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EARLY jUboys and girls are subject t#t
pimples : fter the start of adolescence-**
from about 13 to 25, or even longer.

During these years important glands develop
and fm; 1 growth takes place. Disturbance**
occur throughout the body. The skin gets over-
sensitive. Waste poisons in the blood irritate
this sensitive skin. Pimples appear!

Fleischmann’s fresh Yeast helps to give y<*
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water—until vour skin clears.
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IO MONTHS tbPAY*

rjERE they orel The "people s choicel by an overwhelming majority.'The MOST POPULAR JEWELRY
I'l ITEMS — otfered by Royal — America™ Largest Mail Order Credit Jeweler* — at money-saving
lowest spot cash prices — and on ROYAL S EASY TERMS ELECT YOUR CHOICE NOW! You're sure
to wm lasting |oy and happiness m owning a fine, genuine Blue-White Diamond or a Nationally Famous
Wristwatch Ccst your vote for greater iewelry values by sending your order AT ONCE!

10 DAYS FREE TRIAL — You're appointed toio lodgex tl S1.00 it atl you need nowt - 10 MONTHS TO PAY - It*

you're fully southed. of'ef 10 DAY TRIAL period pay only ihe easy io open on occount with Royal All you need ita good cho»
smoll aaiouni Haled each monih If you decide you con surpass Oder and a steady woge or income Send only S1 00 to show

these voloM anywhere iuH return your selecon ond we will good faith and a few personal facts such os age, occupation,
i»mediaiely refund your entire deoosn Thait our Square etc No security — no red tape — no interest. No direct inquiries.
Deal platform We ship promptly PREPAID. NO C O D to pay on arrival

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED — Every item is sold with ROYAL S written 90ld bond guarantee Bocked by 40 years of nationally
known fair and sauare dealing Elect Your Choice of Once!
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Only Lw then 7c e« day
The WALTHAM  <First Lady
$2.88 a month LF-4 .. .The WALTHAM "Fir*! Lady” . — An extraordinary value?
A Lovely baguette type, rectangular, Whlte chromlum finished case Fac-
4 Diamonds SAVE tory guaranteed, ependable WALTHAM movement. Llhk bracelet
mQueen of Heart*" — Perfectl to match Designed to sell at $29 75 Now only *19 75 Only *1.M <
Q y
matched engagement and wedding ring en- UP TO month — last than 7aaday.
semble of UK Hol'd White or Yellow Gold
The engagement ring is set with_a fiery, gen- V3
uine blue-white diamond of maximum size — «
the \/i/fe/ddlqg tr‘mg Vélth 3 Waftched fllamzogndg Tht WALTHAM “ CANDIDATE*
Hpeel go esired Bot or only *29.7
Only $2.6*a month — leee than 10c 1 day oM Lett than GCadayOnIy
rﬁ fBnL3«s«
I IIp|S"LF—5 ... Agreat WALTHAM valuel
Round case in the charm and color
..X' frrggfejdof natural gold with new special
. stainlea steel, rust-resistant back
_|IIP| laclOrv guaranteed 9-Jewel
WALTHA Movement Genuine
cn Now Only *18 75 Onl¥ *1.75 a
month — toss than 80 a day.

7 Diamond

Square Clustern?’ ~"Ng VA (sjodcLwo ofiTtiue,

You S ... $12.25

LF-J ... A dazzling, new. lady n cluster
expertly set with seven finely matched, bril-
liant. genuine blue-white diamonds Look*
like a *4.10 00 square prong_solitaire! Hand
engraved 14K Solid_Yellow Gold ring A big
flash” and a *39 75 valuel Very specially
priced now at only *27 50 Only *2 65 a
month — 1*11 than 9e a day.

295

LF-6 ... BULOVA 3 loveliest, new wrist watch
inspiration, glorifying the ” Goddess of Time" —
and AmericalnI Vgomanhood 17 JeweIIdBULOVA
. movement, lilted In new. square mold tiny case
$288a mo: in the charm and color of Natural Gold Silk
grosgrain ribbon bracelet. *29 75 Only t2.t* a
month — lass than 10c a day.
LF-7 “ Goddess of TIma” mengraved Natural Gold'
[matched link bracelet *33.76 — only $3.27 a month.

Send for FREE CATALOG

New 32 page "‘BOO* of Gemt~
Hundreds of special values in genuine blue-white dia-
mond*. standard watches. One Jewelry, silverware,

lee* than cameras, radios and gift novelties Each fully described
8c a day and pictured Adult*send for your copy today
LF-3 . A bradd new. cent's ring of \

richly engraved 10K solid yellow gold .
set with fiery, genuine diamond and a J

Cabuchon style, intaglio engraved D |n mono luirtcu co |
RS on TR 902 evan a8 a Uy .
Established 1895

AMERICA'SLARGEST

IMDII ORDER CREDIT JEWELERS & -DEPT. 141-N 1170 BROADWAY N.Y.C.
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HE THOUGHT HE
WAS LICKED-THEN

N ft.f TRAINING CERTAINLY PAYS.

AHP UL BlLt & fiofio Jesi

MY RAISE DIDN'T COME THROUGH
MARY-1 MIGHT AS WELL GIVE VP.
IT AlIl LOOKS SO HOPELESS,

0U« MONEY WORRIES ARE

OVER AND.WEVE A

BRIGHT

FUTJJREIAHEAD IN RADIO.

OH Bill, it's WONWKfUL
WOVE GONE AHEAD
SO PAST IN RADIO.

J

HERE'S PROOF

THAT MY TRAINING PAYS
.« fi.
to $25
= Week
In Spar*
Time
'‘Since securi "
operatr-*- ae> reaSokE? from
jrgrunq $10 to $25 a week in
raint s?are time whilo
regularly em pgto still _holding my regu-
and am’now chief en- lar job as a machin-

ineer with WJBY. ist. " | owe my success
i N. R. I/'-WM.

y salary has in- to
créased $1,200 in Ra- F. RUPP, 20 W.
dio/-J[)11U3 O. 6th St., Conaho*
VESSELS. _Station  bocken. Pa,
WJIBY, Gadsden,
Alabama.
p
SWAOO»V«w
ng t
ewtUBuUtims*
I "After comglet-
<y ing the N. B. 1.

ourse | became
**®" Radio Editor of the
Buffalo Courier. Later | started
a Radio service business of my
own, and have averaged over
&5D0 a year."—T. J. TEIAAK.
m Broadway, New York City.

BILL. JUST MAILING THAT
COUPON GAVE ME A QUICK

ILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME}

in Your Spare TimaFor A '

GOOD RADIO JOB

Many Radio Experts Make $30.$S0, $75 a W eek\
Do you want to make more money? Broadcasting stations em-
oy engineers, operators, station managers and pay tm to
ear. Spare time Radio s$t servicing pays as much_as
to a year—full time servicing jobs pay as much aa ,
.... $7/5 a week. Many Radio Experts own their own full or
part time Radio businesses. Radio manufacturers and jobbers

Radio, and loud speaker systems offer goed opportunities now
or the future. Telévision promises many good jobs soon,
I trained have goad jobs in these branches of Radio.
Man){ Make $5, $10, $18 a Week Extra

nSpare Time While Learning 3 E. SMITH. Presi

- N . . . E. , President

PfMtically every neighborhood needs a good spare time service- National Radis Imtttut®

man. The day %ou enroll | start sending you Extra Money Job Hemwm has directed .

Sheets. They show you how to _do Radio repair jobs that you €' home etady trminii

can cash™in \ b ybU training” I' sénd plans "

and ideas that have made gc ' spare time money for hundreds SWaBUr «

of fellows. 1 send special equipment which gives you practical

experience—shows you how to conduct experiments and build

circuits which illustrate important Radio principles.

Find Out What Radio Offer# You
Mail the coupon now for "Rich Rewards in_Radio." IPs free
to any fellow over 16 years old. It describes Radio’s spare_time
and full time oprportunm_es, also those coming_in Television;
tells about my Training in Radio and Television; shows you
actual letters from men | have trained, telling what they ‘are
Going and earning; tells about my Money Back Agreement.
MATL COUPON 1n an envelope, or paste on a-post card—NOW |

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 6M09

National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 63109
National Radio Institute, Washington, D, C.
Dear Mr. Gmith: \Withiout ulglligamhg »iE) send  Rich Rewards it* Radio,”
which points out the spare time and full time O{Jportunlt_les in Radio an
explains your 5050 method of training men at home in spare time to
become Radio Experts. (Please Write Plainly.)

NAME ...oosieeorse oo oo AGE
ADDRESS.,

(o L 25 STATE..,.,. |
BIBHMaaHaHRIIIIIIIM IfISRIM ia



THERE'S A MAN ID

1

LIKE TO MEET!

Yet a few weeks ago they laughed at his skinny shape
n FSSE3 — e s I -—

NEW “ 7-POWER” ALE YEAST OFTEN
ADDS 5 to1 5 1bs.— fit a few weeks!

"VTOW there’'s no need for thousands to be “skinny” and friend*
Ae less, even if they never could gain an ounce before, Here'a
a new easy treatment for them that puts on pounds of Solid,
naturally attractive flesh— in just a few -weeks1

Doctors now know that the real reason why many find it
hard to gain weight is they do not get enough digestion-
strengthening Vitamin B and blood-building iron in their daily
food. Now with this new discovery which combines these two
vital elements in little concentrated tablets, hqsts of people
have put on pounds of firm flesh— in @ very short time.

Not only are thousands quickly gaining normal good-looking
pounds, but also naturally clear skin, freedom from indigestion
and constipation, glorious new health and pep.

7 times more powerful

This amazing new product, Ironized Yeast, Ismade from special cult
tured ale yeast imported from Europe, the ficbest known source of
Vitamin B. By a new process this yeast is concentrated 7 times —
made 7 times more powerful. Then It is ironigpd with 3 kinds of Iron.

If you, too, need Vitamin B and iron to build you up, get Ironized
Yeast tablets from your druggist at once. Day after day, as you
take them, watch flat chest and skinny limbs round out to normal
attractiveness, skin clear to natural beauty —you're a new person.

Money-back guarantee

No matter how skinny and rundown you may be from lack of enout]:)h
Vitamin B and iron, this-new lIronized Yeast should build you upla
a few short weeks as it has thousands. If not delighted with tha
results of the very first package, your money instantly refunded.

Only don’t be deceived by the many cheaply prepared “Yeast and
Iron” tablets sold in imitation of Ironized Yeast. These cheap coun-
terfeits usually contain only the lowest grade of ordinary yeast and
Iron, and cannot give the same resiilts ah Ironized Yeast. Be sure
you get the genuine. Look for 'TY” stamped on each tablet.

Special FREE offer!

To start you building up your health right away, we make this abso-
lutely FREE offer. Purchase a package of Ironized Yeast tablets at
once, cut out the seal on the boa and mall it to us with a clipping
of this -p&rafaaph. We will send you a fascinating new book oa
health, “New Facts About Your Body." Remember, results with the
very first package—or money refunded. At ail druggists. lrosflfed
Yeast Co., Inc,, Dept, 7711. Atlanta, Oa.



MENWANTED

HEANEIW

EEMUTES

MAKING REGULAR

Weekly(alls

B 0O “ « «k

I: YOU want to make money
I'll help you start a fine-
paying Tea and Coffee Route
of your own. My sensational
new starting plan offers you
an opportunity for big profits—
up to 560.00 in a single week
for full time, and up to $6.50
in a day for spare time. The
business is pleasant, you set
your own hours, and the oppor-
tunity for maklng big money
is really exceptional.

Permanent Routes
Pay Big Profits

_IE_verybudy uses Coffee,

Spices, Flavorlng
Extracts, Baking Pow-
1der. Flour. Cocoa,

| Canned Goods, and other

foods every day They

MUST BUY these
thin?s to live. You simply take care of a
regular route right in your locality—make
Qalls on your customers once a week and
kwp them supplied with the things they
Deed.
You handle all the money and l;()ocket a big
mhare of It for yourself.  You keep all the
profits—you don’t divide up with anyone.
Hundreds of housewives in many localities
are waiting, right now. to be served with
these nationally famous products.

Make Money Fast!

Look In the box on the right. Fee how fast
these men and women made money. They
Uted this same plan that | will now send you.
You read it; then if you see the possibilities,
11 help you start without asking you to risk
a Denny of your own money.

ALBERT MILLS, Route Manager

“»5&COP"

| WILL GIVE YOU A FORD CAR AS A BONUS |

min addition to your cash profits, | offer you a brand New Ford Car as

la special bonus or extra reward.

;property with no strings attached. Don't delay — sen

! facts today.

| Send Everything

Just as soon as | hear from you I will send
you complete details—tell you all the Inside
workings of this nation-wide Tea and Coffee
Route Plan. I will explain Just how to
establish your customers; how to service your
route to make money every week. You can
plan It so you give only 5 days ft week to
your route, collect your profits on Friday,
and have all day Saturday and Sunday for
vacation or rest. The plana | give you took
years to perfect. You know they must be
good because they have brought quick help
to hundreds who needed money.

C WITHOUT
— OBLIGATION

Don't send mo a cent. Just rush me your
name and address on the Free Offer Coupon
rinted below. 1 will mail you all the facta
ree. Then you can

decide for yourself.

You positively will not

be obligated to. go

ahead unless you &eo

big possibilities for

money making fast.

Send me your name

on the coupon or a

penny postcard. By

this time next week

you can be on your

way to big money.

Don’t waste a minute

—send this coupon
at once.

This car becomes your

ersonal (
for

ull, free

POSITIVE PROOF

OF BiQ EARNING POSSIBILITIES
Can you make money with a Tea and CoCog
Route? Yes. Here's a way to make ft,"
FAISTL If only three or four people had
made money as fast as this, ybu might call
It an accident. But many have don®© itl
Here are only a few—If space permitted 1|
could print scores of exceptional earnings
Wouldn't money like this give you a thrill?
Plenty of money to spend—more where that
came from—ample money for the necessities of
life and still some left over for the luxuries.

Amount earned In One \Neek
P. J. Mosher... W

yo
Wilbur W. Whitcomb.. OhIO
Clare C. Wellman..
Geo. W. Wright.
A. Pardini..
Norman Geblier
Albert Becker
Gunson B, Wood.
Lamar C. Cooper. Mi
+Helen V. Woolmingtoa.Pa.
#Ruby Hannen. W.
Hans™ Coordes
Lambert Wilson
W. J.
These exceptional earnings show the amaz-
ing possibilities of my offer. Don't let this
opportunity pass—send me ?/our name to-

day for FBEE plans

MALCOUPON/:

Send No Iloncy—Plan* Are Fr*e

ALBERT MILLS, Route Manaoor.

8658 Monmouth AVe.» CInCInnatl, o 8658 Monmouth Avenue, Cincinnati, Ohio. |
Please send rae-r-FBEE—complete details for operating a fine n
pﬁymg I;I'ea anéil Coffee Route of my own. | understand that S
* this will not obligate me in any way.
LADIES WANTED TOO! §
AIME oot b s n
Many ladies have had wunusu- and as high as 38.50 in a day -
ally "good success with Tea and for spare time. Don't hesitate AATESS oot ettt ettt ettt e et e et et et e eae et e ere et
Coffee Routes. They say that because you are a woman, [ ]
ft is possible to make as much Send for this information. | B City...... state
AS the men do — up to $10 in will be glad to send It to you m (Please print or write plainly i n
* day and more fox full time, free.

ftiv «ia m«]«m*m mm

EEEK » n’mnmm<$
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IS thetime/

Business Is Searching

forYOU/ if ... .

IGHT now, in many lines, thereisasearch  portunities flourish for every American every
_for really good men— rs, leaders—  day of his life.
men who can take charge of departments, busi-

nesses, branch offices, and get things humming.
~ As always, there are not enough ordinary
obs to go 'round—but rarely before, in the

istory of American business, has there been
so much room at the topi New jobs are bei Qﬁ
created by the business pick-up in almost
lines—jobs that pay splendidly and that open
the way to lifetime success.

_Ordinarily, there would be plenty of men to
fill these jobs—men in junior poSitions who
had been studying in spare time. But most men
have been letting their training slide during
these dark years of depression. .. “What's the
use?’—You have heard them say. Perhaps
there has been some excuse for sticking to any
old kind of a job one could get the past few
years—but theé door is wide open for the man
with ambition and ability NOW!

And don't let anyone tell you that * Oppor-
tunity Only Knocks Once”—that's one of the
most untruthful sayings ever circulated. Op-

Far more to the point is to be ready—to be
Brepa}red—to make yourself interesting to the

ig-time employer—and_LaSalle offers you a
short-cut method of qualifying for opportunity
jots in accounting, law, traffic, executive man-
agement, and kindred occupations.

LaSalle Extension University is 28 yearstM”
—averages 40,000 enrollments a year—60
American firms each employ 500 or more
LaSalle-trained men—surveys show that
LaSalle students attain 40% average salary
increase after graduation—10% of all C. P. A.’s
inthe U. S. A. are LaSalle-trained.

_ Why not find out what LaSalle has done and
is doing for men inyour gosmon? Send and get
the facts; see what lle can do for you,
personally!
_There’s no question about it—business is
ﬁla(;kl ng up—jobs are looking for men—the time
_come for you to qualify for prosperity.
Mail this coupon today!

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, Dept. 11329-B, Chicago

I am in earnest about my success and | would like to have your special
booklet—without any cost or obligation to me— about my opportunities

and your success training in the business field | have checked.
O Business Management
O Higher Accountancy
0O Traffic Management
O Modern Salesmanship
G Commercial Law
O Law: Degree of LL. B.
O Expert Bookkeeping
O C. P. A.lCoaching

D Modern Foremanshlp

D Business English

O Effective Speaking
D Office Management
O Stenotypy

Position~~nm.............. Jiddress__.....

O Industrial Management

O Personnel Management
O Business Correspondence

LaSalle BExtension University]



Whether your age is 16 or 40.
Let 119 train y-ou to prepare for
positions that lead to good
salaries in Electricity * NOT
by correspondence, but by an amazing modem method right
here In the great Coyne Shops that gives yo.u a practical Train-
ing in 90 days! Getting into Electricity is easier than you
imagine if you choose the right method. You don't need pre-
vious experience or need a lot of book learning. Start any time.

Finance Your Training!

Mail the coupon below and I'll send you all details of my
finance plan. Under this plan you can pay for your tuition in
small monthly payments extending over an 18-month period,
starting 5 months after you start school.

LEARN BY DOING—IN 90 DAYS
IN THE GREAT COYNE SHOPS

| don't care if you don't know an armature from an air brake— 1|
don’'t expect you tol In 12 brief weeks, in the great shops of
Coyne, we trainyou by practical shop work — on one of the greatest
outlays of electrical apparatus ever assembled for training purposes.

MANY EARN WHILE LEARNING

If you need part time work to help pay your expenses we ma]\il be
able to help you if you \yiil write and tell"us your problems. When
you graduate we'll give you lifetime employment service.

DIESEL, REFRIGERATION AND
AIR CONDITIONING

Right now we are including additional instruction in Diesel Engines,
Electric Refrigeration ami Air Conditioning without extra cost
eo your training will be more valuable Co you.

GET MY RIG FREE BOOK! greatchance i

get into Electricity, This school is 37 years old—Coyne training is
tested. You can find out everything absolutely free.
Simo)y mail the coupon and let us send you the big,
free Coyne book yritl Ehotographs ... facts .. . op-
portunities. Tells 'you. how many earn expenses ‘?hllé
trainin? and how we assist our graduates in the TIelQ.

No obligation to you. So act At e oy
Kri.C.Liw Ci,
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL

Tfc once. Just mail coupon.
500 StPAUUHA ST* Dept. 86-84, CHICACO.M.S,

SEND NOW FOR FULL DETAILS!

H.C.LEWIS, President, COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL
$005. PaulinaSL, Dept. 86-84, Chicago, lit.

Dear Mr. LeWls: without obligation send me(}/ou_r bf?, flee
catalogI_thh facta about Coyne Training and details of your
““Pay-TuitiOD-After-Graduation** Tlaiu

Name..., oo e

eccccccccs neo

Address mm.

Keep Abreast with Science

There are more thrills in science than
in many fiction stories—there is more
pleasure in doing things yourself than
in reading what the other fellow did.

presents neut scientific discoveries and new
mechanical inventions in a manner easily un-
derstood. In addition, each issue contains
scores of articles telling you what to do and
how to do it

A Partial List of the Contents of the
October Issue:

Strange Windmill to Drive Auto?
Bringing Shows to Tour Door.
Radium Hag New Rival.
Talking Books for the Blind.
Blizzards Made to Order.
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YOU'VE GOT TO INVITE BILL
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LET MUSIC MAKE YOU POPULAR

it's easy to

LY a few short months ago Bill
@vas a back number socially. At

parties no one ever noticed him.
Then suddenly, Bill amazed all his
friends. Almost overnight it seemed,
he became the most popular man in
bis crowd.

The big chance in Bill's life began
at Dot Webster's party—and quite by
accident, too.

As the party got tinder way, Bill
took his usual place in the corner.
But this time he had a strange grin
on his face—a smile half impish, half
determined. “What's Bill snickering
about ?” someone whispered. '‘There’s
nothing funny about a party without
our prize piano player.”

Dot's face flushed.

“1'm sorry, folks, but Dave Gordon,
cur pianist, couldn't come. Isn’'t there
someone here who can play?"

For a moment no one
answered. Then sud-
denly Bill rose and strode
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Peaton looked at Rod. "Which," he asked at length, "is you?"
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STEALERS of MARS

The

Ingenious Strategy of Two Space-Rovers

is Pitted

Against an Amazing Race of Human Chameleons!

A Complete Novelette

By JOHN W. CAMPBELL, Jr.

Author of “When the Atoms Failed"The Mightiest Machineetc.

CHAPTER |
Imitation of Life

R OD BLAKE looked up with
a deep chuckle. The sky of
Mars wag almost black, de-

spite the small, brilliant sun, and the
brighter stars and planets that shone

15

visibly, Earth most brilliant of all,
scarcely sixty million miles away.
“They’ll have a fine time chasing
us, back there, Ted.” He nodded to-
ward the brilliant planet.
Ted Penton smiled beatifically.
“They're probably investigating all
our known haunts. It's their own
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fault if they can't find us—outlawing
research on atomic power.”

“They had some provocation, you
must admit. Koelenberg should have
been more careful. When a man takes
off some three hundred square miles
of territory spang in the center of
Europe in an atomic explosion, you
can't blame the rest of the world for
being a bit skittish about atomic
power research.”

“But they might have had the wit
to see that anybody that did get the
secret would not wait around for the
Atomic Power Research Death Pen-
alty, but would light out for parts
and planets quite unknown and leave
the mess in the hands of a lawyer till
the fireworks quieted down. It was
obvious that when we developed
atomic power we'd be the first men
to reach Mars, and nobody could fol-
low to bring us back unless they ac-
cepted the hated atomic power and
used it,” argued Blake.

“Wonder how old Jamison Mont-
gomery Palborough made out with
our claims,” mused Penton. “He said
he’d have it right in three months,
and this is the third month and the
third planet. We’'ll let the govern-
ment stew, and sail on, fair friend,
sail on. | still say that was a ruined
city we saw as we landed.”

“l think it was, myself, but | re-
member the way you did that kan-
garoo leap on your neck the first time
you stepped out on the moon. You
certainly saw stars.”

“We're professionals at walking
under cockeyed gravities now. Moon
—Venus—~

“Yes, but I'm still not risking my
neck on the attitude of a strange
planet and a strange race at the same
time. We’'ll investigate the planet a
bit first, and yonder mudhole is the
first stop. Come on.”

They reached the top of one of the
long rolling sand dunes and the coun-
try was spread out below them. It
looked exactly as it had been from
the last dune that they had struggled
up, just as utterly barren, utterly
bleak, and unendingly red. Like an
iron planet, badly neglected and
rusted.

HE mudhole was directly be-
neath them, an expanse of red
and brown slime, dotted here and
there with clumps of dark red foliage.
“The stuff looks like Japanese
maple,” said Blake.

“Evidently doesn’t use chlorophyl
to get the sun’s energy. Let's col-
lect a few samples. You have your
violet-gun and | have mine. | guess
it's safe to split. There's a large
group of things down on the left that
look a little different. I'll take them
while you go straight ahead. Gather
any flowers, fruits, berries or seeds
you see. Few leaves—oh, you know.
What we got on Venus. General junk.
If you find a small plant, put on your
gloves and yank it out. If you see
a big one, steer clear. Venus had
some peculiarly unpleasant speci-
mens.”

Blake groaned. “You telling me.
I'm the bright boy that fell for that
pretty fruit and climbed right up be-
tween the stems of a scissor tree.
Uhuh. | shoot 'em down. Go ahead,
and good luck.”

Penton swung off to the left, while
Blake slogged ahead to a group of
weird-looking plants. They were
dome-shaped things, three feet high,
with a dozen long, drooping, sword-
shaped leaves.

Cautiously Blake tossed a bit of
stone into the center of one. It gave
off a mournful, drumming boom, but
the leaves didn't budge. He tried a
rope on one leaf but the leaf neither
stabbed, grabbed, or jerked away, as
he had half expected after his lesson
with the ferocious plants of Venus.
Blake pulled a leaf off, then a few
more. The plant acted quite plant-
like, which pleasantly surprised him.

The whole region seemed seeded
with a number of the things, nearly
all about the same size. A few,
sprinkled here and there, were in var-
ious stages of development, from a
few protruding sword-leaves, to little
three-inch domes on up to the full-
grown plant. Carefully avoiding the
larger ones, Rod plucked two small
ones and thrust them into his speci-
men bag. Then he stood off and
looked at one of the domes that squat*
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ted so dejectedly in the thick, gummy
mud.

“l suppose you have some reason
for being like that, but a good solid
tree would put put you all in the
shade, and collect all the sunlight go-
ing. Which is little enough.” He
looked at them for some seconds pic-
turing a stout Japanese maple in this
outlandish red brown gum.

He shrugged, and wandered on,
seeking some other plant. There
were few others. Apparently this
particular species throttled out other
varieties very thoroughly. He wasn’t
very anxious anyway; he was much
more interested in the ruined city
they had seen from the ship. Ted
Fenton was cautious.

Eventually Blake followed his
winding footsteps back toward the
ship, and about where his footsteps
showed he’'d gathered his first sam-
ples, he stopped. There was a Japa-
nese maple there. It stood some fif-
teen feet tall, and the bark was beau-
tifully regular in appearance. The
leaves were nearly a quarter of an
inch thick, and arranged with a pecu-
liar regularity, as were the branches.
But it was very definitely a Japanese
maple.

Rod Blake’s jaw put a severe strain
on the hinges thereof. It dropped
some three inches, and Blake stared.
He stared with steady, blank gaze at
that perfectly impossible Japanese
maple. He gawked dumbly. Then his
jaw snapped shut abruptly, and he
cursed softly. The leaves were stir-
ring gently, and they were not a quar-
ter of an inch thick. They were paper
thin, and delicately veined. Further,
the tree was visibly taller, and three
new branches had started to sprout,
irregularly now. They sprouted as he
watched, growing not as twigs but as
fully formed branches extending
themselves gradually. As he stared
harder at them they dwindled rapidly

to longer twigs, and grew normally.

OD let out a loud yip, and made
R tracks rapidly extending them-
selves toward the point where he'd

last seen Ted Penton. Penton’s tracks
curved off, and Rod steamed down as

fast as Mars’ light gravity permitted,
to pull up short as he rounded a cor-
ner of another sword-leaf dome
clump. “Ted,” he panted, “come over
here. There's a—a—weird thing. A
—it looks like a Japanese maple, but
it doesn't. Because when you look
at it, it changes.”

Rod stopped,
beckoning Ted.

Ted didn’'t move.

“l don’'t know what to say,” he said
quite clearly, rather panting, and
sounding excited, though jt was a
quite unexciting remark, except for
one thing. He said it in Rod Blake’s
voice!

Rod stiffened. Then he backed
aWay hurriedly, stumbled over his
feet and sat down heavily in the sand.
“For the love of—Ted—Ted, wh-what
did you s-s-say?”

“l don’t know wh-what to s-s-say.”

Rod groaned. It started out exact-
ly like his own voice, changed rapidly
while it spoke, and wound up a fair
imitation of Ted’s. “Oh, Lord,” he
groaned, “I'm going back to the ship.
In a hurry.”

He started away, then looked back
over his shoulder. Ted Penton was
moving now, swaying on his feet pe-
culiarly. Delicately he picked up his
left foot, shook it gently, like a man
trying to separate himself from a piece
of flypaper. Rod moved even more
rapidly than he had before. Long,
but rapidly shrinking roots dangled
from the foot, gooey mud dropping
from them as they shrank into the
foot. Rod turned again with the vio-
let-gun in his hand. It thrummed to
blasting atomic energy, and a pencil
beam of ravening ultra-violet fury
shot out and a hazy ball of light sur-
rounded it.

The figure of Ted Penton smoked
suddenly, and a hole the size of a golf
ball drove abruptly through the cen-
ter of the head, to the accompaniment
of a harsh whine of steam and spurts
of oily smoke. The figure did not
fall. It slumped. It melted rapidly,
like a snow-man in a furnace, the fin-
gers ran together, the remainder of
the face dropped, contracted, and be-
came horrible. It was suddenly the

and started back,
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face of a man whose pouched and
dulled eyes had witnessed and en-
joyed every evil the worlds knew,
weirdly glowing eyes that danced and
flamed for a moment in screaming
fury of deadly hate—and dissolved
with the last dissolution of the writh-
ing face.

And the arms grew long, very long
and much wider. Rod stood frozen
while the very wide and rapidly wid-
ening arms beat up and down. The
thing took off and flapped awkwardly
away, and for an instant the last trace
of the hate-filled eyes glittered again
in the sun.

Rod Blake sat down and laughed.
He laughed, and laughed again at the
very funny sight of the melting face
on the bat-bodied thing that had flown
away with a charred hole in the mid-
dle of its grape-fruit-sized head.
He laughed even louder when another
Ted-Penton-thing came around the
corner of the vegetable clump, on the
run. He aimed at the center of its
head. “Fly away!” he yelled as he
pressed the little button down.

This one was cleverer. It ducked.
“Rod—for the love of—Rod, shut up,”
it spoke.

Rod stopped, and considered slow-
ly. This one talked with Ted Pen-
ton’s voice. As it got up again he
aimed more carefully and flashed
again. He wanted it to fly away too.
It ducked again, in another direction
this time, and ran in rapidly. Rod got
up hastily and ran. He fell suddenly
as some fibrous thing lashed out from
behind and wrapped itself unbreak-
ably about his arms and body, binding
him helplessly.

Penton looked down at him, pant-
ing heavily.

“What'’s the trouble, Rod; and why
in blazes were you shooting your gun
at me?”

Rod heard himself laugh again, un-
controllably. The sight of Ted’s wor-
ried face reminded him of the flying
thing, with the melted face. Like an
overheated wax figure. Penton
reached out a deliberate hand and
cracked him over the face, hard. In
a moment Rod steadied, and Penton
removed the noose from his arms and

body. Blake sighed with relief.
fCnpHANK God, it's you Ted,” he

Ji- said. “Listen, I saw you—you
—not thirty seconds ago. You stood
over there, and | spoke to you. You
answered in my voice. | started off,
and your feet came up out of the
ground with roots on them, like a
plant’s. 1 shot you through the fore-
head, and you melted down like a wax'
doll to a bat-thing that sprouted
wings and flew away.”

“Uhh—" said Penton soothingly.
“Funny, at that. Why were you look-
ing for me?”

“Because there’'s a Japanese maple
where | was that grew while my back
was turned, and changed its leaves
while | looked at it.”

“Oh, Lord,” said Penton unhappily,
looking at Rod. Then more soothing-
ly, “I think we’'d better look at it.”

Rod led the way back on his tracks.
When the maple should have been in
sight, it wasn't at all. When they
reached the spot where Rod’s tracks
showed it should have been, it wasn’t
there. There was only a somewhat
wilted sword-bush. Rod stared blank-
ly at it, then he went over and felt
it cautiously. It remained placidly
squatted, a slightly bedraggled lump
of vegetation.

“That's where it was,” said Blake
dully. “But it isn't there any more.
I know it was there.”

“It must have been an—er—mi-
rage,” decided Penton. “Let's get
back to the ship. We’'ve had enough
walking practice.”

Rod followed him, wonderingly
shaking his head. He was so wrapped
up in his thoughts, that he nearly fell
over Penton when Ted stopped with
a soft, unhappy, gurgling noise. Ted
turned around and looked at Rod

carefully. Then he looked ahead
again.

“Which,” he asked at length, “is
you?”

Rod looked ahead of Penton, over
his shoulder. Another Rod was also
standing in front of Penton. “My
God,” said Rod, “it's me this time!”

“l am, of course,” said the one in
front. It said it in Rod Blake’s voice.
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Ted looked at it, and finally shut
his eyes.

“l don’t believe it. Not at all.
bist du gewesea, mein Freund?”

“Was sagst du?" said the one in
front. “But why the Deutsch?"

Ted Penton sat down slowly and
thoughtfully. Rod Blake stared at
Rod Blake blankly, slightly indig-
nant.

“Let me think,” said Penton unhap-

Wo

pily. “There must be some way to
tell. Rod went away from me, and
then | come around the corner and

find him laughing insanely. He takes
a shot at me. But it looks, and talks
like Rod. But he says crazy things.
Then | go for a walk with him—or
it—and meet another one that at least
seems less insane than the first one.
Well, well. | know German of course,
and so does Rod. Evidently this
thing can read minds. Must be like a
chameleon, only more so.”

“What do you mean?” asked Rod
Blake. It doesn’'t particularly matter
which one.

“A chameleon can assume any color
it wants to at will. Lots of animals
have learned to imitate other animals
for safety, but it takes them genera-
tions to do it. This thing, apparently,
can assume any shape or color at will.
A minute ago it decided the best form
for the locality was a sword-bush.
Some of these things must be real
plants then. Rod thought of a maple
tree, thought of the advantages of a
maple tree, so it decided to try that,
having read his mind. That was why
it was wilted-looking; this isn't the
right kind of country for maple trees.
It lost*water too fast. So it went back
to the sword-bush.

“Now this one has decided to try
being Rod Blake, clothes and all. But
I haven't the foggiest notion which
one is Rod Blake. It won’'t do a bit
of good to try him on languages we
know, because he can read our minds.
I know there must be some way.
There must—there must—Oh yes.
It's simple. Rod, just burn me a hole
in that thing with your violet-gun.”

Rod reached for his gun at once
with a sigh of relief and triggered
guickly. The phoney Rod melted has-

tily. About half of it got down into
the boiling mud before Rod inciner-
ated the rest with the intense ultra-
violet flare of the pistol. Rod sighed.
“Thank the Lord it was me. | wasn't
sure for a while, myself.”

Ted shook himself, put his head in
his hands, and rocked slowly. “By
the Nine Gods of the Nine Planets,
what a world! Rod, for the love of
heaven, stay with me hereafter. Per-
manently. And whatever you do,
don't lose that pistol. They can't
grow a real violet-gun, but if they
pick one up, may God help us. Let's
get back to the ship, and away from
this damned place. | thought you
were mad. My error. It's just the
whole bloody planet that's mad.”

“l was—for a while. Let's move.”

They moved. They moved hastily
back across the sand dunes to the
ship.

CHAPTER 11
The Secret of the Thushol

?EF| I'HEY'RE centaurs,” gasped

M. Blake. “Will you look at that
one over there—a nice little calico.
There's a beautiful little strawberry
roan. What people! Wonder why
the city is so dilapidated, if the peo-
ple are still here in some numbers.
Set 'er down, will you Ted. They
haven't anything dangerous, or they'd
have a better city.”

“Uhmmm—I1 suppose that's right.
But I'd hate to have one of those fel-
lows nudge me. They must weigh
something noticeable, even here—
about twelve hundred pounds back on
Earth. I'm setting down in that
square. You keep your hand on that
ten-inch ion-gun while | step out.”

The ship settled with a soft thumpf
in the deep sandy dust of the ruined
city square. Half a hundred of the
centaurs were trotting leisurely up,
with a grizzled old Martian in the
lead, his mane sparse and coarse. Ted
Penton stepped out of the lock.

“Pholshth/' the Martian said after a
moment’s inspection. He extended
his hands out horizontally from his
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shoulders, palms upward and empty.

“Friends,” said Ted, extending his
arms in a similar gesture, “1 am Pen-
ton.”

“Fasthun Loshthu,” explained the
centaur, indicating himself. "Pen-
shun.”

“He sounds like an ex-soldier,”
came Blake’s voice softly. “Pension.
Is he O.K.?”

“l think so. You can leave that
post anyway, and shut off the main
atomics, start auxiliary B, and close
the rooms. Lock the controls with
the combination and come on out.
Bring your ion-gun as well as your

ultra-violet. Lock the lock doors.”
“Blazes. I want to come out this
afternoon. Oh well, O.K.” Blake

went to work hurriedly and efficient-
ly. It was some thirty seconds be-
fore he was through in the power
room. He stepped eagerly into the
lock«

He stopped dead. Penton was on
his back, moving feebly, the old cen-
taur bent over him, with his long,
powerful fingers fixed around the
man’s throat. Penton’s head was shak-
ing slowly back and forth on the end
of his neck, in a loose, rather de-
tached-looking way.

Blake roared and charged out of
the lock, his two powerful pistols has-
tily restored to his holsters. He
charged out—and sailed neatly over
the centaur's back, underestimating
Mars' feeble grip. In an instant he
was on his feet again, and returning
toward his friend when a skillful left
forefoot caught his legs, and sent him
tumbling as the heavy bulk of an agile
young centaur landed on his back.
Blake turned; a smaller, lighter body
far more powerfully muscled. In a
moment the Earthman broke the cen-
taurs’ grip and started through the
six or seven others that surrounded
him.

A grunted word of command dis-
solved the melee, and Blake stood up,
leaping toward Penton.

Penton sat on the ground, rocking
slowly back and forth, his head be-
tween his hands. “Oh, Lord, they
all do it here.”

"Ted—are you all right?”

"Do | sound it?” Penton asked un-
happily. “That old bird just opened
up my skull and poured a new set of
brains in. Hypnotic teaching—a com-
plete university education in thirty
seconds—all done with hypnotism and
no mirrors used. They have the fin-
est education system. God preserve
us from it.”

“Shthuntho ishthu thiu lomal?”
asked the old Martian pleasantly.

“Ishthu psoth lonthul timu 1”
groaned Penton. “The worst of it is,
it works. | know his language as well
as | know English.” Suddenly he man-
aged a slight grin. He pointed to
Blake and said: “Blake omo phusthu
ptsoth.”

The old centaur's lined, sparsely
bearded face smiled like a pleased
child’'s. Blake looked at him uneasily.

“1 don't like that fellow’s fa—" He
stopped, hynotized. He walked to-
ward the old Martian with blank eyes
and the grace of an animated tailor’s
dummy. He lay down in sections,
and the old Martian’'s long, supple
fingers circled his neck. Gently they
massaged the back of his spine up to
the base of his skull.

Penton smiled sourly from where
he sat. “Oh, you don't like his face,
eh? Wait and see how you like his
system.”

The centaur straightened. Slowly
Blake sat up. His head continued to
nod and weave in a detached sort of
way, till he gingerly reached up, felt
around for it and took it firmly in his
hands. He rested his elbows on his
knees.

“We didn't both have to know his
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blasted language,v he managed bitter-
ly at last. “Languages always did

give me headaches anyway.”
ENTON watched him unsympa-
P thetically.

“1 hate repeating things, and you'll
find it useful, anyway.”

“You are from the third planet,”
the Martian stated politely.

Penton looked at him in surprise,
started up, then rose to his feet gin-
gerly.

“Get up slowly, Blake, I advise you
for your own good.” Then to the
Martian: “Why, yes. But you knew!
How?”

“My great-great grandfather told
me of this trip to the third planet
before he died. He was one of those
that returned.”

“Returned?” You Martians have
been to Earth?” gasped Blake.

“l guessed that,” said Penton soft-
ly. “They're evidently the centaurs
of legend. And 1 think they didn't
go alone from this planet.”

“Our people tried to establish a
colony there, many, many years ago.
It didn’t succeed. They died of lung
diseases faster than they could cross
space. The main reason they went
in the first place was to get away
from the thushol. But the thushol
simply imitated local Earth-animals
and thrived. So the people came
back. We built many ships, hoping
that since we couldn’t go, the thushol
would. But they didn't like Earth.”
He shook his head sorrowfully.

“The thushol. So that's what you
call 'em.” Blake sighed. “They must
be a pest.”

“They were then.
much any more.”

“Oh, they don’t bother you any
more?” asked Penton.

“No,” said the old centaur apatheti-
cally. “We’'re so used to them.”

“How do you tell them from the

They aren't

thing they’re imitating?” Penton
asked grimly. “That's what | need
to know.”

“1t used to bother us because we
couldn’'t,” Loshthu sighed. “But it
doesn’'t any more.”

“1 know—but how do you tell them

apart? Do you do it by mind-reading?"

“Oh, no. We don’t try to tell them
apart. That way they don’t bother us
any more.”

Penton looked at Loshthu thought-
fully for some time. Blake rose gin-
gerly, and joined Penton in his en-
wrapped contemplation of the griz-
zled Martian. “Uhmtnmm,” said Pen-
ton at last, “1 suppose that is one way
of looking at it. | should think it
would make business rather difficult
though. Also social relations, not
knowing whether it was your wife or
just a real good imitation.”

“l know. We found it so for many
years,” Loshthu agreed. “That was
why our people wanted to move to
Earth. But later they found that
three of the ship commanders were
thushol, so the people came back to
Mars where they could live at least as
easily as the thushol.”

Penton mentally digested this for
some moments, while the half hun-
dred centaurs about stood patiently,
apathetically motionless.

“We have myths on Earth of cen-
taurs, people like you, and of magic
creatures who seemed one thing, but
when captured became snakes or
tigers or other unpleasant beasts, but
if held long enough reverted to hu-
man shape and would then grant a
wish. Yes, the thushol are intelli-
gent; they could have granted a sim-
ple Earth barbarian’s wish.”

Loshthu shook his head slowly.

“They are not intelligent, | believe.
Maybe they are. But they have per-
fect memories for detail. They would
imitate one of our number, attend our
schools, and so learn all we knew.
They never invented anything for
themselves.”

“What brought about the tremen-
dous decline in your civilization?
The thushol?”

The centaur nodded.

“We forgot how to make space
ships and great cities. We hoped that
would discourage the thushol so they
would leave us. But they forgot too,
so it didn't help.”

“Good Lord,” Blake sighed, “how
in the name of the Nine Planets do
you live with a bunch like that?”
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Loshthu looked at Blake slowly.

“Ten,” he said. “Ten planets. You
can't see the tenth with any practic-
able instrument till you get out be-
yond Jupiter. Our people discovered
it from Pluto.”

BLAKE stared at him owlishly.
“But how can you live with this
gang? With a civilization like that
—1 should think you'd have found
some means of destroying them.”

“We did. We destroyed all the
thushol. Some of the thushol helped
us, but we thought that they were our
own people. It happened because a
very wise, but very foolish philoso-
pher calculated how many thushol
could live parasitically on our people.
Naturally the thushol took his calcu-
lations to heart. Thirty-one percent
of us are thushol

Blake looked around with a swiftly
unhappy eye.

“You mean-some of these here are
thushol?” he asked.

Loshthu nodded.

“Always. They reproduced very
slowly at first, in the form of an ani-
mal that was normally something like
us, and reproduced as did other ani-
mals. But then they learned to imi-
tate the amoebae when they studied
in our laboratories. Now they simply
split. One big one will split into sev-
eral small ones, and each small one
will eat one of the young of our
people, and take its place. So we
never know which is which. It used
to worry us.” Loshthu shook his head
slowly.

Blake's hair rose slightly away from
his head, and his jaw dropped away.
“My God,” he gasped. “Why didn't
you do something?”

“If we killed one we suspected, we
might be wrong, which would Kill our
own child. If we didn’'t, and just be-
lieve it our own child anyway, it at
least gave us the comfort of believing
it. And if the imitation is so perfect
one can't tell the difference, what is
the difference?”

Blake sat down again, quietly.

“Penton,” he sighed, at Ilength,
“those three months are up, let's get
back to Earth—fast.”

Penton looked at him. “lI wanted
to a long time back. Only | thought
of something else. Sooner or later,
some other man is going to come here
with atomic power, and if he brings
some of those thushol back to Earth
with him, accidentally, thinking it's
his best friend—-well, 1'd rather kill
my own child than live with one of
those, but 1I'd rather not do either.
They can reproduce as fast as they
can eat, and if they eat like an amoeba
—God help us. If you maroon one on
a desert island, it will turn into a
fish, and swim home. If you put it
in jail it will turn into a snake and
go down the drain pipe. If you dump
it in the desert it will turn into a
cactus and get along real nice, thank

you.”

“Good God.”

“And they won't believe us, of
course. I'm sure as blazes not going
to take one back to prove it. I'll just
have to get some kind of proof from
this Loshthu.”

“l hadn't thought of that.
can we get?”

“All 1 can think of is to see what
they can let us have, then take all we
can, and make a return trip with
reputable and widely believed zoolo-
gists and biologists to look into this
thing. Evolution has produced some
weird freaks, but this is a freakier
weirdness than has ever been con-
ceived.”

“l1 still don't really believe it,”
Blake said. “The only thing I am firm-
ly convinced of is my headache.”

What

W ¥T'S real enough and logical

M enough. Logical as hell. And
hell on Earth if they ever get there.
Evolution is always trying to produce
an animal that can survive anywhere,
conquer all enemies, the fittest of the
surviving fit. All life is based on one
thing: protoplasm. Basically, it's the
same in every creature, every living
thing, plant and animal, amoeba and
man. It is just modified slightly,
hooked together in slightly different
ways. The thushol are built of proto-
plasm—but infinitely more adaptable
protoplasm. They can do something
about it, make it take the form of
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a bone cell and be part of a thigh
bone, or be a nerve cell in a brain.
From some of that ten-second-college-
course Loshthu poured into me, |
gather that at first the thushol were
good imitations outside, but if you
cut into one, you could see that the
organs weren't there. Now they have
everything. They went through Mar-
tian medical colleges, of course, and
know all about what makes a centaur
tick, and so they make themselves
with the same kind of tickers. Oh,
very nice.”

“They don’t know much about us.
Maybe with the X-ray fluoroscope
screen we could have told those imi-
tations of us,” suggested Blake.

“Oh, no, by no means. If we knew
the right form, they’'d read it in our
minds, and have it. Adaptive proto-
plasm. Just think, you couldn't kill
it in an African jungle, because when
a lion came along, it would be a little,
lady lion, and when an elephant
showed up, it would be a helpless
baby elephant. If a snake bit it, |
suppose the damned thing would turn
into something immune to snake bites
—a tree, or something like that. |
just wonder where it keeps the very
excellent brain it evidently has.”

“Well, let's find out what Loshthu
can offer us by way of proofs.”

CHAPTER 111
Mind-Readers and Company

I T developed that the Martians had
once had museums. They still
had them, because nobody was suffi-
ciently interested to disturb their
age-long quiet. Martians lived cen-
turies, and their memories were long;
but once or twice in a lifetime did a
Martian enter the ancient museums.
Penton and Blake spent hours in
them, intensive hours under Losh-
thu’s guidance. Loshthu had nothing
but time, and Penton and Blake didn't
want to linger. They worked rapidly,
collecting thin metal sheaves of docu-
ments, ancient mechanisms, a thou-
sand things. They baled them with
rope that they had brought from the

ship when they moved it nearer the
museum. Finally, after hours of
labor, bleary-eyed from want of sleep,
they started out again to the ship.

They stepped out of the gloomy
dusk of the museum into the sun-Ilit
entranceway. Immediately, from be-
hind a dozen pillars, a leaping, flash-
ing group of men descended upon
them, tore the books, the instruments,
the data sheaves from their hands.
They were upset, slugged, trampled
on and spun around. There were
shouts and cries and curses.

Then there was silence. Twelve
Pentons and thirteen Blakes sat, lay
or stood about on the stone stairway.
Their clothes were torn, their faces
and bodies bruised, there was even
one black eye, and another develop-
ing swiftly. But twelve Pentons
looked exactly alike, each clasping a
bit of data material. Thirteen Blakes
were identical, each carrying a bit of
factual mustiness under his arm or in
his hand.

Loshthu looked at them, and his
lined, old face broke into a pleased
smile. “Ah, he said. “There are
more of you. Perhaps some can stay
with us to talk now.”

Penton looked up at Loshthu, all
the Pentons did. Penton was quite
sure he was the Penton, but he
couldn’t think of any way to prove it.
It was fairly evident that thushol had
decided to try Earth again. He be-
gan to wonder just—"

“Loshthu, just why,” asked one of
the Pentons in Penton’s voice, “did
the thushol not stay on Earth if they
could live there?”

Penton was quite sure he had been
the one to think of that partic—

“Pardon me, but wasn’'t that the
guestion | was going to ask?” said
another Penton in well-controlled
fury. Penton smiled gently. It seemed
evident that—

“l can apparently be spared the
trouble of doing my own talking. You
all help so,” said one of the numerous
Pentons angrily,

“Say, how in hell are we going to
tell who's who?” demanded one of the
Blakes abruptly.

“That damned mind-thief stole my
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guestion before | had a chance—"

“Why you—you—you talking! |
was just about—"

“1 think,” said one of the Pentons
wearily, “you might as well stop get-
ting peeved, Blake, because they’'ll all
act peeved when you do. What do
you know. | beat all my imitators to
the draw on that remark. A noble
achievement, you'll find, Rod. But
you might just as well pipe down,

and I'll pipe down, and we'll see
what our good friend, Loshthu, has
to say.”

“Eh,” sighed Loshthu. “You mean

about the thusfool leaving Earth?
They did not like it. Earth is a poor
planet, and the people were barbar-
ians. Evidently they are not so now.
But the thushoi do not like work, and
they found richer sustenance on
Mars.”

« | THOUGHT so0,” said Penton.

JL (Does it matter which one?)
“They've decided that Earth is richer
than Mars now, and want a new host.
Don't draw that pistol, Blake! Un-
fortunately, my friend, we had twen-
ty-five ion-guns and twenty-five vio-
let-guns made up. If we'd had more
we would have more companions. We
were exceedingly unfortunate in
equipping ourselves so well in the
matter of clothing, and being so
thoughtful as to plan all of it right,
so we carried a lot of each of the few
kinds. Exceedingly. However, |
think we can improve things a little
bit. | happen to remember that one
ion-gun is out of commission, and |
had the coils out of two of the violet-
guns to repair them. That makes
three guns out of service. We will
each stand up and fire, one at a time,

at the sand in front there. The line
forms on the right.”
The line formed. “Now,” con-

tinued that particular Penton, “we
will each fire, beginning with myself,
one at a time. First ion, then violet.
When one of us evidences lack of a
serviceable gun, the others will join
in removing him rapidly but care-
fully. Are we ready? Yes?” That
Penton held up his ion-gun, and
pushed the button.

It didn't fire, and immediately the
portico stank with his smoke.

“That's one,” said the next Penton.
He raised his ion-gun and fired. Then
his violet-gun. Then he raised it and
fired again, at a rapidly dissolving
Blake. “That makes two. That one
evidently found, when we fired at the
first one, that his didn't work. We
have one more to eliminate. Next?”

Presently another Blake vanished.
“Well, well,” said Penton pleasantly,
“the Blake-Penton odds are even. Any
suggestions?”

“Yes,” said Blake tensely. “I've
been thinking of a patch | put in one
suit that | ripped on Venus.” An-
other Blake vanished under the mu-
tual fire.

“There’'s one more thing | want to
know. Why in blazes are those
phonies so blasted willing to kill each
other, and though they know which
is which, don’t kill us? And how did
they enter the ship?” Rod demanded.
Or at least a Rod.

“They,” said two Pentons at once.
Another one looked at them. “Bad
timing, boys. Rodney, my son, we
used a combination lock. These gen-
tlemen are professional mind-readers.
Does that explain their possession of
the guns? I've been thinking right
along of one way to eliminate these
excessive excrescences, consisting of
you going into a huddle with your
tribe, and eliminating all but the one
you know to be yourself, and | doing
the same. Unfortunately, while
they're perfectly willing to kill each
other so long as they don’t die, they
will prevent their own deaths by ade-
guate, unfortunately adequate de-
fense.

“Now since these little gun tests
and others have been made | think
it fairly evident that we are not going
to leave this planet until the two right
men are chosen and only two go into
that ship with us. Fortunately they
can't go without us, because while
they can read minds, it takes more
than knowledge to navigate a space
ship, at least such knowledge as they
can get from us. It takes under-
standing, which mere memory wilj
not supply. They need us.
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“We will, therefore, march duti-
fully to the ship, and each of us will
replace his guns carefully in the pre-
pared racks. | know that I'm the
right Penton—but you don't. So no
movement will be made without the
unanimous agreement of all Pentons
and Blakes.”

Blake looked up, white-faced.

“If this wasn't so world-shakingly
serious, it would be the damnedest
comic opera that ever happened. I'm
afraid to give up my gun.”

“If we all give them up, | think
it puts us even. We have some ad-
vantage in that they don't want to
kill us, and if worst comes to worst,
we could take them to Earth, making
damned sure that they didn't get
away. On Earth we could have
protoplasmic tests made that would
tell the story. By the way, that sug-
gests something. Yes indeed, | think
we can make tests here. Let us re-
pair to this ship.”

CHAPTER IV
Penton’s Strategy

HE Blakes sat down and stayed
down. “Ted, what in blazes can

we do?” His voice was almost tear-
ful. “You can’'t tell one of these
ghastly things from another. You
can't tell one from me. We can't—"
“Oh, God,” said another Blake,
“that's not me. That's just another
one of those damned mind-stealers."
Another one groaned hopelessly.

“That wasn't either.” They all
looked helplessly at the line of Pen-

tons. “I don't even know who's my
friend.”

Penton nodded. All the Pentons
nodded, like a grotesquely solemn

chorus preparing to recite some bless-
ing. They smiled in superhuman
unity. That's all right,” they said in
perfect harmony. “Well, well. A new
stunt. Now we all talk together.
That makes things easier. | think
there may be a way to tell the differ-
ence. But you must absolutely trust
me, Blake. You must give up your
guns, puting all faith in my ability
to detect the right one, and if I'm
wrong, realize that | will not know.
We can try such simple tests as alco-
hol, whiskey, to see if it makes them
drunk, and pepper to see if it burns
their tongues—"

“It won't work,” said Blake tensely.
“Lord, Penton, | can't give up my
guns—I won’'t—"

Penton, all the Pentons smiled
gently. “I'm half again as fast as you
are, Blake, and no Martian-born imi-
tation of you is going to be faster.
Maybe these Martian imitations of me
are as fast as | am. But you know
perfectly well that | could ray the
whole gang of you, all ten of you,
out of existence before any one of you
could move a finger. You know that,
don’'t you, Rod?”

“Lord, yes, but Ted, Ted, don’'t do
that—don’t make me give up my guns
—I've got to keep them. Why should
I give up mine, if you keep yours?”

[Turn Page]
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“That probably was not you speak-
ing, Rod, but it doesn't matter. If it
wasn't what you thought, we could
do something about it. Therefore,
that is what you wanted to say, just
as this is what | wanted to say,
whether | said it or not. Oh, Lord
preserve us. It talks with my voice!
But anyway, the situation is this; one
of us has to have unquestioned sup-
eriority over the other gang. Then,
the one with the whip hand can de-
velop proof of identity, and enforce
his decisions. As it is, we can't.”

“Let me be that one, then,” snapped
one Blake.

“l didn’'t mean that,”
other. “That wasn't me.”

“Yes it was,” said the first. “I
spoke without thinking. Go ahead.
But how are you going to make the
others give up their guns? I'm will-
ing. You can't make them?”

“Oh, yes | can. | have my faithful
friends, here,” said Penton grimly, his
eleven hands waving to his eleven
counterparts. “They agree with me
this far, being quite utterly selfish.”

“But what's your system. Before
1 put my neck in the noose, | have to
fcjipw that noose isn't going to tighten
on it.”

“If 1 had a sound system in mind—
I'm carefully refraining from de-
veloping one*—they'd read it, weigh
it, and wouldn’'t agree at all. They
still have hopes. You see that pepper
and alcohol system won’t work per-
fectly because they can read in my
mind the proper reaction, and be
drunk, or have an inflamed tongue at
will, being perfect actors. 1'm going
to try just the same. Rod, if you ever
trusted me, trust me now.”

“All right, come on. We’'ll go to
the ship, and any one of these things
that doesn't part with its gun is not
me. Ray it.”

Blake rose jerkily, all ten of him,
and went down to the ship.

The Pentong followed faithfully
after. Abruptly Penton rayed one
Blake. His shoulder blades had
humped curiously and swiftly. Wings
were developing. “That helpB,” said
Penton, holstering his guns.

The Blakes went on, white-faced.

sighed an-

They put the weapons in the racks in
the lock stoically. The Martians had
seen the, to them, inconceivably swift
movements of Penton’s gun hands,
and Penton knew that he, himself, had
done the raying that time. But he still
didn't know a way to prove it without
causing a general melee which would
bring about their own deaths. That
wasn’'t so important. The trouble was
that given fifty years, the rest of the
world would descend on this planet
unwarned. Then all Earth would be
destroyed. Not with flame and sword
and horrible casualty lists, but si-
lently and undetectably.

The Blakes came out, unarmed.
They shuffled and moved about uneas-
ily, tensely, under the watchful eyes
of eleven Pentons armed with ter-
rifically deadly weapons.

Several Pentons went into the ship,
to come out bearing pepper, saccha-
rine tablets, alcohol, the medicine
chest. One of them gathered them
together and looked them over. “We'll
try pepper,” he said, rather unhap-
pily. “Lineup!”

The Blakes lined up, hesitantly.
“I'm putting my life in your hands,
Ted,” said two of them in identical,
plaintive tones.

Four Pentons laughed shortly. “I
know it. Line up. Come and get it.”

“First,” he sighed, after a moment,
“stick out the tongue, patient.”

With unsteady hands he put a bit
of pepper from the shaker on the fel-
low’s tongue. The tongue snhapped
in instantly, the Blake clapped his
hands to his mouth, gurgling unpleas-
antly. “Waaaarl” he gasped. “Waar
—achooo—damnt!”

With hands like flashing light, Pen-
ton pulled his own, and a neighbor’s
ion-gun. In a fiftieth of a second all
but the single gagging, choking,
coughing Blake were stinking, smok-
ing, swiftly dissolving and flowing
rubbish. The other Penton methodi-
cally helped destroy them.

Blake stopped gagging in surprise.

“My God, it might not have been
the right one!” he gasped.

The ten Pentons sighed softly.
“That finally proves it. Thank God,
Definitely, That leaves me to find..
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And it won't work again, because
while you can’'t read my mind to find
the trick that told, these brothers of
mine have. The very fact that you
don't know how | knew, proves that
I was right.”

Blake stared at him dumbly. "I was
the first one—" he managed between
a cough and a sneeze.

“Exactly. Go on inside. Do some-
thing intelligent. Use your head. See
what you can think of to locate me.
You have to use your head in some
such way that they don’t mind-read it
first, though. Go ahead.”

Blake went, slow-footed. The first
thing he did was to close the lock-
door, so that he was safely alone in
the ship. Blake went into the control
room, donned an air-suit complete
with helmet, and pushed a control
handle over. Then a second. Pres-
ently he heard curious bumpings and
thumpings, and strange fioppings
and whimperings. He went back
rapidly, and rayed a supply chest and
two crates of Venusian specimens
that had sprouted legs and were
rapidly growing arms to grasp ray
pistols. The air in the ship began
to look thick and greenish; it was
colder.

Contentedly Blake watched, and
opened all the room doors. Another
slithering, thumping noise attracted
him, and with careful violet-gun work
he removed an unnoticed, extra pipe
that was crawling from the cross-
brace hangers. It broke up into
lengths that rolled about unpleasant-
ly. Rod rayed them till the smallest
only, the size of golf balls with curi-
ous blue-veined legs, staggered about
uncertainly. Finally even they
stopped wriggling.

Half an hour Rod waited, while the
air grew very green and thick. Fin-
ally to make sure he started some
other apparatus, and watched the
thermometer go down, down till mois-
ture grew on the walls and became
frost, and no more changes took place.
Then he went around with an opened
ion-gun with a needle beam and poked
everything visible with it.

The suction fans cleared out the
chlorine-fouled atmosphere in two

minutes, and Blake sat down weari-
ly. He flipped over the microphone
switch and spoke into the little disc.
“I've got my hand on the main ion-
gun control. Penton, | love you like a
brother, but | love Earth more. If
you can induce your boy friends to
drop their guns in a neat pile and
retire—O. K. If not, and | mean if
not within thirty seconds, this ion-
gun is going into action and there
won't be any more Pentons. Now,
drop!”

Grinning broadly, with evident sat-
isfaction, ten Pentons deposited
twenty heart-cores of ultra-essence of

destruction, and moved off. “Way
off,” said Blake grimly. They
moved.

Blake collected twenty guns. Then
he went back into the ship. There
was a fine laboratory at one end, and
with grim satisfaction, he took down
three cotton-stoppered tubes, being
very careful to handle them with rub-
ber gloves. “You never did man a
good turn before, tetanus, but | hope
you spread high, wide and handsome
here—"

He dumped them into a beaker of
water, and took beaker and gf3ks

down to the lock and out. The ten
waited at a distance.
“All right, Penton. | happen to

know you took a shot of tetanus anti-
vaccine some while ago, and are im-
mune. Let's see if those blasted
brain-stealers can steal the secret of
something we know how to make, but
don't know anything about. They
can gain safety by turning into a
chicken, which is immune, but not as
human creatures. That's a concen-
trated dose of tetanus. Go drink it.
We can wait ten days if we have
to.”

Ten Pentons marched boldly up to
the beaker, resting beside the ship.
One stepped forward to the glass—
and nine kept right on stepping. They
stepped into the lee of the ship where
the ion-gun could not reach.

Blake helped Penton into the ship
with a broad grin.

“Am | right?”

“You're right,” sighed Penton, “but
.God knows why. You can't get teta-
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nus by swallowing it, and lockjaw
uoesn't develop so quickly as ten
days.”

“1 didn't know for sure,” grinned
Blake. “They were too busy trying
to find out what | was doing to follow
your mind. Ah—there they go. Will
you ray them or shall 1?” asked Blake
politely, sighting the ion-gun at the
nine flapping, rapidly vanishing
things scuttling across the red, rusty
planet. The ship dipped sharply in
pursuit. “There's one thing—ahhh
—" he straightened as the incredible
glare died in thin air, “lI want to

IN THE NEXT

|CE*
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know. How in blazes did you pick
me out?”

“To do what you did requires some
five hundred different sets of muscles
in a beautifully coordinated neuro-
muscular hookup, which | didn't be-
lieve those things could imitate with-
out a complete dissection. 1 took the
chance it was you.”

“Five hundred sets of muscles!
What the heck did | do?”

“You sneezed.”

Rod Blake blinked slowly, and
slowly his jaw tested again its sup-
ports and their flexibility.
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A Strange Time Machine
Merges Past, Present and
Future into One!

By
RAY CUMMINGS

Author of "Brigands of the Moon,”
"Around the Universe,” etc.

MET the surgeon’s gaze as he
I replaced the bandages on Dora’s
eyes.

“1'll talk to you outside, Mr. Blair,”
he said.

Dora’s hands groped for me as |
stooped over her reclining chair, her
sensitive fingers—all her seventeen
years of life the eyes of her blind-
ness—caressed my face.

“I'll be back in a moment, Dora,”
I said. “You just lie quiet.”

The surgeon faced me on the ver-
anda outside the living room of Dora’s
little bungalow here in the West-
chester suburbs of New York City.

“She will never see,” the surgeon
said. “The operation failed.”

Poor little Dora. She had hoped
that the science of surgery would dis-
pel her eternal darkness.

“All right, Doctor,” | said quietly
“1'll tell her.”

Dora and | sat that evening in the
little moonlit garden beside the house.
She had removed the bandage. Slim,
blond girl, having a queerly ethereal
beauty as though her blindness had
set her apart from this world. Blue
eyes pale, seeming always questing.

My name is Alan Blair. Details of
me are unimportant, save that | was
twenty-four, that August, 1936. | had
met Dora Kean the year before. Her
aged father, a retired professor, was

29

The Sun of Tomorrow rose and fell
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her only close relative. He had died
suddenly, leaving her alone, with this
little bungalow and a small annuity.
Dora and | were engaged now; to be
married within a few months.

We sat, that momentous night of
August 30th, 1936, with the moonlight
filtering through the trees and the
world a vision of beauty around us.
Dora had been brave over her disap-
pointment. She was smiling gently
now. Her hands brushed my face; her
smile was quizzical. “You're very
handsome, Alan. I'm a lucky girl.”

I laughed. “Maybe you are, and
maybe not.”

Then suddenly | was gripping her,
and she heard my startled gasp.

“What is it, Alan?”

“Something — over there near the
house. Good Lord—"

Incredible thing. | stared. In the
shadows of the garden between us and
the little stucco bungalow, a shape
was. shimmering. Wraithlike outlines,
where a moment before there had
been nothing.

The ghostly outlines of a cage. A
cubical thing ten feet high, fifteen
feet square, set upon the ground like
a lion cage painted luminous, shim-
mering so that for the first second or
two it could have been conjured by
my own startled fancy.

Then | heard a vague electrical
whine. And then the materialized
cage was no longer shimmering.
Reality! Dark lattice of bars. Small
windows of a luminous transparency.
A solid 'door. It had an interior light.
The door slid sideward with a rasp-
ing click. The light silhouetted a
figure peering out. A man. Then he
stepped from the doorway.

He was hardly more than twenty
feet away from us—a man as tall as
myself, with a bullet head of closely
clipped black hair. Queer figure in-
deed. Wide-shouldered fellow in a
leather garment queerly shaped,

“Do not be afraid,” he said, in an
English queerly intoned. He took a
few steps toward us; and as we
leaped to our feet he stopped, and
stood smiling.

“l am Sah Groat,” he began. “I
live here.” He gestured with a thick

powerful arm at our little moonlit
garden. “This is my home. | have
come back to visit you.”

MAZING visitor! He sat pres-

ently, cross-legged on the ground
beside us while we gaped at him and
listened to his amazing words. Visi-
tor from the future! Our garden—
the living room of his home, six hun-
dred years from nowl This cage his
vehicle with which, at will, he was
traveling back and forth through the
centuries!

We sat, feeling like untutored sav-
ages, while he tried to make us un-
derstand the mysteries of this science
which to him was so comprehensible.

“Between the four planes of Space
—Ilength, breath, thickness and time,”
he said, “there is no essential dis-
tinction. Science, ever since the days
of your Albert Einstein, has recog-
nized that Time is a property of
Space. A house has length, breadth
and thickness. And duration. With-
out duration, it would have no real
existence.”

Space-time. The blending out of
which the Universe is built. And then
he tried to show us how the future
and the Past, co-exist with what we
call the Present; the same Space-
dimensions, but with the Time-di-
mension altered.

“1 don't think | can conceive that,”
I said.

“No,” he agreed, “because your
whole conception of Time is illogical.
For instance: Suppose, with your hu-
man intelligence, you were a tree,
rooted here in this garden. Suppose
that the normal order of things was
that New York City would come slow-
ly toward you and pass before you.
Time normally does that for us. But
you, if you were that tree, could you
conceive going across Space and
reaching New York City? Could you
believe that New York City exists
there now? We humans can imagine
moving through Space — because we
have always done it. But the tree
would say, ‘New York City will be
here. It will exist’ The future!
You understand? The tree would
never realize the present, unperceived
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existence of New York City, and the
possibility of swiftly going there by
altering one’s Space-dimensions!

“The same is true with Time. It
has a normal change of dimension, so
that if we do nothing to alter that
dimension, we are like the tree. We
think that nothing exists until Time
brings it before us!”

Amazing thing, but | seemed to be
grasping it. “You mean,” | said, “you
are able to cause an abnormal change
in the Time-dimension?”

“Yes.” He smiled. “We define it,
altering substance by altering the rate
and character of the motion that con-
stitutes the electrical vortex we call
the proton.”

"That,” | said, “l most positively
do not understand.”

“Because,” he retorted, “you are not
aware of what all substance really is.
Matter—with its dimensions of Space-
time—it is molecules, composed of
atoms. But what is an atom? A ring
of electrons—which are particles of
negative, disembodied electricity, re-
volving at very high speeds around a
central nucleus of positive electricity,
which we call a proton. But of what
substance — what character — is the
proton? Why even in nineteen-
twenty-three, or perhaps before that,
the theory was established that the
proton merely is a vortex. A whirl-
pool. An electrical whirlpool in
Space! That robs Matter of the last
vestige of substance! A thing built
merely of movement!

“Everything is electrical—or akin
to it. The character of everything
depends upon Matter’s inherent vibra-
tory motion. Thus, to alter the Time-
dimension, we alter the rate and char-
acter of that vibration—that basic
vortex—the proton,”

He gestured to his time-vehicle. “I
can give you only fundamentals—the
machine itself is not abstruse, merely
mechanically intricate. Every par-
ticle of Matter in that vehicle—and

my own body when | am in it—is
electrical Iin its basic nature. The
mechanism circulates a current

through every particle of that Mat-
ter. An electronic current. It causes
the inherent vibratory movements of
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the protons of Matter to change their

character. The matter changes its
state. It acquires a different Time-
factor. A different Time-dimension.

A series of different dimensions, 1
should say—so that the progressive
changes constitute a traveling
through Time. Like the tree, up-
rooted, changing its position in
Space.”

T IME traveling! And here, in this
same space that now held Dora’s
little bungalow and garden, Sah
Groat's home existed in the year 2536.
He was a research, physicist. Sud-
denly | envisaged all the immensity
of things and events of what we call
the Past, Present and Future, that
crowded our little garden! The moon-
light fell upon our strange visitor as
he sat cross-legged on the ground.
Strange man from the future. |
guessed that he might be thirty years
old. Or perhaps far older. His fa-
cial skin was drawn tightly over high
cheek-bones. It was a queerly lumi-
nous skin. Weird.

A different sort of human? | found
myself suddenly shuddering, as
though here, gazing at him, | was
trying to fathom the unknown. Some-
thing about him—weird, indefinable
—and frightening. His gestures were
gueer—all his movements abnormal to
the aspect of any man | had ever seen
before; and frightening, because |
could not define their abnormality.

Absurd thoughts! | tried to dispel
them. Then suddenly | realized that
he was queerly staring at Dora as she
sat tense, with her sightless eyes
guesting the sound of his voice.

“Your mate?” he said abruptly.

“We are going to be married soon,”
I answered.

Still his gaze clung to her. | stared
at his eyes. They were strangely
brooding. The eyes of one who has
seen too much. Or was there some-
thing lacking in this weird man’s
eyes? Something that should be there,
but was not?

“She is very strangely beautiful,”
he said quietly.

Did Dora have some intuition? |
saw her smile abruptly fade, and over
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her sensitive face came a vague ex-
pression of revulsion and fear.

“1 have never seen a woman's beauty
like hers,” Groat added. “Her eyes
see nothing. You should have that
fixed.”

I told him how we had tried. Still
his look never left Dora’s face. And
suddenly he said, as though abruptly
he had made a decision.

“My surgeon could fix that—in a
few minutes. A pre-natal optical de-
fect—not a disease. A little mechan-
ism of lens and nerves to be-repaired.”
He shrugged his high wide shoulders,
with a queer jerking gesture. “I will
take you to my surgeon.”

It made my heart leap. A surgeon
of six hundred years from now, with
all the skill and knowledge that the
centuries had brought!

Dora gasped, “Why—oh, if you only
could.”

" “How—how long will it take?” |
murmured.

“The trip? How long? That means
nothing. | can make it take what
seems a few minutes of your con-
sciousness.”

A few minutes—to get to this
super-surgeon! An excitement struck
at me so that | lost all caution.

Groat was gesturing again. “My
surgeon lives just down that little
hill—he will come at once if | send
for him.”

LED Dora over the threshold of
the little cage—a rectangular
metal room glowing with soft violet
light; a few strangely fashioned
metal chairs; an instrument table of
fragile-looking tubes, dials, levers and
coils.
“Do not be afraid,” Groat said
softly. “Sit here by this bull's-eye—"
He seemed reluctant to tear his lu-
minous brooding gaze from Dora.
Then he sat at the instrument table.
I saw a long row of time-dials mark-
ing the centuries, the years, months
and days. In the silence the small
lever clicked as he shoved it. There
was a low hum. The dark bars of
the cage abruptly glowed luminous—
a pallid glow that suffused all the
cage, bathed us in its electric light.

I felt my senses reel as we swept
off into Time. But within an instant
my senses steadied. The pallid light
in the cage was soft but so strangely
intense that | could fancy it was pene-
trating every atom of my body, every
tiny cell within me vibrating from its
touch. It connected the mesh of the
cage bars so that we seemed in a lu-
minous room of translucent walls.

But the one bull’'s-eye beside us re-
mained transparent. Amazing sight!
I saw the moon and all the stars
swinging from the zenith to the hori-
zon. The sun of Tomorrow rose and
plunged in a swift arc; the day was
gone.

Accelerated motion. Night and day
now were so swiftly succeeding each
other that they blended into a lumin-
ous grey monochrome of twilight.
Then in another moment the four sea-
sons themselves were blended. Si-
lent, dead-looking monochrome land-
scape, queerly lacking in detail so that
as | gazed at any ene spot only grey
blurred blankness seemed there.

“Oh Alan—tell me about it!
forget that | cannot see.”

I tried to describe it.

“What a pity—a girl so beautiful,”
I heard Groat say, “always in dark-

You

ness. You will see presently, my
dear."
The indicators of the Time-dials

were all in motion . .. 195 . .. 1970
... 2000. ..A new century. ...

Again | gazed out through the
bull's-eye. The same blurred land-
scape of luminous grey. No! There

was movement now! Things through
the years changing, the sum of their
tiny daily movements now becoming
visible. | gazed to the south; with a
slow crawling movement of blurred
grey detail, 1 could see the rising on-
coming city. Towering giants of
buildings were blurred against the
monochrome of sky. . . . Silently the
monstrous grey city engulfed us. We
were indoors.

2100 A.D. ... 2200. .. .

New centuries . . . progress. . . .
For a breath that might have been a
hundred years it seemed that we were
in some huge amphitheatre, with a
vast domed roof high above us. Then
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the roof was leprous. A catastrophe
of nature? An earthquake, or some
great storm? Or the ravages of war?
Then the roof was gone. Walls again
were rising.

2400 A.D. ... | found Groat stand-
ing gazing at Dora. “We will be there
in a moment. | have set the auto-
matic controls. Come Dora—"

He extended his powerful long-
fingered hand toward her; but a sud-
den impulse made me move between
them.

“Thanks,” | said. “I'll guide her.”

2500 . ..2520 ...2530 ... Then I
could count the years. ... Then the
months of 2536. . . . And then days
of the summer. . . .

UTSIDE one of the other bull's

eyes a soft steady violet light
was visible—the interior of a room in
which now our cage was standing. |
could see a blurred, nearby wall. The
cage was wafting slowly upward a
foot or so to take aslightly new posi-
tion in Space.

Then the automatic controls
snapped off. The cage bars went
dark. Faint distant sound was audi-
ble.

Groat slid the door open. “Come
Dora, my child —my home — we are
here.”

I held her arm to guide her as we
stepped over the vehicle’'s threshold
into the world of 2536.

It was a long grey apartment, with
a vaulted roof from which a soft light
was streaming. A heavy piled grey
carpet was on the floor; the walls were
grey-draped, windowless. Luxurious
padded metal furniture stood about.
Mechanisms of daily life doutine were
on a wall instrument panel.

“The place where | was born,”
Groat said softly. “You like it?”

Our little garden! Crowded bit of
Space, with only Time to hold sepa-
rate its myriad aspects! And Groat
added as | seated Dora in a chair:

“You —my visitors from the bar-
baric past—" He was smiling so that
his thin lips bared his shining white
teeth. “I will get the surgeon—Dora
must see my home. See—me—"

He made an aerial connection. On
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a luminous screen the image of a face
appeared. A man of ruddy com-
plexion with a shining bald pate. His
shoulders disclosed that he was robed
in immaculate white.

“Doctor Freane?
Groat said.

“Oh—you, Xax VI1?”

“Yes—Sah Groat—you know me.
The Master bids you come—an eye
operation—at once—"

Presently a low tinkling bell sound-
ed. The surgeon and two white-robed
women entered. They went Instantly
about their work with Dora—Ienses
and lights to examine her eyes—sur-
gical instruments. They hardly spoke.
But they stared at the time cage, and
at me and Dora—to them queer bar-
baric people of history.

The surgeon, hardly interrupting
his work, said abruptly:

“Groat—your Master should not use
that cage. You have stopped in the
twentieth century — these people are
from there, by the look of them.”

“Yes,” Groat agreed.

“But it is forbidden,” the surgeon
said. “Your permit is for explora-
tory time traveling, but never to stop
in another Time-world.”

“l am returning these visitors,”
Groat said. “It will not occur again.”

“Make your Master understand it,
Groat. It is not like Jason XI—him-
self so great a scientist—to transgress
his permit.”

I stood tense, holding Dora’s trem-
bling hand as | watched the operation.
Painless, swift and sure. A minute?
Five minutes? Then suddenly, as all
the apparatus was whisked away, the
surgeon plunged the room almost into
darkness.

“Now child, open your eyes.”
voice was gentle.

We need you,”

His

ORA'S eyelids fluttered up. The
light! She gasped. Her blue-
eyed gaze swung toward the sound
of my tense, excited breathing.
“Why—why Alan— | see you! Alan
dear—"
Civilization ~ marching
Progress. Always progress.
For that moment | held the tear-
ful Dora, both of us flooded with

upward.
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thankfulness. The nurses quietly had
departed. The surgeon stood beside
us. Groat had momentarily gone into
the time cage.

And suddenly in the grey restful
hush of the dim apartment there came
a groan! A low scraping thump! A
man groaning in mortal agony!

We stood transfixed. From a dark
nearby recess a figure appeared,
crawling, hitching itself forward on
the padded floor. A man of middle
age. Dying. One of his arms and
shoulder seemed partly burned away
by a searing flash.

He gasped faintly,
Help! | am—"

The surgeon swung. | heard him
murmur, “By my God—you, Jason—"

“l1 am—finished—you can't—" His
agonized face dropped against the
floor. He was dead.

In the silence, Dora gave a low
scream of horror as she shuddered
against me. Then aviolet flash hissed.
For just an instant Freane, the sur-
geon, seemed to stand tottering, lep-
rous with part of his body burned

“You Freane?

away. Then he fell.
A second or two. | had no time to
move. | saw, in the doorway of the

cage, that Groat was standing with a
luminous cylinder in his hand. The
skin of his face was wrinkled into
a snarl that bared his white teeth.

“Stand still—” he rasped.

Around us, from his cylinder, the
hissing violet light sprang circular,
so that we stood barred. Then Groat
snapped off his weapon. The light
vanished. Some of the room drapes
were burning.

“If you try to trick me—both of
you will die,” Groat said softly. “You
Alan — lead her here— " Then he
laughed with a wild sudden triumph.
“l forgot. She can see now. A wo-
man complete. Come, you two—"

He stood beside the doorway,
watching with alert weapon. | saw
that from head to foot he was trem-
bling; his voice was a low, purring
growl; his eyes, luminous with tri-
umph, seemed to dart fire at us.

“We are going,” he said. “Get in-
side.”

A madman! For just an instant |

hesitated. Then | drew Dora over
the threshold. Behind us Groat came
in. The door clicked. And like a
pouncing animal Groat leaped for the
controls. The cage flooded with lu-
minosity, surged with electrical hum.

The shock of starting was far
greater than before. Then as our
senses steadied, 1 found that Dora
had dropped into a chair and that |
was standing beside her. From the
instrument table came Groat’s voice:
“We travel fast this time. Do not
move— 1 can Kill you with a movement
of my finger—"~

I glanced out through the bull’'s-eye.
Already the walls of the draped apart-
ment were gone; the cage was out-
doors with blurred grey terraces of
the giant city looming everywhere in-
to the sky around us. And Dora with
her new-found sight, was gazing; so
amazed, awed, confused that her
senses seemed numbed.

Then | got my wits. | turned slow-
ly to regard Groat. He sat facing us,
sprawled tense at the instrument
table, one of his hands on the con-
trols, the other gripping his weapon.

“The trip back won't take long?” |
said.

His grin bared his teeth. “Back?
We are going forward. A real voy-
age now—" He glanced at his instru-
ments. “4152. You see, we are mak-
ing speed.”

I stared at him, numbed, helpless,
wordless. And then | murmured,
“Forward? But why, Groat?”

E said, with a mounting wild
triumph, “lI do not like my
Time-world. Nor yours. We are go-
ing forward—very far. Where we
can be alone! Dora—complete wo-
man now. And |I—Sah Groat—com-
plete man. We will pick ourselves a
time in this same Space—to be alone
—to start a new race. Jason said it
can’'t be done—it's against all laws of
nature. But I'll show him—1I'll out-
smart Time!”
| sat numbed, shuddering. Was he
wholly demented, or a rational fiend?
He added. “A new race—from one
mated pair. It can be made biologi-
cally possible. And you Alan—our
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servant. You will be useful with your
health and strength in so many ways.
Do not talk to me now. | am busy—
I must select our home.”

He still was alert with his weapon.
I did not dare move. Strange little
Dora. In the sudden emergency now,
her confusion was vanishing. As
though with the passing of her blind-
ness, here was a new Dora. And sud-
denly she whispered:

“Alan—if we could get that wea-
pon—"

But how? His fingers never left it.
My own confusion was passing. | was
tense, alert, watchful—but | tried not
to show it.

“Look outside!” Groat said.
real changes are beginning.”

We swept past the year 10,000. . . .

Amazing grey, shifting panorama
outside our little window. | could see
now over a vast distance. The Titanic
city was spread everywhere. The old
familiar outlines of the enduring hills
were changed now. Altered by the
mechanisms of man. Beacon lights
sometimes flashed for what might be a
hundred years. Was this the summit
of man's achievement? For a breath,
the melting structures were replaced
by others of their kind. Mankind rest-
ing on the summit. Then | saw a
section of the vast intricate structures
melt down, crumbling from some ca-
tastrophe. And edifices, smaller, rose
up.

Our forward Time-sweep was SO
swift now that | could see only the
broad fundamental changes. Trium-
phant city neglected. Then at last it
broke up and dropped into ruin and
desolation.

50.000 A.D. Then 100,000. ... In-
numerable smaller cities had appeared
and vanished. Always smaller.
More transitory.... Struggling little
hamlets whose life span was so brief
to my sight that they came and went
like flickering shadows. ... | saw the
blurred changes of great storms. Gi-
gantic cataclysms of nature. ... Piti-
ful remnants of mankind, still strug-
gling here. . . .

200.000 years . . . 500,000. .. . Ice
had come and gone. Then the
grey of a temperate, perhaps habitable

“The
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climate.... Human beings still here?
. . Probably. But their futile, piti-
ful efforts were so briefly enduring
that | could not see them. . ..
Suddenly Dora and | became aware
of Groat's voice. “Why—I1—1've gone
too far. We do not want to live in
so wretched a place as this. | will
turn back.” He still held his weapon.
His gaze still eagerly consumed
Dora’s beauty. | felt her tense be-
side me. But he did not touch the
controls. He seemed thinking only
of Dora’s beauty. And he added ab-
ruptly:
“Come here, Dora—you sit here by
me. We must pick our future home."
She stood up. “I'll make a chance
for you!” she whispered swiftly.

A MAZING little Dora. Smilingly
she sat beside him, with his
burning gaze upon her face and his
hand like a claw gripping her shoul-
der. With a sudden startled amaze-
ment her glance went to the window.
The end of the world! It was a great,
soundless, blurred chaos. The Earth
was gone! Numbed, | stared, as Dora
was staring. Around us now there
was only an illimitable grey void
with the blurred streaks of stars. Soon
perhaps, it would be empty of every-
thing.

Eternity. We were trapped
here. Trapped in eternal, soundless
emptiness. Eternity, stretching

on and on—into the infinitude of For-
ever. ...

Groat seemed engrossed only with
Dora. Madman, plunging us on into
the endless void. ... | saw presently
that as he gazed with his smolder-
ing eyes upon her beauty, his hand
laid his weapon momentarily on the
table. | tensed. And Dora’s hand,
moving to touch him as though with
a caress, dropped suddenly down and
swept the weapon to the floor.

With a rasping scream Groat was
on his feet, meeting my leap. The
impact of my body knocked him

backward. He fell, with his head and
shoulder striking against a chair. . . .
Gruesome fall! He lay twitching, his
mouth gaping, eyes wildly rolling,
and a low, rasping, grinding pant issu-
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ing from his lips. Then the light went
out of his eyes.
I stood gripping Dora. “Dead,” |

murmured. "We're safe now. | can
work the controls. 1| saw how he did
it"

“Yes. Safe now—Alan—"

The body of Groat
stepped over him. | moved the con-
trol levers, slowly through the dif-
ferent intensities of Time-change.
And then presently we were heading
}yack.

“Alan—dear God—"

At Dora’s terrified clutch I swung
from the instruments. Groat again
was twitching. His body rolled
across the room. His head dangled
on his broken neck. His skull had
split open.

What was this? A human brain,
enmeshed with tiny wires! In the
brief struggle | had torn away his
shirt. Imbedded in the flesh of his
chest was the circular disc of a fuse-
box!

lay still. 1

In the Next Issue:

Damnable thing in human form!
Parts of aman, body and brain, pieced
together in the laboratory by the sKkill
of science! A thing that should have
been under the will-control of a
Master. With a flash of realization |
recalled the surgeon’s words. He had
mentioned the Master! The scientist,
Jason XI, who undoubtedly had in-
vented the time cage. And created
this thing which was a man in every-
thing but the lack of soul. That in-
deed, was what | had sensed missing
in its eyes! This damnable thing,
running amok, stealing the cage,
roaming aimlessly through the cen-
turies—attracted by Dora.

In that moment as we stared, the
deranged human body lurched waver-
ingly upon its feet. The legs were
buckling. It fell against the door.
The pressure slid open the door. For
a moment the staggering body top-
pled on the brink. Then it was gone,
swallowed by the silent grey void of
Eternity.

INVADERS FROM THE OUTER

SUNS, a Breathless Novelette of Science Exploring
the Cosmos, by FRANK B. LONG, Jr.

MADH SINCE 1880 by the inven-
tors of the original safetK razor,
Star Single-edge Blades have 66
years of precision experience
stropped into their keen, long-last-
ing edges.

If your dealer cannot suppléYon,
mail 10c to Dept. TF-A, Star Blade
Div.,88 Johnson St.,Brooklyn,N.Y.

FIT GEM AND EVER-READY RAZORS
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Look at the meter for the cathode electronizer,” said the scientist.

They Thought They Could

Conquer Civilization with

Professor Hobson’s Invention— but One Unexpected
Spark Upset Their Cunning Plans |

By EANDO BINDER

Author of "The Hormone Menace," "Enslaved Brains," etc.

I TAND still, professor.

W e've got a gun on you!”

The tall, spare man at the

work-bench, dressed in a grey labora-
tory coat, turned slowly. He put
down the electrometer in his hand.
When he had faced about, he took in
the two masked figures emerging
from the supply room door. Then his
eyes fastened on the ugly-looking si-
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lencer-equipped pistol one of them
held levelled at his heart, and to the
snub-nosed automatic the other car-
ried. The look of annoyed surprise in
his face changed to stunned bewilder-
ment. What could burglars want in
the electrical laboratory of a research
scientist?

“We're
breakers,"

not common house-
informed the taller of the
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intruders. He pocketed his automatic.
Th©® handkerchief, where it covered
his mouth, wrinkled as if he were
smiling. “No, not burglars. We've
come for something more precious
than money.” He paused as if wait-
ing for an answer, but the scientist
merely stared.

“What we want is—that!”

The masked man pointed to an
apparatus set at one end of the long
work-bench. Resembling the inner
;workings of a radio, with many tubes
and coils, it did not look like the radi-
cally new invention it was. Three
feet above, supported by bakelite
rods, was a parabolic mirror of shin-
ing chromium. The scientist did not
turn to look where the finger pointed,
but his eyes widened suddenly and
then narrowed. He stared at the in-
truders in silence.

“You're taking it pretty calmly,
Professor Hobson. You must realise
that your invention could do much
harm—in the wrong hands!”

“Harm?” queried the
speaking for the first time. “I
quite understand.” He went on:

“It transmits high frequency energy
over the ether, but only in a dephased
—or call it static—form. It has the
virtue of small power loss, but gives
its own little twist in the process. The
received energy takes the damnable
shape of ‘blobbed’ electricity. Fac-
tory-made static, in plain words. It's
like transmitting a dog and having it
come out in the form of frankfurters.
You see—"

“You can save the rest, Professor

scientist,
don't

Hobson,” cut in the taller man. He
motioned to his companion, then
walked close to the scientist. ['ll tell

you what your gadget can do in an en-
larged form. It can take up and shoot
out as a beam any given kilowattage,
in high frequency form, a distance of
a hundred miles without a serious
power loss. The electrical energy
thus transmitted without wires can-
not be received in useful form, for it
is dephased—Ilumped and knotted in
static nodes. But, Professor, it has
the peculiar faculty of inducing vio-
lent charges in metallic obstructions.
Kitting charges, Professor!”

HE eyes of the two men locked.

The other masked man stood at
his side, gun in hand pointed un-
waveringly at the scientist.

Again the masked man smiled be-
neath his handkerchief, a smile that,
revealed, would have been sardonic.

“Think once, Professor Hobson, of
that beam centered on an airplane
high up. Think of those thousands of
watts curling into a vortex around the
pilot, searing him to a crisp in three
seconds. Think of it as a death ray
sweeping across an advancing army’s
front—picture each gun sparkling
like a superstatic machine, charring
each soldier’s hand and arm. Imagine
this beam centered on an arsenal,
changing metal containers to hot bolts
of electricity!”

The scientist broke the tense si-
lence that followed with a chuckle.
Yet his eyes remained grim and nar-
row. He straightened a fold of his
lab coat, and spoke quietly:

“Why have you approached me in

this way? With guns—Ilike burglars.
Why not an appointment at my
home?”

“Purposes of secrecy,” retorted the
other shortly. “I represent a foreign
power. To be melodramatic, I am a
spy. In the traditional spy manner,
I came in through an open window.
Our organization spotted your first
article in the Electronic Journal on
power transmission via ether. After
the third article, announcing the
static feature of the experiment, our
scientists became vitally interested.
Three months ago you had succeeded
in your work to the point of elimi-
nating most of the power loss. We
thought that was all we needed. Huge
projectors were built, modeled after
your apparatus. But they didn't work
the way they should have. Something
was lacking.”

The scientist merely raised his
brows as the speaker looked pointedly
at him.

“The key to the whole thing—some-
thing the articles didn't reveal—
rested in the inventor's mind. Our
offer is a hundred thousand if you’'ll
give us the formula locked in your
brain.”
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“Hm. A hundred thousand/' mused
the scientist. “A hundred thousand
dollars for the formula that would
unloose a hell of rays on unsuspecting
human beings. The answer, gentle-
men, is—no!”

The masked man
scientist sharply.

“Two hundred thousand!”

, “My formula is not for sale!”

The two masked men exchanged
glances. The shorter of them took a
step forward. The nose of his gun
tilted slightly. But the other masked
man waved him back, faced the scien-
tist.

“Don’'t be a fool, Professor!” he
grated. “You're in no position to re-
fuse.” His tone changed to mockery.
“If you're thinking of pulling a little
coup when the night man comes
around at twelve let me inform you
that both the night man and watchman
are quietly working off a heavy dose
of blackjacking! We’'ve had you un-
der observation for weeks, and knew
your habit of working in this labora-
tory many nights. That made it easy
—just a matter of getting the two
watchmen out of the way. So now,
what choice have you?”

Professor Hobson could sense the
triumphant grin behind the other’s
mask. His own features he forced to
remain expressionless. It helped to
calm his beating heart.

“1f 1 refuse, what then?”

Something of a harsh chuckle came
from behind the mask as the spy an-
swered :

“The alternative is what you might

looked at the

expect.” He jerked a thumb back-
ward. “My partner has a quick trig-
ger finger.”

“1 see,” breathed the scientist. “But
if you Killed me, my formula would
die with me.”

“You forget there is the machine it-
self, Professor. We could take it
away and solve the secret from that.
Yet that would be much trouble, and
would take time. We would much pre-
fer to get the formula direct from
you, and we would pay you well and
have you our friend rather than our
enemy.”

The scientist heaved a sigh and

straightened up.
signedly.

“You win, gentlemen.” As he spoke,
he moved toward the desk in the cor-
ner of the laboratory.

“Stop! Stop where you are!”

Hobson turned in surprise.

“But you want the formula for the
key part of that apparatus. | must
write it down for you.”

“Clever, Professor, clever,” said the
spy mockingly. “But we wouldn’t be
able to use the wrong formula. You're
going to give me the formula | want

He shrugged, re-

in words. I'll write it down.”
“But you wouldn't understand. It's
in complicated mathematical sym-

bols.”

HE spy laughed derisively,

“l am a scientist, as well as a
spy. | know my vectors and alphas.
For that reason | was chosen for this
mission—so that | could check on the
spot the formula which is the key to
your beam projector. Let’'s get busy,
Professor.”

The spy made his way to the ap-
paratus at the end of the work-bench.
The other masked man shifted his
position, moved closer to that side of

the large laboratory. Noting how
methodical these movements were,
Professor Hobson felt the sinking

feeling that comes with a hopeless
situation.

He could see no way out. The men-
acing gun barred any escape. His
secret formula must be given out—to
save his own life. His own life! But
what of those countless lives that
would be lost as adirect result of this?
What of those thousands, perhaps



40 THRILLING WONDER STORIES

millions, who would die by electrocu-
tion through his discovery! For the
scientist had no doubt that whatever
country was back of this night's do-
ings would make full use of the de-
structive powers of his invention.

Professor Hobson was still deep in
these thoughts as he reached a hand
into the heart of the machine and ex-
tracted from it a pear-shaped object of
glass and metal.

“It is easy enough,” he began as the
spy listened, “to transmit through the
ether forms of high frequency energy,
but the power loss is tremendous. My
approach to the problem was to dis-
cover a new medium of transmission
<-the sub-ether, which—"

“You had all that in your various
papers in the Journal,” cut in the spy.
“1 am familiar with every step of your
operations except the final one of giv-
ing your beam a definite form like a
beam of visible light.”

"Simply neo-cathode emanation,”
explained the scientist. “lI run the
induced high frequency energy into
this cathode electronizer, trap it, and
send it out as a cathode ray, which, as
you know, is a beam instead of a radi-
ation.”

“You trap it! There's the secret.
Just how, Professor, do you trap it?”

The scientist took a long breath,
looked once hopelessly around, and
then began the explanation of the
secret he alone knew. For many min-

utes he talked, poured out in quick
words the amazing method by which
he converted his energy into a beam.
A dawning look of comprehension
came into the masked scientist’s eyes.
It was like pouring liquid into a wide
funnel and having it come out in a
needle-thin stream.

Suddenly Professor
stopped, perspiring.

“l1 must demonstrate at this point,”
he said. In his eyes was a grim, wild
purpose. His lips twitched. But be-
fore the spy looked into his face, in
sudden suspicion, he had controlled
his emotions. He brought a guileless
smile to his lips. “You will under-
stand better what follows if I show
how the meters read at each stage of
the process.”

Hobson

"All right,” agreed the scientist
spy. "But I'm warning you, Hobson,
any trickery and—% He gestured to-
ward his henchman. "You're well

covered, Professor. Now go on with
your little demonstration.”

HE scientist nodded, put the pear-
Tshaped cathode tube back in the
machine with nervous fingers. He
clipped it firmly into place. He
snapped a switch, turned a dial. A
hum sounded, increased in pitch,
reached its tone level and stayed there.
With the twist of a rheostat knob, a
bank of tubes glowed forth like pale
coals. “l am setting it first at fifty
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watts,” said the professor. “Watch
the readings now.”

But it was not until the scientist
had thrown the final switch that the
masked man, still suspicious, took his
eyes off his face and looked down at
the dials.

“See?” indicated the scientist. “The
power lumps up— becomes static. And
this static is no more useful than the
static which sneaks into radio pro-
grams. As | increase the power—one
hundred watts this time—the dephas-
ing value increases. You see, at a
glance, the inherent defect of this
machine for energy transmission.”

“But what an ideal long range
weapon,” said the masked man with
shining eyes. “What power it has
and—"

“One hundred and fifty watts,” in-
terrupted the scientist. “Look at the
meter for the cathode electronizer.
You’ll notice the ‘beat note’ is more
pronounced with increase of power.
Now two hundred watts— notice there
is less and less flow—more and more
concentrated power in the ‘beat
notes.” ”

“Two hundred watts is your capac-
ity, isn't it?” reminded the spy. “The
cathode electronizer is getting hot.
Better shut it off, or—”

“Two hundred and fifty watts!”
shouted the scientist suddenly, giving
the power dial a savage twist, “and
watch her blow all to hell!”
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The masked man jerked erect with
a startled oath. The man with the
gun steadied his hand, pressed his fin-
ger. Professor Hobson flung an arm
before his eyes, jumped back.

E heard two loud noises then, so
H close together so as to be almost
simultaneous. The pungent sting of
ozone filled his lungs.

Ten minutes later, although reeling
from loss of blood from his shoulder
wound, Professor Hobson had finished
smashing the machine to pieces. The
secret of destructive beam transmis-
sion would die with him; the world
was better off without it

Then he leaned pantingly against
the work-bench and looked again at
the two huddled bodies on the floor,
both hideously mangled. When the
police came, they would want to know
what had exploded every cartridge in
the guns the two men had carried,
Killing them both instantly.

“They’'ll never know,” muttered
Professor Hobson to himself, “that in
putting the cathode electronizer in
place, | put it into a reverse position,
making a common static machine out
of it. The built-up twenty thousand
volts then jumped to the nearest
metal, which was their guns, as |
planned.” He laughed weaMy, almost
hysterically. " was explaining
beam transmission, and all the while it
was spark transmission . . . static ..

ORALGENE. .Its femes Kxmttgms
modi needed mouth exercise sod is
dehydrated milk of magnesia help*

ocotnloc mouth acidity. Each
piece individually wrapped.

BEECHIBS
. another really flue
Peppermint Gum sealed in candy
Like Gum and Candy in one.



LANSON SCREEN

What Man Can Do Man Can Undo— Yet No Earthly
Power Could Penetrate the Invisible Barrier that
Isolated a Great City From the World!

A Conplete Novelette
By ARTHUR LEO ZAGAT

Author of "The Land Where Time Stood Still,” "Spoor of the Bat,” etc.
CHAPTER 1 swooping curve. In the distance
War Maneuvers— 1937 New York’s white pinnacles caught
the sun above a blue-grey billowing
ARRY OSBORN, First Lieu- of twilight ground-haze. A faint
tenant U. S. Army Air smile lifted the corners of his lips
Corps, banked his wide- as he glanced overside, saw a train

winged bombing plane in an easy,

L.

crawl along shining rails and come to



"Queer. The ship seems to be cut in half. It’'s quite distinct up to a certain point,
then there just isn’t anything more. What's happened?”
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a halt. Brown dots appeared from
the passenger car behind its locomo-
tive and clustered in ordered confu-
sion about the other oblong that com-
pleted the train’s complement.

What appeared from his altitude
to be a rather large pocket-handker-
chief slid from the car and spread
out on the grass. A metal tube
glittered in the sun, came into mo-
tion, swivelling to the east. It
looked like a cap-pistol, but Osborn
knew it to be an eighteen-inch rail-
road gun.

He slanted down through lambent
air. The terrain below was flat,
lushly green. It was entirely vacant
save at the very center of its five-
mile sweep of marsh. Here a small
hut was visible in the middle of a
hundred-yard area ringed by a water-
filled moat.

Two manikins stood before the
structure. One was clothed in o.d.,
the other in black. The civilian’s
tiny arms gesticulated, and he went
into the house. The army man moved
sharply into an automobile and sped
in the direction of the waiting
artillery train.

“Five minutes to zero, Harry.”
The voice of Jim Rayners, his ob-
server, sounded in the pilot's ear-
phones, “What’s the dope?”

“Target practice, Jim.” We're to
spot for the railroad gun and then
we're to bomb. The target is— Good
Lord!”

The plane wabbled with Osborn’s
sudden jerk on its stick, steadied.
“Harry!” Raynes exclaimed. “What
is it, Harry?”

“The target’'s that house down
there. There’s a man inside it. |1
saw him go in.”

“The helll What's the big idea?”

“Search me. There’s no mistake
though. Orders say ‘absolute
secrecy is to be maintained by all
participants in this maneuver as to
anything they may observe .. .”

“Maybe it's an execution. Some-
thing special. Maybe—"

. and this order is to be obeyed
to the letter no matter what the ap-
parent consequences.’” Osborn
finished. “General Darius Thomp-
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son signed it personally, not ‘by

direction.” Tie that, will you?”
“l can’t. But—it's orders.” Os-
born levelled out, got his eyes

focussed on the astounding target.
Suddenly there was nothing with-
in the watery circle. Not blackness,
or a deep hole, or anything similarly
startling but understandable. It was
as if a blind spot had suddenly de-
veloped in his own visual organs so
that he could not see what there was
at that particular point, although the
wide green expanse of the swampy
plain was elsewhere clear and dis-

tinct.

A KEY scraped in the door of a
third floor flat on Amsterdam

Avenue. Junior’'s two-year-old legs

betrayed him and he sprawled head-

long on the threadbare rug in the

little foyer.

John Sims bent to his first-born,
tossed him into the air, caught him
and chuckled at the chubby, dirt-
grimed face. He’'d been tired as the
devil a moment before. But now—

June Sims was flushed from the
heat of the kitchen range, but her
black hair was neat and a crisply
ironed house dress outlined her
young, slim figure. Junior was a
warm bundle against her breasts as
she kissed John.

“You're early, dear.

* * * * *

I'm glad.”

“Me too. What’'s for supper?"
“Pot roast.” June's hazel eyes
danced. “Johnny, mother phoned.

She’s going to come over tomorrow
night to take care of Junior so that
we can go out and celebrate your
birthday.”

“That’'s right! Tomorrow is May
ninth!”
“Yes. Listen, | have it all planned.

‘Alone With Love* is playing at the
Audubon. We’'ll see that, and then
splurge with chow mein. I've saved
two dollars out of the house money
just for that.”

“You have! Maybe you'd better
get yourself a hat. | saw an ad—"

“Nothing doing. We’'re going to
celebrate! You go downtown.”

And so on, and on. . ..

* * * * *
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“They're starting, Harry.”

R aynes’ businesslike crispness
somewhat eased Lieutenant Osborn’s
feeling that something uncanny was
happening down there and his hand
was steady as he jerked the stick to
cope with the bump of the big gun’s

discharge. A dirt mushroom sprouted
in the field.
“Short, two-tenths. Right, four

point three,” Jim intoned, correcting
the range.

A white panel on the ground ac-
knowledged his message. The can-
non fired again and slid back in the
oil-checked motion of its recoil.

“Over, a tenth. Center.”

The target was bracketed, the next
try must be a hit. Harry banked,
levelled out. The brown dots that
were the gunners jerked about
feverishly, reloading. Whatever it
was that obscured his vision of the
shack would be smashed in a moment
now.

The gunners were clear.
saw an officer's arm drop in signal
to fire. Yellow light flickered from
the big rifle. Osborn imagined he
saw the projectile arc just under his
plane. His eyed flicked to where
that house should be.

And nothing happened! No geyser
of dirt to show a miss, no dispersal

The pilot

of that annoying blind spot. Had
the gun misfired?

W ait? What was that black
thing gliding in mid-air, sliding

slowly, then more rapidly toward the
ground? The shell that could pierce
ten inches of armor was incredibly
falling along what seemed the sur-
face of an invisible hemisphere.

It reached the grass and exploded
with the contact. The earth it threw
up spattered against-—nothing. Why
hadn’'t the shell exploded on contact
with whatever had stopped it?
What was going on down there?

“I—1 can't make a report, sir.”
There was a quiver in Jim’s phleg-
matic voice. Even his aplomb bad
now been pierced. *“I think it would
have been a hit, but—"

Again and again the great gun
fired. Osborn and Raynes got the
tignal to go ahead, dropped five

three-hundred pound bombs point-
blank on the mysterious nothingness.
The area around the circular canal
was pitted, excavated, scarred as No
Man’s Land had never been.

Aviation Lieutenant Harry Os-
born flew back to Mitchel Field in
the gathering dusk. His young
head was full of dizzy visions.
Armies, cities, a whole nation
blanketed from attack by invisi-
bility. Spheres of nothingness
driving deep into enemy territory,
impregnable.

It was good to be alive, and in the
o.d. uniform, on this eighth day of
May in 1937.

N the tea room of the Ritz-Plaza,

the violins of Ben Donnie's
orchestra sobbed to the end of a
melodic waltz. Anita Harrisen-

Smith fingered a tiny
nervously.

“I'm afraid, Ted.
pects, and—"

The long-fingered hand of the man
whose black eyes burned so into
hers fisted on the cloth.

“Afraid. That has been always
the trouble with you, Nita. You
have always been afraid to grasp
happiness. Well, |1 can't make you
do it. But I've told you that I'm sick
of this hole-and-corner business. If
you don’'t come with me tomorrow,
as we have planned, 1 go alone. You
will never see me again.”

The woman’s face went white and

ligueur glass

What if he sus-

she gasped.
“No! | couldn't bear that. 1I'll
come, Ted. I'll come.”

Van Norden’s sharp, dark features
were expressionless, but there was
faint triumph in the sly purr of his
voice.

“Have you got it straight? The
Marechal Foch sails at midnight to-
morrow from Pier 57, foot of West
Fifteenth Street. You must get away
from the Gellert dance not later than
eleven-thirty. I'll meet you at the
pier, but if there is a slip-up remem-
ber that your name is Sloane. Anita
Sloane. | have everything ready,
stateroom, passports, trunks packed
with everything you can possibly
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need. You have nothing to do but
get there. Whether you do or not
I'll sail. And never come back.”
“I'll be there,” she breathed.
“Good girl. Tomorrow is the
ninth. By the nineteenth we will be
in Venice.”

CHAPTER 11

The Screen

eneral darius Thomp-
G son stood at the side of his
olive-green Cadillac and looked at
his watch. The bombing plane was
a vanishing sky-speck just above the
horizon, the railroad-gun had
chugged back toward its base. He
was alone under the loom of that
sphere of nothingness against which

the army’s most powerful weapons
had. battered in sheer futility. It
existed. It was real. Unbelievably.

A man was in the doorway of the
flimsy hut that had been the target
of the shells. Quarter-inch lenses
made his bulging eyes huge; his
high-domed head was hairless and
putty-colored; his body was ob-
scenely fat. Professor Henry Lan-
son gave one the impression that he
was somehow less than human, that
he was a slug uncovered beneath an
overturned rock. But his accession
to the Columbia University faculty
had been front page news and the
signal for much academic gloating.

“Well.” From gross lips the word
plopped into the warm air like a clod
into mud. “What do you think now,
my dear General? Against my
Screen your biggest shells were as
puffballs. Yes? Your most gigan-
tic bombs as thistledown. You
thought me utterly insane when 1 in-
sisted on remaining within.” The
scientist grinned, humorlessly.
“What do you think now?”

Thompson shook his grizzled
bead, as if to rid it of a nightmare.
“You took an awful chance. Sup-
pose it had cracked.”

“Cracked! In the name of Planck
cannot you understand that the Lan-
son Screen is not matter that can

crack?” The other
pudgy hands. “It is the negation of
all energy, a dimensionless shell
through which energy cannot pene-
trate. And since matter is a form
of energy—" The physicist checked
himself, shrugged. “But what's the
use? | cannot expect you to under-
stand. Besides myself there are per-
haps a dozen in the world who could
comprehend, and none is an Ameri-
can. Enough for you to know that
I had to be inside to operate the B
machine that cut the negative force
the A apparatus set up. From out-
side it could not be done. The
Screen would have remained forever
and you would not be convinced
there had been no effect of your
bombardment within it.”

“Could you not have managed
some remote control device, some
way of working your B machine
from outside?”

“Lord, but you military men are
stupid!” the physicist burst out ex-
asperatedly. “Don’t you understand
yet that once the Lanson Screen is
erected all within is as absolutely eut
off from the rest of the universe as
if it were a different space, a dif-
ferent dimension? Nothing can
penetrate within—electricity, wire-
less, the cosmic rays, the sun’s radia-
tions. Nothing!”

“Then if a city were covered by it,
as you suggest, there would be no
means of communication with the
outside?”

“That is correct.”

“If knowledge of this were uni-
versal there could be no more war.”
Thompson’s grey eyes lifted and met
the other's. A momentary silence
intervened while a message flashed
between these two so diverse charac-
ters. Then the general went on.
“But if it were the exclusive prop-
erty of a single nation that nation
could become master of the world.”

Lanson nodded. His voice be-
trayed knowledge of the rapproche-
ment established in that single, long
glance “If 1| published my results
I should gain very little from it. But
if 1 sell it to one power it is worth
almost anything | choose to demand.

spread veined,
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That is why | have worked at il
alone. That is why | have never set
the details down on paper, to be
stolen. After | have sold the inven-
tion to you secrecy will be your con-
cern, but till you meet my terms all
knowledge of how |1 produce the
effect remains here in my brain.”
Lanson tapped his clifflike brow.
“Here and nowhere else.”

“After we purchase it you might
still sell your device to others.”

“With a million dollars in hand I
shall have no temptation to do so.
No one could want, or use, more.
That is one reason why you should

be willing to recommend its pay-
ment.”
The general shrugged. “I can get

it for you when | am convinced that
you can veil an entire city as you
did this one small house. It seems
to me impossible, or so tremendous
a task, requiring such huge installa-
tions, such vast power, that it would
be forbiddingly costly.”

HE physicist’'s grating, short

laugh was contemptuous. “I'll
shield New York for you with the
same machine | used here, with the
same power—storage batteries not
larger than those in your car. Their
energy is needed for only an in-
stant, to start the complex function-
ing of forces whose result you have
just witnessed. I'll erect a screen
for you about Manhattan Island, an
ellipsoid as high and as deep as the

least axis of the enclosing rivers.
Will that satisfy you?”
“If you can do it, and | cannot

blast through, it will.
get ready?”

"As soon as | can move my ma-
chines to the required location, and
set them up. Tomorrow night, if
you wish.”

“Very well. What help do you re-
quire?”

“Only an army truck to convey my
apparatus, and, since | will use the
rivers as a delimiting guide for the
screen, a place near the water to set
it up.”

The general was eager now, eager
as the other. “I'll order a truck out

When can you

here at once. And there is an army
pier at West One Hundred and
Thirtieth Street that you can use.
I'll see that it is made ready for
you.”

* * * * *

Midnight of May eighth, 1937. An
army truck noses into the Holland
Tunnel. On its fiat bed are two tar-
paulin-covered bulks, machinery of
some sort. Its driver is crowded
against his wheel by the rotund
form of a black-clad civilian whose
chins hang in great folds on his
stained shirt and whose bulging
eyes glow behind thick lenses with a
strange excitement. The truck
comes out on Hudson Street and
turns north.

Tenth Avenue is alive as puffing
trains bring the city’'s food for to-
morrow. A herd of bewildered
cattle file into an abattoir. West
End Avenue’s apartment houses are
asleep. Under the Riverside Viaduet
a milk plant is alight and white tank
trucks rumble under its long canopy.
At One Hundred and Twenty-ninth
Street the army van waits for a mile-
long refrigerator car, loaded with
fruit from California, to clear the
tracks it must cross. The way is
cleared. The truck thunders across
cobbles and steel, vanishes within
the dark maw of a silent pier.

Two blocks eastward a lighted sub-
way train crawls out on its trestle
for a breath of air, pauses fleetingly,
dives underground again like a mon-
strous serpent seeking its burrow.
Above the southward course of that
burrow midtown Broadway is a
streak of vari-colored illumination,
exploding into frantic coruscation
and raucous clamor at Forty-seventh

Street. Crowds surge on sidewalks,
in shrieking cabs, private cars;
pleasure seekers with grim, intent

faces rushing to grills, night clubs;
rushing home, rushing as if life must
end before they can snatch enough
of it from greedy Time. Blare of
the latest swing tune sets the rhythm
for them from a loudspeaker over the
garish entrance of a so-called music
store.

Time writes its

endless tale in
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letters of fire drifting along a mourn-
ing band around Time's own tower.

MARKET CLOSES
TWO POINTS UP

PRESIDENT ANNOUNCES
RECOVERY ACCOMPLISHED

CHAMPION CONFIDENT OF
VICTORY FRIDAY

HITLER DEFIES LEAGUE

POLICE WILL SMASH DOCK
RACKET SAYS VALENTINE

GIANTS WIN____

STRONG

There is no Mene, Mene, Tekel
Upharsin written on that slender
wall for some prophet to read.

ELIX HAMMOND knots the
gold sash rope of his black silk
dressing gown. His satin slippers
make no sound as they cross the
thick pile of the glowing Kerman-
shaw on the floor of his study to a
darkly brooding Italian Renais-
sance secretary. He fumbles in the
drawer for a silent moment, pulls
out a book whose tooled leather
cover should be in some museum. He
sits down, opens the book.
Minuscular, neat writing fills page
after page. Hammond reads an
entry. Something that might be a
smile flits across his ascetic counte-

nance. His bloodless lips wince at
another item. He riffles the sheets
rapidly to the first blank space,

reaches for a fountain pen and starts
writing.

May 8: Wednesday. Another day
gone. | confess | do not know why 1
continue this diary, except, it may be,
that it serves as a reminder of the utter
futility of life. There are, however,
certain scarlet pages, and lavender
ones also, that still have the power to
titillate emotions | thought long atro-
phied. I wonder if anyone save | will
ever read them.

Aloysia opened in her new show to-
night. 1 have just come from the
theatre. She wanted me to join the
supper Stahlbaum is giving the com-
pany, but | declined with thanks—
thanks that | was in a position to de-
cline. Time was that | should have
leaped at the invitation, but | no
longer need to share her with others.
Her part suits her—Norton has given
her fully two-thirds of the lines and

she trails languid sensuality across the
stage to her heart's content. | noticed
that she used that trick with the mouth
she first developed for my benefit. It
was lost on_thg rapblg. ., .

Eleven p.m. Thursday, May
ninth, 1937.
Item: June Sims hangs on her

husband’s arm as they exit from the
Audubon Theatre. Her eyes sparkle
with happiness. She sighs tremu-
lously. Then; “Johnny. Maybe we'd
better call up and see if Junior is
all right before we go eat.”

Item: Anita Harrison-Smith peers
over the shoulder of her black-coated
dance partner with narrowed eyes.

The florid-faced, heavy man in the
alcove they are just passing is her
husband. His companion is Rex

Cranston, president of the A. P. & C.

Without hearing she knows their
talk is of debentures, temporary re-
actions, resistance points on Cumu-
lative Index graphs. Howard Har-
rison-Smith has forgotten Anita
exists, will remain oblivious of her
till she comes for him to take her
home.

Her small red lips set in a firmer
line. He has a long wait ahead of
him tonight.

Item: Aloysia
ermine cape slide
mond’s deft hands. He bends and
kisses her where a shoulder no less
white than the snowy fur melts into

Morne lets her
into Felix Ham-

the perfect column of her neck.
She turns with studied grace, and
her throaty voice reproduces the

deepest note of a 'cello,

“Do you know, Felix, this lovely
place of yours is more home to me
than my own so-grand rooms.” Ham-
mond smiles thinly, and does not
answer.

Item: In the dim light of a de-
crepit pier jutting into the Hudson
Professor Henry Lanson is more
than ever like a gigantic larva as he
putters about a grotesque combina-
tion of steel rods and glittering,
lenticular copper bowls out of which
a brass cylinder points telescopelike
at the zenith.

An arm-thick cable crawls over the
pier's frayed boards, and coils over
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their edge to the water. Lanson
trams and checks connections on
another, smaller machine.

Far across the Hudson’s black
surface loom the Palisades. A dash
of yellow luminance zigzags against
their ebony curtain, a trolley climb-
ing to where an amusement park is
an arabesque of illumination against
the overcast sky.

To the right the cables of George
Washington Bridge dip, twin cante-
naries of dotted light, and rise again.
A red spark and a green one are the
apices of moire, chromatic ribbons
rippling across the water to the pier
head from the deeper shadow of an
army launch.

Braced vertically, five feet behind
that pier head, is a whitewashed steel
plate. This is the target for the
automatic rifle that will be fired
from that bobbing launch as a first
trial of the Lanson Screen’s efficacy.

Other tests will follow, later. But
General Thompson will not yet
chance firing artillery into Man-
hattan.

Henry Lanson calls, in his voice
without resonance, “Ready, General.
Ten minutes for the first try.”

From across the water Thompson
snaps, “Ready. Go ahead.”

Lanson lumbers back to his ma-
chine, thrusts at a lever. There is
no sound, no vibration. Suddenly
the river, the Palisades, disappear.

The amusement park is gone, the in-
verted necklaces of pearly light that
mark the bridge cables. There is no
sky. Lanson looks at his wrist
watch.

"Ten minutes,” he chuckles. “He
couldn’t get through in ten thousand
years.”

He is very sure of himself, this
man. But perhaps there is a minute
residum of doubt in his mind. After
all, he has never experimented with
so vast an extension of his inven-
tion’s power. He thuds to the steel
target, puts one doughy paw against
it, leans out to view its riverward
surface. Will there be any flecks of
black on it to show the impact of the
bullets that are being fired at it?

Is be warned by a sound, a creak?

One cannot know. At any rate he is
too obese, too ponderous, to avoid
catastrophe. Under his leaning
weight the steel plate rips from
flimsy braces. Falls.

Its edge thuds against the phys-

icist’'s head, knocks him down,
crushes his skull.
Professor Henry Lanson’s brain,

and its secrets, are a smear of dead
protoplasm mixed with shattered
bone and viscous blood.

leven - twenty - eight
E p.m., Thursday, May ninth,
1937.

The lights are dim in Foo Komg'’s
pseudo-Oriental establishment. John
Sims spoons sugar into a hot teapot.

“I'm going to make a lawyer out
of Junior,” he says slowly. “He’ll
go to Dartmouth for his academic
course and then to Harvard. He
won't have to start working right
out of high school like I did.”

John is reminded of the days be-
fore June belonged to him by the
setting, by the dreamy light in her
eyes.

“Let's walk down Broadway,” he
says, “vjjien we get through here.”
That is what they used to do when
all the glittering things in the store
windows did not seem quite as un-
attainable as they did now.

"No, Johnny. | want to go home.
I have a queer feeling there’'s some-
thing wrong Mother isn’t so young
any more, and she’s forgotten what
to do if a child is croupy or any-
thing.

“Silly. Nothing’s wrong.”

“Take me home, hon.”

“Oh all right.,” Petulantly.
just like you to spoil things. . .

Anita Harrison-Smith slips out of
the side door of the old Gellert Man-

“It’s

sion on East Sixty-first Street. She
signals a taxi.
“Pier Fifty-seven.” Her violet

eyes are deep, dark pools and a
visible pulse throbs in her temple. . ..
Nobody looks at the sky. Nobcdy
ever looks at the sky in New York,
Nobody knows the sky has suddenly
gone black, fathomless.
Later:
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“Nital!"

“Ted!”

“You did come! Here, driver,
what's the fare?”

The cab circles in Fifteenth
Street, vanishes eastward. Van

Norden takes the woman’s arm.

“Have any trouble getting away?”

“No.” She is quivering. “Hurry
darling. Let's get on board before
anyone sees us.”

“There’'s some trouble. Fog or
something. The pier doors are
closed, but the officials say they’ll be
open again directly. They won't sail
without us.”

“Look Ted, it is a heavy fog. Why,
you can’'t see the river from here.
Even the other end of the ship is
hidden. But there isn't any haze
here. Queer. The ship seems to be
cut in half; it's quite distinct up to
a certain point, then there just isn't
anything more. It's black, not grey
like fog ought to be.”

“Let's go in that little lunch wagon

till we can get aboard. Nobody will
look for us in there.”

“Let’'s. I'm afraid, Ted. I'm
terribly afraid. . . .

Nobody looks at the sky except
General Darius Thompson, bobbing

in a little launch on the Hudson. He
is staring at vacancy where New
York had been a quarter hour be-
fore. Up the river the cables of the
great Bridge come out of nothingness,
dip, and rise to the western shore.

Toward the Bay there is nothing
to show where the metropolis should
be. No light, no color. Nothing.
Sheer emptiness. He looks at the
radiant figures on his watch once
more.

“Wonder what's keeping the old
fool,” he growls. “He should have
dissipated the screen five minutes
ago.”

The night is warm, but General
Thompson shivers suddenly. An
appalling speculation beats at his
mind, but he will not acknowledge
it. He dares not.

A hundred yards from Thompson,
in another space, a device of steel
and copper and brass stands
guiescent over the unmoving body of

the one man who knew its secret.

Into the dim recesses of the army
pier a dull hum penetrates, the voice
of a million people going about their
nightly pursuits, unaware, as yet, of
doom.

CHAPTER 111
1997

N his cubicle on the hundred and
I ninetieth floor of New York Uni-
versity’'s Physics Building, Howard
Cranston watched the moving needle
of his Merton Calculator with
narrowed eyes. If the graph that
was slowly tracing itself on the re-
sult-sheet took the expected form a
problem that had taxed the ingenuity
of the world’'s scientists for sixty
years would be solved at last.

The lanky young physicist could
not know it, but the electrically
operated “brain” was repeating in
thirty minutes calculations it had
taken Henry Lanson three years to
perform, two generations before.
His own contribution had been only
an idea, and knowledge of the proper
factors to feed into the machine.

A red line curved on the co-
ordinate sheet, met a previously
drawn blue one. A bell tinkled, and
there was silence in the room.

Breath came from between Crans-
ton's lips in a long sigh. Curiously,
he felt no elation.

He crossed the room slowly, and
looked out through the glassite-
covered aperture in the south wall.
Just below, elevated highways were
a tangled maze in the afternoon sun,
and helicopters danced like a cloud
of weaving midges. But Cranston
neither heard nor saw them. His
gaze was fixed farther away, down
there where a curious cloud humped
against the horizon, a cloud that was
a challenging piling of vacancy;
something that existed, that oc-
cupied space, yet was nothing.

Beyond it he could see the shim-
mering surface of New York Bay,
and rising from it a tall white shaft.
At the apex of that shaft a colossal
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figure faced him.
woman of bronze,

It was a gigantic
her head bowed,

her hands pressed to her heavy
breasts that agonized in frustration.
The Universal Mother stood in

eternal mourning over the visible but
unseen grave of millions.

“It might be dangerous,” Harold
Cranston muttered. “The gases of
the decomposed bodies—there was
no way for them to escape. Before |
start building the machine | must
find out. Carl Langdon will know.”

He turned away. “But first I'll
draw it up It's simple enough—will
take less than a week to build.”

The design that presently took
pictured form under Harold Crans-
ton’s flying fingers was strangely
like that which 60 years ago Henry
Lanson had called his B machine.

But there was a difference. This one
could be wused from outside the
Screen.

With the aid of this, by expand-
ing the radius to include the original
barrier, it would be a simple matter
to destroy the hemiobloid of im-
penetrable force that was a city’s

tomb, to release the force which
Lanson had set up.
# O# # # *
Rand Barndon’s flivver - plane

settled before a graceful small struc-
ture of metal and glass. He swung

his rather squat body out of the
fuselage, crunched up the gravel
path.

The door opened, irislike, as he

stepped into the beam of the photo-
ray. Somewhere inside a deep-toned
gong sounded, and tiny pattering
feet made running sound. “Daddy!
Daddy’'s home!”

Blond ringlets were an aureole
around tiny Rob’s chubby face. The
father bent to him, tossed him in the
air, caught him dexterously. Ruth
Barndon appeared, taller than her
husband, her countenance a maturer,
more feminine replica of the boy’s.
Rob was a warm bundle against her
breasts as her lips met Rand’s.
“You're late, hon. Supper’'s been
ready twenty minutes.”

“1 know. We were talking about
what they found down there.” He

gestured vaguely to the south. “One
of the fellows flew down last night.
They wouldn’t let him land. But he
saw enough, hovering on the five
thousand foot level, to keep him
awake all night.”

Ruth paled, shuddered. “What an
awful thing it must have been. You
know, nobody ever thought much
about it. The cloud had been there
all our lives and it really didn't
seem to mean anything. But seeing
all those buildings where people just
like us once lived and worked, seeing
those . .

“Afterward, dear.” Ruth caught
the signal of the man’s eyes to the
quietly listening child and stopped.
“I'm hungry. Let's get going.”

E soft glow of artificial day-
light in the Barndon livingroom
is reflected cozily from its walls of

iridescent metal. Rand stretches
himself, yawns. “What's on tap to-
night, hon?”

“We're staying home for a
change.”

“l thought this was Matilda’s
night.”

“It is. But Mrs. Carter asked me

to change with her, she had some-
thing on. And | would rather stay
home. There's a new play by Stan-
court. | think they call it ‘Alone
with Love.’ Fred Barrymore is
taking the lead.”

“That gigolo! I can’t see what you
women find in him!”

“Rand! That's just a pose. You
know darn well you turn him on
every time.”

“Oh all right. But let's get the
magazine viewcast first. They al-
ways have something interesting.”
He crosses the room, touches an
ornamental convolution on the wall.
A panel slides noiselessly sideward,

revealing a white screen. A switch
clicks, the room dims, the screen
glows with an inner light. Rand

twirls a knob.

The wall-screen becomes half of
an oval room, hung with grey
draperies, grey-carpeted. There is a
small table in the room, behind it
show the legs and back of a chair.



52 THRILLING WONDER STORIES

Like the furniture in the Barndon’s
own place, table and chair are of
Lacquered metal, but these are grey.
The drapes part, a tall man comes
through. His face is long, pinched,
his blond hair bristles straight up
from his scalp, and his brown eyes
are grave. The impact of a strong
personality reaches out from the tele-
vised image, vibrant with a stagy
dominance even over the miles of
space intervening between actuality
and reproduction.

“Oh, it's Grant Lowndes,” Ruth
breathes. “1 love him!”

“Shhh.” Barndon is intent. “Shhh.”

The Radio Commission’s pre-
mier reader moves with practiced
grace. An adept at building up in-

terest in trivialities by pantomimed
portentousness, Lowndes is
weaving a spell about his far-flung
uadience that will assure him concen-
trated attention. As he sinks into the
seat his eyes stare from the screen
with hypnotic penetration. He places
a book on the table before him. Its
covers are of tooled leather, but
there is a smudge of green mould
across them concealing the design.
He opens it.

The pages are yellow, frayed-
edged. Faded handwriting is visible;,
minuscular. An old diary, perhaps,
picked up from some dusty second-

hand display.

“Good evening, friends.” His
voice is mellow, warming, vibrant
with a peculiar tensity. Ruth’s tiny,
stifled gasp is a tribute to its art.
“The manufacturers of General

Flyers Helioplanes have honored me
tonight with a great privilege and a

sad task. | bring to you a voice
from the past, a voice long silent,
speech from a throat long
mouldered into dust, thoughts from

a brain whose very molecules are
one with the snows of yesteryear. |
bring to you the palpitant, living
agony of the geatest catastrophe the
world has ever known.” His eyes
drop to the volume on the lectern,
and his slim, white hand presses
down upon its face.

“My colleagues of the viewcast
service have informed you of the

rending of the veil that sixty-two
years ago cut off Manhattan Island
from the world. They have brought
into your homes the awful vision of
dead buildings; dead streets strewn
with twisted skeletons. You have, |
am sure, tried to picture what must
have happened there in the tragic
days till eternal silence fell and the
entombed city had become a vast
necropolis. Today, my friends, the
searchers found an account of one
man’s experience, a painstakingly
written chronicle of "that time. Gen-
eral Flyers is sponsoring the presen-
tation to you of this human, pitiful
tale. | will quote from the diary.”

CHAPTER 1V
The Doom Within

AY 9, Thursday: It is four in

the morning. Aloysia came
here with me from the theatre. ... 1
have just returned from escorting
her to the place where she resides.
She does not call it home—that name
she reserves for these rooms. “Home,
Felix,” she said, “is the place where

happiness dwells.” I recognized
that, it is a line from one of her
earlier appearances. Her mind is a
blotter, seizing the thoughts, the
ideas, the mental images of others
and becoming impregnated with
them. No. Molding itself to them.

Perhaps that is the secret of her
arts—dramatic and—amatory.

I am restless, uneasy. There is a
peculiar feeling in the air, a vague
sense of impending catastrophe.

Even the recollection of the past few
hours with her does not drive it
away.

I thought music might fit my
mood. But the radio is out of gear.
Tonight nothing but silence.
Strangely enough the police talk was
roaring in. There seems to be some
trouble along the waterfront. . . . mg

It ought to be getting on to dav—
but it is still pitch dark outside.
There isn't any breeze. The sky is
absolutely black. 1 have never seen
anything like it in New York. Clouds
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at night always reflect the glow of
the city lights. And if there are no
clouds there should be stars, a moon.
Can there be a storm coming down
on the big city—a tornado? That
would explain the way | feel.

May 10, Friday: There has been
no daylight today. The only illu-
mination is artificial. Somehow that
seems the worst of what has hap-
pened to the city. For something has
happened. Manhattan is surrounded
by an impenetrable barrier. Nobody,
nothing can get in or out. There have
been no trains at Grand Central or
Penn Station, the subway is operating
only within the borders of Manhattan
Island.

I have been driving around with
Aloysia all day. In spite of the dark-
ness things went on very much as
usual in the morning, children went
to school, toilers to their work. It
dawned only gradually that more than
half-the staffs in offices and stores had
not shown up. Those who do not live
in Manhattan. At noon the newspa-
pers came out with scare headlines.
Every bridge out of the city is closed
off by the veil of—what can | call it?
Every pier. A cover has shut down
over us as if Manhattan were a plat-
ter on which a planked steak was be-
ing bought from the Kitchen of the
Ritz-Plaza. Even the telephone and
telegraph have been affected.

By three in the afternoon the whole
city was in the streets. My car was
forced to move at a crawl. There was
no sign of fear, though. The general
consensus was that the phenomenon
was something thrilling, a welcome
break in the humdrum of daily exist-
ence. The mayor’'s proclamation, in
the newspapers and over the few
radio stations located within the city,
seemed quite superfluous. He urged
the people to be calm. Whatever it
was that had shut us in was only tem-
porary, it would vanish of itself or a
way would be found to get rid of it.
He has appointed a committee of sci-
entists from Columbia and the City
Colleges to investigate and make
plans. The best of them all, however,
is unavailable. Henry Lanson. He
was found crushed to death on a Hud-

son River pier, Killed in some obscure
experiment.

Aloysia left me in time for the eve-
ning performance. The theaters and
movie houses are crowded—they have
had the best day in their history.

At ten o’clock tonight | went to
take a drink of water. None ran from
the tap. | called the superintendent
and he said the mains had been shut
off. There was no longer any pres-
sure. Police orders are that water is
to be used only for drinking and cook-
ing. It is being pumped from the
main by fire engines stationed at the
hydrants and a rationing system has
been devised. | have two or three
cases of Perrier—they should be suf-
ficient for my needs till this thing is

over. There is plenty of wine and
Scotch, but | have no desire for al-
cohol.

AY 11, Saturday: The darkness

still continues. No milk was
delivered this morning. Prices for
food have begun to go up. There is
very little fresh meat to be had, prac-
tically no vegetables or fruits. Evap-
orated milk is being sold at a dollar

a can. | am afraid the children are

going to suffer a great deal. . . .
May 12, Sunday: Church was

packed. There have been several

riots in the poorer sections of the city.
Grocery stores were raided, a ware-
house gutted. The militia has been
called out, and all stocks of food
taken over by the authorities for ra-
tioning,

Aloysia has just appeared, bag and

baggage. She says she feels safe only
here. |1 am going out to see what is
going on.

Two p. m.: There is no longer any
water in the system! The lakes in
Central Park are being emptied, the
fluid taken to breweries and dis-
tilleries nearby, where the water is
being filtered and chlorinated. The
little thus obtained, and canned fruit
juices, furnish the only drink for chil-
dren. Adults are drinking beer and
wine.

My car was stopped by a detail of
national guardsmen in uniform. No
gasoline engines are to be run any
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longer. There is no escape for the car-
bon monoxide fumes being generated,
and they are poisoning the atmos-
phere. There already have been sev-
eral deaths from this cause.

A fire started in an apartment house
on Third Avenue. It was extin-
guished by chemicals. 1 wonder how
long that will be efficacious?

I thought | was fairly well stocked
up for at least a week. But with Aloy-
sia here, her maid and my own man,
my stock of food and drinkables is
rapidly disappearing. For the first
time | have sent Jarvis out to the food
depots, with an affidavit setting forth
the size of my “family,” my residence,
etc. | understand that each adult is
being allotted one can of meat or vege-
tables, and one pint of water, per day.

Three p. m.: All house lights have
been turned off to conserve coal. |
am writing by candle. Street lighting
is still maintained. There has been
no gas since the Darkness fell, the
plant being in Astoria. As my own
kitchen has an electric range this did
not impress me, but | understand
those not so taken care of had been
displaying remarkable ingenuity.
Several families had upended electric
laundry irons and used those as grills.
That is ended now. However, there
is so little to cook that the lack of
heat hardly brings added hardship.

Jarvis has not yet returned.

Midnight: From my window | can
overlook quite a large portion of the
city. A vast black pall rests over us,
relieved only by the network of glow-
ing lamps outlining the streets. Even
these seem to be growing dimmer.

My valet, Jarvis, is still among the
missing. He has been with me for ten
years, | thought him loyal, honest. He
was honest with respect to money. |
have trusted him with large sums and
never found him faithless. But money
is worth nothing today, while food . ..

Stress reveals the inner nature of
the human animal. | met the Harri-
son-Smiths today, walking along Park
Avenue in the foreboding restlessness
that is keeping all New York on the
sidewalks. The usually iron-visaged
banker presented a countenance
whose color matched the clammy hue

of a dead fish’s belly. His heavy jowls
were dewlaps quivering with fear.
Even while we talked his eyes clung
to his wife, who was erect, a bright
white flame in the Darkness. Her eyes
were answering the appeal in his. She
had strength enough for both, and
was keeping him from collapse by
sheer, silent will. The gossips, this
winter, were buzzing about Anita and
Ted Van Norden, the wastrel who re-
minds me so much of my own youth.
There could not have been any truth
in the rumors.

May 13, Monday: Noon, | went out
at five this morning to take my place
in the long line at the food station.
I have just returned with my booty.
One can of sardines and a six-ounce
bottle of soda—to maintain three
adults twenty-four hours! On my
way back | saw a man, well-dressed,
chasing an alley cat. He caught it,
killed it with a blow of his fist, and
stuffed it in a pocket.

The air is foul with stench. A
white hearse passed me, being pushed
by men on foot. Someone told me that
Central Park is being used as a bury-
ing ground.

STOPPED to watch the passing

hearse near a National Guards-
man, a slim young chap whose uni-
form did not fit him very well. He
spoke to me. “That's the worst of
this thing, sir, what it's doing to chil-
dren.” Under his helmet his eyes
were pits of somber fire. “Just think
of the babies without milk. The
canned stuff gave out today. My own
kid is sick in bed, he can't stand the
junk we've been giving him. June—
that’'s my wife—is clean frantic.”

I wanted to comfort him, but what
was there to say? “How old is your
youngster?” | asked.

“Junior is two. And a swell brat!
You ought to hear him talk a mile a
minute. He’'s going to be a lawyer
when he grows up.”

I listened to him for a while, then
made some excuse and got away. |
had to or he would have seen that my
eyes were wet.

Later: Aloysia has slept all day. All
the windows in the apartment are
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open, but the air is heavy, stifling. It
is difficult to move, to breathe. The
shell that encloses us is immense, but
eventually the oxygen in the enclosed
air must be used up. Then what?
Unless relief comes soon death will
be beforehand, the mass death of all
the teeming population of this island.
One must face that. Just what form
will it take? Starvation, thirst, as-
phyxiation? Queer. |1, who have so
often babbled of the futility of life,
do not want to die. It is—unpleas-
ant—to contemplate utter extinction,
the absolute end of self. | wish | be-
lieved in immortality—in some sort of
future life. Even to burn eternally
in hell would be better than simply—
to stop.
There is a red glow to the south.
Is it a thinning of the Darkness?
The city seems hushed with all traf-
fic noise stopped. But another sound
has replaced it. A high-pitched mur-
mur, not loud, but omnipresent, in-
sistent. | have just realized what it
is. Children crying. Thousands of
them, hundreds of thousands. Hun-
gry children—thirsty children. . . .
May 14, Tuesday: The clock says
it is morning. It is not dark
outside any more. A red light suf-
fuses the scene, the light of the gi-
gantic flame that has enveloped all
the lower end of the Island. There is
no wind. The conflagration is spread-
ing very slowly, but it is coming in-
exorably. Overhead are vast rolling
billows of smoke, edged with scarlet
glare. Below there is a turbulent sea
of human beings. The roar of the fire,
pent-in and reverberant, mingles with
the crash of breaking glass, the rattle
of rifle shots, a growling animal-like
sound that is the voice of the mob.
They are engaged in a carnival of de-
struction, a blind, mad venting of pro-
test against the doom that has over-
taken them. | had a dog once that
was run over by some fool in a truck.
When | went to pick it up it snarled
and sank its teeth in my hand. That
is like those people down there. They

do not know what has hurt them, but
they must hurt someone in return.
Where they find the strength to
fight I do not know. | can scarcely
move. My tongue fills my mouth. It
is almost impossible to breathe.
Aloysia has just called me. It was
the ghost of a word, her “Felix.” In
a moment | shall go in to her and lie
down beside*he;'kr. . N

rant lowndes looks up
from the book.

“That is all,” he says simply. “In
an inner room of the apartment where
this was found the searchers discov-
ered two skeletons on the mouldering
ruin of a bed, a man’s and a woman'’s.

“General Flyers bids you good
night. | shall be with you again at
this same hour on Friday.”

He turns and goes slowly out
through the grey curtains. The diary
remains on the little grey table.

Shadows close in from the edges of
the screen, concentrating light with-
in their contracting circle. The book
is the last thing visible. That, too, is
gone. . . .

There is silence in the living-room
for a long minute. Rand Barndon
reaches to the radiovisor switch,
clicks it off. The screen is blankly
white in the glow of the room light.

“You know,” Barndon says slowly.
“The city wasn't all burned up. Guess
the fire burned up all the oxygen and
put itself out. That was what Killed
the people too.”

Ruth sighs tremulously. “Rand, |
was thinking about that one thing he
said, about that soldier that was wor-
ried about his sick little boy. Just
think if anything like that were to
happen to our Rob.”

“Say, | noticed that too. The fel-
low had a good idea. That's what
we're going to make of the kid, a law-
yer. Big money and not too much
hard work. We’'ll send him to Dart-
mouth first, and then to Harvard. A
fellow "was telling me they've got the
best law school in the country. . . ”
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NE would hardly choose the
O life of an assistant professor

of mathematics at an Eastern
University as an adventurous one.
Professors in general are reputed to
drone out a quiet, scholarly existence,
and an instructor of mathematics
might seem the driest and least lively
of men, since his subject is perhaps
the most desiccated. And yet—even
the lifeless science of figures has had
its dreamers — Clerk-Maxwell, Lo-
bachewski, Einstein and the rest. The
latter, the great Albert Einstein him-
self who is forging the only chain that
ever tied a philosopher’s dream to ex-
perimental science, is pounding his
links of tenuous mathematical sym-
bols, shadowy as thought, but un-
breakable.

And don’'t forget that “Alice in
Wonderland” was written by a
dreamer who happened also to be a
mathematician. Not that | class my-

self with them; I'm practical enough
to leave fantasies alone. Teaching
is my business.

At least, teaching is my main busi-
ness. | do a little statistical work for
industrial corporations when the oc-
casion presents itself—in fact, you'll
find my name in the classified section:
Abner Aarons, Statistician and Con-
sulting Mathematician. | eke out my
professional salary, and | do at times
strike something interesting. of
course, in the main such work con-
sists of graphing trends of consump-
tion for manufacturers, or population
increases for public utilities.

And occasionally some up-and-com-
ing advertising agency will consult
me on how many sardine cans would
be needed to fill the Panama Canal,
or some such material to use as catchy
advertising copy. Not exactly excit-
ing work, but it helps financially.

Thus | was not particularly sur-

Fantastic Figures, in a Myriad Swarm, Connive
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EDITOR'S NOTE: In presenting this,
the last story ever to- come from the facile
pen of the late Stanley G. Weinbaum, we
are aware that it will be greeted with un-
usual interest by the thousands of Wein-
baum fans throughout the country.
THRILLING WONDER STORIES con-
siders it a privilege to be able to present
this story, and wishes to thank Mrs. Wein-
baum for her cooperation in securing it.

prised that July morning to receive a
call. The university had been closed
for some weeks; the summer session
was about to open, without however,
the benefit of my presence. | was tak-
ing a vacation, leaving in two or three
days for a Vermont village | knew,
where the brook trout cared not a bit
whether a prize-fighter, president, or
professor was on the hither end of the
line. And | was going alone; three-
guarters of the year before a class-
room full of the tadpoles called col-
lege students had thoroughly wearied
me of any further desire for human
companionship; my social instincts
were temporarily in abeyance.
Nevertheless, I'm not unthrifty
enough to disregard an opportunity
to turn an honest penny, and the call
was far from unwelcome. Even the
modest holiday | planned can bite
deeply enough into the financial foun-
dation of an assistant professor’s pit-

with the Haunting Specter
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Strawn was push-

ing me into a night-
marish sea of grinning
mathematical monsters

of Death
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tance. And the work sounded like
one of these fairly lucrative and
rather simple propositions.

“This is Court Strawn,” the tele-

phone announced. “I'm an experi-
mental chemist, and I've completed a
rather long series of experiments. |
want them tabulated and the results
analyzed; do you do that sort of
work?”

I did, and acknowledged as much.

“I1t will be necessary for you to call
here for your data,” the voice con-

tinued. Strangely unctuous, that
voice. “It is impossible for me to
leave.” There followed an address

on West Seventieth Street.

IMTELL, | called for data before,
ww Generally the stuff was deliv-
ered or mailed to me, but his request
wasn’'t extraordinary. | agreed, and
added that 1'd be over shortly. No
use delaying my vacation if I could
help it.

I took the subway. Taxis are a
needless luxury to a professor, and a
car of my own was an unrealized am-
bition. It wasn’'t long before | en-
tered one of the nondescript brown
houses that still survive west of the
Avenue. Strawn let me in, and | per-
ceived the reason for his request. The
man was horribly crippled; his whole
left side was warped like a gnarled
oak, and he was hard put to hobble
about the house. For the rest—
stringy dark hair, and little tense
eyes.

He greeted me pleasantly enough,
and | entered a small library, while
my host hobbled over to a littered
desk, seating himself facing me. The
deep-set eyes looked me over, and he
chuckled.

“Are you a good mathematician, Dr.
Aarons?” he asked. There was more
than a hint of a sneer in his voice.

“My work has been satisfactory,” |
answered, somewhat nettled. “I've
been doing statistical work for sev-
eral years.”

He waved a shriveled left hand.

“Of course—of course! | don't
doubt your practical ability. Are you,
however, well versed in the more ab-
stract branches—the theory of num-

bers, for instance, or the hyper-spatial
mathematics?”
I was feeling rather irritated.
There was something about the man—
"l don’'t see that any of this is nec-

essary in statistical analysis of ex-
perimental results,” | said. “If you’ll
give me your data, I'll be going.”

He chuckled again, seeming hugely
amused.

“As a matter of fact, Dr. Aarons,”
he said smirking,” the experiment
isn't completed yet. Indeed, to tell
the truth, it is just beginning.”

“What!” I was really angry. “If
this is your idea of a joke—" | started
to rise, thoroughly aroused.

“Just a moment,” said Strawn cool-
ly. He leveled a very effective-look-
ing blue-barreled automatic at me. |
sat down again open-mouthed; I con-
fess to a feeling of panic at the sight
of the cripple’s beady little eyes peer-
ing along the ugly weapon.

"Common politeness dictates that
you at least hear me out, Dr, Aarons.” .
I didn't like the oily smoothness of
his voice, but what was | to do? “As
I was saying, the experiment is just
beginning. As a matter of fact, you
are the experiment!”

“Eh?” | said, wondering again if
the whole thing might not be a joke
of some sort.

“You're a mathematician, aren’'t
you?” Strawn continued. “Well, that
makes you fair game for me. A
mathematician, my good friend, is no
mere to me than something to be
hunted down. And I'm doing it!”

The man was crazy! The realiza-
tion dawned on me as | strove to hold

myself calm. Best to reason with
him, | thought.
“But why?” | asked. “We're a

harmless lot.”

His eyes blazed up with a fierce
light.

“Harmless, eh, harmless! Well, it
was one of your colleagues that did—

this!” He indicated his withered leg
with his withered arm. “He did this
with his lying calculations!” He

leaned forward confidentially. “Lis-
ten to me, Dr. Aarons. | am a chem-
ist, or was once. | used to work with
explosives, and was pretty good, too.
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And then one of you damned calcu-
lators figured out a formula for mel
A misplaced decimal point—bah!
You're all fair game to me!” He
paused, and the sneer came back to

his lips. “That's simple justice, now,
isn't it?”
Well, you can imagine how thor-

oughly horrified | was, sitting there
facing a homicidal maniac with a
loaded gun in his hand. Humor him!
I'd heard that was the best treatment.
Use persuasion, reason!

“Now, Mr. Strawn,” | said, “you’re
certainly entitled to justice. Yes, you
certainly are! But surely, Mr.
Strawn, you are not serving the ends

of justice by venting your anger on.

me! Surely that isn't justice.”

E laughed wildly and continued.
I I “A very spacious argument,
Dr. Aarons. You are simply unfor-

tunate in that your name is the first
in the classified section of the direc-
tory. Had your colleague given me
a chance—any slightest chance to save
my body from this that you see, |
might be forgiving. But | trusted
that fool’s calculations!” He twisted
his face again into that bitter leer.
“As it is, I am giving you far more
of a chance than I had. |If, as you
claim, you are a good mathematician,
you shall have your opportunity to es-
cape. | have no quarrel with the real
students of figures, but only”—his
leer became a very sinister scowl—
“only with the dullards, the fakes and
the blunderers. Yes, you’ll have your
chance!” The grin returned to his
lips, but his eyes behind the blue
automatic never wavered.

I saw no other alternative but to
continue the ghastly farce. Certainly
open opposition to any of his sugges-
tions might only inflame the maniac
to violence, so | merely questioned.
“And what is the proposition, Mr.
Strawn?”

The scowl became a sneer again.

“A very fair one, sir. A very fair

proposition, indeed.” He chuckled.
“l1 should like to hear it,” | said,
hoping for an interruption of some

sort.
“You shall. It is just this: You are
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a mathematician, and you say, a good
one. Very well. We shall put your
claim to the test. | am thinking of a
mathematical quantity, a numerical
expression, if you prefer. You have
ten questions to discover it. If you
do so you are free as far as | am con-
cerned. But if you fail”—his scowl re-
appeared—*“well, if you fail 1| shall
recognize you as one of the tribe of
blunderers against whom 1 war, and
the outcome will not be pleasant!”

Well! It was several moments be-
fore I found my voice, and began to
babble protests. "But, Mr. Strawn!
That's an utter impossibility! The
range of numbers is infinite; how can
I identify one with ten questions?
Give me a fair test, man! This one
offers not a chance in a million! In
a billion!”

He silenced me with a wave of the

blue barrel of his weapon.
“Remember, Dr. Aarons, | did not
say it was a number. | said a nu-

merical expression, which is a vastly
wider field. I am giving you this hint
without deducting a question; you
must appreciate my magnhanimity!”
He laughed. “The rules of our little
game are as follows: You may ask me
any questions except the direct ques-
tion, ‘What is the expression?’ | am
bound to answer you in full and to
the best of my knowledge any ques-
tion except the direct inquiry. You
may ask me as many questions at a
time as you wish up to your limit of
ten, but in any event | will answer not
less than two per day. That should
give you sufficient time for reflec-
tion”—again that horrible chuckle—
“and my time too is limited.”

“But, Mr. Strawn,” | argued, “that
may keep me here five days. Don’t you
know that by tomorrow my wife will
have the police searching for me?”

A glint of anger flashed in the mad
eyes. “You are not being fair, Dr.
Aarons! | know you are not married!
I checked up on you before you came
here. I know you will not be missed.
Do not attempt to lie to me; rather
help me serve the ends of justice! You
should be more than willing to prove
your worth to survive as one of the
true mathematicians.” He rose sud-
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denly. “And now, sir, you will please
precede me through the door and up
those stairs!”

Nothing to do but obey! The stubby
£un in his hand was enough author-
ity, at least to an unadventurous soul
like myself. I rose and stalked out of
the room at his direction, up the stairs
and through a door he indicated.
Beyond was a windowless little cell
ventilated by a skylight, and the first
glance revealed that this was barred.
A piece of furniture of the type
known as day-bed, a straight chair, a
deep overstuffed chair, and a desk
made up the furnishings.

“Here,” said the self-appointed host,
“is your student’'s cell. On the desk
is a carafe of water, and, as you see,
an unabridged dictionary. That is the
only reference allowed in our little
game.” He glanced at his watch. “It
is ten minutes to four. By four to-
morrow you must have asked me two
guestions. Two questions, and have
them well thought out! The ten
minutes over are a gift from me, lest
you doubt my generosity!” He moved
toward the door. “1 will see that your
meals are on time,” he added. “My
best wishes, Dr. Aarons.”

HE door clicked shut and 1 at
Tonce commenced a survey of the
room. The skylight was hopeless, and
the door even more so; | was secure-
ly and ingloriously imprisoned. |
spent perhaps half an hour in pains-
taking and fruitless inspection, but
the room had been well designed or
adapted to its purpose; the massive
door was barred on the outside, the
skylight was guarded by a heavy iron
grating, and the walls offered no
slightest hope. Abner Aarons was
most certainly a prisoner!

My mind turned to Strawn’s insane
game. Perhaps | could solve his mad
mystery; at the least, I could keep
him from violence for five days, and
something might occur in the interim.
I found cigars on the desk, and, forc-
ing myself to a degree of calm, I lit
one and sat down to think.

Certainly there was no use in get-
ting at his lunatic concept from a
guantitative angle. | could waste all

ten questions too easily by asking,
“lIs it greater or less than a million?
Is it greater or less than a thousand?
Is it greater or less than a hundred?"
Impossible to pin the thing by that
sort of elimination when it might be
a negative number, a fraction or a
decimal, or even an imaginary number
like the square root of minus one— or,
for that matter, any possible combina-
tion of these. And that reflection gave
me my impulse for the first question;
by the time my cigar had been con-
sumed to a tattered stub | had formu-
lated my initial inquiry. Nor had I
very long to wait; it was just past six
when the door opened.

“Stand away from the door, Dr.
Aarons,” came the voice of my host. |
complied perforce; the madman en-
tered, pushing before him a tea caddy
bearing a really”™ respectable meal,
complete from bouillon to a bottle of
wine. He propelled the cart with his
withered left hand; the right bran-
dished the evil automatic.

“1 trust you have used your time

well,” he sneered.

“At least I have my first question,”
I responded.

“Good, Dr. Aarons! Very good!
Let us hear it.”

“Well,” | continued, “among num-
bers, expressions of quantity, mathe-
maticians recognize two broad distinc-
tions—two fields in which every pos-
sible numerical expression may be
classified. These two classifications
are known as real numbers on the one
hand, including every number both
positive and negative, all fractions,
decimals, and multiples of these
numbers, and on the other hand the
class of imaginary numbers, which in-
clude all products of operations on
the quantity called ‘e,” otherwise ex-
pressed as the square root of minus
one.”

“Of course, Dr. Aarons. That is
elementary!”
“Now then—is this quantity of

yours real or imaginary?”

He beamed with a sinister satisfac-
tion.

“A very fair question, sir! Very
fair! And the answer—may it assist
you—is that it is either!”
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A light seemed to burst in my brain!
And student of numbers knows that
only one figure is both real and
imaginary, the one that marks the
point of intersection between the real
and imaginary numbergraphs. “Il’'ve
got it!” The phrase kept-running
through my mind like a crazy drum-
beat! With an effort | kept an appear-
ance of calm.

“Mr. Strawn,” | said, “is the quan-
tity you have in mind zero?”

He laughed—a nasty, superior laugh
that rasped in my ears.

“It is not, Dr. Aarons! I know as
well as you that zero is both a real and
imaginary number! Let me call your
attention to my answer: | did not say
that my concept was both real and
imaginary; | said it was either!” He
was backing toward the door. “Let me
further remind you that you have
eight guesses remaining, since | am
forced to consider this premature shot
in the dark as one chance! Good
evening!”

He was gone; | heard the bar out-
side the door settle into its socket
with a thump. | stood in the throes of
despair, and cast scarcely a glance at
the rather sumptuous repast he had
served me, but slumped back into my
chair.

It seemed hours'before my thoughts
were coherent again; actually | never
knew the interval, since | did not
glance at my watch. However, sooner
or later | recovered enough to pour a
tumbler of wine and eat a bite of the
roast beef; the bouillon was hopeless-
ly cold. And then | settled down to
the consideration of my third ques-
tion.

ROM Strawn’s several hints in the

wording of his terms and the an-
swers to my first and second queries.
| tabulated what information | could
glean. He had specifically designated
a numerical expression; that elimi-
nated the x’s and y’s of algebraic usage.
The quantity was either real or
imaginary and was not zero; well, the
square of any imaginary is a real num-
ber. If the quantity contained more
than one figure, or if an exponent was
used, then | felt sure his expression
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was merely the square of an imagi-
nary; one could consider such a quan-
tity either real or imaginary. A means
of determining this by a single ques-
tion occurred to me. | scribbled a few
symbols on a sheet of paper, and then,
feeling a sudden and thorough ex-
haustion, | threw myself on the day-
bed and slept. | dreamed Strawn was
pushing me into a nightmarish sea of
grinning mathematical monsters.

The creaking of the door aroused
me. Sunbeams illumined the skylight;
I had slept out the night. Strawn
entered balancing a tray on his left
arm, holding the ever-present weapon
in his free hand. He placed $ half
dozen covered dishes on the tea-cart,
removing the remains of the evening
meal to his tray.

“A poor appetite, Dr. Aarons,” he
commented. “You should not permit
your anxiety to serve the ends of
justice to upset you!” He chuckled
with enjoyment of bis sarcasm. “No
guestions yet? No matter; you have
until four tomorrow for your next
two.”

“l have a question,” | said, more
thoroughly awakened. | rose and
spread the sheet of paper on the desk.

“A numerical quantity, Mr. Strawn,
can be expressed .as an operation on
numbers. Thus, instead of writing the
numeral ‘4’ one may prefer to express
it as a product, such as ‘2 x 2, or as a
sum, as ‘3 4- 1, or as a quotient, as
‘8 -f- 2" or | or as a remainder, as
‘6-1." Or even in other ways—as a
square, suchjss 22, or as a root, such as

V16 or ave64. All different methods
of expressing the single quantity ‘4.
Now here | have written out the
various mathematical symbols of
operations; my question is this:
Which if any of these symbols is
used in the expression you have in
mind?”

“Very neatly put, Dr. Aarons! You
have succeeded in combining several
guestions in one.” He took the paper
from me, spreading it on the desk be-
fore him. “This symbol, sir, is the one
used.” He indicated the first one in
my list—the subtraction sign, a simple
dash!

And my hopes, to use the triviality
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of a pun, were dashed as well! For
that sign eliminated my carefully
thought-out theory of a product or
square of imaginaries to form a real
number. You can’t change imaginary
to real by addition or subtraction; it
takes multiplication, squaring or divi-
sion to perform that mathematical
magic! Once more | was thoroughly
at sea, and for a long time | was un-
able to marshal my thoughts.

And so the hours dragged into days
with the tantalizing slow swiftness
that tortures the condemned in a
prison death house. | seemed check-
mated at every turn; curious para-
doxical answers defeated my ques-
tions.

My fourth query, “Are there any
imaginaries in  your quantity?”
elicited a cool, definite “No.” My fifth,
“How many digits are used in this ex-
pression?” brought forth an equally
definite “Two.”

Now there you are! What two digits
connected by a minus sign can you
name whose remainder is either real
and imaginary? “An impossibility,” 1|
thought. “This maniac’s merely tor-
turing me!” And yet — somehow
Strav/n’s madness seemed too in-
genious, too clever, for such an an-
swer. He was sincere in his perverted
search for justice. I'd have sworn to
that.

On my sixth question, | had an in-
spiration! By the terms of our game,
Strawn was to answer any question
save the direct one, “What is this ex-
pression?” | saw a way out! On his
next appearance | met him with
feverish excitement, barely waiting
for his entrance to begin my query.

“Mr. Strawn! Here is a question you
are bound by your own rules to an-
swer. Suppose we place an equal sign
after your quantity, what number or
numbers will complete the equation:
What is the quantity equal to?”

HY was the fiend laughing?
Could he squirm out of that
poser?

“Very clever, Dr. Aarons. A very
clever question. And the answer is—
anything!”

I suppose |

shouted. “Anythingl

Anything! Then you're a fraud, and
your game’'s a damnable trickery.
There's no such expression!”

“But there is, Doctor! A good
mathematician could find it!” And he
departed, still laughing.

I spent a sleepless night. Hour
after hour | sat at that hateful desk,
checking my scraps of information,
thinking, trying to remember frag-
ments of all-but-forgotten theories.
And | found solutions! Not one, but
several. Lord, how | sweated over
them! With four questions—two days
— left to me, the solution of the, prob-
lem began to loom very close. The
things dinned in my brain; my judg-
ment counseled me to proceed slowly,
to check my progress with another
guestion, but my nature was rebelling
against the incessant strain. “Stake
it all on your last four questions! Ask
them all at once, and end this agony
one way or the other!”

I thought | saw the answer. Oh, the
fiendish, insane cleverness of the man!
He had pointed to the minus sign on
my list, deliberately misled me, for all
the time the symbol had meant the
bar of a fraction. Do you see? The
two symbols are identical—just a
simple dash—but one use means sub-
traction and the other division!
“l1— 1" means zero, but “1/1” means
one! And by division his problem
could be solved. For there is a quan-
tity that means literally anything, real
number or imaginary, and that quan-
tity is“0/0” ! Yes, zero divided by zero.
You'd think offhand that the an-
swer'd be zero, or perhaps one, but
it isn’t, not necessarily. Look at it like
this: take the equation “2x3 = 6".
See? That's another way of saying
that two goes into six three times.
Now take “O0x6 = 0.” Perfectly cor-
rect, isn't it? Well, in that equation
zero goes into zero six times! Or
“0/0 = 6”! And so on for any number,
real or imaginary—zero divided by
zero equals anything!

And that’'s what | figured the fiend
had done. Pointed to the minus sign
when he meant the bar of a fraction,
or division!

He came in grinning at dawn.

“Are your questions ready, Dr.
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Aarons?
maining.”

I looked at him. “Mr. Strawn, is
your concept zero divided by zero?”

He grinned. “No, sir, it is not!”

I wasn’'t disheartened. There was
just one other symbol | had been
thinking of that would meet the re-
guirement—one other possibility. My
eighth question followed. “Then is it
infinity divided by infinity?”

The grin widened. “It is not, Dr.
Aarons.”

I was a little panicky then! The
end loomed awfully near! There was
one way to find out if the thing was
fraudulent or not; | used my ninth
guestion:

“Mr. Strawn, when you designated
the dash as the mathematical symbol
used in your expression, did you mean
it as the bar of a fraction or as the
sign of subtraction?”

“As- the subtraction sign, Dr.
Aarons. You have one more question.
Will you wait until tomorrow to ask
it?”

The fiend was grinning in huge
enjoyment. Thoroughly confident, he
was, in the intricacies of his insane
game. | hesjtated in a torture of
frenzied indecision. The appalling
prospect of another agonized night
of doubts decided me.

“1'll ask it now, Mr. Strawn!”

It had to be right! There weren't
any other possibilities; 1'd exhausted
all of them in hour after hour of
miserable conjecture!

“Is the expression—the one you're
thinking of—infinity minus infinity?”

It was! | knew it by the madman'’s
glare of amazed disappointment.

“The devil must have told you!” he

| believe you have four re-
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shrieked”! think there were flecks of
froth on nis lips. He lowered the gun
in his hand as | edged toward the
door; he made no move to stop me,
but stood in a sort of desolate silence
until 1 gained the top of the stairway.
Then—

“Wait a minute!” he screamed.
“You’'ll tell them! Wait just a minute,
Dr. Aarons!”

I was down the stairs in two leaps,
and tugging at the door. Strawn came
after me, his gun leveled. | heard it
crash as the door opened and | slipped
out into a welcome daylight.

Yes, | reported him. The police got
him as he was slipping away and
dragged him before an alienist. Crazy,
but his story was true; he had been
mangled in an experimental laboratory
explosion.

H, the problem? Don’t you see?
O Infinity is the greatest expres-
sion of number possible—a number
greater than any conceivable. Figure
it out like this:

The mathematician’s symbol for in-
finity is a tipsy eight—so:co.

Well, take the question, oo-j-6~co.
That's true, because you can’'t add
anything to infinity that will make it
any greater than it is. See? It's the
greatestpossible number already. Well
then, just by transposition, 00— oc—®6.
And so on; the same system applies
to any conceivable number, real or
imaginary.

There you are! Infinity minus itself
may equal any quantity, absolutely
any number, real or imaginary, from
zero to infinity. No, there was noth-
ing wrong with Court Strawn’s
mathematics.
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CHAPTER |
On the Prison Moon
HE hulking guard’s white beam
I stabbed out at quarter strength
and seared my sweating back

like a lash of living fire.
“ Keep down at your work, Allan!”

bellowed the guard. “ The next time
you raise your head, you’ll get it half
strength!”

My face contracted in agony from
the torture of the beam, and with fists
clenched | started to whirl around.
But the young convict working beside
me caught my arm and held me.

“For God’s sake, don't turn, John!”
he implored in a whisper. “If you do,
he'll flay you alive!”

I did not turn, but as | pressed my
humming atomic drill deep into the
soft rock, my teeth set with tormented
emotion.

| gritted to my comrade over the
humming of the drill:

“1f ever | have the chance to get
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my hands around that guard’s neck,
he is going to die—slowly.”

Steve Senn, my slightly built, be-
spectacled young fellow convict,
made no answer, lifting a heavy chunk
of white rock. We two, wearing the
regulation grey convict clothes, were
working in a shallow pit in the rock.
While | loosened the rock with my
drill, my companion piled it up.
Around us scores of other convicts
also were drilling, hammering, chip-
ping. Guards in black, armed with
atomic beam-pistols, watched us vigi-
lantly as we worked.

In the dull green sky the sun, a very
small and feeble sun, was sinking
westward. Over the eastern horizon
bulked a colossal, cloudy white globe.
It was Jupiter, the monster, molten
planet of which this world, Europa,
was a satellite. This was the farthest
outpost of the pioneering Earthmen,
this wild, jungle-covered moon on
which they had planted this little
prison colony to which were sentenced

as the Europan Horde Storms the Gates!
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the most desperate criminals of Earth
and its other colonies.

Around the cleared space of the
colony, with its metal buildings and
barracks, rose towering, steaming
fern-jungles, inhabited only by the
big, soft-bodied, semi-intelligent bi-
peds called the Europans. The air
that drifted from those miasmic jun-
gles was so damp and hot it choked us
as we toiled, and with it came vicious,
stinging insects that settled on our
perspiring hands and faces.

“It's worse today than usual,”
panted Steve Senn. “ They’ll kill us
all if they don’t give us a rest.”

“ That's what they want to do, kill
us,” | grated. “Not that I'd mind dy-
ing, after six months of this, if I could
do one thing before I die.”

“You're still thinking of the man
you told me about—Carse Lasser?”
Steve asked.

I.nodded, my hands tightening con-
vulsively on the handle of my hum-
ming drill. “All | ask of life is a
chance to kill him. Then | wouldn’t
care what happened.”

HAT red flame of anger and hate
Trose in my brain again as | spoke.
“Six months ago, Captain John Allan
of the Earth Colonial Service, com-
manding a post on South Venus. Now,
Convict John Allan, sentenced to
Europa for life for treachery to the
Service. And all Carse Lasser’s
work!” My teeth gritted together.
“God, if I'd only known that Lasser,
my subordinate, was playing the trai-
tor, selling weapons to the Venusians!
But | didn't dream of it until Lasser
suddenly accused me of having done
it! And backed up his accusation with
the perjured testimony he bought,
that convicted me and sent me here—"

“Quiet, John,” tensely begged Steve
Senn as my voice rose. “ More than
one of us here were sentenced un-
justly.”

He added, “Better push on that
drill. 1 hear guards coming this way.”

As we bent to our toil in the suffo-
cating pit in the rock, we could hear
voices of an approaching party pass-
ing through the convict workings.
One of them was the musical tones of

a girl's voice. My pulse stirred a lit-
tle, despite myself.

“One of them’s a woman,” | said to
my comrade in a hard voice. “Getting
a thrill out of seeing us sweat and
die.”

Steve Senn nodded. “It must be
Governor Cain’s daughter. | heard she
came on that rocket-ship that arrived
yesterday, with some officer of the
Colonial Service who's her fiance,”

As | pressed on the humming drill,
| heard the party stop at the edge of
the pit, above us. | dared not turn
around. | heard the girl exclaim,
“But, Captain, isn’t it too hot for those
men to be working down in that
hole?”

The captain of guards answered
with a little laugh. “They're pretty
tough specimens, Miss Cain. They
don’t feel it.”

“No matter what crimes they've
committed, they're still human!” said
the girl indignantly.

“Come, Nura,” a man’s voice, drawl-
ing and amused, said. “You're not
getting sentimental over your father's
convicts?”

My blood froze in my veins at sound
of that drawling voice. It couldn’t be
true, | told myself! My body sudden-
ly rigid, | turned my head to glance
up at the party of guards and visitors
on the rim of our pit.

I saw the girl, Nura Cain, her young
body white and soft in the little grey
shorts and jacket she wore, her clear,
honest, dark young eyes looking down
at me with mingled pity and revul-
sion.

But my gaze was fixed on the man
standing with easy familiarity beside
her. He wore the black uniform of the
Earth Colonial Service, a tall, strong
man of thirty with a dark face and
mocking black eyes that widened sud-
denly as they met mine.

Steve Senn was whispering franti-
cally to me.

“John, turn around and get back
to work!”

My blood was singing madly in my
ears. “It's Lasser—it's Carse Lasser,
the lying traitor who sent me here!”

“The guards will beam you down if
you try to get at him!” came Steve's
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frenzied
don't—"

Up on the pit rim, Carse Lasser was
saying, his eyes on me: “Why, | know
that convict! He was once my own
superior. He’'s the notorious Captain
Allan who betrayed our post to the
Venusians.”

The eyes of Nura Cain widened in
incredulous horror as she looked
down at me. “That traitor?” she ex-
claimed.

plea. “For God’'s sake,

W AS bunching myself for a leap
1 upward at Carse Lasser’'s mock-
ing face. That face had tormented my
dreams for months, and now my
chance had come and I meant to Kkill
—to kill!

Before | could leap,
spun me sharply around.
Steve’s spectacled face, white and
desperate, and then Steve's fist
crashed against my jaw, and | was in
unconscious darkness.

I came out of that darkness, my
he,ad aching, to find myself in the pit
with a guard bending over me. |
looked wildly around. Carse Lasser
and the girl were gone, and Steve was
gone too.

“What happened?” |
“Where's Steve?”

The guard snarled, “Senn’s been
taken back to barracks to be disci-
plined for attacking you, his fellow
convict.”

By now | understood. Steve, seeing
me about to make a suicidal attack on
Lasser, had knocked me out to stop
me from it.

“But it wasn't Steve's fault!” |1
cried desperately. “It was my fault—
you can’'t punish Steve—"

“Shut up, or his dose will be
doubled and you’ll get one too!”
snapped the guard. “Get back to
work.”

In a few moments another convict
was shoved down into the pit to me,
a big, broad-shouldered prisoner with
a hard, battered face whom | knew as
Halk Kurdley.

“You work with Allan the rest of
today, Kurdley,” snarled the guard.
“And if there's any more fighting,
Lord help you!”

Steve Senn
I glimpsed

cried.

W e two started silently toiling.

“What happened?” Halk Kurdley
asked me swiftly, when the guard was
gone.

I told him, gritting the words from
taut lips. | concluded, “Steve knocked
me out because he saw | was going to
attack Lasser, which would have
meant my death. What will they do
to Steve?”

“Discipline him plenty, | suppose,”
growled big Halk. His battered face
was savage. “ What fools we are to
let them Kill us here by inches, with-
out even trying to get away!”

“What can we do?” | said hopeless-
ly. “ They watch our every move by
day, and at night cage us in that pris-
on-pen that nothing could escape
from.”

“Just the same, I'm not going to die
toiling here like a beast,” said Kurd-
ley, taut, and was silent thencefor-
ward.

When the feeble little sun sank
from sight, and the green sky began
to darken, work was halted. Our tools
were checked in and then we ex-
hausted prisoners were marched by
the armed guards toward the metal
buildings at the colony’s heart. We
trudged wearily on the lead-soled
shoes that held us down against
Europa’s lesser gravity.

A few officers off duty watched idly
as we were marched through the
colony. And as usual there were a
few Europans, come as friendly visi-
tors from the surrounding jungles.
Big, green, rotund creatures with
bulbous heads, watching us with their
huge, faintly glowing eyes, their flip-
per-hands holding the short spears
they used for hunting.

I saw, beyond the metal cube of
Governor's House, the sleek torpedo
shape of the rocket-ship that had ar-
rived the day before. And as we
tramped past the house, | heard light
voices and laughter inside from those
whom the ship had brought.

“Carse Lasser—in there talking and
laughing,” | told myself fiercely. “But
I'll kill him yet—my chance will
come!”

The barracks where we were shut
up every night consisted of a dozen Of
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metal cabins, each housing a dozen
prisoners. There was no wall around
the barracks, nothing but a ring of
thick metal posts'that rose from the
white rock, at ten-foot intervals.

UT once we were all inside this
B ring, and the guards all outside,
the captain of guards produced a key
and turned a switch outside. Instantly
from the posts spread a web of shin-
ing force, a high barrier of full-
strength atomic beams which nothing
could touch and live. It imprisoned
us more effectually than any wall
could have done.

I looked anxiously around the
prison-pen for Steve Senn. Then |
ran into the dark little cabin, fur-

nished only with rows of metal bunks,
in which Steve and | had our quar-
ters.

“ Steve, are you—" | started to ask.
Then | stopped suddenly, glimpsing
Steve Senn sprawled in one of the
bunks. | bent over him, caught my
breath. Steve lay face down, his bare
back burned deeply by a dozen sick-
ening weals.

“ Stevel” 1 yelled,
comrade’s slight form.
they do to you?”

Steve Senn’s eyes opened behind his
spectacles, blinking with agonized
pain. He whispered, “ They—they
half-beamed me for knocking you
down.”

/' My blood ran cold. One of the
atomic beams, at half strength, had
been applied to my comrade’s back.

My hands clenched futilely, and
tears came into my eyes. “ And you

clutching my
“What did

did it to save me!” | said hoarsely.
Then 1 got to my feet, shaken with
terrible rage. “ I'll make them pay for
this T’

A deep, awe-struck voice behind me
asked, “What in the devil did they do
to Senn?” It was Halk Kurdley. The
big convict had entered the cabin, and
the other prisoners were crowding
around its door.

I told them, jerking the syllables
from lips that were stiff with passion.
Halk Kurdley's craggy face became
dark. Helpless oaths went up from
the others.

“It's not the first time some of us
have been half-beamed, but if we’re
men, it'll be the last time!” Halk
snarled,

“What do you mean?” | demanded.

“l1 mean that we're going to mutiny
and escape, if you're all with me!”
growled the big convict.

“Escape?” cried someone.

It was as though a lightning dash
had passed over the dark convict
crowd, transforming their faces into
wild masks.

“Not so loud!” cautioned the giant
convict. “We don’'t want the guards
outside the prison-pen to hear us.

“Will you lead us, John Allan?” he
said rapidly to me. “We can surprise
and overpower the guards, once we
get out of this, pen, and seize that
rocket-ship. We can operate it—1 was
tube-man on a rocket-ship ten years,
and so were lots of others of us, in
the Earth Colonial Service. And
Steve Senn was officer of a Colonial
Service cruiser, and can navigate us
anywhere in the solar system. We'll
take to free space, and not all their
cruisers will ever find us! What if
we are outlaws—we’ll find some un-
discovered asteroid or moon that's
habitable, and settle down there and
make our own world!”

“But, Halk,” I cried, “how can we
get out of this prison-pen, even?
Nothing can go through that force-
wall and live.”

“We're not going through it—
we're going under it!” Kurdley said.
“We’'ll tunnel our way beneath the
force-wall.”

“Tunnel out without tools?
mad!”

You're

ALK bent and lifted his metal

bunk aside and then raised what
was apparently a solid section of the
cabin’s rock floor. Beneath was re-
vealed a cavity in which lay glinting
tools, a half dozen atomic drills and
chisels.

“With these we can dig out, from
the floor of this cabin beneath the
force-wall, in a few hours,” Halk
said.

“Where did you get them?” | cried.
“You can't have stolen them from the
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workings—they check our tools there
nightly.”

“They do,” Halk said grimly, “but
| took these piecemeal, a screw from
one drill, a point from another, an

atom-chamber from another, and so
on, during the last two years. | as-
sembled and hid them here and

they're ready for use, to help us es-
cape.

“Are you going to lead us, John Al-
lan?” he asked. “You've led men be-
fore, and if anyone can keep this
bunch under control, you can. Will

you take the risk of leading this
mutiny?”

“Yes, I'll lead you!” | blazed. “I'll
take any risk, do anything for a

chance to kill Carse Lasser.”

“1'll follow wherever you lead,
John,” Steve said weakly from his
bunk. “Anything is better than this
living death.”

“Do you all feel the same?” | chal-
lenged the crowd of convicts outside.
“Do you prefer mutiny and a chance
for freedom than to die here by

“Mutiny — freedom!” they ex-
claimed wildly.

| grabbed one of the atomic drills,
and Halk Kurdley and other of the
prisoners in the cabin grasped tools
also.

“Then dig and drill, as you've never
done before!” my voice crackled. “For
you're digging now for liberty!”

CHAPTER 11
Revolt in the Dark

UM of atomic drills in the hot
H darkness, thump of falling
chunks of rock, hoarse whispers of
the panting men who labored there
with me, four feet beneath the sur-
face. Hours had passed and we had
driven our tunnel yards through the
soft rock.

“John, how far yet to go?” gasped
one of the men toiling with me in the
darkness of the tunnel's end.

“At least six feet yet. We've got
to be sure that we come to the sur-
face outside the force-wall.”
inches?”

60

I drove my drill savagely deeper as
I spoke, its humming rhythm spell-
ing in my ears, “Lasser, Lasser—Kill,
kill_r

As Halk Kurdley and I, with two
other convicts, loosened the porous
rock, other prisoners removed it,
crawling back the tunnel with it and
up into the cabin where we had start-
ed our passage.

The tunnel was barely high enough
for a stooping man to pass through.
The men carrying away the loose rock
collided with each other in the dark,
uttering choked exclamations.

It was like laboring in a strange in-
ferno—damned souls condemned to
<$urrow blindly and ceaselessly
through the rock. Yet we toiled madly
on.

We knew that the glowing force-
wall would hide from the guards out-
side any vision of our unusual ac-
tivities inside the prison-pen. But if
any guards should hear something
amiss, and become suspicious, dis-
covery would be swift—and punish-
ment swifter!

At last | cried, “We've come six
feet—we must be out beyond the
force-wall now. Start digging up-
ward.”

The perspiring bodies of Halk and
my other co-workers pressed against
mine in the dark as we started to drill
upward.

Rock chunks bruised my shoulders
as they fell on me, and rock dust
blinded my eyes. Halk Kurdley was
exerting all his giant strength, and the
men below were scurrying back and
forth like desperate rats to carry back
the rock debris to the cabin.

My drill-point suddenly broke up-
ward without resistance, and the
mechanism raced wildly in my hands.

“We're through!” 1 exclaimed.
“Tell the men to be ready in the tun-
nel, while Halk and I make an open-
ing.

“Easy, Halk,” | adjured the giant.
“If we make too much racket break-
ing up through, all the guards will
be on us.”

Slowly, cautiously, we enlarged the
opening. In a few moments it was
large enough for me to stick my head
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up through. Shaking the dust from
my eyes, | peered tensely about.

Hardly a yard behind me glowed
the tall wall of opaque white force be-
neath which we had tunneled. Before
me lay a row of dark metal supply
houses, and to the right of these ex-
tended the guards’ quarters and ar-
senal. The Governor’'s House and the
dock of the rocket-ship lay farther
around the colony.

The huge disc of Jupiter, now al-
most directly overhead, poured down
a flood of silvery light on everything.
I saw no one in sight, though | heard
the voices of the guards from their

guarters. | lowered myself back down
into the tunnel.

“All right, Halk,” 1 said swiftly.
“We're going out.”

Rapidly our drills enlarged the
opening until it was several feet
across. Then | pulled myself up
through. My breast expanded—1 was

free# free for vengeance! Halk Kurd-
ley’'s bulky form emerged beside me
in a moment. | whispered down to the
crowding, eager convicts in the tun-
nel.

“We’'ll have to have weapons first
of all, or the guards will mow us
down like sheep,” | told them. “Wait
here in the tunnel while Halk and I
try the arsenal,”

FEW seconds later saw Kurd-
A ley and me slipping along be-
hind the row of buildings toward the
square arsenal. Like two black phan-
toms in the silver light, we crept
along the side of the building. Its
windows were barred and we could
see an officer inside, checking the
racks of beam-weapons. There was a
guard at the door in front, as usual.

Two shadows glided along the sil-
vered metal wall toward the front of
the building. Then a swift, sound-
less rush, a crushing blow from Halk’s
great fist, and the guard sank sense-
less,

| grabbed the unconscious man’s
beam-pistol. Halk’s hands tightened
on his throat, but | struck them up.

“No, no Kkilling unless absolutely
necessary!” | whispered authorita-
tively. “There’s only one man in this

colony I'm going to Kkill, and that's
going to be in fair fight.”

Halk Kurdley growled deep in his
throat, but let the man fall. | ad-
vanced and softly tried the door of
the arsenal. It was locked inside. |
took a desperate chance, and knocked
boldly on it.

The officer inside opened it unsus-
pectingly, and peering out, started to
ask, “What—"

My fist caught his jaw at that in-
stant, and he slumped back, knocked
cleanly out. We leaped into the ar-
senal. In a few moments Halk and 1
were making our way swiftly back to-
ward the tunnel opening, staggering
beneath the weight of the dozens of
beam-rifles and beam-pilots we car-
ried.

We distributed the weapons rapid-
ly to the convicts as they emerged
from the tunnel into Jupiter’s silver
light. Then 1 divided them into two
groups, with rapid orders.

“My band will overpower the guards
off duty, in the guard-houses,’l whis-
pered. “Halk, you and your men
spread around the colony and mop up
all the sentries on post and any Euro-
pans who are still here. Be careful of
the Europans—there’s always a few
of them around and they're quick as
cats. Bind the men you overpower
but don’t kill unless absolutely neces-
sary,” | added. “This is going to be
an escape, not a butchery. Prevent any
alarm being sounded, and when you're
through, report back to me at the
guard-houses. Then we’ll seize the
officers in Governor’s House, and after
I've—done something—we’'ll take the
rocket-ship and be off!”

Halk Kurdley moved soundlessly
off with his followers, while 1 led
mine rapidly toward the nearby row
of guard-houses.

There wasn’'t any fight when we
burst into the guards* quarters—there
wasn't any chance of one. Taken
completely by surprise, never dream-
ing that we could escape that force-
walled prison pen, the guards,
stupefied, reached for the ceiling at
our order.

My men bound them, treating them
roughly enough as they did so. We
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all had a score against these guards,
and | knew it would not take much to
set my men to butchering the lot.

Halk and his followers came run-
ning through the silver light to us as
we emerged from the guard-houses,
where | had left a few men to stand
watch over our captives.

“Everything went like a charm!”
Halk whispered excitedly. “We
mopped up every sentry in the colony
without firing one beam. We were
lucky—there isn't a Europan in the
colony tonight.”

“No Europans here at all?” | said
amazedly. For usually there were al-
ways a few of the semi-intelligent
creatures hanging around the colony,
night or day. Governor Cain had al-
ways followed a friendly policy to-
ward them, and let them visit the
colony freely at all times. Why were
they all shunning it tonight?

But.l banished that question from
my mind, fo® my band of followers
were tensely awaiting my next orders.

“All  right, men, to Governor’s
House!” | told them. “And in a half
hour we’ll be leaving in that ship!”

At a fiercely eager trot we headed
toward the square administration
building. Its windows were still
lighted, and casual voices were aud-
ible from inside.

AT my command, the convicts en-
imcircled the building, covering all
its doors. Then Halk and Steve and
I, with twenty of our men, strode to
the front door. As | laid my hand on
its knob, my heart swelled throb-
bingly. At last my hour had come.

| tore open that door. The people
in the main living-hall turned startled-
ly. Then they stared at us frozenly,
Governor Daniel Cain’'s austere, el-
derly face stupefied, his daughter’s
dark eyes wide with incredulity, the
others there as petrified.

But my eyes had found Carse Las-
ser. He had been bending over Nura
Cain when we burst in, and as he
looked up and met my eyes, his face
went grey with surprise.

An unnerving spectacle we must
have been to them! | know my own
face was distorted by my mad re-

venge-lust, and Halk Kurdley's bat-

tered, savage face, Steve's pain-
warped one, and the wild counte-
nances of my men and our leveled

beam-pistols must have been terror-
inspiring.

“A mutiny!” yelled Governor Cain,
and his hand flew to an alarm button
on the wall.

“Save it!” | snarled. “Your guards
are all bound tight and under guard
—we're masters of this colony.”

An officer at the back of the room,
one of the officers of the rocket-ship,
reached for his beam-pistol.

Flash! The streak of white fire
from my pistol scorched his arm be-
fore he could draw his weapon.

“Halk, take what weapons they have
on them,” | rapped. “If any more of
you people move, you'll get a beam
through you.”

Daniel Cain showed no sign of fear,
but his austere face was crimson with
rage. “What do you convicts mean to
do?”

“We're not going to slaughter you,
if that's what you’'re thinking,” |
grated. “We're going to take that
rocket-ship and leave—after |'ve per-
formed a certain duty.”

I saw Carse Lasser’'s eyes narrow at
my last words. | knew that he knew
well enough what I meant.

“You're mad to think you can get
away with this!” Daniel Cain was
storming. “The Colonial Service ships
will hunt you down. The solar system
won't be big enough to hide you! Lay
down those arms and return to your
qguarters and you’ll not be punished
for this outbreak. Otherwise you’ll
suffer the death penalty.”

I laughed harshly. And Halk
Kurdley and all the men behind me
laughed—an outburst of bitter, savage
mirth.

Daniel Cain’s face grew deeper scar-
let. “You mutinous dogs!” he cried.
“Half you men were in the Colonial
Service yourselves once—and you've
sunk so low you mutiny against the
Service!”

Nura Cain
“There’'s no
Father. Men
stand what you mean.”

told him steadily,
use talking to them,
like these don’t under-
Her eyes
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burned with passionate contempt as
she spoke, looking at me. | paid no
heed to her—what did the scorn of
Carse Lasser's sweetheart mean to
me?

I was looking straight at Lasser,
had never taken my eyes off him since
we entered. Now | spoke to him, and
there was such a hard throbbing of
hate in my throat that my voice was
a whisper.

“Lasser,” | whispered, and he read
the rest in my eyes. His face showed
no fear. Black-hearted traitor and
liar he was, but not a coward.

“You're going to Kill me, John-Al-
lan?” be said calmly. “Because it was
my evidence that proved your treach-
ery?”

“Yes, I'm going to kill you, Las-
ser,” | said hoarsely. “I've been wait-
ing a long time to Kill you, and it's
one thing I'm doing before we leave
this world forever.”

Nura Cain’'s dark eyes widened with
horror and she sprang in front of Las-
ser, facing me, white as death.

“You can’'t murder him!” she cried.
“John Allan, you were an officer, a
gentleman, once! You can't put this
black stain on your soul—"

ASSER put her quietly aside.

4 “1t's no use, Nura,” he told her
evenly. “Nothing will stop him. |1
know.”

My men were watching, fascinated.
I think my face must have been very
strange, for | know there was a hint
of horror even in the eyes of Halk and
Steve as they watched me.

I told Lasser, “I'm not going to mur-
der you in cold blood. We're going
outside and you’ll be given a beam-

pistol. We’ll take positions a hun-
dred yards apart and walk toward
each other, firing at will—a fair

stand-up fight.”

Carse Lasser smiled bitterly. “You
call it a fair fight, John Allan, when
you were always the quickest shot
with a beam in the Service. You know
you're going to Kill me.”

"Yes, | know I'm going to Kkill
you,” | repeated. “And it's going to
be like wine to me to see the fear in
your eyes just before you die, the pain

in them when my beam hits you!” |
motioned to the door. “We're going
out now, Lasser. Steve, you stay here
with enough men to guard these
people.”

Nura Cain would have leaped to
try to stop us, but her father re-
strained her. | heard her utter a
strangled sob.

Lasser walked quietly to the door,
and went out ahead of me. Halk and
most of my men came behind, a tense,
silent company emerging from the
building into the silver light of great

Jupiter.
I was hardly conscious of the
others. Six long months of mad long-

ing for revenge, of wild hate, had
risen to this moment when Lasser was
going to fall before the tearing beam
of my pistol. |1 had known through all
those months that he would be mine.

“Give him a pistol, Halk,” | said.
The big convict made no answer, star-

ing off across the colony, his face
frozen.
“Give him a pistol!” | rasped an-

grily. “What are you staring at?”

He did not hear me. His jaw made
a movement as though to speak. |
turned and glanced across the silver-
lit colony in the same direction, and
I felt my own face freeze in'my stupe-
faction.

From the towering fern jungles on
all sides, thousands on thousands of
rotund Europans, armed with spears,
were surging silently toward the
colony in the silver light!

Halk’'s hoarse cry found utterance
at last. “God in heaven! The Euro-
pans are attacking the colony!”

CHAPTER 111
Hemmed In

T the same moment came distant
Lyells of alarm from my men who
had replaced the captured sentries
around the colony. They were firing
their beams desperately at the oncom-
ing hordes.
“So this is why there were no Euro-
pans in the colony tonight!” Halk
Kurdley shouted wildly. "They were



MUTINY ON EUROPA 73

gathering forces for this attack
they’'ve been planning it for months 1’

I yelled to some of my followers,
“Run to our men around the colony!
Tell them to release the guards and
run here!”

“John,” Halk cried, “can’'t we get to
the ship and get away?”

“Too late!” | told him.
would be suicide to try it.”

I was pointing to the distant rocket-
ship, visible a few hundred yards
away at the edge of the colony. The
ship, of necessity, had been landed
outside the colony’s group of build-
ings, and the attacking Europan
hordes had almost reached it. Before
we could make the ship, there would
be hundreds of the creatures around
it.

My men, with the captured guards
whose bonds they had hastily cut,
were running in from across the
colony. Spears were flying through
the air, from the oncoming Europans.

Steve Senn had come rushing out of
the building, with Daniel Cain and his
daughter and the others following.

Cain’s face blanched as he glimpsed
the Europan masses surging through
the silver light. He cried, stupefied,
“God, | never dreamed the Europans
would attack the colony!”

“We're lost!” cried one of his offi-
cers. “We can never stand off that
horde!”

“There’'s one place in the colony
where we can stand them off!l” |
shouted. “The prison-pen! Once we’'re
inside it, the Europans can't come
through the force-wall at us.

“Steve, take these people there—

“Look, it

get them into the pen through our
tunnel!™ | cried. “We’'ll follow—
hurry!”

As Steve started herding them to-
ward the prison-pen | glimpsed Carse
Lasser's startled face and cried to
him, “Don’t think this means escape
for you, Lasser! You're going to die,
one way or another, no matter what
happens.”

Then | sprang out into the street of
the colony with Halk Kurdley and ral-
lied my men as they came running
from all directions.

“No panic!” | shouted to them.

“We've got to retreat to the prison-
pen in good order or none of us will
reach it.”

The Europans were coming down
that little street in a solid mass of
green, rotund bodies, thousands of
huge, glowing eyes glaring at us, their
grotesque flipper hands already cast-
ing their spears at us and their reedy,
piping voices making a mad clamor.

E bunched together and our

white beams clove toward the
horde. The whole front rank of the
Europans went down in a scorched,
steaming heap as our beams hit them.
But the rest came grimly on, their
showers of spears striking down many
of us.

“Back, men!” I called. “Back
slowly—don’'t let them get us on the
run. Slowly—"

“There’s more of them coming at us
from the south and west!” yelled
Halk Kurdley. “They're almost all
around us!”

“Back toward the right—toward the
prison-pen!” | shouted to my follow-
ers. “Slowly, men—"

We had become a compact knot of
Earthmen, fighting our way savagely
back toward the glowing enclosure of
the prison-pen, our beams playing
death amid the creatures who pressed
us.

As | shouted orders, my beam-pis-
tols hot in my hands from firing, I
almost forgot that I was a convict
leader of convicts, and seemed again
to be Captain John Allan of the Ser-
vice, battling in the Venusian swamps.
We retreated thus, striking fiercely
back, to the mouth of the tunnel be-
neath the force-wall.

Steve Senn appeared beside me and
shouted, “I've got all the others
through the tunnel into the pen!”

“Get our own men in now — as
quickly as possible!” | yelled. “We
can't hold these brutes back much
longer.”

Our knot now surrounded the hole
in the rock that was the tunnel mouth.
One by one, we began dropping into
it.

When only Halk and I and a few
others were left on the surface the
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Europans, maddened at sight of us
escaping them, came on us in a rush
which nothing could stop. Big bodies
knocked me off my feet.

I fired my pistol desperately up-
ward at the Europans atop me, and
felt the back-flash of the beam scorch
my shoulder. 1 thought I was done
for—then someone grabbed my ankles
and dragged me downward into the
mouth of the tunnel.

It was Halk Kurdley, and he and I
alone escaped of that last little group.
The Europans tried to follow us into
the tunnel, but we scrambled back into
the passage where their spears could
not reach us, and beamed them one by
one as they entered the tunnel until
they drew back. We heard their rag-
ing clamor outside.

f wiped the perspiration from my
brow.

“God, what a fight!
for the time being.”

“Safe until we try to get out of here
for food and water,” Halk panted.
“Then Lord help us.”

I left a half dozen convicts to guard
the tunnel, and then crept with Halk
back along it, up into the prison-pen.

The glowing wall of force around
it hid the Europans outside from
sight. But we could hear them swarm-
ing wildly outside, and the spears
they flung came over the high barrier.

I told my men and our captive offi-
cers and guards:

“Get into these barracks-cabins be-
fore those spears hit someone.”

“What difference does it make?”
Daniel Cain said with dull hopeless-
ness. “They’ll get us before long any-
way.”

“They may try to starve us out,” |
admitted, “but it'll take them a long
time. We needn’'t give up hope yet.”

“You don’'t understand,” the gover-
nor told me. “This force-wall around
the pen is fed by atom-chambers in
a nearby building. Their charge is
only good for one night and they have
to be charged each day by atomic gen-
erators. Soon after morning, the
force-wall will begin to fail, and when
it does, the Europans will surge in on
us without hindrance.”

| stared at him as |

But we're safe

heard those

words of doom. | heard Halk Kurd-
ley whisper, beside me, “To think we
came that close to escaping, and then
have to die anyway. To think we
came that close!”

CHAPTER 1V
When the Wall Failed

HE men around me stood in the
Tsilver light of Jupiter like men
who have just heard a death sentence
from which there is no appeal. In
our stricken silence, the clamor of the
Europans surging around the prison-
pen seemed doubly loud.

I saw Nura Cain looking toward her
father, and noticed that even now
there was no fear in her eyes. And
there was no fear in Carse Lasser’s
face, either. The old taunting mock-
ery was strong in his eyes as they
met mine.

“It seems, John Allan,” he told me,
“that both of us are going to die here.”

At his words, the old hate surged
up in me. “You're going to die, Las-
ser, yes,” | told him. “Even if this
world split in two, I'd make sure of
that. But my men and | are not go-
ing to die. We're going to escape
from this hell-trap Earth sent us to.”

I swung to Steve and Halk. “The
Europans won’'t bother that rocket-
ship—they've always been in more
deadly fear of rocket-ships than any-
thing else, and it was closed up any-
way. If we can reach it, we can still
get away from this devil’'s moon.”

"If we can reach it,” said Steve
sadly. “You know as well as | that
it's impossible, John.”

Halk nodded grim agreement. “If
we went out that tunnel mouth, the
Europans would have us before we
went a yard.”

“Are you blind?” 1 cried to them.
“l don’'t mean to go out that tunnel
at all. | mean to do what we did
once before; drive a new tunnel out
under the force-wall, under the Euro-
pans themselves, a tunnel that will
emerge near the rocket-ship!”

Halk caught his breath and his cold
eyes flamed. “John Allan—by heaven!
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it before the
have the

We could maybe do
force-wall fails, if we still
tools!”

“They're still there inside our first
tunnel where we dropped them when
we reached the surface,” | told him.
“Get them and start the men working
on a new tunnel, one that will bring
us out behind Governor’s House. That
win be a passage several hundred feet
long.”

E sprang to obey and in a few

moments had a score of our con-
vict followers working desperately,
drilling down a new tunnel close in-
side the force-wall.

| asked one of our prisoners, an offi-
cer of the rocket-ship: “How many
people will that ship hold, at the
moat?”

“Not more than a hundred and
sixty,” he answered. "It's not a trans-
port, just a small staff ship.”

I counted our men. There were still
ninety-two of us who had not been
stricken down by the Europan spears.
I turned toward Daniel Cain. He must
have realized what was in my mind,

for he had become very stiff and
straight,

“My men and | are going out of
here,” I told him. "We’'ve room for

sixty-eight of you people in the ship
and we’'ll take that many along and
land them on some inhabited world.
The rest of you will have to stay, and
you can draw lots to see who goes
and who stays.

“There are two exceptions,” | add-
ed. “One is your daughter. Being a
woman, she need draw no lot, but can
go. The other exception is Carse Las-
ser. No matter who else goes, he is
going to stay!” And | told Lasser
bitterly, “You see, Lasser, we do not
both die. It's better than any death
| could give you, letting you stay here

for the Europans to tear you to
pieces.”

“l draw no lot,” Daniel Cain said
coldly. “I was appointed governor of

this moon by the Earth Colonial Ser-
vice, and while one Earthman stays on
it, | stay.”

Nura said, “And |
Allan.”

stay too, John

Something in her proud face stung

me. | turned savagely to the other
prisoners. “Well, what about the rest'
of you?”

One officer spoke for them all, slow-
ly. “None of us are going. We don't
desert comrades in the Service.”

In the Service? It came to me oddly
how often I, John Allan, had proudly
used that phrase, too. | thrust the
thought down in my hot anger, and
cried, “Then stay, all of you! Stay
and die for your damned Service, and
see what good it does you!”

Steve Senn plucked at my sleeve.
“John, then we're going to leave them
all here to die?”

«“Of course we are I’ | shouted. “Do

you want to stay and die with them,
the men who half-beamed you last
evening?”

He said, “No, but—"

He didn’t finish. But his face was
a little strange, and so were the faces
of Halk and my other men. 1 strode
from them, into the tunnel where part
of my men were drilling desperately.
| seized a drill and worked savagely,
in the hours that followed, driving the
tunnel ever farther.

Yet | could not get out of my mind
the proud faces of the girl and her
father, the strange ones of Steve and
Halk.

“The fools!” 1| snarled to myself.
“Because they were in the Service
once, they still cling to its traditions.”

When | went wearily back out of
the tunnel, to be replaced by Halk
Kurdley, the sun had risen in the east.
Green day now lit the inside of the

prison-pen.
Steve was gazing anxiously at the
glowing force-wall, which seemed

now to be not nearly so brilliant.
“It's failing already,” Steve said. “I
think it will die completely before
another hour.”
“An hour ought to be enough for
us,” | jerked. “We've got the tunnel
nearly to Governor's House now.”

HE Europans had ceased casting
Tin spears, and were just waiting
outside now, it seemed—waiting for
us to come out. | strode to where
Daniel Cain sat silently with bis
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daughter and Lasser. They were alone.

“W e're leaving in less than an hour,”
I told him curtly. “When we go, we'll
leave you most of the beam-pistols.
Not that they’'ll do you much good
when the Europans get in here to
you.”

“l want no favors from you, John
Allan,” Daniel Cain said stiffly. “A
traitor and a renegade to Earth—"

His words touched off the emotions

seething in me. “A renegade to
Earth, am 1?” | cried. “What if 1|
am? | was faithful to Earth and its

damned Service too long! For fifteen
years | gave my strength, my life, to
the Service, burned by sand-storms in
the Martian deserts, shaken with
swamp-fever in the Venusian marshes,
never complaining. And what did the
Service do for me? It rewarded me
by sending me here to a living death.
Yes, I'm a renegade, and | glory in
it!”

Nura Cain looked at me pityingly.
“I'm sorry for you, John Allan,” she
said levelly. “Sorry for you because,
even though you're a convicted trai-
tor, your conscience still hurts you
and will always hurt you for what
you're doing now.”

“Save your pity for Lasser and
yourself,” | grated. “You’'ll need it
when the Europans come in.”

Steve Senn came running up. “The
wall's going fast, John! We haven't
much longer!”

I ran with him to the tunnel. Halk
was emerging from it, smeared with
rock-dust, his eyes wild. “We just
broke through behind Governor’s
House!” he exclaimed. “There’s
only a few Europans back there, as
far as 1 can see.”

“All right, men, to the tunnel!” |

shouted. “The wall will fail any min-
ute now! Leave half your weapons
here.”

The glowing wall had by now be-
come a mere vague sheet of light,
through which could be dimly seen
the Europans. They were pressing for-
ward, still afraid to touch the wall,
but plainly aware it was failing.
Nura uttered a little cry and shrank to
her father.

My men were entering the tunnel,

slowly, looking back at those we were
leaving. | cried to Cain and the
others, “Do you still refuse to leave?”

They made no answer. Daniel Cain
had his arm protectingly around his
daughter.

“Then stay and die, all of you!” |
cried. “Come on, Steve!”

We pressed through the dark tun-
nel, scrambling and stooping. At its
end was the opening Halk had made,
and we emerged from this into the day-
light, behind the square administra-
tion building.

There was not a Europan in sight
between us and the rocket-ship! And
we saw why, as we emerged. The
creatures were all running toward the
prison-pen to join the horde there.
The wall of force had faded to a faint
glow, was almost completely dead.

“1t’'ll be all up with them in a couple
of minutes more!” said Steve with a
sob.

“Come on—to the ship!” 1 yelled.

We ran toward the craft. The Eu-
ropans had not molested it, such was
their fear of the thundering rocket-
ships. In a few moments we were in-
side, and Steve and Halk and | raced
up to the conning-tower.

“Close all the space-doors!” | shout-
ed down the ladder, and heard the slam
of the closing doors.

Steve was gazing tensely out the
conning-tower window toward the
prison-pen, at which our ship pointed
almost directly.

“The wall's dead—the Europans are
going in!” he cried.

UT | too could see. Daniel Cain
Band his followers had retreated
into the barracks cabins, and were try-
ing with the weapons we had left to
hold off the Europans now swarming
inside the prison-pen.

I saw, and suddenly 1 knew! 1
knew what | must subconsciously
have known all the time, that once a
man joins the Service, he is a Service
man until he dies.

| said rapidly, “Steve, if you turned
on the stern rocket-tubes of this ship,
without turning on the keel-tubes, the
ship would just plow across the
colony without rising, wouldn't it? It
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would crash through those Europans
around the prison-pen?”

“It would, yes,” said Steve wonder-
ingly. Then suddenly he gripped ray
shoulders. “John, you're going to do
it?”

Halk cried, “It means prison again,
the death penalty for mutiny, even if
we survive the crash. But | say—do
it!”

I cried,
Steve!”

Steve’s fingers shot down on the
bank of firing keys, and the torpedo-
like bulk of the rocket-ship plunged
forward along the ground as its stern-
tubes thundered.

As | was hurled about in the con-
ning-tower, | had a lightning glimpse
of our ship plowing through light
metal buildings like paper, tearing
then through the massed Europans
outside the prison-pen and grinding
scores, hundreds of them to pulp.

Then the ship had bucked, heeled
over wildly. Even as it whirled, 1
could see Europans oivall sides break-
ing in wild panic toward the jungles.
Then it crashed down on its side, and
there came a shock that knocked Steve
senseless and snapped my left arm.

The wrecked ship lay still. | stag-
gered up and Halk and | revived
Steve. We got down into the hull,
and found our men bruised, some with
broken limbs, but none killed. We got
a space-door open and stumbled out
into the daylight.

The last of the Europans were van-
ishing into the jungles, stricken with
awful panic by the sudden running
wild of the rocket-ship which they
feared above all else.

Dead Europans lay around the
doors of the cabins they had been be-
sieging. Daniel Cain and his men were
running toward us, their faces wild.

“John Allan!” cried Cain. “You
saved us by wrecking the ship—they
were just forcing us into the cabins!”

Nura Cain, white-faced, plucked my
arm. “Carse was wounded in holding
them off—is dying,” she told me.

“Fire the stern-tubes,

Next Issue: THE
Amazing Polar Invasion,

ICE ENTITY,

77

“He wants to see you, John Allan.”

Numbly 1 went with her and the
others to where Carse Lasser lay in
the door of a cabin. His face was
waxy white and there was a spear
in his side and a heap of Europan dead
in front of him.

His eyes, black eyes from which all
mockery was gone at last, met mine
searchingly.

“Want—everybody to hear,” he
choked. “1 did accuse John Allan
falsely—it was | sold weapons to
Venusians—not he. | saw him wreck
the ship just now—to save us—" He
held up a wavering, uncertain hand.
“If—if you don’'t mind, Allan.”

TOOK it. His eyes flickered, and
then his hand went lax as life
left him. Nura was weeping softly.
“God, Allan, you were innocent!”
Daniel Cain told me. “Yet you saved
us " His voice rose. “We all
heard that confession, and it clears
you once and for all. And as for the
rest of you men”—his eyes swept Halk
and Steve and my bruised convict fol-
lowers—*“I'm certain that in view of
the way in which you broke up the
Europan attack on this colony, the
Service will grant all of you a full
pardon.”

A wild cheer went up from Halk
and Steve and my men. | was too
numbed with surprise to feel any-
thing yet, myself.

I heard Nura telling me, “I—1 want
you to forgive me for those things I
said to you, John Allan. Will you?”

She too had extended her little
hand. 1 took it, and for the first time
in six long months a little warmth
seemed to penetrate my frozen heart.
I suddenly realized everything. |
would be Captain John Allan of the
Service again. | would gd out again
to the far places with Earth’s daunt-
less pioneers, one of the proud van-
guard of the conquering Earthmen.

I turned a little from the others. |
didn't want any of them but Nura to
see the tears that were in my eyes.

a Novelette of an
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A BRAND-NEW, FASCINATING FEATURE
By J. B. WALTER

THE HEAT OF A CANDLE
CAN BE DETECTED FIFTY
MILES AWAY

NE single candle-power of light
will not be visible at a very short
distance. All manner of lenses cannot
add much to the penetration of its
light. But the heat of this candle,
which cannot be felt by the most sen-
sitive skin a few feet from the wick,
can be picked up fifty miles away and
concentrated by proper lenses, and
not only felt but be measured accu-
rately by sensitive galvanometers.
The heating effect causes an explo-
sion of infra-red rays. Such rays are
neither reflected nor absorbed by the
atmosphere, and therefore travel
enormous distances without loss of
power. It is said that the new govern-
ment airplane detector has been built
on this principle. A plane many miles
too far off to be seen or heard with the
aid of the most sensitive instruments
generates heat in its engine. The hot
spot in the sky may be discovered in-
stantly by the new detector.

STAR BRIGHT NIGHTS GET
LITTLE LIGHT FROM
THE STARS

NLY one-fifth the light that

makes brilliant moonless nights
so bright comes from the stars and the
planets. Four-fifths of the brilliance
must be accredited to an electrical dis-
turbance which has as its source the
invisible sun. Though the light rays
of the sun cannot bend around the
curve of the earth, the great stream
of electrical particles shot from the
glowing globe are pulled around the
curve by gravitational force. These

strike the upper atmosphere and dis-
rupt the molecules they intercept with
such terrific force that they strike
sparks. As the bullets of energy strike
constantly, the glow is great enough
to illuminate the dark side of the
earth.

If all the light from the stars were
to be eliminated by some freak of
nature we would probably be unaware
of any increased darkness; but if we
should lose the light from the impact
of the electric particles upon the
upper atmosphere the brightest moon-
less night would be dark indeed.

VENUS, TOO, HAS A RING

MONG all the planets of our
A solar system, only Saturn is per-
manently ringed by a series of bright
bands. But when the planet Venus is

about one degree from the sun it ap-
pears as a bright disc surrounded by
a still brighter circlet of light. The
phenomenon appears for but a brief
period which recurs but once in every
hundred years. At other times though
it is often more brilliant than the
brightest fixed star, Venus is not in a
position from which the ring may be
observed. The appearance of this ring
is offered as evidence of an atmos-
phere upon the planet.
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EAST WINDS POISON CROPS

certain sections of the country it
as long been believed that winds
from the east poison crops. Such ideas
have been dismissed as superstition,
but science has effectively demon-

strated that there is a good measure
of truth in the contention. Winds
crossing the Gulf Stream are warm
and moisture-laden. The warm humid
air induces a more normal increase in
the growth of pests which destroy
crops, and thus it may be well said
that winds from the east are poison to
them.

SEA LEVEL IS RISING

HE sea level is rising more than

an inch in every eight years. It i6
believed that the ice-pack in the
Arctic regions is slowly melting, and
the water, of course, flows into the sea.
It is this fresh addition of Water that
is slowly lifting the sea-level. If the
glacial area should all melt the sea
would rise more than one hundred
and fifty feet, which would be quite
enough to completely engulf and
destroy every coastal city of major
importance throughout the world.

TWO HUNDRED POUNDS MAY
BECOME LESS THAN ONE

EIGHT is a figure that

measures a relation between
masses, and the further a mass is
from another the less it weighs. If
we should fire a two hundred pound
projectile toward the moon its weight
would decrease as it moved further
and further from the earth.

At a distance of four thousand miles
it would weigh bfit fifty pounds, and
at eight thousand but twenty-five.
With every mile it proceeded from

the earth it would weigh less, until at
a distance of sixty-four thousand
miles its weight would be reduced to
less than eight-tenths of a pound.

Of course, if it proceeded in a
straight line between the earth and
the moon it would reach a point at
which the gravitation pull of the
earth would be exactly neutralized by
that of the moon. As it proceeded the
gravity pull of the moon would exert
itself upon the projectile, and when at
last it fell upon the surface of this
much smaller body its weight would
be fixed by the relation between its
mass and the mass of the moon.

The mass of the moon is one hun-
dredth that of the earth, so the two

hundred pound projectile would
weigh, on the satellite, but two
pounds.

SUN KILLS RATTLESNAKES
AND GILA MONSTERS

HE accepted notion that snakes
and lizards delight to bask upon
a flat rock in the heat of the sun has
been definitely disproved. At certain

times of the year desert sands may
reach a temperature as high as one
hundred and fifty degrees, and a short
exposure on a surface as hot as this
will Kill the reptiles. In fact, if the
snake be suspended even five feet
above this surface the heat of the sun
will soon prove fatal.

YOU CAN'T MAP IT!

T is impossible to draw a map of

the Solar System to any scale. In
order to show the moons of Saturn,
the Earth and Mars and still take in
Pluto at a distance of 2,000,000,000
miles, the map would have to cover
an area of about 22,000 square miles!
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apart with a dazzling Bare of light

SATURNS
RINGMASTER

By RAYMOND Z. GALLUN

Author oj “Old Faithful,” “Derelictetc.

rOU'RE licked, Raff Ore-
Y thon. The new Esar repul-

sion shield will protect me
and my people; not the Titanian
colony. I could kill you now, but to
do so would be a waste of effort, since
you are already as good as dead.

Sometimes self-murder is justified,
my friend. If you and that ridiculous
Uranian mascot of yours resorted to
suicide, I am certain that you would
save yourselves much anguish of
mind. That is all. Korse Bradlow,
the Ringmaster, has other business.
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Goodby, trouble shooter! Farewell!”

Raff Orethon, strapped in the
wrecked cabin of his spaceboat, was
dimly aware of the words that clicked
faintly in the etherphopes of his oxy-
gen helmet. His faculties were still
numb from the crash. In them there
was room for scarcely more than one
thought—he had failed.

Foggily he saw Korse Bradlow
creep over the rusty surface of the
meteor against which the ruined
spaceboat was telescoped. He saw him
straighten up, holding the metal box
which contained the pilfered Esar
models tightly against the side of his
vacuum armor. He saw Bradlow jump
athletically clear of the great lump of
cosmic refuse, catch the door-rail of
his own gaudily gilded ship floating
free in the ether, open the valve, and
disappear into the interior.

A moment later the rockets of the
golden craft spat blasts of incandes-
cent'flame, and it hurtled away, clear
of the immeasurably frosty glory of
Saturn’s Rings. Its form dwindled
swiftly among the brittle stars.

“What are we going to do now,
Orethon?”

HE question, sounding now in

Raff's etherphones, was certainly
human enough as far as its arrange-
ment and meaning went; but the curi-
ous tinny rasp of it suggested the
tones of some cheap and ancient pho-
nograph. And to an uninformed ob-
server its point of origin might have
been puzzling at first. It came from
the tympanic voice-membrane of Huz-
za of Uranus.

Raff did not answer at once. He
was trying to straighten things out—
trying to remember just what had
happened.

The Esar models had been intend-
ed for delivery to the colony on the
Saturnian moon, Titan; and he had
set out from Mars to take them there.
But somehow, probably through the
agency of his efficient spy system,
Korse Bradlow, greatest rogue within
the orbit of Pluto, had learned of the
mission and had foreseen its purpose.
It was a gesture of the forces of law
against his piratical depredations.

When a full-sized Esar apparatus
had been constructed, its deadly en-
ergy shield would screen the domes
of the colony, rendering them forever
impervious to attack. But meanwhile
police craft could continue their as-
saults on Bradlow’s camp on Tethys
without fear of reprisal.

It was a dangerous situation for
him who, gifted with some touch of
poetic humor, had called himself the
Ringmaster. And he had acted
promptly. Approaching from the rear,
he had disabled Raff’s flier with a pro-
tonic blast, and had caused it to dive
into the Rings, where it had been
smashed against a meteor. The fact
that Orethon had survived the colli-
sion, was one of those strange tricks
of relativity.

The meteor, hurtling around Saturn
at a velocity of many miles per sec-
ond, had been going just a shade slow-
er than the uncontrolled ship, and in
the same direction. And so Raff and
his weird companion still lived. And
because they were harmless and half
stunned and the death by suffocation
which was in store for them appealed
to his sadistic nature, Bradlow had let
them live.

But he had taken the Esar mod-
els from them.

Young Orethon could grasp all the
details of the situation now.

Dazedly he looked down at the
large fibrotex pocket on the front of
his space suit. It bulged with abhor-
rent contents.

“What are we going to do, Ruzza?”
he questioned irritably. “Nothing but
admire the scenery, | guess—until our
oxygen gives out.”

Ruzza was a native of the buried
caves of Uranus. It was his bulk,
which would have weighed a scant
three pounds on Earth, that caused
Raff's pocket to bulge. Ruzza was a
grotesquely humorous demonstration
of the fact that all intelligent forms
of life need not be wrought in human
shape. His body was a ball of leath-
ery brown flesh, pronged with sensi-
tive prehensile feelers. Four of them,
longer and thicker than the others,
and covered by protecting sheaths of
transparent, celiopbanelike material,
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were thrust ludicrously out of the top
of the pocket. They wavered from
side to side with a restless motion.

At their tips, looking through the
clear texture of his odd space attire,
were bright, beady, intelligent eyes.
Ruzza was a scientist of note in his
own country. His association with
Orethon—a matter now of seven
Earth months—was an expression of
an adventurous yearning in the un-
named soul of the tiny creature. He
had paid in bars of priceless actinium
for the privilege of traveling around
with Orethon on his police duties;
and though the young Earthman had
often found Ruzza’s constant pres-
ence annoying, he had endured it be-
cause of the pay. Any enterprising
youth would have done so.

The Uranian gave his buzzing ver-
sion of a human laugh. “At least the
scenery is very nice, eh, friend?” he
questioned.

RETHON agreed with a sullen
O nod. It was Ruzza’s endless ef-
fort to be friendly that irritated him
most. But he could not disagree with
the little fellow now.

The spectacle around them was the
most grandly beautiful in the solar
system, and perhaps in the entire uni-
verse. The large meteor on which
they were marooned was one of myri-
ads that were in sight. Their range
in size was tremendous; some were as
massive as small mountains, while an
immeasurable host of others were as
fine as grains of dust. Glowing sil-
very with the reflected rays of the
distant sun, they formed a tremendous
arching pathway, the width of several
Earths.

Close at hand, the path was murky,
like a haze; but distance sharpened
its outlines until it became a great
ribbon curving around the cloud-
wrapped bulk of Saturn. Each cos-
mic lump and particle that composed
it was a minute moon of the monster
planet.

Beyond the filmy texture of the
Rings, the greater satellites glowed
sullenly—Mimas, Rhea, Titan, Te-
thys—Tethys, home of Bradlow’s
band. Beyond the moon were the

stars, eerily bright against the frigid
blackness of infinity.

Under other circumstances Raff
Orethon might have found the view
even more interesting. But now the
harsh grandeur of it only served to
emphasize the helplessness of his po-
sition. His spaceboat was wrecked
beyond any possibility of repair; a
glance through the shattered observa-
tion window at its crumpled prow,
gleaming in the contrasting lights of
many spheres, was enough to tell him
that.

And it was not only his life and the
Uranian’s that would be lost; many
Titan colonists would perish, and
many others would be reduced to a
state of slavery. Korse Bradlow would
have his way now.

“What will the Ringmaster do, now
that he has the repulsion shield?”
Ruzza demanded suddenly.

Raff shrugged, annoyed by what
seemed to him a childish question.

“You heard his little speech of de-
parture,” he said. “Isn’t that enough?
Among the renegade Terrestrials and
Martians in his outfit, there are plenty
of skilled mechanics. He’ll build a
big Esar apparatus to protect his
headquarters on Tethys, of course.
And he can make another apparatus
to screen his fleet. From behind the
screen he can blast our orderly colony
on Titan out of existence if it doesn’t
submit. But it will—eventually. He’'ll
rule the whole system of Saturn! So
far from their home bases, no Earthly
or Martian fleet would dare oppose
him. And his depredations against
commerce will doubtless continue.”

“Zaah, Raff Orethon!” Ruzza
buzzed. “It must not happen!”

The Earthman felt exasperation ris-
ing within him.

“I'm with you that way, Ruzza,” he
said. “It must not happen. But I'm
afraid it will in spite of anything we
can do to prevent it. We're stranded
here until doomsday. We can't even
save our own necks. Our etherphones,
even at maximum power, couldn’t
send a warning all the way to Titan,
even if such a warning would do any
good. Our ship can't be repaired, and
if it could be, we'd still find it impos-
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sible to get far. This is Bradlow'’s ter-
ritory; his patrols are never far out
of sight. A damaged flier could never
escape.”

“Supposing some small trick of in-
visibility were used?” Ruzza queried.

“It would be nice,” Raff replied
with bitter sarcasm. “It would be
easy for us to go right to work and
invent an invisibility machine—some-
thing which has never been effective-
ly accomplished on any of the known
planets.”

Ruzza's prongs bristled within the
pocket that held him.

“You do not understand what |
mean, Raff Orethon!” he shrilled. “It

is simpler than that! Wait! Put me
down!”
Obediently the Earthman hoisted

Ruzza from his odd refuge, and low-
ered him to the floor of the cabin. The
Uranian, clad in his transparent space
garrpent, drew himself with his feel-
ers through the opening left when
the craft’'s door had bulged from its
hinges. Raff looked into the periscope
to watch him in his swift scrambling
progress astern. Presently Ruzza dis-
appeared into a rent in the crumpled
jumble of the spaceboat’s tail assem-
bly.

HERE was a long silence, during

which Orethon remained in the
cabin, tentatively fussing with the
machine-gun with which the craft
was equipped. The weapon’s long
barrel was badly twisted at the
muzzle. But it would be possible to
saw off the ruined part, thus making
the gun practically as good as new.
The complicated sighting mechanism
seemed undamaged. But at these
thoughts Raff’'s lips curled cynically.
What was the use? He and Ruzza
were hopelessly trapped and impo-
tent.

Then the Uranian’s voice buzzed
and shrilled again in Orethon’s hel-
met phones: “One rocket tube is in-
tact, and another is not beyond re-
pair,” Ruzza announced.

“S0?” Raff questioned. “What about
it? All the new rockets on Earth and
Mars wouldn’t put this pile of junk
into flying trim again If

“Wait, Raff Orethon,” Ruzza an-
swered. “l have the beginning of a
plan. 1 will explain. But we must

be careful. The power of our ether-
phones must be cut down to minimum
so that no one will hear.”

Raff was mildly curious.

“Mine’s at minimum, of course,” he
said. “Shoot!”

He listened while the Uranian out-
lined his sketchily conceived scheme
in low, buzzing tones. His hard young
face, illumined by the contrasting
lights of Saturn’s system, underwent
many swift changes. First it showed
the chagrin of doubt, then dawning
wonder, then hope. Finally all his
natural enthusiasm and resourceful-
ness, which had seemed to be drained
out of him, returned.

Once more he was his old, ener-
getic, forceful self.

“It’'s worth a try, Ruzza,” he said
grimly. “Maybe it won’'t work, but
we can’'t help that.”

For a minute he sat chewing his lip
and tried to clear up in his mind the
hazier phases of the plan.

“We'll have to get rid of what's left
of the ship,” he mused. “But that
should be easy. AIll we have to do is
shove it off into space. And we’ll have
to plot our course carefully, because
we won't have the use of the usual
well-balanced guiding machinery.
There’'ll be the danger of colliding
with meteors, of course; but that's a
risk we'll have to take. Some of Brad-
low’s men will get us in the end. Or
— or maybe—not—3

Raff's brows knitted as he sought
to concentrate. His gaze fell on the
tiny atomic projectiles in the belts of
the machine-gun. Each projectile was
filled with an explosive of tremendous
violence; and each was fitted with a
time fuse that could delay explosion
a full minute from the instant of per-
cussion.

Suddenly he was very grateful for
the possibilities of those fuses. The
delay they offered might spell the dif-
ference between life and death for his
small, startling companion, and for
himself.

“Come on, Ruzza!” he said at last.
“We've got a lot to do, but it won't
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take long if we will only hurry!”

He unstrapped himself and kicked
the ruined door of the flier out of his
way. He had tools in his kit—blast-
welders, chisels, wrenches. Gingerly
he clambered forth onto the pitted
surface of the meteor. Its gravity was
almost nothing, and a too abrupt
movement might have set him adrift
in spite of his magnetized boots which
attracted the nickel-iron alloy under
him.

Like a tumbleweed Ruzza bowled
toward him to help. Saturn and its
moons looked on, as if fascinated by
the strange machinations of living
creatures.

KILFULLY Korse Brad1low

guided his gilded space flier to-
ward Tethys. A cruel smirk of
triumph curved his thin lips. He was
pleased, and he was off guard. He
was within his own section of space.
There was but one danger that he
knew about, and it was not a great
one. Meteors were plentiful here, so
close to Saturn’s Rings. Because of
them, and because there was no rea-
son to hurry, he pursued his course
at leisure.

His thoughts were pleasant. The
exquisite bit of piracy he had just ac-
complished would be accepted by the
horde he commanded as sure evidence
of his right to rule. That was why he
had undertaken the theft of the Esar
models single-handed. His follow-
ing, gleaned from the criminal ranks
of a solar system, was a fickle crowd

at best. To remain its leader, a man
must constantly demonstrate his
prowess.

And Korse Bradlow knew that he
was the only man fit to command. He
had made Bradlow’s Circus; he had
made himself its Ringmaster. With-
out him, petty and bloody differences
would soon cause it to break up, its
various factions falling easy prey to
the police patrols.

But his position was doubly assured
now. In his mind’s eye he could pic-
ture pleasant things that soon would
happen. He could see ships, protect-
ed by the blue fire of the repulsion
shield, hurtling down upon Titan,

smashing the domes of its colony and
whipping its people into submission.
Titan would yield before other Esar
models could be sent to the harassed
inhabitants. Korse Bradlow was hap-
py, steeped in his rambling dreams—
dreams which seemed as certain to be
realized as tomorrow’s dawn and dusk,
on Earth.

He did not glance into his rear-
vision periscope. But had he done so
at the proper moment, he might have
seen a slender sword of incandescent
flame limned against Saturn’s tremen-
dous bulk.

It might have been the fiery wake
of any ordinary space-craft, building
up speed. The rockets of vessels that
navigate the ether are not continuous-
ly active during flight. They flame
only when a change in velocity or di-
rection is necessary; otherwise, in the
frictionless void, no application of
power is required. A ship can coast
on at undiminished speed for an in-
definite if not infinite distance.

Presently the nearing trail of in-
candescence died out. Bradlow had
not seen it; and if he had, he would
have thought only that one of his
henchmen was on a scouting tour
somewhere astern.

And then a little red light gleamed
on his instrument panel. Someone
was calling him by etherphone.

Switches moved in bis grasp.

“The Ringmaster speaking,” he
drawled into the microphone inside
his oxygen helmet. His voice was lazy
and bored.

“You were a fool to let Ruzza and
me live, Bradlow,” came the words.

Though the Ringmaster recognized
the speaker at once, he was not
alarmed.

“So, Orethon?” he questioned.

“Yes, Bradlow,” was the calm reply.
“We have tricks up our sleeves other
than the Esar shield. You did not
know that we were carrying another
invention to Titan—one which will
render a space ship invisible. It is in
operation now, my friend. You will
notice, too, if you take observations
with your direction finder, that the
waves which bring this message to
you come from a point of origin
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which you will consider impossible.
We have changed position, Bradlow.
We are no longer in the Rings. We
are clear of them, and we are coming

toward you with intent to kill. How
it is that we have moved, | leave you
to guess.”

The Ringmaster’'s laugh was low

and scornful.

“l admire your nerve, Orethon,” he
said. “Probably I'd try a bluff, too,
if 1 were one of the living dead, as
you are.”

EVERTHELESS Bradlow

turned his attention to a rec-
tangular coil of wire, mounted on a
universal joint. He pointed its axis
in the direction of the place where
Orethon and Ruzza should be, allow-
ing for the steady rotation of the sub-
stance of the Rings. Then he watched
the bobbing needle of a sensitive gal-
vanometer. Its reading did not bal-
ance as it should with the strength of
the incoming carrier waves, which,
though Orethon was not speaking at
the moment, were still being broad-

cast. Bradlow moved the coil experi-
mentally, seeking the point of bal-
ance. And at last he found it, high

up, clear of the Rings as Orethon had
said!

A frown of worried puzzlement
creased the Ringmaster’'s brow. What
the young patrol pilot had said was
obviously true in part at least. But
that all of it could be true was of
course impossible. And yet, who
could be sure? For a moment Korse
Bradlow felt a twinge of dread. Then,
before him, against the star curtain of
space, he saw the slender forms of
seven fliers. Some of his followers
were coming to meet him. Their pres-
ence served to banish the faint uncer-
tainty which had touched his iron
nerves.

Orethon’s voice was speaking again
in his helmet phones. “I believe that
by now you have found that what I
have told you is not entirely a bluff,
Bradlow,” it stated coolly. “I seem
pretty sure of myself, don't I1? Prob-
ably you've got a young space navy
within call. You’'d better yell for
help, Bradlow.”

The Ringmaster betrayed none of
the fury the insult aroused in him.

“You want a show, do you, Ore-
thon?” he questioned mildly. “Well,
it'll be just a workout for the boys.
Your wish shall be granted, trouble
shooter!”

He changed the adjustment of his
etherphone, and gave a sharp whistle
into the mike. This was his signal
for attention. A moment later he
heard words of enthusiastic response
coming from his henchmen:

“Arka reporting, Sire . . .
reporting ... Leilson reporting . ..

Loyal Earthmen and Martians were
answering the call of the Ringmaster.

“Fan formation!” Bradlow ordered

Ledrak

”

sharply. “Watch for damaged flier of
XL type. Blast out of existence at
sight!”

He followed the command with a
string of numbers which, in the terms
of space navigation, indicated the po-

sition of Raff Orethon and Ruzza as
nearly as he had been able to deter-
mine it with the direction finder.

The golden ship of the Ringmaster
executed a quick hairpin turn, its
rockets flaming. The seven other fli-
ers followed like an angry horde.
Sharp eyes were directed keenly
ahead.

Minutes passed. The damaged craft
bearing Orethon and Ruzza should be
in sight now, but it was not. There
was nothing near except a few drift-
ing meteors, shadow-blotched in the
contrasting lights of the sun and of
Saturn and her moons and Rings. And
meteors were too common here to at-
tract more than momentary attention.

Bradlow was becoming nervous.
Could there be any truth in what the
insolent patrol pilot had said about
an invisibility apparatus? He had
scarcely given any credence to that
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part of what Orethon had said before;
but now he did not quite know what
to believe.

E heard nothing as tiny explo-
H sive projectiles drilled through
the outer shell of his golden flier, for
the vacuum compartments between its
inner and external walls deadened ail
sounds which might have come from
such a source.

Some moments went by as the time
fuses of the projectiles burned. Then
Bradlow saw one of the ships of his
following burst apart with a dazzling
flare of light. For an instant he felt a
panic such as he had never before ex-
perienced. The atomic explosion
which ripped his own craft asunder
was too sudden and violent for disin-
tegrating human senses to record.

By then the meteors had passed far
astern. One of them was not quite
what it seemed. Its Saturnward end
had been hollowed out, so that a tiny
cave was formed there. At the mouth
of the cave a pair of rocket tubes had
been welded firmly to the meteoric al-
loy, their muzzles carefully counter-
sunk to minimize the possibility of
their being seen. Through the open-
ing above the tubes, the shortened
barrel of a machine-gun projected.

Behind the weapon crouched a man,
and beside him in the tiny cave they
had carved out with blast-welders,
was the grotesque shape of a Uranian.

Looking back through the mouth
of their refuge, they saw several swift
flashes of flame.

“Five, Raff Orethon!” Ruzza
shrilled. “Four and the Ringmaster!
We made sure of him and his gilded
ship. He is dead, and the Esar mod-
els are destroyed. Bradlow’s Circus
will break up now, without his leader-

ship. Titan won't even need the re-
pulsion shield! Nice stunt—my ‘in-
visibility’ trick—wasn't it? Our

rocket tubes practically turned this
old meteor into a space-ship. And if
you hadn’'t thought of using those
time fuses on the atomic projectiles

our friends probably would have spot-
ted us and have burned us out of
space. The first exploding ship would
have put them wise. But we had those
five as good as smashed before their
pilots knew it. And the three that re-
main will never find us. The men at
the controls will never guess the
truth, simple as it is.”

In response to this long speech,
Raff only nodded laconically; but
when he looked at the tiny Uranian,
pronged and brown like an oversized
burdock bur of his own native coun-
tryside, and yet, by some surprising
whim of nature, humanly intelligent,
there was in his eyes a new awe and
respect for his weird companion. All
his petty resentments were gone; and
in their place was a feeling of real
friendship at last.

AFF glanced at his wrist watch,
R strapped over the fabric of his
space suit.

“Continuing on our present course,
we'll be within hailing distance of Ti-
tan with our etherphones within ten
hours,” he said. “We have enough
oxygen to last until they send some-
body out to pick us up. Meanwhile,
what’'ll we do?”

“Talk about Earth, sing about
Earth, and maybe sleep and dream
about Earth,” Ruzza replied. “We’ll
be going there soon, | think. The

Commissioners will give you a leave
with pay, I'm sure, for this Bradlow
business. I'll be glad, because | al-
ways wanted to collect terrestrial but-
terflies; and you’'ll be glad because
you'll see Miss Emily; and she’'ll be
glad because she’ll see you. Even all
around, eh?”

Raff grinned genially behind the
curve of his transparent oxygen hel-
met, and began to hum the tune of
some ludicrous song. RuZza joined
him with rasping buzzes.

But beyond the maw of their meteor
cave, the mad glory of Saturn’s sys-
tem was still visible, hemmed in by
the black void and the sardonic stars.
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A Complete
Novelette

ISLAND

OWELL BEST stood on an
I iron grille balcony in his labor-

atory, overlooking a giant
piece of machinery that looked as
though it might be the heart of a
great electrical plant. Dressed in a
white smock, wearing heavy leaded
goggles to protect his eyes from the
blinding glare, he studied a flash of
artificial lightning through a spectro-
scope, while the electric arc crackled
between two great silver knobs above
the machine and filled the air with
the pungency of ozone.

He snapped an order to one of the
assistants down at the switch panel
and the man jerked a copper knife-
switch just as Raymond Wilson, his
secretary, tapped him on the shoulder.
Wilson had crawled up on the iron
balcony and was at his elbow.

“Your broker on the phone,” he said.
“They report that government bonds
are going down. They've fallen ten

A Monarch of Chaos Releases the Hoodgates
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He placed it at
his shoulder and

B turned it toward
y the gold-making
LL N machine.

ECHOLS

Author of "Mas-
ter of Money,”
"Hell Diver,”

points since the market opened two
hours ago. Panic of some kind in the
air, though they don’'t know the cause.
Aren’'t sure, at least. Mr. Kuhn
thought you'd perhaps want to get
out of the market before your losses
were too much.”

Best took off his black glasses and
rubbed his eyes as he looked out the
window to adjust his vision. "Bonds
down ten points! Impossible.”

“Gold bonds, particularly,” the sec-
retary repeated. “It’s unaccount-
able!”

Lowell Best did not like to have
money matters interfere with his time
in the laboratory, and for that reason,
instead of managing his money, he
had turned it over to his broker to
invest in government bonds, and had
promptly forgotten it.

But this was indeed serious. It was
not that he cared for money, but he
needed it to carry on his work. A
tenth of the value of gold evaporating
in two hours of one morning was a
serious matter—to Wall Street, and

f Gold — and Devastation!
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to the whole world as well as to him-
self.

He thought it over while gazing out
the window. He said, “No! Tell
Kuhn I will not sell. It is fear that
makes these depressions. People run
like rabbits—and frighten each other

more—and the result is panic. |
won't join in the stampede. What's
this?”

The secretary followed Best's gaze
out the window of the laboratory to
the broad expanse of green lawn that
surrounded the estate.

“Gyro,” young Wilson answered.
“l wonder who—"

“It doesn’t matter who it is. | have
a dozen guards to keep people from
coming into my gates to pry around—
so they drop in out of the air. Tell
Murphy to see that the man gets that
mechanical grasshopper off my lawn
immediately and keeps it off.”

N airplane no larger than a coffin
Ai box, entirely without wings,
with revolving vanes overhead and an
idling propeller, drifted as lightly as
a feather to the ground and stopped
without rolling an inch.

A man got out of the tiny closed
cockpit and was crossing the lawn
before Murphy, the husky, red-haired
ex-marine who headed the guards that
patrolled Best's Long Island estate,
could reach him. Best stood at the
window and watched the two men.
Instead of going back to his machine,
the man followed Murphy, who
turned and headed toward the house.

“See why Murphy is letting that
man into the house,” Best said to
Wilson. “And tell him to go away.
| can’'t be disturbed.”

Wilson backed down the iron lad-
der and Best watched the men be-
low, and, despite his efforts, could not
get his mind on his work. There was
something dreadfully wrong some-
where. The stock market news
merely verified his own feelings. He
wondered how Claire was.

W ilson was gone five minutes when
he came back excitedly. “A man
from the Department of Justice,” he
informed Best. “And he’'ll see no-
body but you.”

In his study, Best found the Gov-
ernment man waiting for him. The
man was half a head shorter than the
scientist, almost youthful, but with
keen, intelligent eyes and alert move-
ments. He showed his identification
and introduced himself.

“I'm Dan Gregory.” he said. “I
was sent by the Department at the
specific instance of the Attorney Gen-
eral’s Office.”

Best offered the man a chair and a
cigar. He was not at all in an affable
mood, nor receptive to any sugges-
tions that would take time away from
his laboratory.

“What's the trouble? | must re-
mind you that I am not a scientific
detective—nor a detective of any
kind.”

“l understand that,” Gregory re-
sponded, not at all taken aback. “But
may | ask you a question? Suppose,
that, say, tomorrow, this country
found all its money worthless. What
would be the effect?”

“1 hadn’'t given such a question any
thought,” Best admitted. “But off-
hand my answer would be that a con-
dition somewhat like that during the
bank holiday would exist.”

“Not at all. Not at all,” Gregory
denied. “There was still credit then.
People knew that it was only a tem-
porary measure and that it would soon
be over and things would right them-
selves. But suppose that suddenly no
money was worth anything—nor ever
would be again—until an entirely new
monetary system was created. What
then?

“1'll give you my own answer. Panic
—murder—worse. Nobody’'s money
would be worth anything. Money
would not buy food because money
would be worthless. People wouldn’t
sell on credit because there would be
nothing of value to pay with. And
when people can’t buy food, they will
steal it—riot and murder to get it as
they always have done.

“They will sweep down streets and
attack food supplies in great mobs as
they did in the French Revolution
and in the bread riots in Germany
after the fall of the mark. People will
not work at their jobs because there;
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is nothing of value to pay them with.

“That means no lights, no trans-
portation, no running water. Fires
will destroy cities. Hospitals will be
unable to operate. Plagues will wipe
out whole cities, whole nations—

Best leaned forward, gripping the
arms of his chair. “Just what are you
getting at?” he demanded. “What is
this picture you're painting—and
why?”

REGORY got to his feet, paced
G in excitement, his face white.
“It is precisely the picture of what is
going to happen to this country—to
you and to me and to everybody in
it—at any moment now!”

“What?”

“It is almost upon us—there are
rumblings in Wall Street right now.
In days—hours, perhaps—those rum-
blings will increase to a thunder that
will, devastate the world, that will
sweep away the progress of all the
thousands of years of mankind! And
that is the simple truth.”

Wi ilson, sitting to the left of Best,
said, “Mr. Kuhn, your broker, told me
over the phone that Government
bonds—"

Best jumped to his feet. “What is
it, Gregory? What do you mean is
happening? What is the cause of this
threat? What's the matter with Amer-
ican money?”

Gregory answered: “Gold! All
money and bonds are of value only
because of gold, all business is done
because of the value of it. All negoti-
able paper, all credit, is good only in
its relation to gold. When gold be-
comes worthless everything which
represents a claim against it, even in-
directly, also becomes worthless.”

“That is true, of course,” Best ad-
mitted impatiently. “And | agree that
all the things you have mentioned
might happen if gold were suddenly
to lose its value. But, man, gold can’t
lose its value, because that is based on
the law of supply and demand. There
is only so much gold, and therefore it
is precious—is

“That was the case,” Gregory came
back quickly. “But it is no longer the
case! Somebody is making pure goldV’
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“Making it?” the other echoed.

“Right! And in such quantities that
it's only a matter of a short time until
it will be as cheap as iron ore. That's
the whole trouble. It's threatening to
destroy the world. We’'re asking you
to help us find who is doing it—and
help us stop him—before he destroys
civilization.”

Best leaned over the desk before
him, his head in his hands. “Making
gold!” he repeated, more to himself
than to anybody else. Then, with sud-
den decision, he said, “You're right.
It would be a world catastrophe. |1

will do what | can—"
A strange, sepulchral voice inter-
rupted him, coming, it seemed, out

of the very air of the room. It floated
all about the occupants, held them
paralyzed, yet came from nowhere in

particular.
“There is nothing you can do,
Lowell Best. You are too late. This

is one time in your life when yours
is not to lead—but to follow. What
the man has told you is true—but it
is only half true. There is worse to
come. This is Doctor X speaking.
You will hear of me often in the days
to come.”
The voice died in a hollow laugh.

CHAPTER |1
Weapons

HEN that strange voice had
W subsided, young Gregory was
already on his feet, a gun in his hand.
His eyes darted around the room sus-
piciously, and then settled on Best.

“Where did that come from?” he
demanded.

Best got up and opened a mahogany
cabinet. “1 haven’'t the least idea
where it originated, but it came from
the loudspeaker of this ultra-short
wave receiving set. It's a two-way in-
strument. Porhaps | can find out.”

He turned a dial and then lifted a
hand njike that was built like one of
the modern French telephones, hav-
ing both a transmitter and receiver
built into the one handpiece. He
pressed a button, then waited with the
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instrument to his ear. While he waited
he explained:

“1 usually keep this tuned in on my
friend Doctor Dupree, who has a
laboratory on Rock Island, off the
coast of Georgia. He and | often—"
He turned his attention to the phone.
“Hello, Claire?”

He listened a moment to a conver-
sation that Gregory did not hear, but
there came a sudden scream through
the transmitter, so loud that both
Gregory and Wilson heard it.

Then there was silence.

Best shouted, “Claire—C laire!
What's wrong? Why did you
scream?” He looked about at the two
men in the room, and there were deep
lines of anxiety in his face.

No answer came to him and he re-
peated his call time after time. There
was nothing but silence on the instru-
ment, and finally, his face wet with
perspiration, he dropped it onto the
hook and turned to the men.

“There’s something wrong on Rock
Island,” he said heavily. “Miss Du-
pree was telling me that she hadn't
seen her father for a week, but that
he often locked himself in his labo-
ratory for that long. However, she
had important business with him and
when she tried to contact him she
discovered, for the first time, that he
hadn’'t been there for a week. It was
at that point that she screamed—it
was as though she were being choked
off—and after that the instrument
was silent. I'm going down there right
now and find out.”

Gregory put a sympathetic hand on
Best's arm, trying to calm him. *“I
understand,” he said sympathetically,
“but you are forgetting this other
business—"

“To hell with the other business,”
Best snapped. “You don’t understand.
Miss Dupree is my fiancee. | don’t
care what happens to the rest of the
world. She comes first with me.”

“But,” Gregory insjsted, “there is
another point of view that you should
consider. Your personal grief and
worry will be great, of course, but, on
the other hand, you have a far greater
duty to civilization as a whole. I am
sure that she would agree with me

that it is the duty of any individual to
sacrifice his personal feelings—even
himself and those dear to him—for
the greater good of mankind.”

Best paced the floor like a caged
lion, pounding the palm of one hand
with the fist of the other. Deep lines
of struggle within him marked his
face. Suddenly he stopped in front of
Gregory.

“Damn it,” he said jerkily, “that’s
just the point of it. You're right.”

Then suddenly he looked sharply at
the officer. “Listen, man,” he said
tensely, “why didn't | think of this
before? Here's something. That ultra-
short wave radio is set on a secret
wave length running up into the
frequency of thirty-five thousand
kilocycles. No one in the world would
have accidentally stumbled upon the
correct tuning to get me. He would
have to know the frequency on which
my set is locked. That means only,one
thing, that this Doctor X's voice could
have come from only one sending set
—Doctor Dupree’s.”

REGORY looked at Best with
G startled attention. “1 don’'t know
the technical side of it,” he answered
quickly. “You mean, then, that the
man who is in on this gold scheme is
with your friend on his island?”

“Either has Dupree prisoner—or
has killed him. Here's a theory we
might consider. In confidence, of
course. It is only known to Doctor
Dupree and myself. The doctor has
been working on experiments to prove
that all matter in the last analysis is
simply a form of electrical energy.

“Now suppose someone finds that
out, someone who is himself a
scientist. This might be his reason-
ing: If matter can be broken down into
pure energy, then it is reasonable to
suppose the reverse to be true and
that pure energy can be built back up
into matter. In that case, energy
would have to be converted into some
certain kind of matter, some element.
If you could construct an element
out of energy, then you could control
the nature of that element. Gold is an
element. It follows then that were
Doctor Dupree’'s experiments carried
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out to their logical conclusion you
could make pure gold out of nothing.

“Now, suppose some crooked scien-
tist managed some way to get control
of Dupree’'s work—you can see what
the outcome would be. We know
there’'s trouble on Rock Island, so
that might be a possible answer. At
any rate, the least we can do is to go
there and find out.”

“Then,” Gregory speculated, “it
looks as though the danger to Miss
Dupree and the gold menace might be
one and the same problem for us.”

“Right you are,” Best said with a
sudden burst of energy. "W e're going
down there right now.”

“Good,” Gregory returned. “That
gyro of mine will hold two, and make
two hundred and fifty miles an hour.”

“We don’'t wait for any such slow
transportation as that,” Best snapped.
“We're in a hurry!”

Ha led Gregory into an adjoining
room filled with curious instruments
of glass and chrome steel and black
bakelite, a storeroom resembling the
factory of the makers of laboratory
apparatus. He turned to Wilson as he
crossed the threshold and gave him an
order.

“While we arm ourselves,” he said,
"get the rocket ready; set the firing
angle and check the fuel. And be sure
to double-check your trajectory
against the latest wind-velocity read-
ing and barometric pressure. We can't
afford to miss our objective an inch.
Come on, Gregory.”

In the storage room, lined with
white enamel and lighted indirectly,
Best went to a shelf that resembled a
gun rack. There were lined up on the
shelf half a dozen instruments that
Gregory looked at with curiosity.

Each of the instruments resembled
the stock and chambers of a sub-
machine gun. But projecting from the

cylindrical chamber which in a
Thompson gun would have repre-
sented the cartridge case, and on

this instrument was converted into a
complicated series of electrical fix-
tures and a coil suggestive of an
armature, there pointed a cylindrical
glass tube eighteen inches in length
and two inches in diameter, At the
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muzzle end of the hollow glass there
was a silver, knoblike electrode.

EST handed one of these queer

guns to Gregory, along with a
leather packet that clipped onto the
belt like a cartridge case. There were
tiny, silk-covered wires with nickel
plugs hanging loosely like telephone
switch-plugs from the box, another of
which Best clipped to his own belt.

“And what are these for?” Gregory
asked, bewildered, and examining the
gueer weapon by putting the stock to
his shoulder and taking aim.

“ That's a disintegrator gun,” Best
said, leading the way out of the room.
“1 haven’'t time to explain the details
now, but it is a variation of the
Coolidge tube. It works just like any
other gun, as far as trigger and sight-
ing action are concerned. It works
whenever you push the plugs of those
free wires into the generator box at
your belt and pull the trigger. Be
careful of it.”

“Disintegrator? It looks like a dis-
infecting squirt-gun — something we
were going to kill potato bugs with.”

“Not potato bugs,” Best answered

grimly. “Gold bugs.”
CHAPTER 111
The Stronghold
£ ? OME this way,” Best said,

leading Gregory through the
lab and out the back door.

“What's this?” Gregory asked. “A
coast-defense gun?”

He was staring at a platform of
concrete, on which was mounted
something that looked like one of the
big cannon used in forts, except that
the chromium-plated barrel was more
than four feet in diameter and very
short in proportion to its length. It
was mounted on a revolving turret,
and had the machinery to control its
elevation and direction, all registering
on dials on a panel on the side of the

instrument. Wilson was working a
mathematical calculator when they
arrived.

Gregory commented, “lI saw a man
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shot out of one of those things in a
circus once. Do we land in a net?”

“We just use that to get direction,”
Best explained. “We get into a rocket
that is self-propelled, once it gets into

the air. It is fueled with liquid
oxygen and a firing device. You'll
hardly know you were in it.”

“l hope not,” Gregory said. “I'm

young—and have my whole career be-
fore me,” he laughed,

“I1t will still be before you,” Best
assured him, glad to see that the
young man faced his new experience
with a sense of humor and without
dread. Best's admiration for the
youth jumped several degrees.
“Rockets will be common modes of
travel in a few years. They're perfect-
ing the delivery of mail with them
now.”

Beside the rocket projector stood
the rocket car, like a great chrome-
plated shell with the bullet end
pointed and made of some transparent
substance like the windshield of air-
planes. There was a door flush in the
side, large enough to accommodate a
man entering.

“In you go,” Best said, hurriedly.
“Ready, Wilson?”

“Right, sir.”

There was sufficient space inside
the shell for Best and Gregory and
their weapons. They stood on a spring
floor while Wilson manipulated the
shell into the cannon by means of
electric carriages, as in the case of the
ammunition for large cannon. The
tops of their heads were close to the
nose of the shell, and they could see
out through the clear composition of
which the nose was built. Best gave a
signal.

Even inside the shell the hissing
noise could be heard as the propulsion
fluid was ignited. The sh-sh-s,h grew

louder in a gradual crescendo, like
that of a giant skyrocket.

“Say, we're in the air,” Gregory
stammered. “Great guns—”

“You named it exactly. They are
great guns. We’'ll be there in less

than a minute.”

Looking down out of the nose of
the rocket they could see the earth’s
horizon receding as they sped upward

in a high trajectory. Farms became,
mere checkerboard squares of dif-
ferent color, rivers became narrow
silver or grey ribbons winding across
the checkerboard. To their left and
far below was a broad and slick ex-
panse of turquoise blue, dotted here
and there with vessels the size of
corks.

They had hardly had time to look
around when, before them and below,
a tiny speck in the blue began to loom
larger and larger, like a passenger
engine approaching a news reel
camera at terrific speed.

There was only time for one glimpse
of the island when they were swal-
lowed up by it, and bathed in dark-
ness and in silence.

“Alcatraz!”

“Yes,” Best answered. “Doctor Du-
pree’s island is similar in appearance,
and just as impregnable by ordinary
means of entrance. He wanted isola-
tion.”

HE projectile had entered a hole,
Tan artificially constructed target
for the rocket, and plunged downward
as the hole narrowed. As it sank and
the hole became narrower, the force
of the air that it compressed slowed it
up. The hole ran downward under the
sea, then curved upward, then dropped
back sharply like the barb of a fish-
hook. Thus the rocket followed its
artificial path, slowing down under the
pressure of the air it compressed, then
came to rest, nose upward, just as an
elevator with the cable broken might
drop down its chute and land easily,
due to the air forming a cushion for
it.

Best opened the door and stepped
out, followed by Gregory. They were
in utter darkness. Best turned and
placed a cautionary hand on Gregory’s
arm.

“Hook up your weapon, but don’t
use it until you see me fire first. |
know all Doctor Dupree’s household,
and we don’'t want to Kill any of them.
Stay beside me.”

Together they crept through a long,
dark tunnel until Best bumped into a
door. He groped through the darkness
until his hand found the latch. Before
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moving it, he held his ear to the door.

There was a low humming on the
other side of the door, and underfoot
he heard a strange thumping noise
that he had never heard on any of his
previous trips to the doctor’'s labora-
tory.

“The lab is on the other side of this
door,” Best whispered to Gregory.
“And somebody is working in it.
Have your gun ready and we’'ll break
in. But be very careful—don’t use the
weapon until after | use mine.
Ready?”

“Righto,” Gregory answered tense-
ly. “Let's get going.”

Just as Best turned the knob of the
door with a silent motion the hum of
the machinery in the laboratory died
down to silence.

Best cursed under his breath. “They
must have heard us,” he snapped over
his shoulder. “Rush them.”

He kicked the door wide and, with
Gregory beside him, stood on the
threshold of the laboratory.

It was empty of human beings.
Dark, except a flame which burned
with a still, eerie light under a glass
retort shaped like a cannon ball. Out
of the glass neck of the retort there
came a pungent odor of steaming
chemicals as the fluid bubbled within.

“They heard us and ducked, all
right,” Gregory commented.

The sepulchral voice of Doctor X
came to them, filling the laboratory
with a hollow and uncanny reverbera-
tion.

“We heard you, and you are wel-
come on this island,” came the ironic
words. “You will dispense with your
weapons so that you may be greeted
as visitors should.”

Best jerked his weapon to his shoul-
der and whirled around, looking for
the source of the voice. In his mind he
knew that the owner of it was safely
ensconced out of harm’s way, but it
was a reflex action that came to him
naturally.

Gregory became a thing of fury.
His own weapon was gripped at his
hip by the butt and the hand grip. He
crept forward with eyes sqtiinted,
peering through the gloom. The trig-
ger finger of his right hand squeezed
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the trigger. He jerked very hard.

The gun remained silent—but a
strange thing happened. There
sounded in the still laboratory the
shatter of glass, the puffing strange
sound of smoke suddenly billowing
out.

In the direction in which the silent
gun pointed, following the sweeping
motion from side to side as Gregory
weaved forward, always in front of
the gun’s muzzle, there came smoke,
the crash of glass, the hiss of steam,
from the work benches that lined the
wall.

The silent, deadly disintegrator
was doing its work. Glass retorts full
of chemicals exploded into a balloon
of pungent steam, shattered glass, and
then existed no more—Ileft the work
benches mere shadowy skeletons of
what had stood there a second before.

Best saw the damage and shouted to
Gregory: “Hold it. Take your kand
off the grip of the weapon!”

The arc of the weapon touched the
retort with the blue flame under it.

HERE came a shattering explo-
Tsion that rocked the building.
Heavy, black, rolling smoke rolled in
great billows toward the two men,
then melted as fast as it had appeared.
There was a great gaping hole in the
wall of the laboratory, and standing
in the inside gloom they could see the
bright blue of the ocean around them.

“That will be enough,” came the
weird voice that again filled the
laboratory. “You are not very polite

guests. Stop where you are and drop
those weapons. No—Ilay them down
carefully. I want to know more
about them.”

“1f such a fiend ever got his hands
on these things—"” Gregory exclaimed.

He lifted his weapon high over his
head to crash it to bits on the con-
crete floor.

Then he froze like a cast-iron statue,
the hands over his head still gripping
the gun.

Best turned and tried to follow suit,
Gregory had seen the danger, and he
was right. Best attempted to throw
his weapon at his feet. He couldn't
do it! He, too, was as paralyzed, as
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still as though he had gazed upon the
face of Medusa with the snaky locks.

A curse formed on his lips, he
would have sworn aloud—but the lips
would not move. They were in com-
plete paralysis.

Not fright, but utter amazement
seized Best, a feeling of utter help-
lessness so unreal that he could not
believe it; his mind absolutely refused
to accept it. His muscles strained and
twisted, but for all the outer evidence
of his efforts he might have been try-
ing to get out of ablock of solid con-
crete moulded to his very form.

Something inside Best told him
that he was only making matters
worse, that his only chance lay in
getting control of himself and letting
events take their course. He got a
grip on his mind.

And then it came to him suddenly
that he was completely in the power
of the mysterious and unseen Doctor
X. He knew now why he couldn't
move.

And he would never move until the
doctor was ready to release him.

There was a long period of silence
in which Best and Gregory stood held
in the grip of the invisible force that
imprisoned them, their bodies racked
by mere torture of being unable to
move.

It was an exquisite form of torture,
more terrible than any that might be
inflicted by machines or other in-
genious devices. And Doctor X was
giving them plenty of time to realize
their helplessness.

After what seemed ages the voice
of the doctor again filled the room.
“You should now be convinced that |
am not to be taken lightly. And that
it would be better for you to obey the
commands that | give you than for
you to try to fight me. | am going to
give you a chance now.

“You are being held fast by a field
of electrical force that paralyzes
your muscles. As long as you are in
that field you will be helpless, and |
can throw such a field about you at
any time and at any place | wish.
Best, you will probably recognize this
as the Steinach field. You probably
saw the experiments at Schenectady.

I tell you this to convince you of the
futility of your trying to do anything
about it—even with your disintegrat-
ing guns—which I want, incidentally.

“And now,” the voice continued, “I
am going to reduce the field while
one of my men relieves you of the
weapons. But be sure the slightest
move on your part will cause the re-
turn of the field. It is impossible for
you to do anything except give up
your weapons. And, | might add,
Best, that | have Miss Dupree at my
disposal, and if you insist on being
obstinate she will suffer for your fool-
ishness. Think of her. Take their
guns, Karlov.”

Best felt his muscles relax as the
field of electricity was reduced around
him. His first impulse was to whirl on
the man whose footsteps he heard be-
hind him, and disintegrate him with
the weapon. But he held himself back,
not on his own account, but on ac-
count of the girl. She was in the mad
monster’'s power, and he shuddered to
think what would happen to her if he
were dead. Alive, he had at least a
chance to continue matching wits
with the man.

E gave Gregory a signal, and

they handed their weapons to
a gigantic fellow with unruly black
hair who had come out of the door and
stood behind them, reaching out his
arms to take the weapons. When the
man retreated with the guns and left
them helpless, Best's heart sank. Now
they, along with Claire and her miss-
ing father, were also at the disposal
of this madman, who called himself
Doctor X.

He looked at young Gregory, whom
he had brought into this death trap,
and he felt sorry for the youth who
had followed, not on account of loved
ones, but purely from a sense of duty.
He had bravely risked himself in a
world which was more than strange to
him, a world of an almost unbeliev-
able science where men fought with
strange weapons; he had marched into
that with a joke on his lips and de-
termination in his heart. He was the
stuff that heroes—and martyrs—are
made of.
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Gregory must have suspected
what was going on in Best’'s mind. At
any rate, he looked around, and then
he smiled a crooked, but a very
pleasant and youthful smile.

“It's one of the breaks,” he said.
“You pay your money and take your
chances.”

“Shame about you,” Best admitted.

“What about yourself?” Gregory
demanded quickly. “You have more to
lose than | have. Thank God no girl
was crazy enough to love me while I
was in this game. It would only be
misery for her. Where do we go from
here, 1 wonder?”

“l don't even know whether we go
from here,” Best answered, returning
his smile. “But anyway, I'm glad to
have met you.” He was trying to make
light of it, and he offered his hand.

Gregory shook hands with him with
mock seriousness. “Same to you, Sir.
I'll be seeing you some time—1 hope.”

CHAPTER 1V
The Dungeon

OCK ISLAND was a place of
R mystery, with only one dock
where boats could be landed. The
house that Doctor Dupree had built
was constructed of solid stone— cut
out of the rock—Ileaving fast under-
ground crypts and subterranean
rooms, where he carried on his experi-
ments, and where Lowell Best had
been the only man ever permitted to
visit. And Best had not seen all there
was on this island, as he now learned.

Best was stripped to the waist,
standing in front of the strangest
machine it had ever been the privilege
of man to see, a work which had taken
Dupree a lifetime of research and
labor to build. It was his god, the
thing he worshiped, and the thing to
which he had dedicated his life.

Best had known about this work,
and had kept abreast of the experi-
ments. He had known when the
Joliots, the son-in-law and the daugh-
ter of Mme. Curie, of radium fame,
had first bombarded lithium atoms
with alpha particles and found that
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the resulting collision had produced
a boron atom and a neutron which
totaled a greater mass than the com-
bined original matter. They had, then,
definitely produced matter from pure
energy.

Following out these experiments,
Doctor Dupree had succeeded in pro-
ducing any element at will. The pro-
cess was most complicated, but he had
mastered it—and had kept it secret,
realizing his obligation not to upset
the equilibrium of the social world.
He was a far-sighted man.

And now Lowell Best stood in front
of the complicated laboratory mech-
anism, stripped to the waist and
sweating like a stevedore, far down
in the depths of the rocky base of the
island. In a room off to the left young
Gregory sweated and cursed over a
hot stream of yellow metal that was
guided into ingot-sized molds, each
no larger than a brick—but a brick of
pure gold.

Lowell Best, himself, was tending
that strange machine!

When he and Gregory had sub-
mitted themselves to being made
prisoners it was with the thought that
as live prisoners they would have
more chance to accomplish their ends
than had they rashly put up resistance
and been killed instantly.

They had been captured by a voice
—but now they were being guarded
by Karlov, the burly brute who had
relieved them of and now carried one
of the weapons they had brought with
them.

They were not alone in the cavern.
This guard stood over a dozen other
men who slaved over the moulds into
which the gold was bqing poured. He
was gigantic in size, with black hair
that fell tangled over shifty black
eyes gleaming with his desire to use
his new weapon on his prisoners.

Best was sweating over his machine
when the brute came up to him and
watched him work, leering at him.
“How do you aristocrats like doin’
real labor?” he sneered. “’'Tain’'t so
good, bein’ a nursemaid to a machine,
eh?”

Best wiped the sweat out of his eyes
with the back of his hand. “I have al-
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ways worked over machines,” he an-
swered. “I like them.”

“Bah!” the man snarled. “You rich
guys don’'t know what labor is—slav-
in” to make the rich richer and the
poor poorer. Well, it won't be much
longer—then you’ll work for vyour
grub like us workin' people—or else
you'll starve. The likes 0’ you has been

rulin’ the earth long enough. It's our
time now.”
“Yes?” Best answered, with an

element of doubt in his tone.

T was apparent that the man
wanted to boast, and Best en-
couraged him. “How are you going to
bring that about? People usually get
just what they’'re worth in this world.”
“So you think,” the man answered.
“But you'll see soon enough. Doctor
X has got it all figured out. You birds
make gold the most important thing
in the world. And now you are going
to make it the least important thing
in the world. You make gold—we
throw it away! We take it out and
drop it from airplanes in every town
in the country. Pile it up by the side
of the road—give it away to whoever
wants to pick it up. Soon it won't be
worth pickin’ up. Then where’ll you
be?”

“Where?” Best asked, knowing full
well the disastrous answer.

“The world's gone too far—and
power is in too few hands,” the an-
archist answered. “The rest of us are
slaves—now. But we won't be for
long. We're going to destroy the
machine age—destroy everything—
and start all over. Then everybody has
the same chance as the rest. There
won't be no bosses—no laws, no
nothin’.”

“| see,” Best answered with acasual-
ness he did not feel.

“We're real anarchists. There's a
hundred of us here with the doctor.
He’'s the biggest one of us all. When
we get through there won't be no law
at all—except what we make. Every-
body will be his own boss—"

“Who got up this idea—Doctor X?”

"Sure—he thought of the way to
work it. He was a great scientist—
but the world didn't give him no
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credit. Now he’ll be the boss of it—
make 'em eat out of his hand.”

“In case this scheme of yours
works,” Best said to the guard, “your
crowd will suffer just like the rest of
the world. You won't be able to get
food any more—"

The man laughed derisively.

“What do you think we been pre-
paring for?” he demanded, “This
island’s all been hollowed out, and
there’'s enough food and everything
else a man needs stored here to last
us a good ten or twenty years.”

The man extended the disintegrat-
ing gun that they had captured from
Best. “See this weapon you brought?”
he gloated. “Well, the doctor and a
crew tore one of them up and seen
how it was made, and now they are
making more just like it. The hundred
of us armed with them things can
control the whole world—we'll be the
bosses. We got poison gas so strong
that a whiff of it will wipe out an
army. We got things nobody ever
dreamed of.”

Best felt his heart sink as he
realized that the man was painting a
picture that was, if anything, less
awful than what would really happen
if their plans worked out. Even now,
he knew, the first breath of the holo-
caust was sweeping the world. Some-
thing had to be done before that in-
sane mob went out into the world with
those deadly weapons.

“What you say might be true,” Best
said with casual unconcern, “but it
won't work out. This gold-making ma-
chine’s already wearing out. That gear
inside there is cracked now from the
heat. In half an hour it will fly apart
and wreck the whole thing. Then
where will you be? Your dream will
be blown higher than a kite—when
this machine stops!”

The big man's brow darkened and
his eyes showed the depth of his con-
cern as his slow mind digested the
significance of Best's statement.
“Where's the break?” he demanded
suspiciously, looking at the gear Best
pointed to.

“In your head—ox,” Best gritted,
sending his balled fist like a hammer
that landed on the back of the man’s
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neck at the base of his brain. The man
groaned, sank to the floor uncon-
scious.

Best dived, caught the weapon be-
fore its fragile glass could be shat-
tered on the floor. In a trice he had
the generator box at his own waist, as
he called loudly to Gregory.

The Government man joined him,
grimy and breathless, looking more
like a stoker from the hold of a ship
than the person he was.

Best gripped the weapon and aimed
at the door that led into the other
guarters of the castle.

“Let's go,” he snapped. “We're
going to stop this thing right now—
or be stopped. Coming with me?”

“Am 1?” Gregory shouted, grabbing
up a monkey wrench, the only weapon
he could find. “Lead on, Macduff,” he
said. “A monkey wrench was made
to use on nuts.”

CHAPTER V
Chaos

EST gave his disintegrator gun
B a hasty inspection. He placed it
at His shoulder and turned it toward
the gold-making machine.

“That goes first,” he said. “It's the
gadget that's causing all the trouble.”

He pulled the trigger.

Gregory gasped and rubbed his eyes.
Silently, without a sound, the thing
happened. It was a miracle. At one
second the machine was grinding
away with its maze of gears. The next
second it wasn't there—there was
nothing but a small coating of grey
dust on the concrete floor.

They looked at the place where it
had been, and there was a great sense
of relief in them.

“All right,” Best said. “Now we’ll
go and give our regards to our host.”

“Here’s hoping he don’'t say, ‘The
same to you,’” Gregory said.

Best stood spraddle-legged before
the stone wall that had kept them
prisoners in the dungeon with the
machine. He triggered the weapon,
aiming it like a fireman handling a fire
hose. The wall crumbled to dust be-
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fore the power of the gun, leaving a
gaping hole that opened up before a
tunnel.

“Up that flight of stairs to the left,”
Best ordered. “He will probably be in

the machine shop — making those
guns.”
The sudden sound of footsteps

clattered behind them, and they saw
that the rest of the dirty prisoners had
dropped their work and followed
them. Gregory signaled them to fol-
low silently, and the bedraggled mob
fell in, and they all went up the hall,
silently, on shuffling, tired feet. Best
halted them before a door, waited
until the little crowd was behind
them.

The men stood with whatever make-
shift weapons they had been able to
find in a hurry, wrenches, hammers,
iron rods. On their faces was grime—
and the desperation of slaves to whom
a strike for freedom was worth the
risk of life itself.

“Ready, men!” Best snapped, aim-
ing his weapon at the heavy iron door
in the stone wall.

Before their eyes, to the audible
gasp of the men behind them, the
stone wall crumbled under the power
of the gun, the loose stones from
above dropping to the floor as though
an earthquake had struck the build-
ing, leaving a ragged hole in the
masonry, wide enough for the mob to
crush its way through.

They poured in behind Best, into
the brilliantly lighted and humming
machine shop, where the anarchists
toiled over their deadly weapons in
the making, under the direction of a
lean man with bushy white hair.

“Doctor Dupree, himself!”
cried.

It was indeed his old friend. But a
changed man. The white-haired
scientist whirled at the sound of the
interruption, and there was a gleam-
ing light of madness in his eyes.

“You!” he cried.

“Right,” Best snapped. “Get out of
the way. I'm destroying those things!”

The old scientist shrieked: “Never!
You are not! I've worked all my life
to get control of the world. You're not
going to stop me when I'm right on

Best
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the verge of my inevitable success.”

He dived for the electric-field
weapon which lay on the bench be-
side him, the white tail of his smock
straight out behind him. Best took
deliberate aim and pulled his trigger.
The scientist’'s hands clutched at a
pile of dust on the bench—the instru-
ment disappearing just as his fingers
started to tighten about it.

HE room burst into confusion.

The shouting, cursing anarchists
made a concerted dash for a rack
where a dozen of the completed
weapons were stacked in a long row,
like so many glass-barreled machine-
guns. Half of them had got their
hands on the weapons and were strap-
ping on the generator boxes when
Best finished with the scientist.

Feet squarely on the floor, the cold
grim purpose of death stamped on his
face, he gave only one look at this
aggregation who had already done so
much toward destroying the world.
Then, as though they were so many
destructive rats, he turned his gun
full blast on them.

There were shrieks and cries and
the ravings of men who knew their
doom was upon them. But Best hard-
ened his heart and held the gun true.
It was over quicker than the eye
could see. The men were crowded
around the gun rack at one moment—
and the next moment there was
neither man nor gun rack. There was
nothing—except a gaping hole in the
wall that let in the pure white sun-
shine. A hundred deadly menaces to
life were no more.

Doctor Dupree rushed over and
stood before Best, his face ablaze with
insane fury.

“Damn you,” he shouted. “Once
again you have won out over me. I've
secretly hated you all my life for just
that thing—you always beat me. The
world has given you every honor—me
nothing. | would have destroyed it
and you too, and have been master of
what was left—would have built my
own civilization as it ought to be. But
you've won again—even won my own
daughter from me—"
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A new voice entered the shop, a
voice that was musical in spite of the
pain in it, the voice of a girl:

“Not your daughter, as you made
me believe. [I've just learned from
your diaries that | was only your
wife’'s daughter. She was a widow and
I was only a year old when you mar-
ried her. You shouldn’t have held me
prisoner in your private office, nor
have left a letter-opener within reach
for me to escape with.”

Best spun around, stood still in as-
tonishment. Claire Dupree had joined
them, her clothes torn to ribbons, the
frayed ends of cords tied tightly
around her wrists, but now raggedly
severed, and other severed cords on
her ankles. She rushed into Best's
arms.

Best held her closely, his heart
drowned in gratitude that she was
still alive. He buried his head in her
lovely hair, and tears of relief came to
his eyes.

Suddenly Doctor Dupree sprang,
jerked the weapon out of Best's free
hand, turned the muzzle in an arc
toward the embracing couple. Some-

one, among the silent prisoners be-
hind them, uttered a loud, warning
shout.

Best tried to free himself. The gun
muzzle was almost upon him.

Gregory braced himself, heaved the
monkey wrench through the air and
caught the doctor squarely on the
temple with it. The iron thumped
against skull bone, then clattered to
the floor.

The grey-haired man slumped down-
ward, like a pole-axed steer, red blood
matting his white locks.

He lay still, dead from a fractured
skull.

“l said a monkey wrench was made
to use on nuts,” Gregory observed.
“Where do we go from here?”

“We let sea water flood that gold
cavern,” Best answered, “and destroy
everything else about the place—
except just enough of that gold to
make a ring.”

"A ring?”
puzzled.

“Yes—a wedding ring.”

Gregory repeated,

See Page 115



We clung close together, two bloated figures

Through the Abyss of Interstellar Space a Doomed RocT<et
Ship Carries its Cargo of Human Menace!

By GABRIEL WILSON

Author of “The Stolen Spectrum,”
£E OU'VE never seen Nona
Guelph?”
“No,” | said. “I never
have seen the lady.”
“Well, here she comes. If she isn't
a beauty, I'm a motor-oiler,”
From the forward turtle deck,

under the glassite dome of the Star-
light Arrov/, | peered down to the
landing stage where the arriving pas-
sengers were crowding. It was Inter-
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“The Tide Tyrant,"” etc.

planetary  Starways, Earth-Venus
Voyage Twelve.*

Nona Guelph was beautiful. Tall and
slender, with hair like spun gold piled
in a cone upon her head. A long dark
cloak enveloped her as she came %vith
armed guards from the escalator.

In the shadows of the turtle deck
just beyond the blue glare of the Mor-

* Starlight Arrow, Great-New York. Earth to
Grebbar, Venus. August 2036.
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rel tube-lights young Walter Wilson
stood beside me.

“A beauty? Am 1 right?”

“No argument on that,” | agreed.

As she came up the boarding incline
her cloak parted, disclosing her
slender form, brief kirtle of blue, with
a golden-tasseled belt, and her limbs
like pale pink marble. Wilson’s
leather jacket hid the little Banning
heat-gun which he held alert in his
hand. This daughter of the President
of the World Federation was sur-
rounded by uniformed guards. Young
Wilson, Federal undercover man, was
an added precaution, assigned for this
voyage which was taking Nona
Guelph, traveling alone, to Grebbar to
be guest of the young daughter of the
President of the Venus Free State.

She reached the deck, and Wilson
stepped forward. “Miss Guelph? | am
Wilson— Federated Newsgatherer.”

I sa\y a look pass between them. The
uniformed guards had remained on
the dock. One secret bodyguard, as
everyone knows, is more effective than
ten in blatant uniform. Wilson’s
leather togs, and the Federated News-
gatherer’s insignia on his peaked cap,
was an effective disguise.

She knew he was her guard, of
course. Her smile was gracious.
Radiant. It made my heart thump as
though | were an isolated tower time-
keeper who had never seen a beautiful
girl before.

“Federated News?” she said. “Even
in space must | be interviewed?”

“I'll be generous,” Wilson grinned.
“Not till we pass the moons of Venus
will 1 ask you a question, Meet Ken
Masters—"”

I gripped her cool slim hand. Her
blue-eyed gaze roved my white linen,
gold-braided uniform—the insignia of
my rank striped on my sleeve.

“Third officer?” she said. “l am
honored.” Then suddenly her smile
faded. Her hand went to Wilson’s
arm. Her voice was low, furtive.
“That Venusian down there. See him?
His name is Felah Bartano.”

E saw him. A gigantic fellow,
for a native of Venus. Black
hair, long to the base of his neck, with

THRILLING WONDER STORIES

a red leather thong binding his fore-
head.in Venus fashion. He was start-
ing up the boarding incline, a pas-
senger this voyage.

“You—watch him, Wilson,” Nona

murmured. “I'm—afraid of him. 1
have—"”

“Easy!” I warned. “Eavesdrop-
pers—"”

Wilson had a detector in the palm
of his hand. No hostile eavesdropping
ray was upon us. But Nona abruptly
added,

“After the evening meal come to my
deck-chair.” Her gaze included me;
and then, as Captain Davis was ap-
proaching to welcome her, she turned
from us.

For a time my duties as Third Of-
ficer of the Starlight Arrow* kept me
busy. We left the Great-New York
stage at 5 P.M. Earth E, S. T. The
sun was setting at the western
horizon; but it rose with us as we
slanted westward in our climb through
the atmosphere. An hour’'s ascent,
with our rocket-tails streaming like a
comet behind us; then we shut them
off, with the gravity plates set for
Earth repulsion and the Moon to puli
us on the first leg of the flight.

The wusual number of passengers
suffered from pressure sickness—the
inevitable changes of temperature and
air pressure, despite Captain Davis’
skill in handling the Arrow’s mechan-
isms. But everything was all right
once we passed the stratosphere and
entered interplanetary space.

For an hour or two that evening the
sunlight raked us full. Then, with
course shifted, we headed for the
Moon and plunged presently into

* The Starlight Arrow -was a cylindrical alu-
mlte hull a hundred feet long- and forty feet at
Its central breadth. Upon the turtle deck, a fifty
foot superstructure, ten feet high with a narrow
deck space around It, housed the public rooms
and the passengers' cubbies. Upon the super-
structure roof was the radio room; the officers’
quarters forward; and facing the bow peak, was
the big circular control room. Over the whole of
this was the glassite dome, a convex, transparent
cover from stem to stem.

In the hull were the crews’ quarters; the gal-
ley; pneumatic mechanisms operating the plate-
shifters of the hull's gravity plates; the pressure
equalizers; chemical air renewers; ventilators—
all the intricate mechanisms necessary to the
navigation of space.

The personnel of Voyage Twelve,
records, was officers and crew—18; passengers,
41—the latter the usual mixture of Earth and
Venus people, with a few Martians,

by official
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Earth's conical shadow. Glorious
black firmament with blazing white
star-dots; the Moon a glowing white
disc and Venus a blazing point of
light far off to one side, over our port
quarter.

I did not see Nona Guelph during
the dinner hour. Her cubby was in the
superstructure forward, almost under
the control turret, with a little seg-
ment of the side-deck under the dome
roped off for her exclusive use. Nor
did 1 see young Wilson.

The Venusian, Felah Bartano, went
directly to his cubby and stayed there.
But I saw him again briefly as he came
to the deck to stare at the firmament
through a side bull’'s-eye—a fellow as
tall as myself; thirty years old per-
haps. Grey-skinned, like all Venusians,
his erect, muscular form robed in a

long dark cloak. A commanding
figure.
At 7 P.M., ship’s routine, | was

momentarily free of duty. I saw Nona
come to her little deck space and seat
herself in a chair. The white glaring
moonlight was on the other side-deck,
"he shining starlight bathed the
girl’'s blue-clad figure with a silver
sheen. She saw me, and beckoned me
forward.

Her smile was radiant. Anyone ob-
serving us would have said that she
was a young girl intrigued by my so-
called handsome figure and gold-
braided uniform. But her tremulous
voice belied that radiant smile.

“Where is Wilson?”

I answered her smile; and as | sat
in the chair beside her suddenly | felt
as though unseen eyes must be watch-
ing us.

“l1 don't know,” 1
haven't—"

Then abruptly, like a materializing
apparition, Wilson appeared, coming
from a nearby corridor doorway of
the superstructure. He sat smilingly
on the arm of my chair.

“My business is to watch you, Miss
Guelph,” he said softly. | saw the
little detector in the palm of his hand.
He said, “Tell us now what you
meant—"

“That man Bartano,” she said' hur-
riedly. Then she told us that when the

murmured. “I
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daughter of the President of the
Venus Free State had visited her in
Washington last conjunction they had
talked of the revolution in the Dark
Country of Venus, which was
threatening her father’'s government.
That revolution had grown to be a
real menace now. Its leader was de-
manding Earth recognition of his gov-
ernment—an important thing, for
with it would come the legal right to
import munitions of war from Earth
—those diabolical electronic Earth
weapons which the scientists of
Venus and Mars never have been able
to duplicate.

WTPHIS man Bartano,” Nona was

JL saying vehemently, “I'm sure it
is the same man who was watching us
that day in Washington. A native of
the Venus Free State—but a traitor—
a spy of the Dark Country.”

“You think so? Well, I'll report it
to Captain Davis. We'll—"

“Easy,” Wilson said. “Now
here, Miss Guelph—"

“And did you know,” the girl added,
“that on this voyage our cargo is sup-
posed to be the usual freight, but in
reality it's weapons of war for the
Grebbar government to use against
the Dark Country revolutionists?”

That confounded us. | knew it, of
course, but that this girl should know
it was startling—though reasonable
enough, for she had heard it from her
father.

look

“Well, I'm a motor-oiler,” Wilson
swore. “You tell us that, so openly.
You're not very discreet, young
woman. It's lucky no eavesdropping
ray—"

Suddenly he was staring at the little
detector in his palm, jaw dropping.
W ilson wasn’'t to blame any more than
myself—the beauty of this girl had
distracted us both. The needle of the
detector stirred! Eavesdropping vi-
brations were upon us—someone was
electrically listening to our mur-
mured words!

In that shocked instant we all three
sprang to our feet. Wilson had his
little heat-gun in his hand.

“Someone—forward,” he murmured.
The needle of the detector registered
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the direction—toward the triangle of
the bow deck where, fifteen feet from
us, ladder stairs led downward into
one of the hull corridors. The moon-
light glared on the ladder kiosk. No
one in sight there.

I went with a leap, and Wilson was
after me. The blue-lit descending
ladder was empty. Then suddenly, in
the shadows under the kiosk, | saw a
blob. It moved. Wilson’s Banning gun
spat its bolt of electronic heat. But |
had knocked up his wrist so that the
invisible stab hissed harmlessly
against the metal kiosk roof with a
shower of tiny red sparks and the
smell of burning paint. He was being
too impulsive.

And in that second | had the
crouching culprit by the throat. He
tried to toss his eavesdropper away,
but | seized it.

“What's the idea?” | demanded.
“Don’t you know this is illegal?”

“Y-yes, Mr. Masters. But | didn’t
mean any harm.”

He was one of our crew, a young
American-born fellow named Brown.
This was his second or third voyage
with Interplanetary Starways.

Then Wilson grabbed him.
were listening to us?”

“You

“Y-yes, sir.” He was thoroughly
frightened, white and chattering. He
gasped, “l didn't mean any harm.”

“Oh, you didn't? You heard what
we said-—"

“Yes—no, sir. You caught me too
quick.”

“Just curious?” Wilson said ironi-
cally. “For no reason?”

“Yes, sir.”

| took a look out the kiosk opening.
On the dim side-deck Nona was stand-
ing, staring forward to where Wil-
son and | had vanished from her
sight. There had been no alarm. The
man in the control room evidently had
thought nothing of our dash for the
hull ladder. The forward lookout, gaz-
ing through his telescope, had not
seen us.

I turned back to Wilson and his
prisoner, who was gasping.

“Stop, please, you're hurting me!”

“You don’'t want to talk, eh?” Wil-
son was twisting his wrist and cuffing
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him in the face with the Banning gun,
“Well, there are short-cuts.”

Wilson fumbled at the equipment
belt under his shirt. The young deck-
hand stared.

“W-what are you going to do?” he
chattered.

“Gonna hang your tongue
middle and wag both ends.”

Brown’s eyes bulged as he saw the
hypodermic. “You—you—"

“Your tongue will loosen all right,”
Wilson said grimly. “Hold him, Mas-
ters. Just a jab in his arm.”

in the

HE serum went in. Within a

minute the panting Brown sank
to the floor-grid, with Wilson kneel-
ing beside him.

“Now—you're all right?”

“Yes—I'm all right. You said—"

“1 didn’'t say anything. You're the
one who's got to talk.”

“Me? Sure. Everybody talks. Only
they told me | mustn't. | said |
wouldn’'t an’ | won't. Because they
said if | didn’t talk 1'd be rich. We’ll
put the passengers off on an asteroid
— Serena, it's called. Its orbit is slop-
ing out—a flat eliptic—1 guess the
passengers will starve—"

“Wait a minute. Let’s get one thing
at a time. Who told you you'd be
rich?”

| stood for that minute or two,
listening to Wilson’s tense questions
and Brown’s babbling answers. Ram-
bling truth, but we could piece it to-
gether very easily. Nearly half our
crew had been bought by the Venus
revolutionists! A mutiny impending
now—the Starlight Arrow to be seized
by Felah Bartano—officers and loyal
members of the crew to be Killed. Pas-
sengers to be marooned, the Arrow-
taken to the Dark Country of Venus,
its cargo of scientific weapons invalu-
able to the revolutionists, who soon
were to attack Grebbar. Half of our
crew members, plotting this brigand-
age now! And among the passengers,
nine armed Venusians, all capable of
handling the Arrow under Bartano’s
leadership! Wholesale murder, await-
ing Bartano’s signal!

1 gasped. “Why—good God, Wil-
son—we must tell Captain Davis?l’
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Too late! From the kiosk doorway
I saw Nona still standing, peering
toward us. There was a sudden tinkle
of breaking glass on the deck near
her. A darkness bomb! Its liquid,
anti-chromatic gas sprang into a dif-
fusing vapor, with a puff of inky
darkness enveloping all that segment
of the deck. Nona’s figure vanished,
blotted out in the blackness. But her
scream sounded; scream of terror,
suddenly muffled as though a hand
had been clapped over her mouth.

Then hell broke loose all over the
ship.

The details of what happened dur-
ing that terrible half hour on the
doomed Starlight Arrow can never be
told. There is no-one to tell them.
For myself, I recall that | leaped into
the blackness of the light-absorbing
gas, toward where I had heard Nona
scream. But there was no one; nothing
ponderable here sarve the solidity of
the, side bull's-eye into which |
bumped with my wild rush. The im-
pact all but knocked the breath from
me, so that | stumbled and fell.

From the blackness there was a
chaos of sounds. Running footsteps,
panic-stricken voices, screams of
terror, and screams of agony; the hiss
of heat-bolts, the sizzling of electronic
hand-rays. Then above all the near,
and the distant turmoil, the Arrow’s
danger siren suddenly was screaming
—shrill, ascending electrical whine,
like a giant in anguish.

Within a second or two | was again
on my feet. Wholesale murder every-
where. | could hear it. In the control
room above me there was fighting. A
flash. A wildly-aimed Banning stab of
heat sizzled down past me, so close
that | could feel its torrid radiance.
Above the din came Captain Davis’
voice from the control room, shouting
orders—and defiance at the mutineers.

“Back, you hyenas! Down from
there, or I'll drill you!”

And then he was roaring: “Masters!
Ken Masters! Go below! The engine
room! The lower controls!”

HE gas around me was dissipat-
I ing a little. I could dimly see the
captain on the turret balcony, with a
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weapon in each hand. Suddenly his
bulky figure slumped forward, hung
for a moment over the rail—then fell
and crashed almost at my feet.

“Go below . .. the controls!” The
instinct to obey made me whirl. I was
unarmed. In the dead captain’s hand
was a Banning gun. | seized it. Half
a dozen men dashed by me in the
gloom. Friends or enemies? | could
not tell. 1 did not fire.

It was futile to look for Nona in all
this turmoil. For a second | thought |
saw her; but it was Mac, the ship’s
surgeon. He seized me.

“Ken—good God!”

“Ordered below!” | gasped. "Come
on.

m We leaped for the little kiosk. But
a heat-stab drilled Mac and he
plunged to the deck. | bentover him.

“Mac—"
“I'm—finished—” The blood of a
drilled aorta gushed through the

burned hole in his chest and he was
gone.

At the kiosk a man plunged into me
—and, friend or enemy, | drilled him;
leaped over his body.

Brown was here, still babbling.

I plunged down the stairs looking
for Wilson. Overhead | heard some-
one slam the iron door of the Kiosk.
The main hull corridor was like a cat-
walk—narrow suspended metal grid,
with low rails. Doors opened into the
side cubby compartments.

| stood for a moment peering into
the blue-lit gloom. The stirring air
currents were fresh, of normal pres-
sure. | could hear the swish of the
circulating fluids in the double shell
of the hull — the Erentz pressure-
equalizers, absorbing our inner air
pressure, without which the alumite
hull would have exploded, our air
puffing out into the vacuum of space.

All the vessel's mechanisms still
were working. Silence down here,
with only the dim muffled sounds of
the overhead turmoil floating vaguely
down.

No one here. | passed a body, lying
on the catwalk. A steward. His throat
was slashed. Then as | ran toward the
big central control room | heard a
soft call: “Masters!”
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It was Wilson. Panting. Disheveled.
Banning gun still in his hand.

“Masters!” He gripped me. “What
became of Nona Guelph? That dark-
ness bomb—"

“1 don't know. | couldn’t find her.
Captain ordered us down here—"

“1 thought I saw someone dragging
her into the kiosk. I came down—no-
body here—alive— | was wrong. She
must be still on the deck—

“l've got to get to the lower control
room,” | gasped. “I was ordered—"

I ran, with him after me. The cat-

walk terminated at the control room
door. It was ajar.

“1 was here,” Wilson panted.
“Nothing—just—"

We burst in. A blue-lit interior,
twenty feet square. Hydraulic pres-
sure tanks, levers for emergency

operation of the gravity plates, dials,
levers and switches in banks around
the walls. Our chief engineer and his
assistant should have been in charge
here.

They lay sprawled on the grid floor,
unconscious.

“No sign of her here,” Wilson said.
“What's aft? | don't know the layout
of this damned place. You'll have to
show—"

In all the turmoil Wilson’s mind
was only on the girl he was hired to
protect. He whirled from me as an
audiphone here on the wall buzzed its
shrill signal.

“1'll take it,” | said. | seized it.
“Hello? Ken Masters—Ilower con-
trols.”

It was Spellman, the radio man,

calling from his tiny cubby amidships
on the roof of the superstructure. He
could see all the upper section of the
vessel from there. The brigands were
in full control. He gasped when | told
him that only Wilson and | were alive
down here.

“They've closed every hatch, Mas-
ters. You're trapped down there.
They've got the decks—the turret
control room—passengers all herded
aft—what’s left of them.”

“Spellman—you send a call for help.
I'll shift the plates, head us back to
Earth—"

“Can’t

send a call — radio’s
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smashed—” Through the audiphone I
heard a whizz as though a heat-bolt
had sizzled up there in the radio
cubby. And Spellman gasped, “Almost
got me. I'm the—only one left fight-
ing. They'll—"

His voice faded back; |
defiant shout.

| called into the instrument: “Don’t
fight! Surrender—no use in getting
killed—"

heard his

UT he did not hear me. At my
B side, Wilson stood tense.

“They’'ve got the ship?”

“Yes. Only us—"

Suddenly there was a blob moving
here in the blue-lit dimness of the
mechanism room. A crouching man at
the doorway. Wilson’s gun and mine
spat their heat-bolts. But too late!
The man in the doorway flashed a tiny
bolt of radiac-electrons. Wilson fell;
electrocuted, his clothes and his flesh
blackened, with a ghastly smoking
stench. The impact knocked me side-
ward, with my Banning gun clattering
away! Then | leaped; and the
crouching man rose up, hurled his
empty weapon. It missed me.

Then we locked together; fell on
the grid-floor, rolling. It was one of
the new crew members—a small,
grey-skinned Venusian. No match for
me. | caught his thin throat. Choked
until he went limp; then I lifted him,
bashed his head against one of the
steel vacuum tanks until his skull
cracked; and with a wave of nausea
sweeping me | flung away the body.

In the sudden silence | stood pant-
ing. Alone here in the bloody sham-
bles of the mechanism room. The
audiphone to the radio cubby still was
open. | called,

“Spellman! Spellman—"

I could hear vague sounds up there.
Then Spellman came.

“Masters?”

“Yes! I'm here.”

“Finished me—drilled—"

“What about Nona Guelph —
where—"

“In the—turret control room. That
Bartano—he’s got her in the turret.
I'm—finished— Masters—"

His gasping voice faded back. 1
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heard the thump of his body falling.

Then silence. | stood panting. What
could I do? Yield to these brigands?
Or set the gravity plates here into
combinations which would swing us
back toward Earth? Of what use?
Bartano’s men would come down here
after me. Perhaps | could hold out for
a time; kill a few of them.

Or should I rush up to the deck?
The hatches were barred; but sup-
pose | could find one open? All futile.
I'd be killed the moment | reached the
deck.

Then from down the catwalk 1
heard voices—Venusians of the brig-
and crew—half a dozen of them.
Coming down to take possession of
the mechanism room. Of what use to
try and fight them?

I ran aft through the mechanism
room. From the aft catwalk a metal
ladder led downward to the base of
the hull. A pressure-porte exit down
there. A little cubby with emergency

apparatus.

What | might do flashed to me.
Wild, desperate plan, but 1 could
think of nothing else. | heard the

tramp and the voices of the brigands
in the mechanism room now; the buzz
of the audiphone as Bartano called
down to them from the control turret.
Like a cat | went down the little
ladder.

The pressure porte was in the keel
—a ten-foot cubical room, with an
upper sliding trap door. 1 dropped

WHAT IS YOUR
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into it; slid the door closed over my
head. Emergency pressure suits were
here in racks on the wall. | seized one
of the largest, donned it. Strapped the

chemical air-renewers around my
waist; clamped on the helmet.
HE suits were racked into small

bundles. |1 took a second one
under my arm; and in my gloved hand
I held a cylinder of the emergency
repulsion ray.

The pressure-porte here had a slid-
ing outer trap in the hull base. I did
not stop to exhaust the air in the
little room; | merely slid the trap
open an inch or two. The air went out

.with a whining hiss. Then 1 slid the

trap wide.

Amazing void here at my feet!
Black firmament of space. Blazing
points of light from stars far down.
Sternward, J could just see a limb of
Earth—gigantic crescent segment of
disc, stretching yellow-red, half
across the firmament.

For an instant | paused; and then
| leaped. Weird sensation. It was like
thrusting myself into water! The
force of my leap sent me downward
perhaps ten feet. Sluggish, slackening
fall, with my body slowly turning.
Then the gravity of the bulk of the
Starlight Arrow drew me back. |
struck the hull; clung there with a
tenuous hold as though | were a
wafted feather.

[Turn Page]
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Inch by inch | crawled up the hull-
side. Up? There was neither up nor
down! The hull was a convex surface
under me; the black firmament and
the stars were everywhere else. |
came, like a crawling fly, to the glass-
ite dome. Would the brigands notice
me?

The dome was translucent, but
transparent only at the bull's-eyes, and
I kept away from them. The deck,
tilted sideward, was a blur under me.
Then | was on the dome-top. The
control turret merged with the dome;
there was a tiny pressure-porte cubby,
big enough for one or two people at a
time.

I reached the outer slide. Still no
alarm. Through the tiny bull's-eye |
could see the cubical space under me
now. The inner trap was closed. |
opened the outer one. The cubby air
came out. Then 1| dropped down;
closed the slide over me. The turret
was directly under me now. Ten
foot, windowed, circular room. The
trap beside which I was crouching was
in its ceiling; a drop of fifteen feet
down to its floor. There was no bull’s-
eye in this trap. | could see nothing
but a blur through the translucent
glassite.

Very cautiously | slid it the merest
fraction of an inch. The turret air
came hissing to fill my tiny cubby.
Would the hiss, or the upward air
current, be noticed? | crouched tense,
unarmed save for the steel hook
welded into my glove.

Still no alarm. In a moment my
cubby was filled with air. | doffed the
helmet; shut off the suit mechanisms.
At once | heard voices from below.
Bartano’s voice, gloating.

“You look so frightened,
Earth-bird!” he said suavely.

“Those passengers,” Nona panted,
“are you going to—keep on Killing
them?”

“Oh, no. | killed no one—except
when it was necessary. They will be
marooned—but not you, little Nona.
You are too valuable to me—a host-
age, so that your government will
recognize our Dark Country. We
need Earth’s help—"~

I slid the panel a little wider. |

little
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could see the huge Bartano now,
standing at the main control switches.
And Nona across the room, backed
against the wall, with eyes blazing,
her face pallid, her golden hair a dis-
heveled mass on her shoulders.

Then abruptly Bartano moved to-
ward her. “Your beauty fascinates
me, little Nona. | am master here.
Master of everything—even you—"

His huge arms went around her.
She struggled; screamed, but his hand
clapped over her mouth. In that sec-

ond, | dropped.

HAT followed was a blur of
W chaotic horror. It may be that
in the terror of his death, the mur-
derous Bartano had only the wild
thought of taking everyone else into
oblivion with him. Or it may have
been an accident.

For myself, I only know that as I
dropped, | saw Bartano cast Nona
away and lunge at me. | swung my
arm. The pointed steel hook of my
glove struck his neck, sank deep as
I twisted and wrenched. Then it
came free, bringing with it the flesh
and the arteries of his throat—and a
torrent of his blood.

He staggered, but still for an in-
stant kept his feet. | stood staring,
numbed by the grisly sight of him.
And in that second, he lurched, half
fell upon the main control table, del-
uging it with his blood, his arm mak-
ing a wild flailing sweep, scattering
the fragile glass controls. . ..

There was a flash. A hiss of de-
ranged, short-circuited current.
Spreading derangement. A hiss here.
Then with the flashing speed of elec-
tricity, an explosion down on the deck
where now the brigands were shout-
ing in horrified amazement.

Another second. An explosion,
dim and muffled came from the hull.
The doomed little Starlight Arrow
burst outward.

I saw through the turret window
that the dome over the bow-peak of
the deck was buckling, cracking, a
rift with outward rushing air. Brief
seconds of chaos—men screaming
now—the hiss and surge of escaping
air, mingling with their screams.



EARTH-VENUS 12

Bartano’'s body lay in a welter on the
wrecked controls, with the blue aura
of free electrons streaming from it.

| seized Nona. “Hurry! This lad-
der—"

A ladder lead up to the overhead
port from which | had dropped. |
got the girl up it. The air was thin-
ning; we gasped; choked in the elec-
trical fumes and the stench of Bar-
tano’s burning body.

“Hurry—hold vyour
These fumes—"~

I suppose within a minute | had her
garbed and helmeted. | saw, in those
last seconds, the whole bow-peak of
the dome explode outward, with a
litter of human bodies and wreckage
hurtled into space.

I flung open the cubby slide. The
air blew us out—two bloated figures,
clinging together. Gravity would
have brought us back, but I flung the
stream of repulsive electrons from my
hand-cylinder, turned them upon the
wrecked vessel so that we were shoved

breath, Nonal!
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away from it. Slowly at first, then
with accelerating speed.

We clung together, bloated hel-
meted figures, almost weightless in
the void. The great crescent limb
of Earth seemed below us. The
wreck of the Starlight Arrow was
above our heads, half a mile or more
now, and rapidly receding.

Ghastly derelict of space! It lay
broken, slowly turning; and around
it, myriad little satellites slowly re-
volved—fragments of wreckage, and
human bodies. Then presently the
derelict was only a tiny gleaming
speck of stardust. And then it was
gone.

Earth’s gravity was pulling us now.
Soon we would be falling like me-
teors. But in the stratosphere the re-
pulsion electrons of my hand cylinder
checked us, so that at last, through

the atmosphere we wafted gently
down. . ..

Sole survivors of Earth-Venus,
Voyage 12.
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ORGANIC COMPOSITION

[Editor, Science Questions and Answers:

.1 remember reading somewhere that up
nntil the middle of the last century, scien-
tists could not prove that living matter was
composed of non-living matter, but that to-
day it is proved. How can this be proved?
Can modern scientists actually take ordi-
nary matter and make out of it living
matter?

L. B,
Pompton Lakes, N. J.

To answer your last question first, modern
science cannot create living matter. But the gulf
between mineral (non-living) matter and organic
matter, of which living matter is formed, has been
crossed. Whether the final step will ever be made,
no one can today say—the final step of creating
living organic matter. However, science has gone
a long way toward showing that protoplasm, the
stuff out of which our body cells are made, is
completely composed of the same identical atoms
that make up rocks and ores and salt deposits. A
great many of the ingredients that go to form
protoplasm have been synthesized in the labora-
tory. Those as yet unattained may eventually fall
before the attack, for not yet have chemists and
biologists come against any sort of blank wall in
their efforts to find out what living matter is.

An interesting series of experiments easily per-
formed by the chemist shows the relationship of
protoplasm to mineral matter. Starting out with
calcium carbide and water, both mineral sub-
stances, he produces acetylene. This he combines
with sulfuric add and other reagents to get acetic
add, alcohol, and acetone. Combining the two
former he makes ethyl acetate. Then he dissolves
the ethyl acetate in some of the left-over alcohol
and treats it with sodium metal, another purely
mineral substance. This process of “ketonization”
gives him a variety of products, each of which has
the ability to absorb chlorine and bromine, both
mineral substances. These chlorinated and bromi-
nated by-products can be made to hook up in
long chains, forming bigger and bigger molecules,
till the chemist finally has sugars and amino-adds
and simple proteins, all of which are found in
protoplasm. Thus, starting with purely mineral
substances (the calcium carbide, by the way, is
made from lime and coke) the biological chemist,
employing only heat and life-destroying acids,
finally comes up with organic matter, which

However, questions of general interest

though still as “dead” as ever, is close enough to
the true life-matter to be able to be absorbed by
it, whereas one cannot eat coke or lime or sulfuric
acid. The problem of creating laboratory life con-
sists now of building up the extremely complicated
hormones which seem to give to protoplasm its
strange quality of “ life.” Ed.

ATOMIC PHYSICS

Editor, Science Questions and Answers:

I would like to ask your Science Questions
and Answers Department this: what is the
very latest discovery In atomic physics?
That science seems to progress the most
rapidly, so I am wondering if there has been
anything startling uncovered recently in
that field.

N. S,
Worcester, Mass.

The physics of the atom undoubtedly does
change or progress the fastest. Since its inception
with the discovery of radioactivity in 1804, we
have heard of such amazing things as radium,
protons, electrons, the miniature atomic solar sys-
tem, the interchangeability of matter and energy,
artificial transmutation, and hints at atomic
power. Although the latter is still hypothetical,
the diligent men who take atoms apart bit by bit
are forging ahead steadily in that fascinating field
of what lies in the micro-world.

There has been a recent development, dated as
late as 1934, that has brought up a tentative
theory to account for the strange fact that a radio-
active element emits beta rays (electrons) at vary-
ing speeds. Since the atoms emitting them are
of uniform composition, and all have the same
initial energy, this casting off of slow and fast
electrons was against that bulwark of science—
the law of conservation of energy. Speculation
ran rife, but only recently has it been credited
that there may be a thing called a “neutrino”
which makes up the strange difference in the
energy-equation. The basic equation giving its
function is:

NEUTRON (equals PROTON plus
ELECTRON plus NEUTRINO)

The experiment that lent weight to this sup-
position put forth by Pauli, an Italian physicist
some years before, was performed by Curie and
Joliot in 1934. They bombarded aluminum with
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alpha particles (high-speed helium atoms from
radium) and obtained an isotope (companion ele-
ment) of phosphorus, called “ radiophosphorus”
because it was unstable and in three minutes
turned to silicon. It was found that the radio-
phosphorus, in changing to silicon, gave off
positrons, or “positive electrons,” The only way
the equation could be balanced, and in fact the
best way, was by assuming the existence of
“neutrino” particles which had zero mass but car-
ried definite charges from the unstable radio-
phosphorus.

But “neutrino” is as yet not a recognized citi-
zen of the atomic world. Only further experi-
mentation will give it this desirable status. One
might carry the analogy further and say that it
has applied for its citizenship papers and is waiting
for them to come through, Hd.

PLANETARtUMS

Editor, Science Questions and Answers:
What is a Planetarium? Living in a small

town as | do, I've never seen one, but have
heard of those in New York, Chicago, and
Philadelphia. Do they really show the
heavens as clearly as one sees them out in
the open air, and how is it done? | would
like enough information about them to write
an article for our local paper.

S. A. K,

Whitefisn Bay, Wisconsin.

Space does not permit us to give detailed in-
formation of Planetairums, but you may write
directly to the Hayden Planetarium in New York
and procure their booklet describing same. How-
ever, we can answer one of your questions by
saying that a Planetarium shows the heavens more
clearly than the naked eye, for it duplicates con-
ditions that exist on only favored spots of the
earth’s surface at rare intervals—no clouds, no
exterior light, no atmospheric disturbances, and
no viability limits. Furthermore, it can show the
stars as they would look while the sun is shining,
the aurora borealis to people of the south, the
dome of stars from any position cm Earth, as for
instance the North Pole, and the positions of the
pianets at any date in past and future history—
all visually.

The machine that does it is an electrically
operated, dumbbell-shaped light projector which
spots more than 2,000 star-images on a balf-
spherical dome of metal, plus the five planets
visible to the naked eye, the sun and moon, with
their separate motions among the stars.

The illusion is quite as real as the actual heavens
and far more instructive, for the machine can
show the motions of the stars and planets in a
much shorter space of time. One hour in the
planetarium is equal to perhaps a year of actual
observation. For instance, the canopy of stars can
be made to revolve in 3 minutes instead,of the
actual 24 hours. To illustrate the movements of
the planets in the star field, the month can be
cut to a half minute, so that the moon sweeps
across the screen and exhibits all its phases in
fifteen seconds. Further acceleration of time can
so speed up planetary motions that Mercury will
oscillate past the sun like a shuttle, Venus like a
firefly, and even slow-moving Saturn will weave
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among the stare rabbitKke, accomplishing a motion
in a few minutes that would in reality take years.

The modern Planetarium is the most remarkable
educational device to be discovered in several
generations. Ed.

COMET S TAIL

Editor, Science Questions and Answers:
What is the composition of a comet's so-
called tail? And for that matter, just what
is a comet?
J. S,
Bronx, N. Y.

A comet is perhaps the most mysterious of
celestial objects in the solar system. Comets have
had more attention from the peopic of Earth in
ail history than any heavenly bodies save the sun
and moon. Of 000 recorded, about 400 have been
visible to the naked eye. And some notable visi-
tations of comets bave produced more of a blazing
spectacle in the sky than the moon itself. Briefly,
a comet is a body of the solar system, subject to
the sun’s gravitation as are all the planets and
asteroids. But by far the greater number of
comets swing around the sun in a hyperbolic orbit.
Such an orbit is open at one end so that after
one visitation, the comet disappears forever. Ex-
actly why this happens is not known.

The best known comets are the short-period
ones which revolve around the sun in periods of
a few years, swinging as dose to it as 500,000
miles, and retreating as far as the orbit of
Neptune. They are observed time and again.
Encke’s Comet (named after its discoverer) was
caught on photographic plates 35 times to date,
and will apparently appear every 3 1/3 years as
long as the solar system exists.

Halley's Comet has been observed and recorded
29 times since 240 B.C. It is one of the brightest
and most dependable of comets, so much that the
ancients saw reason to mention it in their writings.
The comet itself is an amazing creation. It con-
sists of a nucleus of solid, planetary material rang-
ing from 10 miles to 500; a head of gaseous or
dustlike stuff anywhere from 10,000 to a million
miles in diameter; and a tail of extremely rarefied
matter that may attain the astonishing length of
100.000,000 miles! Since the tail is affected by
light-pressure and hence always points away from
the sun, it must be composed mainly of tiny
particles and widely separated.

Their constitution is not known, except that
traces of cyanogen gas, carbon monoxide and
hydrocarbons have been detected. Yet large and
bright and conspicuous as they arc. all comets are
ridiculously small in mass. It is doubtful that a
direct collision with a comet would jar the Earth
enough to change its yearly revolution more than
a few seconds. Ed.

Send Your Queries to

EDITOR, SCIENCE QUESTIONS
AND ANSWERS

THRILLING WONDER STORIES
22 West 48th St., New York City



CIENCE Fiction is here to stay!
Today there are literally hun-
dreds of thousands of adherents

of science fiction scattered through-
out the civilized world. And yet, the
popularization of this variety of liter-
ature is still in its infancy! The
movement is akin to the state of ama-
teur radio before broadcasting ap-
peared: the radio amateur movement
then- was confined to a few thousand
earnest young men who pursued the
new art as a hobby.

The great public did not come into
radio until broadcasting arrived in the
early 'twenties. A similar condition
prevails in science fiction today. The
movement still has not reached the
great public, but efforts are made by
all science fiction enthusiasts to
spread its vogue from year to year.
The motion pictures have already
been converted, if only partially, to
science fiction, and a number of ex-
cellent films on science fiction have
been presented to the public at large.
But much remains to be done as yet.

MEMBERS, BE ACTIVE!

The purpose of the SCIENCE FIC-
TION LEAGUE and THRILLING
WONDER STORIES is to spread the
appeal of science fiction in the most
energetic manner all over the country.
This, however, can only be accom-
plished by our thousands of LEAGUE
members.

By word of mouth in the school and
classroom, by getting new readers to
read science fiction magazines, by in-
ducing motion picture corporations to
run science fiction films, by getting
broadcast stations to broadcast science

The SCIENCE
FICTION LEAGUE

A department conducted for members of
the international SCIENCE FICTION
LEAGUE in the interest of science fiction
and its promotion. We urge members to
contribute any items of interest that they
believe will be of value to the organization.

EXECUTIVE DIRECTORS

FORREST J ACKERMAN
EANDO BINDER
JACK DARROW

EDMOND HAMILTON
ARTHUR J. BURKS
,RAY CUMMINGS

RALPH MILNE FARLEY

fiction, etc., the movement can be
made to take tremendous proportions
in the years to come.

A MISSION TO FULFILL

The founders of®SCIENCE FIC-
TION LEAGUE and the editors of
THRILLING WONDER STORIES
sincerely believe that they have a
great mission to fulfill. They believe
in the seriousness of science fiction.
They believe that there is nothing
greater than human imagination, and
the diverting of such imagination into
constructive channels. They believe
that science fiction is more than a
form of entertainment. They believe
that it can become a world-force of
unparalleled magnitude in time to
come. Its influence on the progress
of future generations may be fur-
thered by LEAGUE members
throughout the world.

PRIZE LETTER CONTEST

How would you like to own an
original science fiction illustration by
our artist, M. Marchioni? For the best
letters (not more than three hundred
words long) on the theme, “What
Can | Do to Promote Science Ficton?”
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the editor will give out Marchioni
originals as prizes.

Send your letters in at once, as the
supply of drawings is limited. The
most interesting letters will be pub-
lished in this department from time to
time. Sincerity and practicability will
count most.

JOIN THE LEAGUE

Join THE SCIENCE FICTION
LEAGUE! It's a world organization
for followers of science and science
fiction—and it fosters that intangible
bond between all science fiction
readers. Just fill out the application
blank provided below.

There are members and chapters in
every part of the globe—there are in-
teresting get-togethers and members
have interesting correspondence with
each other.

To obtain a FREE certificate of
membership, tear off the name-strip
on the cover of this magazine, so that
the date and the title of the magazine
show, and send it to SCIENCE FIC-
TION LEAGUE, enclosing a
stamped, self-addressed envelope. We
will forward you, in addition to the
certificate, further information con-
cerning LEAGUE activities.

Everybody — write the editor of
THRILLING WONDER STORIES
a letter every month! We want all
your opinions, suggestions and criti-
cisms!

THE SCIENCE FICTION LEAGUE

— a department conducted for members of the in-
ternational Science Fiction League in the interest of
science, science fiction and its promotion. We urge
members to contribute any items of interest that they
believe will be of value to the organization.

There are thousands of members in the League with
about forty chapters in this country and abroad, and
more than that number in the making all over the
world. An application for readers who have not yet
joined will be found below.

FOREIGN CHAPTERS

Leeds Science Fiction League (Chapter No. 17).
Director, Douglas W. F. Mayer. 20 Hollin Park Rd.,
Roundhay, Leeds 8. Yorkshire. England.

Belfast Science Fiction League (Chapter No. 20),
Director. Hugh C. Carswell, 6 Selina St., Belfast,
Northern Ireland.

Nuneaton Science Fiction League (Chapter No. 22),
Director M. K. Hanson, c/o Mrs. Brice, Main Road,
Narborough, Leicestershire, England.

Sydney Science Fiction League (Chapter No. 27),
Director, W. J. J. Osland. 26 Union Street, Paddington,
Sydney. N. S, W., Australia.

Glasgow Science Fiction League (Chapter No. 34),
Director. Donald G. MacRae, 36 Moray PL, Glasgow,
Scotland.

Barnsley Science Fiction League (Chapter No. 37),
Director, Jack Beaumont, 30 Ponteflact Road, Bams*
ley, Yorkshire, England.
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OTHER CHAPTERS

There are other domestic Chapters of the LEAGUE,
fully organized with regular meetings, in the follow-
ing cities. Addresses will be furnished upon request
by Headquarters to members who would like to join
some local branch. Chapters are listed chronologically
according to Charter:

Lewiston. Ida.; Erie, Pa.; Los Angeles, Calif; Monti-
cello, N. Y.; Mayfield. Pa «Lebanon, Pa.; Jersey City.
N. J.; Lincoln. Nebraska; New York, N. Y.; Philadel-
phia, Pa.; Oakland. Calif.; Elizabeth. N. J.; Chicago.
111.; Tacoma, Wash.; Austin, Tex.; Millhiem. Pa.:
Bloomington. 111.; Newark, N. J.; Stamford, Conn.;
Denver, Colo.; Lakeport. Calif.,; Ridgewood, N. Y.;
Woodmere, N. Y.; Beckley. W. Va.; Tuckahoe. N. Y _;
South Amboy, N. J.; Pierre, 9. Dak.; Albany, N. Y.; and
Boonton, N. J.

NEW MEMBERS
UNITED STATES

Earl Williams, Wabash Cafe, 1115 N. Central Ave.,
Knoxville, Tenn.; Fred Miller, 10 Richmond Ave.. Lex-
ington, Ky.; Walter Wysock, 629 Broderick St., San
Francisco, Calif.; Melvin Daskal, 5101 Drexel. Chicago,
111,; H. Harlan. 3337 Divisader, San Francisco. Calif.;
James Taurasi, 137-07 32d Av., Flushing. N.Y.; Le Roy
Middleton. Seattle Heights. Seattle Heights, Washing-
ton; Charlie F. McKibben. 90 Kyle Avenue, Alabama
City. Ala.; Dwight R. Crandall. 1427 Henry Avenue.
Des Plaines, HI.; Richard Orth. 11 So. Front. Steelton,
Pa.; Fred Leonard. Box 65. Cromwell, Okla.: Joseph
Bohnak. Jr., 337 Bridge St., Northampton. Mass.;
Julius Mendell, 1136 Boynton Ave.. New York. N. Y.;
Victor G. Halbritter, Tunnelton. West Virginia: Charles
Crow. Jr., P. O. 251, Bellaire, Ohio: Albert Groblewski.
5 Lape Apartments, Nanticoke, Penna.; Clifton Pattee,
1122 Gladstone St., Sheridan. Wyo.; Mike Klym. 1028
E. Wash. St., Syracuse, N. Y.; Milton Kadis, 956 Tiffany
St.. Bronx, New York; Harold MacArthur, Providence

(Concluded on Page 116)

APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP |

SCIENCE FICTION LEAGUE

Science Fiction League,
22 W. 48th St.,, New York, N. Y. ;

I wish to apply for membership in «
the SCIENCE FICTION LEAGUE. \
| pledge myself to abide by all rules ;
and regulations. :
NamMe *
(Print Legibly) [ ]

I

AdAresS i *

] City o \
| State...cooveieee Age...... 1
2 Occupation............... Hobby............. 2

! I am enclosing a stamped, self-ad- S

dressed envelope and the name-strip 2
m from the cover of this magazine (tear ;
5 oif name-strip so that the name
2THRILLING WONDER STORIES 2
2 and the date can be seen). You will 5
m send me my membership certificate J
e and a list of rules promptly.
2 12—36 |
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Rd, Famtungvflle, Maas.! Franklin Brnen, 784 Presi-
dent St., Brooklyn. N. *.;_ArthDr Williams, 81-66 28th
St.. AswiSsa, L. X.. N. Y.: Thoms® Yorh, 357 West 118th
St.. New York N. Y.; Irving Lodnser, 175 Jefferson St..
Woodrglge, N. J.; R. H. White, Jr,, 418 Main St, Wil-
liasnalhers, Kentucky; George T. Shestak, P. O. Box 368,
Wilber, Nebraska; Richard D. Konkol, 2775 N. Hum-
boldt, Milwaukee, Wisconsin; Arthur Finkin, 117-11
163rd Ave., Richmond Hill, N. Y,: Whston Barrowlift,
4838 Chester Ave.. Cincinnati. Ohio; Cameron Lewis,
268 Shepard, Keamere, New York; Andrew P. Zeber,
Veteran's Hospital, Oteen, N. C.; Russell Leadabrand,
Box 264A, fit. 2. Dirraba, Calilornia; Albert A. Sidaras,
65 Lithguw St., Dorchester, Mass.; John Ashley. 20
Chester Ave.. Brockton, Mass.; A. Boss Kuste, 2541
Dunsmuir Ave,. Los Angeles. California; Earl Meyer,
Gen.Eel., Warred, Ohio: George Hahn, 100 Rogers Ave..
Brooklyn, N. Y.; A. V. Escriva, 433 W. 36th St.,, N. Y.
C,, N. T.: Irwin Rose, 1437 Shakespeare Ave., Bronx.

N. Y.; Fred D. Boyette, 315 E. Monroe St.. Jacksonville.
Florida; Charles Cottrell, 27 Drummond Ave., Red
Bank, N. J.c Henry Van Elbarg, 160 Pearsall Ave.,
Jersey City, N. J.; Arthur Pollock. 600 Main St.. Gal-
litzin. Pa.: Robert Bryce, 414 North Ave. C, Olney,
Texas; H. A. Forrester, Jr, 776 Woodward, Pasadena.
Calif.; F. S. Kobos, 3040 Haussen Court. Chlcago 111.;

Gwen A. Trowbrldge 5711 Main St., Bylvania, Ohio;
Charles Foster, Jr., 01 Hnnnewell Ave.. Newton, Mass.;
Lawrence Hannah, 420 Belden Ave. S. EL, Canton, Ohio;
Vera J. Winkelman. 865 Cromwell. Saint Pan!. Minn;
James L. Metts. 388 Cumberland St.. Brooklyn. New
Yorh: C. Sullivan, 391 Main St., Bangor, Maine; Wil-
bur Weisbart, 215 Audubon Ave., New York, N. Y.
Warren Schwartz. 1526 Obear Ave.. St. Louis. Mo.;
Robert B. Madsen, 5625 Pleasant Ave., Minneapolis.
Minn.; Eugene Stubbs. 5308 Wayburn Ave., Detroit,
Michigan; Robert LeCerff. 368 High St.. Newark, N. J.;
Luther L. Rowlett, Post Office, Eminence, Missouri:
Lawrence E. Larkey. Mace Springs, Virginia: Bernard
StaUard, Box 693, Middiesboro, Ky.: Edgar N. Peters,
Pleasant Valley, New York: Billy Freeland. 733 Boatner
St., Bastrap, Louisiana; Daniel Friedenberg. 1185 Park
Ave N.Y.C,N.Y_; R.I Loose, R.F.D. 1, Willoughby,
Oblo Donald R Masefield, 137 Townsend Grass Valley,
Calif.: Anthony Cruz, 450 Sec. Ave.. New York City,
N Y.- Harry Fluke, 2018 Pine Avenue, Altoona. Penn,;
Edward Bemiss, 13005 St. Clair Ave.. Cleveland. Ohio;
George Peyton Carr. F-48-A c/o Forest Service, Clifton,
Arizona; Derek Walton. <8 Central Ave., Ocean City
N. J.; Maurice Dnclog, Gen. Del.. Hawthorne, Calif,;
Aaron Gottlieb. 2285 Morris Ave., New York, N. Y .;
Leonard Vogel, 1755 Ocean Parkway, Brooklyn N. Y.
Miller Davis, Jr., 1833 So. 8th St., Terre Haute. In-
diana; Abraham Kessel, 76 Essex St., Chelsea, Mass.

CANADA

E C Nixon, Richmond. Que., Box 178; Jack Mason,
St. Regis Hotel, Toronto, Ontario; George L. Spofford,
307 Gerrard St. East, Toronto, Ontario.

ENGLAND

G H Miles, 34 Lambert Rd., Brixton Hill, London.
S.W.2: William F. Fulcher, 10, Royal Hospital School,
Holbrook, Ipswich, Suffolk.

NEW CHAPTERS

Und°r the Directorship of Frederick Stephen Reekert.
the Terre Haute Science Fiction League Chapter, of
Indiana, wishes to announce its organization. Together
with charter members Don Graham Stuart and Miller

YOUR
Arthur K. Barnes
Dr. Arch Carr

Edmond Hamilton

Richard Tooker

THRILLING WONDER STORIES

Davis, this Chapter holds regular sessions Wtarein free-
for-all discussions of science fiction r.iv?-sofenOe arc en-
couraged. Readers of THRIIWQNDRB.STOBIES
residing in the vicinity of Terr'e Haute, Indiana, are
invited to join this Chapter.

CHAPTER NEWS AND GENERAL
ACTIVITIES

LOS ANGELES

Roy "Esperan-Test,” printer by profession, recently
invited the LA Leaguers to an "Open House” at his
home tor an ejftra, "off the record” meeting of the local
SFL. He exhibited his collectfon of sCfwhich includes
early issues of WONDER, the one and only Annual, a
file of Fantasy, etc.

Later in the evening' guests adjourned for a short
time to his front porch, where Jupiter was observed
through Hoy’'s telescope. On Jane 26th* there was the
largest local turnout to date, to greet guest of honor,
Charles D. Hornig, formerly Assistant Secretary of the
entire League. Introduced by Executive Director Acker*
man, he was heartily welcomed by aU. During the eve-
ning. he obliged with an informal account of various
Chapters of the League he has visited iu his trips
around the country, and of League activities in general.

He expressed himself as highly surprised and pleased
at the progress of the LA group. Myrtle R. Gray, active
Esperantist and ardent science fiction fan, was also Mr.
Ackerman’s guest, along with her young stf.-devouring
son, and nephew, and husband. Mr. Ackerman exhibited
an exciting new selection of special stills from London
on Wells’ wonder film, "Things to Come” ; also, a Soviet
science fiction magazine tltled (translating from Esper-
anto) "Around the World.”

Author-member Bob Olsen was present, and also
obliged with an extemporaneous talk— about the So-
ciety of the Ants: the remarkable intelligence of these
insects, their accomplishments, their civilization, etc.

"An ant has never yet built an automobile or aero-
plane,” he said, "but one naturally must not imagine
too close an analogy between man and ant.” Among
other amazing facts, he informed that ants use a tool,
and have domesticated approximately five times as
many insects as man has animals) Considering its pin-
point proportions, the brain of an anf must be the
most marvelous mechanism on earth 1 Needless to re-
port, an exceptionally interesting and instructive eve-
ning was enjoyed by all.

On July 9th, the LA League again had the honor of
Mr. Hornig's attendance. Also, the President of the
World Girdlersl International Science League Correspon-
dence Club was present with a second party. Some

discussion was held of the astronortfovie, "Solar Mys-
tery.” which was currently screening, 3nd the recent
preview of A. Merritt's fantasdence film, “"The Devil-

Doll.” in which Julie Mooney, sister of artist-member
Jim Mooney, has a small part.

Jim exhibited his latest pencil pictures,
tions, and color creations, concerning fantascience sub-
jects. Mr. Ackerman passed around a publication from
Holland having scenes of "Things to Come” and an
Esperanto section. Messrs. Hornig, Test, Mooney, and
Ackerman, exchanged occasional comments in the Uni-
versalanguage.

LA readers of TWS are nrged to attend the local SFL
Chapter, which convenes every other Thursday evening
from 7 o’clock on in the reserved "Tamarack Room” of
the Clifton Cafeteria, 648 S. Broadway, Dates of meet-
ings during August and September: August 6. 20; Sep-
tember 3, 17. And first evening in OetOu&r,

ink illustra-

FAVORITE AUTHORS

J. Harvey Haggard
Paid Ernst

Eando Binder

Ray Cummings— and many others

In Coming Issues of THRILLING WONDER STORIES



THE STORY

BEHIND

THE STORY

T HERE'S a fundamental backbone of
scientific logic in every good science
fiction story. Give a pseudo-scientific

writer the merest germ of an idea—based

on known science of today—and, presto,
he's at the typewriter! Now that you've
read JOHN W. CAMPBELL, Jr.’s, inter-
planetary novelette, BRAIN STEALERS

OF MARS, we know that you'll be in-

terested to learn how the plot was evolved.

Here's what the author says about it:

BRAIN STEALERS OF MARS rose out of an argu-
ment with a friend of mine, a research organic chemist.
We were discussing the lowest life-forms, those single-
cell creatures that are almost impossible to classify as
plant or animal, save by their chemical reactions.

I suggested, in connection with the basic unity of
protoplasm, the life-stuff of all cells, that it was quite
possible that they could change their nature at will,
being plant or animal, as conditions made advisable.

The unpleasant results of an intelligent creature
capable of altering its protoplasm to suit appeared at
once, and the effect such a creature would have upon
society. Like most stories, it built itself from the basic
premise; a creature composed of simple protoplasm
capable of altering that protoplasm at will to any form.
It would obviously destroy any civilization it came in
contact with; so for story development a civilization
was provided, destroyed from a higher point. The locale
was fixed on any of the three habitable planets of the
system by the condition of life, but Earth was ruled out
because it hasn't happened here— yet. | picked Mars as
an older, more probably advanced world, stretching Mar-
tian facts slightly as to atmosphere, etc., for easy
presentation, and concentration on the main theme.

The introductory idea of the men driven from Earth,
first wanderers in space, by the development of atomic
power, was partly to suggest another idea: that the first
atomic power experiments might be oversuccessful.

The sneeze-solution, by the way, is quite legitimate:
it does require several hundred muscles for even this
simple act, and the neuro-muscular coordination needed
would be beyond the ability of any imitation that had
not had an opportunity for prolonged study.

That the highly intelligent Martians could not detect
the imitators is quite allowable in that the creatures had
the opportunity to study at Martian colleges and learn
all the Martians knew about Martian physiology.

Certainly, an intelli%ent creature capable of altering
its protoplasm would be exceedingly dangerous!

CITY OF THE FUTURE

ARTHUR L. ZAGAT'S novelette, THE
LANSON SCREEN, carries a grim theme.
But it's not a remote one, at least not in
the eyes of the author. He tells us:

It was on a viaduct that carries Riverside Drive over
the Manhattanville Hollow that | conceived THE LAN-
SON SCREEN. | had gone there for inspiration. |
wanted to envisage the New York of the future: soaring
aerial highways of which this one was the forerunner;
the*Hudson covered over, perhaps, with a green pleasure
park, or with the multiplex, windowless building of
Time to Come, The sky darkened by aircraft, myriad
darting shapes shimmering rainbowlike in a translu-
cent air. All the marvels yet in the womb of the

Perhaps, | thought, there would be a great crystal
dome over Manhattan Island some day, letting the sun

(Continued on Page 118)

WE WANT y O U TQ TEST

the Weil Belt at our Expense/

ON'T leta*“baywindow" make you the but*
of lockeryroom jokesl If the Weil Belt does
not take 3 INCHES offthat paunchy waistline IN 10 DAY S
it won't cost yon ared cent!
m If youwant that well-set-up appearance, get rid of the fat
this easy way! N o starvation diets... no strenuous exercise*
.. just get into a Weil belt and appear inches smaller at
once. You will feel, as well as look like a new man as
the fat actually disappears. With the loss of burdensome far
vitality and pep will come back. Many wearers state that
thereduced weightaidsdigestion and relieves constipation!

IFE YOU DO NOT ¢+ ¢
REDUCE YOUR WAIST

| INCHES IN 1 Q DAYS
it will cost you nothing!

m It would take a whale of a lot of nerve to make such an
agreement if we didn't know, from the experiences of
hundreds of men that our claims are conservative. W. T.
Andersonwrites"Lost30lbs.””:W .l.. McGinnis says "W aist
is 8 inches smaller”. Fred Wolfe says"Feel like a new man.”

These men and many others are so enthusiastic about

eir new lease on life that they write us about it!... Why
not prove at our expense that it will do as much for your

DON’'T WAIT/ FAT IS DANGEROUS)

Insurance companies think twice before they insure a

t man... doctors warn against overweight. Why not get
that dangerous fat off before it harms your health?
m The Weil method is safe and sure . . . it's the gentle
massage-like action as you walk or sit at your desk that
does the trick! And you feel more comfortable with sagging
abdominal muscles supported. Don't carry around that
excess baggage any longer! Mail the coupon today! NOWit

SEND FOR 10 PAY FREE TRIAL OFFER
THE WEIL CO., Inc., 6811 HILL ST., NEW HAVEN, CONN.

Gentlemen: Send me FREE, your illustrated folder describing
The Weil Belt and full details of your 10 day FREE Trial Offer.

Name
Address-

Ust Coupon or Send Name and Addrus on Penny Post Card
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WAKE UPYOUR
LIVER BILE-

Withoat Calomel—Ami You'D Jump Out
of Bed in (he Morning Razin' to Go

The Hror should pons onttwo pounds of liquid
bile tefo sour bowels dally. Tft this bile Is not flow-
ing freely, your food doesn't digest, Xt just decays
in the bowels. Gas bleats up yeUr stomgeh, 'You get
constipated. Your -whole system ie poisoned and you
feel sour, sunk and the world looks punk.

Laxatives are only makeshifts. A mere bowel
movement doesn't get at the cause. It takes those
good, old Carter’s Little Liver Pills to get these two
pounds of bile flowing freely and make you feel "up
and up.” Harmless, gentle,” yet amazing In making
bile flow freely. Ask for Carter’s Little Liver Pills
by name. Stubbornly refuse anything else. 25e at ail
drug Stores. © 1935, C. M. Co.

ORDER BY MAIL AT
MONEY SAVING PRICES

F ﬁ B 1 "aftWtsflmgllf\g[

mNomOmuneyl

8
vacuum, Cup Suction. Rwtow* l\bn: Volesarﬂfuels’? ExenNP/ y
Sort daisy. WritsTeday, Sand Name and Address(or Informztﬂen

60 DAYS

TRIAL W ot* Zp*ei*U ttwish ng*a*n c*p*rHrm»

WT* 339, ft | VAN IUJUN Chicago, |

DEAFNESS IS MISERY

Many people wjth defective hearing and
Bp»d Noise, enjoy Conversation. Movie,,
ch ana R«fio» because they ine /n |
ard Invisible Ear Drama which V11
le Tiny Metaphoneafittiag hMh

Ear entirely out of sight. A ~ain

re* batterie, or head piece. ji

are inexpensive. Write for afl
d sworn statement of \%

orwhowa*himself deaf.

AH. LEBKEBIS st |8( TOHANKawartt

POEMS SET TO MUSIC

PUBLISHED. HITS MAKE FORTUNES
Seed your poems for free examination
HcNBXL* BACHELOR OF MUSIC
1582-TF West 27th Street, Eos Angeles* California.

HowTo Secure A
GovermmentPosition

Why worry about strikes, layoffs, hard times?
Train now fer a Government job. Increased sal-
aries, steady work, travel, good pay. Let me
help you become a Rallway Postal Clerk, Post
Office’ Clerk. City Mail Cartier. Rural Carrier—
gr help you get” into any other* Government job
you want. | was a Secretary Examiner of Civil
Service. Commission for S years Have helped
TCnW FRF/TC thous: age. hook
u*v ALAx1  tehs al out Govern ent jol
and how ay instruction helps to qualify you to
get one. Send the coupon for your copy TODAY.
X.Tb Patterson, Civil Service Expert
PATTERSON SCHOOL. 18311 Case Blag Rwhtftor N. Y
Send, without obligation* free book "How to Secure GonrraMWwW
Position.”

NAME oo e e
AdAress .....cocooveie v

Better
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(Continued irom page 117)
through, and the life-giving rays of the invieiblc spec-
trum, hut barring: out rairi, ind storm, ..and dust.

A crash from below ciiu&ht my alteration. A milk
train was being- couplfed up—on. anotherJtraek was a
string of refrigerator cars, bringing mealC and fruit3.
and vegetables to the swarming ddniawne of the city.

In the distance | saw the high tower of the old
Crotona aqueduct, at Highbridge.

How dependent, | suddenly realised, for every essential
of life on the land beyond it were the million or more
beings in the teeming island stretching far to the south
of me. Cut them off from access for a day, a week, and
they would die— like flies. Cut then* off—cut them-—

The vision of the dome QverajSjfcing Manhattan
stayed with me. But now it Was a shell of impenetra-
ble force covering the Island, permeating deep into the
rocky entrails. The city’s millions were caught within
it, like so many rats. . . .

But they were people. Human beings with all the
hopes, and aspirations, and follies the braveries and
the cowardices; the loves and the bates; that make
them real, and lovable

The story THE LANSON SCREEN was born 1

S. G. W’s LAST STORY

THE BRINK OF INFINITY, the last
story STANLEY G. WEINBAUM ever
wrote, was not composed with publication
in mind. Here's the origin of this yarn, as
related by Mrs. Weinbamn:

Stan and | were sitting in our car one day waiting for
a friend to join us. We were whiting away the time
playing “Twenty Questions.” You know, it's that game
where you think of something, animal, vegetable or
mineral, etc., and the other person hae to guess what
you have in mind. Everybody’'s played it at one time
or another.

I was thinking of the foot that made the original
“footprints of time”— and Stan guessed it in his quota
of questions.

To come hack at me, he asked me if 1 could guess a
certain mathematical expression ho had in mind— same
rules. | couldn’'t guess iIt, and the idea amused him so
much that he wrote it up in story form for me.

I got a kick out of seeing the idea worked out in
fiction form and, although Stan had neynr thought of
submitting THE BRINK OF INFINITY anywhere. | sent
it to the editor of THRILLINO WONDER STORIES
when he asked me for something unpublished by Stan
for his magazine, | hope everyone likes it as much as

we did.
OTHER WORLDS

The cover for this month illustrates
EDMOND HAMILTON'S novelette of
space colonization, MUTINY ON
EURGPA. Here's what Mr. Hamilton has
to say regarding the development of his
story:

MUTINY ON ETJROPA is an attempt to depict in a
story the terrific hardships amr obstacles that will be
faced bK Earthmen who colonize other planets. | have
often thought that science fiction, has made too light
of the terrible difficulties such colonial expeditions will
encounter, the different gravitation with its effects on
the cerebellum necessarily different from our own, and
above all the terrible isolation from the parent world.

Few interplanetary stories, in fact, have emphasized
sufficiently that isolation. Only consider the horrible
loneliness and nostalgia experienced by such men as
polar explorers, the rasp of temperaments and brooding
over grudges to which it gives rise. Then think of the
distance millions of times multiplied, the Earth a mere
speck of light in the heavens, the sense of being for-
gotten by the people of Earth, that will inevitably be
experienced by interplanetary colonists.

It mav seem hackneyed to some that in it, the
colonizing Earthmen are at warfare with the aborigines
of the new planet. | can hear some readers asking—
ewhy could not men of Earth meet creatures of another
world without fighting? But | feel that the profound
differences in body and mind and thought-patterns be-
tween two races of different worrd® would be an almost
impossible obstacle to peaceful contact. Just remember
that on our own planet, alien races of the same species
have waged violent war on each other from thousands of
years ago to this day. In view of that, does it seem
likely that man could meet peacefully with creatures
of a totally different species? That's my view— but
whether or not all the readers agree with me. | hope
they enjoy the story.

15¢ Everywhere



SCIENTIFILM REVIEW

THE DEVIL DOLL. An MGM picture. Directed
by Tod Browning. Starring Ljonel Barrymore.
EasedI on the A, Merritt novel, “Burn, itch,
urn!”

B ACK in 1929 Abraham Merritt's
“Seven Footprints to Satan” was
filmed disastrously. The picture was

a financial success, but a sad disappoint-

ment to fantasy fans. MGM’'s “The Devil

Doll,” based on Merritt's “Burn, Witch,
Burn!” is an equal disappointment. Guy
Endore, Garrett Fort, and Tod Browning
have combined to turn out a run-of-the-
mill thriller which does not attempt to re-
capture the unique fantasy of Merritt's
novel.

Readers will remember that the book
revolved around Mme. Mandilip, the
hideous doll-maker, whose command of
unearthly science enabled her to terrorize
New York with miniature human beings,
obedient to her will. In the film Mme.
Mandilip is played by Lionel Barrymore in
an untidy wig and spectacles. There is
little point in recapitulating the story,
which is not Merritt's, and which is by no
means novel.

There are a few good shots of the
animated dolls; although these are merely
further developments of the homunculus
scenes in “The Bride of Frankenstein.”
And there is an excellent sequence halfway
through the picture when Mme. Mandilip
sends a girl-doll on a murderous errand.
Her cautious adventure through a room
filled with gigantic furniture is the closest
approach to the Merritt atmosphere in the
entire picture. Nevertheless the acting is
not good, although Arthur Hohl and Lionel
Barrymore do what they can.

Dear to the heart of the fantasy fan was
the climax of “Burn, Witch, Burn!” the
last desperate conflict against the super-
science of the doll-maker. In the picture
Mme. Mandilip’'s assistant throws a con-
tainer of explosive at her confederate and
destroys the doll shop in a strikingly un-
exciting manner. Best shot: the Apache
doll cowering beneath a chair, waiting to
stab the villain’s ankle with a poisoned,
microscopic dagger.

_If you don’t mind sitting through a dull
picture for the sake of a few excellent fan-
tastic sequences, you can safely see “The
Devil Doll.” But let's hope Hollywood
never films Merritt's “Moon Pool!"—H.K,

Every Story a Knockout

THRILLSNG SPORTS

A Brand New Magazine
For All Faitsl

ioc AT ALL NEWSSTANDS

Gayer

COLLEGE HUMOR

If you like to draw, test your sense
of design, color, proportion, etc.,
with our simple Art Ability Test.
An opportunity to get a frank opin«
ion, free, as to whether your talent
isworth developing.

Magazines, newspapers, publishers
and advertisers spend millionsyearly
for illustrations. Design and color
influence the sale of most things we
buy. Artists have become important
to industry. Machines can not dis>
place them. If you have talent,
trainit. Drawing may be your surest
road to success.

The Federal Schools, affiliated with
a large art, engraving and printing
Institution, has trained many young
men and women now serving in-
dustry as designers or illustrators,
capable of earning from $1,000 to
$5,000 yearly. Its Home Study
courses in Commercial Art, Ulus-
trating and Cartooning, contain
exclusive illustrated lessons hy many
famous artists, Practical instruction
by experienced men is the reason for
its many years* outstanding success.
Courses sold on easy payments.

Send today for Art Test and Free
Book explaining present opportun-
ities in art. Just fill out and mail
coupon below.

FEDERALSCHOOLS'IfTc.

11636 Federal Schools Bldg.
Minneapolis, Minn.

Send me, without obligation, your Art Test
and Free Book.

Age.-*... Occupation.

15¢ Everywhere
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MOUNT BIRDS

ALL KINDS OF ANIMALS

SPORTSN  «,SA,\VBYOUKTROEHIESI at
home in st time to moantall kinds of birds and
animals. | mt© yoor denwith trophies of field

and stream. We teéach_yon this FASCINATING
SPORTSMEN’S HOBB'Y. Quickly, easily learned.
Wild game is growing aearcor. Trophies now more
trainable than ever! Shoot FEWER and MOUNT
them true to life. IT*S PROFITABLEI Many earn
$12to $25 per week spare time mounting specimens
for hunters. Why not YOU? Learn to make USE-
FUL articles from mounted specimens such as book
ends, lamps, etc., etc. (See squirrel lighter to left.)

WILD GAME NOT NEE

bunt yon c*n moant COMMON epecimei
pigeon*, hawks, rabbits, even frogs.

LEARN TANNING JR -M ASS'S
Dew method to TAM GENUINE LEATHER from all kinds
of hides. Great spare time money maker.

CpCp R AAK Sendrightnow for beantifn! free
rnfifi o w n 4d-lcar«Wktet,iilrfOBtrated.tGmng
how easily YOU can iearn to tie# Taxidermy Artist. Con-
tains marfy 6ne pictures. Intensely interesting. Get YQUR
copy today-No coat or obligation. Don't delay,sand now!

H W, SHOO. of TAXIDERWY, 4178 BHmud BKC,, Ovdhg, N&

BKOOHE A 6CCOES8SPCI

ETECT IVE

Bara Big Money—Travel or Work at Home. Write
toaay for Free Detective Paper and Interesting Litera-
, Dept. E. Fremont, Neb.

GRANDER and GAYER
THAN EVER!

The New

COLLEGE
HUMOR

NOW

15c

ON SALE EVERYWHERE
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THE “SWAP” COLUMN

Her”~9 where you can exchange Wjpne&hmg you have
but d&fct want for something someone Telse has that
you do want. This is a FREE gervUce.

Limit your request to 86 words. Hv goods for sale
listed, nor requests concerning firearms or any illegal
articles.

IMPORTANT: No “swam" of back magazine
Issues are listed. This rule has been adopted to safe-
guard the health, of our readers. Back numbers of
magazines are known disease-earriats.

Type or hand-print clearly, in mIn&Uting announce-
ments. THRILLING WONDER STORIES will not be
responsible for losses sustained. Make plain fust what
you have and what you want to “samp" it for. En-
close a clipping of this announcement jrith your re-
quest. Address: Swap Column. TRRMTLING WONDER
STORIES, 22 West iSth Street/ New York, N, Y.

Have typewriter, stamps, radio, cameras, etc.,
make your offers. W. F, Weatherby, R. 1, Meno-
minee, Michigan.

I'll trade my_ foreign stamps with collectors
everywhere. Catalog value 'is three cents to
twenty cents each. Carooll Hamlin, Salem, Ore-
gon.

Wanted: Any black_cat, also some of the early in-

formation about science and invention. Will ‘give

X/lo_uhgood “swap.” Carl Woolatd, 353 Foss, Flint.
ichigan.

Ten different Silver Jubilee’s, including Cayman
St. Lucia, and Turks lIsland. For tén unused
American Commemorative three cent stamps.
Approvals. Lee Shapiro, 1301 Argyle, Chicago, 111

I'll swap one microscope set complete, including
75 power to 500 power microscope, set of slides,
necessary slide making |_mtplements and subjects
for a telescope. J. Ray Diefenderfer, 420 W. Mar-

ket St., Orwigsburg, Penna.

Have three hundred stamps, drafting set, and
would like tattooing outfit, powerful Held glasses,
or what have'\?/ou? Henry L. Reil, 231 8th™ Street,
Jersey City, J.

Please send me a telescope or microscope. Write
me for list. Lawrence Larkey, Maces Spring, Vir-
ginia.

Have watches, old coins, post marks, etc., and
would like Indian relics, viplins, and other things.
R. C. Campbell, 500 W. Lincoln St., Tullahoma,
Tennessee.

I'd like your stamp mixtures, and please send
\éour want list and stamps. Edward Labadie, 4522
. Salina, Syracuse, New York.

I'll_swap a 60X telescope, crystal set, pocket

radio, for good guitar and course. Swap Indian

relics, stamps and other things for something of
ractical value. Lamar Wray, Route 1, Box 6
ilmichael, Miss.

I'd like a small A.C.-D.C. short wave radio—
also have two type thirty-seven radio tubes and
two type seventy-six as well—will swap for ar(%
one type twelve-A-seven. ~A. L. Beeman, 2

Friel Street, Ottawa, Ontario, Canada.

Have SOX microscope, four model rocketships
that I'll exchange for almost anything that you
can name- Eugene Hubbard, Dewyrose, Georgia
(R. F. D. No. 1%’.

Exchange all kinds of photogralplhs, oddities,
freaks, 'scenery; no art stuff. - These must_be
unpublished, and have hundreds of similar
photos to trade for them. Paul Hadley, Piggott,
Arkansas.



SC1ENTIBOOK REVIEW

THE REVOLUTION IN PHYSICS. By Ernst

Zimmer; translated from the German b , Staf-
ford Htatgtlse7lg Harcourt, Brace and N. Y.,
a

T the rate with which Physical Theory

L changes nowadays, Ernst Zimmer's

book may be out of date by this

time, but it is well worth the reading, for

it gives a not-too-technical, yet faithful

picture of the modern concept of (primari-
ly) the ever mysterious atom.

Starting with Newton’s Mechanics, and
running through the theories of Maxwell,
Planck, Rutherford, Bohr and Einstein, it
brings you finally, breathless and not a
little bewildered, to the modern (i. e. early
1936) concept of the big little atom. The
author points out how each successive
building block by these great men has a
little flaw in it that threatens to topple at
any moment our picture of the atom and its
larger image—the universe.

Many significant things are brought out.
That light can be proved a wave or a par-
ticle separately, and yet must be both, for
which the modern explanation is a rather
lame concept of a “wavicle”’—something
that behaves both as a wave and particle.
That the Principle of Indeterminacy
strongly indicates that the electron is more
of a spherical pulsation than a material
body. That there is a series of Universal
Constants (such as Planck’s, Einstein’s,
etc.) which must all add up to some blind-
ing truth, but which at present escape the
keenest minds in science. That, finally, the
whole set of laws applying to the everyday
physical world cannot be extended to
atomic physics without drastic revision.

As a philosophical epilogue, the author
hints that some of the laws of physics
apply directly to psychology. For instance,
the inability to predict even the next
second’s future action from a survey of
cause and effect. And the paradox of ex-
amining our minds with our minds, com-
parable to trying to see an electron with
the same ray (photon) of light that knocks
that electron out of range.

The onward march of physics is like
climbing a mountain—the higher one goes
the more one sees left to explore.—E. B.

GUIDE TO SCIENCE

KNOWLEDGE ANSWERS
(See Page 109)

1— Page 15 in BRAIN STEALERS OF MARS
2— Page 22 in BRAIN STEALERS OF MARS

3— Page 27 in BRAIN STEALERS OF MARS
4— Page 63 in BRINK OF INFINITY

5— Page 46 in THE LANSON SCREEN

6— Page 82 in SATURN'S RINGMASTER
7— Page 41 in STATIC

8— Page 30 in TRAPPED IN ETERNITY
9— Page 31 in TRAPPED IN ETERNITY

Kidneys Must
(ean QL Adics

Your body cleans out Acids and poisonous wastes in
your blood thru 9 million tiny, delicate Kidney tubes or
filters, but beware of cheap, drastic, irritating drugs. If
functional Kidney or Bladder disorders make you suffer
from Getting Up Nights, Nervousness, Leg Pains, Back-
ache, Circles Under Eyes, Dizziness, Rheumatic Pains,
Acidity, Burning, Smarting or ltching, don’t take chances.
Get the Doctor’'s guaranteed prescription called Cyatex.
$10,000.00 deposited with Bank of America, Los Angeles.
Calif., guarantees Cystex must bring new vitality in 48
hours and make you feel years younger in one week or
money back on return of empty package. Telephone your
druggist for guaranteed Cystex (Siss-tex) today.

50cC

A WEEK

Latest Popular Lady's Baguette Wrist Watch. Beautifully engraved
apd chased. Chromium finished link bracelet to match. Tested and
regulated movement. Guaranteed accurate time-keeping and satis-
factory service. Free material for two %ear* ExQu|5|ter designed.
Lady's solitaire Ring. Beautifully fashioned.

Set ‘with a facet Simulated Diamond of daz-

zling radiance and blazing fire. Our Simu-

lated Diamonds are pure white, 24 facet, glit-

ter with sEarkllng brilliancy. You will' be

amazed with its similarity to a perfect cut,

flawless, genuine diamond “costing hundreds of

dollars.

To advertise our Simulated Diamond RInji, wo

will Include above described Bapuette wrist

Watch, on each ring purchased from us and

paid on our meat liberal, easy weekly payment

Plan. SEND NO MONEY NOW!

Just send name and address. No papers to sign, no reference
required, no red tape. State size of ring or send a strip of peg)er
measure. On arrival pag é)ostman $2.00 down. After that
week, full price only $ The watch will not coat you anythlng
extra on this offer. Act now. Rush order at once!

FASHIONJEWELRY CO.,B R
us

\ Government
gj Jobs

START
& $1260t0 $2100
YEAR

Get ready
immediately

Men—Women
Common educa-
tion usually
sufficient
Mail Coupon
Today SURE

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE. Dept. P-273. Rochester. N. Y.
. Bush to me FREE OF CHARGE, list of U, S. Government big I
* paid jobs now obtainable. send FREE 32- -page book telling a
| salaries, duties, hours, etc. Tell me how I can get a position, j

I NGIME b st |
| Address



#\I this department we shall publish your opinions every month. After
a

Il, this is YOUR magazine, and it is edited for YOU.

If a story in

THRILLING WONDER STORIES fails to click with you, it is up to you

to let us know about it.

We welcome your letters whether they are compli-

mentary or critical—or contain good old-fashioned brickbats! Write regu-
larly! As many of your letters as possible will be printed below. We can-
not undertake to enter into private correspondence.

"A HAT OUT OF THE RABBIT"

Science Fiction! Of thee | sing. War,

pestilence, depression—and unemployment.
But science fiction is here to stay, as the
blacksmith remarked of the automobile in-
dustry. For entertainment we have the
talkies, bridge, ping-pong—but give me
science fiction; the entertainment as in-
triguing as chess, and as modern as to-
morrow. And inducing the man in the street
to look forward.
"You pull a rabbit out of a hat, and the
crowd sighs with boredom. Ah; but now
pull a hat out of the rabbit— The new
THRILLING WONDER STORIES re-
concentrates attention of the masses.
WONDER again rises to the majestic
heights. Not Upon the apex of the pinnacle,
but give us more like the first issue and it
won't be long.

The newspapers run streamer headlines
in which prominent names stand out like
sore thumbs. Everybody buys. Look at
the line-up on the contents page of the
new T. W. S.! And the line-up for the
next issue! Extra! Extral

Our old friend, Ray Cummings, is back.
Hope he’'ll be a permanent fixture along
with Arthur J. Burks. A. MERRITT! Per-
suade him to do a serial for us. Keep up
the standard set by the Aug, issue and
we're with you, heart and soul. Go
monthly and we're stronger than that.—
Joseph Hatch, 334 Maiden Lane, Lawrence,
Kansas.

SECOND BETTER THAN FIRST

I've just this minute finished reading the
October T. W. S. | waited until the second
issue came out so that | could judge my
comments more fairly. 1'd say that “Cosmic
Quest,” by Hamilton, “Rhythm of the
Spheres,” by A. Merritt, and Farley's
"Liquid Life” were the best. In this issue
you seem to have found yourself and have
produced a better magazine than the first
one.

Why does Hal K. Wells always begin the
names of alien races with “X”? ... By
all means keep the new “Story Behind the
Story” feature in the magazine. It adds

to the enjoyment one derives from science
fiction, for it shows us how these authors
work, , . . “Scientifacts” is good, too, but
don’t take out a short story you might have
on hand to substitute in its stead. "Liquid
Life” is by far the best thing Farley has
ever produced. “Zarnak” is a nice bit of
variety. Ray Cummings’ "Blood of the
Moon” was a pretty hackneyed job, but his
“Shadow Gold" in the October issue is in-
teresting and more up-to-date. Again, the
ancient voice that palls much upon vye
Editor's ear, “Monthly, plizz!”—Douglas
Blakely, Sec'y Science Fantasy Corre-
spondence Club, 4615 Edina Bfvd., Min-
neapolis, Minn.

SUGGESTIONS

After perusing two issues of your new
magazine from cover to cover, | feel called
upon to make a few comments. You have a
set-up that augurs well for the future of
science fiction. You have a fine set of
authors—but don’t depend upon authors
alone. The story is the important thing.

Cummings, Merritt, Binder and Kline
are top-notch writers. But their contribu-
tions in the first issue had the atmosphere
of “formula.” Weinbaum struck the only
note of originality. The October issue
shows definite improvement. Merritt is
much better here, and his unique story
takes first place. Farley is second with his
fascinating original “Liquid Life.” “The
Microscopic Giants” is third, containing
some good ideas. Once again, Cummings is
disappointing, and 1 could hardly wade
through his story. Burks does a good piece
of writing without much to work with, and
Wells has a new idea or two in his yarn.

Let originality be your theme. Let’s have
more fantasy and less saving of the world
from invaders. Let's have stories of great
inventions used for good, of interplanetary
exploration without warfare, of human
men and women and their lives in the dis-
tant future. Your next issue looks good. |
hope you will steadily improve after the
fine beginning you have made. My best
wishes for the success of T, W. S.—Donald
V. Allgeir, 707 Madison St., Springfield,
Mo.
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AMATEUR ASTRONOMERS,
ATTENTION!

When | wrote a letter to your magazine
in April, asking for students of astronomy
to get in touch with me, I hardly expected
the overwhelming flood of letters from all
parts of the country.

Each letter (112 of them!) told how
T. W. S. had acted as an extraordinary cure
for tired—but imaginative—minds. Some
told me that the magazine in its new form
was much better than its predecessor.
Others claimed that the first part of the
book they turned to—after obtaining a
copy—was the Science Questions and
Answers Department.

Many of the readers wanted information
as to how reflecting telescopes could be
built. 1 was placed in a position where
| wanted to answer each letter, but was
unable to. Therefore, with your kind per-
mission, and the permission of the readers,
| suggest that | write a series of articles
on reflecting telescopes and their construc-
tion, as a contribution toward popularizing
astronomy. These articles will explain, in
simple and untechnical terms, the making
of telescopes.

Your suggestion that light might possess
different ‘wave-lengths under various
media was found plausible. I wrote to a
professor at Harvard University and his
answer was: “It might be possible that
‘death rays’ might be seen in various colors.
For instance, if a beam of invisible light
of about 0.0001 mm. passed through a media
in space congested with cosmic dust, the
ray would be visible. But still, there would
be no color. The wave-length depends
upon the atoms discharging it; and not the
atoms upon the sensation.”—Joseph Mal-
lory, 503 West 146th St., New York City,
N. Y.

(What do our readers think about a series of non-
fiction articles, as suggested by Mr. Mallory? Space in
T. W. S. is limited, and we would not like to deprive
T. W. S. readers of their fiction content. Will readers
write in and give us their opinions?— Ed.)

FARLEY TOPS AGAIN

Once more THRILLING WONDER
STORIES comes through in good style.
Although most of the stories were only
average, two of them stand out as being

excellent. The first, “Liquid Life,” by
Ralph Milne Farley, is one of the best
yarns | have ever read. The other is

“Rhythm of the Spheres,” by A. Merritt.

Your artist evidently doesn’'t bother with
details. The monster on the cover is de-
scribed as being 12 feet in length. On the
cover it is about 24 feet long, in proportion
to the man. It is also supposed to be red
in color with purple eyes. But outside of
that it was a very good cover.—Robert A.
Madle, 333 E. Belgrade St., Philadelphia,
Penna.

FOR AMATEUR S-F WRITERSI

I have some good news for every reader
of T. W. S. This news is that there is a
(Confirmed on Page 124)

TO YOU

NEW REMINGTON NOISELESS
PORTABLEI

DAY

Money Back 6 asrsnt««
IG'Dsy Free Trial Offer

T LAST! The famous Remington Noiseless

, Portable that speaks in a whisper is available
for only 1(W a day. Here is your opportunity to
get a real Remington Noiseless Portable direct
from the factory. Equipped with all attachments
that make for complete writing equipment. Stand-
ard keyboard. Automatic ribbon reverse. Variable
line spacer and all the conveniences of the finest
portable ever built. PLUS the NOISELESS fea-
ture. Act now while this special opportunity
holds good. Send coupon TODAY for details.

YOU DON’'T RISK A PENNY
We send you the Remington Noiseless Portable
direct from the factory with 10 days FREE trial.
If you are not satisfied, send it back. WE PAY
ALL SHIPPING CHARGES.

e FREE rvrinG course

With your now Remington Noiseless Portable we will send yon
—absolutely FREE—a 19-page coarse in typing. It teaches the
Touch System, used by all expert typists. It is simply written
and completely illustrated. Instructions are as simple as A, B,
C. Even a child can easily understand this method. A little
study and the average person, child or adult, becomes fasci-
nated. Follow this course during the 10-Day Trial Period we
give you with your typewriter and you will wonder why you
ever took the trouble to write letters by hand.

e FREE carrvinG case

Also under this new Purchase Plan we will send you FREE with
every Remington Noiseless Portable a special carrying case
sturdily built of s-ply wood. This handsome case covered with
heavy du Pont fabric. The topis removed by one motion, leaving
the machine firmly attached to the base. This makes it easy to use
your Remington anywhere—on knees, in chairs, on trains. Don't
delay. .. send in the coupon for complete detailst

SEND COUPON WHILE LOW PRICES HOLD"

n Remington Rand. Inc.. T>evt 169-11
SI5 Fourth Are., New York, N. Y.

I Please tell me how I can get a new Remington Noiseless Portable
typewriter, plus FREE Typing Course and carrying case, for only
10c a day. Also send me new illustrated catalogue.

Name-

Address

City -State-—-—-——
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NOW SCIENCE KNOWS WHY

Germs that get deep into tho scalp skin and not removed with scan
and water, shampoos, hair tonics, salve# and oils. They create fine
dandruff to clog up pore* and hair follicles, causing itch, falling
hair and smothering the roots so they can not grow hair. NOow a new
method enables men to easily remove the thin, congested, germladen
outer layer of scalp skin and have a clean outer layer that will ab-
sorb air, sunshine and benefit from stimulating, nourishing prepara-
tion# to activate the dormant roots to function and promote hair
growth This new method is now explained in a treatise called

"HOW HATH GROWS" and tells what to do. It is being mailed

absolutely tree to readers of this magazine who have hair troubles.

Send no money.

C P C C Write to Dermolav Lab., Desk 612-B. No. 1700 Broadway,
New York. N. Y. Yon receive it by mail postpaid. 11

pleased tell friends.

Stop Drink Habit

P*t tuteleo Cnvex In hie coffee, tea. liquor or food ‘Be won't

afled DOstl in wrapper for $l.
c O. P. If deaired, plan awe cent™ a tlo a chancepp8n§er tod

CRAVEXeo, Dept. 100, F.O,em 65, Buriank, Callf

Learn

Piano, Violin, Cornet
Tornuxt, Mandolin,&iiitar. T
Banjo. Oncan,Accordion S_xophone Clarinet

EASY HOME METHOD—new, fast war for beginners.
Makes yoo accomplished tn amazmgly short time. 300,000
enthosiastic students. Low cost; easy terms. SatisfacUoa
guaranteed. Fro® Catalog gives foil details.

NATIONAL ACADEMY OF MUSIC

Dept. 732 1525 East 5Srd Street, Chicago

Blood-Chilling
Stories »/
Hideous Terror

and
Grim Torture

in Every Issue of

THRILLING
MYSTERY

10c--—- -At All Newsstands

Brighter
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(Continued from page 123)

new science-fiction fan magazine, the
Science-Fantasy Correspondent. The pur-
pose of this non-profit magazine is to en-
courage readers of imaginative fiction to
write similar fiction, and see their work in
print. Much talent in this field has been
undiscovered because amateur writers have
been afraid that professional magazines
would not accept their work. These writers
can turn to the Correspondent, for any
story with a reasonable amount of merit
will be accepted for publication.

However, | assure you that there will be
no gong-getters. Nonprofessionals will not.
be the only contributors. Material by Dr.
David H. Keller is in the first issue, and
Forrest J. Ackerman is slated for the next.
In addition, lots of fan news and articles
of interest to followers of science fiction.—
Willis Conover, Jr., Editor, Science-
Fantasy Correspondent, 27 High St., Cam-
bridge, Maryland.

HOWS CAMPBELL?

Here’'s my opinion of the October issue.
The cover good, but inaccurate. Better
than the August cover. Now that we've had
two “monstrosity” covers, keep away from
this type for a few issues. Your cover
artist, whoever he is, even though his first
covers are only fair, has what it needs to
produce some really good work.

“Shadow Gold” and “Liquid Life” are
the best stories. "Rhythm of the Spheres”
was a typical Merritt yarn, improbable, but
fascinating. Much better than “The Drone
Man.”  “Dictator of the Atoms” didn't
live up to expectations, but was o. k. “Cos-
mic Quest” and "Man-Jewels for Xothar”
were both good. Though several of the
items in “Scientifacts” were old, on the
whole it was interesting. The new feature,
“Story Behind the Story,” is very interest-
ing.

As a whole, this issue is better than the
first one. The line-up for the next issue
looks good, except for “Mutiny on Europa”
and maybe “Brain-Stealers of Mars.”
Campbell is one of my favorite authors,
but from the forecast this latter story
sounds as if it will be minus the usual
Campbell science.

Now for requests; enlarge the League
and the Readers’ Department; have more
scientific fact and theory, though not so
much as to read like a text book. And
please go monthly.—Paul H. Spencer, 88
Ardmore Road, West Hartford, Conn.

KNOCK-KNOCK |

Since you asked so prettily in the head-
ing for The Reader Speaks column, am
shipping my opinions C. O. D. and no
quarter asked. A little late, | suppose, but
here comes a bombardment anent the
August issue and a few cursory remarks
upon glancing over the newly-arriven
October number.

(Continued on Page 126)

15¢ Everywhere
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DON'T BE BULLIED

3lm Japaneao art of MIf-defease.
New methods, of attack and de-
ftaa# are given. Unstinted to that
rem cannot fall to understand them.
Deals fully with trips, throws,
wrist lock*, body holds, defease
agataat revolver*, stran% g arm-
locks, scissors, spllts eadlock,
hewmga man down, doable knee
throw,stick attack. defeoseagalmt
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er*. Learn to protect yourself un-
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AUTO SCARE BOMB

The Auto Bomb is
attached to the
motor of yoar car,
one wire to the
spark plug and the
other wire to any
EI)_arl of the motor.
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DANCING

admired--always popular
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THROW YOUR VOICE
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bed oranywhere Lots of
fun fooling teacher, po-
ueeman or friends. The
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used with above for Bird
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250 MagicTricks

An excellent little book con-
taining 860 Parlor Tricks,
trifite "with cards, coins,
handkerchiefs, eggs, ring: S,
glasses, etc..go simple lhata

— Entertain
and amuse everybody.
Only 10c postpaid.
123 CARD TRICKS. Contains Ialest and best card
tricks- Exposes card tricks used by gamblers. 2gc
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, Aco E
| Luxe Edition Wlth cfe{h binding 25c

h| e Mence.

JO-NEONSMITH& QO

DETROIT, MICHIGAN

'ALOG mailed on recelpl of 10cs, or tin
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600 p

N eBi:?)?

BOOds, robber stomps unusua
seeds and plants, etc.

,unprocarablu sttewhsre. Stamp* Accepts

ELECTRIC EYEC nr?50
photomlc

TheElectric Eve-Ph otceeO"k
entitle discoveries that has
flaah of light open* a Kartgo,
lights or off, stops rar starts .,

au television sets. The rofrogLe wil
~atperiraeojar, no Inventor <*na-y

to amuse and_de fl}ht peogle py «Croat W%‘ rd f-
facts. Ughto o o wmm/aeaahnafllght

atg,a& Rfe«8Sr-
ROCKET StHPSI
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future Wlth
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ijslghbarbeaa,
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HWTAP DANCE

whole body. Promotes elimneea na-
Ithoyt pills, dru s or
erab. erful
uh you for addlng to
om » aeeompbficmfenta.
5 CENTS POSTPAID. *

ELECTRIC MOTOR
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pet Minute Ay 0

for—LO ¢.~-Bouad’ahoo -

able but Itls perfectly feme-. Wo aerkf i elj%rg'parte
gacked utaneatbox, with fulrinetructlouafor assem-
Ilng No trouble at aII pullln;\; K lofrelher &ls FUN.
akes but a few minutes. d BIOY1 Isn't It
No. 6 or s|m||ar dr)rhattar Tea

(notes than by

BLANK CARTRIDGE PISTOL

REVOLVER STYLE 2 5 C

50c

Three new

models now

out, >fe 54fe

and

Well madeand affect-

Patterned afeer

latest typo of Revolv-

er. Appearance alone

will scarea bu

Takes 22CaL Blank Carlrldge" obUf-
nbla everywbene. Great protection a-

F;unst burgdstbll,:]aomplheoéa- Hava It

ger at-
tached to otherrevolvers. FlneforAIb

of stage work,

sta Small Sira IScl

Hidges v Lo st @ (Cowtruy type) 10*.
ridges Me ster (cowtru e) 10*
Shlpgped by I:J:;(prsss only, not prepal y yp

MIDGET BIBLE. Biseofa Doelagwalamp/‘over 200
pagess._ Said to .bring good hwitaovMr. .
Dream Book anti Fortune Teller*
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FALSE TEETH

DAYS
TRIAL

Thousands 0f my
satisfied customers
all over the country
know there is no
need to pay big
prices. | have been
making dental plates
for many years, by mail, and | have saved my cus-
tomers thousands of dollars. Besides, | guarantee you
satisfaction or they do not costyou one cent, and | take
your word. Teeth made especially for you personally
can be tried for sixty days. In one Pennsylvania town
alone, 91 people are wearing teeth made by me, satisfied
they have better teeth and saved money,

SEND NO MONEY

My plates are very beautiful t0 look at and are con-
structed to give life-long service and satisfaction. You
can look years younger at once. They are made with
pearly white genuine porcelain teeth. Well fitting and
guaranteed unbreakable. Remember you do not send
*—I<—> 0Nne cent—just your name and ad-
m fH K M ' dress, and we send free impression
- material and full detailed directions.
Besure to write today for my low prices and complete
information. Don’t put this off. Do it today.

DR. S. B. HEININGER, D.D .S.
440 W. Huron St., Dept. 1150, Chicago, Illinois

M mnm/

Follow the World’'s Greatest
Sleuth on a Trail of Crime

DEATH RIDES THE
BLIZZARD

A Full Book Length Novel

in the November Issue of

THE PHANTOM
DETECTIVE

10c AT ALL STANDS
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(Continued from Page 124)

The August number. Cover: vile. As a
jacket for “The Rover Boys Down East
River” it might pass on a dark night with
a push, but a big push would be necessary.
The scene chosen wasn’'t so bad, but the
drawing was.

Contents page: Very good layout, and a
general neat, pleasing effect. Am glad to
see the next issue's events announced here
again.

lllustrations: Bravo! Marchioni was al-
ways good, and you seem to have found
some way of making him even better. The
illustrations are well-chosen, well drawn,
and neatly blocked off. And | note with
joy that you have not neglected the little
matter of captions.

Zarnak: Must we go on? | can't express
a true opinion without referring to cen-
sorable epithets. With a good artist and
story a continued strip would be a nice
idea, but this—words fail me!

Departments: Forecast on last page.
This is okay. Ballyhoo, of course, but it
made me a little interested and found me
looking forward to the next issue. Reader
Speaks: Not bad for the first one; we want
it enlarged, of course, and pray you will
continue to answer the points brought up.

Stories: Looking at it from your angle,
rather than from the point of view of the
old WONDER, they are not bad. Ray
Cummings has an enjoyable style and
technique. Scienqge-fictionally  speaking,
“Blood of the Moon,” was enjoyed. Of
course, Cummings has his little foibles—
his heroines are always as pure as little
Nell, and the heroes as simple as Simple
Simon. Perhaps after awhile you can get
something new hy him—say one of his
excellent four-part serials; Cummings can
write new things if he wants to, and when
he's at his best we can forgive a slightly
hackneyed plot and the never-different
characters. Weinbaum'’s “Circle of Zero”
was the high spot of the issue, though, and
worth the price in itself. What shall we
do without Weinbaum?

A few impressions of October issue:
Cover much better. Since they're going to
be sensational, let’'s have them really thrill-
ing, fantastic, and well drawn. This one
is all of that. Illustrations are splendid;
orchids for the new departments—*“Scien-
tifacts,” “Story Behind Story,” and new
swap column. Hope you can go monthly
soon and that you will be able to run
serials.

I would like to volunteer as a potential
Director or a possible S. F. L. Chapter
here in Canaan. Would WONDER readers
in the vicinity be good enough to let me
hear from them?—Robert W. Lowndes,
Box 384, Canaan, Conn.

FAVORITES

Being a veteran reader of WONDER |
naturally bought a copy when | caught
sight of your new and attractive masthead.



Your cover artist gets the book off to a
good start. His work has a popular appeal
that Paul’'s lacked, although | myself was
rather fond of it

Marchioni has done some really good
work for you. “Zarnak” is a good feature.

Your list of names should be attractive
to any science fiction reader. It's a real
galaxy of science fiction stars. ®Cummings,
Kline, Merritt and Binder are headliners
any day. Some of the foregoing you have
almost “brought back from the dead,” since
it was some time since | have seen their
names on any contents page. Some other
old-timers that | should like to see back in
print are Breuer, Harris, Cloukey, Meek,
V-errill and Wertenbaker. I'm glad to see
that you've put back the “author of , . .
etc.,” line. In all, you have a pretty fine
magazine. | hope you can go monthly
soon—A B. Gnaedinger, 95 Pierrepont
St., Brooklyn, N. Y.

WE RE O. K WITH HIM

Well, you asked for it. All through the
August issue you beg for suggestions,
brickbats and affirmations of approval of
the change of policy of WONDER.

Hats off to the most progressive maga-
zine in the field. You have good, clear il-
lustrations, larger and darker print on a
better grade of paper, and a host of new
features that fans have been clamoring for

(Concluded on Page 128)

UNIVERSAL
DESTRUCTION!

Planned by a Mighty Power

BRAIN of VENUS

ByJOHN RUSSELL FEARN
o

A Novelette in the Next issue of

THRILLING WONDER STORIES
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0aNHflw A -oeemoory €re; SECRINgpE Imates,
Quick results. Confidential service. Particoelsra FREE.
STANDARD CLUB, Box 6070, GRAYSLAKg, ILLINOIS

World's
VE*

Awaits

Eve ry deaPp m o oeksowstﬁa¥
Mr. Way made himaeif hear his watch tickafter

Jjeiogdeaf for twentj-five years,with hia
fUcioFEar Drums.. He'wore them day aad night.
=They_stopped his bead
‘'noiaeB. They are invisible
aadcomfortable,nowires i
* or_batteries. Write for =

TRUE STORY. Also v

bookleton Deafness. Arti/UiolBorDrum

THE WAY COMPANY
ROOHofmann Bi%, Detrw*, Mieblew

True stories of man’9 latest discoveries below, on and above
theearth. Every month Popular Mechanics—thebig250-page
magazine-—is.crammed full of fascinating accounts and pic-
tures (many irt.full color) of daring adventures, Astounding
scientificinventions,new achievementsin aviation, dSectridty,
~engineering, chemistry, physics, radio, etc. Special de-
ANN~NNpartm entsforhomecraftsmeaswipracticalshop
men—easy to foSfaw p&ng. Don't miss
IMS month's issue—a thriHing,
n rlfs grioaag and entertaining rec-
»5L mg/ oid of the world's newest won-

fciuto.-* m | —25c «tadm r M
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BETTERJ obs now

and BETTER PAY1
A real opportunity exists for
those who Learn Drafting
Now-drafting leads most in-
dustries in recovery today!

Learn Practical

DRAFTING & ENGINEIR

ril teach you on practical work, a method successful since
1900, and furnish you ail tools, also drawing table. Earn while
you learn in your spare time. No High School or previous
experience needed. WriteTODAY for FREE BOOK on Drafts-
E D P manahip. No obligations. Please give your age.

b aa J engineer _dobe
BWOn Mm 4118 UBERTYVILLE. ILL.

... easy money every day with fastest selling line of
\ Men’s Ties and Novelties in America! Every man ia a proa-
/pect, These marvelous values Sell on Sight. “No Risk" Guar-
antee assures satisfaction or money back. Unbeatable qual-
it?/. Amazin?\llow rices. We Pay Posta%e. Com-
plete line or New Fall Neckwear priced $1 to $9,60
dozen. Also Muffler. Tie and Handkerchief sets. SAMPLES
Over (00% Profit. Big extra earnings with Pat-
ented Slyde-On ready tied ties. Send TODAY for Free Illustrated
Descriptive Catalog and Free Sample Swatches. See why our men
are Biggest Money-Makers. Write Now.
BOULEVARD CRAVATS. 22 West 21st 8t., Dept. M-22, New York.

FOREST JOBS

available at $125-$175 per month, steady. Cabin. Hunt,
trap,-patrol. Qualify at once.
Get details immediately

Rayson Service Bureau, B-56 Denver, Colo.

LONELY?

We have a sweetheart for you. Nationwide member-
ship, many wealthy, others very attractive. White
race only, and of legal age. Confidential Information
by letter. E. E. SIMP80ON, Box 1251, Denver, Colo.

Exciting Storiesof FEDERALS IN ACTION

G-MEN

A Magatm* of Man-Hunting Thrifts
— Featuring—

DAN FOWLER
Special Agent
At All Stands — Price 10c
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(Concluded from Page 127)
for years. The cover is well drawn, tha
table of contents is improved in appear-
ance, and the price is popular.

The features are crackerjacks; science
fiction strip, questions and answers, quiz
on science content, film review, s. f League,
Readers' column, FREE swap department,
and the forecast of next issue.

The improvements are wonderful. Now |
am going to talk about what you know and
I know the majority of the readers want.
Your first issue is energetic and revolu-
tionary, and | know that you can give
them to us. A book review section ot
science and s-f books, science fillers of
news of interest to s-f fans, smooth edges,
biographies and pictures of authors, report
of vote on the stories by readers, which
most popular, etc.

Now for the stories in the August issue.
At last a science fiction mag which gets
the authors we want with no ifs, ands, or
huts. Cummings, Merritt and Kline! And
the rest of the line-up is very good too,
"Blood of the Moon,” “Drone Man” and
“Revenge of the Robot” appealing to me
particularly. I know that you will soon be
at the top if you retain your progressive
and forceful policy—Alien B. Brown, Box
307, Trinity, Texas.

WANTS SPACE STORIES

Acting upon your suggestion, | pur-
chased a copy of your new magazine and
read it, advertisements and all, and wish
to go on record as saying that | like it very
much indeed. The stories were all good.
Of them 1 liked “Blood of the Moon” and
“Land Where Time Stood Still” best. They
were unusual and highly entertaining.

I am one of those individuals to whom a
certain type of story appeals most, to the
exclusion, or at least indifference, of all
others. My “pet” is all material, stories
and articles concerning the stars, the
planets, inter-space travel, and the various
stars, galaxies, theories and astronomical
data concerning them. There is such an
endless supply of material to choose from
in that field, whether is be based on Earth,
or upon some invisible satellite, or even on
a star not discovered yet.

I am a great reader of astronomical
books, and like Jeans very much, pessi-
mistic though the books from his pen are.
Also have read Flammarion and other as-
tronomers and their works.

Anyone else interested in the same
topic may write and we can do some argu-
ing on various themes, although I am not
an expert along such lines. We can always
learn, you know.

I've taken up quite a lot of your time,
Mr. Editor, We're square, for you and your
magazine have taken up many hours of
mine! So let us drink a toast to T. W, S.—
may she grow and prosper as is her due,
absolutely and positively—Merle R. Hunt-
ley, 3684 Menlo, San Diego, Calif.



] , . . - _ grow U]P
with It to'an Important is practically no competition fa
engines will remit In keen conk-

the, Diesel field, but the * i
petition for Jobs after a few years, iryou .
Uebed in this Sold. yon need not worry abort competition e

LONESOME?

Letmearrange a romantic correspondence for

r yon. Find yourself a sweetheart thru America's

foremost select social correspondence club. A friend-

j letter, society for lonely ladles and lemmen.

Members everywhere; CONFIDENTIAL introductions letter;
efficient, dignified and conitinuous service. | have made thousands of

mot you? Write for FREE sealed partion(are.
CS KBSS NY. BOX8s8  JACKSONVILLE, FLORIDA

EPILEPSY —EPILEPTICS!

Detroit lady finds relief for husband after Specialists
home and abroad failed. AIll letters answered,

SIRS. GEO. DEMPSTER
*2, WOO Esfayette Blvd. West, Detroit,

Apt, Mich,

A BABY FOR YOU?

If you are denied the blessing of a baby all your own and
yearn for a baby’'s arms and a baby’s smile do not give up
hope. Just write in confidence to Mrs. Mildred Owens,
Dept. Q, 532 Hanan Bldg., Kansas City, Mo., and she will
tell you about a simple home method that helped her after
being denied 15 yrs. Many others say this had helped”~bless
their fives. Write now and try for this wonderful happiness.

Prostate Sufferers

Prostate gland acute or chronic, rheumatism, Kkidney
and bladder sufferers send for free trial package,
amazing result?. Endorsed by doctors.

PROSTEX COMPANY, Dept. SI, Miami, Oklahoma.

EPILEPSY

A treatment that userg say has proved successful in
relieving attacks has been supplied to sufferers for
more than 28 years by T. Lepso, 123 E. Wright St,
Milwaukee, Wie. Write now for FREE trial treatment.

FISTULA

Anyone suffering from Fistula, Piles or any Rectal trouble
29 urged to write for our FREE Book, describing the
McCleary Treatment for these treacherous rectal troubles.
The McCleary Treatment has beqn successful in thousands
of cases. Let us send you our reference list of former
patients living in every State in the Union. The McCleary
Clinic, 197 Elms Blvd., E xcelsior Springs, Mo.

C 0 «Fae * -

American School, Dept. D-858, Drexal Avenue at S®th Street, Chicago. Illinois

IsYour job Safe?
Just 8®the gasoline Engine changed the Job*
of thousandS who depended on horse-drawn
vehicles (or their living—so now tire Diesel
engine is fast invading” both t& power and
transportation fields, and threatening the pres-
ent Jobs of thousandso workers.

What This New Field Offers You

Diesel engines are fast replacing eteam and gasoline
eogtaes to power plants, motor trucks and (usees, loco-
motives and ships, aircraft, tractofs, dredges, pumps, etc.
—opening up an increasing number of weMnaid Jobs for
Diesel-trained man You will get full information about
the latest Diesel developments—two- $ffd four-stroke
c?/cles; tow- and high-speed and heavy duty types; Dlesel-
electxio generating systems, etc.—in our course. Includes
all text material— with special diagrams for quick un-
derstanding of this new power.

Ctot «yr Fits D M Booklet and find out what
the Bleed Add oilers you—bow quickly you can obtain a
complete understanding of Diesel engine principles and
operation by qure-iboe study at borne. Asking for infor-
mation Involves no obligation— but it may mark the turn-
ing point In yoorHfe WYri¢elTQIAYfdr inn-lalermatiou.

Prostate Sufferers

An enlarged, inflamed or faulty Prostate
Gland very often causes Lameback, Fre-
quent Night Rising, Leg Pains, Pelvic
Pains, tost Vigor, insomnia, ete. Man
Phy_sicians endorse massage as a safe e
ectivo treatment. (See Reference Book of
the Medical Sciences, Vol. vlIl, 3rd edi-
tion), Use " A ” a now inven-
tion which enables any man to massage
his Prostate Gland to the privacy of his
home. It often brings relief with the first
treatment and must help or it costs you
nothing. No Drugs or Electricity.

FREE BOOKLET

INVBNTOB EXPLAIN8 TRIAL OFFER. ADDR
MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO.. B-281l. KALAMAZOO. M

pr. w. d.surra

DON'T BE CUT

Until You Try THI*
"womieribl Treatment

for pile suffering. I1f you have piles In
«ay form writs fora FREE sample of
Pace's P'ie Tablets and you will bless
the day that you read this, Write today. E. R.
Page Co., 421-B4 Pago Bldg., Marshall, Mich.

TREATMENT mailed on

Free Trial. |If satisfied,
seed $1; if not, it's Dree.
Write me for your treat-
ment today.

W. K. STERLING, 830 Ohio Ave, Sidney, Ohio

LIQUOR HABIT

Send fo E TRIAL of ftoxelco, a guaranteed harmless
home treatment Can be given secretly in food or drink to
anyone who drinks or craves Whiskey, Beer-Gm, Home Brew.
Wme, Moonshine, ete. Your request far Free Trial brings
trial supply by return mail and full $2.00 treatment which
sou may try under * 30 day refund guarantee. Try Nexalco
etoirrmk. ARLEE CO. Dept. 209, BALTIMQRf, MO,

CONTROLS

An effective treatment against disease of blood, Used
for 60 years. Home Treatment. Hundreds 6f BAdorse-
ments. W hatever the cause, however Tal advanced,
write for FREE Book.

JOHN STERLING REMEDY CO.
Dept. 33 Kansas City, Mo.

rhe new COLLEGE HUMOR ' 1sc everyuner



If rusty brains did squeak, no one would have to warn you against trying to
get ahead in a modem world with antiquated training! Keeping your brain modem
is just as important as keeping plant equipment modem. The best way to keep your
brain up to date is to keep your training up to date. The business of modernizing
men's training is the business of the International Correspon-
dence Schools. All over the world men testify to the effective*
ness of I. C. S. training —and if you are stuck on a job, if your
pay envelope is too thin, this coupon can be the first step
towards changing the whole course of your life.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
BOX 3970-G, SCRANTON, PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklef, “Who Wins
and Why,” and full particulars about the subject before mwhich I have marked X:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSBES

O Architect O Heat Treatmentof Metals P Plumbing Q Steam Fitting O Bridge Engineer

O Architectural Draftsman D Sheet Metal ~Yorker P Heating Q Ventilation D Bridge and Building Foreman

O Building Estimating D Telegraph Engineer O Air Conditioning O Chemistry

O Contractor and Builder P Telephone Work O Radio Steam Engineer O Pharmacy

P Structural Draftsman P Mechanical Engineering team Electric Engineer O Coal Mining

O Structural Engineer O Mechanical Draftsman g\arine Engineer Mine Foreman

O Management of Inventions D Machinist p Toolmaker t. R. Locomotives Navigation

D Electrical Engineer P Patternmaker P R. R, Seotion Foreman O Cotton Manufacturing

O Electric Lighting O Diesel Enginea O Air Brakes O R. R. Signalmen O Woolen Manufacturing

O Welding, Electrio and Gas O Aviation Enginea O Highway Engineering O Agriculture

P Reading Shop Blueprints O Automobile Mechanio 0O Civil Engineering O Fruit Growing

D Boilermaker Q Refrigeration O Surveying and Mapping Q Poultry Farming
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

P Business Management O C. P. Aeoountant O Service Station Salesmanship O Grade School Subject#

D Office Management O Bookkeeping O First Year College O High School Subjeota

D Industrial Management P Secretarial Work O Business Correspondence O College Preparatory

O Traffic Management P Spanish O French O Stenography and Typing O Illustrating

P Accountancy D Salesmanship O Civil Service O Mail Carrier O Cartoo_nin% .

O Coat Accountant Q Advertising O Railway Mail Clerk O Lettering Show Cards O Signs

INAIT B e et ettt ™ ™ T e ey AQe..iiiiiiii Address.... o«

Ctty State Present Position

It you reside in Canada, tend this coupon to the International Correspondence Sohools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada
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PUSH BUTTON TUNING
Finger ti uning is
made possible with “the
Midwest Automatic Push
llutton Tuning System.
Doubles radio enjoyment.

NnEui 1937 c

HITUBT

Out*/ miDUJEST GIVES YOU

push uunon luninc

p£e«+ Exclusive llewu

feature oms radio Wat
awe consumption 50% . .

enables 18 and 16-tube

wests to consume no more current
than ordinary 7-tube radios and to
operate on voltages as low as SO volts.

>>
$me

i> te ste d
MiDUIEST
FIVE - BAn D
R A D I O

SAVE, SO% DIRECT FROM FACTORY

X JO middlemen’s profits to pay! See for
i- tyourselfthat.Midwest offers you greater
radio values—enables you to buy the more
economicat'Tactory-to-vou way that scores of
thousands of radio purchasers have preferred
since 1920. Never before so much radio for
so little money! Why pay more? The broad
Midwest Foreign Reception and Money-Back
Guarantees insure your satisfaction. You
get 30 days FREE trial in your own home!

Once .again. Midwest demonstrates its
leadership bv offering the world's most
powerlul and most bcautilul ALL-WAVE
16-tube, 5-Band Radio. A startling
achievement, it makes the whole world
your playground. Powerful Triple-Twin
tubes (two tubes in one!) give 18-tube
results. This advanced radio is a master
achievement, a highly perfected,
precisely built, radio-musical instru-
ment that will thrill you with its
marvelous super performance-glorious
crystal-clear “concert” realism ...and
magnificent foreign reception. 'l he Dual
Audio Program Expander gives pM|DWEST
a living, vital realistic quality to
voice and musical reproduction.

I FIND MYSELF
SINGING ALONG WITH
MIDWEST'S MARVELOUSLY
LIFE-LIKE PROGRAMS-

Irene Dunne

m ilium 1!
OEPT.:+—
Established 1920

CURRENT THAN AN
ORDINARY LIGHT BULB

74 ADVANCED 1937 FEATURES
This Super DcLuxe Midwest is so powerful,
soamazingly selective, so delicately sensitive
that it brings in distant foreign stations with
full loud speaker volume on channels
adjacent to powerful locals. Scores of mar-
velous Midwest features, many of them
exclusive, make it easy to parade the nations
of the world before you. You can switch
instantly from American programs ... to
Canadian, police, amateur, commercial,
airplane and ship broadcasts. . to the
finestand most fascinating foreign programs.
With a Midwest, the finest entertainment
the world has to offer isat your command. It
is preferred by famous orchestra leaders,
musicians, movie stars and discriminating radio
purchasers everywhere. You can order your Midwest
"Air-Tested" radio from the new 40-page catalog

with as much certainty of satisfaction as

if you were to come yourself to our great
factory. (It pictures the beautiful 1937 radios

in their actual colors!) You pay as

little as $5.00 down! Three iron-clad guar-

antees protect you: (1) A Foreign Reception

Guarantee — (2) Absolute Guarantee of

-3) Satisfaction— (3) One-Year Warranty
USES tESS  Fill in coupon

NOW, and mail _
TODAY! L op—

A COMPARISON CON-
VINCED ME ISHOULD
HAVE A MIDWEST. IT IS
A SPLENDID PERFORMER.

10 CORP.

cincinnRTi, ohio, us.r.

Cable Address IRIRHCO...RIl Codes

ELICIRIKSAVIR
1937

WITH - Thee n
GIRIIT THIRTRE-SOMt SPEAKER
uf J LESS TUBES)

TERIIIS™ ™'

lHLTiinpr f
IV 111D C?* S WAVE BANDS
9t0Z200 METERS ¢ ELECTRIK SAVER

* PUSH BUTTON TUNING e«
* AUTOMATIC AERIAL ADAPTION «

DUAL AUDIO
PROGRAM EXPANDER

30 days pfgp p TRIAL!
L

f MAIL COUPON TODAY/»- &

JO-DAY TRIAL OFFER lim fe
W 40-PAGE FOIJR-COLOR'Ttee CATALOG

MIDWEST RADIO CORPORATION
Dept E-62.
Without obligation on my part, send
me your new FREE catalog and
complete details of your liberal 30-day
FREE trial ofTer. This is NOT an order

Cincinnati, Ohio



I married!

Oyen that “Floats Flame'*
Prize Winners at Expositions and Fairs
the country over praise Kalamazoo

/?uallty, and “the oven that? floats in
lame.” Read about the
wonderfulovea in NEW

catalog.

Gas and Coal
Ranges

Gas
Ranges

‘Mother always said |
would be a aood cook
if 1 got a Kalamazoo.
She had one for over
30 years."

Mail Coupon Today

Coal artd
Wood Ranges

for NEW, FREE CATALOG

Because You Will Make Big Savings at FACTORY PRICES

tleautiful New Stoves
Mail coupon for the bigger, more
colorful Kalamazoo FREE Catalog
—just out. Nearly 200 Styles and
Sizes of Heaters, Ranges Furnaces.

Factory Prices mo fir

Get FACTORY PRICES for
New Coal and Wood Heaters,
Oil Ranges, New Porcelain Enamel
Coal ,and Wood Ranges, New Com-
bination Gas, Coal and Wood
Ranges, New Gas Stoves, Furnaces.
New color combinations, new fea-
such as Copper Reservoirs,
scorch Lids, Enameled

or Easy Terms—
18c a Day—Year to Pay
i.iwc Bargains than in 20 big stores
—Cashor easy terms—Termsas little
as 18c a day for stoves—Year to pay.

Circulating Heaters

Circulating Heaters

30 Days Trial

30 Days Trial in your home to prove
Kalamazoo Quality—24-hour ship-
ments — Satisfaction guaranteed.

Over 1,000,000 Satisfied Users
Kalamazoo has been in business more
catiSK °f a century. Over 1.000,000
satii, gd Kalamazoo customers. Don't
selecta jew stove anywhere until you
see the " jlan.azoo charts that tell
you how to JO\dgestove quality. FREE
with Catalog Mail coupon now.
KALAMAZOt aSTOVE CO., Mfrs.

493 Rochester ic<ye., Kalamazoo Mich.

Warehouses: UtiPs N. Y.; Young-town,
Ohio; Reading; Fa.; Sprin&fleid. Mass.

Kalamazoo Stove Co.,Mfrs.
493 Rochester Ave.,
Kalamazoo, Mich.
Dear Sirs: Please send me
your FREE CATALOG.
Check articles in which
you are interested.
CoalandWood RangesO
CoalandWood Heaters
Combination Coat,Wood
&GasRangesO Furnaces 1
Oil Ranges ' Gas Ranges O

Print name plainly

Address.

City... State.



