, Washington time, on the fourth day after re-
ceipt of this message, on a frequency of 17611 kilocycles.
We shall expect you to have formulated a treaty, follow-
ing the terms laid down, and shall then give you further
directions.

“‘Ron, Commander.’

“An excited babble arose in the room as soon as Mec-
Nab had finished. The President stilled it by rapping
sharply for order.

‘“ ‘How many persons know of that code, Mr. McNab?
he asked.

‘“‘Not more than fifty at the most, sir,” he responded.
‘I am confident no human being in the world, outside
of our department, has access to it.’

“The President turned to me, his face graver than
ever. ‘Please finish your statement, Dr. Aurelius, giv-
ing due weight to this new factor,” he said.

“I must confess it took me several seconds to collect
my thoughts. I assured them 1 believed the message
was authentic, and pointed out to them that with- six-
teen years in which to work, beings as intelligent as
our enemies were, could be expected to have a more or
less complete picture of our civilization. I emphasized
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that we had greatly relaxed our vigilance against es-
pionage because of the peace of the world, and that such
defenses as we still had set up had been against man,
not against creatures so small they could lurk in any
corner, and so intelligent and so powerful that few of
our secrets could have remained undisclosed had they
chosen to attempt to discover them. I said, in short,
that we were up against what might be termed ‘the
menace of the little,” and that all our thoughts must be
recast to meet it, and must be recast at once. I did not
have the slightest doubt that a failure to commence
negotiations by the time set in the ultimatum would be
met by punitive measures far more severe than any we
had experienced, and I reminded them of the barrier set
up to the flow of power at Boulder Dam. That, I said,
was undoubtedly a test of one of the enemy’s weapons,
and undoubtedly not the deadliest, as it had occurred
several years ago. I asked them to imagine what would
happen should the flow of electrical power be stopped. I
could read the answer in their faces—quick panic and
starvation, so greatly had our softened race come to de-
pend on it.

“Then I said that our enemy was undoubtedly vulner-
able and reminded them how quickly the Chicago mass-
acre had been stopped with a cloudbreaker. The Presi-
dent called in a messenger at this point, and whispered
to him. I said we had our choice between capitulation
(which undoubtedly would mean eventual slavery), hon-
orable war, or to strike suddenly and savagely as we
would at an invasion of vermin.

“The messenger came back at this point followed by
Breathitt. The President stopped me to ask Breathitt
to report upon what his men had found at Chicago.

“ ‘A dome-shaped metal thing like a big bee-hive with
studs on the side of it, in a room on the forty-fifth floor,
with what my men said looked like two big ants—
scorched by the professor’s cloudbreaker—’ he added,
looking at me.

“‘And another similar metal thing, smaller, at the
bottom of an elevator shaft. There was wiring between
the two, down the shaft.’

He was dismissed, and the President looked at me
and said:

“‘Gentlemen, it appears Dr. Aurelius has richly
earned the right to advise us, as he is apparently the
one man in the world who has perceived our danger
and taken steps to meet it.’

“I could feel myself flushing at the compliment, but
I proceeded:

“‘f the Cabinet and the President should decide
upon resistance’—there was a sort of simultaneous
growl from most of those present, which sounded like so
many dogs catching sight of an enemy—‘I should ad-
vise that you vote the President powers to meet the
emergency, so far as it may be done without Congress,
and let him and his close advisers instantly decide what
is to be done, and do it. I have suggestions for de-
fense’ (I was about to advise that all our forces be
thrown against the west peak of Mt. Seldon, but a
thought stopped me) ‘but I think we had better reserve
them. This very meeting may be watched.’

“They jumped at this, but the President signified that
the meeting was at an end. When all had gone—except
McNab, whom he signalled to remain, the President
asked me in a low tone what I had been about to say.
I replied that I advised throwing all our resources at
once against the west peak of Mt. Seldon in Wymont,
because our observations showed that the west peak has
only three-fourths as much mass as it should have, and
it has undoubtedly been hollowed out into the enemy
General Headquarters.

“They questioned me closely, and it was another hour
before I was released.”
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CHAPTER X

The Mystery of the Mountain

proceed to Mt. Seldon again next day. He seemed

to think that having gotten one big piece of
news by such a trip, we should have luck each time. As
it happened, he was right, but I begged and pleaded with
him at the time. I felt that I was his only link with
the man who could give us more news than any other
man alive. But I went away at eleven that night, de-
feated.

I noticed as my plane rose from the roof that the
Peace Department Buildings were ablaze with light.
The chief had lent me his coupé, capable of 600 miles an
hour when high enough and straightened out, with a
full supply of synthol in its tank, sufficient for fifty
hours’ flying, or more than enough to carry me around
the world. I proposed to leave at 8 A. M., which would
give me half a day of stamping and swearing in the
snow of Wymont. Before going to bed, I called up
Mary. “Oh, Rob,” she exclaimed, all the sleepiness
banished from her voice as she heard the news., After
a second’s silence, she asked when I was leaving. I told
her.

When my alarm clock jangled at 7 A. M., and I had
descended to breakfast, feeling that a week’s sleep would
have been insufficient, my landlady grinned at me.

“They’s a young lady waitin’ to see you in the parlor,”
she said.

It was Mary, surely enough.

“I am going with you,” she announced, “if you’ll give
me breakfast.”

To my protests she only said gently: ‘“Robert, you
are a hundred years behind the times—a hundred, at
least.” :

I felt that we would have a safe and uneventful day,
and frankly, the temptation was too much for me. We
ate side by side, alone except for my smiling landlady,
who outdid herself in the breakfast. Then Mary dis-
appeared with her and came back clad in a fur-lined
flying suit which just revealed the tip of her adorable
nose and her two bright grey eyes. My spirits rose as
I gave the splendid plane her head and we streaked west
at the 8,000-foot private speed level.

After an uneventful four hours in the air, we de-
scended and came to earth upon the same plateau as
forty-eight hours previously. Far below and to the
right, I caught sight of what seemed like a group of
toiling black ants in a mountain pass. They leaped to
view through my glasses as a group of men toiling
around a huge object drawn by a tractor, with a can-
vas-covered snout pointing at the sky. Artillery! I
laughed and then swore at the futility of it. A large
plane buzzed across the plateau behind us and diverted
my attention. Then, for the next half-hour I was “off-
duty.” It was too delicious an occasion—alone with the
girl I loved—for me to preserve a strict watch. At the
end of that time, however, Mary was looking through
the glasses at the toiling tractor, and suddenly said, in
an altered tone: “Why, how strange!”

She handed the glasses to me, and I saw that the artil-
lerymen had struck a stretch of smooth road, steeply
sloping toward Mt. Seldon, which had been wind-swept
clear of snow. The tractor was running erratically down
this stretch, with the gun crowding upon it. Two men
lay huddled in their seats like sacks of fur clothing.
Even as I looked, the tractor and gun seemed to gather
speed like a huge running animal, and plunged off the
road with a smother of snow. It seemed to hang for a
minute, and then disappeared. Sweeping my glasses up
the road. I saw more huddled heaps lying in the snow.

NOTHING would satisfy my chief but that I must
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Another exclamation from Mary drew my attention.
Her hand was at her throat and her face was white.
“Rob, I’ve been along there in the summer, and there’s
an eight-hundred-foot drop,” she almost whispered.
Then she suddenly cried: “Oh, how terrible!” and cov-
ered her face with her hands.

I looked again at the road. It seemed to me I could
detect a flicker like rising heat waves, through the
glasses. I shook my head impatiently, but it persisted.
Sweeping my glasses still further back up the rise, I
could see another tractor just coming into view. Men
ran forward to see where the other had gone.

“Oh, they must be stopped!” Mary cried.

“Yes, and this is story enough for one day. I must
get back with it,” I said. To be quite frank, I wanted
to be gone as quickly as possible. The point where the
tractor had plunged was only some three miles nearer to
Seldon than we were.

We leaped to our seats, and I started the plane. It
rose heavily and sluggishly. I attributed this to the
cold, unheeding the fact that synthol and lubrol are
unaffected by the cold, until I suddenly realized that I
was not succeeding in my fight to head the plane away
from Mt. Seldon. The plane seemed possessed of a devil.
It side-slipped and bucked and plunged, and spun, and
fluttered ever nearer and nearer Mt. Seldon—the west
peak! Cold sweat broke out on my face. I remembered
the thought that had flashed through my mind as I
watched the gun disappear—that it had run into some
devilish ray-barrier set up for a protection by the evil
forces in the mountain., As we steadily sidled nearer
the mountain, the plane straightened out like a horse
that had been given its head, and at last darted toward
the saddle-back between the two peaks. A thousand
thoughts flashed through my mind, for I had no more
doubt that we were going to our deaths, drawn by some
mysterious and compelling force, than I had of our ex-
istence. I half-turned to Mary, to ask her forgiveness,

before it was too late, for bringing her along, but my-

glorious girl smiled steadily and proudly into my face,
pressed my hand, and leaned against my shoulder.

“As well this way as any, Bob,” she said, her mouth
against the furs over my ear.

We waited for what seemed an eternity. Then the
plane swooped slightly and came down with a long run
upon the snow. We were facing the vast menacing bulk
of the west peak. Its shadow hid the sun, and the chill
and darkness of death struck into my soul.

We were scarcely a hundred yards from its rampant,
which towered in snow and stone a thousand feet above
us. As clearly as if a voice had spoken, came to my
mind the command: “Alight, and walk to the mountain.”

I glanced at Mary. She was looking at me, and I
knew the same message had come to her.

“There’s nothing else to do, I guess,” she said, with a
smile which she strove to make brave.

So we got stiffly out of the plane, and walked side by
side up the almost-level slope of snow, through which a
boulder protruded here and there—I still see the crust
of snow on those boulders in my dreams, and wake up
covered with cold sweat. I took her hand in mine, and
we kept our heads up, though we both knew we were
walking into the unknown—and a more terrible un-
known than had ever before confronted human beings.

CHAPTER XI
The Terrible Mountain
perience such a horrible moment. It was useless to

run; yet it required every bit of self-control I had
to prevent myself from snatching Mary in my arms and

I HOPE no other human being shall ever again ex-
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running away, anywhere. At any second some deadly
ray might strike! I gritted my teeth with the bitter-
ness of it. But glancing at the girl by my side, my heart
rang like a bugle. She was walking steadily, proudly,
with her head held high, nor was there any quiver in
the warm gloved hand which lay in my ungloved one.
We were close to the cliff by now. I do not know what
I expected, but certainly what I did see startled me. As
we clambered painfully up the snow-covered boulders
and talus and stood within a yard of it, a section of
what seemed like solid stone began to move smoothly
aside, revealing an aperture evidently shaped by arti-
ficial means, but not big enough for a human being to
enter without stooping. The air rushed past us into

_this opening, whining and whirling, and bringing the

snow in stinging eddies past our faces. The same in-
articulate voice sounded within my brain: “Enter!”

We looked at each other. Not even at the moment of
death will I feel more certain that I am leaving our
world forever. Then Mary, always the braver, stooped
and entered, drawing me with her by the hand. Our
eyes were dazzled from the snow-glare, and inside there
was only impenetrable blackness. I heard a sliding
rustle behind me, and the wind, as it passed by me,
lessened. I turned my head just in time to catch a last
glimpse of the eastern peak, dazzling in the sun and
framed in glorious blue sky. I carried the precious
memory of it through some of the longest hours a man
ever passed. Then the door closed entirely.

As I turned my head again, I heard a gasp of aston-
ishment from Mary. Then the painful attenuation of
the air struck my lungs too. Thin as it had been out-
side, it was thinner here, and there was a peculiar acrid
quality about it which registered disagreeably on the
nostrils. My limbs became heavy and I sank to the
floor. Then there was a whistling sound from some-
where in the darkness before us, and instantly my
panting lungs recognized that more air was entering.
As we lay irresolute and recovering our strength, I felt
the same half-tackling, half-auditory sensation in my
brain as on the two previous occasions, and knew we
were being bidden, or led, to move toward the right.

My eyes had become somewhat accustomed to the
gloom, and I could see that we were in a rounded tunnel,
with flattened flopr. From the walls and floor seemed to
glimmer a ghostly light, just sufficient to allow me to
see their whereabouts. A darker space to our right
seemed to betoken a small door, of the same size as
that through which we had entered the mountain.

Mary, as always quicker than I, stirred and stood up.
With her mouth close to my ear, she tried to whisper
something which the thin air and my weakness pre-
vented my hearing. I stumbled clumsily up against her
and we felt our way toward the blot of darkness. The
darkness seemed to recede before us, and we slowly fol-
lowed a perfectly straight, narrow tunnel, whose walls
glimmered just sufficiently with that ghostly light to
permit us to follow it.

At length I heard another sliding rustle before us,
and a gush of warm air struck my face. The gray
outline of a lighter space appeared and we stumbled into
a larger chamber. It was lighted sufficiently—from
everywhere and nowhere, it seemed, for I could detect
no source of light. We cculd see that it was round, high
enough toward the center to enable me to raise my head
fully, and it was hive-shaped. The door had rustled
shut behind us, and I drew in the comparatively warm
thick air with a gasp of relief. Steadily, it seemed, its
thickness and warmth were increasing. In a minute,
as we stood huddled there together, our numbed hands
began to tingle.

And—nothing happened.
stood there.

It seemed an eternity as we
Mary put her face up to mine, and whis-
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pered: “Rob-—what I was trying to tell you back there
—1 feel in some queer way that they intend us no harm,
at least not now. Don’t resist—don’t do anything mad
and brave; let’s keep cool and see what happens.”

I pressed her hand fiercely, and we waited again.
Suddenly I became aware that something had appeared
on the wall before us. My eyes stupidly traced the out-
lines before I saw that it was simply the huddled shadow
of us in our flying-suits.

We turned quickly. I shall never forget the sight
which confronted me. Sometimes I dream of it yet, and
awaken in a cold sweat, with Mary’s comforting hand
‘upon me, The light was coming through a large cleared
space in the side of the chamber, covered like a window,
with what looked like plate-glass. Through it a group
of creatures were regarding us, and even my painfully
dilated eyes recognized them as of the same species as
the one whose body I had seen in Dr. Aurelius’ office.

Needle-like antennae quivered furiously; huge gog-
gle-like lenses, in that crazy triple arrangement, stared
at us; a gray shiny skin or covering added to the horror.
Two of them, ir the center, were much larger—or their
heads were much larger than the little body in Wash-
ington. The heads were as large as my fist, his to the
left as they stared at us slightly larger than his to the
right.

ARY giggled hysterically. She brought me back
to consciousness, as it were, from my spell of
amazed staring.

Then I felt the same half-tickling, half-chirping sen-
sation or suggestion within my head, and it formed into
words within my brain. I can not explain or express
it fully; but I am sure there were no words, until my
brain formed them out of the impulses—as radi-impulses
travel through space and are translated in your set into
sound waves. Only this process was much more un-
canny than that familiar phenomenon, for these crea-
tures, of course, could have no common language with
us, unless these were their linguists and interpreters,
who had trained themselves in our earthly tongues.

At any rate, I quite clearly understood the question.
These creatures were asking what I was.

Through my consciousness, before I could control or
inhibit it, flashed the same sort of mental images which
form when you are asked your name by a stranger.
Your name, your home, the familiar scenes of your
habitat flash upon you, before you can open your mouth
to reply. I started to speak, but already that sensation
of tickling contact was again beginning in my head. The
antennae of the strange beings behind the transparent
curtain were waving excitedly. I noticed stupidly that
they seemed to be standing up higher on their fore legs.
This time the question formed as to my occupation. Be-
fore I had time to speak or refuse to speak, a stream
of sensation and memory flashed through my head
again, like this: “Washington newspapermanDr.Aure-
liusdeathsantlikemysterywhatarethey.” And again the
tickling questions began.

I realized in a flash of panic that they were reading
my brain’s responses. The words seem incredible as I
write, and the whole adventure seems dream-like. And
it so happened, Mary and I and one other—now dead,
Heaven rest him for a brave man!—were the only hu-
man beings who are known to have undergone the ex-
perience, and in my previous relations of our adventure,
that has seemed to other persons most incredible. Nor
do our psychologists encourage me. Nothing in their
experience, they say, leads them to believe it would be
possible, by creatures of whatever higher intellect.

My answer to all this and Mary’s, are that the thing
did happen. It is one of the Enemy’s weapons to which
we have no present clue.

AMAZING STORIES QUARTERLY

In another flash of panic I realized what it must lead
to. I realized that aside from Dr. Aurelius I probably
knew more than any living man of what the world
planned in defense. I would inevitably betray him as
the human being they had most to fear; and their next
assassin would not blunder. I wet my lips, and shut
my eyes. I strove desperately to think of the solar
system series; to fix my mind upon the color of Mary’s
hair; to think of anything or everything which could
fend off this horrible inquisition. I felt the gentlest
possible pressure inside my head, and if it were not
physical as well as psychical, my sense betrayed me.
When I could stand it no longer, I opened my eyes
again. The larger of the two creatures in the center of
the ant-like group had raised himself still more and
his antennae were pointing directly at me.

I glanced at Mary. She was watching my face
anxiously with her eyes wide. I looked back—I could
not help it—at the pain of inquisition. The tickling
questions began again. And bit by bit, although I
fought to prevent it until the sweat rolled down my
face, although in the bitterness of my shame I prayed
that I might be stricken dead before my brain could
form the betraying images or words, those devils
wrested from me everything that they apparently
wished. My brain formed the images of the Chicago
massacre and the cloudbreaker fight, and their horrible
antennae again quivered excitedly. Everything—every-
thing that they asked for came out, and I swear I aged
five years in the time of the inquisition. I could not
look at Mary nor could I return the gentle pressure of
her hand. She told me later that she felt the questions
too, and that her brain, too, automatically formed an-
swers before her will could prevent it; but she did not
know how successful I was in the fight, and was praying
for me, as she did not believe they were paying any at-
tention to my answers.

But it did not avail. I thank Heaven I did not know
of the cabinet meeting, or of the measures for defense
which even then were being formed in Washington.
They would have come out, too, and what a different
ending—what a ghastly ending for us—might have been
written to this history. It might only have been written
or preserved in the archives of the Enemy.

It was over at last. The creatures seemed to be
waiting. Instantly, and quite without my volition, my
brain projected a picture to them of Mary and me, out-
side, safe, free, entering our plane—a wild plea which
rose from my subconscious self. There was no answer.
The light behind the panel flickered out, and we were
again in the dark. That sensation, now familiar in my
brain, pressed us again to the right. We obeyed as
quickly as our eyes could grow accustomed to the near-
darkness. An open door awaited us, and we went for
some distance down another low corridor beyond, half-
domed as everything seemed to be here in the bowels
of the mountain. We heard another door rustle aside,
and a light greeted us. Upon entering, I cried out in
astonishment. The room was small, round, hive-shaped,
as, indeed were all others we saw, and the walls glis-
tened granitic. Only a chair, a table and a cot stood
there; it was perfectly dry, and a stream of water is-
sued from a hole in the wall six inches above the floor,
ran through a channel cut in the stone, and disappeared
gurgling down an opening in the floor some six inches
in diameter. Upon the table gleamed a globular light,
tiny, like the bulb of a child’s Christmas candle, frosted,
and glowing ruddily, yet coldly.

Another door stood open on the opposite side. We
hurried to this and saw it led to a similar room. Still
another door led from this, but it was closed.

We stared at each other in astonishment. Mary was
the first to recover. “Rob, they’ve counted on capturing
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was simply fused granite, through which the grain of
the rock was plainly visible. All the time he kept dart-
ing glances about, and once, when I started to say
something about the possibility of escape, he laid his
finger to his lips.

“They can watch right through the walls,” he said,
“and they’d be especially likely to listen in on us meetin’.
I've got so I think I can tell when they’re doin’ it.
They can’t—or I don’t think they can—read your mind
unless they’ve got your direct attention.” ’

He was much interested in the theory that they came
from Mars, and said: “I thought they had come from
Hades. I sure have repented my early misdoin’s the last
few weeks.” '

Mary began preparing a meal. ‘“Come into my shack,”
the ranger cried. “You’re sure welcome.” He led the
way back through the door by which he had entered.
The room was similar to ours, except that on one side, in
a hollowed out recess, there glowed what seemed like a
log, flat on top. It was hot, and the heat was grateful.
I became conscious we had not been actually warm since
entering the mountain. “They fixed that up for me,
I'll have to give ’em that,”” he said. On his table lay
a Bible and a battered thin-paper complete edition of
Kipling’s poems.

By the “fireplace” were ranged neatly a few cooking
utensils. Mary darted at these with a glad cry. She
worked while we all talked, and a half-hour later we sat
down to a warm, though meager meal. My first sip of
hot coffee was heavenly.

We talked while we ate, and I told the ranger of my
belief that they were planning war, and of the hap-
penings in the outside world. His jaws stopped work-
ing.

“If they are, wé ain’t got the chance of a snowball in
Hades,” he said quietly. “I don’t know anything about
war, but I know they’ve got a lot of stuff here we can’t
match. I ain’t never seen the king-bee of ’em all, but
T’ll bet he’s got a brain like a barrel, and has forgotten
more than the thousand brainiest men on earth ever
knew. They look at us about as we’d look at an insect
or an animal—to be let alone if we’re harmless, but to
be wiped out if we get in the way. Say, I'd have sure
liked to see a normal insect, the last few weeks.

“Why, I’ve been a quarter-mile inside, and the farther
you go, the grander it gets. They've got the whole
mountain hollowed out, and no human being ever knew

~a thing about it until me, I guess, and then only be-
cause I saw what seemed like the ’rora borealis playin’
around over here. They’re so little, too—their soldiers
and scouts. If they wanted to, they could have hid 'most
everywhere in the world and heard just what they
needed to know. Y1l bet they’ve got a thousand scouts
hideout in the world now.” He thought a minute.

“They took my televisor and ’phone away after I
tried to use the 'phone. And I'll bet they knew more
about ’em in an hour than the men that made ’em.
Asked me a question or two, but it sounded to me like
they just wanted to find out how much I knew, which
wasn’t much.”

Nor could he understand why the morning’s inquisi-
tor had hinted that we might be allowed to go. His
eye wandered to Mary. She took the hint and went
into the other cell. Then he leaned over to me and said:

“Don’t make any mistake about these babies. They
ain’t got no vitals no more than a machine has. They’ve
always got something up their sleeve. You can bank
on ’em in a way, same’s you can bank on a machine.
But if you was in the way, they’d grind you up quick
as a train of cars would run over you—and they
wouldn’t think no more about it. We—we just ain’t
human, to them. Same’s we feel about them, I guess.
That—that your girl?”
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I nodded, for the question was wholly friendly. He
sighed, seemed about to say something, but thought
better of it. Finally he said, only: “Keep her close
to you.”

CHAPTER XIII

Ominous Wonders

with Mary. As we stood there talking, that dreaded

sensation in my brain—one I had come subcon-
sciously to dread, no matter of what else I was thinking,
came to me. I glanced up quickly and saw that Mary
and Johnson had received it too. We stood up simultane-
ously, for it had directed us back to the inquisition
room. When we arrived, having first stepped into our
flying-suits, the room was glowing with that ghostly
light, which seemed to come from everywhere and no-
where, but no panel was lighted up. There lay on the
ground three flattened shapes, and Johnson groaned at
sight of them. “The monkey-suits,” he said. “We put
’em on.”

This was not difficult to do. We simply stepped into
them as into one-piece pajamas. They fitted tightly
around our wrists; so tightly, indeed, that I felt a
partial stoppage of circulation, There were three bags
of some transparent material on the ground, with lines
attached to them. These, Johnson told us, were hel-
mets. As we pulled them down over our heads, they
snapped to the collars of the suits, as if the two were
magnetically attracted. There was a hiss from the line
which came into my suit, and I realized air was enter-
ing. It puffed out the helmet somewhat, and I could
feel air escaping slowly around my wrists. My heart
was beating madly with excitement and suspense, but
there was something more. I felt curiously light, and
in some way disarranged internally. I found I felt
stronger, and as I took a step I went farther than I
intended. A door stood open behind us, seeming to
lead to the bowels of the mountain. We went through
it, and our lines floated behind us in the air, seemingly
unreeling without effort from the hidden recess in the
walls whence they came. The floating sensation in-
creased, and I glided along as in a dream. The scien-
tists tell us the suits probably had in their composition
the slightest possible anti-gravity effect. As worn by
the Enemy, they say, this material probably reduced
the pressure and gravity inside them to an approxima-
tion of that of their home planet.

They were inflated or held out against the pressure
of our atmosphere by some perfectly balancing repel-
lent effect exerted by something worn or carried on
the bodies of the Enemy, or inherent in those bodies
themselves. The more our scientists study the tremen-
dous problems solved by these creatures, the greater
is their respect for them, and their certainty that we
must withstand a new attack from them-—perhaps in
100 to 500 years. What is time to a dying race?

As the only two people now living known to have
worn these suits, our reactions have been eagerly sought
for by our men of learning. I can only say we floated,
almost, down that corridor until another door opened
right in front of us, and a rush of air impelled us
forward. Our lines had at last become rather heavy,
so that we were all leaning forward, and almost
stumbled on our faces. But we recovered, and at once
stepped out into a vast, dimly lighted chamber, so high
that we could not see its roof, so large that we could
not see its further side in the dim light. Apparently
it was of the same beehive-shape as all the other
rooms of these creatures that we had seen. We felt
that the great chamber was very cold, and I took Mary’s

FOLLOWING the hint, we went back into the room
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open, too. Then he slashed vigorously down my back.
Another slash and another, and I shrugged off the
suit. He was already freeing Mary. As the helmet
slipped off, I heard a hum behind us, mingled with
squeaky sounds. I, too, drew in huge breaths of cold
sweet air, free from that taint we had breathed ever
since we had been in the mountain.

Mary stamped free. Johnson seized us by the arm.
“Run like hell,” he said. We ran again, or tried to,
a6 he guided us down a corridor to our right. We had
to battle against the rising wind, which was now
shrieking through the mountain in a near-hurricane.
Whirls of snow came with it. Soon we were toiling
along with our heads down, and our exposed skin rap-
idly growing numb. We could barely see. But still
above the wind sounded the rising clamor within the
mountain.

We entered a door and stopped short, while our
confused minds attempted to comprehend what we saw.
It was a huge place dazzling with the rays of sun-
lamps, in contrast to the darkness we had left. Ranged
before us were row upon row of what looked like
pigeon-holes in a desk, each with a fat, feebly wrig-
gling white grub within it. Small dark shapes were
hurrying at us from several directions, each carrying
threateningly one of the tiny guns or blasters which
Dr. Aurelius had described. There was a crashing
explosion close to my ear. They stopped for a second
and Johnson hauled us back out of the door.

“Tryin’ to buck the wind,” he explained, in gasps.
“Got into nursery. Took—wrong—turn!” He urged
us to the left. Suddenly I became aware he had
stopped. Glancing over my shoulder I saw him stoop
and pour out something on the ground. Then he struck
a match, holding it carefully within his cupped hands.
Instantly the whole corridor was filled with writhing
flames. “Gasoline,” he grunted as he caught up. “Guess
that’ll hold ’em a while.”

It seemed only a second later that we caught the
indubitable and inexpressibly desired gleam of day-
light—true daylight!-—ahead of us. It brought a fresh
surge of strength to my limbs. With Mary within my
left arm, we fought against the wind. It was decreas-
ing now, and with each step we won fresh hope and
joy gave us new strength,

I became aware that Johnson was chanting close
to my ear. :

“Nebuchadnezzar, he smole a smile.”—a pause for
breath.

“‘Guess that’ll hol’ ’em,” he sez, ‘a while.””

We were only half a dozen steps from the door when
we heard a premonitory rumble within the walls. Fran-
tically we struggled toward the entrance. Slowly one
side began to move, to creep out, to close the gap. I
gained it, thrust Mary through and was myself shoved
from behind, feeling it brush my sleeve as I did so. The
sun struck my eyes sharply and for a second I could
see nothing, but staggered down the slope blindly. When
I could see, there stood our ’plane as we had left it,
seemingly unharmed. Mary was ahead of me. I ran a
dozen steps after her and then glanced back.

CHAPTER XVII

Death of a "Brave Man

OHNSON was lying in a queer attitude at the door.
J I looked back again, and my heart stood still. Clos-
ing, it had nipped him about the legs as he hurled
himself forward, and he was lying with his feet trapped
in the stone. I cast an agonized glance ahead. Mary
was nearly at the plane. Never was a longer second.
My whole being shrieked to be away, away from that
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peril which was still as present at my back as a mad
man with a knife. I turned—no credit to me—and ran
back. Johnson’s face was curiously serene. He waved
me back, and called something peremptorily.

I still ran toward him, He was not looking at me
at all. The hand with the gun lay on the snow. One
wide glance he cast around the snow-rimmed valley, at
the tops of the pines below, and lastly at the glorious
sun. Then the hand with the gun came up, pointed at
his head, and even as I shouted in horror, I heard its
heavy report. I turned instantly and ran toward the
plane. There was no more I could do. Never had a
brave man died more bravely. And I recalled his last
wish that he might see the sun again, made in so light
a tone the night before, and I swore between clenched
teeth that the world should know how a brave man
died.

Mary was working quickly and expertly at the con-
trols as I leaped into the cabin and slammed the door
behind me. A second later I heard the glorious purr of
the motor. She glanced at me, a question in her gaze.

“Dead!” I said bluntly. Then I seized the controls
and put the plane into a vertical lift. A swoop and it
had turned from that cursed cliff, and we were climbing
the air at ever increasing speed.

For a minute my mind was occupied with steering;
then the realization of our still-deadly danger flashed
back. I seized Mary within my arm, and we sat there
waiting—waiting for we knew not what, save that our
spines crawled as if we sensed a knife at our backs.
Faster and faster fled the glorious plane. In a minute
I glanced down and saw beneath us the spot where the
gun had gone over, so many months before, it seemed.
I breathed more freely as still another minute passed
and I calculated we might be beyond the reach of their
death-ray. Minute after minute passed and still we fled,
unhindered. Then, without warning, the motor stopped.
I worked frantically to revive it, but to no avail. I
quickly put it into a long glide, still headed toward
safety, and when we finally touched the snow in a
little open break in the trees, we were still another
ten miles further away. I hastily calculated. We had
gone at least fifty miles. My mind seemed numb. Me-
chanically I stepped out in the snow. We looked over
the motor thoroughly. Nothing seemed wrong, but it
wouldn’t start. No spark, no response of any kind.
With a shock I remembered the enemy’s power to sus-
pend electrical energy.

It could not have been fifteen more minutes before
I felt a sort of premonitory grumble and heave, under
our feet as it seemed. With not a doubt in the world
that it was the end, I took Mary in my arms and we
stood close, waiting, waiting, while she turned her
weary face up to me and smiled into my eyes again
as she had while we were being pulled toward the moun-
tain. The seconds passed slowly. Then, without warn-
ing, a blast of wind struck us. I glanced back toward
Seldon, and saw, in amazement, a huge dark cloud
mounting swiftly higher and higher over the tops of
the hills directly in the way. Then the full shock hit
us. We were both thrown to the ground, and cowered
there amazedly while the earth itself rocked under our
feet and the heavens responded with tremendous
thunder.

CHAPTER XVIII

Yamakite

HE glimpse which Mary and I had had of the

E President’s conference with Aurelius and Dr.
Yamaki was the second these three men had con-
ducted. The wildest rumors were afloat. The news-
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papers shrieked with headlines, Nothing had happened
that the world was aware of since the Chicago massacre,
but that tremendous catastrophe and the President’s
death had stirred the whole world as nothing had since
Armistice Day, 1957, when the world’s last great con-
flict came to a bloody and exhausted close. New edi-
tions came out every hour. Just enough was contained
in them to stir the people’s apprehensions to the deepest,
and the silent, white-faced crowds grew thicker every
hour along the streets surrounding the White House.
Our easy generation was faced with something horrible
and unknown. It is to our credit that no act of violence
occurred. The calm youngster in the White House issued
a calming proclamation, with which the country and
the world had to be content, while he wrestled with the
terrible problem of saving the world in three days,
and the lines in his face and his gray hair today testify
to his burden, although he is not yet forty-five.

Dr. Aurelius had sent for Yamaki the day of the
cabinet meeting, and Yamaki, taking the fastest plane
on the Pacific Coast, had arrived next morning, to be
taken secretly to the White House to meet the President
and Dr. Aurelius.

Their minds were so overwhelmed with the weight
of the problem that I fear they may not have prepared
him sufliciently to meet the situation.

“What! You bring me all the way from San Fran-
cisco and cause me to drop a very important problem,
only to fight bugs!” he said, his voice rising to a hiss
on the last word.

So their first task was to convince him of the serious-
ness of the situation. ‘“You know me, Dr. Yamaki, and
you will believe me,” said Dr. Aurelius quietly. “This
is not a question of fighting bugs. It is a question of
saving the world, and I have summoned you because
you have the best brain in the world, of the kind we
need.” Finally convinced, Yamaki sat for some time
thinking. !

“I think, if these creatures, they know English, we
should speak in Japanese?” he said with a smile.

They assented with an alacrity which seemed to go
far to convince him of the possibility of espionage.

Then, proceeding in that language, he said:

“Very simple. Load one of your biggest planes with
Yamakite and drop him on this mountain.”

‘“Yamakite! What is it?”

“You do not know it. No one in the world knows it.
We shall never explode the atom—my researches have
told me that. But Yamakite is the next thing to it.
One ton of it, exploded against the side of Mt. Seldon,
will smash those insects into fine powder, s0!” and he
snapped his fingers. “And it will give you a fine new
volcano to be an added attraction for your Wymont
National Park. Black powder, dynamite, TNT, Krata-
kit, synoblast—Yamakite! That is the order of in-
creasing power, and it is geometrical. I made myself
a pinch for experiment, and blew down a hill with it.
‘Never again,” I said to me. ‘Too much danger to the
world that Yamaki will become very small, fine pow-
der.””

“Yes, but how long will it take you?” asked the
President anxiously.

He thought a minute.

“Give me twelve hours, and two or three of your fine
fellows at Standards. Say, Smith and Kahn and Graves.
The materials are simple. At the end of twelve hours
we will have a ton of it for you. That would blow down
half the Rockies were it properly placed, and I will
swear it will smash Mt. Seldon plenty, even if it is only
thrown against his side.”

The President and Dr. Aurelius snatched him up.
They arranged that a heavy plane should fly with the
selected crew and the stipulated materials to Mt.
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Weather, Virginia, some fifty miles from Washington.
Dr. Yamaki quickly wrote out his list of materials, and
handed them to Dr. Aurelius, who glanced them through
quickly and noted with relief that they could all be ob-
tained from the supplies of his awn Bureau or those of
the Bureau of Standards.

Then they waited. It was an agonizing wait, made
more agonizing by the fact that Mary and myself had
not returned, or radi-phoned any word. Dr. Aurelius
quickly found out that Mary had gone with me, and that
my Bureau chief had sent me to Mt. Seldon. “For years,
Robert,” he told me, “I haven’t cussed a man out as I
did him. Not since I coached football for Pittsburgh U.
And I vowed to give you a hiding, too, but I guess we’ll
forget it.”

Yamaki called him and the President, he related, and
told them to meet him in the President’s office at 10
A. M. the day before the ultimatum expired. And it
was that conference which Mary and I had so amazingly
looked in on. Yamaki had reported that the Yamakite
was prepared, and he suggested that a heavy plane fly
west with it, the pilot to align on Mt. Seldon a hundred
miles away, and drop overboard with his ’chute. To go
any nearer would be dangerous, he said. They agreed
that the assignment should be given to “Buck” Bryant,
the world patrol’s most famous American flyer, who was
at Baltimore visiting his family. The President was
insistent that Bryant should time himself so that the
'plane would drop on Mt. Seldon a few minutes after the
ultimatum expired, and not before. And he held to
this point. The plane was to start from Mt. Weather,
fly as high as the pilot could force it and smash into the
mountain at as high a speed as Bryant could summon.
Yamaki installed an electric connection between a
plunger at the nose of the plane, and a charge of TNT
buried in the deadly cargo, to explode it. This for
precaution only, as he was confident that the plane’s
impact against the mountain would do the trick.

T the last moment Yamaki had installed an audi-
vision caster at the back of the cabin, so they
might follow it and see if anything went wrong.

So matters 3tood when they left the conference. But
Dr. Aurelius was called to the radi-phone before he left
the White House.

“I'll never forget it,”” he said. “There was a blur
of a voice on the phone, and at last it came clear.

“‘I'm Henry Sparks, of Hudson, Michigan, Doctor,’
it said. ‘Listening on the emergency wave fifteen min-
utes ago, I caught the following message, which I took
down in writing immediately afterward: “Robert
Burns, speaking from ingide Mt. Seldon.” Can that be
right?’

“Yes, yes, go ahead!”

¢ ‘All persons hearing this message will communicate
at once with Dr. Henry Aurelius, Washington, and tell
him he is being watched from the big chandelier—"
then it broke off.’

“The big chandelier was easy enough—the chandelier
in the President’s room. I got that even while I was
still standing there, rather shell-shocked. Mary is all
I had in the world, you know, and I knew she was with
you, and even if she weren’t, I knew it would just about
mean her death if anything happened to you.

“After thinking for some minutes”’—thus briefly he
dismissed a mental struggle, the frightfulness of which
I could appreciate fully, and I honored him for it—“I
returned to the President and told him only I had heard
that we had been watched from the chandelier. His
face whitened. He snapped out an order and half a
dozen secret-service men sped for the house staff, and
had the chandelier down within five minutes, by the way.

“Then he turned to me.



THE MENACE OF THE LITTLE

“ ‘Where did you get this, Aurelius?’ he snapped.

“I tried to fence, but I must respect the quickness
and clarity of his mind. He had heard, too, from me,
that you and Mary were missing, so he quickly got the
truth. We had moved out into the White House
grounds.

“‘Do you suppose the enemy knows Japanese? he
asked.

“I hardly thought so, thinking it probable they had
confined themselves to the language of the country in
which they had landed, and pointing out that English
had become so nearly the universal language that they
might not have become aware there were other means
of communication.

“Then his face changed. ‘Good Heavens, man!” he
said. ‘That means your daughter and young Born will
be blown up!”

“‘I’'m afraid so,” I returned, ‘but nothing must be al-
lowed to interfere with our plans. They stand a very
small chance of succeeding, I am afraid, at best, and my
girl and boy are but two against two billions. We must
go on with it, sir.””

Dr. Aurelius stopped there, but I heard the rest of
the story a few weeks later, when he, growling and
shame-faced, was made the recipient of the President’s
personal medal for extreme sacrifice—our highest honor
—and the President himself told a joy-filled world of
the sacrifice Dr. Aurelius had prepared to make, over
a world-wide audi-visor broadcast. But Dr. Aurelius’
haggard gaze told me of the anguish those few hours
had cost him. He will be away from Mary as little as he
can, and I have often seen him sitting with the chubby
hand of Henry Aurelius Born in his own, gazing at the
baby with tenderness with which is mingled inexpres-
sible sadness.

After a search of nearly four hours, the audi-visor in
the chandelier was found. Its brilliant end, no bigger
than a pencil point, was cleverly worked into the brass
of the chandelier, and the whole instrument, hardly an
inch long, was within the hollow brass. Yet it was more
perfect than any earthly audi-visor I have ever seen.

I gathered that Dr. Aurelius had spoken with such
firmness that the President, after thinking silently a
moment or two, had not tried to dissuade him. It would
have been useless—and what, indeed, were two against
two billion? We would have been prepared, Mary and I.

But the hours dragged with terrible slowness until
a tiny buzzer sounded within the White House basement,
in a small room selected for its safety, and Dr. Aure-
lius and the President and Yamaki and McNab gathered
there. Before them appeared the interior of the cabin
of the heavy plane, and the motor’s roar and the mo-
tion of the cabin told them that it was already in motion.
Bryant cast one glance at the audi-visor and waved his
hand, looking, it seemed, directly into their faces, and
then bent to his work. His heavy, calm face was con-
centrated on the dials. A skilled radio man from the
staff of the White House tuned the instrument as the
plane moved out of focus, so that there was never more
than a barely perceptible fading.

The slow hours dragged on again. Bryant had started
at midnight, since it would take the heavy old plane
nearly twelve hours to make the distance at the height
he intended to fly. They sipped coffee, talked, but one
or the other was always looking at the lighted instru-
ment board, obscured momentarily by the pilot’s body,
or listening with an anxious ear to the smooth roar
of the motor. No. X211-A had been selected for her
well-tried air-worthiness. She had been the first plane
to make the ’round-the-world flight without stops, and
her stout metal had been tried by other flights. The
pilot was worthy of her, and of all we can do for his
memory.
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Dawn came and then full day. But the cabin was
still dark. The sun had not yet caught up with her
smooth flight, now over the Dakota flat-lands. Finally
the cabin lightened. Dr. Aurelius glanced at his watch.
It was 9 A. M., Washington time. He had tried to put
the thought of myself and Mary out of his head, he told
me once in a moment of confidence, but his was a double
agony. I am sure no condemned man ever faced the
lethal gas or the electric chair, in the old days of legal
execution, with more dread than he faced the success
of this desperate stroke which meant freedom and hap-
piness for the world’s billions, or their slavery and
ultimate extinction.

At 11 o’clock Washington time it became apparent
the pilot was idling his motor. He glanced at the audi-
visor and spoke three words. “Just too early.” At
11:30 the listeners noted a change in the motor’s roar.
It slowed and became irregular, while Bryant worked
frantically with his controls. Then he seemed to glance
ahead. The motor stopped. There was dead silence in
the little room, in which the five men present could hear
the beating of their own hearts. As the hours wore on,
the illusion had grown upon them that they were present
in the cabin of the plane. McNab’s hands twitched and
he started forward as if tq give his advice—that of a
skilled pilot—to the man at the controls. Then he
stopped, with an apologetic glance at the President, but
the latter hadn’t noticed him, being too concentrated
on the drama within the cabin.

BRYANT tried every lever and stud quickly. But the
seconds went by and the heartening roar did not
begin again.

Then he glanced into the audi-visor again, his face as
calm as ever.

“Mr. President, I'm trustin’ you to say goodby to
my family for me,” he said. There was no tremble
in his tones.

“I can glide her down and hit the mountain, but I
can’t trust her to herself. And I'm goin’ to.”

The President started forward.

“No, no, Bryant!” he cried, forgetful that 3,000 miles
of space lay between him and the man addressed. “We'll
take the chance, man! We’ll take the chance!” His
face worked, and he reached for the man in the cabin.
Then he caught himself, and stood back.

And they stood silent, with their hands clenched
so tightly that the nails pierced the palms, watching
him drive on to his death. Every second seemed an
hour. Then the screen snapped into blankness. It
was the promised paralysis of electrical impulses. A
fore-touch of it had killed the motor, apparently, and
in attempting to drive down my plane the dazed in-
habitants of the mountain had thrown down a blanket
which covered the whole country, except a tip of
Florida. )

Everywhere wheels stopped, motors ceased, lights
went out. Water pressure died away in the very pipes
from which people were drinking. Vast crowds rushed
from their houses and stood awe-stricken in the streets.
Outside my house in Washington, so my landlady told
me, a tall old man with a white beard and blazing eyes
appeared suddenly, as if from nowhere, and began to
preach that the world was ending.

His fierce tones penetrated into the house, and she
came out to find everyone rushing into the street. “And,
Mr. Roberts, I came near believin’ him when I found
the electricity had quit!” she said. In Los Angeles
panic began within five minutes, and the streets were
crowded with people on foot fleeing toward the moun-
tains, to be met by other hordes rushing to the city.
The pulse of the nation ceased. Autos stopped, their
amazed owners pulling them to the curb. A million
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planes, a second before busy about the world’s com-
merce and transport, plunged toward Earth, while their
surprised pilots fought with the controls. The elevators
went dead, and people in our great skyscrapers, re-

membering Chicago, fought down narrow stairways .

in wild terror. Surgeons in hospitals found themselves
in darkness in the midst of tremendous operations.
The mighty Force upon which the life of the whole
world had come to depend lay stupefied and quiet. The
death-toll from that brief paralysis has never been fully
reckoned, but the best estimate is that it was fully
100,000.

A distinguished electrician once said that a few min-
utes’ failure of power in a large modern city would be
as bad as an earthquake. Well, the power failed, and
the earthquake was yet to come. For it took some hours
for the vast impulses started by the Mt. Seldon explosion
and the resulting volcanic activities to reach the cities.
And it was the mightiest quake of modern times. The
whole Earth, or our side of it, groaned and shivered in
agony as that immense wound was riven in her side.
But it was a life-giving operation.

CHAPTER XIX

Aftermath

ARY and I watched the mounting black tumult
M in the sky for a minute. But we had absorbed

too many sensations for a new one to register
fully. Almost mechanically I turned to our helpless
rlane and touched the controls. Why, I was never able
to determine, for I was, I believe, only half-conscious.
And the motor gave a glorious purr!

That simple but unbelievably joyous sound galvanized
us into new life. Mary stumbled into the cabin. I
followed. With her anxious gaze upon me, I pulled a
lever, and the plane responded. I put her into a vertical
climb, and we fled as from the wrath of God, with that
black menace mounting higher and higher behind us.
But the volcano-wind was quicker than we. We had
been in the air scarcely a minute when the plane was
seized, as in the clutch of a giant hand, tossed and
buffeted and smashed from one side and the other.
It required all my strength and quickness to keep her
going. But in a second I got it fairly on our tail, and
we fled down the wind as if possessed. I spared a
glance at the speed-dial and it registered five hundred,
then six hundred, then it crept up and beyond the
seven hundred mark. We stopped nowhere, and in four
weary hours we saw the red of the Washington cloud-
breaker standing up like a signal of safety, a beacon
of victory. The evening there was still clear.

In every city, as we passed we saw dancing in the
streets, and once, as we flew over Indianapolis, we
could faintly hear the stentor tones of a city-wide
announcer broadcasting something. Now, as we slowed
down to descend on the roof of the News building,
still unaware of exactly what it all meant, I turned
to Mary with a foolish grin:

“God reigns and the Government at Washington still
lives!” I said out of some forgotten history-lesson.
She flung her arms around me between laughing and
crying, I brought the plane to the roof.

The excitement, which had given us strength, had
died, and we found ourselves barely able to walk to
the roof-elevator. Old Mike, the elevator man, recog-
nized me with a start of amazement.

“Glory be, Mr. Born, they said you were dead!” he
cried.

“Darn near it, Mike,” I answered as he wrung my
hand. He shot us down to the news-room. We stum-
bled out wearily. I saw the Chief stare at me and
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pass his hand across his eyes. Then he too exclaimed.
The next second we were the center of a shouting,
swirling crowd.

Then the Chief dragged me toward a typewriter.
“Write it, boy, write it!” he commanded. ‘“Biggest
story in the world’s history!”

I looked at Mary and she quietly signed to me with
her hand, then went to a ’phone and pressed the studs.
She told me later she caught her father still at the
White House, and as his dazed and unbelieving tones
came over the wire, she found herself quietly reassur-
ing him, almost afraid for his reason.

I couldn’t write. But I found I could still talk, and
I poured out to the Chief, a willing amanuensis, the
story which appeared in every newspaper of the planet
the next morning. His flying fingers took it down and
a crew of volunteer copy-boys rushed it to “Dolly.”

CHAPTER XX

The World Making Ready

rush into the room, gaze around and enfold Mary

in a fierce hug. Then, still embraced, they came
over to me, and his long arm picked me out of the chair
and included me in that tremendous hug.

Of course, the enemy General Headquarters was de-
stroyed. And the tremendous smash of the explosion
apparently deadened the brains of those of the Enemy
left alive, in far-flung scout stations, minor power-posts,
and the like, connected in some impervious way with Mt.
Seldon. T suupose we shall never know how many there
were. They fluttered out of the air in their tiny planes
for days, seeming utterly helpless, and submitted quietly
to capture, apparently not knowing, or caring, what it
was all about. Nests of them were found in every city,
and blasters were discovered ready for use in New York,
Montreal, San Francisco, Los Angeles—indeed, in al-
most every one of our large cities.

Of course, all mountain-ranges of the world were
searched at once, with the most delicate instruments
we have. But no more of the Enemy were found. In
their intellectual arrogance, they appear to have fatally
under-rated us, and to have staked everything on that
one throw of the dice. We do not know why. Per-
haps some urgence beyond our possibility of knowing,
from that cold and deadening planet 30,000,000 miles
distant in space, forced them on. Perhaps, indeed, Ron
was only a will-less automaton, carrying commands
from home, from some mighty super-brain, impatient
with the slowness with which he was preparing against
these so-inferior animals. We shall never know.

Only one human being was found alive who was
within 20 miles of Mt. Seldon when the Yamakite ex-
ploded against it—Robert Rand, a ranger. He was a
dazed half-idiot for days. His clothing was torn com-
pletely off when an exploring party found him three
days after the explosion. Graphic, indeed, is his rela-
tion of how the bulk of the mountain seemed to stand
up before his astonished eyes, and how the first blast
threw him to the ground, and then destruction itself
rained around him, while the earth shivered and
cracked, and a huge gorge swallowed the cabin from
which he had emerged. For hours it rained stones,
he said.

And all the world knows how short and cold our
summers have been, and how long and cold our win-
ters, since that blanket of volcanic ash was flung into
the air. For almost the next year we scarcely saw the
sun. It was like the bad old semi-civilized days, when
we still burned our coal in our cities. The explosion
of Krakatoa, 150 years ago, was minor compared to

I DID glance up, ten minutes later, to see a tall man









Due to the vast speed of the hurtling ord
that rain was far more fierce than that
of the other sun-childrem. As Earth
plunged through that awful blackness,
the first pelting world-fragments tore
savagely deep into the metal hemispheres.
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of the solar system heeded the darkening firmament.
It was discussed only as an interesting, if puzzling,
occurrence in astronomical circles. But danger? How
could such a distant phenomenon affect in the slightest
the peoples of Mars, Earth, or Venus?

As the Darkness gradually drew ever nearer, Uni-
versarian scientists began to speculate anxiously as to
what the cosmic disturbance really was. And they
found out. The Darkness was a sea of dust! An
ocean of minute particles of destroyed worlds—
powdered remains of dead suns that had crashed in
mighty collision. An ocean without end! Millions upon
millions of miles of dust—fragments of meteors, crum-
bled planets, disintegrated satellites—in one measure-
l2ss mass.

And it was moving! It was flowing through infinity,
restless, ever-advancing. Dust! A cosmic destroyer!
Its huge bulk inundating worlds, stars, universes, as an
ocean of water pours over grains of sand. Dust!

From the time it was discovered that the sun and
his ten children lay directly in the path of the Dust,
dread clutched at the heart of every living Universarian.
Countless wild plans and suggestions poured into the
Universal Astronomical News System Headquarters on
the three inhabited worlds. Millions of Martians,
Terrestrians, and Venerians worked ceaselessly to find
some feasible way of thwarting the doom which was
slowly descending upon the solar system to wipe it out.

UT of the whirl of plans and ideas, only one or

two were even worth considering, and only one
was finally made use of. Mars was entirely enclosed
within a solid, strong neuvalactic roof. With all the
cities of this world already shielded by hoods of the
transparent metal as a protection against the sand-
.storms raging constantly over the face of the red planet,
this task was not so stupendous as otherwise it might
have been. Earth, too, was enveloping her cities within
massive neuvalactic hemispheres as a primary precau-
tion against the cosmic menace. The people of Venus,
however, scorning such methods of protection as futile,
were frantically striving to produce an anti-gravity
screen, or some similar type of shield with which the
ocean of dust might be repelled.

Meanwhile the flood of star-dust had drawn steadily
closer, until now it was lapping at Capjadista, tenth
and outermost planet of the solar system. Soon this
sea of cosmic death would be rolling over all the
planets, burying them for eternity in a deluge of dust!
No wonder the teeming millions on the three inhabited
worlds, crushed under a burden of fear, forgot all else
and turned to their scientists with the faith in their
hearts struggling to subdue the panic which had risen
there. It seemed incredible. Death to the Universe!

How could this monstrous avalanche of interstellar
death be diverted? Every citizen of twenty-nine con-
tinents was grappling with the unconquerable horror
in a last effort to solve this problem.

Two months later the Dust had completely engulfed
both Capjadista and Pluto, and was now licking hun-
grily at giant Neptune. All the mines, the U.A.N.S.
stations, every single edifice on the two outermost
planets were now rolling through waves of black star
dust, in the maw of the unbelievable death.

Half a year later the relentless ocean had claimed
great Jupiter. Uranus and Saturn were receding be-
fore the Dust, wheeling toward the other side of the
sun. They were safe temporarily. Now, clutching
fingers of the Dust played greedily among the whirling,
jagged rocks that were the asteroids. The monstrous
avalanche was creeping past the last boundary which
separated it from the civilized spheres!

Red-eyed Mars seemed to cringe and cower as his
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path brought him near the devouring Blackness. Fully
half the population of this ancient orb had careened
through the void at top speed toward the temporary
security of the more sunward planets. Venus, once
almost entirely uninhabited, was struggling to accom-
modate a flood of refugees. Innumerable fear-stricken
Martians tried to prolong their lives by settling on that
moist, misty globe, so different from their own thin-
aired, sun-baked Mars.

Even earth, now a great distance away and headed

"around in‘a curve behind the sun, was receiving hun-

dreds of fliers daily. Great numbers of oddly assorted
citizens of the triple-world nation were packing them-
selves into her neuvalactic-domed cities.

Those who relied faithfully upon metal-encircled
Mar’s ability to withstand the onslaught of the cosmic
menace, were constantly in radio-communication with
their less confident brethren sunward. The apprehen-
sive millions on Earth and Venus listened in horror
to the reports that the Dust was closing in on the
sandy planet. Then one night the first rain of Dust
beat derisively at roofed Mars.

For weeks the Dust buffeted about the doomed
Martian world. Mightily his metal ceiling strained to
ward off the horror from the stars, but to no avail.
For two months the Dust seethed about the besieged
world, and in that time the planet was coated with
a heavy layer of world-fragments. Many miles in
thickness and many tons in weight was this layer. The
metal envelope, under the awful pressure of the Dust,
had begun to sag, had bowed until at last it cracked!
Vast rifts, mile-long fissures appeared. Then suddenly,
with a space-rending crash, a huge jagged section of
the covering gave way. A torrent of black star-dust
surged in upon the helpless beings below. In an hour’s
time the entire face of the planet was deluged with
tons of Dust! The life of every living thing on the
globe had been snuffed out! Not a single person
escaped!

And Venus was next to be inundated!

All those panic-stricken creatures on the face of that
threatened world went mad. Appalled by the ghastly
fate of Mars, shuddering, fear-demented thousands took
to flight in their space-ships. But these fleeing mul-
titudes were as sure of death as those who remained
behind. For in leaving the solar system behind, the
supplies of even the largest cruisers would be used up
completely, and then these tiny man-created asteroids
would *drift eternally through space, unguided.

Meanwhile ‘the merciless obliteration of Mars had
brought home a terrible realization to earth. Her own
metropolises, with their hemispherical shields, were as
vulnerable as the metal roof of Mars had been. It
was not to these transparent domes that earth could
look for safety. Some other plan must be devised
and that at once, if crowded earth was to avert the
impending disaster.

The useless metallic bubble-roofs glinted mockingly
down at the frantic humans below, who were racking
their puny brains to evolve a means to escape an-
nihilation.

But to be one of earth’s packed millions was to be
alive; even if only for a little while longer. As a
consequence, immigrants flowed into earth’s cities until
the World President was forced to warn that any fur-
ther approaching interstellar vessels would be destroyed
the moment they came within sight of the Terrestrian
Interstellar Navy.

In spite of this ultimatum the fugitives continued
to stream toward the green planet, day and night with-
out cessation. But true to the World President’s word,
earth’s fleet destroyed them unmercifully.

It was hideous, that murdering of fellow beings,
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but it was necessary. Not a single person more must
be admitted to the thickly populated earth-cities. The
slaughter prevented that.

FEW weeks elapsed, then a warning Dust-rain

upon cloud-blanketed Venus caused an immediate
world-migration. Earth was the goal of this migration.
Of course it meant war. That fact was realized as
soon as the determined, onrushing mass of immigrants
sighted the advance scouts of the Terrestrian Inter-
stellar Navy. Yet on they came. Certain death lay
behind; possible salvation lay ahead. On—on to bat-
tle! WAR! After more than nine hundred years of
. interplanetary peace, now intermingled races were to
meet in vnholy conflict. The last war of Universal
History—a war of extinction!

Breed mattered not. It was Defender against Im-
migrant. Squat spongy Martians, stalwart, bronzed
Earthmen, lithe, furry Venerians—all battled desper-
ately against men of their own kind as well as those
of alien race. Friend against friend, brother against
brother, kind against kind!

Wave after wave of darting, rocketing Immigrants
crashed against the solid wall of the Defenders, who
were stationed a few hundred miles from earth. Un-
told swarms of ships on both sides flared to demolition.
But from earth below and the void beyond rushed other
frenzied thousands, eager for the fray. With terrific
explosives, withering heat beams, blasting flash rays—
with every destructive force known to Universarians,
the two navies of space clashed in lethal strife. The
blackness of space was shot through with dazzling
beams of light and heat, issuing from and searing
through the darting, dodging space-cruisers. Blinding
flashes of destruction engulfed ship after ship. But
not a sound penetrated the walls of the fliers. In the
great vacuum, even when cruisers crashed head on,
no sound was apparent to the occupants of the battle-
ships nearby.

A life for a life, a ship for a ship! Time and again
the massed Terrestrian fleet was attacked by the des-
perate Immigrants, but the defensive wall remained
unpierced. Without respite, the refugees pitted their
strength against the red-striped, blue vessels of their
opponents—destroyed and were destroyed—until it be-
came apparent that only the fleet with the greatest
quantity of cruisers would emerge the victor. That
fleet belonged to earth.

The fight raged on for hours more. When the stand-
ard cruisers of the Terrestrian Interstellar Navy gave
out, great Terrestrian flags were attached to com-
mercial ships and they were sent up. Often the regular
war-boats beamed the volunteers unknowingly, for it
was difficult to see the insignia that distinguished them
from the Immigrants.

Now the battle raged needlessly. So many ships on
both sides had been sent down in dincandescent frag-
ments that there was more than enough room for all
survivors on earth below. Still they fought on. The
battle-lust drove the earth fleet on until no longer did
a single ship of the Immigrants remain intact. Then

and not until then did the grim-faced militants yet:

alive return wearily homeward. There were no wounded
in that war. There were only the living—and the dead.

The most terrible war in the history of the Universe
was over. . . .

The World President quietly seated himself in the
huge chair that faced the semicircle of blank viewplates
on the wall before him. He nodded at a secretary who
stood awaiting the signal at the master-switch of a
big control-board. In a moment the many rows of glass
paneling facing the World President glowed softly and
on each of the squares appeared the image of a mem-
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ber of the Council. When all the squares were occupied,
the World President spoke.

“Gentlemen,” he addressed the assemblage, “you
know why the Council is meeting today. Need I re-
mind you that in less than seven months earth in her
orbit will wheel straight into the Dust to her com-
plete obliteration? We have been fortunate indeed.
We are still almost diametrically opposite the cosmic
deluge and shall not encounter it until we are on the
other side of the sun.

“But, gentlemen, if we are to save earth from the
Dust, we must do something at once. There is not
a day to spare. I am afraid that unless one of you
here today has a plan that is feasible, our planet is
doomed.” .

The elderly world leader gazed despairingly at the
Council while an uncomfortable silence was maintained.
His shoulders sagged visibly. “Has no one a sug-
gestion?”

Suddenly one of the members left his space on the
screen, while muffled sounds broke the deathly still-
ness. The weary executive turned a querulous gaze
toward the vacant square.

There was a jumble of flickering shadows, then the
image of a bright-eyed, tousled-haired Martian ap-
peared momentarily on the viewplate. “Mr. President!”
he called beseechingly and vanished.

“I beg your pardon, Mr. President,” apologized the
original occupant of the glass rectangle, as he appeared
once more. ‘‘The interruption was unavoidable. That
fellow forced an entrance to my study and demanded
to speak to you about a plan for saving earth. I
real—”

“Terrestrian Truesdale Ling Fong, you may allow
the man to have a few minutes of our time,” the World
President broke in. “We must not overlook a single
chance for salvation,” he added.

The Earthman spoken to stepped back out of Socus,
allowing the dishevelled Martian to take his place.
The young man smiled gratefully at the World Presi-
dent and began.

“Mr. President,” he said in the husky, vibrant tones
always associated with one of his race, “perhaps I
should first tell you who I am. My name is Tquerl
Vraltu, Deket.”

At this a low murmur ran swiftly around the Council
Hall. Tquerl Vraltu—son of Jogv Tquerltu, greatest of
Martian scientists! Deket—Martian title of distine-
tion, conferred upon only ten living scientists! From
that instant the youthful speaker had the absolutely
undivided attention of every man present.

Tquerl Vraltu, Deket, rapidly led up to his subject
by first pointing out the futility of trying to combat
the Dust. Then, like a bombshell came his startling
idea.

“And so, Mr. President,” he was almost shouting
now, “I am convinced that there is but one way to
save earth—force her from her orbit!”

When he finished, the young scientist stared breath-
lessly at the silent faces on that part of the paneling
visible to him. He was trembling with emotion. For
a long minute the Council remained in silent thought,
stunned at the boldness of the Martian’s words.

“Will you be so good as to continue, sir?” asked the
World President. “How can earth be forced from her
orbit ?”

For an hour Tquerl Vraltu, Deket, talked, unfolding
his plan. With concise clearness he answered all ques-
tions propounded by the Council. At length the Coun-
cil was dismissed.

Tquerl Vraltu’s plan had been accepted.
daring——

But it was a chance!

It was
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came to manhandling a mutinous crew, well, he just
wasn’t big enough physically; so he took the wheel
knowingly and without comment, giving Bentley a
warm, appreciative look as the quartermaster stepped
toward the companionway.

Bentley paused there for a moment to listen for other
words from the man below. They came presently and in
more certain terms.

“Some of you fellows go over the ship and pass the
word that we’re gonna make the skipper heave-to,” the
fellow snarled. “We’ll all be seein’ hell if we don’t do
something quick!”

With a bound Bentley went down the companionway.
The men below backed away belligerently. One big,
grease-smeared engineman stood his ground hostilely.

“You been doing all that gassin’, monkey ?”’ Bentley
snapped, bracing his legs and resting his massive hands
on his hips. .

“I was just tellin’ these fellows that the skipper
ought to heave-to for general safety, chief,” the en-
gineman snapped with scant respect. “Ain’t 2 man got
a right to talk on this packet?”

Bentley stepped forward and scowled into the man’s
face.

“You can talk all you want to on this tub,” he said
with a cold snap in his voice, “but keep your tongue off
the bridge! Now get below and stay there!”

“Who’s gonna make me?” the engineman hissed.

Without another word Bentley pulled back his right
fist and let it fly. It caught the mutinous engineman
square on the jaw, felling him like a sack of grain.
The others vanished quickly into an alleyway leaving
the fallen man where he lay.

“I’m coming back here in five minutes,” Bentley
snapped, bending over the man who was close to it,
but not quite out. “If you’re here then, I’ll finish up
what I started. Now keep your mouth shut and get
below!”

He did not wait for the man to get up. Instead he
turned his back on him and returned to the bridge.
Blodgett was clinging anxiously to the controls. He
jumped perceptibly when Bentley came up silently be-
hind him. He turned around with a questioning look.
Bentley nodded.

“I don’t think we’ll have any trouble from the crew,”
he said quickly, an angry light in his narrowed eyes.
“One of the black gang was trying to stir up trouble,
but I don’t believe he’ll try again, sir, unless I'm very
badly mistaken.”

Bentley peered out into the gray depths and was
given the helm again. Strange deep-water denizens
flashed silver and. black in the flood of light from the
A-T 72. A school of weird, grotesque ceratoid fish
equipped with phosphorescent fins, feelers and fearful
teeth, shot out of the submarine’s course. A monster
squid, writhing through the water in search of prey,
concentrated saucer-like eyes on the steel giant and
went astern in a flash.

The chief glanced at the instruments on a panel in
front of him. The pressure gauge told him that the
A-T 72 was down to a depth of 1000 feet! The air-
pressure inside the submarine was beginning to have
an effect upon him. It made him drowsy and lazy but
he fought it off. The oxygen pumps were laboring
hard to maintain some counter-pressure within the craft
to resist the squeezing weight of the water outside
upon her steel hull. The pumping machinery was be-
ginning to wail dismally, filling the submarine with
weird, nerve-wracking sounds.

Blodgett stood silently beside his quartermaster and
watched the periscopic screen. The pirate was gaining
again, her mandibles outstretched and ready to be
clamped over the tail of the fleeing craft. The A-T 72
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continued its downward plunge into the greater depths
cn a gentle 20 degree angle. Gorziatti was following
madly in his effort to add more wealth to his coffers
and a submarine to his pirate fleet that apparently
now boasted only the craft that trailed in the A-T 72’s
boiling wake.

With a sudden burst of speed the pirate approached
close to the fleeing craft. Blodgett and Bentley groaned
in unison. Then there came the sound of steel grating
against steel, and the A-T 72 shuddered from stem to
stern.

“No use, Bentley,”
“They’ve got us now!”

Bentley bent over the screen to study the craft at
the rear. He shouted exultantly.

“They missed contact, Captain!” he bellowed. “They
missed! Damn ’em! Now watch what happens!”

The quartermaster grabbed the elevator controls
quickly and lifted the levers upward, expecting to send
the A-T 72 toward the surface in a sweeping ascent.
But to his amazement, the submarine refused to re-
spond! Like an uncontrolled torpedo it continued on
downward as though in the grip of a powerful suction
that was drawing her deeper into the depths.

Bentley spent a frantic moment at the levers, his
face going bloodless. Blodgett grabbed his arms tensely
and looked over his shoulder.

“What’s wrong, Bentley ?”” he inquired in a trembling
voice.

“We're in the grip of a down-suction, Captain!”
Bentley yelled. “She won’t respond to the elevator
controls!”

“Good God!” the captain mumbled. “Maybe the
pirate ripped off the elevators when she scraped us!”

“No, it isn’t that, sir,” said Bentley. “There’s a
powerful suction gripping us. The elevators are all
right.”

“Then for God’s sake,” screamed Blodgett, becoming
suddenly fear-drunk. “Blow the ballast tanks and
shoot the surface!”

Bentley felt that such a move would be useless, but
he nevertheless opened a row of valves on the control
panel. Instantly the droning hiss of compressed air
sounded in his ears. It increased in volume until it
became a muffled roar. Working the levers and the
helm frantically in an effort to get out of the suction
that held the craft, Bentley finally turned a colorless
face toward the captain and shook his head. The craft
went steadily downward. .

“We're done, Blodgett!” he said bluntly. “God knows
where this current will take us. We better save our
pumps and use the pressure inside to equal the water-.
pressure around us. We might run out of the suction
in time!”

“What’s Gorziatti doing?” Blodgett hissed, edging
closer for a look into the screen.

“They’re behind us!” said Bentley.
having the same fight on their hands!
men running around madly inside her.”

Through the observation panels on the pirate ship,
men could be seen running frantically over her interior
bridge.

The pirate craft was wiggling and gyrating weirdly
as her pilots endeavored to take her out of the mysteri-
ous grip that held the A-T 72. The submarines seemed
doomed.

Perhaps Gorziatti regretted his mad piracy now,
but it was too late to make amends. His daring
apparently was going to send him to his death, and a
hundred men within the monster freighter would ac-
company him and his crew. They had gotten into a
deep-sea current and only the hand of Providence could
save them from inevitable doom.

groaned Blodgett forlornly.

“And they’re
Look at her
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“Well, why don’t you.come on, Gorziatti?” snapped
Bentley.

Gorziatti’s eyes fell suddenly.

“That can wait, mister quartermaster,” he said
slowly. “As you said, this is no time for words . . .
and fighting. Let us work together at least until we
get out of here. But remember, I'll kill you the first
move you make that strikes me wrong!”

“You’ll never do it with your fists, Gorziatti!”’ Bentley
told him clearly. “You’ll find me waiting for you any
time. And you might remember this, too, Gorziatti.
You might be a ranking captain to yourself and your
men, but to me you are just a dirty snake!”

Gorziatti’s right hand shot to his pistol but he
thought better of drawing it. He leered at the quar-
termaster and then turned to Captain Blodgett.

“What are your plans, Blodgett?” he boomed quickly.
“Got any?”

“Not yet, Gorziatti,” replied Blodgett, glancing at
Bentley. He seemed now to rely on the quartermaster
and Bentley sensed it.

“We’re going to explore this place before we decide
on anything, Gorziatti,” said the quartermaster. “It is
possible that we might find a tunnel leading to some-
where, maybe to shallow water. If that’s the case, we’ll
have to take a chance on being picked up by passing
craft.”

“Before we start, Bentley,” said Blodgett, “suppose
we try again to get Norfolk. Figure out our position
and have it radioed far and wide. The radio may work

- all right here.”

Gorziatti twisted his matted beard for an instant and
then scowled again.

“You keep away from Norfolk, Blodgett!” he snapped,
placing both hands on his guns. ‘Do you think I want
the United States Government to pick me up?”

“We don’t know whether we can be picked up or not,
Gorziatti!” growled Bentley, ‘“but if we are, you're
going with us or you’ll stay here!”

The pirate crew advanced in a body suddenly and
surrounded the Italian. They glowered at him men-
acingly.

“Listen, Captain Gorziatti,” said one of them boldly.
“We want to be picked up, if possible. Let ’em get
Norfolk. We don’t want to spend the rest of our lives
here! I'd rather go behind the bars!”

Gorziatti winced at the prick of a knife point in
his back. He muttered an oath and glared at Blodgett.

“All right, Blodgett,” he said quickly. “Get Nor-
folk! Get any place!”

‘“Now you’re talking sense,” snapped Bentley, elated.

~ORCED together by the common emotion, fear, both
Fforces banded together as one and began to explore
the water-free chamber. Gorziatti seemed meek
enough. He had to be meek and submissive now for a
dozen or more blades would have sought his back or
throat at the first sign of stubbornness. His crew, al-
ready mutinous, would have torn him to shreds with
little urging. Bentley saw it and so did Gorziatti. But
the hatred that had sprung up between the Italian
and the chief quartermaster did not die out. It smoul-
dered like a volcano, ready to flame to a deadly fire.
At first attempt, Norfolk had been contacted. There
did not seem to be any interference here, strangely
enough, and the A-T 72’s powerful wave had penetrated
thousands of feet of water and solid rock. Yet the
unfortunate men had little hope of ever getting close
enough to a prowling rescue sub to be taken aboard.
They had no doubt but that they were hemmed in on
all sides by walls of glowing rock, never to get out.
As they explored the place, Bentley and Gorziatti
avoided each other. For the morale of the men, Bentley
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felt that this was the best thing to do, for after all,
there is loyalty among crooks and any outbreak might
cause a fight between the two forces. Gorziatti must
have likewise recognized the fact that where there is
unity there is strength and it required strength to
£0 on.

After what seemed endless eternities of searching
and exploring, Bentley finally made a discovery that
sent the blood pounding at his temples. There was a
tunnel leading out of the chamber from a far corner,
but it descended gradually rather than ascended, as
he had hoped it would. And it was as dry as the great
cavern though a terrific draft droned through it, making
a pressure that would be against them, if they entered.

They wondered where it led. The officers decided
to risk entering the gallery and the men were eager
to try it. It was better than staying in the cavern,
anyhow, and it might eventually ascend to the surface.
They retreated to the A-T 72 finally and after a brief
counsel it was decided that each man would equip him-
self with the improved model of the Fleuss diving
apparatus, which every modern under-sea boat carried
for its crew in case of accident.

There was no air hose connected with this apparatus.
The wearer or diver breathes the same air over and
over again, an oxygen tank on his shoulder supplying
that gas as fast as he uses it up and caustic soda ab-
sorbing the carbon dioxide which comes from his lungs.
One invention usually stimulates improvements, and the
old Fleuss was improved to permit its use even in great
depths. The A-T 72 carried one apparatus for each
member of its crew as did the pirate craft, but there
was no use for all of them, as many men had died
in both craft from the fatal bends.

From the storerooms of the doomed subs, food sup-
plies were taken. Each man carried his own rations
and bottles of fresh water. The latter seemed unneces-
sary due to the fact that fresh water oozed on almost
all sides from the stone walls of the cavern, and it
could be obtained merely by tapping.

The gold bullion was left behind. If Gorziatti had
any further designs on it, he did not betray the fact.
The wealth seemed forgotten. If they did succeed in
finding a way out of the mysterious, ghostly cavern,
they could not hope to carry the heavy gold with them.

Closely grouped together with the A-T 72’s officers
and Gorziatti in the lead, the survivors entered the
tunnel, forced to lean far forward to overcome the
terrific draft that tugged at them. Slowly they went
into the gloomy place, the walls of which cast a pale
green glow upon them, causing dread shadows to dance
on all sides.

Gorziatti pulled his guns around in front of him and
shifted the pack on his shoulders so as to let his ponder-
ous hands free, and went in bravely. Bentley watched
him casually as they went. The Italian set his jaw
grimly and looked neither right nor left. The quarter-
master smiled to himself knowingly. Already the pirate
was showing signs of fear, but he kept silent. Blodgett
and Roberts plodded besidé him, shivering occasionally
from the chill of the penetrating wind.

Bentley buckled the collar of his jacket around his
throat, shoved his hands deep in his pockets, and
watched alertly. Behind came the men, some grumbling,
but for the most part silent.

Then suddenly the tunnel began to widen into another
great cavern. The officers halted and stared into every
corner before continuing. Bentley suddenly gasped and
slipped a pistol from his pocket.

In a shadow-filled corner lurked a moving object, like
a man cringing in fear. The officers heard the thing
scraping against the luminous wall and then Roberts
flashed a beam of light at it.
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huge oval thing. At that time the structure must have
been at least ten feet in diameter and slowly but visibly
it was expanding. Over the greenhouse there hung a
sickly musty odor. The scientist explained that he had
injected his chemical into the spore of a giant puffball
and had given it nourishment and shelter in the green-
house. He had, from time to time, taken some of the
growing tissue off of the white, oval structure, and had
thus prevented it from turning black, or rather brown,
and sending out its spores.

So great was my awe of the enormity of the dis-
covery and so overcome by a fear of this creature was
I, a fear, which I could not explain, that I slept but lit-
tle that night. In the morning a new fear came to me
with a suddenness that left but one purpose in my
mind. I must warn the professor before it was too late.
But the professor did not need the warning. When I
arrived, I learned that the poor fellow had also been up
all night, watching the monster grow, until he had
reached the same conclusion which I had come to.

“Doctor, you must get rid of this terrible thing,”
I said. “If you do not stop its growth, it will become
so enormous that it will destroy the building, perhaps
other things—maybe even human life!”

But the Doctor was far ahead of me. He looked at
me with those disconcerting eyes of his and said, “My
dear friend, you do not begin to see the terrible situ-
ation in which I have unwittingly placed myself. Come
to the greenhouse with me; you will see for yourself.”

The poor man had been very busy that morning.
Around the glass walls of the greenhouse he had had
erected what seemed to me to be much the same thing
as a circus tent. We walked inside. All was dark, but
everywhere there was that nauseating odor. When I
became accustomed to the poor light, I could make out
the outline of what had been the greenhouse. Here and
there the glass was broken and a grey white substance
protruded into the opening. The monster had grown
too big for the building over night! And now and then
the glass could be heard to crash and the ominous silence
was broken. What terrible forces the scientist had let
loose! Two men had been working at one end of the
huge oval all the morning. But to no avail. Every
shovel full removed was at once replaced by the thing.

A thought struck me, “Why not let the monster ma-
ture and send forth its spores? If it is left alone it will
soon do that and the danger will be over.” The pro-
fessor looked at me as a drowning person might look
at another giving well-intentioned, but impossible ad-
vice.

“My dear fellow,” he said, sadly. “If the thing is al-
lowed to shed its spores, the trouble will only have be-
gun. Each spore will develop one of these monsters
and these millions of plants will develop millions of
spores just as quick in development as this monster is.
To keep the thing growing will mean that it will grow
to such a size that the buildings will be destroyed one
after the other, that the whole town will be in danger.
To let the thing shed those spores means a great danger
to all of mankind. Think of the power exerted by a
blade of grass which grows, through a cement walk and
then think of millions of this thing all over the land!”
The poor fellow had tears in his eyes.

Still the monster grew. Steam-shovels, men with
hand-shovels could not remove it. Like a flow of lava
it expanded day by day. And underneath the ground
- the monster was at work. Those thread-like structures,
which are to be found in the ground and which supply
nourishment to the part of the puffball above ground,
were stealthily pushing their way among the soil parti-
cles in search of food. Yards and yards the mass of
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strands grew each day. The soil itself—at least the
part on the surface which contained decayed matter—
became a mass of thread-like strands of living matter.
The monster continued to grow so rapidly that at the
end of the week the matter was known to the police
and they at once took control of the thing. It was now
necessary to close in the entire block which, before the
advent of the terrible discovery, had been the location
of the greenhouse and the biology building. These build-
ings were no more. Just as the slow progress of a
lava flow goes over or through the things in its path,
so the Monster, or Thing, as it was now called, went
over or through everything in its path.

But the Thing was not solid as the stream of lava.
Only grudgingly did it exert its power when it was
necessary to force its way through a window or some
other opening. Mostly it was content to go around trees
and other ridged things in its path. But it was capable
of exerting great force whenever necessary. Its density
was not great, a fact which made it more powerful, as
the police would soon find out.

From the beginning it was decided to keep the news
away from the townspeople. It was for fear of a panic
that the police forbade the people of the town to come
up Chapel Hill. In reality, Chapel Hill was an island
surrounded by the great river which wound about the
foot of the incline on which greenhouse and biology
building were built. As the entire island was the prop-
erty of the university and as everyone knew of the
peculiar experiments which sometimes were performed
on the island, no one gave the recent isolation of the
island any thought.

The police naturally thought of explosives as a means
of ridding the world of this pest. And so it was that
charges of T.N.T. were placed about the Thing and
set off. But that availed nothing. The explosions
merely tore holes in the soft tissue, which immediately
closed up with a sickening sound.

And the thing grew.

By this time the Monster had practically covered the
island and Dr. Hoff was at his wits’-end. The police
became more disturbed. But the Thing continued to
grow until it had the entire island covered with the
mass.

There came to the minds of some of us the question
whether or not the Monster would not send forth his
spores in spite of our efforts. For, as the Thing ap-
proached the water, it gradually ceased to respond to
the cuts which were given it.

It was the professor who finally solved the problem.
He came rushing into my office in the city with news
that he had been relieved of his worries. For a moment
I thought that he had lost his mind, but his words con-
vinced me that he had really been relieved of the re-
sponsibility of having brought the Monster into the
world.

It was a simple matter. The Thing had merely used
up all the food on the island and was even then at the
mercy of the authorities. For years, however, it has
been necessary to keep a close watch on the island and
exterminate all puffballs which appear upon it. There-
is still danger that one of these may come from the
thread-like portions of the Monster left underground.

But the real cause for uneasiness lies in the fact that
the formula for the chemical which was invented by Dr.
Hoff was stolen from him. He is not certain just what
plants or animals can be made to regenerate from cells
in which this chemical has been injected. Owing to
the danger involved in the experiment, he had never
tried it out after the experiment which nearly proved
so disastrous.

THE END.
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