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As they reached the shore,
the fallen airship blew up.










12 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

the Magellan’s commander, who had
crossed the Atlantic many times by ship,
had never before observed.

And suddenly, inexplicably, it grew
amazingly cold.

HE airship’s wireless operator fumed
over dials and board, abandoned the
instrument, went out into the miniature
crow’s nest that overhung his cabin,
glanced about him and beat his hands
together in the waft of icy air that chilled
them.

“Damn funny,” he commented.

He went back to his cabin and rang up
the Magellan’s commander. The latter
had donned the only overcoat he had
brought on board and was discussing the
weather with the navigator when the
wireless operator’s voice spoke in his ear.

“Is that you, sir?”

‘“Yes.”

“I'm sorry, but it seems impossible to
send that message.”

“Eh?"

“I thought there was some fault in the
set. I've been sitting here for the last
two and a half hours trying to tap in on
France or a ship. There’s no message
come through. I've sent out yours, but
there’s been no reply.”

The commander was puzzled. “That'’s
strange, Gray. Sure your instrument is
functioning all right?”

“Certain, sir. I've broadcast to the re-
ceiving apparatus in the passengers’
lounge and they heard perfectly.”

“Damn funny. Get it right as soon as
you can, will you?”

“But . . . right, sir.”

The commander put down the tele-
phone and turned to give the news to the
navigator. They were in the steering
cage and it was just after eight o'clock.
But the navigator, instead of standing
by with his usual stolid expressionless-
ness, was at the far end of the cage, star-
ing upward fascinatedly.

“Gray says the infernal wireless has
gone out of order. Bright lookout if we
go into fog over the banks. . .. Hello, any-
thing wrong?”

“Come here, Commodore.”

The commander crossed to the naviga-
tor’'s side. The latter pointed up to a
darkling sky which, ever since the sud-
den fall of temperature, had been adrift
with a multitude of cloudlets like the
débris of a feather-bed. The commander
peered upward ineffectually.

“Well, what is it?”

“Look. Up there.”

“Only the moon. Well?”

“Well, it’s only the twenty-second of
the month. The new moon, in its first
quarter, isn’t due till the twenty-seventh.
And that one’s gibbous.”

“Good Christopher!”

They both stared at the sky through
the lattice of airship wire, amazed, half-
convinced that some trick was being
played upon them. From behind the
clouds the moon was indeed emerging,
round and wind-flushed and full. It
sailed the sky serenely, five days ahead
of time, taking stock of this other occu-
pant of its firmament. The Magellan’s
commander brought his glasses to bear
on it. It appeared to be the same moon.

“But it’s impossible. The calendar must
be wrong.”

“The only thing possibly wrong is the
date. And it’s not—as of course we know.
Look, here’s to-day’s Matin.”

He showed it. It was dated the twenty-
second of August, 1932.

The airship Magellan’s Cloud beat for-
ward into the growing radiance of moon-
light which had mysteriously obliterated
the last traces of the day.

OOKING out from his cabin window

i as he prepared to undress and go to
bed, the American, Keith Sinclair, was
startled. He was aware that it had -
grown intensely cold, as indeed was every
soul on board the Magellan’s Cloud,
whether on duty or in bed. But now his
gaze revealed to him the fact that the
airship’s hull was silvered with frost in
the moonlight. Frost at this altitude in
August?

For a moment he accepted the moon-
light. And then standing in the soft
hush-hush of the flexible airship walls,
realization of the impossibility of that
moon came on him, as it had done on the
navigator.

“Now how the devil did you come to be
there?”

The moon, sailing a sky that was now
quite clear, cloudless and starless, made
no answer. The notorious deportee whis-
tled a little, remembering a Basque story
heard from his mother—of how the sun
one morning had risen in the semblance
of the moon. . . . But that didn’t help.
It wasn’t nearly morning yet. And it was
an indubitable moon.

Still whistling, he felt his pulse and,
as an afterthought, took his temperature.
Both were normal. Meanwhile, the cold
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through the malachite comb of the wind,
the Atlantic surged over the spot where
the wreck had flamed. An urgent fear
came upon Clair. She shook the Ameri-
can’s shoulder.

“Where are the others?”

“Dead.”

He had stopped laughing. He lay face
downward, unmoving. Clair shook him
again.

“You mustn’t!
and. ...”

But she knew it was useless. Her own
head nodded -in exhaustion. She laid
her face in the curve of her arm and
prescntly was as silent as he was.

You must keep awake

THE morning wind died away and with
its passing the sky began to clear.
One after another, like great trailing
curtains drawn aside from an auditorium,
sheets of rain passed over the sea. But
they passed northeastward, not touching
the little bay. Lying exhausted and asleep
in their inadequate shelter under the lee
of the cliffs the two survivors of the air-
ship’s wreck stirred at the coming of the
sunlight. Sinclair awoke, sa’ up, looked
around, remembered. He whistled with
cracked lips.

“Great Spartacus!”

Wrecked. The Magellan’s Cloud blown
up. And cold—the infernal cold. . ..

He was in pajamas—green-striped silk
poplin. The suit clung to his skin in
damp and shuddersome patches. He
stood up. His feet were cut and bruised,
black with congealed blood. The salt
bit into them as he moved. Alternate
waves of warmth and coldness flowed
up and down his body.

Setting his teeth against giving way to
the pull of the urgent pain in his feet, he
began to knead and pound his throat and
chest and abdomen and thighs, then took
to massaging them, plucking out and re-
leasing muscles like a violin-maker test-
ing the strings of a bow. Suddenly some-
thing screamed at him, menacingly.

He glanced up, startled. It was a soli-
tary gull. He thought, “And a peculiar
one, too.” It swooped and hovered, its
bright eyes on the occupants of the
shelter. Man and bird looked at each
other unfriendlily. Then the gull, with a
slow beating of wings, flapped out of
sight. Sinclair resumed operations on
his now tingling body.

Behind him, Clair Stranlay began to
moan.

He had thought her dead. He wheeled

round. Lying with her face and throat in
the sun, she was moaning, again unable
to open her eyes. Her hair was a damp
mop.

Her eyes opened at last.

She sat up, remembering at once.

“Any of the others turned up?”

He shook his head.

“The sunlight woke me,” he told her.

“I'm horribly thirsty.”

“So am I. I'll go and look for water i
a minute. ”

“Where do you think we are? ”

“Somewhere in the Bay of Biscay.
Coast of Portugal, perhaps.”

Clair’s undrowned imp raised a damp
head. “Hope it's the sherry district.
People inland must have seen the wreck
of the Magellan. They're bound to come
down to the shore, aren’t they?”

“Bound to, I should think. Feel certain
enough to rise now?”

She stood up with his arm supporting
her. Instantly, in the full sunlight, she
began to shiver. He nodded.

“Warm up with exercises. Know how?
Right. I'll go and look for water and see
if any people are coming down the cliffs.
Don’t overdo things. Shout for me if you
feel faintness coming on.”

He went, limping blood-heeled. Clair
stared after him till his black poll van-
ished round a projection of rock, and
then emerged slowly from her dejected
sleeping-suit. She thought hazily, “Exer-
cises! . . . Honest-to-God American ones.
This can’t be happening to me.”

Her feet, like Sinclair’s, she discovered
bloody, though not so badly cut. Except
its craving for water, her body in the
next few strenuous minut:s acquired
comfort and familiarity again. The
pajamas steamed in the sunlight; ceased
to steam. In ten minutes they were dry.

“There's water round to the left—a
cascade over the rocks. Can you walk?"

She essayed the adventure gingerly.
“Easily.”

Out in the full sunlight she stopped to
look round the bay. Desolate. The navi-
gator, the commander, Miss Kemp—a fit
of shuddering came on again. She cov-
ered her face with her hands.

But the horror lingered for a moment
only, and then was gone. She turned to
the American, a pace behind her, waiting
for her, a grotesque figure in his
shrunken pajamas, his blue-black hair
untidily matted. He stood arms akimbo,
scowling at the sea. A gull—there seemed
but one gull in the bay—swooped over
























26 FAMOUS YANTASTIC MYSTERIES

The American turned again and led
them onward.

Suddenly they found themselves in the
lee of one of the foot-hills, under the
mouths of two great caves.

CHAPTER FOUR
THE LAIR

E DON'T know what may be in
them,” said Sir John Mullaghan.
They stood and looked at the
cave-mouths. They stood almost in dark-
ness, in a thin line of light, a space-time
illusion of luminosity, for the sun had
quite vanished. Hesitating, they peered
at one another in the false twilight. A
little stream of water, hardly seen, ran
coldly over Clair’s toes. She felt more ill
than ever.

“What can there be? There are no
animals in this country. Do let’s get out
of the rain—it’s coming on again”.

“Can’t you smell?” said Sinclair.

Clair elevated her small rain-beaded
nose and smelled. A faint yet acrid odor
impinged on the rainy evening. Am-
moniac. “Like the Zoo lion-house,” said
Sinclair, very low, staring at the near
cave-mouth.

The armaments manufacturer showed
his latent quality. He bent down, groped
at his feet and straightened with a
large stone in his hand. He motioned
them aside. Clair stood still. Sinclair
seized her roughly by the shoulder and
pulled her to one side of the near cave-
mouth.

“Come out!”

The stone crashed remotely in the
bowels of the cave, ricochetted in dark-
ness, stirred a multitude of echoes. Noth-
ing else. The twilight vanished. They
stood in the soft sweep of the rain,
listening.

“I'll step into the mouth and try my
lighter on a bit of my underclothes,” said
Sir John practically.

“All right.” The American’s voice im-
perturbable.

Clair could see neither of them now. -

But Sinclair’s shoulder touched hers. She
heard cautious, barefoot treadings in the
dark. Sir John had left them. Clair
thought, ‘Oh, God, why doesn’t he hurry?’
Her thoughts blurred. Sh{: leaned against
Sinclair. “Sh!”

The forward darkness spat sparks in-
termittently. The lighter. Spai. Spat.
Something dirty white. A catch. Vigor-

ous blowing. A glow. The mouth of the
cave. Porous-looking rock. Sir John Mul-
laghan’s face. His voice.

“It winds inward. I'll go and see if
there’s anything.”

“All right.”

Clair said, “No, you don’t. Doctor Sin-
clair thinks he’s protecting me. I don’t
need it.” She prodded her protector.
“Go with him.”

His support was withdrawn.
where you are.”

A faint glow, over-gloomed by a titanic
shadow, illumined the cave-mouth. Be-
tween her and that glow passed another
tenebrous Titan. The glow failed, light-
ed up again, receded. Alone. Soft swish
of rain. Clair began to count, found her-
self swaying, shook herself out of count-
ing. “Makes you sleepy.” A long walit
and then suddenly Sinclair’s voice close
at hand, “Miss Stranlay!”

“Hello?”

“Give me your hand.” She found her-
self drawn forward. “Careful.”

“Nothing inside?”

“Not a thing except a queer kind of
nest.”

She stumbled in blackness.
light gone out?”

“The cave twists.”

The ground underfoot had a porous
feeling: it was as though one walked
over the surface of a frozen sponge. A
few more steps and Sinclair, by the aid
of disjointed gropings with his disen-
gaged hand, guided Clair round a corner
of the ante-cave. She saw then a roof
nine or ten feet high overarching a cave-
chamber something of the size and ap-
pearance of her own small drawing-room
in Kensington. It glittered grayly. On
the uneven floor, tending a small fire
that seemed to be fed with his under-
garments and a pile of ancient hay,
squatted Sir John Mullaghan, naked to
the waist. In the far leftward corner
was a hummock. The “nest.”

“All right, Miss Stranlay?”

“As rain, Sir John.” Clair stumbled
again. Sinclair pushed her past the fire.
She sank down on the nest. Its straw
crackled dustily under her weight. The
fire, Sir John, and Sinclair began to pace
a hasting gavotte. Clair closed her eyes.

“I'm going to faint.”

She did.

“Keep

“Has the

HE passed from the faint into a sleep,
and awoke several hours later, Sin-
clair’s hand shaking her.
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golden, there shone under the sunlight
a suggestion of immense tracts of waste
country. All three of the travelers stared,
Clair with sinking heart. It must be miles
to that lake. And no sign anywhere of a
native village or trading-station.

“We're on a high level—a plateau with
mountains,” said Sinclair unemotionally.
“We've been traveling across it for days.
That's why we’ve seen few animals, prob-
ably. There’s nothing here but strays
from down there.”

Sir John said, “And we’re going down?”

“Yes.”

Clair smiled at the American, casually,
friendlily. “There’s no ‘yes’ about it. Not
until we’ve all made up our minds.”

Sinclair’s ears tinted themselves a slow
red. “I am going down.”

“Do.”

Sir John interposed. “Really, Miss
Stranlay, I don’t think there is anything
else to be done now. ... Though possibly
Doctor Sinclair might word his invita-
tions a little more courteously in the fu-
ture.”

Sinclair scowled at him angrily. “Cour-
tesy! Do you realize we're absolutely lost
somewhere in absolutely unknown and
unexplored country? That there are
macheerodi and possibly other wild beasts
in it—to say nothing of Neanderthalers?"”

“That seems to be the case,” said Clair.
“But it doesn’t alter the fact that your
manners are badly in need of improve-
ment."”

He glanced from one to the other of
them, as though he were looking at
idiots. He shrugged. “All right. Bad
though they may be, I think it would be
ruinous if we split into two parties.” He
bowed, a ludicrous angry figure. “Would
you mind coming down into the low coun-
try, Miss Stranlay?"”

Clair had a ridiculous impulse and a
lovable singing voice—a deep untrained
contralto. They stared at her startled as
she held out her arms and smiled at the
wild lands below them:

“Oh, ye’ll take the high road,

And TI'll take the low road,

And I'll be in Scotland afore ye;

But me and my true love,

We'll never meet again

On the bonny, bonny banks of Loct
Lomond!”

She felt her eyes grown moist invol-
untarily.

Sir John said gently, “Thank you, Miss
Stranlay.”

“Silly,” Clair confessed.

“Not silly at all, Miss Stranlay.” It was
Sinclair unexpectedly. “Thank you also.
I was a lout.”

“You're a dear,” said Clair soberly, and
for the second time that day.

T WAS a steeply shelving descent of
nearly a mile, over the usual coarse

grass. At the foot Sinclair waited—as
usual. He avoided Clair’s eyes. He had
avoided them since that remark. “We
have about an hour until sunset.”

Sir John, panting, sat down. “And what
are we going to do until then?”

The American seemed for once at a
loss. “Find a place to camp, I suppose.”

“Looks different somehow,” said Clair.

It did. The forest was more widely
spread or the tundra more enforested,
according to one’s fancy. Some oaks—
young-looking oaks—grew near at hand.
Smooth hog-backed hills rose here and
there in the tree-set waste, but there
were no mountains, no volcanoes. Also,
near sunset though it was, this low coun-
try was much warmer than the plateau
they had just deserted. Nor was it so
silent.

A long-necked gray bird flitted among
the oaks; they could hear the swish of
its wings through the leaves. Remote
among the low smooth-humped hills a
vast long-drawn moan rose and fell; they
had not noticed it at first, because it was
part of the landscape. Now, as it ceased,
they peered in the direction from which
it had come.

“A cow,” said Clair.

It did indeed sound like the lowing of
a cow—a gigantic cow. Presently it ceased
with some decision, and was not resumed.
Sinclair stood with his fingers on his
hand-ax. “Bison, perhaps.”

“What is this place, Doctor Sinclair?”

The question worried all three of them
continually. Clair put it into words most
frequently. Sir John glanced up at her,
then at the ragged bearer of the horse-
haunch. The latter started.

“Eh? ... God knows.”

“I doubt it,”"said Clair.

The American began to move across
the grass toward the trees. Clair held out
her hand to Sir John, but he stood up
without assistance, albeit with a grimace.
Presently they were threading a new belt
of trees, very green and lush with under-
growth, and with their shadows pointing
long dark fingers into the west. The
gray bird was silent. So was all else of
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“Don’t touch him1 again, Sinclair!”
Clair discovered Sir John Mullaghan,
panting, standing by her side. The
hunters had fallen silent, with eager,
expectant faces. Sir John said, “God bless
me!”’

Sinclair, his head thrust forward as
had been the angry hunter’s, seemed to
be replying to the savage in his own
language—a torrent of consonants. At
that the angry one suddenly smacked
the American in the face and then leaped
back lightly out of range. Doing so, the
anger vanished from his face. He laughed.
Thereupon all the others shouted with
laughter as well, Clair’s assailant being
so overcome that he had to hold his
sides. . . .

The Magellan’s survivors stared as-
tounded.

“Must be a colony of escaped lunatics,”
said Sir John. “I'll try to get you that
quilt, Miss Stranlay. ... What now?”

“Utso! Utso!”

The hunters, yelling, turned and ran,
all but three of them. One of these
seized Sinclair’s wrist, another Sir John'’s,
gesticulating the while toward the hill
where the pony-battle had taken place.
Clair found her right hand in the grasp
of a savage whose face was vaguely fami-
liar.

It was he of the vivid gray eyes.

He waved toward the hill, urgently.
Clair, with a last desperate glance back-
ward, pointed to the quilt. He shook his
head. Next moment, in the trail of Sir
John and his captor, Clair Stranlay found
herself running through the evening
shadows of the unknown land by the side
of a golden body and a golden head which
stirred a misty clamor of memories in
her mind.

HERE were half a dozen ponies on
the hill-brow. They were no larger
than Shetlands. One of them was not
quite dead. As Clair and the gray-eyed
hunter arrived, a savage bent over the
beast and, poising a flint ax in his hand,
neatly split its skull. Half the hunters
faced outward, their flint-tipped spears
held ready. Strange, gray-black things
with high shoulders and dragging hind-
quarters came out of the gleaming dim-
ness, glared at the groupings of dead
ponies and quick men, snarled disap-
pointedly, and wabbled backward. A
hunter made a feint with his spear at
one of these unaccountable beasts.
Thereat, scrambling away like a calf,

it guffawed hideously. Clair felt she was
going mad, standing in the gloaming
chill among these laughing savages and
laughing beasts. She found Sinclair be-
side her, and clung to him for a moment,
thinking, “That scowl of yours is the only
sane thing in this country.” She shook
him.

“Who are they? What are they going
to do?”

“Wish I knew—the giggling swine! Es-
pecially that clown who slapped my
face—”

“Oh, never mind your face.”

“I'm sorry.” Stiffly.

They looked at each other. Clair began
to giggle. The American still scowled with
twitching face. Clair realized he was al-
most as hysterical as she was. Realiza-
tlon was somehow sobering. A hunter
near them, bending over the carcass of
a pony, pushed his bearded face toward
them, grinning inquisitively himself, as
though desirous of sharing a joke. Sir
John Mullaghan struggled to their side,
though indeed no one made any effort
to detain him.

“Sinclair, since you know their lan-
guage—"

“Oh, yes, and what language is it?”
Clair also had remembered.

“I don’t know. I've no memory of hear-
ing it before. But when that circus clown
came jabbering I found mysclf—answer-
ing him.”

“But you must know what you an-
swered.”

“I don't. ... Good God, are we to stand
here while I'm put through an examina-
tion in linguistics? Stop that damned
giggling, Miss Stranlay. ... I'll ask them
where they’re going to take us—”

“No need,” said the armaments manu-
facturer.

Nor was there. The hunters, half of
them laden with portions of pony-car-
cass, began to move down the southward
brow of the hill. They seemed to have
no leader. The move was made in a drift
of mutual convenience. A large elderly
man, over-burdened, stopped beside Sin-
clair and motioned unmistakably. He
wanted assistance.

“I'm damned if I do,” said the Amer-
ican.

The man showed his teeth in a grin,
lingered, moved on. It was almost dark.
A hunter with his spear slung on his
arm by a thong caught Sir John and Sin-
clair by the arms and urged them down
the hillside.



40 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

Looking after them, it struck Clair,
absurdly, that he was doing the thing
in sheer friendliness. . . . Next moment
she found herself alone on the hill-brow
with the beasts, now a dark mass like
a moving carpet, snufling up the hill to-
ward her. She would have run but that
a hand came over her shoulder, and she
almost screamed at that. It was the gray-
eyed hunter. He was evidently the rear-
guard.

He smiled and motioned southward. He
smiled less frequently than the others.
His body smelled of red earth. Clair
thought sickly, “Some caveman stuff,
now, of course.”

The savage left her. Fearfully, she
heard the sound of a furious scuffle, the
impact of blows. The hunter returned,
breathing heavily, glancing over his
shoulder. He caught her arm anxiously.
They began to run down-hill together.
Thereat a wurr of protest behind them
changed into a scamper of many paws
and a blood-freezing bay of laughter.

Sinclair, Sir John and the others had
disappeared. Clair ran blindly in the
darkness over grass and things that were
probably bush-roots, for she stumbled on
them. Behind, the pattering sound gained
volume. Clair understood. The man be-
side her could run as fast as the beasts
by whom they were being pursued. She
was delaying him. She shook her arm
free.

“Go on, you idiot, then! I can’t.”

For answer, still holding her hand, he
swung to the right. Clair heard the
scratch and scrape of the wheeling pack
behind them. The hunter’s hand shot up
and gripped her wrist. :

Next moment they trod vacancy.

Clair heard a feeble little ghost of a
scream come from her own lips. She
curved her body automatically and next
moment struck water—water she could
not see. It closed over her body like an
envelope of red-hot steel. Down and
down, with burning eyeballs. Something

. tearing at her, something holding her.
. . . She found herself on the surface—
the surface of a river it must be, for the
current was strong—trying to swim and
hampered in the effort by the grip of the
hunter.

She tried to wrench her arm free, and
then immediately stopped, realizing that
he evidently knew in which direction to
swim. Which she as certainly did not.
A short distance away a snuffling clamor
and bestial laughter grew fainter. Clair’s

knee struck soggy yielding ground. They
crawled through a stretch of swamp;
scrambled up an incline. Clair fell on
the ground, panting. It was black as
pitch. The savage was the vaguest shad-
ow. He pulled at her shoulder impatiently,
saying incomprehensible things. She
raised her head.

Quite near at hand was the glow of
five great fires.

O IT seemed to Clair then, looking at
the bright segmenting of the eastern
night. But she was mistaken. There
were five great openings into the cave,
and the segmented glow had birth and
being in a multitude of fires. The light
grew brighter as she and the gray-eyed
hunter climbed from the river.

Far in ages past that river had driven
through a higher channel in the lime-
tone bowels of the hillside; once it
must have flowed eastward, an under-
ground river. Then, in some catastrophic
spate, it had burst those stygian bonds,
broken free in an acre-wide vomit of
great limestone boulders, and then sunk
and sunk, sweeping eastward and down-
ward, till it flowed, in rough parallel, a
good hundred yards from the gaping
cavern mouths that marked the river
bank of the original channel.

The catastrophe had left a great cave,
at some points narrow, at others wide
and sweeping into a glow-softened dark-
ness; fires burned in remote sub-caves
far into the rock. . . . Clair stood in the
wash of light, looking at a scene as re-
mote from the life and times of her
country as it was remote from all pic-
tures she had ever built in imagination
of the life of the savage.

There were perhaps two hundred or
less human beings in that immense aban-
doned channel of the underground river.
More than half were women and children.
Some were grouped round the innumer-
able small fires, some lay flat and appar-
ently asleep on skins by those fires, some
stood in groups—surely in gossip!

Ten yards from Clair an old man
squatted, his graying hair falling over his
eyes, and, in the unchancy light of the
fires, smote with a mallet at a nodule
of bright flint. The staccato blows rose
at regular intervals, high akout the hum
of the cavern.

A voice called something from the
group round the nearest fire, and Clair’s
hunter touched her arm and she found
herself walking across the hard uneven
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“But I still don’t understand. If this is
the world of twenty-five thousand B. C.,
as we've calculated, what is its popula-
tion? Are there other men? Is there a
Europe? And that Neanderthal skull—it
didn’t belong to a species of man like
one of these hunters, surely?”

The American made an abrupt, half-
despairing gesture.

“How can we know—now—since all our
other beliefs about these times go phut?
Something like this, I imagine: Atlantis
here is a great waste of land, the young-
est and most unstable of the continents.
It must stretch out at points almost
across to the Antilles and America. And
wandering through it are possibly a few
scarce family groups like our hunters.
Possibly—but our hunters may be the
only true men as yet in existence.

“They must have been wandering this
land for thousands of years. In the east
there, toward Europe and in Europe it-
self, there are Neanderthal men—unhu-
man, a primitive experiment by Nature
in the making of man. They also must be
few enough in number, though their
species probably spreads far into Asia and
Africa.

“And somewhere in Central and South-
eastern Asia at this moment may be
other family groups of true men, not so
very different from these golden cavemen
of ours, slowly wandering westward. . . .
There is an Ice Age coming, a few thou-
sand years hence, and at the end of it the
Neanderthalers will die out and these
hunters, or rather their descendants,
reach Europe and spread over it, inter-
marry with those remote kinsmen of
theirs from Asia. ... Something like that.”

He jumped to his feet. “Oh, by God,
if one could only tell them—those hun-
ters of ours!”

“Tell them what?” asked Sir John.

“History—the world that is to be. Re-
member that kindly chap that took you
and me prisoners—we thought we were
prisoners and we weren't at all. He's
never heard the words for war or prison.
Or that hunter who brought Miss Stran-
lay to the caves. . . . If they knew what
their children there in the sunlight are
going to inherit—thousands of years
away!

“All the bloody butcheries of the battle-
fields, the tortures and mutilatings of
the cities still unbuilt, the blood-sacrifices
of the Aztec altars, those maimed devils
who die in the coal mines of Europe. . ..”
He looked down at Clair, “You’re a novel-

ist, Miss Stranlay. You were born in the
slums—thirty thousand years in the fu-
ture. Do you remember it? Think that it
still has to happen—for these.”

Clair said, in a pale, quiet voice: “Will
you two leave me alone? Oh, I won't go
mad again.”

“Don't stay too late. We’ll watch for
you from the cave.”

“All right, Sir John.”

She heard the scuff-scuff of their re-
ceding footsteps. She was alone. A lap-
wing came wheeling over the hill-brow
and passed toward the marshes. Drowsi-
ness had settled on the caves. Clair
Stranlay laid her head on her arms and
began to weep—to weep and weep as she
had never before done in her life.

OR a little her thoughts were in a
static confusion. Then they com-
bered into a wild clamor—an affrighted
clamor, though the fear was of a differ-
ent order from that which had horrified
her into hysteria in the presence of Sin-
clair and Sir John.

“But what am I to do?” she thought.
“Oh, my good God, what am I to do? If
we're here forever—but I can’t! I may
live to be a hundred—days and days and
months and years—among horse-flesh
and fires. No books. Never read a lovely
piece of prose again. Never have the fun
of correcting my own proofs. Or lying on
a soft clean bed. Or smoking cigarettes.
Never talk to the people who like my
kind of jokes, or twist an argument; or
be clever and bright. Or wear pretty
clothes and have men admire me. And
be safe—safe and secure....I can’t do it.”

The grass rustled under her as she lay
and wept, terrified. She closed her eyes,
tightly, to make sure that this country
and the American’s talk were all part of a
dream. Ever so tightly. In a moment,
,when she opened them, she’d know. It
couldn’t be, it couldn’t be. . . . She opened
her eyes on the afternoon of the pale
Atlantean hills.

As she looked across them with misted
eyes, far and remote, and heard by her
for the first time since their coming to
the caves, there rose and belled and quiv- .
ered in the air the sound that had star-
tled the mammoth miles away by the
side of the great oak. It rose and fell,
rose again, died on a long strange note,
that mysterious lowing. Wonderful thing,.
Breath-taking thing to hear.

If only she had a note-book and pencil!

Both of them thousands of years away.
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the reason was the gray-eyed hunter,
Aerte.

He walked from the far end of the
men's line. His head was a little down-
bent, as though in deep thought. Under
his left arm was his spear. Disregarding
the waiting line of women he came,
straight toward where the three sur-
vivors of the airship’s wreck lay.

Clair thought, breathlessly: “Cooler,
now. Must get back to the caves soon.
Sir John—wonder if he’s feeling better?
. . . Defense. Not thinking. Taking no
heed.” But in some fashion she felt as
though she had just finished running an
exhausting race. Sinclair, his eyes on
the hunter, said:

“Just shake your head, Clair. There's
no compulsion among these people.”

But Clair’s head he saw was as down-
bent as the hunter’s own. She saw the
nearing feet in the grass, but nothing
more. And then he was close; had halted.
She raised her head.

They looked at each other for a long
time. She heard the American say some-
thing; something quite incomprehensible
because of that drumming noise in her
ears. She was looking up, even in the
still sunshine, not into the face of Aerte
alone. Her heart was wrung with a sud-
den wild pain of recognition, and then
that passed, leaving a tingling as of
blood, long congealed, that flowed again.
. . A gentle voice came nearer and
nearer out of the silence. Sir John’s.

“He'll go away. It's just that he doesn’t
realize that you are different.”

“I'm glad.”

They saw her swing to her feet. She
stood beside the hunter.

“Miss Stranlay!”

There was urgency and appeal in the
simultaneous cry. Clair looked back at
them, shook her head. They had grown
the mistiest of images.

And then she put her hand in the
hand of the hunter, Aerte, felt that hand
close on hers, felt herself drawn forward,
heard a groan from Sir John Mullaghan
as she and the hunter moved away in
the direction of the other promised
mates. :

She closed her eyes, and when next she
opened them found before her the east-
ern hills.

AIN came on again that night. Win-

ter was not far off from Atlantis.
Distant in the north the volcanoes
smoked, and sometimes, in the lifting
clouds of rain, could be glimpsed as the
beating of damp beacons remote in the
mirk. Clair, lying sleepless, saw them,
pregnant, dark blossoms high up in the
sky. Remote there was the plateau
crossed by herself and Sinclair and Sir
John only three days ago. Fantastic
journey. Fantastic climax to it, this. . ..
The hunter stirred, dreamlessly, dark
and golden, and she peered at him, then
at the passing curtains of rain.

A lover—a chosen husband—for the
dark days! A lover dead and dust twen-
ty-five thousand years before she had
been born, sleeping there among the
other hunters. What dream was this
that had led her feet from a Kensington
flat to that running across the hills from
the mating-place to the dawn-men?

They had run beyond the sight and
sound of that mating-place, and then,
at the over-quickening of Clair’s breath-
ing, the hunter had slowed down and
looked at her inquiringly. They were in
a treeless stretch of long grass, the river
deserting them and holding southward.

Across the grass, a mile or more away,
two great hairy beasts shoggled through
the afternoon, one after the other. Wool-
ly rhinoceroi. Clair, panting, had brought
her eyes back to Aerte.

They had smiled together. Clair had
thought: “And where from here?”

He had answered that by taking her
hand again and breaking again into the
trot that was probably his customary
pace. The trees drew nearer. Clair saw
that they were beeches, with great open
spaces between. The rhinoceroi had dis-
appeared. Clair, breathing desperately,
lay down. Aerte halted, laughed, ges-
tured, his black hair falling over his face.
Then he laid the spear down beside her
and vanished among the beeches.

When she had recovered her breath
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she heard the sound of him returning,
and saw what he carried. It was a great
watermelon. She sat up, looking at him
lightedly. His grave eyes laughed down
at her.

She had reached up and kissed the Cro-
Magnard’s lips, his promised mate. . . .

Where would the night find them and
their companions? Back in the caves?

Aerte had shaken his head when they
stood on their feet again and she ges-
tured that question. He picked up his
spear. On the young bearded face close
to hers she saw, with a quiver of wonder,
a mist of perspiration. He looked down
at her, grave again, though with shining
eyes. Haunting face. . . .

He said: “Over the hills.”

They had perhaps half a score of words
between them, as they went across the
sunset land.

At length they drew nearer to the hillg
—great redstone masses unusual enough
in the Atlantean scene. Gorse in thickets
climbed their flanks. Birds rose whirring
at their approach. Plover. It grew cold.
Suddenly their shadows began to race
hillward.

“Do hope you've some place in mind
where we can shelter.”

Strange jargon in that sunset land!
The English speech, so fine and splendid
and flexible an implement, fashioned
from the blood and travail of generations
of Aryans yet unborn. Thousands of
years yet before from Oxus bank dim
tribesmen would drift across the Urals,
and the first English word issue from
barbarous lips. . . . She became aware
that they were threading in single file
a long cleft in the hills. Golden flanked
as the hills, Aerte led the way.

Beyond the winding cleft, she realized
they had swung northeastward. Across
the savanna waste, remote, towered the
plateau where she had journeyed from
the wreck of Magellan’s Cloud. A week
ago!

There lay the lake in the dying light.
Perhaps if they listened they would hear
that lowing again. She had caught the
hunter’s arm then and stayed him, lis-
tening. But from the dimming plateau-
world and its foreground had come no
sound other than a faint rustle, as though
it were a painted screen rustling in the
wind.

They climbed. The lake receded,
blurred, vanished. And at length, on a
bush-strewn ledge, Aerte had drawn
aside a bush and shown their shelter for

the night. She understood then the
reason for his disappearance the day
before. Some twelve to fourteen feet
deep, the shelter, though not more than
four feet high.

Round the walls were things that
looked to Clair like paintings, but the
licht went then and she could make
nothing of them. The hunter motioned
her inside. He was standing against the
sunset. It was very still. She heard the
beating of his heart and thought that
were the light clearer she might verily
see that beating. . . . Almost a shadow,
some Titan threatener of the ancient
gods, against the coming threat of dark-
ness. His black hair blew softly in the
wind. And Clair remembered more Ten-
nyson:

“Man, her last dream who seemed so fair,
Such splendid promise in his eyes—"

Man. Aerte. One and the same, here
in the night that was the morning of the
world. And if she closed her eyes for a
moment she would see him hanging in
the barb-wire entanglements of Mametz
trench, hear again, that moan that shud-
dered still, undying, unceasing, in a night
twenty-five thousand years away: ‘“Clair!
Oh! Clair! . . .”

She had called him in then startledly,
her face quivering, and he had come, and
ceased to have any symbolical signifi-
cance whatever, and had been merely
the strange dark hunter, and again, of
course, the promised mate.

As they sat again in the twilight, later,
her arm was round the bare shoulder of
the hunter. She told him in a slow mur-
mur of words of which she had no under-
standing, and he had understood and
brought from the back of the cavelet
cooked fish, several of them, wrapped in
great leaves. She sat and ate with great
appetite, wiping her fingers in the grass,
and reflecting on the amount of germs
she must be eating. . . . Her world had
been haunted by the wriggly shapes of
germs, even as the world of the Middle
Ages by devils.

She had said of the hunter and the
others, that they were children, and so
they were. She was twenty thousand
years older than he—than these others
around them. Behind her marched the
bloody ghosts of all history; behind the
ancestry of this golden boy beside her
was nothing but long millennia of vivid
harmless lives, reaching back to the time
when men were not yet men. ...
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and Clair looked at each other dumbly
in the dusk. Something—

And next morning they went out from
the painted cavelet of sixty hours’ resi-
dence, and Clair never saw it again. For
that morning the band went west before
the sun, slowly, in no great hurry, yet
with intention.

Once they stopped to bathe in a la-
goon from which they were evicted by
the splashings and blowing of a great
beast such as Clair had never seen before
—a thing with a body like an unfortu-
nate bee-vat, four stumpy legs, a hide
that seemed to suffer from mildew and
a head that was a bewildering confusion
of teeth, tusks, horns and bosses. It
splashed and paused and pawed, watch-
ing the bathers, and Clair felt the hun-
ter tug at her hair. She turned, treading
water, and followed him. Nor any too
soon, for the multihorned animal at that
moment charged them from the bank
with the speed of an express train and
something of its whining uproar.

Clair it missed by inches, but they were
as good as so many miles, for the beast's
speed carried it into deep water where it
floundered and squawked piercingly, evi-
dently unable to swim. Its musk odor lay
like a scum upon the water. Eying it, the
hunter hefted his spear thoughtfully,
and then shook a regretful head as it
gained a sand-bank and stood blowing
and dripping there. Bogged, he would
evidently have considered it a titbit.

“I'd sooner eat a goods-wagon,” Clair
told him.

She told him many a thing as unin-
telligible. She found it a saving necessity
to keep herself in remembrance that a
week before she had been Clair Stranlay,
not a wanderer with a savage through a
land lost in the deeps of time. A savage!
At that her laughter went up to the soar-
ing circus of carrion birds gathered in
haste to watch the shoreward meander-
ings of the ill-tempered monster. The
hunter’s contralto laugh joined in, short-
fully, his gray eyes upon Clair, and
lighting as they were wont to do.

And suddenly, in the aurulent loveli-
ness of the day. Clair felt sick with a
strange queer dread of what the future
might bring.

INCLAIR saw their home-coming in
the late afternoon of that third day.
Sitting a little beyond and above the
cave-mouths, peeling a long wand and
binding either end of that wand with

deer-gut, he saw them come. He paused
at work. He swore, with the ancient out-
ward mechanism of emotion that the
days were indeed wearing to meaning-
lessness.

Clair Stranlay!

(Ten days before: Magellan’s Cloud;
passengers’ gallery; a languid loveliness
in an expensive frock, with painted lips
and ironic, inquiring gaze. . . .)

“Safe, anyhow,” he thought.

Safe they seemed. They came over the
hills, the hunter pony-laden, Clair carry-
ing the spear. In the blaze of the sun
setting she saw the American and waved
the old Stone Age spear. He waved in
reply and then returned to work on the
peeled wand. He was almost alone at the
cave-mouths, for of the couples who had
taken to the hills, Clair and Aerte were
the last.

They splashed through the river, stop-
ping midway, the hunter to lave himself
from head to foot, for he was very warm,
having killed the pony on the run only
a few minutes before. Sinclair descended
from his ledge.

“Hello, Keith!”

“Hello, Clair.”

She found his stare impossible to meet.
A slow wave of color ebbed into her
cheeks. She thought: “I will look at him,”
and look at him she did, resolutely, then.
His gaze passed over her shoulder. She
leaned on the spear, pleasantly tired
and looked round for Aerte.

He also stood looking at Sinclair. And
then a queer thing happened. A shadow
came on his face; he seemed to flicker
before Clair’s eyes, to vanish. . .. Moved,
of course. Slipped into the caves. . . .
“Good God!”

Clair said, “Why?”

“Your hunter. Where is he?” The
American looked round about him in
some puzzlement. “Sight of him with you
makes me realize more than anything
else the damnable impossibility of it all.
Where did you go?”

She told him something of the two
days. A boy came wandering out of the
caves, saw her, gave a hail of welcome
that brought out Zumarr and others. She
stood in the midst of a laughing friendly
throng, unalien to them, as Sinclair real-
ized, as she had never been to her own
century. Clair Stranlay, the best-selling
novelist, had shrugged aside the dream
of civilization and come home to the wel-
come and understandability of an At-
lantean cave!
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paused at the cave-entrance and looked
out. Nothing. The rain had cleared
away. The sky was pallid with the wan-
ing lights of the stars awaiting the morn-
ing. The crispness of the air caught at
their throats. But there was also in that
air an unusual quality.

“Sulphur,” said Sinclair.
I'm going out to look.”

He vanished, tall and white, into that
waiting unease of the morning. Clair
thought: “Dictatorial still. But a dear.”
Yawned. “Oh, my good God, what
wouldn’t I give for a cup of tea!”

Startling thought! Years, surely since
she had visioned such wistful amenities!

. She yawned again. “Thank goodness
Sir John's asleep at last. . . . Enough!”

She became aware of a pillared white-
ness, like Lots wife, against the gray-
ness of the morning. It was Sinclair,
beckoning.

The grass was wet and cold. The
morning wind blew chill on them as they
passed together outside the farthest flow
of the cave-fires’ radiance and climbed
over the smooth back of the bluff. And,
as they did so, the smell of sulphur in-
creased with every step they took. Near-
ing the top of the bluff, Clair, looking
upward, suffered a curious optical illu-
sion. It seemed to her that the grass on
the knoll, that the whole summit, was
lighted to an unwonted glow, as though
a great fire were kindled on the other
side. But, the summit attained, she saw
she had suffered from no delusion. She
gasped and stared.

“Stay here.

N THAT hour they should have seen
but a little way across the jumble of
foot-hills and nullahs toward the moun-
tain land which they had descended a
short week before. Instead, all that land-
scape which should have lain in morning
darkness was lighted uneasily, a welter
of unstable candle-points of flame, and
backgrounding it, mile on mile, from one
end of the horizon to the other, was a
dark-red glow that glimmered and faded
and grew to purple beirfg and then died
again, yet never quite, like a fire that
lives in a half-charred stick.
Momentarily, as they watched, the red
and ocher faded from the glow, yet that
was through no waning of its strength,
as they saw, but with the coming of the
morning. And with that coming the
mystery grew plainer: The whole of the
dim mountain land of their first adven-
tures had vanished into some fissure of

the earth from which now arose the
corona of its destruction.

Twenty miles away to the north the
vivid line of flame stalked the horizon,
and in the nearer distance they saw a
pale advancing gleam.

“Floods—it’s the sea!” said Clair.

Sinclair peered forward from beneath
his hands. “Hell, and it is! We’ll have
to run for it.”

But he did not. He said, a second later:
“It’s advancing no longer. Only through
the light growing it seems to be. The
floods have stopped.”

So it seemed, now. Daylight was almost
upon the land, and the havoc of fire and
water grew clearer. The sea had come
far in—in places it was nqt more than
two or three miles distant.’ “More than
that. They stood now on what was a
great promontory, for this was higher
land than to east and west. And, advanc-
ing out of the water-threatened, cobalt
valleys were long trains of moving ob-
jects that ran and squealed and jostled.
Clair saw them coming, up out of the
morning, dipping and rising, here and
there covering the hills in dun hordes.

“Trek of the animals,” said Sinclair.
“Look—the mammoths!”

A great herd of them led the exodus.
They came at racing speed, great tusks
uplifted, trunks uplifted, untrumpeting,
with flying coats of dun-red hair. They
thundered past not half a mile away.
Then Clair saw her first aurochs, also
running in herds, the gigantic beasts
whose lowing she had listened to many
a time since that first night by the lake.

Horned and maddened, with belching
breaths of spume they ran, swinging
round the corner of the bluff so that
Sinclair, seeing the danger there might
be to the cave-dwellers below, turned and
ran down the hill, calling to Clair to stay
where she was. Safest place. . . . Clair
sank down in the wet grass, staring ap-
palled. It was as though the hills were
the contours of a wet corpse, insanely,
titanically bemagotted.

“Oh, horrible!”

The hills drummed with flying hoofs.
Great deer, and Irish elk, a pack of lions
like loping St. Bernards, here and there
a trundling bear: Then herd on herd
of ponies, with manes in quivering serra-
tion. The day brightened, and with its
brightening the glow in the north ab-
ruptly flickered and vanished. The puls-
ing flight of beasts thinned, but the birds
still passed overhead in great flocks, tern
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or devils ever arises in their minds. We
can transform humanity.”

LAIR began to kindle to his words. If
they could! “But—aren’t the cruelties
and the taboos bound to rise with civil-
ization? Better to leave our hunters alone
for the Golden Age that is still theirs
than try and fail.”

“We won’t fail. Much better to leave
them if there was any chance of failure.
If there were no choice for the future but
history as we know it, a thing inevitable
awaiting these people, it would be better
for them and better for the world if we
poisoned them all or drove them to death
by starvation.

“But there’s no reason why we should
fail. The foul things of civlization were
an accident. . .. Time and history will go
on long after we're dead here in At-
lantis, Clair, but there need never be a
pyramid built or a city massacred or a
war or a miners’ strike. We can remske
the world.”

“Goodness, we will! . . . Keith, there's
Gloezel!”

“Eh?”

“Don’t you remember reading about it
a few years back? That place in France
where heaps of Neolithic relics were dug
up, and were said to be fakes because they
were mixed with modern-looking bottles
and jars and the scratchings of a primi-
tive alphabet? . . . Perhaps this experi-
ment we're going to try was known to us
already in that twentieth century from
which we came! Perhaps Gloezel saw
the end of this plan of yours, and men
of those days forgot ydur teachings, and
the civilizations and the savageries rose
in spite of the dream we brought these
hunters.”

Sinclair laughed and stood up. “Per-
haps there have been other voyagers in-
to time than you and I. Perhaps time
and history can not be altered. Yet if
they can—"

Somewhere in the depths of the caves
a sick child was crying. He stood and
listened to it and then looked down in
Clair’s fire-bright face.

“There need never be a lost baby cry-
ing again in- the world that we can
make.”

And next day the Cre-Magnards of
that nameless valley in Atlantis left the
fires in the painted caves still burning,
and gathered their children and their
implements and the skins of the beasts
they had killed in generations of hunt-

ing, and forded the river, and turned to
the south.

The rain cleared, and a cold sun shone,
and far in the north the new lakes shiv-
ered in a brisk wind. They passed
through a deserted country, with not
even birds in it. They passed out of the
Atlantean valley as dream-people pass
from a dream dreamed by a drowsy fire.
Coming from the east or west hundreds
of years before, their ancestors, a people
with a no-history of millennia, descend-~
ants of the dawn-men who lived in Java
and Peking and the Sussex downs, had
descended upon the valley, a place of
good hunting, and settled there.

And the years had passed in the flow
and ebb of death and love and birth,
times of plenty and times of famine, was
neither memory of the past nor fears of
hopes for the future. The sun and the
wind, the splendor of simple things, had
been theirs: theirs that Golden Age
that was to live for ever, a wistful thing,
in the minds of men.

Now they were out on an adventure
that followed no road Clair Stranlay
could fore-plot.

They carried their sick and their aged
with them, and they went gayly enough,
with laughter and singing, the young men
stringing out far in advance across the
southern savannas. They went in no great
order, but a friendly southward drift.
Alone perhaps of them all Clair and Sin-
clair stopped a little while and looked
back.

“There will be fishes swimming in that
cave years hence,” said Clair.

“Poor Mullaghan!”

And that was strange enough to think
of also. Thousands of years away, per-
haps preserved uncorrupted and incor-
ruptible by the pressures of water and
rock, the body of Sir John Mullaghan
would lie in that grave they had dug for
it with the flint spears of Cro-Magnard
hunters.

The knoll glimmered.

“And now—" said Sinclair.

So they too turned about and went,
their white faces strange phenomena
still in the wake of the golden men of
the dawn. The savannas rose green and
brown and cobalt in the distance. Far
and remote beyond these, many days'
journeyings away, were the mountains
where Sinclair planned to change the
course of history.

Behind them, the winter followed on
their tracks.
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ardly beasts there’s nothing to fear. If
not—"

“But we needn’t lead the Cro-Magnards
anywhere near them. We can take them
through the mountains away over there,
somewhere.” She pointed to the right in
the westward darkness.

“Can we? I wonder. . .
Clair.”

She said, standing beside the fire and
helping him to tie the bearskin: “Do take
care of yourself, my dear.” And thought,
“As though we were in Kensington and
I was telling him to mind the buses on
the way to the office!”

He said, absently still, “I'll do that.”
Then he picked up his spear, and put his
hand on her shoulder and gave it a little
shake, and went off into the darkness.

Clair built up the fire and lay down in
the shelter of the break-wind. She took
her own spear beside her for company
and Sinclair’'s bow as well, though she
knew nothing of the handling of the
thing. It was a very lonely vigil. The fire
fluffed and rose and fell occasionally in
eddies of the wind. But presently that
wind died away almost completely,
though the cold seemed to grow intenser
still. Clair thought, “I must not think of
Sinclair,” and put him out of her
thoughts as well as she might, and curled
her legs up beneath her, and remembered
some picture of a Tierra del Fuegan sav-
age she had once seen in that attitude.

She thought, startled, “Goodness, I
might have sat as the artist’s model.”

Where were Aerte and the hunters?

Something bayed close at hand beyond
the bushes. There came a distant scuf-
fling; nearer, the swift scurry of running
paws. The scurry ceased. Then a pad-
pad-padding began in a circle, just be-
yond the range of the fire-glow. Clair,
with a very dry throat, stirred the fire
and in its increase of radiance saw that
she was surrounded by a pack of wolves
—beasts with long feathery brushes and
brightly erected ears.

Each might have been of the bigness
of an Alsarian. Sometimes they sat and
rested, staring at her, at other times re-
sumed that scurrying encirclement of the
fire. It was difficult to realize that if they
overcame fear of the fire they could eat
her, sink those bright teeth into her legs
and throat and stomach, very agonizing-
" ly, in a flounder of hot and stench-laden
bodies. . . .

Clair got to her feet once and waved
her spear at a great cadaverous brute.

I must go,

He stopped in his pacing, head brightly
alert, and cocked his ears. Then, as
though grinning sardonically, he bared
his teeth, growled and advanced a step
or so. Clair stirred the fire again, and he
retreated.

So the night went on. Clair, sitting
dozing once, awoke to find—not the
beasts upon her as she had dreamed—
and dreaming had awoke with a startled
cry—but them gone and the fire burned
very low, and herself very cold. She fed
the smolder hurriedly, carefully. A mam-
moth trumpeted, southward, in some glen
of the mountains, the sound eery and
plaintive.

The clouds began to clear and present-
ly, with a faint spraying of powdery light,
the star-rise came. The heavens were
filled with an eastward sailing of great
masses of dark storm-clouds. Clair sat
and warmed herself and got up and
walked about and sat down again. Still
Sinclair did not return.

There came a breath of dawn through
the air of the darkness. The stars grew
brighter and then faded. And through
the dawn Sinclair came back. She heard

him calling in the distance, “Clair!
Clair!” and ran and found him.

He had been lost.
(44 OST infernally lost.” He was

splashed with mud and rimed
with frost. His eyebrows and eyelids
curled white with frost. He sat down jerk-
ily by the fire and started up again,
glancing over his shoulder. “Idiotic to
shout, but there was nothing else to be
done. I hadn’t a notion of where you
were. Lost my way completely coming
back—as I might have guessed I'd do. ...
Old habit of thinking of the lie of a
country in terms of roads and sign-posts.
... Wonder if they heard me shouting?”

“I'll go and see,” Clair said.

He pulled her down beside him. “Not
that, anyway,” he said grimly. “Let’s lis-
ten.”

They listened to that austere world of
the Third Interglacial awakening with
the coming of the morning over the At-
lantean savanna. Sparrows chirped in
the trees. Somewhere in the depths of
the wood a corn-crake was sounding its
note. Spite the nearing of the sun, it was
still bitterly cold. But there was no
crackling of the undergrowth under com-

ing feet.
“What are they like?” Clair whispered.
“God. ... Awful.”
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Sinclair had tied to his back both the
bearskin, now enwrapping the slain par-
tridge, and his bow and arrows. His feet
were still in their moccasins, and from
the bloody tracks left behind by his com-
panion he could see that without such
aids Clair herself was hardly capable of
keeping the pace for long. Running be-
side her, he glanced at her face, red-
flushed, a very sweet and kind and come-
ly face even in this desperate hour. And
again he thought, wonderingly and in-
adequately, “Pretty thing!”

Open country they had come to then.
But the Neanderthalers seemed tireless.
Sinclair lookd back to see them not more
than half a mile away. Strange—that
tenacity of pursuit. Did they recognize
Clair and himself as kindred animals, to
be killed as freaks, or did they seem just
desirable and tirable meat? God, what
an end to the business!

Messy end, too. For Clair—? Not to be
thought of.

But it had to be thought of. He said:
“If they overtake us, Clair, I'll kill you.
That’ll be best. It won’t hurt much.”

“Oh, don’t be a fool!”

He almost sulked, and grinned wryly
at the recurrence of his ancient short-
temper. Clair flung herself to the ground
again.

“Can’t go farther—yet. Sorry I said

that, Keith. But you are a fool to suggest
these melodramatics, you know.
Here, in Atlantis. Stuff out of Victorian
novels. . . . And I ought to suggest now
that you should leave me and save your-
self. Not so silly. Oh, goodness, my heart!
. . . Well just fight it out together.
They’ll kill both of us.”

“Will they?” He stood above her, des-
perate, looking backward.

“Of course they will. Oh, because I'm
a woman? I'll seem just as repulsive to
them as they do to us. ... How far?”

“Very near now.”

He had unslung his bow. Clair scram-
bled to her knees. The beast-men were
quite close, running with lowered heads
and . trailing fringes of body-hair, their
knuckles touching the ground at every
forward swing of their bodies, in their
hands great shapeless mallets of stone,
mounted on rude wooden hafts. Sinclair
knelt on one knee. The bow-string sang
like a plucked guitar.

A Neanderthaler to the left—not one
Sinclair had aimed at—received the ar-
row in his chest, almost in the region of
the heart. The brute screamed horribly,

and its companions, swaying and lurch-
ing, halted.

The beast plucked stupidly at the ar-
row, and then bent its head and bit the
thing clean off where the shaft entered
its chest. Then it suddenly crumpled, as
though some support had been with-
drawn. Sinclair loosed his second arrow,
glanced after it not at all, but heard its
thud in flesh and the succeeding howl;
and dragged Clair to her feet.

“Try again.”

They ran hand in hand toward the near
belt of forest.

Clair felt her lungs bursting. A red
mist played before her eyes. Twice she
tripped, and Sinclair, savagely, jerked her
to her feet again. Again and again the
earth seemed to rise up toward her. Sin-
clair’s grasp on her hand suddenly eased.
She heard his voice far off.

“Done all we can. Sit down, my dear.”

She fell rather than sat, and put her
hands to throbbing ear-drums. Sinclair
gave a shout.

“Impossible! . .. They’ve turned!”

Clair swung round at that, résting on
her elbows also, looking. The Neander-
thalers were in retreat, carrying the dead
body. One of them went with limp-
swinging arm, blood-dripping. Every now
and then he bent to bite at the arm. Clair
stared stupidly.

“They’re going.”

He lay beside her, almost exhausted as
he was.

“Looks like it.”

HEY had neither the will nor the
breath to say more at the moment.
Meantime the Neanderthalers, without a
backward glance, shambled across the
savanna, topped a low rise and disap-
peared into the jungle wilderniess in the
direction of the northern spur. It was
past noon. Still there was no sunlight
and still it blew as harshly as during the
night. Sinclair, with a driving headache,
sat erect.

“Can’t stay here. Die of cold after the
heat of that run. I'll leave you the bear-
skin and go and make a fire over there.”

Clair sat up also. She had the pocked
gray face of a woman of fifty. “I’ll come.
I can manage.”

Somehow they helped each other to
the forest-fringe—great beeches standing
with shrill whistling boughs. But farther
in were more larch, and then a wide
grove of stone-oaks. Beyond these: more
evergreens, then a wide glade and open
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still watching the Neanderthaler fires,
heard her voice.

“Abide with me,”
Clair sang,

“Fast falls the eventide,
The darkness deepens,
Lord, with me abide.”

Clair’'s God beyond the gods. . ..

HE wind rose again. The last of the
daylight lingered sharply, on pin-
points of the strange world in the begin-
ning of history, and Sinclair’'s eyes, in a
sudden passion of knowledge of how little
of this world he had ever made deep ac-
quaintance with, went from point to point
as these rear-guards of the day quenched
their lamps and departed. Clair sang on,
a new song now, inexpressibly alien in
that wild land:

“Now sleeps the crimson petal, now the white;
Now waves the cypress in the palace walk;
Now sinks the gold fish in the porphyry font;
The firefly wakens: waken thou with me.
Now droops the milk-white peacock like a
ghost,
And like a ghost she giimmers unto me.
Now lies the Earth all Danae to the stars,
And all thy heart lies open unto me.

He looked up at the sky. It was pall-
black. He moved and stamped frozen
feet, thinking: “I'll have frost-bite soon.
And Clair—better not think of her. Of
nothing but the pass. God, if only there
will be starshine!”

He waited while he counted a thou-
sand, and then moved through the dark-
ness of the trees, speaking to the hunt-
ers and women. They must walk four or
five abreast and follow after him. He
heard their pleasant singsong of re-
sponse, though many of their faces he
could not see, and turned about, and
called that he was ready, and held out
gingerly southward on the track he had
mentaly plotted while the daylight lasted.
He held his spear extended, and groped
the path with it. _

He thought, “Rotten show if the wolves
attack,” and put that out of his mind
also. One thing at a time. . ..

Beyond the wood the wind smote them
as with keen-edged knives. Sinclair
gasped, and steadied himself, and plod-
ded forward. Behind, he heard the scuf-
fle of the migration, and looking over his
shoulder could see the lighter shadows

that were the bodies of the frontward
Cro-Magnards. One slipped forward to
his side and kept pace with him. Sin-
clair said: ‘“Who are you?”

“I am Aerte.”

“You had better go back to Clair and
guard her. I can lead the way.”

Aerte, the Atlantean child-man whom
he had never been able to detest, whom
even in bitterest moments he had never
regarded with other than a gray acqui-
escence, remained at his shoulder. “Clair
sent me here.”

So that was that. . ..

Once the wolves behind did verily at-
tack, and the whole column swayed and
eddied while the rearward hunters turned
about and fought and stabbed at the
leaping bodies in the darkness. They did
it with little noise, and the beasts drew
off again. But they took with them the
bodies of some half-dozen, half-grown
children. Nothing could be done for
these, and some hunters also did not re-
turn. The march through the darkness
went on.

. “We're going into something twice as
bad as we've had to face in the last hour;
and I'll want your help,” Sinclair told her.

She did. The American said: “I want
you to walk midway the column. Talk
to the people round about you. Explain
just what I'm doing, and why they must
make no noise. Aerte’s going to do the
same at the rear.”

“But I can’t talk their language!”

“Lord. I'd forgotten that.”

“We're turning toward the valley,
now?”

“Yes. It’s grown a little lighter.” His
fingers touched hers awkwardly. “Good
luck!”

She would have called him back; but
he had gone. In another moment, slowly,
in a light that gradually increased with
the coming of the star-rise through the
frost, the trek was again in motion. In
their changed direction the wind blew
not behind them now, but on their left.
And suddenly, pricking out the bastions
of the northward mountain-spur, seen as
they rose to the higher ground that led
to that spur, there shone bright and
splendid the fires of the Neanderthal
caves.

A murmur arose from the Cro-Mag-
nards, but died away at the urgings of
Sinclair and Aerte. Over there was dan-
ger, no food or help. They must still even
the crying of the babies.

The fires seemed to Clair to draw near-
















































THE DERELICT

forcibly downward, with a horrible pain-
ful grip. I wrenched it free, with a yell
of angry fear. Forrard of us, I saw that
the vile surface was all a-move, and
abruptly I found myself shouting in a
queer frightened voice:

‘“‘The boat, Captain!
tain!’

“Captain Gannington stared round at
me, over his right shoulder, in a peculiar,
dull way, that told me he was utterly
dazed with bewilderment and the incom-
prehensibleness of it all. I took a quick,
clogged, nervous step towards him, and
gripped his arm and shook it fiercely.

“‘The boat!’” I shouted at him. ‘The
boat! For God’s sake, tell the men to
bring the boat aft!’

“Then the mould must have drawn his
feet down; for, abruptly, he bellowed
fiercely with terror, his momentary
apathy giving place to furious energy.
His thick-set, vastly muscular body dou-
bled and whirled with his enormous
effort, and he struck out madly, drop-
ping the lantern. He tore his feet free,
something ripped as he did so. The
reality and necessity of the situation had
come upon him, brutishly real, and he
was roaring to the men in the boat:

‘“‘Bring the boat aft! Bring ’er aft!
Bring ’er aft!’

“The second mate and I were shouting
the same thing, madly.

“‘For God’s sake be smart, lads!’
roared the captain, and he stooped quick-
ly for his lamp, which still burned. His
feet were gripped again, and he hove
them out, blaspheming breathlessly, and
leaping a yard high with his effort. Then
he made a run for the side, wrenching
his feet free at each step. In the same
instant, the secon” mate cried out some-
thing, and grabbed at the captain.

“‘It’s got hold of my feet! It’s got hold
of my feet!” the second mate screamed.
His feet had disappeared up to his boot-
tops, and Captain Gannington caught
him round the waist with his powerful
left arm, gave a mighty heave, and the
next instant had him free; but both his
boot-soles had almost gone.

“For my part, I jumped madly from
foot to foot, to avoid the plucking of the
mould; and suddenly I made a run for
the ship’s side. But before I got there,
a queer gap came in the mould, between
us and the side, at least a couple of feet
wide, and how deep I don’t know. It
closed up in an instant, and all the mould,
where the gap had been, went into a
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sort of flurry of horrible ripplings, so that
I ran back from it; for I did not dare
to put my foot upon it. Then the cap-
tain was shouting at me:

“‘Aft, Doctor! Aft, Doctor! This way,
Doctor! Run!’ I saw then that he had
passed me, and was up on the after raised
portion of the poop. He had the second
mate thrown like a sack, all loose and
quiet, over his left shoulder; for Mr.
Selvern had fainted, and his long legs
flopped, limp and helpless, against the
captain’s massive knees as the captain
ran. I saw, with a queer, unconscious
noting of minor details, how the torn
soles of the second mate’s boots flapped
and jigged, as the captain staggered aft.

“‘Boat ahoy! Boat ahoy! Boat ahoy!’
shouted the captain; and then I was
beside him, shouting also. The men were
answering with loud yells of encourage-
ment, and it was plain they were work-
ing desperately to force the boat aft,
through the thick scum about the ship.

“We reached the ancient, mould-hid
taffrail, and slewed about, breathlessly,
in the half darkness, to see what was
happening. Captain Gannington had left
his lantern by the big mound, when he
picked up the second mate; and as we
stood gasping, we discover~d suddenly
that all the mould between us and the
light was full of movement. Yes, the part
on which we stood, for about six or eight
feet forrard of us was still firm.

“Every couple of seconds, we shouted
to the men to hasten, and they kept call-
ing to us that they would be with us in
an instant. And all the time, we watched
the deck of that dreadful hulk, I felt,
for my part, literally sick with mad sus-
pense, and ready to jump overboard into
that filthy scum all about us.

¢6¢TYOWN somewhere in the huge bulk
of the ship, there was all the time
the extraordinary, dull, ponderous Thud!
Thud! Thud! Thud! growing ever louder.
I seemed to feel the whole hull of the
derelict beginning to quiver and thrill
with each dull beat. And to me, with the
grotesque and monstrous suspicion of
what made that noise, it was, at once,
the most dreadful and incredible sound
I have ever heard.
“As we waited desperately for the boat,
I scanned incessantly so much of the
gray-white bulk as the lamp showed. The
whole of the decks seemed to be in
strange movement. Forrard of the lamp
I could see, indistinctly, the moundings
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of the mould swaying and nodding hide-
ously, beyond the circle of the brightest
rays. Nearer, and full in the glow of the
lamp, the mound which should have in-
dicated the skylight, was swelling stead-
ily. There were ugly purple veinings on
it, and as it swelled, it seemed to me that
the veinings and mottling on it were
becoming plainer—rising, as though em-
bossed upon it, as you will see the veins
stand out on the body of a powerful full-
blooded horse. It was most extraordinary.
The mound that we had supposed to cover
the companion-way had sunk flat with
the surrounding mould, and I could not
see that it jetted out any more of the
purplish fluid.

“A quaking movement of the mould
began, away forward of the lamp, and
came flurrying away aft towards us; and
at the sight of that, I climbed up on to
the spongy-feeling taffrail, and yelled
afresh for the boat. The men answered
with a shout, which told me they were
nearer, but the beastly scum was so thick
that it was evidently a fight to move the
boat at all. Beside me, Captain Ganning-
ton was shaking the second mate furi-
ously, and the man stirred and began
to moan. The captain shook him awake.

“‘Wake up! Wake up, Mister!” he
shouted.

“The second mate staggered out of the
captain’s arms, and collapsed suddenly,
shrieking: ‘My feet! Oh, God! My feet!’
The captain and I lugged him off the
mould, and got him into a sitting position
upon the taffrail, where he kept up a con-
tinual moaning.

“‘Hold ’em, Doctor,” said the Captain,
and whilst I did so, he ran forrard a few
yards, and peered down over the star-
board quarter rail. ‘For God’s sake, be
smart, lads! Be smart! Be smart!’ he
shouted down to the men; and they
answered him, breathless, from close at
hand; yet still too far away for the boat
to be any use to us on the instant.

“I was holding the moaning, half-un-
conscious officer, and staring forrard
along the poop decks. The flurrying of
the mould was coming aft, slowly and
noiselessly. And then, suddenly, I saw
something closer:

‘“‘Look out, Captain!” I shouted; and
even as I shouted, the mould near to him
gave a sudden peculiar slobber. I had
seen a ripple stealing towards him
through the horrible stuff. He gave an
enormous, clumsy leap, and landed near
to us on the sound part of the mould,
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but the movement followed him. He
turned and faced it, swearing fiercely.
All about his feet there came abruptly
little gapings, which made horrid suck-
ing noises.

“‘Come back, Captain!’ I yelled. ‘Come
back, quick!” and he stamped insanely
at it, and leaped back, his boot torn half
off his foot. He swore madly with pain
and anger, and jumped swiftly for the
taffrail.

“‘Come on, Doctor! Over we go!’ he
called. Then he remembered the filthy
scum, and hesitated, roaring out desper-
ately to the men to hurry. I started down,
also.

“‘The second mate?’ I said.

“‘I'll take charge, Doctor,’ said Cap-
tain Gannington, and caught hold of
Mr. Selvern. As he spoke, I thought I
saw something beneath us, outlined
against the scum. I leaned out over the
stern, and peered. There was something
under the port quarter.

“‘There’s something down there, Cap-
tain!’ I called, and pointed in the dark-
ness.

“He stooped far over, and stared.

“‘A boat, by gum! A boat!’ he yelled,
and began to wriggle swiftly along the
taffrail, dragging the second mate after
him. I followed.

“‘A boat it is, sure!” he exclaimed, a
few moments later, and, picking up the
second mate clear of the rail, he hove
him down into the boat, where he fell
with a crash into the bottom.

“‘Over ye go, Doctor!’ he yelled at me,
and pulled me bodily off the rail, and
dropped me after the officer. As he did
so, I felt the whole of the ancient, spongy
rail give a peculiar sickening quiver, and
begin to wobble. I fell onto the second
mate, and the captain came after, almost
in the same instant; but fortunately he
landed clear of us, on to the fore thwart,
which broke under his weight, with a
loud crack and splintering of wood.

“‘Thank God!” I heard him mutter.
‘Thank God! . I guess that was a
mighty near thing to goin’ to hell.’

“He struck a match, just as I got to
my feet, and between us we got the sec-
ond mate straightened out on one of the
after thwarts. We shouted to the men
in the boat, telling them where we were,
and saw the light of their lantern shin-
ing round to tell us they were doing their
best, and then, while we waited, Captain
Gannington struck another match, and
began to overhaul the boat we had
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He held the lily towards me and I took
it in my hand. It had turned to stone,
to the purest marble.

“You see,” he said, “it is without a
flaw. What sculptor could reproduce it?”

The marble was white as snow; but in
its depths the veins of the lily were
tinged with palest azure, and a faint
flush lingered deep in its heart.

“Don’t ask me the reason of that,” he
smiled, noticing my wonder. “I have no
idea why the veins and heart are tinted,
but they always are. Yesterday I tried
one of Genevieve’s goldfish—there it is.”

The fish looked as if sculptured in
marble. But if you held it to the light
the stone was beautifully veined with a
faint blue, and from somewhere within
came a rosy light like the tint which
slumbers in an opal. I looked into the
basin. Once more it seemed filled with
clearest crystal.

“If I should touch it now?” I de-
manded.

“I don’t know,” he replied, “but you
had better not try.”

“There is one thing I'm curious about,”
I said, “and that is where the ray of
sunlight came from.”

“It looked like a sunbeam, true enough,”
he said. “I don’t know, it always comes
when I immerse any living thing. Per-
haps,” he continued, smiling—*“perhaps
it is the vital spark of the creature es-
caping to the source whence it came.”

I saw he was mocking, and threatened
him with a mahlstick; but he only
laughed and changed the subject.

“Stay to lunch. Genevieve will be here
directly.”

“I saw her going to early mass,” 1
said, “and she looked as fresh and sweet
as that lily—before you destroyed it.”

“Do you think I destroyed it?” said
Boris, gravely.

“Destroyed, preserved, how can we
tell?”

We sat in the corner of a studio near
his unfinished group of “The Fates.” He
leaned back on the sofa, twirling a
sculptor’s chisel and squinting at his
work.

“By the way,” he said, “I have finished
pointing up that old academic ‘Ariadne,’
and I suppose it will have to go to the
Salon. It’s all I have ready this year,
but after the success the ‘Madonna’
brought me I feel ashamed to send a
thing like that.”

The “Madonna,” an exquisite marble,
for which Genevieve had sat, had been
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the sensation of last year’s Salon. 1
looked at the “Ariadne.” It was a mag-
nificent piece of technical work; but I
agreed with Boris that the world would
expect something better of him than
that. Still, it was impossible not to
think of finishing in time for the Salon
that splendid, terrible group half shroud-
ed in the marble behind me. “The Fates”
would have to wait.

We were proud of Boris Yvain. We
claimed him and he claimed us on the
strength of his having been born in
America, although his father was French
and his mother was a Russian. Every
one in the Beaux Arts called him Boris.
And yet there were only two of us whom
he addressed in the same familiar way
—Jack Scott and myself.

Perhaps my being in love with Gen-
evieve had something to do with his
affection for me. Not that it had ever
been acknowledged between us. But after
all was settled, and she had told me with
tears in her eyes that it was Boris whom
she loved, I went over to his house and
congratulated him. The perfect cordial-
ity of that interview did not deceive
either of us, I always believed, although
to one at least it was a great comfort.
I do not think he and Genevieve ever
spoke of the matter together, but Boris
knew.

Genevieve was lovely. The Madonna-
like purity of her face might have been
inspired by the “Santus” in Gounod’s
Mass. But I was always glad when she
changed that mood for what we called
her “April Maneuvers.” She was often
as variable as an April day. In the morn-
ing grave, dignified, and sweet; at noon
laughing, capricious; at evening what-
ever one least expected. I preferred her
so rather than in that Madonna-like
tranquillity which stirred the depths of
my heart. I was dreaming of Genevieve
when he spoke again.

“What do you think of my discovery,
Alex?”

“I think it wonderful.”

“I shall make no use of it, you know,
beyond satisfying my own curiosity so far
as may be, and the secret will die with
me.”

“It would be rather a blow to sculpture,
would it not? We painters lose more
than we ever gain by photography.”

Boris nodded, playing with the edge of
the chisel.

“This new, vicious discovery would cor-
rupt the world of art. No. I shall never
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ing her heart’s broken and she wants to
die!”

My own heart stood still.

Boris leaned against the door of his
studio, looking down, his hands in his
pockets, his kind, keen eyes clouded, a
new line of trouble drawn “over the
mouth’s good mark, that made the smile.”
The maid had orders to summon him the
instant Genevieve opened her eyes. We
waited and waited, and Boris, growing
restless, wandered about, fussing with
modelling-wax and red clay. Suddenly
he started for the next room. “Come and
see my rose-colored bath full of death,”
he cried.

“Is it death?” I asked, to humor his
mood.

“You are not prepared to call it life, I
suppose,” he answered. As he spoke he
plucked a solitary goldfish squirming and
twisting out of its globe. “We’ll send this
one after the other—wherever that is,”
he said. There was feverish excitement
in his voice. A dull weight of fever lay
on my limbs and on my brain as I fol-
lowed him to the fair crystal pool with
its pink-tinted sides; and he dropped the
creature in.

Falling, its scales flashed with a hot,
orange gleam in its angry twistings and
contortions; the moment it struck the
liquid it became rigid and sank heavily to
the bottom. Then came the milky foam,
the splendid hues radiating on the sur-
face, and then the shaft of pure, serene
light broke through from seemingly infi-
nite depths. Boris plunged in his hand
and drew out an exquisite marble thing,
bluc veined, rose tinted, and glistening
with opalescent drops.

“Child’s play,” he muttered, and looked
wearily, longingly, at me—as if I could
answer such questions! But Jack Scott
came in and entered into the “game,” as
he called it, with ardor. Nothing would
do but to try the experiment on the white
rabbit then and there. I was willing that
Boris should find distraction from his
cares, but I hated to see the life go out
of a warm, living creature, and I de-
clined to be present.

Picking up a book at random, I sat
down in the studio to read. Alas, I had
found “The King in Yellow.” After a few
moments, which seemed ages, I was put-
ting it away with a nervous shudder,
when Boris and Jack came in, bringing
their marble rabbit. At the same time
the bell rang above and a cry came from
the sick-room. Boris was gone like a
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flash, and the next moment he called:
“Jack, run for the doctor; bring him
back with you. Alec, come here.”

I went and stood at her door. A fright-
ened maid came out in haste and ran
away to fetch some remedy. Genevieve,
sitting bolt upright, with crimson cheeks
and glittering eyes, babbled incessantly
and resisted Boris’s gentle restraint. He
called me to help. At my first touch she
sighed and sank back, closing her eyes,
and then—then—as we still bent above
her, she opened them again, looked
straight into Boris’s face, poor, fever-
crazed girl, and told her secret.

At the same instant our three lives
turned into new channels; the bond that
had held us so long together snapped
forever, and a new bond was forged in
its place, for she had spoken my name,
and, as the fever tortured her, her heart
poured out its load of hidden sorrow.
Amazed and dumb, I bowed my head,
while my face burned like a live coal,
and the blood surged in my ears, stupefy-
ing me with its clamor.

Incapable of movement, incapable of
speech, I listened to her feverish words
in an agony of shame and sorrow. I could
not silence her, I could not look at Boris.
Then I felt an arm upon my shoulder,
and Boris turned a bloodless face to
mine.

“It is not your fault, Alec; don’t grieve
so if she loves you—" But he could not
finish; and as the doctor stepped swiftly
into the room, saying, “Ah, the fever!” I
seized Jack Scott and hurried him to the
street, saying, “Boris would rather be
alone.” We crossed the street to our own
apartments, and that night, seeing I was
going to be ill, too, he went for the doctor
again. The last thing I recollect with any
distinctness was hearing Jack say, “For
Heaven's sake, doctor, what ails him, to
wear a face like that?” and I thought of
“The King in Yellow” and the Pallid
Mask.

I was very ill, for the strain of two
years which I had endured since that
fatal May morning when Genevieve mur-
mured, “I love you, but I think I love
Boris best,” told on me at last. I had
never imagined that it could become
more than I could endure.

Outwardly tranquil, I had deceived my-
self. Although the inward battle raged
night after night, and I, lying alone in
my room, cursed myself for rebellious
thoughts unloyal to Boris and unworthy
of Genevieve, the morning always breught
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relief, and I returned to Genevieve and
to my dear Boris with a heart washed
clean by the tempests of the night.

Never in word or deed or thought while
with them had I betrayed my sorrow even
to myself.

HE mask of self-deception was no

longer a mask for me; it was a part of
me. Night lifted it, laying bare the stifled
truth below; but there was no one to see
except myself, and when day broke the
mask fell back again of its own accord.
These thoughts passed through my trou-
bled mind as I lay sick, but they were
hopelessly entangled with visions of white
creatures heavy as stone, crawling about
in Boris’ basin—of the wolf’s head on the
rug, foaming and snapping at Genevieve,
who lay smiling beside it.

I thought too, of the King in Yellow
wrapped in the fantastic colors of his
tattered mantle, and that bitter cry of
Cassilda, “Not upon us, O King, not upon
us!” Feverishly I struggled to put it from
me, but I saw the Lake of Hali, thin and
blank, without a ripple or wind to stir it,
and I saw the towers of Carcosa behind
the moon. Aldebaran, the Hyades, Alar,
Hastur, glided through the cloud rifts
which fluttered and flapped as they
passed like the scalloped tatters of the
King in Yellow. Among all these, one
sane thought persisted. It never wavered,
no matter what else was going on in my
disordered mind, that my chief reason
for existing was to meet some require-
ment of Boris and Genevieve.

What this obligation was, its nature,
was never clear; sometimes it seemed to
be protection, sometimes support, through
a great crisis. Whatever it seemed to be
for the time, its weight rested only on
me, and I was never so ill or so weak that
I did not respond with my whole soul.
There were always crowds of faces about
me, mostly strange, but a few I recog-
nized, Boris among them.

Afterwards they told me that this could
not have been, but I know that once at
least he bent over me. It was only a
touch, a faint echo of his voice, then the
clouds settled back on my senses, and I
lost him, but he did stand there and
bend over me once at least.

At last, one morning I awoke to find
the sunlight falling across my bed, and
Jack Scott reading beside me. I had not
strength enough to speak aloud, neither
could I think, much less remember, but I
could smile feebly as Jack’s eyes met
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mine, and, when he jumped up and asked
eagerly if I wanted anything, I could
whisper, “Yes, Boris.” Jack moved to the
head of my bed, and leaned down to
arrange my pillow; I did not see his face,
but he answered, heartily, ‘“You must
wait, Alec, you are too weak to see even
Boris.”

I waited and I grew strong; in a few
days I was able to see whom I would, but
meanwhile I had thought and remem-
bered. From the moment when all the
past grew clear again in my mind, I
never doubted what I should do when
the time came, and I felt sure that Boris
would have resolved upon the same
course so far as he was concerned; as for
what pertained to me alone, I knew he
would see that also as I did. I no longer
asked for anyone. I never inquired why
no message came from them; why, dur-
ing the week I lay there, waiting and
growing stronger, I never heard their
names spoken.

Preoccupied with my own searchings
for the right way, and with my feeble
but determined fight against despair, I
simply acquiesced in Jack’s reticence,
taking for granted that he was afraid to
speak of them, lest I should turn unruly
and insist on seeing them. Meanwhile I
said over and over to myself how it would
be when life began again for us all. We
would take up our relations exactly as
they were before Genevieve fell ill. Boris
and I would look into each other’s eyes,
and there would be neither rancor nor
cowardice nor mistrust in that glance.

I would be with them again for a lit-
tle while in the dear intimacy of their
home, and then, without pretext or ex-
planation, I would disappear from their
lives forever. Boris would know; Gen-
evieve—the only comfort was that she
would never know. It seemed, as I
thought it over, that I had found the
meaning of that sense of obligation which
had persisted all through my delirium,
and the only possible answer to it. So
when I was quite ready, I beckoned Jack
to me one day, and said:

“Jack, I want Boris at once, and take
my dearest greeting to Genevieve. . . .”

HEN at last he made me understand

that they were both dead, I fell into
a wild rage that tore all my little con-
valescent strength to atoms. I raved and
cursed myself into a relapse, from which
I crawled forth some weeks afterwards a
boy of twenty-one who believed that his
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youth was gone forever. I seemed to be
past the capability of further suffering,
and one day, when Jack handed me a
letter and the keys to Boris’s house, I
took them without a tremor and asked
him to tell me all.

It was cruel of me to ask him, but
there was no help for it, and he leaned
wearily on his thin hands to reopen the
wound which could never entirely heal.
He began very quietly.

“Alec, unless you have a clue that I
know nothing about, you will not be able
to explain any more than I what has
happened. I suspect that you would
rather not hear these details, but you
must learn them, else I would spare you
the relation. God knows I wish I could
be spared the telling. I shall use few
words.

“That day when I left you in the doc-
tor’s care and came back to Boris, I
found him working on ‘The Fates.’ Gen-
evieve, he said, was sleeping under the
influence of drugs. She had been quite
out of her mind, he said. He kept on
working, not talking any more, and I
watched him.

“Before long I saw that the third fig-
ure of the group—the one looking straight
ahead, out over the world—bore his face;
not as you ever saw it, but as it looked
then and to the end. This is one thing
for which I should like to find an ex-
planation, but I never shall.

“Well, he worked and I watched him
in silence, and we went on that way un-
til nearly midnight. Then we heard a
door open and shut sharply, and a swift
rush in the next room. Boris sprang
through the doorway, and I followed; but
we were too late. She lay at the bottom
of the pool, her hands across her breast.
Then Boris shot himself through the
heart.”

Jack stopped speaking, drops of sweat
stood under his eyes, and his thin cheeks
twitched.

“I carried Boris to his room. Then I
went back and let that hellish fluid out
of the pool, and, turning on all the
water, washed the marble clean of every
drop. When at length I dared descend
the steps, I found her lying there as
white as snow. At last, when I had de-
cided what was best to do, I went into
the laboratory, and first emptied the
solution in the basin into the waste-pipe;
then I poured the contents of every jar
and bottle after it.

“There was wood in the fireplace, so I
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built a fire, and, breaking the locks of
Boris’s cabinet, I burned every paper,
note-book, and letter that I found there.
With a mallet from the studio I smashed
to pieces all the empty bottles, then,
loading them into a coal-scuttle, I car-
ried them to the cellar and threw them
over the red-hot bed of the furnace.

“Six times I made the journey, and at
last not a vestige remained of anything
which might again aid one seeking for
the formula which Boris had found. Then
at last I dared call the doctor. He is a
good man, and together we struggled to
keep it from the public. Without him I
never could have succeeded. At last we
got the servants paid and sent away into
the country, where old Rosier keeps them
quiet with stories of Boris’s and Gen-
evieve’s travel in distant lands, whence
they will not return for years. We buried
Boris in the little cemetery of Sevres.
The doctor is a good creature, and knows
when to pity a man who can bear no
more. He gave his certificate of heart
disease and asked no questions of me.”

Then, lifting his head from his hands,
he said, “Open the letter, Alec; it is for
us both.”

I tore it open. It was Boris’s will, dated
a year before. He left everything to
Genevieve, and, in case of her dying
childless, I was to take control of the
house in the Rue Sainte-Cecile, and Jack
Scott the management at Ept. On our
deaths the property reverted to his
mother’s family in Russia, with the ex-
ception of the sculptured marbles exe-
cuted by himself. These he left to me.

The page blurred under our eyes, and
Jack got up and walked to the window.
Presently he returned and sat down
again. I dreaded to hear what he was
going to say; but he spoke with the same
simplicity and gentleness.

“Genevieve lies before the ‘Madonna’
in the marble-room. The ‘Madonna’ bends
tenderly above her, and Genevieve smiles
back into that calm face that never would
have been except for her.”

His voice broke, but he grasped my
hand, saying, “Courage, Alec.” Next
morning he left for Ept to fulfil his trust.

HE same evening I took the keys and

went into the house I had known so
well. Everything was in order, but the
silence was terrible. Though I went twice
to the door of the marble-room, I could
not force myself to enter. It was beyond
my strength. I went into the smoking-
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rid of the stuff. I heard them moaning
soft and nice.

I padded to the window and stuck my
red-haired presence out. “Okay, you
space-pirates,” I said. “What's all the
big jet-gush?”

“Come on!” retorted Ralph Priory.
“We just found out there’s a different
schedule today. The Moon Rocket, the
new one, with the new X-tube-jet, is
cutting gravity!”

“Yow!” I replied and zippered my
frame into a jumper, pulled on my boots,
inserted my food-tabs in my mid-belt
pouch and went down the three stories in
the vac-elevator. All five of the guys
were there, chewing their lips and
worrying. We beat it double for the
underground and made it, just as a
cylinder hissed in for Rocket Port.

I had hugs in my stomach. This was
only the fourth time in my life I had
cver scen a recally big ship pull gravity.
A guy of fourteen doesn’t get out to
the Rocket Port often, usually just on
Saturdays when the small continental
cargo slides in and out on the norm.

“God, I'm excited!’ said Priory, hit-
ting me on the arm-muscle.

I punched him back. “Me, too. Sat-
urday’s my favorite day.” Priory and I
traded wide, understanding grins. We
got along all X. The other pirates were
okay, Sidney Rossen, Mac Leslyn, and
Earl Marnee—they knew how to jump
around like all the kids, and they loved
the rockets, too, but I had the feeling
that they wouldn’t be doing what Ralph
Priory and I would do some day. Ralph
and I wanted the stars for each of us,
more than we would want a fistful of
blue-white, clear-cut diamonds.

WE GIBBERED the quick, laughing

stuft that all kids gibber. And
then the cylinder was whispering to a
standstill and we were scrambling.
Ralph Priory and I were on our long
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legs ahead of the others, telling them
to hurry, the slow-pokes; and getting
to the pyrionite observation rail just
in time to see the big rocket poking its
wonderful nose out the hangar-door.

I quit breathing. I didn’'t suck an-
other breath until the ship was all out on
the field, dragged there by chugging
tractors, and followed by a lot of little
bug-like mechanics in asbestos suits and
fire-proof visors.

“The wery Good Lord,” amended
Priory at my elbow.

The others chanted it together. ‘“Good
Lord, good Lord. . . .”

It was something to ‘good Lord’
about. It was a hundred years of dream-
ing all sorted out and chosen and put
together to make the hardest, prettiest,
swiftest dream of all. Every line was
like perfect steel muscles sleeping there
in the middle of the field, rcady to wake
up with a roar, jump up and hit its sil-
ver head against the Milky Way's ceil-
ing, and make the stars fall down like
frightened confetti. You felt it could
do that, kick the Universe right in the
belly and tell it to get out of the way.

It got me in the stomach, too—it got
a steel grip there that made me sick with
longing and envy. And when the pilots
strolled onto the field, my feet walked
with them in their shined gray boots,
in their skin-tight, salt-colored uni-
forms. They looked and acted as if they
were going to attend- a magnetic ball
game at one of the local mag-fields. But
they were going to the Moon and they
didn’t seem worried at all.

“Gosh,” T said. “What wouldn’t I
give to go with them. What wouldn’t
I give.”

One of the other kids had his eyes
open pop-wide. “I'd give my vac-tube
privilege for the next ten years—to ride
that.”

“Yeah. Oh, very much,—yeah.”

It was a big feeling for us kids. A
big emotion for a lot of pee-wee con- -
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started checking over some homework
on our formula-pads. Priory couldn’t
get his. Neither could I. Priory put
into words the very thing I didn’t dare
say out loud :

“Chris, the Interplanet Patrol selects.
You can’t apply for it. You wait.”

“I know.”

“You wait from the time you're old
enough to turn cold in the stomach
when you see a Moon rocket, until all
the ycars go by, and every month that
passes you hope that one morning a blue
Patrol glider will come down out of
the sky, landing on your lawn, and that
a neat looking engineer will ease out,
walk up the rampway briskly, and touch
the bell.

“You keep waiting for that Patrol
glider until you're twenty-one. And
then, on the last day of your twentieth
year you get good and drunk and laugh
a lot and say what the hell you didn’t
really care about it anyway.”

We both just sat there, deep in the
middle of his words. We both just sat
there. Then;

“I don't want that disappointment,
Chris. I'm fourteen, just like you. But
if T reach my twenty-first year without
anyone of the Patrol touching the bell
where I live at the ortho-station, I—"

“I know,” I said. “I know. I've talked
to men who’ve waited and dreamed and
prayed. And if it happens that way,
Ralph, well—we’ll get good and drunk
together and then go out and take jobs
loading cargo on a Europe-bound
freighter.”

Ralph stiffened and his face went
pale. “Loading cargo.”

There was a soft, quick step on the
ramp and my mother was there. I
smiled. “Hi, lady!”

“Hello. Hello, Ralph.”

“Hello, Jhene.”

She didn’t look much older than
twenty-five, for having cradled me and
raised me and worked at the Govern-
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ment Statistics House. She was light
and graceful and smiled a lot, and I
could see how father must have loved
her much when he was alive. One pa-
rent is better than none. Poor Priory,
now, raised in one of those orthopedical
stations. . . .

Jhene walked over and put her hand
on Ralph’s face. “You look ill,” she
said. “What’s wrong?”

Ralph managed a fairly good smile.
“Nothing—at all.”

Jhene didn’t need prompting. She
said, “You can stay here tonight, Pri-
ory. We want you. Don’t we, Chris?”

“Heck, yes.”

“I should get back to the ortho-sta-
tion,” said Ralph, rather feebly, I ob-
served. “But since you asked and Chris
here needs help on his semantics for
tomorrow, I'll stick and lelp him.

“Very generous,” I said.

“First, though, I have a few errands.
I'll take the tube and be back in half
an hour, people.”

“All right.”

When Ralph was gone my mother
looked at me intently and came and sat
down on the cushioned roof next to me.
She brushed my red hair back with a
nice little move of her fingers.

Then she said, “Something’s hap-
pening, Chris.”

My heart stopped talking because it
didn’t want to talk any more for awhile.
It waited. .

I opened my mouth, but Jhene went
on:

“Something’s up somewhere. I had
two audio calls at work today. One
from your teacher. One from—I can’t
say. I don’t know. I don’t want to say
until things happen—"

My heart started talking again, slow
and hot.

“Don’t tell me, then, Jhene. Those
calls—"

She just looked at me. She took my
hand between her two soft warm ones,
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And then, in the darkness, just before
I went to sleep, Priory twisted softly
on his cushion, turned his solemn face
to me in a whisper. “Chris?” A pause.
“Chris. You still awake?” It was like
a faint ccho.

“Yes,” T said.

“Thinking ?”

A pause.

“Yes.”

He said. “You’re—you’re not wait-
ing any more are you, Chris?”

I knew what he meant. I couldn’t an-
swer.

I said, “I’m awfully tired, Ralph.”

He twisted back and settled down,
and said, “That’s what I thought.
You're not waiting any more. Gosh,
but that’s good, Chris. That’s good.”

He reached out and punched me in
the arm-muscle, lightly.

Then we both went to sleep.

T was Saturday morning. The kids
were yelling outside. Their voices
filled the seven o’clock fog. I heard
Old Man Wicard’s ventilator flip open
and the zip of his para-gun, playfully
touching around the kids.

“Shut up!” I heard him cry, but he
didn’t sound grouchy. It was a regular
Saturday game with him. And I heard
the kids giggle.

Priory woke up and said, “Shall T tell
them, Chris, you're not going with them
today ?”’

“Tell them nothing of the sort.”
Jhene, dressed in a pretty pair of blue
jhams, moved from the door. She bent
out the window, her hair soft yellow
against a ribbon of fog. “Hi, gang!
Priory and Chris will be right down.
Hold gravity!”

“TJhene!” I complained.

She camec over to both of us. “You're
going to spend your Saturday the way
you always spend it—with the gang!”

“I planned on sticking with you,
Jhene.”
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“What sort of holiday would that
be, now ?”’

She ran us through our showers, food
and rub-downs quick off. She kissed us
both on the cheek, spanked us playfully,
and forced us out the door into the
gang’s arms. Sidney and Leslyn and
Earl.

“Let’s not go out to the Rocket Port
today, guys.”

“Aw, Chris—why not?”

Their faces did a lot of changes.
This was the first time in history I
hadn’t wanted to go. “You're kidding,
Chris.”

“Sure he is!”

“No, he’s not. He means it,” said
Priory. “And I don’t want to go either.
We go ewery Saturday. It gets tire-
some. We can go next week instcad.”

“Aw. .. ."”

They didn’t like it, but they didn’t
go off by themselves. It was no fun,
they said, without Priory and Chris-
topher.

“What the hell—we’ll go next week.”

“Sure we will. What do you want
to do, Chris?”

I told them.

We spent the morning playing mibs
and running around in an old abandoned
vac-tube. Later we took an air-car to
the forest outside Los Angeles and ran
laughing through the ruins of ancient
Glendale. And I remember thinking
through it all—this is the last day.
Playing mibs, running in the woods,
going to the amphitheater kid matinees.

We did everything we had ever done
before on Saturdays. All the silly crazy
things, and nobody knew I was going
away except Priory.

Five o’clock kept getting nearer and
nearer.

At four, I said good-by to the kids.

“Leaving so soon, Chris? \What
about tonight?”

“Call for me at eight,” I said. “We'll
go sec the new Sally Gibberts tele-film.”
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(Continued from page 119)

Secondly, if you do not go monthly by the
next issue I shall personally perform dark,
occult voodoo on a devil-doll named Mary
Gnaedinger. Sneer.

Further, let’s enlarge the letter column and
really get a large, interesting forum going.

Lastly, get Paul back again, for both cover
and interior work.

With all best wishes for the success of the
new F.F.M., as well as the monthly one that
had better come, I remain,

CHAD OLIVER
3956 LEDGEWOOD,
CmncINNATI, OHIO.

VIRGIL FINLAY GRAND

I have been a newsstand reader of F.F.M.
for several years, but only today did there
occur just that combination of opportunity
and inclination which would permit me to
express my high opinion of your swell mag.
The stimulus for this outburst was provided
hy Taine’s swell novel “The Iron Star,” which
is strictly good stuff.

In the same issue, “The Yellow Sign” by
Chambers also rings the bell: it is a horror
story in the best traditions of Lovecraft him-
self. I cannot begin to praise sufficiently the
grand illustrations of Virgil Finlay, and, to
back up what I say, here is my order for his
new portfolio of drawings and for my sub-
scription to F.F.M.

Although I think vour magazine is tops, I
do have a few suggestions for improvements.
How about giving us some of the stories from
Argosy of a few years ago, or from old Al
Story Magazine? You are in a position to do
a great deal of good for fantasy readers by
giving us reprints of the out-of-print classics
in the fantasy fiction field. Recently, I have
been haunting every book shop I could find
looking for such books as “The Snake Mother”
and “Dwellers in the Mirage” by Merritt, and
books by Taine, Hall, etc. I have found a
few, but my most common result in such
excursions was hurty feet and a large hole
in the budget caused by the fabulous prices
charged for these hooks.

Come on, now. How about some more Fan-
tastic Novels?

Fantastically yours,
JoserH A. BLUNDON
%4 Main ST,

KEYSER, W. Va.

Editor’s Note: We are not publishing stories
wlich ever appeared in any other magazine,
but we do not believe that this affects the
quality of F.F.M.s fantasy.

C. L. MOORE FAN

I've held off sending the new issue of The
Acolyte, because I wanted to wait until I'd
read the new F.F.M. My fanzine is going
out under separate cover today.

I've not written yet on either of the Popu-
lar F.F.M.s nor indeed on Astounding Super
Science.

The March F.F.M. was a disappointment.
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In spite of the fulsome praise lavished on
“The Ark of Fire,” this novel, to put it mildly,
gagged me. All it was (to my mind, at least)
was a very conventional and not-too-well
written pulp adventure story. It was merely
my sense of duty to my old standby, F.F.M,
that made me force myself to complete this,
by far the poorest item you've ever published.
And to make the issue all the worse, I also
disliked “Into the Infinite” (and here I'd been
saving the three previous installments un-
read for all these months so I could read it
all as an especial treat!) All in all, your
March issue was the poorest in F.F.M.s
history.

But September—ah, this is quite a different
story. In the first place, “Doorway Into
Time” is at least the equal of, if not indeed
superior to, Miss Moore’s famous “Sham-
bleau.” This is truly magnificent writing,
worthy even of Lovecraft. From the magnifi-
cent opening section to the final denouement,
Miss Moore built a breathtaking and genuine
alien and outre bit of fantasy, and she is
particularly to be commended for her re-
straint. Everything was half-shown and
hinted at just enough to make this one of
the finest fantasies I've ever had the pleasure
of reading. If humanly possible, please try
to make Miss Moore a F.F.M. regular; this
reader would shout hosannahs right and left
if you did.

Chambers’ magnificent “Yellow Sign” is an
old favorite of mine, and I hope this pleases
the rest of the readers half as much as it
does me. I particularly liked the illustrations
for this one (by Knight?)—they alone were
worth the price of the issue to me. I would
like to see more of Nanek’s verses in F.F.M.

“The Iron Star” was somewhat of a dis-
appointment. I've heard of this item for years,
and thought from the way everyone raved
about it that it would be much better than
it turned out to be. The “science” part of it,
the mysterious and degenerating new mete-
oric element, and the degenerate half-man
half-ane beings were all fine; but Taine’s
incessant moralizing and philosophising grated
on me exceedingly. In fact, I'll go so far as
to say his writing approaches amateurishness,
though I will give him credit for magnificent
ideas. I'd call the story an example of a
magnificent idea badly marred by infantile
development. In any case, I enjoyed it; which
is more than I can say for “Ark of Fire.”

I hope you don’t feel that I merely wanted
to sling a bunch of brickbats—F.F.M. is still
A-1—but I'm of the opinion that considered
criticism is probably of more value to you
than unreasoning praise. Ergo, when you use
something I feel could be better, I protest.
All in all, the September issue is one of the
very best you've ever had——aind I don’t care
what else is in the magazine as long as you
can present two stories of as hizh quality as
“The Yellow Sign” and “Doorway Into Time.”

The forthcoming “Three Go Biuck” intrigues
me. Any time you stick out your neck so far
as to compare a future offering with Merritt,
you rezlly must have a treat in store; I await
this one eagerly.

(Continued on page 134)
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(Continued from page 132)
Long life to F.F.M.

720 TeENTH ST.,
CLARKSTOWN, WASH.

Francrs T. LANEY

Editor’s Note: The illustration for “The Yel-
low Sign” was by Bok.

REQUESTS

I guess that this is it. I can’t restrain myself
any longer. I have been a faithful follower
of FF.M. ever since I purchased the first
edition. I liked it and that is why I have
continued to purchase it on the newsstand as
each issue was released. I suppose I nearly
worried the dealers to death asking for it
in advance. Then after the local dealers quit
handling it I sent you my subscription. Well,>
that about takes care of my history in regard
to F.F.M. with the exception of saying I have
every issue.

Now. I was boiling mad when you said
you were not going to publish any more of
the Famous Fantastic Munsey’s. What the
heck, (I says). That’s why I like the mag.
What're you doin’ to me? Well, I wrote two
or three insultin’ letters before I cooled down.
Anyhow, I tore ’em and settled down to wait-
ing. I better see what happens and then I'll let
them know how I feel. Say, you could have
bought my morale for two cents and a brass
collar button when I got your card announc-
ing the temporary discontinuance of my old
pal, FFM. I went around with my chin on
my shoelace for several days. I thought at
first I wouldn’t even send in the substitution
card. Then I started composing nasty letters
again. Again I tore ’em up. What’s the use?
F.F.M. is gone and I only have my memories.
(And of course all the issues.)

Well, my blood pressure went up so high
it coulda blowed up a quack’s barometer,
when I got your card anncing. that F.F.M.
would be published after all. After several
days’ walking on clouds I got mad again.
About not publishing any more Famous Mun-
sey’s. So now we are down to the point of
this dispatch.

The issues since your taking over have been
OK. I liked ’em. The stories were good but—
Why not relax your no mag. reprint theory
just a bit? Say, give us one Munsey reprint
per issue. Else how am I ever gonna com-
plete my collection of Merritt, etc.? And,
pleeeze, don’t degenerate into a SF Mag. The
darn market is flooded with ’em. Personally
I never read ’em. Let us stick close to the
Fantasy idea If you really want the readers’
views, I hope you will listen to the few sug-
gestions above and act accordingly.

One other thing. I read the “Readers View-
point” with interest cach issue. I even read
it before the stories cause I want to know
how the Gallup Polls are coming along re-
garding F.F.M. In only a few instances have
I noticed requestis for a change in F.F.M. And
each time they seem to be from young SF
squirts that have probably purchased one
issue at some second-hand mag. exchange
and probably never will read another. Don’t
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listen to them. Keep FF.M. as it is. Tell
Nanek I liked her poem. Also I agree that
quarterly is not often enough. Should be at
least every other month. Also tell G. H. Laird
he expresses my sentiments exactly. (Note
Ed.: read it again. It has lots of good sug-
gestions).

Now we are nearing the end. I probably
will withdraw into my shell for the next three
or four years. But remember, I'm a-readin’
it all, from cover to cover. When you do
right, I'm a-cheerin’. When you do wrong,
I'm a-cussin’ ya, If this should happen to
get into the R. V. Dept., I'd be glad to hear
from some of youse guys and gals.

Ep. NEWMAN
1216 LivinesToN Rbp.,, Gr. Cr.,
RoOANOKE, Va.

WASSO SAYS:

In commenting on the letter of John A.
Savage in the September issue of F.F.M. I
would like to say that I hope that movies
don’t go in for science-fiction in a big way
until some science-fiction fans and editors,
with some brains and common sense manage
somehow, to acquire influential positions in
the motion picture industry. Otherwise, large-
scale production of science-fiction and fan-
tasy on the screen would be a calamity.

I also think a big mistake is being made
in slanting science-fiction serials and radio
programs at children, instead of adults. This
is the reason that our literature is looked
down upon as “kid stuff”’; beneath the serious
consideration of intelligent adults. The ava-
lanche of science-fiction (?) comic booklets
on the newsstands has also played havoc with
our literature.

Sciencerely,
J. Wasso Jr.
119 JacrsoN AVE.,
PEN ArcYL, Pa.

FROM “RAYM” HIMSELF

“The Ark of Fire”, as I have reiterated
many times before, is one of the great novels
of science fiction. I was very happy to see it
appear in F.F.M,, for it represented a sort of
personal triumph for me, a reward for my
continued efforts to get the novel before the
eyes of fandom and the large numbers of
readers. Really, I'm proud to have been in-
strumental in giving the readers this treat.

The “Ark of Fire Bug” is not yet through
singing the praises of this epic. The sheer
sweeping force of it beggars description. Haw-
kins has painted a dynamic scientific civiliza-
tion of the future with all his matchless pow-
er. The opening chapters are swift, vivid,
realistic; America in the year 1980 is por-
trayed excellently. The same hard realism
runs throughout the length of the yarn. The
colorful, hard-hitting kaleidoscope of the
world dying in the heat and the tidal waves
is something no scientifictional writer has
yet approached. Surely, “The Ark of Fire”
must take its place among the three greatest
scientifictional novels.

(Continued on page 136)
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