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L n s

Until that day, the two young men
had been friends -

Pylos was then new to civilized man.
Only two generations since, the geodesic
fliers had first crossed to Pylos, through
the raging, fiery oceans of the solar
photosphere. From ancient, far dis-
tant Nydron, beyond the perilous belt
of Sun-spot storms, the planet where
first rose science and culture, the globes
brought explorers, conquerors, ex-
ploiters. The last planet added to the
vast realm of the reigning Lhundar in
Kothri, Pylos brought him mines for
such precious minerals as the rare crys-
tals of okal, and the broad plantations
of the food companies, and such herds
as Ken Darren and Dakkil Kun tended
upon the remote frontier.

Upon that day, they had left the cat-
tle penned, while they went together to
stop the bloodthirsty depredations .of a
tiger. The new world was then not half
explored, her wild life still bold.

Armed with bow and spear, they
found the killer’s trail. Being simple
folk, virtual serfs of the concessionary
companies which exported foodstuffs to
the mother planet, they possessed no
such scientific weapons as neutron-blast
projectors. Nevertheless, determined,
they followed the wily marauder be-
neath the changeless, eternal silver light
that filtered through the etheric sphere.

Hour after hour it evaded them. It
sought to confuse them by doubling
across lush meadows and stark, barren
outcroppings. Once it crept back into
the thickets of a stony ravine. Once it
leaped out upon Ken Darren. Its sav-
age claws marked his shoulder. His
quick spear stopped it, however, and
wounded its foreleg, so that it left
thereafter a trail of blood.

They followed it into a canyon thick
with ferns.

There they found the weakened, des-
perate creature had taken refuge in a
narrow, hidden cavern, from which
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flowed a slender stream. Hastily, the
friends prepared a torch. Dakkil Kun
held it, while Ken Darren, claiming the
right because of his scratch, went ahead
and impaled the snarling, springing
tiger upon his wooden spear.

The quivering, tawny carcass, he saw,
was dead.

“Let’s go back,” said Dakkil Kun,
uneasily. “We're far underground.”

“Wait,” objected Ken Darren. “We
can explore farther, through the crevice
yonder.” .

“I'm as brave as you are, when need
be,” said Dakkil Kun, anxiously, “but I
don’t like the feel of a mountain over
me. And the tigress may be in there
beyond. I'm going out.”

But Ken took the torch and squeezed
himself, alone, through the crevice.
Stooping, he ventured up the narrow-
ing fissure, splashing in the cold runlet
of water whose age-long toil had opened
the cavern. Creeping at last on hands
and knees, he entered a wondrous oval
chamber.

His torchlight danced in the milky,
prismatic crystals that incrusted roof
and walls; it bathed the floor of hard
sand, washed immaculately white. The
discovery filled him with a curious ela-
tion, more intense than the delight of his
victory over the great cat.

He waited there a little time, for
there was no way to penetrate farther,
and he was intoxicated by the age-hid-
den, scintillant splendor of the crypt.

Dakkil Kun hegan calling, his appre-
hensive voice distant and hollow. But
Ken Darren was reluctant to go; dis-
appointment and frustration rose oddly
before him, at thought of leaving this
new-found wonder.

However, regretful, he was at last
about to depart from this chamber of
elation when his eye caught a purer and
more intense gleam of color, where his
feet had disturbed the snowy sand.
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company police. Nor could he ask po-
lice aid—for that would lose him the
jewel.

Twice he slept in the hills, beneath
the unchanging silver sky, before he
reached the monorail station, where he
found that Dakkil Kun had proceeded
to the interplanetary port.

Still moved by.the stubborn purpose
born of the okal’s beauty, he set out to
follow beneath the shining ribbon of
the rail, strung from tower to spidery
tower, half across the continent. Bow
and spear won his food; he slept under
the open sky.

A hundred days had passed—meas-
ured by the times he slept—when he
came to the port.

The monorails converged upon a high
plateau, in a little city of new sheet
metal and roughly sawed timber. Near
by upreared the titanic, armlike girders
of the cradles, to which the geodesic
ships descended from the oceans of
solar flame.

Dakkil Kun, so Ken’s discreet in-
vestigation revealed, had long since
gone on to Nydron. Without money
to pay his passage, Ken hid himself in
the cargo holds of a great ship. But
Fhe space there was precious; an alert
inspector discovered him.

Punishment threatened.  But the
inspector, a plump, pink-cheeked, effi-
cient little man, Sinl Mran by name,
asked a few questions, and became his
friend. He gave Ken lodging in his
own quarters, and offered him the op-
portunity to pay his way to Nydron by
working on the docks. ‘

Ken's spirit rebelled at such heart-
breaking delay. But nothing else of-
fered; he was forced to accept.

For twelve hundred days he toiled to
unburden of supplies and machinery the
great spheres that came down out
of the silver-blue heavens, and sweated
to load them with bags of ore and boxes

of fruit and containers of meats and

grain,

Laboring, he waited in dread for
news of Dakkil Kun, or of the great
okal. Of the jewel he had heard noth-
ing.  But during the second season
there came word of a plot against the
Lhundar, and the chief conspirator was
named Dakkil Kun.

Dakkil Kun, so ran the report, had
been a laborer in the great yards of the
Lhundar’s geodesic fleet, in Kothri.
With the proceeds of the sale of a small
okal—the one, Ken knew, for which he
had murdered a company agent in the
hills of Pylos—he had bought arms,
bribed high officials of the yards.

It was a clever, ruthless plot, to seize

" the fleet, bombard and destroy the ruler

in his palace before he knew of danger.
And it was nearly successful, failing
only because of the desperate courage
of a loyal young captain, by name Lar
Radnu.

The cabal was crushed. The plotters
were sentenced to labor in the mines of
small, hot Kardon, the prison planet.

And once, the next season, Ken Dar-
ren sat in a crowded theater and
watched the visigraph screen for a
glimpse of Wyndonee, amid the flaming
blooms of her terrace garden. And the
regal beauty of her slender, bluc-eyed
form called out to him like an inspiring
voice. He went back to the docks with
a renewed determination to recover the
great okal, and, somehow, make its
radiant splendor light the way to her.

Then, in time, the last day’s work
was done. He stood waiting eagerly on
the docks, hard fingers grasping his toil-
won pass to Kothri.

Ken Darren was slender, still, and
erect, his every muscle transmuted by
labor into resilient steel. - Transcendent
purpose had sobered his lean face;
adamant determination burned in his
level, gray eyes.

His laborer’s garments had heen put


















20 ASTOUNDING STORIES

blasted down from the face of the drift,
then touched the lever that sent it trun-
dling down its track, toward the hoist
in the central shaft.

“Thank you, Ken,” whispered the
other man, who had thrown his thin,
quivering body down upon the hot rock.
Utterly exhausted, he was panting in
the sultry air with an alarming, stran-
gling sound.

“Body isn’t strong,” he gasped. “Old.
Weak still from the torture. Yes, tor-
ture—because I couldn’t send out
twenty cars a day. Not used to work-
ing—with my body.”

“I am,” said Ken. He relaxed beside
the older man, his huge chest swiftly
pumping. “I shall let you rest, more.”

“You are kind,” said Teddu Len.
Bitterly he added: “But even your
strength will not last long—a thousand
days is a long life, upon Kardon. I
shall soon be gone. They turn us out to
perish in the flame upon the planet’s
surface when we can no longer work.”

“Just rest to-day,” said Ken.
finish what we must do.”
time they rested;

“I can
For a little
when both were

breathing more easily, he spoke again:.

“I Dbelieve you are a scientist. Why
were you sent here?”
“I am,” said Teddu Len. “I was a

friend of the Lhundar, and scientific
adviser to his government. Dakkil Kun
feared to leave me at liberty, lest my
knowledge destroy him—that is why I
am here.”

Upon Ken burst a ray of eager hope.
Quickly he demanded: “You could
make some weapon?”’ '

“I have invented a weapon,” mut-
tered the old scientist, wearily. “I
sought to perfect it for the Lhundar,
before he surrendered. But I failed.
The thermal bombs of the xyli were
destroying his people. His kind heart
would let him hold out no longer.
~ “But here in the torture cell, I put

my mind upon the problem, to help me

—endure. But for that, I should have
died beneath the pain. The idea came
to me. Since, I have checked it. It is
good.”

“Then you could build the weapon?”
inquired Ken, eagerly. “In secret?
There are thousands of men here,” he
added swiftly, “loyal to the old Lhun-
dar. If we could revolt, seize a ship
in which to leach Nydron, and attack
Dakkil Kun——

Teddu Len was shakmg his gray
head, weakly.

“No,” he sxghed “No, it is hopeless.
The weapon would not function with-
out atomic power. And we could re-
lease no atomic power without a crystal
of okal to unlock it ?

“But suppose we could find an okal?”
interrupted Ken. “There are thousands
of us, working every day in these pits.
Surely it is not impossible ?

The old man’s seamed, sweat-grimed
face remained a mask of tragic bitter-
ness.

“We might discover an okal,” he mut-
tered. “We might turn upon our mas-
ters. We might, by some miracle, even
reach Nydron and destroy Dakkil Kun.
Still, in the end, we could never save
the human race.”

“From the xyli,
Ken. “But—"

Teddu Len hissed a warning from his
shriveled lips. The empty car was re-
turning along its narrow tracks. Upon
the rear platform stood a grimsfaced
guard, armed with the thick cylinder of
a neutron-blast gun.

“On your feet, slaves!” He cursed
them brutally. “Up, by the winged
xyli. And sweat for the glory of Dak-
kil Kun. The compliments of the
Lhundar to you, and your daily task is
now increased one car each.” He
laughed malevolently. '

“I’'m an old man,” quavered Teddu
Len. “I can do no more.”

“Then we have whips for you—and

you mean?” said
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would not unlock sufficient power. for
that.”

“But an okal”—Ken’s whisper was
tensely eager—“an okal big enough
would do it?”

“It would. You don’t know how we
generate atomic power? Well, the
radiation of a special electron tube is
polarized by transmission through a
crystal of okal. The transmitted, polar-
ized rays, falling upon a plate of cop-
per, activate it.

“Afterward, when the copper is built
into a vacuum cell, the energy of its
atoms is liberated as electric current,
with release of helium gas, which must
be continually exhausted from the cell.

“The okal, itself, is not changed or
used up. It merely acts to polarize the
rays. But no other crystal, save the
okal, which is a rare allotrope of carbon,
will transmit the rays. And all the
okals ever discovered, Ken, would not
energize sufficient copper to lift even a
single planet from the Sun.”

Ken was trembling violently. His
voice was gone. Weakly, he gripped
the old man’s shoulder.

- “How large an okal must you have?”
he gasped.

“The largest we possessed on Ny
dron,” said Teddu Len, “was like the
end of a woman’s thumb. We should
require one many times that large—per-
haps the size of a man’s fist. But why
ask? There is no such stone.”

Ken was laughing, helplessly, hys-
terically. He sank weakly to the floor
of the hot tunnel, fought to recover
himself.-

“I found an okal once,” he muttered,
“It was that large—larger.”

Teddu Len, bending over him anx-
iously, whispered: “Where it is?”

Ken heard the little car humming
back along the rails. He tried to
smother his bitter, racking laughter.

“Dakkil Kun took it from me,” he

gasped. “He carried it with him to
Nydron. Now he has all the Lhundar’s
fleet to guard it, and all the weird
hordes of the xyli.”

“I knew,” the old man sighed, “that
there could be no hope.”

THE CAR was coming again into the
dim, green light, the burly guard once
more perched on the platform.

“Up,” he snarled, leaping off the car.
“You are falling behind.” He chuckled
thickly. “Are you both ready to be
turned out in the desert, to scream for
water and die?”

Staggering nervously to reach his
shovel, Teddu Len stumbled. His thin,
old body lurched against the guard.
Hastily the aged scientist recovered his
feet, gasped apologies. )

“I'm sorry. I stumbled. I didn’t in-
tend——"

Angrily, the guard swung upon him,
the heavy barrel of his neutron-blast
gun lifted like a club.

“Run over me, will you?” he shouted.
“By the winged xyli, I'll show you
how ! :

“Stop!”’ said Ken Darren, sharply,
stepping to the old man’s side. “He
didn’t mean to run into you. He stum-
bled. He's weak—too weak to be at
work. Can’t you see "

“I see what I please,” snapped the
guard. '

“Stand back, Ken,” warned Teddu
Len, apprehensively. “He’ll kill you
if you touch him.”

Menacing Ken with his weapon, the

* guard deliberately grated:

“Exactly.” Chuckling malevolently,
he inquired: ‘“Are you my master, or
is the Lhundar Dakkil Kun?”

With a glance of black challenge at
Ken, he deliberately lifted the heavy,
gleaming barrel, and struck Teddu Len
a brutal blow on the side of the head.
With a soft, moaning cry, the old
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shovels and torn-up rails and captured
neutron guns.

The great, rugged vault was blazing
with the green rays of suspended, disk-
shaped photon tubes. Blue flashes were
spurting from the neutron-blast pistols
of the guards along their barricades of
piled ore sacks and overturned cars.

His own captured weapon was hiss-
ing in his hand, spurting blue flame of
death.  All about him was the dry
crackle of the guns and the uncon-
trolled cries of fighting and dying men,
and the deafening clangor of metal
against metal, as the miners attacked
the barricade with battering-rams of
torn-up rails.

A dark bundle came hurtling over the
barrier, and down among his men. He
saw the bright trail of sparks behind it
and realized that it was an explosive
bomb. Flinging his body down, he
screamed a warning:

“Lie flat! A bomb!”

The scene was gone, with that, into
-chaotic oblivion.

Hours later must have been his next
starkly vivid impression. His aching
body was caked with sweat and blood-
sodden dust. His shoulder was ripped
and blistered where some hot, merciless
neutron jet had touched it. A little well
of dark blood oozed from his thigh,
where a fragment of the bomb had
struck.

He was standing in the cavernous
space beneath the great valves which
communicated with the surface. The
valves had clanged remorselessly shut.
The disk lights had faded into darkness.
The cooled air currents had ceased to
blow from the ventilators. The atmos-
phere about him was already stifling,
hardly breathable, reeking with the
odors of hot human bodies, sickening
with the faint smell of blood.

To Ken it seemed only a moment
since he had run down the tunnel with
the dead man’s weapon. He knew how

long the time had been only because he
sagged with exhaustion, because he was
faint from hunger, parched with thirst.

*“I want water,” a wounded man was
sobbing near him, huddled in the vast,
thick darkness, where shouts and groans
continually murmured, and the faint
glows of the miners’ disk lights danced
like luminous green insects. “I want
water!I” he wailed again and again.

“There is no water,” said Ken. “They
have shut it off. We shall have no wa-
ter, no food, no fit air, until we have
taken the fortress above.”

“Or until we give up our weapons and
our leaders, and beg for it,” spoke a
thick, weary voice out of the gloom.
“Men have attacked these valves before.
Always they have failed and died. Let
us surrender our leaders, I say, so we
may have water.”

“We are fools to fight,” assented an-
other voice. ‘“The advantage is always
with the guards. These valves are great
walls of armor plate. We could never
break through them.”

“We need not break them,”
shouted his appeal. “Listen!”

Ken

HIS KNEES buckled under him, and
the leaden mists of fatigue came down
on him, and he choked in the stifling
air. He fought fiercely to control him-
self and to put down his own despair.
He must make these men follow him.
To fail now—— '

“We must take the fortress,” he
shouted. “And we can. And we can
seize the ship that they say is in the
cradle there, and the ship will take us
to Nydron to fight Dakkil Kun. There
is a way.”

And his mind was shaping the situa-
tion in familiar molds. If this were a
hunt on Pylos——

“We need not break the valves,” he
went on confidently. “We will find an-
other way out of the mines. Some-
where, we will drive a shaft to the sur-
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face. Then we can attack the fortress
unexpectedly, from outside.”

“You are a fool,” some voice called
out of the darkness. “We can’t live out-
side, under the sky of Kardon.”

“That's what the guards think,” an-
swered Ken. “They won’t expect us,
there. But we can live there, long
enough We must!”

And then, as the scene grew dim in
his memory, he was asking for some
older prisoner, who would know where
the passages of the mine came nearest
the surface.

Again—and it was the last, wildest
memory of that frantic day—he had
come up out of the hurriedly driven
shaft, into the pitiless day of Kardon.

The ancient planet’s barren, eon-flat-
.tened landscape shimmered with rever-
berating heat. Age-riven rocks, naked
plains, scorched, utterly lifeless. The
sky was a sheet of flame, white, merci-
less, agony to the eyes. The air was
dry, parching; a furnace blast against
the skin, a searing blaze within the nos-
trils.

Nowhere was life, no tiniest plant or
minutest insect. No sound, no motion
save the delusive shimmer of heat. No
liquid water, no merciful cloud. Kar-
don was dead, dried and baked.

Upon the bare hill above them, rip-
pling and dancing in the heat, stood the
fortress. A colossal, looming mass, it
spread wide over the hilltop, supporting
the wide-reaching arms of the landing
cradle.

“The ship is here, sure enough,”
gasped Ken.

It was the [#¥anderer, which had
brought him here. Tt lay in the cradle,
a massive globe of copper-colored al-
loy, refulgent, burning with the flame
of the sky.

“We must take the Wanderer,” whis-
pered Ken. “It could carry us to Ny-
dron. But if it escapes, it will send back
.the fleet, and we are doomed.”

The heavy walls of the fortress, of

metal and stone, were painted white to
reflect the heat. They were many-
angled, but featureless. There was no
need of doors to let out into the hell
upon the planet, nor of windows, to let
in its terrific radiation. '

“We can never enter that,” muttered
a despairing voice at Ken’s side. It
was Sinl Mran, the stout little company
inspector from Pylos; he had fought
beside Ken from the beginning of the
uprising.

“We must,” said Ken.

“I have a wife on Nydron and a son
I have never seen,” the little man gasped
in the blinding heat. “I have fought
for them. But we can’t take that fort.
There’s no way inside.”

His old friend’s despair struck Ken
like a blow; it sent his spirits plunging
toward defeat. Then his weary eyes,
squinted against the pitiless radiation,
saw a dark grid set in the white walls
above.

“There is a way,” he said to Sinl
Mran.

. AND to the bewildered, desperate
men clambering from the shaft behind
him—a haggard, bloody crew, more than
half dead from thirst and foul air and.
exhaustion, many of them wounded,
most of them with no other weapons
than shovels and iron rails—he called:

“We shall enter that port, where the
air is drawn into the conditioning ap-
paratus.”

With puffing little Sinl Mran beside
him, the men—the mere hundred or so
hardly enough for this desperate ven-
ture—straggling along behind, he started
up the hill toward those blazing white
walls.

For a space again his memory was
confused. He was aware only of the
tortured, gasping breathing of his men,
of the small clatter of their bleeding feet
upon blistering rocks. Aware only of
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out to the nearest globe. Shot into and
through the strange water-blue cloud.

There was no reaction. The ball nei-
ther spurted away nor attempted to re-
taliate. Prock exhausted the gun of its
every unit of energy, still without effect.
A faint moan of terror escaped his lips
as he dropped the empty gun to the
floor. Prock was shaking. Both anger
and fear bestirred him.

The sound of running footsteps in
the room below aroused him. He opened
the door to admit the white-faced man
who came running up the steps to the
observatory.

Hals braced himself against the wall.
Sweat was streaming down his face.

“Gaulofern—went up—in mist. Hap-
pened just now. He was in the fur-
nace room seeing about something which
had gone wrong with one of the electro-
storage tanks. He——"

Prock showed no surprise. Expres-
sionlessly he stared at Hals and then
motioned to the window.

“Zenor, too,” he mumbled.

Hals dashed to the window.
denly a cry broke from his lips.

“Prock, look! Isn’t that a trans-
port?”

Prock swung the small telescope into
focus. Peered intently. Tensed.

Speeding madly toward Satania, its
fire-belching torps glowing, hurled the
steel-gray monster, the W62.

“They’re using our own ship to de-
stroy us,” Prock jabbered as he watched.
“But what——"

Sud-

At that instant brilliant frontal dis-

charge braked the transport’s bulletlike
forward drive. The W62 was swerving
upward. Moving slowly and cautiously
now.

But the appearance of the transport
had aroused the blue-cloud masses. A
strange quivering caused them to reflect
the Sun’s rays like shimmering waves of
water. Then seemingly at a command
they flowed together, forming a single

vlz(ist mass which seemed to half fill the
sky.

With a sudden lunge forward the
huge mass hurled itself straight toward
the slowly approaching transport. As
he watched, Prock’s fingers pressed
white against the telescope. With this
maneuver a new, incredulous hope as-
sailed him. The Mercurians were at-
tacking the Earthmen’s transport. But
why didn’t the W62 blast to safety?
Futilely Prock cried out: ‘“Blast—Dblast
free!”

The cloud mass was nearly upon the
W62. The transport hovered almost
motionless. Then suddenly it shot for-
ward. Shot with first-limit acceleration.
The fiery exhaust of its torps stretched
back far beyond the horizon. But more
than a drive forward had occurred.
Prock saw the lightning discharge from
its ten arc-finder points. The W62 was
emptying her entire reserve of electrical
energy in suddenly liberated bolts of
pure energy.

The cloud mass staggered. Plind-
ingly brilliant flares of vivid energy tore
through bluish masses. And even as
the transport plunged into the seething
ball of fire the terrain below quavered
from the sudden rain of lightning bolts
from the sky. The shock caused the
outpost structure to tremble.

“The transport is still flying.” Hals
coulld scarcely raise his voice above a
whisper.

E.ven as the W62 dropped to the land-
ing roof, the whitish streaks of writhing
imobke columns—all that remained of
the cloud mass—began slowly to drop
toward the ground.

THE INNER AIRLOCK clicked
open. Eagerly Prock ran forward.

First came Mardico, weak-kneed and

face chalk-white.

“Prock,” old Mardico wheezed. “And
did you see us blast them in their own
heat? And ’twas I that gave Wiljon
Kar the saving hint, though I'm too
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rear Screem were composed of many
Separate screens that could be pivoted
or tilted at any angle to steer the ship
in any direction.

The envoys were as strange as their
convevance. They, too, were transpar-
ent, and of a pale-golden hue like lemon
gelatine.  They resembled exquisite
feathers, tall and terrible. They were
alive and possessed the power and
knowledge that had enabled them to
conquer space. Alien beauty accom-
panied them and cvery delicate gesture
of the fringes was profoundlv instinct
with meaning in the obscure patterns of
their civilization.

A jellyfish lives upon almost invisible
food in the ocean of water. The en-
voys lived upon almost invisible food
adrift in the ocean of space. Their ship
was not insulated, because they were
impervious to heat and cold. Their
ship carried no atmosphere, because
neither the presence nor the absence of
oxygen was necessary for their exist-
ence. .

With the whole universe to roam,
with giaent young stars and old dead
worlds and flaming nebule available for
exploration, and with time the most in-
significant comsideration in their in-
credibly long lives, they had, neverthe-
less, chosen to examine first the planets
of a small, unimportant, and distant
star. That hundredth-rate Sun had nine
satellites of trivial size, but one of those
planets appeared to foster life of a low
and peculiar order.

Because of that planet’s spectrum, its
water and oxygen and elements, the en-
voys assumced that any life upon 8¢ must
be of a bizarre nature. Their mission
was simply to observe such life, if it
existed.

The strange drum disk shot across
the void, four light years wide, which
separated that Sun and its planets from
the nearest star. The firmament blazed
with a radiant and myriad beauty. The
envoys never slept. The barbs of their

high, feathery forms quivered inces-
santly from the ingestion of space food
and from wordless conversation.

A planet was expanding ahead of
them, a planet of continents and seas,
of clouds and cities and ficlds, a planet
full of exciting promise

I

HE TWO MEN, walking along

I country lanes, did not seem to

find the August afternoon warm
enough for them. Their conversation
was becoming more heated.

The fields and trees were dusty. The
air shimmered with heat waves, and the
shadowy places looked hot. Not even
a lazy breath of wind came. The chirp
of crickets and the hum of insects had
a tired note. From the burning blue
of the sky, the Sun struck npitilessly
upon all things living or inanimate.

The two men were too absorbed with
their thoughts to be conscious of the
scenery around them. The taller man,
Professor Hendrick Hall-Carruthers,
had won fame for his pioneer wotk in
physics, especially for his researches in
atomic structures. He was sandy-
haired, mild in appearance, but confi-
dent.

The other man, plump and bald,
wearing spectacles on a black ribbon,
did most of the protesting. He backed
his assertions with the weight of au-
thority. For Herr Doktor Karl von
Kurt, European exile, was distinguished
for his papers on cosmic radiations and
atomic disintegrations.

“Hendrick, you state the impossible.”
The rotund German spoke slowly, pre-
cisely, and without accent.

“But surely you must realize that to
the modern scientist, nothing is impos-
sible. We may speak of the improb-
able, but discoveries are coming so rap-
idly in all fields that the category of
the impossible seems on the way to the
discard.”
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“You twist my meaning,” answered
the German. “Your theory may be
true. If it is true, it must never be
tested by experiment. By impossible,
I meant that the dangers of the experi-
ment are great. So great are they that
the experiment must be considered im-
possible. It must not be made.”

“Nonsense, my dear Karl. Every-
thing is ready and it is going to be
made. But getting back to my theory,
won'’t you at least admit that it is pos-
sible? According to your view, both
matter and energy are basic categories.
I say that they are not basic, but only
different manifestations of the real basic
unit of the cosmos. That unit is primi-
tive or original energy matter, which I
call the monotron. It is neither mat-
ter nor energy nor life; it is an unsta-
ble state about to become matter or
energy or life.”

Von Kurt doggedly persisted, “You
admit that you have not seen such a
unit. You have not detected it. No
one has seen it or found it in nature.”

“True. And why? Because it
doesn’t exist any more. The universe
is building up. The original mono-
tronic unstable state has evolved into
energy, matter, stars, worlds, vegeta-
tion, seas, human beings. These are
stable or comparatively stable states.
In order to test my theory, I must take
an article from one of these states and
tear it to pieces, reduce it by violent
destruction so that it loses its acquired
properties and becomes again what it
originally was.”

“I say you must not do that.”

“And I say I must and will,” the
taller man retorted. “In fact, I am so
positive about my theory that I don’t
even consider it mine any longer. It is
only my expression in terms of modern
science of something which I am cer-
tain was known to the Greeks. I have
been reading the ‘Dialogues of Plato’
over again. Do you remember his dis-
cussion of beauty? How the disciple

of beauty advances step by step until
he sees and understands the final, uni-
versal, all-embracing beauty of which
all things are part? That mystical doc-
trine is, after all, only a more poetic
way of expressing the theory. And
Lucretius, if I remember correctly, be-
lieved in a monistic universe, a cosmic
oneness, so to speak, in which all things
were inseparably interlinked.

“I believe likewise. I Dbelieve that
you and I and the ground we walk on,
flowers, trees, and rocks, sunshine and
fire and all things known to organic
and inorganic chemistry, all things
known to science, even life and science
and thought itself, are but varied expres-
sions or developments of one original,
basic, unstable unit.” ‘

“You speak against vourself,” von
Kurt argued. “By your reason, the un-
stable state had to become something
else. It became nebulz, then stars, then
planets, then life and vegetation. It
could not continue to exist as it was;
in its unstable state it was nothing. Tt
developed into something else. The de-
velopment itself indicates that the un-
stable state was an unnatural state. If
you—how do you say it?—if you un-
develop even a grain of sand, you let
loose a force you cannot control. You
do not know what will happen.”

“That’s exactly the point,” Hall-Car-
ruthers replied instantly. “I do not
know what will happen. I wish to find
out. It seems to me that the whole
spirit of scientific inquiry is to find out.
In order to find out, I must experi-
ment.”

The German protested. “If you
thought that a certain object would
blow up a continent, would vou explode
it in order to test your belief?”

“lI don’t know,” the thin man an-
swered candidly. “If my belief was
positive and strong, [ would not put it
to the test. But if my belief in such
a case was tentative and uncertain, I
would be inclined to experiment with
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the article. However, your illustration,
in a way, is the opposite of mine with
regard to monotrons. I firmly believe
in my theory and I am anxious to put
it to test because I am also firmly con-
vinced that there is little risk connected
with it. There is some risk in the ma-
jority of experiments. Why do you
keep harping on dangers? I am no
coward. Fear of personal injury would
never deter me.”

The exiled scientist was silent while
they strode up the side of a low hill.
At last he replied, “I do not fear for
you or for me. I fear what may hap-
pen. I do not see how to control such
an experiment. I do not see how it will
add to knowledge. 1 see how it may
cause great harm but no good.”

“How ?”

“First, tell me what you will do.”

“That's easy,” said Hall-Carruthers.
“You may examine the apparatus all
you wish. I think you will learn more
in that way and in quicker time than
if T talked for hours. Briefly, I will
take either an iron filing or a piece of
silica—I haven't quite made up my mind
yet. Both are extremely common in
nature in one form or another, and they
are also present in organic forms. I
will place the iron filing or the piece of
silica in a special matrix that I have
devised.

“Then I will subject 1t simultaneously
to tremendous heat, pressure, and bom-
bardment. The heat will be hotter than
the Sun's core—at least 100,000,000° C.
The pressure will exceed anything yet
known to science—about 1,000,000 tons
per square inch. The bombardment will
come from an electromagnetic concen-
tration of the omega rays that Quamm
discovered some months ago. Under
those enormous strains, I expect the
iron or silica to be hurled back into its
original state. Then—I do not know
what.”

“You wish to be God! You play
with creation! With—how is it said?

—with un-creation!” the German pro-
tested.

“Nothing of the sort,” came the calm
retort. “My dear Karl, your fears
carry vou away. What I propose to do
is analogous to unraveling a rug. And
nothing more. Nimble hands once took
the raw material, the skein and thread,
and wove it into the clear pattern of the
rug. The simile is crude but it will
serve. In the same way, the hands of
cosmic purpose once took the primary
threads of energy-matter units and wove
them into the pattern of the universe.

“The rug can be unwound, unraveled
to its original fiber. I will attempt to
unravel a pattern that we term iron or
silica so that it reverts to its primary
raw material, whatever that was. 1
have a definite concept of what it was,
You have a different concept. The
truth may support either of us, or may
turn out to be something altogether dif-
ferent. I would like to find support for
my theory, but I am more concerned
with truth and reality.

“I will make the experiment. If it
does not support the theory, or if it
denies my theory, I will promptly aban-
don my theory, and endeavor to formu-
late a new conception which embodies
all the facts discovered.

“Surely you will agree
method is fair?”

“The method is excellent,” his com-
panion admitted. “It brings us to my
point, now, and to my objections be-
cause of danger that may result.

“First of all, you do not know, you
cannot possibly know beforehand what
will happen if you reduce matter to the
original state that you postulate. I
would say that a frightful explosion
might occur. There is even a worse
danger. Your theory includes the as-
sumption that all facts and things have
no independent existence, but are inter-
related. Furthermore, both iron and
silica are of common occurrence
throughout the world. If your meta-

that my
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- Quamm’s rays. This compromise ought
to work out nicely. When the tempera-
ture I want is reached, the matrix will
be automatically shunted over to the
compressor, where it will also be bom-
barded by the rays. The lapsed time
will be only a matter of seconds, not
enough for any considerable loss of
heat. For all practical purposes, I will
have the three forces in play simultane-
ously.”

“I can admire your audacity while I
disapprove of your purpose,” observed
the German.

Another half hour slipped by before
Hall-Carruthers played upon a bank of
controls as if they were a sensitive
musical instrument. The matrix slid
out of the electric furnace, through a
rear door that opened suddenly. It
moved into position, as if with a life of
its own, in the place allotted to it amid
the compressor. At the same time, a
new hum disturbed the air, an angry
crackling buzz, and the tip of a cone
facing the matrix in the compressor
glowed with violent violet light that
pulsed immediately toward the red and
paled into the invisible spectrum.

“Watch, if you want a glimpse of the
Sun’s interior,” the lank physicist an-

nounced. “I shouldn’t do this, but with
preécise timing——"" He left the thought
unfinished.

Both men wore the goggles now.
The matrix was solidly inclosed on five
of its six sides. A piston hung ready
to plunge into position on the sixth side.
Hall-Carruthers moved a slide contact
and the matrix ground under pressure.
The matrix cracked on its exposed side
and the instant that the fracture ap-
peared, his hand moved and the piston
plunged home.

But in the fractional moment that the
fissure was visible, both men jerked
their heads away. Even through the
heavily smoked goggles, their eyes were
tortured. What had once been steel in
the matrix was now incredible flame—

a terrible, blinding, raging inferno. No
eyes could gaze upon the fearful in-
tensity of that glare of energy that once
had been cold metal.

“Sorry—1I shouldn’t have done that,”
the American apologized. “Small-boy
curiosity, I guess—had to see what was
happening.”

His hands moved across the controls.
The pressure squared, cubed, and the
dial pointer swung into its upper regis-
ter, marking hundreds of thousands of
tons per square inch. The core, already
vaporized by heat, was now being ex-
posed to énormous pressure and con-
centrated bombardment.

What new mutations were occurring
to the transformed steel could only be
guessed at. There was no way of
watching what went on in the heart of
the monstrous compressor. Matter was
being  wrenched, split, sundered,
pounded, hurled into some alien and ab-
normal state. Only when the core was
opened

Hall-Carruthers gave a little start.
He noticed that his companion had
twitched noticeably, but he was for the
moment concerned with his own sensa-
tions. A strange tingling quivered
through him from head to foot. The
needle-point prickling was similar to
that felt when circulation returns to a
cramped limb, or frost-bitten hands, ex-
cept that now it did not seem to be
localized. Spots danced before his eyes.
He felt fidgety, nervous, irritable, and
curiously warm. He steadied himself,
found that he had broken out in a hot
sweat. The tingling subsidized, but did
not wholly disappear.

“Hot in here. Guess I've been work-
ing too hard. You feel all right?” he
muttered in clipped phrases to von Kurt.

The German was uneasy. He had
had the same odd experience. The tin-
gling persisted. His nerves crawled in
an unpleasant manner.

Faint spots continued to dance in the
American’s vision. He shook his head,
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into the shrouds of night. There was
no wind, but sound filled the air. There
was no Moon, but luminous ghosts of
light lessened the darkness. There was
no surf, no crashing of waves, but se-
cret motion inhabited the Pacific.

The sound in the air was the sound
of the beating of countless wings, and
mournful cries of gulls, and melancholy
howls of dogs. In all his rambling ex-
perience, the drifter had not previously
heard so persistent or so eerie or so
universal a complaint. It came to his
ears like a dirge, the mute wailing of
inarticulate creatures for a grief that
they could not explain or allay.

The ghosts of light were the bubbles
that rose in the ocean and did not dis-
turb its surface; the misty patches that
rippled across the water ; the pale phan-
toms that drifted wraithlike and tanta-
lizing across the ground; the intangible
pallor that pulsed upon his own flesh.

He studied them in a half dream and
wondered what they meant. The world
had not been kind to him, nor life what
he wished; his good ycars were over,
and, in the twilight of his time, he faced
only increasing poverty. .Perhaps the
world was old, too; perhaps the ghosts
of light were the prophecy of death, and
the screaming of gulls a cry before
oblivion. It was a queer conceit, but it
suited his mood of dream.

He looked across the Pacific, stilled
by some unique freak of tide and wind.
The clear air partook of the luminous
quality of the ocean. The sweep of sky
and water blended in the dark, far hori-
zon to an obscure immensity beyond
which lay the mystery of things. His
half-dreaming, half-waking self drifted
toward that distant gulf. There was a
riddle there. He did not know the an-
swer. No man knew the answer. But
many before him had fallen over cliffs,
and many had walked across sands, leav-
ing footprints that went into the sea,
but did not return.

"He was thinking about the peace and

quiet when vertigo suddenly turned the
pit of his stomach and made his senses
reel. Sickened, he fell on his back. A
hush overcame the world, like the still-
ness that greets the curtain rising upen
a drama.

A wind rose—a great wind—a wild,
shrieking wind—and it howled like a
hundred hurricanes from the east. He
lay flat on his back. The phantom glow
raced into mad motion. A bungalow
a hundred yards from him skidded off
its foundations, slid across ground, and
scudded out to sea. He blinked in as-
tonishment at this marvel.

Behind him, San Francisco shook, and
now he knew that a great earthquake
had begun in conjunction with cyclonic
wind. Towers toppled; buildings fell;
structures moved. A house went flying
at a tangent skyward; then whole rows
of houses; then people, and trees, and
stones, and cars, and the Golden Gate
Bridge.

An acacia bowed westward, its roots
lifted with a sough, and it slanted away
into the western darkness. The wind
shrilled and swelled to thousand-mile-
an-hour ferocity, and the glimmering
sky became black with flying objects,
gliding houses, people and beasts and
birds and things, warped in shape and
hurtling to some fantastic end. He
himself slid to the cliff’s edge, and no-
ticed without surprise that the cliff was
crumpling into the sea.

Things stirred and were lost, like but-
ter and milk in a cauldron. There was
never such an earthquake, and now he
knew that delusion must be added to
terror. His mind skittered; he felt
whirled into the all-embracing conflux.
A huge and doleful noise deafened him,
a noise of cosmic dimensions and incon-
ceivable origin. His glazing eyes stared
eastward, and then he gibbered with
fear.

The sky line flowed, and the hills
flowed, and .the mountains marched
down to the sea. They were ghostly
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you to build him up because he had a
weak side to his nature. We chose
Radir Valley because the atmospheric
conditions are excellent here and it’s a
natural landing field. We chose it for
no other reason. I'm an expert in aéro-
nautics—not a side-show artist.”

“You’re too modest, professor. Lv-
ery one knows you've taught geology,
are a layman physicist with achieve-
ments to your credit a professional
might envy, and are more interested in
the stratosphere from the point of view
of —"

A SHOUT f{rom the helicopter res-
cue crew interrupted Haldane.

The bhattered silver nose of Staubwas-
ser’s plane had swung free of the soil,
revealing something that caused the
hoisting gang to crowd about breath-
lessly underneath, with cries and ges-
tures of unmistakable horror.

For a moment Haldane stood staring
at the inverted and swaying craft. Then
he gasped and tore across the level ex-
panse of reddish soil that separated the
rangy form of Proiessor Holt from the
gesticulating crew beneath the helicop-
ter. Below the awesomely clanking neck
of the hoisting crane he clumped, his
nailed boots dragging at the soil. He
came to a breathless halt beside the
pointing arm of IEd Kruger, whose rank
was that of foreman in the grim con-
tingent of rescue workers.

His eyes popped and he gave a little
cry as he stared upward. The silvery
nose of Staubwasser’s plane was
smeared heavily with the red soil of
Radir Valley. But projecting from the
earth-daubed metal was an object so
strange and repellently suggestive of the
scrawny forms of nightmare that the
foreman's arm trembled and his body
jittered as he pointed toward it.

A monstrous claw it was—a twisted,
dangling bird talon, iron-rigid and iron-
black. It projected outward and down-
ward from the bashed-in nose of the

huge plane. It looked like the four-toed
claw of a bald eagle, or a predacious
falcon, but frozen to an unnatural stiff-
ness and magnified a hundredfold. No
bird of earth had ever possessed a claw
of such dimensions. It could have
closed easily about a man, and it was
not difficult to imagine the sequel to
such a clasping.

“Look at that, boys!” exclaimed the
foreman shakily. “Just look at that
thing! What do you suppose it could
be ?”

It was obvious that the crew hadn’t
the answer. They stared incredulously
up at it, terror showing in some faces,
skepticism and baffled curiosity in oth-
ers, Dan Haidane was both curious
and frightened.

The sheer size of the talon alone was
frightening. As he stood there staring
at the rhythmically swaying helicopter,
immense dark wings seemed to sweep
the dry air of Radir Valley audibly and
and frightfully above him, and a huge
shape lengthened swiftly on the sands.
He knew, of course, that it was illusion,
but he had to wrench himself out of it
with a sharp effort of will.

Professor Holt had left his position
on the side lines and was advancing
with long strides toward the helicopter
when the talon fell. It thudded heavily
on the red loam. Two men jumped

aside with frightened cries. But Joe
Kruger, the foreman’s kid brother,
didn’t jump fast enough. He was

nicked.

A razor-sharp claw cut through his
clothes, ripped a swath in the flesh of
his side. He groaned and sank to his
knees as blood spurted.

Holt and Ed Kruger lifted him up
and carried him to the emergency tent
which had been erected a little distance
away to administer to the victims of the
crash. Inside the tent Staubwasser and
his young assistant were reposing under
sheets. The sheets had been drawn com-
pletely over their heads. When Dr.
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When the mist had cleared away the city
lay in white ruins all down the purple
slopes. The mountains blurred together,
paled, thinned. Fog billowed in great
soft surges to blot them out again, and
gray blankness closed once more over
the vanished creation.

Still the mist surged restlessly,
churned by the roving mind of the pres-
ence into nebulous shapes that faded
half formed. He saw rocky coasts over
which broke waves of curling mist; he
saw broad plains that arched themselves
up and rolled into mountains, and melted
again to nothingness. Great, blurred
shapes blundered through the fog, mon-
sters out of evolution’s remotest dawn-
ing, and once or twice man forms
flashed Dbriefly through the dimness.
Great cities took shape and faded again.
Rivers rushed soundlessly down fog-
wreathed gorges to a misty sea. But
the gray swallowed everything up and
moved uneasily in the birth of other
things.

NOR were all the fragmentary crea-
tions purely material things. He caught
the queerest dim tides of emotion surg-
ing through the fog, somehow percepti-
ble to an inner vision which the pres-
ence had awakened in him. That vast
mind drew waves of violence and of
peace through the plasm of worlds in
which it experimented, combining emo-
tions in strange patterns to produce re-
actions upon the mind of the watcher
which he could put no name to and had
never dreamed could exist.

He realized that the presence was
building up complex structures out of
these patterns, just as it had built moun-
tains and cities, and like them, discarded
everything in the restless search for that
yet hidden goal.

A sudden flash of color in the ever-
changing dimness caught him abruptly
out of his groping effort to follow the
workings of the compound mind about
him. In one bewildered glimpse he saw
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a girl form glowing through the mist.
He caught his breath on a gasp and bent
forward eagerly. Her vividness was as
stunning as a blow, sharp and vital and
alive in the midst of all this shifting
nothingness.

In the instant of her appearance he
thought he sensed a sudden tensing in
the vast, composite presence that in-
folded him. Something like an awak-
ened interest, surprised and attentive,
centering upon himself. It was no more
than a fleeting impression, for his whole
mind was intent upon the bright figure
of that girl. There was something about
her that pulled curiously at his emotions,
even in the flashing glimpse which was
all he had of her. He knew in that in-
stant only that she was lovely and slim
and light-footed, and queerly familiar.
But almost as his eyes found her she
faded as smoke fades in a breeze,
blurred and melted until she was noth-
ing but a brightly colored smudge of
drifting vapor around which the dim-
ness closed again.

Violence flared suddenly within him
as the gay mist vanished. Poignant
loss, and an ache of longing. A swift
urge to follow, somehow ; a sharp neces-
sity to look more nearly into the vivid
face he had scarcely seen. The desire
was a quick flame within him. Its ur-
gency must have touched the great pres-
ence, so queerly intent upon what was
happening, fos a voice said in his brain,
“Go, then.” And suddenly everything
blurred.

He realized nothing but that. Again
the presence moved along those ways
which lie outside time, so that without
intervening motion he was, in a breath-
less instant, swallowed up in the mist
he had been watching from afar.

In place of the great chamber’s walls,
billowing fog rolled up all around him.
His feet pressed some unseen spongi-
ness and the queer, empty odor of mist
was in his nostrils. Not until long after
did it occur to him to wonder if it had






sheulders and stooped his face to the
level of hers. Under his hands her
flesh was warm and firm and smooth,
but there was about it an mdescribable
feeling of impermanence, as if at any
moment that rounded body might melt
back into the mist from which it sprang.

“Look at me,” he said again, and con-
centrated all his will into the determina-
tion that she must see him; that intelli-
gence must awaken and sight come into
being behind the empty brilliance of her
eyes.

Placidly unseeing, she stared past him
into oblivien.

He set his teeth and gripped her
shoulders harder and turned all his will
into an infinfte resolution that she must
see him—she must—his whole being
centered upon that necessity, until the
blood pounded at his temples with the
vidlence of his concentration and every-
thing dissolved about him save the
liquid blamkness of the black eyes into
which he stared.

Very slowly, under the almost super-
human centering of his whole mind, a
faint flickering awoke in the depths of
these serene eyes. Seeing it, a surge
of triumph went through him and he
bent more intensely than he would have
believed possible the whole strength of
energy and mind and.will upon that
awakening. It was a strain that could
not be continued long. He concentrated
the more fiercely because he knew that,
willing her to intelligence with all the
power that was in him.

The stirring flicker quickened in those
blank eyes. A little grimace crossed the
placidity of her features. Very slowly,
by infinitely painful degrees, while his
mind strained its utmost and the blood
pounded in his ears with the effort of
concentration, he evoked awareness in
that empty gaze. Conscious life swam
up through their depths, intelligence
awoke.

‘She stared in mesmerized wonder into
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his ewn compelling gaze while the
knowledge of what living meant
bleomed slowly behind her eyes. The
wonder grew and grew as she stared.
Her mouth began to quiver. Under his
guipping hands he felt her shaking with
the amazement of that infinite awaken-
ing. And then suddenly a little cry
broke from her lips and her hands flew
up to hide her face.

He stepped back, arms falling to his
sides, weak and shaken with the relaxa-
tion of that tremendous effort. But he
had succeeded. The girl stood staring
at him, wide-eyed, hands pressed to her
suddenly flushed cheeks and a troubled
wonder still shining upon her face. And
all the old familiarity had redoubled in
intensity now that life lighted that sweet
brown face. It was more baffling than
before, and twice as tantalizing.

The concentration of her gaze upon
him roused something warm and pleas-
ant in his wearied mind. He smiled.
Her mouth twitched, curled up experi-
mentally. She was smiling back with
her first cemscious effort. Triumph
surged hotly through him. He had cre-
ated. He had wakened into being an
imitative mind whose first effort was a
sinile.

Her eyes slipped from his and wan-
dered about the smoky vistas of that
fog forest which stretched about them.
It was fading as she turned to look.
Mist thickened between the dim trees,
veiling the aisles of melting woodland.
Clouds swirled forward to blot out the
forest. A faint pucker gathered be-
tween her brows. When the eyes re-
turned to his they were troubled. After
a moment her lips parted and she spoke,
uncertainly, hesitatingly, her first words,

“There is more to the world than
this,” she stated with a gentle sureness.
“I know that. Where is it?”

He shook his head. There was no an-
swer he could make that would have
meaning to her. As he opened his
mouth to speak, the mist surged forward
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TRANGER THINGS have hap-
S pened, and not so long ago, at
that.”

It was Admiral West speaking. His
listeners were Senator Atkinson and
Secretary Redding. They had met in
the senator’s rooms for an informal dis-
cussion of the latest report from the
intelligence department of the navy.
Allowing for the difference in time, the
senator must have summoned his collab-
orators just about when Jay and Nara
started home after their talk by the sea.
The morning was still fresh and cool,
and the senator had taken advantage of
the hour before the stifling heat—which
was bound to descend on them presently
—could slow down his activity.

“What, for instance?” Redding de-
manded, challenging the admiral’s asser-
tion that things even stranger than the
matter they were meeting to discuss had
taken place in recent times.

“It was the mutiny of the British navy
that I had in mind,” the admiral replied.
“The politicians in Parliament called it
a strike, of course, but that did not alter
the fact. Naval men called it by its right
name—wholesale mutiny.”

“I remember something about it,”’ the
senator replied. “They mutinied when
the politicians tried to cut the men’s pay.
That was it, wasn’t it?”

“Just that. The whole affair was very
skillfully engineered. The men gave
three cheers for the king, Parliament,

and the British Empire whenever the
higher officers tried to order them back
on the job, but there they stuck like
barnacles on the guns and the decks,
refusing to budge till they won their
mutiny. Who would ever have dreamed
it possible? The British navy in open
mutiny. They won, of course.”

“So you think there may be something
in this report from the secret service?”
Redding asked.

“Quite a lot. Our observers in the
enemy ports are highly skilled, conserva-
tive, and not likely to be misled by mere
gossip. Something important is happen-
ing to the morale of the naval forces of
the enemy.”

“What?” Atkinson demanded.

“Serious deterioration, I should call
it,” West replied. ‘“According to the
reports of our observers, the enlisted
men are breaking up into political groups
which have nothing to do with their
effectiveness as a fighting unit. Agi-
tators are at the bottom of it, of course.
And we must remember,” he continued,
“that the enemy is more idealistic, less
practical, stupider in the mass—call it
what you like—than the British.

“To any one who knows the enemy
as I do from frequent visits to their
country, it is inconceivable that they
would ever mutiny over a mere question
of pay. Money is a secondary consid-
eration with them.

“No; if and when they mutiny, it will
be over a dispute about principles or
ideals. The conservative element will
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family custom, partly to be sure that
everything is all right.”

“Yes,” he encouraged when she hesi-
tated.

“Until recently—the last two or three
weeks—he has always been a sound
sleeper when he does sleep. Last night
I found him fast asleep, but he wasn't
resting. He kept muttering in his sleep,
as if he were arguing with some one,
and waiting for the other man’s replies.”

“Has he ever talked in his sleep
before?”

“Not when I have gone in to see him
and found him sleeping. In fact I have
always rather envied the soundness with
which he sleeps. I'm a light sleeper
mysclf.”

‘“He’s probably just overworked.”

Jay could have bitten his tongue out
for the careless slip.

“That is what I am afraid of,” she
said quietly. “He goes everywhere—
into the offices, the studies, the green-
houses and all the laboratories, and he
never seems to consider the risk.”

“But he never stays long enough in
any one place to run much danger.”

“You don’t know. Two weeks ago he
spent a whole night with your friend in
the high-voltage laboratories.”

“What friend?” Jay asked, although
he had guessed.

“The one who asked you for a drink
of water yesterday.”

“Look here, Nara,” he said firmly,
“there’s no sense in your getting your-
self all stewed up over nothing. Our
talk last night has made you nervous.”

“I wish I could think so.”

He regarded her critically for a few
moments, then pushed his chair back.

“There is only one way to face a thing
like this, and that is to face it. Let us
go and have a look at your brother.”

Without a word she rose and took his
arm. He noticed that her hand trem-
bled slightly.

“I'll go in first,” she whispered, when
they reached the door of Tori’s bedroom.
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She entered and shut the door behind
her. It was fully three minutes before
she opened the door and nodded to Jay.
He followed her to the bedside and
stood staring down at the sleepmg face
of his friend.

“Am I right?” she whispered.

Jay bent down to see whether he
could observe any change in the familiar
features. Through the closed eyelids
he imagined he could just detect the con-
tours of the eyeballs. The texture of
the finely chiseled nostrils next engaged
his horrified attention. = Straightening
up slowly he faced her and nodded. She
swayed for a second, then took his arm.

As they reached the door a hoard in
the floor creaked. They heard Tori stir
and mutter. Jay turned his head. Tori
was sitting up in bed, his eyes open but
dazed.

“Is that you, Jay?”

“Sure. Nara and I came to tell you
breakfast is on the table.”

“I have been dreaming about you,”
Tori went on, as if he had not heard.
“What was it?”

“Don’t botker now,” Nara interposed
quickly. “Wouldn't you like your break-
fast in bed? TI'll bring it to you.”

“I don't feel like eating.”

“A cup of coffee then, before you get
up,” she suggested.

“Too hot” He yawned. “Dut you
might fetch me a drink of water.”

“I'll get it,” Jay said hastily. ‘"Nara,
your own breakfast will be gettmnr cold.”

“Take me to my own room,” she said
when Jay had closed the door behind

them. ‘“Then go back to him.”
“All right. Better take something and
lie down.”

SHE FLUNG herself on her bed,
and Jay hurried away to get the water.
Entering Tori’s-room without knocking,
he found his friend still sitting up in
bed, exactly as he had left him. Tori
took the glass and slowly raised it,
against the light of the east window, to
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bered 12, 16, 20, have any effect such as
radium has on living matter?”

“Because they are not radioactive,”
Sam informed him in a superior tone.
“Any radiations they may emit in their
almost infinitely slow disintegration
would be insufficient to affect the most
delicate microbe,”

“I didn’t really expect vou to tell me,”
Jay remarked caustically. “My ques-
tion was rhetorical, for the purpose of
bringing out my next point. As you
reminded me the other day, the elements
of the so-called rare earth group are
practically inert—nobody could hope to
make a fly breed freaks by exposing it
to the feeble radiations of such inactive
elements.

“The same holds for 12, 16, 20, and
most of the rest. But, you remember, I
asked you to look up the literature on
the induced activity of those elements.
Shoot enough high-speed alpha particles,
or other penetrating radiation into them,
and they will begin emitting character-
istic radiations of their own, breaking
down into elements farther down the
scale, and less active than themselves,
as they do.

“What specific effects will these radia-
tions have on plants and animals—say
on bacteria or fruit fliles? Can you pre-
dict? Evidently not, or you would not
have made the bull you have. My
biologic extension of the periodic law
covers the whole range of elements—
those occurring in nature and those
created in the laboratories. Like Men-
deléef’s, it also predicts what will be
the properties of elements not yet
created, and it does this for the biologi-
cal properties of the elements.

“It enables us to say with accuracy
what the radiations, natural or induced,
from any one of the elements, nat-
urally or artificially created, will
do to living matter. For example,
my extension enables me to say whether
the radiations from a particular element
‘will make bacteria or fruit flies more
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prolific, or less; whether it will sterilize
them; or whether it will cause them to
produce normal offspring or deformed
freaks with the power to pass on their
deformities to generation after genera-
tion of their descendants.

“In other words my new extension
does for the biological properties of
matter what Mendeléef’s periodic law
did for the physical and chemical prop-
erties and what my first extension
did for all the new elements possible
beyond the ninety-two known up to the
spring of 1934.

“Putting the two together, I can pre-
dict with reasonable accuracy what a
mixture of given elements, when applied
as an ingredient of a fertilizer, will do to
the soil, to the plants growing in the soil,
to the bhacteria living in the soil and
making normal plant growth possible,
and finally to any animals living on top
of the soil. Quite extensive, you see.

“What would you say if I could tell
you that one of the new elements pro-
duced in the laboratories emits radia-
tions numbered 1280 on my scale, and
that such radiations greatly increase the
fertility of fruit flies?”

“I should ask what is the number of
this new clement on the atomic-number
scale in common use,” Sam replied.

“To that I should have to tell you to
use your eyes, and really study that first
problem 1 gave you. The answer is
implicit in the solution of that problem
—if you do it right. You missed it?”

SAM was forced to admit that he.
had. Jay was almost ready to go to
work on Sam’s calculations.

“This ridiculous stuff you have given
the dust factories is due to a similar
oversight; 1287 is out of the question.
Do you know what the specific gravity
of a dust made from pulverized silicon
dioxide—common sand, say—when irra-
diated with 1287 would be?”

“Yes,” said Sam. “Does your law
give you that, too?”






























Dumb and Marvelous!

Dear Editor:

You continue to top the list.
was excellent, with minor Llemishes.
vaders,
Thinking were first class; I urray’s Light and
Blue Haze on Pluto follow closely ; Plane Com-
a8k, Llcctrolytic Onslaught and Into the
epths, a little behind, with Fog a poor wind-up.
. In Electrolytic Onslaught the people were both
dumb and muarvelous. “Dumb’” because it never
oceurred to them to have a look outside the
walls, and truly marvelous because they could
ftand the pressure of 5,000 feet of water in
suits that would puncture with a knife. Did
you pars that one with your eyes open or was
it a mistake? l.ooking forward to 7'he Son of
Old Fnithful —W. A. Gibsen, Rowanbank, Bath-
gate, West Lotham, Scotland.

The June issue
The In-
The Ord of Ivobability, and Alas Al

A Call to Arms!

Dear FEditor:

Announcing an ultranew organization—the
Antl Wire Staples Acitators Association. The
purpose of this organization is to do away with
such inane and purposeless organizations as the
SPWSSTI'M and the ITAOPUMUMFSTFPUSA.
We have long realized that these respective or-
ganizations have no other actual purpose than
putting before the science-fiction public the
names of an otherwise apparently insignificant
minority—chiefly Bob Tucker and Don Wollheim.

But why should the s«pace and money of
Astounding Stories he wasted to publicize such
idiotic individuals as the aforementioned?

This space could be used much more advan-
tageously in the featuring of a science column
or even Rcientific disputes of the readers.

To prove that we, the originators of this or-
ganization, are not doing this merely for per-
sonal publicity, we have decided to substitute
numbers for names. Fach person desiring to
Join shall receive a number.

Now, let’s show people such as Wollheim and
Tueker that they can‘'t monopolize the readers’
section of our magazine. TlLe only way to make

these poor misguided ones halt their dumb pro-
ceedings is to let them realize that they are
operating against the will of the science-fiction
majority.

Let's make DBrass Tacks function as it was
designed to function—to show the sentiments of
the reader and to promote corrective criticisin—
not 10 aid in securing personal publicity. ILet’s
get behind this organization and wipe out this
impediment to science-fiction once and for all!
All interested and willing to join, write to
D-436, 3399 Fulton Strect, Brooklyn, New York.

Mystery!

Dear Editor: :

After about another of reading Astounding
Stories and diligently digesting it (Brasxs T'acks
and all), T have formulated new theories, con-
clusions and what nots, one of which I am air-
ing now. To air only a few would take n whole
volume of the magazine, so, perforce, 1 have to
restrain myself.

Some one has said that therc is ‘‘science’
fiction and sciencified fiction. Which is which I
haven't bothered to fizure out, because I have
my own names for the two types of stf.—flc-
tionized science and scientific-tiction. Most of
your stories are the former. Now, I like science
and am always keen to learn sowething ncw, 8o
I enjoy fictlonized science very much. But, much
as I enjoy this, I infinitely more prefer science-
fiction—the good old hackneyed dyed-in-the-wool
wild west or adventure type, with the action
taking place on some queer planet or dimension,
full of weird animali and things. And if the
hero finally marries the local princess, S0 much
the better. Welnbaum’s Ilight of Titan, and
Parasite Planet are just the very herries of an-
other kind of stf. Iloy! that man knows how
to write, too. I also have a lot of time for
Frank Belknap Long, Jr.'s fancy little stories.
Reading them is a sheer delight. As for Miss
Moore's extravaganzas, why haven't there heen
plenty more?

You don't have to be a Sherlock Holmes to
determine that I am shouting for the Planeteer
louder than anybody else. If the Plancteer
means noe semimonthly Astounding, then I hereby
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fsrant you leave to let Astounding remain as it
8. In fact, now that all the science-fiction maga-
Zlnes—(0 my best knowledge and belici—have
gone in for fictionized_science, I'll utter the
following hlasphemy: If there is no room for
both the Plancicer and Astounding Stories, let's
have the Planciecr, even though Astounding
Sto‘nes is the best stf. magazine on the market.

For cons, I have moaned, with many others,
that stf. is an not-what-it-used-to-was, but for a
loug time I could not think what was wrong.
The stories are good; plots, new subjects,
original theories, are sometimes so0 unscientifie
and o irrelevant that the ensuing correspond-
ence is lightly amusing. And now it is all as
clear as mud; in the good old days we were fed
up with science-fiction and now it is fictionized
science.

$0, come on, you brother moaners, back me
up! I've solved the mystery for you! Join the
MFTROSFIL. (Moaners for the Return of Scien-
tified League), and if the editor prints a *Hawke
Carse” and a *“John Hanson” in the very next
issue of Astounding Stories, we shall declare a
temporary stasis of viglent action.

If he gives us the Planeteer, we'll elect him
as our president, secretary, and everything else
except treasurer, because that's the job for me.
But if he doesn’t, our first move will be to
shriek, whix(le, hiss and growl our war cry.—
lA).t deWoronin, Box 780, Bulaways, S. Rhodesia,

rica.

On Promoting Science!

Dear Editor:

Hgvm% finished the July issue of Astounding
Stories, submit a few comments. Those who
beg for less science in the stories must surely be
satisded with this issue. The only story which
pretended to scientilic explanations was The
Avator. In my opinion, the best stories in the
magazine were T'he Far Way and Ligquid Power.

But by far the most intcresting part of the
issue was the Brass Tacks department. It con-
tained more science than all the rest of the
magazine—if you call the Van Kampen argu-
ment science.

It seems that Mr. M. I. Leffing has success-
fully ended that ‘“tempest in a teapot,”” how-
ever. It seecmed rather a waste of space. And
the Tucker-Wollheim tangle is even more so. Is
this some new and exccedingly polite way of
sayving nothing?

To those who cry for less science in a
Science-fiction magazine: I suggest tbat they
subscribe to an adventure magazine.

The unsigned letter, headed “The Experimen-
tal Friend,” interested me. Am I wrong, or was
he insinuating that he discovered the secret of
artificial gravity? And the letter from Fred-
erick G. Hehr also gave the impression that the
writer knew more than he was telling. If I
am wrong, stop me, Mr. Hehr. And, although
I devour the superscientific stories, I also like
a well-written fantasy. To a certain extent I
agree with Ed Camille on this point. But I have
found that the only authors who consistently
turn out good fantasics are Jack Williamson
and the master, Abraham Merritt. ] notice that
almost every reader who suggests a new author
includes Merritt in the list.

I like Dold's illustrations, and 1 like the
colors of Brown's covers, although he does not
have the imagination necessary to completely
satisfy.—L. M. Jensen, Box 35, Cowley, Wy-
oming.

Appearances Count!

Dear Editor:

What's come over you? You've gone up 50%
since last month! Keep it up and you'll soon be
at the top of the pile. But maybe I was a little
harsh last month. Brown’s cover was excellent,
although 1 do like Paul's brilliant ones better.
Dold is better; he's not making his drawings of
plain scenes 8o fantastic but his figures still
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aren’t very good. Marchioni is still a second-
class artist.

Son of Old Faithful was good, but it wasn’t
written well—just plain everyday sentences.
Aside from that, it was carefully worked out,
and a sequel should be fortbcoming. Liquéd
Power was good also, but the mystery ship
seemed a little bit too pericet, as if a falry bad
popped up and given Don a wish.

The Avator didn’'t impress me. I don’t know .
why : perhaps it wus the way David's character
had turned out in the e¢nd; no man would have
acted like he did under any circumstance. OF
your shorts, the best was 7'he Accursed Qulazy;
it was the best in the issue aiso, with Son of Old
Faithful a close second.

The Far Wuy and Mcnace from Saturn werc
new ideas and were written well cnough to pass
by me without comment. 'I'he others weren’t so
very good; thcy weren't written so very well,
and the ideas were a little bit out of place—the
latter a little, and the former not interesting.
The editor's page, I n:ust ccmupliment you on—
excellent.

And now for these guys that say, “Phooey on
kickers about wire staples, rough edges, etc.”
I retort, “Phooey on them.” You'll have to
admit it. You can't say appearance doesn’t
count. Illustratioux do! Clay Ferguson pointed
that out well in a letter a short time ago. 1 say
if illustrations can't be good in stf. magaziner,
leave them out entirely. Smooth piper, cut
edges, etc¢.,, all go to satisfy the wmajority of
readers. So I say again, “Ihooey on the critics
of critics on wire staples.”

One more thing: You editors must think it
will ruin your reputation if you publish some
slams against you; I notice that there wasm't
one brickbat in the last two issues. G'wam, I
bet you're scared.—Raymond Hoeod, Jr., Hfgh
Ridge, Connecticut.

Tucker Takes It!

Dear Editor:

The miglty Dictator speaks. Quict please!

First: Mr. Wauaketield of Sacramento: You
are wrong; The Sterling-Wollheim combo is not
a rival. Wollhein is rapidly weakening, amd
Sterling has already offered to sell out. And
we are growing stronger. Watch for the bi
announcement due soon concerning our 10
members., If a copy isu't mailed you, send a
stamp for one. They wiil be ready by the time
this gets in print.

I get a great kick out of all the boys in Brass
Tacks who pass upon my sanity. Do they ever
stop to think of themselves? They must be a
little touched, too, or they wouldn't read science-
fiction. However, I get a great kick out of be-
ing nuts, a moron, daffy, etc. It's too bad there
aren't more like me in the world. It would be
a happier place. Will Mr. Kirshenblit please
inform me how the giguntic tussle between him-
self and that Wollheim person came out? I ex-
pect a little something from that remark of his
in the July iasue. .

Ah! Now to Fred Anger: I give him the
itch. Now, there’s a good chance to sell my
anti-itch balm. He is averse to my drooling pen.
I don’t usc a pen. It is genecrally a scoop
shovel and a piece of chalk. However, if he
doesn’'t want to listen to mc, let him join the
SPWSSTFM s0 the wire staples will be removed,
the mag will fall apart and he can just pick up
the story matter. and leave Brass Tacks where it
falls. P. 8. The headquarters of the Anti-
Tuckerites was burned down last week. While
holding a meeting, Fred became angry, his ears
got red, and set the rafters on fire.

Thanks to Philip McKernan for his noble on-
glaught. A titled membership and copies of our
propaganda will be rushed to you at once to
prepare you for the fray. .

As to Mr. Wilson of Missouri: I gave myself
the dictatorship. Whattya gonna do about it?
Wire staples arc detours on the path to Utopla.
Remove them, replace with gum binding, and






























