
































10 SATELLITE SCIENCE FICTION

racks and busy loading platforms.

Everywhere there was feverish
activity and bustle. Across the way
he saw lines of colonists waiting
for their final physicals and bag-
gage checks before boarding the
Star Ships that would carry them
out to new homes—rugged homes,
perhaps, and a far cry from the
crowded mechanization of the cit-
ies of Earth. But they were at
least homes where they could have
an abundance of the good things
—land and food and a place to
raise their children. And each star
colony was linked to Earth by the
strong bonds of Colonial Service
ships that travelled to distant con-
stellations and back in a matter of
months. And down the Concourse
were the flashing lights of the shut-
tles leading out to the great ships
themselves.

He stood before each ship in
turn staring up,

Star Ship Tethys now loading
colonists and supplies for the
fourth planet of Sirius, an old
Colony, well established, rich in
land, rich in Earth-mutated wheat,
too, a sub-tropical paradise with
room for many thousands of fam-
ilies to settle and grow. Almost
self-supporting now and soon to
apply for independent elections
and representation in the Colonial
Council—

Star Ship Danton taking men
and machinery to the newly op-
ened colony on Aldebaran III, a
bitter place until Earth weather

technicians and civil engineers had
carved a foothold for hungry
Earthmen to find homes. A weath-
er-beaten fisherman made his way
onto the shuttle, with a gold ring
in his ear and a tiny Arcturian
monkey-bear on his shoulder, toss-
ing three sparkling tele-dice i the
air before him to amuse his pet
and laughing as the creature hit at
them with a tawny paw. There
were great seas and many fish on
Aldebaran I11—

Star Ship Mercedes, exploratory
to the far system of Morua, a
double star with endless summer
on its seventh planet, a good pros-
pect for a new colony in ten more
years, after the exploratory crews
and the survey crews and the en-
gineering crews and the pilot
crews had done their work in lay-
ing the groundwork for coloniza-
tion—a new escape valve for
Earthmen who no longer hadroom
enough at home—

Star Ship Ganymede—

‘Lars felt his heart pounding as
he stepped across to the rolling
strip bearing the green and white
cross of the Ganymede. His ship!
It was an assignment he had
dreamed of since his first day in
the Academy. To ship aboard the
Ganymede with Walter Fox, the
man who had opened more plan-
ets for colonization than any dar-
ing pioneer since the first Koenig-
drive ship had left Earth! The
man, in short, whose seal of ap-
proval on a planet was a virtual
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He must have thought I didn’t
know anything at all about inter-
stellar navigation.”

“Maybe you don'i,” Lars said
bluntly.

It hit a raw spot. “Look, he
didn’t put the ship in the right
Sector! I could assemble and dis-
assemble this ship’s navigation
controls in my sleep. I know those
coordinates are fishy, but that’s
not all, by a long shot. Why all
the secrecy? Colonial Security has
had this ship under constant sur-
veillance for a week. They've got
agents all over the place. Spe-
cial ID checks on all the crew-
men. They’ve practically locked
us in here since we came aboard.
Why all the precautions if this is
just a rouitne run to Vega Third?”

Lars shook his head. “Maybe
they’ve uncovered a sabotage at-
tempt or something.”

“I doubt it. Nobody sabotages
Colonial Service ships any more.
And that wouldn’t explain the oth-
er things. Like all those questions
Commander Fox was asking.”

“Questions?”

“About how we feel about the
possibility of meeting up with in-
telligent aliens on some star sys-
tem somewhere.”

Lars felt a chill go through him,
He knew, of course, that this was
Walter Fox’s pet theme—that
somewhere in the Universe intel-
ligent aliens must exist, and that
sometime, somewhere, men would
encounter them. Tt was not a pleas-

ant thought. There was enocugh
danger and death to face in ex~
ploring unknown star systems
without meeting hostile members
of an alien race. It had taken the
Colonial Service many years to
quiet such fears, to convince colo-
nists from Earth that the possibil-
ity was too remote to be taken
seriously. And yet—

Peter looked at him.
you up a little?”

“It’s nonsense,” Lars snapped.
“You're probably making a big
case out of nothing at all.”

“Oh, there’s nothing glaring
about it—just little things. And
one circumstance I forgot to men-
tion that isn’t so little. There’s
something very unusual about the
cargo we have aboard. It seems
to be something that called for
triple Security guard all the time
it was being loaded. Some of the
crates were very small, and must
have weighed tons. And one of
them broke open on the gantry
coming up. The Security boys
covered it in a hurry, but I got a
quick look.”

A half smile formed on Peter’s
lips. “Whatever was inside was
wrapped in a lead blanket six
inches thick. Now, what do you
suppose a Star Ship could be
carrying that would require shield-
ing like that?”

The wall-speaker broke in with
a series of squawks and squeals.
Then Mr. Lorry’s voice flooded
the compartment. “All hands lis-

“Shake
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tered. “We keep the opacifiers in
operation in case anyone comes
in unprepared,” Lambert said.
“Watch now!”

He pulled a switch 2nd the pit
was flooded with brilliant light.
At first Lars thought it came from
within the ship. Then he saw that
it was coming in through the huge
observation dome as the opacifiers
slid out of contact. Lars stared,
his jaw dropping at the brilliant
display that lay before him.

He had expected wvast black-
ness, inky blackness studded with
myriad brilliant pinpoints of light.
But there was no blackness, no
sign of star-glimmer. Instead there
were staggering flashes of brilliant
multi-colored light: orange, yel-
low, blue, violet, each cutting
impossibly complex patterns of ra-
diance on the pale grey back-
ground. It was as though the ship
were in the middle of a rapidly
turning  kaleidoscope, hanging
poised in the shifting, whirling
geometrical patterns, frightening
in their intensity, and the very
alienness of the impressions which
they made on the human eye.

Lars knew, however, that there
was no actual alienness there—
only a distortion of space and
time, wrenched out of normal
shape by the tremendous energy
of the Koenig drive. What he was
seeing was only the reflection of
twisted, tortured energy-channels
altered violently by the K-field.
Not until the drive was finally

shut off would the familiar pat-~
tern of black space and brilliant
stars return to view and .then they
would be in new stellar systern,
a new region of the galaxy with
strange constellations replacing
the familiar stars.

He shut his eyes, dizzily.: A
spectator could only watch for a
few moments before the hypnotic
luminosity became too dazzling to
be endured.

Lambert snapped the opacifier
on again and activated the lights
in the chamber. “Surprise you?”
he asked. : .

Lars nodded. “I didn't expect
—that.”

“I assumed as much,” Lambert
said, smiling. “You’re due for a
few more surprises before this
day-period is over, I think. Let’s
get down for that meeting.”

It was an uneasy meeting.

Lars knew the moment he
stepped into the small, compact
lounge that he was by no means
the only member of the crew who
had sensed that everything was
not right. The men were waiting
in small groups, talking among
themselves in low voices, casting
sidelong glances at the forward
hatchway leading to the control
room section of the ship.

Lars could see Peter Brigham
across the room, talking rapidly
to a thin, impatient-looking man
with- pale cheeks and prominent
eyes, who blinked and nodded
from time to time as he listened,
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It struck Lars like a blow, and
he felt something cold knot in
his stomach. He stared first at
Peter, standing defiantly across
the room, and then at the Com-
mander. Suddenly all the strange
things that had happened since
he had stepped on the rolling
strip to board the Ganymede
twenty-four hours before fell
down -into place, and he knew it
was the only possible answer,

It was a fearful answer.

Commander Fox slammed his
fist down on the desk, and rose to
his feet, his shoulders trembling.
“All right, if you insist on know-
ing the worst I'll try not to disap-
point you,” he said harshly. “The
Planetfall is in grave danger. We
have no way of actually knowing,
for certain, that she landed, and
lost radio contact, and never re-
established contact. From the mes-
sages we couldn’t get a clear pic-
ture of exactly what did happen.
We could only guess, and suspect,
and draw conclusions that might
very well be erroneous. But we
do know they ran into trouble—
precisely what kind and, from
what source, the future alone can
determine. But whatever they ran
into, it stopped that ship cold in
its tracks and we haven’t had a
word from her since.”

Commander Fox walked back
to the table. “That’s why the
Colonial Service has maintained
such rigid secrecy. It was not be-

cause of what they knew, but be-
cause of what they didn’t know,
Those last messages have been
studied and analyzed in every pos-
sible way, and only one conclusion
seems to make sense. The crew of
the Planetfall encountered a race
of intelligent aliens on Wolf Four.”

Not a word came from the
crewmen now. They sat like stone
as Commander Fox continued.
“We're going to Wolf Four to
search for that ship, gentlemen.
We don’t know what we'’re going
to find there—perhaps nothing at
all. We may encounter a hostile
power -and have to retreat before
a superiority fully capable of de-~
stroying us. Or we may find our-
selves immeasurably enriched by
contact with a friendly alien race.
But from what we know of the
Planetfall, we are forced to as-
sume the worst. We’re on an
alien-hunt, gentlemen—a rocket
to Limbo. And I am forced
against everything I believe, to
carry the most devastating weap-
ons Earth has at its command.
And we shall use them, if neces-
sary.”

The Commander nodded to
Mr. Lorry and turned to leave.
“If there are no further questions
now, we’ll fall out and get this
ship into trim, We’re going to need
it.”

The men sat where they were
for several seconds - after the
hatchway clanged shut behind the
Commander. Then, silently, they
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“Why blame Commander Fox?
He’s acting under orders just as
we are.”

“Sure. So was Millar of the
Planetfall. Only the Planetfall
didn’t have quite the right orders
to cover the situation.” Brigham
started for the hatchway. “After
all, the Colonial Service isn’t a
military organization. Every one
of us signed contracts for this voy-
age, and the contract I signed
didn’t say anything about Wolf
Four in it, orders or no orders.”

Then Brigham was gone, leav-
ing Lars staring at the clanging
hatch. He stared for a long mo-
ment. Then he roused himself and
started for the lab. :

There was work to be done.

Until his first hour in the bio
lab with John Lambert, Lars had
had no conception of the amount
and variety of preparation re-
quired on an exploratory run to a
new star—and after his first hour
he had no time to worry about
Brigham or the crew or the ship’s
destination or anything else.

Lambert was an excellent
teacher. Where he might -have
been impatient, he was tolerant;
when he might have skimped he
refused to. “You can’t know too
much in advance,” he would say
over and over. “On a new planet
the crew depends on laboratory
findings for their lives. You have
to know precisely what to look
for—and what to guard against.”

“But if it’s a new planet almost

everything about it may be new,”
Lars protested wearily. “I should
think you’d have to wait and see
what turns up?”

“If you confined your efforts to
that approach, your first trip
would very likely be your last,”
Lambert replied, chuckling. “Nat-
urally, we can’t predict specific
problems and dangers until we
get there. But we must be pre-
pared for and know how to meet
broad classes of trouble. What
about bacteria and viruses? We
must be ready to nail them quickly
—to isolate the dangerous ones,
and prepare vaccines. What about
the atmosphere? We must be
equipped to test it in ten minutes
to determine whether it can sup-
port human life or not. What
about plant proteins, animal pro-
teins, the growing quality of the
soil?” He slipped off his glasses
and ran a hand through his sandy
hair. “All we’re trying to do is
reduce the odds against us. You'll
get on to it, but it means digging
and digging.”

And digging was what they did.
As days passed Heldrigsson sel-
dom left the lab except for meals
and sleep-periods. Doggedly he
worked to learn the testing teche
niques, the analyses, the evalua-
tion procedures. He studied the
standard flow-sheet of procedure
to be followed, and worked out
with Lambert places where their
situation differed from standard
—special trouble-spots, unusual
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the far side of the river, where
the stream of water coursed over
it in a gigantic waterfall. But here
there was a break in the obstruct-
ing wall. A jagged slide-course of
boulders slanted up through a split
in the cliff wall, reaching to a
snow-covered plateau above. Far
above this. as the clouds broke,
they caught a glint of metal.

“It’s bad,” Fox said. “It’ll take
a day at least to get up that slide,
if we can do it without breaking
our necks. And then I'm not cer-
tain we can get onto those higher
ridges that lead to the ship.”

Jerry Klein studied the course
with field glasses. “I’ve done some
climbing back home,” he said. “It
looks barely possible from here.
Of course, I don’t know what it’ll
look like from up there.”

“l wish we had Kennedy's
flms,” Fox said.

“They wouldn’t help much. It
isn’t the horizontal plane that
worries me. It’s the vertical. That’s
a vicious rise there.”

“But it looks possible?

“I think so.’

“Then let’s move,” said Com-
mander Fox.

It was dark when they paused
for rest and food. They were ex=
hausted, and ravenous. They took
half-rations, and felt as though
they had eaten nothing. Then they
tried to find comfortable places to
sleep. It was hopeless. Lars dozed,
jerking awake a dozen times as
the hard rocks pushed through his

heater suit. About midnight it be-
gan to snow, huge white flakes
piling up on the dozing men, drift-
ing against the rocks. Then Lars
awoke to find his hands and toes
numb with cold, and knew that
his heater-pack was exhausted.

By daylight they were all shiv-
ering. The food warmed them a
little, but it was nearly the last,
and it was not enough. They
stomped themselves warm in the
snow, and peered up into the blus-
tery greyness that lay above them.

“Let’s move,” said Fox,

With aching limbs they started
on up the slide. The ventilated
suits were a burden now. insu-
[ating them somewhat, but grow-
ing too warm as they climbed,
chilling them to the bone every
time they stopped. The whiteness
around them grew thicker as they
climbed, but Lars paid no atten-
tion to the surroundings. He kept
his eyes on Jerry Klein’s boots
above him, and followed, step by
step upward, as the trip began to
dissolve into a series of nightmare
impressions, fleeting thoughts, al-
most-hopeless hopes.

And over it all, the growing
conviction that they were not
alone on this planet, somehow—
that somewhere alien eyes were
watching, waiting—

On the fourth day they met
the remainder of Lorry’s group.

It was a sorry reunion. They
met on a high ridge, where Fox
and his group had fought for
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same instant a great curving
bridgeway sprang up from one
side, and moved swiftly in a
graceful arch to the top of the
spire. There was constant move-
ment, constant change.

Lars rubbed his eyes, and heard
Commander Fox’s hoarse voice
exclaiming, “It can’t be. It can’t
possibly be.”

Lars knew what he meant. The
colors, the spires, the shifting
buildings, the tiny figures moving
to and fro on the bridges and
causeways were only a part of the
unbelievable scene before them.
The city in the valley was beyond
human credibility.

It staggered them, and chal-
lenged their sanity, because the
. entire city, with no visible support
of any kind, was floating gently
two hundred feet off the ground.

Once when Lars had been very
small, he had seen a travelling
magician draw yard upon yard of
brightly colored silk from a tiny
vase the size of a thimble in his
hand. That was the feeling he had
now as he stared at the incredible
city floating high above the valley
floor. It couldn’t be true—yet it
was there before his eyes. When
he closed his eyes and reopened
them, it was still there.

He knew now why Kennedy
had been so confused. He under-
stood why Kennedy had insisted
with no real hope of being be-
lieved that nothing human could
have built such a city—

And yet something had built it.

“So these are your aliens,”
Lambert said as Fox lowered the
field glasses from his eyes. “The
messages from the Planetfall
make complete sense now. They
did contact an intelligent race
here.”

Fox said nothing. But his eyes
were very bright as he stared at
the city in the valley.

“But whatever they contacted
destroyed their ship,” Lambert
continued.

“We don’t know that!” Fox said
at last. He looked from man to
man. “We have to make com-
pletely sure. That means we have
to go down there. But not all of
us at once. I'll go alone, while the
rest of you keep under cover.”

“I'll go with you,” said Lam-
bert.

“You may be walking straight
to your death,” Tom Lorry cau-
tioned.

“That’s a chance I'll have to
take. Keep covered—all of you.”
Fox nodded to Lambert. “Let’s
go‘”

Slowly, Fox and Lambert start-
ed down the slope. The sun was
high, burning away the last vest-
iges of fog. Heldrigsson sat stone-
like, gripping his knees as the ‘two
men disappeared behind a -knoll
of rock, only to reappear an in-
stant later, moving further down
the slope toward the city.

Then, suddenly they stopped.
They appeared to be conferring,
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Lars asked. “How do they grow
crops on this barren place.”

“That’s. just it—they don’t
need to grow crops! There’s
plenty -of plant and animal life
on the planet, with plenty of pro-
tein, and fat, and carbohydrate
molecules on hand. They simply
rearrange them into palatable
combinations when they get hun-
ary.

“l suppose if they chose to,
they could start with sub-atomic
particles and work themselves up
a genuine Montana beef steak.
if they knew what one was. And
of course they have no nced of
surface or air transportation ve-
hicles, and there’s no weather
problem, when they can just
drive a storm away by wishing
it somewhere else.” Brigham
grinned at Lars. “They do just
that, and more.”

“By ESP,” said Lars.

ltBy E‘SP.’7 .

They moved on through the
maze of buildings. “Can you
show me the ships?”

“Afraid not. They’re forbidden.
They don’t want us near them.”

“How about the place where
the men are—sleeping?”

“Well, I've seen them there,
and maybe- after you’re here a
while we might risk a look. Right

now, I don’t think we should do-

anything to ruffle them.” :

“l suppose not.”- Lars shook
his head. “The thing that bothers
me the most about this whole

thing is how much those City-
people look like humans. They’ve
got fingerprints—did you noticc?
And their skin, and their hair,
their musculature—I couldn’t tell
the difterence, unless I looked -
at their faces, and rhen I couldn’t
be sure.”

“I know exactly what you
mean,” Brigham said grimly. “The
resemblance is more striking ev-
ery time you see them close up.
In fact, for my money, the re-
semblance is too striking.”

“What do you mean?”

I mean that I'd swear by
everything I believe in that these
people are Earthmeni/” Brigham
made an uneasy gesture. “It's just
about driving me crazy. They
look like Earthmen, but they
don’t begin to act like them.
They’re like children. Their whole
life revolves on this extra-sensory
control of things, and yet they
have no sense of logic whatever.
Their minds are totally alien..
They have no concept of science,
or of machinery, or anything
else.-

“In fact, they don’t know about
anything outside this city and this
planet, and they don’t care—or
didn’t until now. I’'m certain that
they honestly don’t know what
we mean when we tell them we
come. from another planet of an-
other star. But who are they?
Where do they come from?”

“Have you asked them?” Lars
said.
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tion: No evidence of the Strength
anywhere.

But for a race-to reach space
without it—incredible!

You see it here.

Yes. Bitter
Yes, we see it.

And then, somewhere deep in
the ship, a spark. Faint—so faint
it was barely perceptible, but a
spark! Barren, did you say! Did
you feel that?

Yes, yes! Where?

Excitement, eagerness beyond
all caution, as the aliens tore their
way through bulkhead and deck,
gearching, the spark growing
stronger and stronger in their
minds. ‘

From the Cradles. Infants,
nestled in strong steel arms, pro-
tected. Sparks of life, but more,
far more than that—

Faint, flickering sparks of that
precious universal Strength, the
Strength that bound intelligent
creatures throughout the universe
into a union of inestimable power,
and raised them above the beasts
— The ability to communicate,
think, create by thought alone—
without spoken or written lan-
guage symbols.

That magnificent strength of
Mind that Earthmen had known
as extra-sensory power, and only
half suspected; the power that
multitudes had scoffed at and
claimed did not even exist—

Days, months, years of teach-
ing, nursing the feeble, sensitive

disappointment.

spark of the Strength to life and
health. It was here in these Earth-
infants. It grew stronger, respond-
ing to training, to guidance and
direction—

It could never have grown
strong by itself. Earthmen had the
potential for the Strength, had it
in rudimentary form—nothing
more. They had only a bare per-
ception of its presence. They did
not understand it, and hence they
feared it. Earthmen were lonely
creatures without the Strength,
Each man was an island to him-
self, full of secret thoughts and
fears and suspicions. To share
these things completely with an-
other was unthinkable, to Earth-
men. Fear and hatred were too
strong in their minds.

The Strength was driven down,
buried, thrust away as something
to be feared, to be ignored. It was
a cool white flame in infant ba-
bies, but it went unrecognized, un-
believed. Infant minds, reaching
out their Strength, met wave upon
wave of hate and fear and suspi-
cion from the minds of their fel-
low creatures. Instead of comfort
the Strength brought pain, fright-
ful pain. And so it was buried,
cast out in fear. It took years to
bury it completely—but finally it
flickered and almost went out,
Lost.

A heritage of mental power un-
imaginable, but cast aside un-
knowingly because men had never
truly believed that it was there.
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roaded Doctor Klauss out of the
profession two years ago by falsely
testifying under oath that he sup-
plied narcotics to confirmed ad-
dicts.”

Doctor Jensen rose. “Where’d
you find that out?” he gasped.
“Nobody knew—"

“l know.” John Smith walked
over to the window, and stared
down at the streets of the city
like a saturnine gargoyle. “I know
everything. I know about the girls
you visit at Miss Charlene’s, I
know about your secret files, I
know about the ten thousand in
cash you got from old Ligget’s
nephew for having him committed
to the asylum. I know about ev-
ery dirty action, every filthy
thought in your miserable life.
Your life, motivated by pride and
hatred and the urge to kill.”

Doctor Jensen gripped Smith’s
shoulder, his voice rising above the
traffic murmur from the street far
below. “Now I'm beginning to un-
derstand,” he muttered. “It was all
a gag, wasn’t it? You came here
-to get next to my girl, get at my
files. You're a spy, aren’t you?
Who sent you? Was it Klauss or
some of those old women who've
been after my hide?”

John Smith turned. “Take your
hand off my shoulder,” he said.
“I dislike being touched.”

Doctor Jensen’s face contorted
violently. “You dislike being
touched, eh? You, with your non-
sense about the Devil, coming here

SATELLITE SCIENCE FICTION

and trying to make a fool out of
me, trying to wreck my career!”
His hand moved from John
Smith’s shoulder, rose to his neck.
“I could kill you—"

And before he knew it, Doctor
Jensen was killing him. Both hands
up now, tight around the throat,
and John Smith was the asthenic
type, no match for a powerfully
built man bent on murder. He
was making harsh gargling noises
but he kept right on smiling, and
Doctor Jensen knew he would
have to wipe that smile off his
face, forever.

Then they were stumbling for-
ward, and the window was open,
and Doctor Jensen felt an emo-
tion so pure it was almost an
ecstasy. It came from the realiza-
tion that he was killing, and it was
a wonderful feeling of release,
with everything turning red.

Only he must have stumbled
against the window itself, because
there was a bump and a wrench
and a crash. He tried to release his
grip but it was too late.

Doctor Jensen and John Smith
toppled out of the window togeth-
er and crashed nine stories to the
pavement below.

Even in death’s coming, Doctor
Jensen retained his basic convic-
tions. He admitted John Smith had
been right in a way. He’d hit on
Doctor Jensen’s weak points, for
there was pride, there was hatred,
there was an urge to kill. Come
















DOOM OVER KAREETA

and our ancestors hunted them for
sport. We were supreme until—
the Shock.

“You have all heard of it; of the
days when the sea-bed crumbled
beneath our cities and substances
bubbled up, turning the water in-
to thin, blindingly hot mist. Only
in the far south and here in the
north did a few cities survive; cit-
ies that have fallen one by one
before the attack of the sharks and
the squids, and the tremblings of
the sea-bed. Now there is only
Kareeta, and it seems impossible
that Kareeta can survive another
ten seasons.”

The vibrations of despair
rocked more violently through the
waters of the Council Place. Dil-
wan, listening, realized that the
calm pronouncements of Balakon
were grimly reinforcing the sense
of doom that hung over the
Kranaki. Each must have known
the end was near, and hoped to
be mistaken. Balakon spoke with
a dreadful, inescapable authority.
And yet Balakon himself had
planned the one possible way of
salvation. Now he went on, firmly
over-riding the despair about him.

“It seems impossible,” Balakon
said, “but there is one chance of
saving our race. For thousands of
seasons, among the things that
have dropped into our depths
from the thin water there have
been some that were not dead
fish but strange, artificial creations
containing queerly-formed, dead
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pygmies. It is in our history that
these creations have changed
throughout the seasons, becoming
more complex as though fashioned
by a race of growing culture and
ingenuity. We thought for a long
time that the pygmies who must
have made them lived in the thin
water, and that these, perhaps,
were their funeral vessels, de-
signed to carry their dead into
what, to them, would be the mys-
terious depths below.

“For thousands of seasons our
ancestors planned how they might
establish contact with the pygmies,
and perhaps help them in their
struggles against their enemies.
Some of their bodies that we found
had had limbs torn by our own
enemies, the sharks. But by our-
selves we could not penetrate up
into the thin water. It was not
until a few hundred seasons be-
fore the Shock that Ralbaned, the
great hydro-farmer, developed
that new hard, transparent coral
of which Kareeta is built, and
adapted it to the creation of pres-
sure-suits moulded to our shapes.

“Since then our adventurers
have swum up through the thin
water and found a world of thin
mist lying above it, and learned
that the pygmies live on the bed
of that mist, using their strange
vessels to cross the intervening
waters. When the Shock came we
were preparing to send large ex-
peditions to meet them. Even
since the Shock our adventurers
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panic-stricken, back to _ their
houses. Hilda felt like joining
them, but- Roger was leaning so
far forward over the bridge in his
anxiety to take in all details of the
monster that she felt obliged to
hang on to his coat, in case he
overbalanced and fell into the
river.

The monster seemed to notice
the villagers streaming away, and
made a move towards the bank
as though to follow them. But the
pull of the water was too much
for it, and it fell back defeated.
Rolling in mid-stream, it lifted its
head towards the bridge again,
and saw the two- people still
standing there. The long,  scaly
neck moved towards them. Hilda
felt like screaming, but Roger was
gazing at the approaching monster
as though it were the Holy Grail.
Her nose caught the thick, fishy
smell of the sea. She stared at the
broad, serpentine head and the
gleaming eyes.

There was a cry from the south
bank, and she saw the Scot they
had passed on the road running
towards them, waving a rifle.

“Ye're all richt!” he shouted.
“Hauld on—I’ve got a bullet for
it.”

Roger shouted back frantically:
“No, no! Don’t shoot for God’s
sake. It's wearing a diving suit!”

The Scot levelled his rifle. “I'm
nae fashed if it's wearin’ a kilt,”
he called. “It’'s not coming up the
Moriston!”
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The shot rang out above Rog-
er’s frantic appeals. The monster
reared as a bullet hit it in the
neck. There was a brief, high
whistling, as though a balloon
were being deflated, and the long
neck slumped forward into the wa-
ter.

Roger dashed down to the
bank, and into the river, with Hil-
da following. .

“It can’t be dead,” he muttered.
“A single bullet can’t stop an ele-
phant, let alone a thing like this.
Unless . . . Ican’t believe it!”

The head had fallen sideways,
so that it projected a little from
the water. Roger bent over it, his
lips tight. After a moment he
looked up at Hilda watching from
the bank. The villagers had begun
to swarm back, realizing that the
monster had been overthrown.

Roger said: “It’s dead, all right.
Diagnosis—multiple internal rup-
tures. The same as we would have
if suddenly transported into a vac-
uum. That shot merely punctured
its protective covering.”

Hilda said: “Youmean . . .?”

“That it was an intelligent be-
ing!” Roger exclaimed. “I guessed
it from the bridge, when that fool
was waving his gun about. God,
what a waste!” He climbed wear-
ily out of the water.

“Maybe another one will follow
it,” Hilda said reassuringly. “The
natives can be warned. Next time
it will be different.”

Roger looked back over the

































