





























THE STRANGE INVASION 9

places. He had found nothing. It
was mysterious. It was baffling. It
was frustrating.

This afternoon, then, found
him making his way on foot to ask
questions at the last place in
Murfree County where he could
hope to find anything new. There
was a field biological expedition
in the county just then. It was
sponsored by Gale University,
and the local citizens had not
failed to slander it in a jesting
way by insisting that it was study-
ing turkey-buzzards. The woman
professor in charge had not greatly
impressed Lane’s informants. They
had taken pains to point out that
she wore pants all the time, and
what was worse, hadn’t the build
for it. So Lane was doggedly on
his way, to ask if the expedition
had made any observations that
might bear on his affair.

The day was singularly perfect.
All - about him the excessively
tumbled mountain-country seemed
to bake quietly underneath the
sun. The mountains themselves
were dark green under a totally
blue sky. There had been rain
the night before and brooks sang
merrily, but the sunshine break-
ing through the leaves was star-
tlingly hot.

Presently he saw the glint of
metal in the distance. That would
be the expedition’s trailer, be-
yond a doubt. It vanished behind
a spur -of stone as he went on,
partly downhill, and partly at an

angle along the mountain’s flank.
Presently the ground leveled off,
and he came to the tiniest of nat-
ural clearings, filled with tall
grass. He saw a glint of gray fur
in the center of it.

The world seemed very still,
just then. There was next to no
air movement and no birds sang.
Lane did not consciously note the
fact, but there were not even in-
sect-noises in the air. No gnats or
mosquitoes hummed around him.
He could tell that a vast gulf
dropped away to his left, and that
to the right the ground sloped up
to a smooth stretch of level
ground. Above him was dense, de-
pressing forést, whose trees were
gnarled and crooked because of
the rocky ground. But in the
clearing it was baking hot.

He felt no uneasiness, no ac-
tual premonition, however, as he
moved toward the bit of fur.
There was a vast stillness every-
where. Had it been night-time,
the silence would have been ap-
palling. But Lane heard the rus-
tling of grass about his feet, and it
did not occur to him that the
complete, unnatural absence of
all visible movement was ominous.

Something invisible touched his
face. Again, in darkness this
would have been horrifying. But
the sun was bright. He brushed
the air before him. It felt like a
thread of gossamer floating in the
sunshine. It came -again. He
brushed impatiently, staring down




























































THE STRANGE INVASION 29

presence of Gizmos where they
shouldn’t be.

. He got up abruptly and went
about the living-quarters end of the
biological laboratory vehicle. He
checked the doors, as if the Giz-
mos had strength to move them.
He verified that the windows were
tightly shut. He made certain that
the ventilator above the stove had
not been disturbed. Anything that
a smoke-ring could pass through
was suspect.

He found nothing wrong, but
the hunch persisted. He could not
believe that all was right. He went
into the laboratory end of the
trailer. He turned on the lights.

There were gossamer touches
on his face. He dragged the door
shut behind him, because it would
have taken longer to close it if
he’d passed through first. He
dragged at his coat, shouting,
“Carol! Professor! Watch out!
Gizmos are in!”

A steady whining noise came
into being all about him. He saw
the laboratory clearly. It was neat.
It was compact. It was the very
pattern of a moveable biological
laboratory for a field-trip investi-
gation on such matters as intra-
sensory substitution in Cathertes
aura sepentrionalis—the common
turkey-buzzard.

There was a camera mounted
on a stand, with an extraordi-
narily long-focus lens attached to
it. It could take a close-up picture
from an incredible distance. It

pointed at a small opening in the
trailer wall. During travel, that
opening was closed by an alu-
minum-faced cover. During the
time when such a camera was in
daily use, a cardboard shield cov-
ered it. The cardboard was one
of those convenient makeshifts
every field-trip party uses without
thought.

Without thought. Because now
the cardboard was toppled to the
floor. Perhaps the moving of that
cardboard by Gizmos was com-
parable to the shifting of a loco-
motive by the main strength of
men. But it had been accom-
plished. The laboratory was filled
with faintly whining things .

Lane leaned back against the
door, frantically making sure that
it was tightly shut. He inhaled,
drawing the air deep into his
lungs, and got his coat before his
face. Then he shouted again to
Carol and the Professor that the
laboratory was full of Gizmos and
they must not open the door.

He almost exulted in the rage
that filled him, because he was
wholly confident that now he
knew how to handle the gas-
beasts. He heard Carol, anxious
and frightened. The Professor
called out to him warningly, urg-
ing him to protect himself as he’d
done by the dead rabbits.

Again he shouted through the
muffling cloth. The Gizmos could-
n’t harm him through cloth. True,
there were whining noises in his
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54 SATELLITE SCIENCE FICTION

Professor quickly. “In fact, it is
most improbable!”

Burke turned from the win-
dow. “They’ out of sight now,”
he said with infinite relief. “Maybe
we lost ’em, Mistuh Lane. D’you
think they can send word on
-ahead for other ones to watch out
for us?”

“Most unlikely!” said the Pro-
fessor firmly. “Other lower ani-
mals can summon aid. Even a
baby chick can voice its fear, and
its mother will rush to its de-
fense. Ants can summon assist-
ance when they find booty too
large for them to handle alone.

Other creatures post sentinels and -

combine for their mutual defense.
But no creature lower than man
can transmit the idea of an indi-
vidual identity.”

Burke was suddenly garrulous
with relief because there were no
longer any dust clouds in view.
“But are Gizmos lower than us
humans?” he asked. “If they
came here from Mars or some-
where, they’ got to be smart!
They could be smarter than us
people! They—"

“Mr. Burke,” said the Profes-
sor tartly, “there is a limit to what
even I will believe without posi-
tive evidence!”

The road levelled. It ran
through a cut between hillsides
which rose still higher, though
the floor of the valley behind it
was now remote indeed. A few
hundred yards further on it dis-

appeared in a downward curve.

When they reached the highest
point in the steep ascent the view
was breathtaking. They had
crossed the last of one range of
mountains, and they could see
across the valley for scores of
miles. Everything was green and
beautiful. They could see farm-
houses and highways and wood-
land and villages. To the north
a small town—it would be Mur-
free Court House—sprawled out
over a square mile or more. The
spires of churches rose above its
tree-lined streets. There were roll-
ing pastures, and slowly moving
herds of grazing cattle.

Lane started the car down the
steep incline. He said with great
deliberation, “Either the Gizmos
are almost manlike in their rea-
soning powers, and after us indi-
vidually for a very good reason,
or they're a highly intelligent kind
of beast. As beasts of the forests,
they may have multiplied until
they can’t stay in the wilderness
and have reached the point where
they have to move out to get
food. In that case, we’ve got to
get mixed up in traffic so they
can’t identify us. But if they’re
really familiar with every aspect
of our civilization they may try
to wipe out all traffic to get us.”

“I think,” said Carol, regarding
him steadily, “that you’ve got to
risk it, Dick. If they kill us when
we're alone our death will benefit
nobody. But if we force the Giz-



























































































































THE STRANGE INVASION e 95

cigars. Once he does that, every-
thing’s in line. But we want to
get there. Fast! I've warned him
that a swarm will come running
if one Gizmo’s trapped.” He
looked at the sky. “It’s late!”

He sent the car down the road
with a cloud of dust following it.
And it was now close to sunset,
and the time for Gizmos to hunt
food was nearer. He knew, in
fact, that many of them were seek-
ing food in the daytime already
and that their hunger for the un-
speakable was greater today than
yesterday. And by tomorrow?

The situation was better in one
respect. The public might believe
in an animal plague, but it also
believed in a deadly entity which
reflected radar-waves and de-
stroyed animals and men by night.
Therefore there were not many
cars moving in the darkness.
Country-dwellers stayed home.

Would-be fugitives from cities,
blocked on the highways by im-
placable armed men, were afraid
to be alone in their blacked-out
vehicles. They gathered in groups.
They broke fences and built fires.
Others came to them, and more
fires were needed, and made.

Along the highways on which
men were forbidden to flee, those
who had tried to run away clus-
tered about great, leaping flames
and took comfort from the light
and their own numerousness. This
was a very wise thing for them to
do. It was the wisdom of savages

who keep fires burning in their
camps at night to drive away evil
spirits. The fires did deter the Giz-
mos,—and the smell of men was
not their first choice of prey.

And he came to the Diebert
Laboratories, thirty miles from
Trenton. Burke slept noisily in
the back seat. The Monster slept,
and dreamed, and yelped feebly
in his slumbers while Lane slowed
and searched for the road-signs
that would guide him to the lab-
oratory’s very door.

The dog waked, and suddenly
gave tongue to terror., He howled
in the closed-up car.

“Holden must have things
stirred up.” said Lane. “It does
seem as if we ought to be some-
where near the plant.” He peered
into the light cast by the car’s
headlights. “Hm. That roadsign
says a right turn.” He swung the
car. “There are the buildings
ahead, I'd guess. Only—"

He whistled softly as the build-
ings of the Diebert pharmaceuti-
cal laboratories came more clearly
into view. There were some lights
inside. The remotest parts of the
headlight only faintly lighted the
highly modernistic main building,
but it could be seen that it was
blurred. It was out-of-focus. The
private industrial roadway led
straight to the plant, but nothing
was distinct. The buildings looked,
somehow, like drowned things re-
garded through rippling water. Yet

there were lights.










































THE WONDERS OF H. G. WELLS

in a radio broadcast, underscores
the vitality of the work, which,
though it has dated to the point
where we know that modern sci-
ence would have made short work
of Wells’ Martians and their ro-
bots, the novel continues to be
reprinted, read and even brought
up to date for motion pictures.

With such a string of true clas-
sics of science fiction behind him,
Welis is to be excused if he stum-
bled with book publication of
When the Sleeper Wakes, in
1899. That novel, despite exten-
sive revision, was, as Wells so
aptly put it: “one of the most am-
bitious and least satisfactory of
my books.” A tale of a man who
falls into a state of suspended
animation and awakes in the fu-
ture, to find a world in which
power is vested in the hands of a
few men, devolves into a some-
what tedious muddle of sopho-
moric socialism.

The publication of The First
Men in the Moon in 1901 did
much to take the bad taste of
When the Sleeper Wakes out of
the mouth of the reading public.
This was the first of Wells’ books
to be filmed, it being produced
by J. V. L. Leigh for the Gau-
mont Film Company in 1919. The
film was a rather unimaginative
and tasteless transference of the
story to celluloid.

The mature Wells chafed at
being typed as a scientific ro-

mancer. While he boasted of the
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pains he took to make his tales
scientifically plausible, and
claimed for them merit beyond
that of entertainment, he felt
barred from making a contribu-
tion to mainstream literature. To
the author Arnold Bennett, popu-
lar at the turn of the century, he
wrote: “I am doomed to write
‘scientific’ romances and short
stories for you creatures of the
mob, and my novels must be my
private dissipation.”

Finally the main-stream novels
poured forth. The brilliant Tuno-
Bungay; the popular History of
Mr. Polly; Kipps, Ann Veronica,
The New Machiavelli, and many
others. Most of them were timely
hits. They blasted at the preju-
dices and inhibitions of the pe-
riod. They rocked the people out
of their warped ideas of righteous-
ness and displaced smugness and
complacency with indignation and
doubt.

Interspersed between the nov-
els were non-fiction works by
H. G. Wells on the future of man-
kind and various aspects of so-
cialism. He was becoming more
and more convinced that he
had a message to impart to the
world. Though the scientific fan-
tasies continued to come, The
Food of the Gods in 1904; In the
Days of the Comet in 1906; and
the truly prophetic The War in
the Air in 1908, which clearly
foresaw the dramatic change the
airplane would make in future


































































