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UNCANNY TALES

THE GOBLINS
WILL GET YOU

By HUGH RAYMOND

Illustration by Bok



TH* GOBLINS

When playing poker with goblins, be careful what you bid.

Particularly if the goblins have ulterior purposes.

T shouldn’'t have happened to a
dog.

I woke up one night and saw

them grinning over the counter-

pane at me like a row of painted

heads off a Coney Island three-sheet.

The time was three o'clock as | could

easily see by the luminous hands of

my alarm clock. Oddly enough 1 re-
mained unshocked.

They explained later that a sort
of preparatory hyponosis had been
worked—involving a lot of ground-up
vegetable greens | found under my
bed every night for a week before
and couldn’'t up to then account for.

I lay quietly and simply stared and
they stared back. 1 was a bit upset,
of course, but none of your "crawling
feeling down the spine” stuff. The
faces were inhuman, distorted, elon-
gated, squashed, some nauseating,
others merely enough to make one
squeamish. And the glow which back-
grounded the whole scene took away
a lot of the mystery. They had hands
and feet—plainly seen — and they
didn't float.

Finally 1 opened diplomatic nego-
tiations.

| said, “Hello.”

The faces yawned a trifle, grew
misty and jagged, then resumed a
solid appearance. This | found was
due to the impact of physical noises
on their nervous systems. Being crea-
tures of an order necessarily “other
dimensional,” they found it a trifle

difficult maintaining what to them
was a decent state of appearance.

As soon as the shaking and quak-
ing had stopped and the gargoylish
eyes had been popped back into many
sockets, a large-headed one goggled
fiercely in what was probably intend-
ed to be a reassuring smile and said,
“Teach us to speak English.”

This was the first indication of the
peculiar irrelevancy which governed
their reactions. Later on it was
enough to drive anyone crazy. As a
matter of fact it did.

“But you are speaking English,”
I remarked, collecting my thoughts
as rapidly as possible and pulling
my pajamas away from my legs to
which they were glued with cold per-
spiration.

“That's what you think,” three
cavernous mouths intoned solemnly
in unison and three enormous heads
bent toward me. “We want to know
the rules.”

“You mean the ropes,” | answered.

“We mean the rules,” snapped the
first big head.

“That's what 1 mean,” | said and
picked up a flashlight. The beam
didn't affect them at all. But the
case flew back suddenly and crashed
through the high back of the bed.

“Don’t get tough!” warned all the
heads wiggling and waggling.

I nursed a wrenched wrist and
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stuck my tongue out at them.

"So help me Joe, | only wanted to
sec you better. Though why, | don't
know. By the standards of this world
you make a hippopotamus look like
a raging beauty.”

They subsided grumbling. The
flashlight was returned, badly dent-
ed.

WELL, the first few nights were

the hardest. | managed to get
them past the silly impression that
they didn’t speak English at the end
of the second. By the fourth night I
was missing the lost sleep. But | got
no reprieve.

They were queer creatures by any
standards. At first they were reticent
in talking about themselves. What
was wanted chiefly was knowledge
about other people. From hints they
let drop. | concluded, finally, that
they were certainly not of the tribe
of Adam or any branch thereof or
doing business at the same stand.

After awhile 1 stopped feeling
sleepy. This was due mainly to the
fact that while they read the books
they had me bring around from the
local libraries, 1 snatched a couple
of thousand winks, interrupted at
choice intervals by a twinge as they
awakened me by the crude, though
simple process of banging the book
on my forehead.

What a sight in the odd glow which
emanated from all around them! Like
a scene out of some Oz book. A row
of heads gathered in a semi-circle,
beyond the light, pitch blackness and
me in bed. Great eyes popping and
staring. Occasionally one or another
would laugh and the whole bunch
would go reeling off into instability
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for a few seconds and then come to
a standstill like water in a quiet pool.

| stood all this for two weeks.
When | ran out of money paying
for lending library rentals, they
materialized some and gave it to me.

Holy mother! Twenty thousand
smackers in good old one dollar bills!
And brand new! Lying quietly a
few feet beneath their faces | became
suddenly suspicious.

“Is it queer?” | asked and crinkled
one of the notes between my fingers.

The one with the biggest head
looked up from the copy of “Gone
With The Wind."

“It shouldn't be,” he said non-
chalantly. “We got them out of the
U.S. Treasury vaults in—what did
you call it?—oh, Washington.”

I went through the floor.

Piles of books accumulated. Lucki-
ly 1 had my own apartment, so nosy
chambermaids never interfered. The
only thing that got interfered with
was my private life. They monopoliz-
ed my time, got me to quit my job
and alienated my girl. It was awful.
When | came home one night with
the ring she threw in my face, | look-
ed the mob squarely in their excuses
for faces. They were a bit ashamed.

“But why?” | cried, burying my
head in my arms.

They gazed at me stonily then.

“It was necessary. It is all in the
rules.”

I looked up angrily.
“What rules?”
“The underlying rules.”

The heads swayed smugly. | picked
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up a book and threw it at them.
It went past the row harmlessly.

“Underlying what?” | asked, drop-
ping helplessly back to the bed.

One of them started to talk in
Russian. He was quickly slapped
down. The biggest of the heads cock-
ed one of its eyes at me.

“Everything,” he said.
thing.”

From the moment they began giv-
ing me money | never wanted for
comfort. | even failed to appear for
several days after this and | began
to feel that the visitation was over.
When 1 woke suddenly the fourth
night, | realized immediately that
what | had done was O.K. by them.
They proved it by coming back. They
looked carelessly at the bookcases.

“Every-

“You have bought us no new
books," said one, wagging a finger at
me.

| lit a cigarette and put one arm
under my neck.

“1 have been moving. | apologize.
What do you want?”

“Books." A dozen mouths formed
the word.

I became irritated.

“1 am grateful for everything you
have done,” | stated, “Yes, even the
bad things, like taking my girl away
and making a damn slave out of me.
I have always wanted comfort and
now I've got it! Books on every sub-
ject, books covering all the phases
of earth life. Those,” | pointed dis-
dainfully with my cigarette at the
stocks of books in their cases along
the walls, “are a drop in a vast
bucket.”

They looked down at me disapprov-

ingly.
"No,” they said. “It is not in the
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J WAS happy until they told me why -
they were going to all the trouble

of acquainting themselves with the

psychology of earth-men. 1 blew up.

“You fools!" | cried, screaming
with laughter. “What could you do
with the planet? Enslave it? The
rich have done that already. Dissect
a billion bodies? Go to our hospitals.
They do it every day. Dig for dia-
monds? Shall 1 make you some?” |
roared on: “Perhaps you are hungry
for green cheese. Go to the moon. |
guarantee it to be fresh and untouch-
ed by the hand of man.”

A dozen heedless fingers turned
over page 242 of Oswald Spengler’'s
“Decline of the West” and twenty-
four eyes began reading the top of
page two hundred and forty-three.

“Come with me,” | urged, still
rocking with mirth. “Let me take
you into the homes of the people of
the earth and show you life as they
live it. You shall hear the screaming
of women in labor, the ticking of the
feet of roaches on the bare plaster
of walls, the scrape of worn-out shoes
on patched carpet, a thin gasp in
darkness as love is fulfilled and the
crest of the wave breaks on the
rocks of poverty. Hover with me
over the squares of this teeming
metropolis and observe the scurry-
ing lines emerging from nowhere and
vanishing in obscurity. Feel with me
the texture of the skins of a hundred
thousand women of the night, listen
for the breath in their whispered
words which should be happiness but
in reality is sandpaper cn scalded
tongues. My friends, listen. It is mad-
ness to want us, insanity to imagine
that you harbor the notion. Preserve
your reason. Go home. Go home.
Surely the earth is but a footstool to
heaven, a mere step on your ladder



of success. My friends . .

Calmly the busy fingers turned
page two hundred and sixty-three.
They were fast readers.

| shrugged my shoulders, winced
at a sudden pain in the smalFof my
back and put out the cigarette by
crushing it against the bed spring
cross-bar.

I went to sleep.

There was only one direction in
which to move—forward. And up |
went. First the swankier apartment,
then still another and still another.
Finally I bought a large residence on
Riverside Drive and made it my
castle. Theirs, too. The stacks of
books grew to overwhelming propor-
tions. They flowed out of the cases
onto the floors everywhere. The base-
ment was crammed, the attic door
was locked. To have unlocked it would
have started an avalanche. The only
room in the house relatively free was
the bathroom.

| advanced socially, culturally, po-
litically. The goblins were vaguely
pleased at my rise in the world.
Somewhat amusedly they watched
my slow advance from businessman
to alderman to mayor to state sena-
tor. Their mouths took on crinkles
when | related my speeches and told
of my great successes in beating
down the opposition. The night |
was elected to Congress | gave a
little party.

They were honest and sentimental.
Somehow they understood the reason
for the celebration and what lay be-
hind the reason and, in a sense, par-
ticipated. They engaged in the little
feast by keeping decently quiet when
I wanted to talk and answering when
requested.

UNCANNY TALKS

Fthe huge living room of my house,

attired in a rich lounging robe,
smoking a pipe which | held in one
hand and drinking a Tom Collins
which | held with the other, | sat
in a deep, comfortable armchair and
surveyed the scene. The familiar one.
A dozen heads, the apex of a dozen
spindly bodies, feet resting lightly on
the floor, arms akimbo in most cases,
folded in others.

| raised my glass

“To me,” | shouted,
not?”

“Why not?” remarked the biggest-
headed one tonelessly. “It is all in
the rules.”

| ignored his redundancy.

“Yes, to me, to me because of my
success and to you, my dear ones
because you made it possible.” 1drank
deeply and set the glass down. I look-
ed up. A grave smile was upon their
countenances.

“Ummmmmm,” | noised. “What's
up?”

The group grew mournful. Their
glow increased and east dancing
shadows about the room. They elong-
ated and became taller. | felt sud-
denly a chill blowing through the
room.

“and why

The tiniest headed one moved for-
ward and stopped a foot away from
my outstretched feet.

“We shall do it soon,” he said,
working his thin jaws up and down
almost comically.

“1e?”

“The conquest. We shall take you.
All of you.”

“Oh.” My heart sank. “Is there
nothing that can be done; about it?

“Nothing you could do about it.”

I smoked my pipe silently for
awhile.

“l want you to know that | have
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enjoyed my association with you,” |
said, looking up and gazing at them
sadly.

They all crowded closer.

“So have we,” they said mournful-
ly and hacked away again.

“And there is nothing that can he
done about it?” | asked needlessly. |
was aware of their power.

The heads swung back and forth
ponderously in the negative.

“When do you plan to begin? How
will you do it?”

“Within a week,” said the biggest-
headed one, “and it will not be
pleasant.”

“It will be painful?”

“It will be painful, but it will be
in the rules.”

| left thorn for awhile, went up-
stairs and lingered my gun. Presently
I pul it away and shook my head.
Then | returned and continued the
odd merrymaking and finally went to
bed and dreamed peacefully.

| had six days to work in. and in
three 1 considered almost a thousand
separate plans for circumventing
theirs. All were fantastic and impos-
sible. | was clinging to the final silly
notion | conjured up, when all of a
sudden a practical idea hit me and
knocked me utterly sane. Of course!

I got them interested in poker.
They were a funny lot as you may
have guessed and, suspecting noth-
ing, enjoyed the game. We used real
money as stakes, which was some-
what silly because as soon as one of
them was cleaned out (which was
almost always due to my own clever-
ness) he would merely materialize a
newly printed, freshly wrapped stack
of bills and continue playing.

Simultaneously | fed them on
Arthurian legend and tales of chival-
ry until suggestion had strengthened

1

their already strong sense of honor.

The fifth night | begun the fatal
game.

The game started out very early
in the evening and | lost heavily
according to plan. The progress of
the game left me poorer and poorer.
| watched their faces carefully as it
went on. Slowly they were becoming
enthusiastic, acquiring the instinct
of the true poker player which is to
continue through dawn and beyond.
Their faces became radiant, eagerly
each one waited for the next hand to
begin. 1 played them carefully, noting
the rise of excitement. When | judged
them ready, | reached for the cards.

Due to the limitations of the cards,
only six hands were possible, two
goblins to a hand, two watching, im-
patient to rejoin the game — they
were taking turns staying out—and
the fifth hand to myself. |1 dealt the
cards slowly. | picked my hand up
and raised my eye to see them con-
sidering their own.

The fourth goblin to my left open-
ed. He tossed a thousand dollars into
the pot. Everyone followed suit ex-
cept the biggest-headed one and the
smallest headed one who were play-
ing together and dropped. When they
finished drawing | gave myself the
other two kings | had carefully
placed in position in the deck and
settled back in my chair. The opener
carefully considered his hand and
bet. The other joined and | tossed
the required money to the center of
the table. Presently everyone drop-
ped out of the game except the opener
and myself. He bet a sum equivalent
to what | had left. 1 let this pass
and then suddenly raised.

“The earth and its people,” | said.

“What's that?” They all looked at

(Continued on Page 109)
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MECANICA

A COMPLETE NOVEL

By FRANK EDWARD ARNOLD

(Author of "City of Machines,” “The Twilight People,” etc |

The world of the Thirtieth Century was a world of nmonulroua confusion.
Kellogg's time explorers were trapped in a jungle of man-hunting machines!

Hlustration by Morey

CHAPTER 1

// UfAT did you mean,
Kellogg, by ‘differ-
W ent worlds'? Was it
just a metaphor, or

were you hinting at something?”
Dr. Kellogg, flushed and a little
excited at being the lion of the oc-
casion, glanced with pleased surprise
at Lyle, the speaker in the big arm-
chair, and at the ring of friendly,
interested faces about him. A pre-
cise, academic, self-sufficient man, he
had realized rather late in life that
social success is as valuable to the
man of science as to any other. With-
out the backing of these men, whom
at first he had met rather against
his will, he would never have made
the Time Expedition on which he had
set his heart. Enjoying this new
sensation, he flourished his pince-nez
with a nervous little gesture and

beamed round.

“The words slipped out inadver-
tently during my speech, gentlemen,”
he addressed the well-dined and
wined members of the Scientific Ex-
ploration Society. “ Frankly, |1 had not
meant to speak of it, for the memory

of what | saw is too terrible. But
our friend Pascoe brought it up.
What a magnificient speech it was!
What a magnificent picture he drew
of the triumphant civilization of the
twenty-fifth century! | cannot blame
him or my other colleagues for be-
lieving that Man of those far-off days
to come had reached a peak of prog-
ress from which he will never fall.
But gentlemen, | saw the fall. |
remained in charge of the time-
sphere while they explored the twen-
ty-fifth century for their allotted
forty-eight hours, and at that time
I could not stand the inaction. | took
a swift flight for a further five hun-
dred years, and there | saw it all.”

“Saw what, man?”

“1 saw not merely the fall of that
wonderful civilization which Pascoe
has described, but the terrible after-
math of it. | saw such a world as
you have never imagined in your
wildest nightmares, a world of mon-
sters as were never imagined in the
wildest mythologies. That was my
‘different world'.”

“Remarkable!” ejaculated Pascoe,
who was in the group, “why didn't



you tell us about it then, Kellogg?”

Kellogg smiled faintly.

"Physical courage is not one of my
virtues, Pascoe. You and the others
are spirited men. Had | told you of
this world, undoubtedly you would
have explored it. Undoubtedly you
would have perished in it. It is, or it
will be, a world for men of action, not
men of academic science. So | kept
quiet and came back with you all to
the safety of our own twenty-first
century. | prefer to remain in this
peace and quiet, having made a suc-
cessful time flight, and to forget
about the horrors | saw at the end
of it. 1 will ask you gentlemen to
forget about it as well.”

“Here, hold on!” cried Lyle, for
Kellogg was settling into an arm-
chair with cigar and liqueur as if his
story were over. “You can't get away
With only half a story, even if it is a
blood-curdler. What sort of a world
was it? What were these alleged mon-
sters? And the inhabitants? Were
they dome-headed intellectuals with
thumping big brains, or civilized in-
sects, or just plain cannibals? Or
what?”

“Yes, just what?” drawled the
jovial Arctic explorer Farren. “Let’'s
have the rest of the story, Kellogg.”

Kellogg gestured again with his
pince-nez.

“I'd tell you willingly. But how
cdh 1 expect you to believe v/hat |
ssiw when | can scarcely believe it
myself? How can | give you a rea-
sonable explanation when | don’t un-
derstand it either? 1 tell you, all
that chaos was indescribable. It had
to be seen to be believed.”

“Oh, we'll believe you,” asserted
Farren cheerfully. “After that Time
Expedition of yours we're ready to
believe anything. Just give us some-
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thing—a vague inkling, a rough out-
line, general impressions-—but. for
God’'s sake don't keep us in sus-
pense.”

Kellogg smiled at the other man's
enthusiasm.

“Very well, since you insist. Rut
no more than a vague general im-
pression, for that is all |1 can give
you. That world of the thirtieth cen-
tury will he a world of wholesale
anarchy, a world of battle, nmrdei
and sudden death. You could not im-
agine a more terrible contrast to tin*
glories of the twenty-fifth century.
Yet, | suppose it was to be exported.
I have very little faith in the human
race. Man boasts of his achieve-
ments. lie can build great cities,
master great problems, control great
forces; he can create great music
and great literature; he thinks that
he is Lord of the Universe. Rut when
it comes to a crisis—and the things
| saw in the thirtieth century prove
this conclusively — Man is no more
than a helpless insect, the sport of
chance, the prey of forces that he
can never hope to control. That is
my impresion of what | saw; and
from it | come to the inevitable con-
clusion that Man is doomed.”

“RUBBISH!” snapped a hard voice.

The little group in the corner
of the crowded clubroom looked up
in surprise and Kellogg looked around
indignantly -to meet the uncompro-
mising glare of Carl Jamiing, are of
explorers, who loomed up like a gran -
ite monolith behind Farron's rolling
bulk. Janning’s eyes glistened frost-
ily. Kellogg bristled. The Doom of
Man had been his pet idea for twenty-
five years.

“And what do you mean by that
discourtesy?” he demanded.
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“Just what | say,” replied Janning
brusquely. “You bellyaching book-
worms give me a pain. I've read some
of the trash you turn out—Man is a
failure. Man is doomed, Man will
perish and all the rest of it. But
we'll go on in spite of it. Man, let
me tell you, is cock of the walk, and
there are no forces in this world or
any other that we cannot control if
we put our backs into it.”

“That's a matter of opinion. But |
have seen and | know you are wrong.
No men could survive in the world
that | saw.”

“Men like you couldn’t!” Janning’s
tone was contemptuous. “But | mean
men. (live me an expedition of my
own picking, lead us to this world of
yours and we'd guarantee to make
hash of it.”

“No doubt you would, I maintain
that in the thirtieth century your
fine expedition would not survive
twenty-four hours, but since that
cannot be proved | will keep that
opinion to myself.”

“You know' damned well it can be
proved. Why don’t you come straight
out with it, Kellogg? You've been
fishing for someone to back you for
a second time flight all the evening,
haven't you?”

“Well, ef—,” Kellogg fumbled
awkwardly, flustered by the other’s
embarrassing directness. Janning
dissembled with a mirthless grin.

“Sure, you want backing. Don't
blame you for wanting it, but why
the hell don't you say so? No need
to pitch an elaborate yarn to get us
all interested. [I'll go before the
Board of Directors myself, if you
like, and get five other hackers to go
with me to arrange an expedition
on the same terms as before—flight
to the future in the Kellogg time-
chamber and forty-eight hours of re-
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search when we get there. Suit
you ?”

“Very good of you to oiler it,” said
Kellogg, slightly mollified, “and now
that you force me I'll admit | was
sounding the company for such sup-
port, so I'll take your offer. But take
it from me—there will be no forty-
eight hours of research. | meant
what | said about that world of the
thirtieth century and whatever you
think of my opinions | stand by the
facts. If we are foolish enough to
quit the time-stream for actuality we
shall be lucky if we survive those
forty-eight hours.”

“I'll take a bet on that,” said Jan-
ning largely.

"Hm. I'm not a rich man but I
have my means—about as much as
you have. [I'll take two-thirds of
them on the outcome of this expedi-
tion. If you win you're welcome to
them, if not—well, | won't live to col-
lect.”

“So you lose either way — your
money or your life. You've got more
stuffing in you than | thought.” Jan-
ning’s tribute, if not lavish, was un-
grudging. Kellogg smiled, a little
wearily.

“I'm an elderly man and I've realiz-
ed my life’s ambition. | shall die, if
| have to, without regrets. But it is a
pity to see a promising young fellow
like you throw his life away with all
that promise unfulfilled.”

“Damn that!” Janning hated ex-
pressions of sentiment; they hit at
that streak of tenderness that was
buried deep in his hard nature. “I'll
collect six volunteers from this group
here, a crew of technicians for the
time-chamber, outfit the lot and we’ll
be ready to start within a month.”

“Excellent. But—" and there was
no ignoring the sober seriousness is
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Kellogg's tone, “1 warn you solemnly
that you are taking your lives in
your hands.”

Janning grunted.

“They'll never be in safer hands.”

CHAPTER 11

JNELLOGG'S time-chamber was a

colossal affair, a great travelling
college, laboratory, living space and
expeditionary headquarters combin-
ed. Travelling? Yes, it travelled, not
on land or sea or in the air but down
the great, mysterious river of Time,
which of all men until the twenty-
first century only Kellogg had learn-
ed to navigate.

It was also a travelling hangar,
for there was space enough to bring
along Janning's big airplane. This
was a twin-engined Army bomber,
without bomb-racks or gun-emplace-
ments but with a transparent nose
for the bomber-observer. The ex-
plorer had told the fearful Kellogg
in no uncertain terms that he meant
to explore, and the monoplane was
for that very purpose. He had gath-
ered together a formidable group of
men for the expedition: Farren, con-
queror of the Arctic; Pascoe, from
the first time expedition, who knew
the jungles of the world as other men
knew their own back streets; Cap-
tain Overlin, crack pilot of the
world’s air lines; Colonel Gundry,
military expert of the Scientific Ex-
ploration Society. Masters of mighty
forces, men who could conquer any
exotic, futurian world if any men
could. But so far the world of which
Kellogg stood in such awe had prov-
ed, from aerial observation, to be a
very mild and uninteresting place.

“There’s a hell of a lot of life in
this dump,” groused Janning, indi-
cating the dreary plain below with
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an impatient gesture. “Arc you sure
it's the right time, Kellogg? Or were
you having nightmares last time you
were here?"

“The last time was the same time,”
Kellogg smiled. “But the place is a
little different—about two hundred
miles away.”

“Then we should be nearly there,”
put in Farren, joining them where
they stood near the pilot's cabin.
“We've been out forty minutes and
this is a pretty fast machine. Know
any landmarks, Kellogg?”

“1 remember a chain of mountains
as big as the Rockies and a broad,
sluggish river. But aside from nature,
it was the manmade things | shall
never forget — hullo, there's the
mountain chain already.”

He was gazing ahead as he spoke,
over the shoulder of the pilot Over-
lin who was lifting the ship gradually
for the climb ahead. The other men
came up and followed his gaze, ad-
miring the line of majestic peaks
ahead. Except for Janning.

“l1 hope to hell there’ll be action
over those hills.”

“Oh, you'll get your action, my
friend! Kellogg spoke edgily. “1 am
only sorry | have to be there to share
it with you.”

The climb was steep and the range
was broad. From the fast rush over
the desert Overlin had to slow the
machine down, and it was nearly half
an hour before the peaks were cross-
ed. Descending the opposite slope,
they saw it all.

“A city!” muttered Janning.

“Quite a big one,” said the cheer-
ful Farren, “and at first sight it is
rather like the New York of our time.
Eh, Gundry?”

Gundry, who had never seen New
York, nodded affirmation.
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It was the same familiar vista of
high-piled towers soaring to the
heavens like yells of triumph; the
same atmosphre of roaring, fright-
ening, half-nightmare fantasy, of a
world where things were too big to
be true. The same city of brawling
life and lusty materialism that civili-
zation had seen all over the world for

ages. It was a twin city to New
York—possibly it was New York,
changed through the centuries.

Larger, perhaps, for the glistening
towers averaged two or three thou-
sand feet in height, and it stretched
away as far as the eye could see down
a valley between two great chains of
mountains, in the centre of which
flowed the broad green river.

“gO this is your world of monsters,
is it?” grunted Janning, disgust-
ed.

"It is.” The others were too absorb-
ed in the scene below to notice that
Kellogg's face had lost color, that he
clenched his fists till the knuckles
showed white.

"Then it's a flop. A frost. I came
here to get action, not easy money.
What a hell of a place to find that!”

Overlin had cut the throttle and
now the monoplane cruised at about
five hundred feet over the higher
towers. The roar of the city below
soared up like subterranean thunder
j—pounding of great factories, deep
booming roar of powerhouses, the
scream and rattle of giant locomo-
tives and high-power auto engines,
shriek of sirens, whistles, loudspeak-
ers, crash and thunder of machinery
of all kinds and sizes, sending clouds
of black or billowing white smoke into
the air. Sight and sound combined to
create the vision of a mechanical hell.

Paseoe, who had been sprawling
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full-length in the observation post in
the nose, came back suddenly to the
others, excited and perplexed.

“There’'s something peculiar about
all this,” he said, frowning. “Take a
look through these glasses, Farren,
and see if you can make it out. I'm
damned if | can.”

“Neither could I,” murmured Kel-
logg inaudibly. He closed his eyes and
made a gigantic effort to control him-
self. When he opened them again he
was calm—calm with resignation and
fatalism. Farren took Pascoe’s binoc-
ulars and surveyed the street below.

Seen in closeup, the ant-like
throngs in the canyons of the city
were shown to comprise a horde of
mighty traffic. There were automo-
biles there, thousands of them, great
torpedo-shaped things the size of lo-
comotives and bigger, travelling like
iron whirlwinds. There were varia-
tions in sizes and colors but all were
of the same design—streamlined,
bodies enclosed, wheels hidden, no
windows or windshields . . .

“You're light, Paseoe. There is
something peculiar about all this. But
I can’'t make it out at all.”

Voices in the cabin were silent for
a space, as the puzzled men scanned
the hectic scene beneath, trying to
figure out what queer element made
it strange—different, from the nor-
mal scenes of humanity.

"No men about!” ejaculated Gun-
dry suddenly.

For a moment the words of the
usually uncommunicative soldier did
not register. Then Janning exploded.

“What's that?”

He seized the binoculars Gundry
passed him and joined Farren. In the
shifting kaleidoscope below there
were buildings, traffic, machines mov-
ing and speeding. But Gundry was
right. There were no men about. The
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broad sidewalks flanking the motor-
ways were empty. The buildings that
should have been thronged with in-
comers and outgoers showed no such
signs of life.

“And if there were men inside
those cars,” muttered Farren, “they
couldn't possibly see where they
were going.”

“May | be damned,” commmented
Janning.

They were silent for a while, try-
ing to accept and believe the phenom-
enon before their eyes. Trying to ex-
plain it. Here was a complex mecha-
nical civilization of a familiar type;
with no one to work it; and it work-
ed. How on earth was it done? Why
was it done? What did it mean? Who
was responsible for it? There must
be men somewhere — what sort of
men? Who)—what—how—

“There goes the Homicide Squad,”
said Gundry.

They were speeding down the cen-
tre of the broad motorway, ten of
them in perfect pair formation. Mo-
torcycles. Two-wheeled machines, all
enclosed, without saddles, handlebars
—or riders.

“Hell's teeth!” swore Janning. In
two words he expressed the astonish-
ment and incredulity of the whole
group. Here was proof positive that
the city of the thirtieth century was
a phenomenon without parallel. This
was not merely a collection of auto-
matic machines doing commonplace
tasks in doublequick time but a whole
civilization of machines, apparently
working by themselves, possibly for
themselves. There was no sign of the
men who should be their masters. It
was new. It was baffling; and it baf-
fled the Kellogg time expedition to a
man.

“Cut the altitude, Overlin, and let's
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get a closer look,” ordered Janning.
Overlin tipped the plane over and
sideways for a fast spiral descent,
with a calculating eye on the soaring
towers at hand.

'J'HAT sideslip saved their lives.

A deafening concussion tore at
eardrums, sent the monoplane rock-
ing crazily sideways and down. Three
more explosions followed in rapid suc-
cession and in an instant Overlin
found himself fighting for life in a
machine almost out of control. The
world hurtled upward. The mono-
plane streaked for it, nose down,
straight for the broad expanse of a
flat roof below. Overlin heard shouts
of alarm back of him, the crash of
big men thrown about like ninepins
and the shattering of glass. Before a
last despairing heave on the stick he
caught a brief glimpse of the grim
black muzzle of a four-inch anti-air-
craft gun pointing upwards. Then
bullets tore through the walls,
smashed instruments on the dash-
board.

Janning saw Overlin jerk convul-
sively and fall helplessly sideways.
He moved too fast to think; one blow
flung the pilot out of his seat and
Janning was in his place, iron hand
clamped over the stick. The mono-
plane hauled gradually out of its fear-
some dive. Janning saw the huge ex-
panse of roof before him and settled
for a landing. Bullets still smashed
and tore through the walls of the
plane.

The cabin echoed to the shattering
of metal and glass and cries of injur-
ed men. Providentially a concrete
blockhouse loomed up ahead at the
side of the roof and Janning rudder-
ed the plane in, its direction to get
shelter from the murderous gunfire.
As the uproar of it died down he
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braked and cut the motors.

The cabin was like a slaughter-
house. The faces of Pascoe and Far-
ron had been slashed by flying glass
and fairly poured blood. Gundry
nursed and cursed a bullet-riddled
arm and shoulder, in which bones
had been saved only by a miracle.
Kellogg lay unconscious, blood oozing
from his left arm, leg and temple.
Ovcrlin was dead.

“The swine!” roared Farrcn
through blood-dripping lips. “Shoot-
ing without provocation! Shooting at
falling, helpless men! My God, we'll
make 'em pay—"

“Come and sew yourself up,” said
Janning abruptly, striding down the
glass-littered cabin to the small com-
partment at the rear. He unlocked
the door and tugged out a chest with
a red cross on it. Needing no advice,
rascoc and Farrcn set to work re-
pairing injuries, luckily no more than
flesh wounds. Gundry and Pascoe
between them tended the unconscious
Kellogg. They were too busy to no-
tice Janning, the only man uninjured,
and it was not until Kellogg was
brought around and his injuries ban-
daged that they realized he had left
the machine. He was back an instant
later, and he called to Col. Gundry.

“There’'s a piece of artillery on the
corner of this roof, soldier, and three
machineguns, mounted along the pa-
rapet. We're hidden by the block-
house and beyond their angle of fire,
so I'm getting revenge while the get-
ting’'s good.” He led the soldier to
the rear of the plane, showed him a
row of crates bolted to the floor. “I
came prepared for trouble. Automa-
tics, high-power rifles and ammuni-
tion aplenty for every man. And if
that's not enough—"

He took a crowbar and prised open
a crate at the end, to reveal a neat
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honeycomb arrangement inside hold-
ing numbers of small steel eggs.
“Mills bombs, begad!” ejaculated
the soldier.
“Yes, beauties. Take a couple and
fill this bandolier with 'em, then come
along with me.”

JT was windy out here on the roof
and the two men hugged the wall
of the blockhouse closely. Janning
dragged with him a small empty
crate as well as the formidable object
in his other hand. At the corner he
stopped and turned to Gundry, still
pressing himself to the wall.

“Take a look round the corner,” he
hissed, “and for God's sake be care-
ful.”

The soldier, wise in the warfare of
jungle and desert as well as that of
more civilized places, went down on
his belly and hauled himself easily to
the corner. There were the three ma-
chineguns, mounted on the parapet
as Janning had said. Some way dis-
tant stood the four-incher, ready to
belch hate again at aerial trespassers.
The muzzles of the machineguns nos-
ed in the direction of the two men,
moving in slow arcs, uncannily like
hunting dogs nosing out a scfenV
There were no human crews to oper-
ate them.

“Looking for us,” said Gundry.

“1 know. You've a bomb in each
band, haven't you? I'll divert their
fire, then you take the two nearer
ones and I'll take the other. Then
we'll go after the big fellow.”

Gundry was on his feet again. With
a swift movement, Janning heaved
the crate skyhigh over the roof of
the blockhouse. The gunmuzzled
reared high, vomiting flame. It was a
gift of a target and the two men
went after it vengefully. Just in time
to dodge the concussion they sprang
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back into shelter, to hear the sweet
crash of explosions and sudden cessa-
tion of fire.

Gundry seized bombs from the
bandolier, passed two to Janning and
helped himself. Round the corner they
saw that two of the guns had vanish-
ed and the third lay overturned, still
spurting bullets like a wounded snake
spitting venom. Gundry gave it an-
other bomb, feeling oddly that he
was putting it out of its agony, and
then with vindictive determination
they went after the big gun.

The bombardment smashed it to
pieces. Janning snarled with joy as
the gun went up, shook his fists in
exultation. But not for long. Fire
converged from the roofs of buildings
nearby on to the scene of the explo-
sions and the two men dived for shel-
ter again.

“This is a hell of a place to be mar-
ooned in,” Janning snarled. His teeth
were bared in a mirthless grin and
his eyes glittered. Gundry looked at
the man, recollected the rumor that
Janning had once killed a tiger with
nothing more than his hunting knife,
and believed it. Janning did not mere-
ly lust for battle; he lived for it, and
he'd found it.

“Tight spot,” admitted the soldier.
Guns, large and small, could be heard
nearby and in the distance, staccato
accompaniment to the roar of the
great city. Abruptly voices were
heard, huge voices, gigantically mag-
nified through a thousand loudspeak-
ers.

“We are at war!” thundered the
voices, “War, war, war, war "

"Action, thank god!” hissed Jan-
ning. He ground his teeth, clenched a
sinewy fist and smashed it against
the other palm. Gundry shrugged.

“Just another job of work. Hullo1
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Look over there!”

lie pointed over the broad expanse
of the roof, out to the surrounding
maze of towers to where a tower
reared beside another great expanse.
From open doors in the tower poured
a long black stream of aircraft, big
monoplanes, fast and formidable.
Other doors clanged open, more ma-
chines joined the great swarm that
swung out in a curving line over the
river. Janning stared hard.

“Hell" he said at last. “Let’'s eat.”

CHAPTER 111

|IT was, in effect, a council of war.

Kellogg sat on an empty bomb-
crate, leaning against the wall of the
blockhouse, pale but determined.
Gundry sat under the monoplane's
wing, fingering his trim gray mus-
tache and looking serenely untroubl-
ed. Pascoe’s face was a criss-cross of
sticking-plaster. Farren’s was almost
hidden behind a single bandage. Each
man was in sole command of his own
department of the expedition, but
Janning, as sponsor, was nominally
in command of all, and in the emer-
gency he took the centre of things
without effort.

“If we get away from here it will
be on foot,” he declared, “the plane
is shot to pieces and the fuel tank is
a sieve. In any case we could never
take off without being shot at from
every angle.”

He gestured widely to indicate the
windy expanse of the roof where the
expedition sat marooned. It was as
broad as the deck of an aircraft-
carrier and just as exposed. It would
be impossible to take off from it with-
out being detected and undoubtedly
shot at.
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“Pascoe says we have provisions
enough to last for a week, with care,
and enough armament to chuck our
weight about if we have to. | propose
we make our way back to the time-
chamber—we'il have all our work cut
out to do that alone. Question is, what
are we up against? Any ideas?”

There was silence, and men looked
from one to another, troubled, ques-
tioning. The problem that a few
hours of whirlwind action had blot-
ted out of their conscious minds surg-
ed up again. What was the nature of
the alien world they had found? Who
were its rulers—why had they at-
tacked—Farren spoke up.

“It seems to me that this is a sort
of mechanical utopia such as our
scientific romancers wrote about a
thousand years ago. We see hordes
of unmanned machines in operation,
obviously done by remote control.
The men of this age have lifted the
curse of toil entirely from their backs
and are now devoted to science and
art. That is why we see nothing of
them.”

“We shall find,” he concluded, “that
the majority of them are buried
away in their laboratories and col-
leges, while a few technicians super-
vise the machines. | propose that we
hunt out the authorities, or council,
or whoever is im office and tell them
who we are and what we want. We
have all our diplomatic credentials
with us.”

"They wouldn’t recognize them if
they saw them,” declared Janning.
“We are in a world a thousand years
removed from our own. Within an
hour of arrival here we are attacked
without warning, and having taken
our just reprisals we hear they are
at war. Where are we going to find
the men wet can't see? What are we
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going to do with them if they act like
that? What can we expect from them
after what we've had? No, I tell you,
if we want to get out of here alive we
shall have to fight our way—every
inch of it.”

“Big proposition,” murmured Gun-
dry, who knew war and warfare.

“But surely there was some mis-
take,” objected Farren. “I'm sure
that if we appealed to the right peo-
ple—"

“No good, Farren,” it was Kellogg
who interrupted. “Before we started
1 warned you all of the odds you
were challenging. This is your world
of monstrosities, Janning. Explain it
if you can. Take it. I wish you joy of
it.”

“Thanks,” Janning glared. “We've
smashed four of your monstrosities
already, and we’ll smash the whole
damned place if we have to. Pascoe,
which way to the time-chamber?”

“We approached the city from the
west. When we were shot down we
were close to the river, probably we
are near the waterfront now. Our
obvious plan is to get down to street
level and make our way to the moun-
tains by road, always assuming we
are not stopped by the police on our
way.”

“We won't be stopped by police
here,” murmured Kellogg, “this is a
world of anarchy, my friends, anar-
chy and sudden death.”

“Shut up, you pessimist,” said Far-
ren, goodnaturedly. “I dare say this
is quite a rational world when once
you get the hang of it.”

“No,” Kellogg sighed fatalistically,
“there is something that makes me
believe that the true facts of this
world are altogether wilder and more
horrible than any rational explana-
tion. Cars without drivers; motor-
cycles without riders; guns shooting
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at you of their own accord—"

His voice died away and his eyes
closed. In the brief silence that fol-
lowed a cold, faint chill crept over
the other men, chill of another, alien
and monstrous world.

“Hell!” roared Janning, voice ex-
ploding like a gunshot, “this is a time
and place for action, not maudlin spe-
culation. We've a tramp of two hun-
dred miles in front of us and God
knows how many fights for life. We
will never survive a day if we sit
here drivelling like this.”

“l gave you two days to survive.”
Kellogg was smiling again. “It seems
I was generous. It’'s no good, Janning.
We are doomed—mere helpless in-
sects amid monsters, of iron and
steel.”

“Helpless!” Janning’s teeth bagpd.
“Come on, Gundry, we've got to make
an army out of these cripples.”

Between them they hauled out the
crates and cases of armament. There
was a powerful Service rifle and two
revolvers for each man, and bando-
liers to carry ammunition and bombs.

“Provisions here for a clear week,”
said Pascoe, stowing tins into their
packs. “We prepared for a stay of
forty-eight hours and a big margin
of safety. This ought to see us
through.”

“1f not we'll take to cannibalism,”
was Janning’s rejoinder.

The odd little army was ready and
equipped. The assortment of ban-
dages and civilian clothes, save for
the uniformed Gundry, made queer
contrast with the formidable array of
weapons. But the weapons were in
good hands. Janning, Gundry, Pascoe
and Farren were hard-living, hard-
bitten men accustomed to danger and
threatened death, and even the sed-
entary Kellogg had had service ex-
perience in his younger day and could
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carry a gun smartly.

“One more thing,” said Farren, as
the expedition gathered around the
cabin door of the monoplane. “What
about Overlin?”

“l laid out his body and covered
it,” said Pascoe. “We'll have to leave
him here in the plane. We might lire
it and cremate him, in lieu of a de-
cent burial.”

“That would bring half the local
air force down on us,” Janning said.
“We've done him what honors we
can—come on.”

CAUTIOUS examination before-

hand had shown that ......... nly
exit was through a green-painted
door at the further end of the block-
house, which opened into a carr-lil; =
room that was clearly an elevator.
When the door closed ot its own ac-
cord behind them there was no sen p>»
of motion to follow, and for live sil-
ent, restless minutes they wondered
if it were not a kind of trap, lint then
a door opened suddenly and a deafen-
ing uproar overwhelmed them. The
rhythmic thunder of big machines
was punctuated by the rattle and
clatter of smaller and the pounding
of wheeled transport. The din rasped
uncomfortably upon the men’s ears
and they gritted their teeth. Gather-
ed around outside the door of the ele-
vator they surveyed the scene, hands
hovering over gunbutts.

The place was huge and in clear
daylight, though there were no win-
dows in the wall nor sign of illumina-
tion. Long clear avenues stretched
between row upon row of roaring ma-
chines; wheels spinning, levers click-
ing, long driving-bands clattering,
hundreds of little triphammers rising
and falling, metal slugs popping in
and out, cogwheels turning, actuating
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crankshaft.2 and worm-gears. Mach-
inery everywhere. Rank upon rank
of roaring, thundering, clattering
machines.

“No men in here either,” Gundry
raised his powerful voice.

Not an operator nor a supervisor.

They strode down a broad white
avenue, Janning in front and the
other four spaced in pairs behind
each other, a wedge-shaped forma-
tion detailed by Gundry giving each
man clear vision about him and space
to handle his weapons in comfort.
They gazed almost in awe at this
mechanical wonderland. A heavy
rumbling was heard overhead and a
travelling crane passed above, bear-
ing a mass of steel. They passed a
crossing where rails were sunk into
the floor and a train of electric wag-
ons clattered past them. At the end
of this avenue, to the left of them,
was an open door leading to the open
air, and at Janning’s indication they
made for it.

The factory was built, not on one
of the great motorways hut in a com-
paratively narrow side street. The
walls of surrounding factories reared
up to heights of more than five hun-
dred feet, solid and windowless. Ma-
chinery echoed and thundered from
within, but the street was empty of
traffic. With formation spread out a
little the expedition advanced down
it in the direction indicated by Pas-
coe, the acknowledged guide. At the
end of the road a few hundred yards
away traffic was visible, and beyond
that the gleam of the river.

“Get to the river,” instructed Fas-
coe, “then we can locate a main road
leading west. Maybe we can get a lift
from some driver, if they do those
things here.”

“Some hopes!” grunted Janning,

Halfway down the street the road-
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way was under repair. The fiendish
roar of pneumatic drills mingled
gaily with the general uproar. Drills
bit into the paving, cement mixers
revolved, road-laying machines ad-
vanced. All by themselves. No labor-
ers to handle them, no foreman to
supervise.

“This beats me,” muttered Farren,
“can you make head or tail pf it, sol-
dier?”

Gundry was an Army officer of the
traditional school whose mental pro-
cesses ran mainly to the giving and
taking of orders. His shrewd com-
monsense could explain little of the
bizarre situation confronting them.

“1 believe,” said Kellogg, “that we
have found a race of intelligent ma-
chines. Not humanly intelligent, per-
haps, but sufficiently so to perform
their allotted tasks without supervi-
sion. A blind intelligence, but danger-
ous for all that. That is what I
thought when | first saw them an4
that is what | feared about them—
their intelligence!”

“Bosh!” snarled Janning.

rpHEY reached the end of the street

without interruption or intercep-
tion. The sidewalk along the embank-
ment was railed off from the road-
way by a high steel fence, blocking a
full view of the motorway. A ramp
led up to what was apparently a ped-
estrian bridge over the motojway,
and ascending this the expedition had
its first view of the embankment and
the river.

The 'giant motors thundered be-
neath them in a never-ending stream
at speeds which the twenty-first cen-
tury would have called dangerous.
Down the river proceeded big white
streamlined ships of great tonnage,
travelling like speedboats. But per-

haps the strangest phenomena were
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beside the embankment. Ships in
dock lay with hatch-covers thrown
eopen. Over them stretched the arms
of great cranes, rising and falling,
stretching like human limbs, hauling
great cargoes from ship to shore. But
there were no crews aboard ship, no
stevedores to manhandle cargoes or
stow them on the driverless trucks
that carried them away. No men of
any sort, anywhere.
“l believe you're right, Kellogg,”
Farren’s voice shook a little. “There
«is a weird sort of intelligence about
all these machines. What they remind
me of | can’'t quite think, but it's
something inhuman.”
Janning cursed. Pascoe shouted
for attention.

“This road joins a curve of the
motorway and bridges across the riv-
er. Let's get down to street level
again and skirt the embankment till
we find a westward road.”

The sidewalk along the motorway
was broad, and though there was
space for thousands of pedestrians
there were none save the five expedi-
tionaries.

This sensation of tramping the fa-
miliar noisy streets of a big modem
metropolis as if they were paths
through the depths of the jungle was
indescribably weird. The absence of
men amid these triumphantly mater-
ial works was now more or less ac-

. cepted, but the abnormality of the
situation was preying on the minds
of more sensitive men like Kellogg,
Farren and Pascoe.

“l wonder what goes on inside
these things,” muttered Farren, in-
dicating the cliff of masonry on their
left, rearing hundreds of feet into
the air. Gundry shrugged. Kellogg
<thought what a magnificent sight
- these towers must present from the
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river, but then he thought of that
uncanny intelligence within, and
shuddered. Of a sudden the expedi-
tion was stopped in its tracks by a
voice, echoing over the surrounding
uproar.

“Calling all cars. Calling all units
of the Mobile Squad in Area QX. The
incredible report that the aircraft
shot down this morning was manned
by intelligent beasts is now confirm-
ed. The beasts were observed by cam-
eras to enter Factory QX4 and are
now believed to be at large. They are
armed, intelligent and dangerous. All
squads patrolling Block Ten will
throw a cordon and converge. The
beasts must be shot on sight.”

For a moment the expedition was
nonplussed.

“That was a human voice!” cried
Farren at last.

“No,” Kellogg shook his head. “An
inhuman voice. Cold, hollow and me-
chanical.”

“Come on, damn you!” roared Jan-
ning. Don't you see, you fools? In-
telligent beasts. Shoot on sight. They
are after us!”

Even as they realized it they heard
the fierce howl of sirens, the sput-
tering roar of high-power engines as
a Mobile Squad of the riderless cycles
came streaking down the road at
high speed.

CHAPTER 1V

mMHERE was just an instant of time

for rapid thinking and Janning
made the most of it. He yelled to
Gundry, who had also spotted the
open door in the tower on the corner,
and while Gundry herded the other
three men within, Janning sprang to
the side of the door to cover the re-
treat.
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The Mobile Squad was charging
down a secondary road leading into
the motorway. Janning saw them
coming, saw the revolvers gripped in
steel claws at their sides, and his
teeth bared in a soundless snarl. His
own two guns roared their challenge,
ripping up the tires of the foremost
machines, sending them skidding.
Bullets ricochetted from steel sides.
But the second row of cycles carried
sub-machineguns mounted in front.
Janning dived for shelter as the guns
roared and gouts of concrete spouted
from the walls about him. No time to
stop and stand, though this narrow
passage might be held against an
army. He heaved at the door, slam-
med it shut. Gundry seized his arm.

“All right, Janning?"

“0.K., thanks, soldier.
out of here, somehow.”

The place was another factory,
roaring. Long shafts of steel were
borne from place to place by massive
travelling cranes. A big wagon rum-
bled down the central aisle, bearing
a mass of shining steel cylinders.

“Munitions, by God!” swore Jan-
ning.

“Shell
shoot.”

It was a good place to play cat and
mouse in, especially since the mice
had fighting power and fighting spir-
it. In the rush of emergency Kellogg's
morbid fancies were forgotten. Time
for action. A crash on the door warn-
ed them to move fast.

“We're trapped,” said Janning with
finality. “They've closed a cordon
around this block and they’'re smash-
ing that door in. If we're going to
get out we must make our own open-
ings.”

"Take the offensive,” Gundry said,
as the door shook under another
smashing blow. "Get 'em into the

Let's get

cases. No danger if we

n

open here and attack en masse. Like
this.”

Swiftly he outlined a scheme while
the others listened in breathless
haste not unmingled with fear. They
had barely time to scatter and take
cover in the positions assigned them
when the door crashed open and the
weird machines of the Mobile Squad,
black, glistening things like an army
of giant ants, poured into the factory
in a roaring, reeking torrent. The
five men crouched amid the mael-
strom of bellowing machinery, hearts
pounding, some with fear, some mere-
ly out of breath, one with lust for
battle. Avenues were thronged with
motorcycles, cruising slowly, sub-
machineguns nosing for a target.
Near the door they were thick, but at
the far end where they had not pen-
etrated, the place was empty. Jan-
ning moved, placed a pillar between
himself and the nearest advancing
machine and lobbed a bomb in a high
arc toward the far end. It burst with
shattering concussion amid a tangle
of wires and wheels that went flying
skyhigh. The air quaked to the roar
of accelerating engines as angry ma-
chines raced for the scene of the ex-
plosion. Right into Gundry’s trap.

Two more bombs from Janning hit
the milling crowd and as more ma-
chines tore up the other men joined
the bombardment. Motorcycles rear-
ed up savagely on one wheel, shriek-
ing like wild beasts wounded. Guns
crashed and echoed, wheels and cyl-
inders flew out and flames spouted
from burst oil-tanks. More and more
of the senseless things came charg-
ing down the avenues to join the
melee, whirling, roaring, snarling like
bloodcrazed animals fighting to the
death. The hidden men methodically
fed explosive fuel into the hideous
bonfire, till Janning caught Gundry’'a
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signal.

“Coast’'s clear,” boomed the sol-
dier's tremendous voice. “Time for
retreat, Janning.”

The whole of the converging
squadrons had been drawn to the bat-
tle at the far end of the factory, leav-
ing the door open and unguarded.

REAVING the appalling scene be-

hind them the expedition raced
for the open door, horrible noises of
battle still ringing in their ears above
the pounding of the factory. The side
street from which the Mobile Squad
had issued was empty, save for the
complicated bulk of a machine that
was possibly a piledriver. Evidently
this was the thing that had battered
down the door. It crouched on the
sidewalk, throbbing with power in re-
serve. Janning and Gundry reached
for grenades, but the thing made no
move toward them.

“We'd better get going,” shouted
Pascoe. “Down the motorway and
away from this block before we're
killed. The faster the better.”

They set out down the road at a
steady jogtrot. There was no pedes-
trian fence along this stretch and
here the men had their first close
view of the motorway. It was vast—
broad as a ten-track railroad and the
streaking autos loomed up gigantic.
A ten-ton truck of twentieth century
highways would have been dwarfed
on the road beside these thundering
giants, flying past at speeds of a
hundred miles an hour or more. They
seemed to be built for nothing but
size, power, high speed and taking of
heavy strains, for even in rounding
the huge, elaborate clover leaf cross-
ing further down the embankment
they did not slow down but hurtled
round the banking like mad things.

About a quarter of a mile down
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the road from Block QX the sidewalk
curved in and formed a secondary
track to the roadway. In the center
of this track a canopy extended out-
ward over a big, garishly painted ser-
vice station. Cars were parked fur-
ther along the block. The five men
stopped as a huge auto pulled into
the secondary track with a screech of
brakes, came noisily to a stop beside
a row of bright green oil-pumps. A
long overhead arm swung out, ex-
tended a nozzlecf pipe into the tanks
under the side of the car. Needles
rounded the dial on the pump. A
noisy little tender puttered out of the
station and circled the big car, spray-
ing its dusty sides lavishly. The ox-
peditionaries, their recent peril for-
gotten, gazed on enthralled.

“Automatic service for driverless
cars,” cried Farren, and again his
mind sought that weird parallel that
it could not quite grasp.

“Horrible!” Kellogg shuddered,
“and those ghastly things in (he fac-
tory—” He swayed a little and Far-
ren caught his arm. The man was
overwrought and on the point of col-
lapse. But Janning shook him rough-

ly.

“Don’t faint yet,” lie grated, “We
are getting into this car first, then
you can collapse all you like.”

Panel doors banged open in the
side of the car and the tender buzzed
in. Without hesitation Janning and
Gundry went in after it, followed
rather reluctantly by the other three.
Inside, the huge automobile was as
commodious as a whole Pullman
coach, though it had none of a Pull-
man’s comfort. Motors and machin-
ery lay everywhere and the place
reeked of oil. The walls which looked
like steel from outside were now seen
to be transparent throughout and the
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car was like a traneflirig gteSstiou&r.
The little tender fussed around over
machinery, extending cranked arms
holding cans of lubricant to oil joints
and spanners to adjust nuts and
bolts, doing half a dozen jobs at once,
Janning watched the thing alertly,
guns drawn, ready to shoot it to
pieces the moment it showed signs of
fight. But it didn't. In a few minutes
it buzzed out, the doors clanged shut,
the roar of the motors rose to a bel-

low and the car moved off smoothly
and rapidly.

“We're saved!” shouted Farren.
With the sudden snapping of tension
his whole stout frame went weak and
lie leaned against an oil-tank, laugh-
ing shakily. Pascoe too was affected
and he sank limply to the floor, gasp-
ing. Kellogg, surprisingly, was calm
again. But he understood the feelings
of the others. It was not the danger
that had caused the reaction, though
that was bad enough. It was the
brooding, haunting terror of the un-
known that lay everywhere about
them and the threats of death in un-
knowable, inexplicable forms lurking
in a familiar, almost commonplace,
setting.

Janning, after a glare of disgust
at the others, paced to and fro like a
caged lion, muttering to himself,
the wide-eyed and innocent calm of
dundry alone retained complete calm,
one who did not seriously understand
what fear was. Methodically he stack-
ed the other men’s rifles, stowed ban-
doliers of bombs on the rack over-
head.

JANNING strode to the front of the

car and glared ahead. The mach-
ine had now hit the central track and
was streaking at high speed. The hor-
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teon fairly leaped toward it. Bespits

Its speed of more than one hundred
miles an hour, iron monsters over-
took and passed it continually, while
those on the opposite tracks flashed
past like light. The great skyscraping
towers flew by, like the prows of
giant galleys on a sea of concrete and
steel. The journey was wild, exhilar-
ating; amid this avalanche of mach-
ines Janning felt the surge of joyous
fury within him, felt the pounding of
his blood, the lust of battle he had
felt before when hacking his inexor-
able way through many an impene-
trable jungle. Man had conquered the
jungle, Man had built this colossal
city, Man controlled these titanic ma-
chines God, the glory of being a
Man! A fighting man in a lighting
world! His teeth ground, fists clawed
out and clenched as if over an invis-
ible throat. Forgotten were the mor-
bid croakings of Kellogg, the weird
incomprehensibility of this alien
world where death lurked round
every corner and struck with blind
unreason. This was battle, and battle

was life, «

“Where are we heading for, Pas-
coe?” came Farren’s voice suddenly.
He was calm again, calm as he al-
ways was when facing the normal
dangers of the Arctic.

“This road runs due north. If the
car keeps straight ahead it means we
shall have to make a long detour to
the southwest when we leave it, un-
less we .can board another and get a
lift as far as the mountains, or even
beyond.”

It seemed that the city would never
end. Fast as the car travelled, the
same scene presented itself contin-
ually.

Nothing but rearing towers flank-
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initr the long, broad river, filling the
valley between the rolling mountain
chains. Nowhere was there a break
in the scene. This congested valley
might extend to the ends of the
earth. Janning glared fixedly ahead,
wondering faintly if the whirlwind
ride might take them anywhere near
the time-chamber in the end, but
more concerned with the immediate
possibility of another fight. Abruptly
the car hurled itself up the ramp of
a crossing, rounded the banking at a
fierce angle with screech of brakes
and howl of supercharger. The men
grabbed stanchions, shouting, as cen-
trifugal force flung them violently
off balance. Down another ramp and
on the straight again the car headed
wvest.

Farren came to join Janning in the
front. The vista before them was
magnificent. The western road was
even broader than the embankment
and led in one straight tower-flanked
sweep to the blue mountains in the
distance.

“Superb!” murmured Farren. “And
now, thank God, we're going west-
ward and toward the time-chamber.”

“You're in a hell of a hurry to get
away from here," Janning growled,
"What's the matter? Afraid of those
damned things?”

“l am,” Farren, who had Kkilled
polar bears in his time, gazed at the
other man steadily. “You know I am
not a man to take fright easily, but |
tell you, this world we have come
into has something of the unholy
about it. It's wild. It's mad. Look at
it non—" he gestured, pointing down
the great road ahead, to the great
cars whirling on either side, “what's
the purpose of all this? Where’s the
sense of it, all these mad machines
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running about like—well, like—”

“Overgrown insects?”

“Insects! That's it!” That was the
parallel that Farren’s subconscious
mind had been seeking. This weird,
wild world on wheels was like an
enormous and horrible magnification
of the world of insects underfoot.
The same armor-plated bodies, grim
and glistening black, or bright with a
polished, satiny lustre. The same
scurrying movement hither and thi-
ther, the same blind, purposeless ef-
ficiency and untiring labor. The same
ruthless disregard for life, the utter
absence of anything that men call
beautiful. A wonderful world. But a
world gone stark, staring, raving
mad.

“You're right, Farren. This is a
hell of a place, but that's just why |
am enjoying it. You don’t have to go
into a funk like Kellogg. We are men,
damn it, with men'’s brains and men’'s
cunning, and men’s strength, too.
These mad things can chase us and
harry us because they outnumber us,
but they can never beat us. Brace up,
man! We’ll have to fight our way—
sure we will, but where’s the joy of
life without a hell of a good fight
every now and then?”

Farren laughed, his good humor
restored.

“What a man for trouble! Well,
you've got your bellyful of it now. If
you can take it, so can we.”

THE car was nearing the moun-

tains. It roared under the arch-
way of another huge crossing and
pressed relentlessly on. The other
three men had joined Janning and
Farren in the front and were absorb-
ed in the scene ahead.

“Very smooth travelling in this
car,” remarked Pascoe, “notice there
is no bumping or vibration ?”
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“Except for the noise you might
call it peaceful,” Farren said. “1 won-

der where this thing will put us down
if it ever does—Ye gods, look at
that!” He had suddenly gone rigid.
They followed his trembling Anger to
see the new element that had abrupt-
ly entered the now-familiar scene of
the machine-world.

Over the western mountains the
sky was black with bombers. There
was no doubting the identity or the
purpose of the terrifying clouds that
reared up like a sudden whirlwind
over the city. As quick as the eye
could follow they rolled over the wes-
tern outskirts and helldived to earth,
and the city rocked to the concussion
of ton after ton of high explosive.

There was never an air raid like it.
Towers keeled over and toppled in
ruin, cars, motors, engines, machines
of every shape and size and descrip-
tion flew high in fragments. Death
and destruction rained torrents and
the car bearing the only living beings
in the whole city hurtled straight for
the inferno. Kellogg screamed as a
hawklike monoplane swooped down
on the car, gunfire blazing from its
wings. Janning seized him, flung him
behind the shelter of a dynamo. The
walls split under the impact of explo-
sive bullets, men yelled and dived for
cover. Before the car swerved round
a bend with screaming brakes to seek
shelter, Janning in the front caught
a quick glimpse of the fierce, indomi-
table machines of the Mobile Squads
pouring a fire of destruction into the
flaming skies.

CHAPTER V

THE car plunged up a northward
road, slowed, turned into a secon*
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thujy track and down a ramp leading
underground. Motors boomed hollow
ly in the walls of the tunnel. It came
out Anally into a great underground
park and rolled to a stop. Around it
other cars poured in by the hundred.
The uncanny intelligence of the ma-
chineworld told these senseless
things that danger threatened, and
some intelligence of their own, per-
haps, guided them to safety.

When it seemed that everything
was still, Ave human beings crept out
of cover to survey their position. The
car was riddled from end to end but
only one man was hurt. Janning,
hitherto untouched, nowv blistered the
air with cursing as he tore off his
clothing to get at a shoulder damag-
ed by fragments of shell. Kellogg,
with surprising Armness, pushed him
into a sitting position and attended
to bandaging the injury, a severe one
which would certainly incapacitate
Janning'’s left arm for the rest of the
journey. The others collected their
scattered belongings, Gundry utter-
ing a Yilent prayer for the miracle
that had saved the store of grenades
from flying fragments.

“How do we get out of here?” de-
manded Janning, between curses.

“Why not stay where we are?” ob-
jected Farren. “We’'re safe enough,
and certainly an air raid like that one
is too big a handful even for you.”

Reluctantly Janning agreed. No
one man can Aght bombers with rifles
and revolvers, and to enter the
streets again during a raid on the
scale of the present one would be
plain suicide.

The auto park was deep under-
ground, but even down here the cres-
cendo of explosions vibrated like a
nearby earthquake. It was not mere-
ly successive detonations but a long,
continuous, echoing roar; and it went
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on as if it would never end. An hour
passed; two hours; three; towards
Hie end of the fourth the thunder*
had lessened somewhat in intensity.
At the end of the fifth, explosions
were heard singly, and the feeble (by
contrast) crash of gunfire.

Six hours after the car had gone
underground a last shot was heard,
followed by sirens above the normal
hullabaloo of the city. The five men
gazed at each other mutely, question-
ing, awestruck.

“So that,” murmured Farren at
last, “is what they meant when they
shouted, ‘We are at war!"”

“Whoever ‘they’ may be,” Kellogg
reminded him.

“Whoever can they be?” Farren’s
voice was a whisper. Once again a
cold chill of silence settled over the
little expedition. At first it had not
been difficult to shake the mists of
unholy atmosphere from their minds,
but now, after these demonstrations
of the machine-world’'s tremendous
power and incomprehensible purposes
the haunting terror surged up again.
The who, why, what and how of this
appalling world came uppermost in
their dazed minds. Danger of known
and recognized souroes was one thing.
A world of murder gone mad was
quite another.

Abruptly Janning ripped out a
curse that tore across morbid specu-
lation like a slashing knife.

“For God's sake, lie down and sleep
it off,” he snarled. “We've survived
twelve of your forty-eight hours, Kel-
logg, and we’ll survive them all if
your nerve doesn't fail you.”

“Look after your own nerve, Jan-
ning. You're getting excitable, and it
won't do your shoulder any good.
Take things calmly, as | do.”

L “Pah? Janning dragged himself
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to his tfoet, turned to Gundry to ar-
range for watches to be kept, though
there was little chance that anything
would surprise them here in the car.

Pascoe’s timepiece the exhaust-

ed men slept a full ten hours,
aside from two hours each of duty.
The rumble of the city overhead, the
noise of carpentering and leaving the
park, went unheeded. Their own ma-
chine never moved. It was ten in the
morning by the clock before all were
awake and about.

Pascoe unloaded tins of bacon and
beans from his pack and a small
heater to brew coffee. They ate
cheerfully, the strain of yesterday’'s
terror eased out of their systems.
They were brewing a second pot of
coffee when a grinding clash was
heal'd in the fore end of the car, and
simultaneously the engines around
began to throb. The car shook and
rolled forward swiftly, heading for
the exit tunnels.

“We're off!” cried Farren gaily.
“Where to, | wonder?”

“To the open air, at any rate.” Jan-
ning threw back a scalding cup of
coffee at one gulp, dropped the cup
and reached for his rifle. There was
a scurry of general clearance; men
stuffed plates and mugs into their
packs, reached for their guns and
bandoliers of grenades. By the time
the car had gained the outer world
the time expedition was ready for
war again.

The car turned back to the west-
elm road it had come from. It was
travelling slowly now, with an un-
even coughing and jerking in its en-
gine, and instead of making for the
central track it kept to the secondary
tracks for slow traffic. Some way
ahead the men saw that the roadwas
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blocked with debris and impassable.
Traffic turned to side roads. The car
went off the road altogether at last
and chugged into a service station
for the repairs it needed. The men
stood by the door, rifles slung over
their backs and hands at gun-butts.
Sure enough the doors banged aside
to admit a service tender, and at Jan-
ning’'s indication the expedition filed
out. That glimpse of the road had
told them that further progress
westward must be made on foot.

The destruction wreaked by the
raiders was appalling. High explo-
sives of undreamt power had poured
a nonstop barrage into the city
streets, striking and penetrating to
the very foundations of the towers
and bringing them down in tumbling
ruin, taking others with them in their
fall.

Great girders and masses of con-
crete lay scattered about in heaps of
rubble. Cars, the giant autos of the
super highways, had been flung
about like toys. Here and there amid
the debris lay overturned guns and
the remnants of Mobile Squad cycles,
some of them not entirely shattered
but lying about with automatic guns
still firing spasmodically, blindly,
dangerously. Amongst all this wreck-
age were many carcasses of burnt-
out bombers, of a size that beggared
description. The havoc stretched for
miles in either direction. The area
of the city devastated must have
been colossal, the size and numbers
of the bombing squadrons that
wrought such damage beyond com-
pute. The men of the twenty-first
century tried to adjust their blurred,
stupefied mental impressions.

“Is it possible,” breathed Farren,
“that machines could do this”™-this
all of their own accord? | can’t be-
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lieve it. Machines are efficient, su-
premely efficient, and if they evolved
intelligence they would be perfectly
efficient. But how could they do it?
What conceivable motive could they
have? Even if machines could have
a motive for anything!”

JVJORE machines came up the wes-

tern road, noisy, cumbersome
things, great steamhammers and
steamshovels. An overturned tower
lay across the roadway, great walls
rearing high, an enormous obstacle.
The steamhammers spread out in
line abreast formation, advanced as
one upon the obstacle and struck it
with terrific force. It didn't give at
first. But under the rhythmic, re-
morseless bombardment the great
concrete wall crumbled, split away
and finally collapsed, burying many
of its destroyers under it. Some of
them emerged, damaged. Some were
wrecked. A long line of heavy trucks
drew up behind the steamshovels,
which advanced in their turn. They
ate their way into the wreckage, steel
jaws champing, heaved great mounds
of stuff into the waiting trucks. Some
strained at masses beyond their
capacity and broke down but went on
working blindly, clumsily, uselessly.

If they had intelligence it was of
a low order, for they seemed unaware
of anything wrong with their mech-
anism. Big mobile derricks followed
in their wake, extended magnetic
steel claws into the wreckage to haul
out big girders. The driverless trucks
carted away masses of stuff. Some
broke down under an overload, but
still engines strained uselessly at
enormous burdens. When there was
enough space through the middle of
the shattered tower for them to pick
their way the men forged ahead, to-
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wards the mountains which were now

no more than a mile or so away. They
passed through more wreckage, es-
caping narrowly from many an odd
gun that blazed away convulsively
from odd points, either with intent
or by accident. Through streets fair-
ly clear big derricks hauled away the
remnants of colossal bombers. In
these clear spaces the work of re-
construction was going on. Machines
of weird shapes and all sizes built
up a steel skeleton above a tower
sliced off in the middle. High over-
head great cranes hoisted girders
which were taken by tentacular arms
from spidery things hanging at odd
places. Little wheeled machines ran
up and down the fixed girders at all
angles, clinging to surfaces like flies,
riveting, hammering, drilling, boring.
Welding machines spouted livid
flames. The air fairly shook to the
uproar. Whether destroying or re-
building itself the machine world re-
mained the same—wild, weird, un-
canny and inexplicable.

The city reached its boundaries al-
most at the foot of the mountains.
Here the western road plunged into
a high tunnel from which emerged a
steady stream of trucks and mobile
breakdown machinery, heading for
the devastated area. There was no
sidewalk into the tunnel and to risk
the motorway meant almost certain
death under pounding wheels. Ac-
cordingly the expedition headed for
the south side of the road over a
pedestrian bridge and trudged from
there along a wide strip of wasteland
that edged the foot of the mountains.
The going was hard. Rocks, mounds
and low hills blocked the way on all
sides. The expeditionaries were ac-
customed to hard going in most paris
of the world, but none of them had
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had experience of mountaineering.

After a few hours of this heart-
breaking, backbreaking effort they
were nearing exhaustion. Kellogg,
bearing up with silent effort, was
white and strained. Farren’'s huge,
stout frame quivered asd dripped
perspiration. Even the normally tire-
less Janning began to give, heaving
breath through clenched teeth and
cursing his throbbing shoulder. The
damned thing was weakening him
seriously. But they ploughed on des-
perately, tramping steadily over the
even stretches, floundering over piles
of rock, stopping now and then to
blast their way through obstacles
with grenades. Exhausting though
the journey was, it was safer and
better here than in the bullet-riddled
streets of the city; and ever they
drew further south and west, to the
time-chamber and its competent
crew. Hours of struggling brought
them at last to a path leading up and
into the mountain. With sighs of
relief they stretched themselves on
the ground to rest and eat.

They remained more than two
hours, unmoving. It was growing late
into the afternoon of the second day
in the mad machine world (the wager
for forty-eight hours was long since
forgotten) before they resumed their
journey, up the mountain pass and
to the west, away from the strange,
wonderful, terrible city to the com-
parative peace and safety of the
desert, where lay, some two hundred
miles away, the time-chamber and
their retreat to the twenty-first cen-
tury. Thought of that, and the easier
nature of the road they now travelled,
improved the spirits of the expedi-
tionaries immensely and they strode
the mountain pass with a swing,
almost a swagger.
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"We ought to cross these moun-
tains by nightfall,” Gundry said as
they stopped for a while at the sum-
mit of the pass. “By forced marches
we may get to the time-chamber in
a week or eight days. We shan't be
in too good shape at the end of it,
but that's the best we can do. Maybe
the crew will send out a search party
to find us.”

Before taking the long easy slope
down the further side of the moun-
tain they turned to take a last look
at the city, terrible scene of experi-
ences they would never forget to the
end of their days. By now the devas-
tated area in either direction was
aswarm with salvage and repairing
machines, scurrying antlike over
shattered buildings, hauling, lifting,
carrying, building. Further on the
towers of the city still raised their
proud heights into the sky as if de-
fiant of invaders, and in the great
motorways the traffic flowed in solid
streams north and south. But on the
river the scene had changed. The
ships of commerce were gone and in
their place were squadrons of slim,
sleek grey shapes from whose decks
protruded low streamlined turrets
and the sinister barrels of heavy-
calibre guns.

CHAPTER VI

AT a cave at the end of the pass

they spent a fairly comfortable
night, with a log fire collected from
the surrounding brush and scrub of
the desert. They had agreed to rise
and move on at dawn. But in the chill
of the early morning hours, Gundry,
who was keeping watch, was sur-
prised by a sudden dull boom of gun-
fire and the high-pitched whine of
shells. Six shots followed in succes-
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sion, coming from somewhere up in"
the mountain. Taking a gun he strode
out into the pass to scan the heights.

Gunfire broke out again, high up
and a little to the north. Gundry saw
angry flashes, saw them break out
one after the other in a long rippling
far away into the distance. Then
guns boomed south of the pass, in-
termittently at first, then with in-
creasing intensity until the whole
line of the mountain chain was
ablaze from end to end. The air
shook with thunder and lightning,
shuddered to the whine of shells.
Whoever the enemy was, he was tak-
ing punishment from a barrage of
tremendous intensity. From where
he stood on the pass Gundry could
get a rough idea of the artillery’s
numerical strength by the! corusca-
tion of flashes above, and he was
convinced that those visible alone
must be numbered by hundreds. Be-
fore long he was joined by Janning
and the others, roused and attracted
by the din. The spectacle, even to
the men almost inured to the won-
ders of this world, was awe-inspiring.
They questioned, speculated, won-
dering how this new development
would affect their chances of escape.
Gundry, who looked at ease or
danger with the same emotionless
calm, gave small hope.

“There’s no getting through a bar-
rage like that,” he declared, "we’ll
have to sit tight until it recedes and
the attackers go over. If we follow
‘'em we may get through whatever is
on the other side.”

“Attackers!” cried Farren. “Who
on earth can be the attackers in a
fool of a world like this? Do you
think those batteries will break loose
and attack, or will it be battalions of
those impossible motorbike things?
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Man, my head is going round in
circles with all this.”

“You're worse off than | am,” Kel-
logg was smiling. “l1 remember |
dreaded returning to this world after
seeing such things as we have seen,
but now that I'm used to it I find
it interesting. Think of the amount
of speculation there is in it. It is as
plain as a pikestaff that for all of
Janning's brag mankind has gone
under, to be superseded by these in-
telligent machines. For we are all
agreed that these wonderful things
have intelligence. After thinking, |
will go even further and say that
they have a temperament.”

“And how can machines possibly
have a temperament?” demanded
Farren, the barrage forgotten in the
absorption of a possible debate.

“Easily. Remember the quite un-
intelligent machines of our own
world. While kept in order they
functioned perfectly, but if anything
went wrong, if a speck of grit got
into the wheels, the machine went
bad. A speeding auto, a controlled,
efficient machine, burst a tire and
ekidded dangerously in all directions,
killing and destroying. An airplane
would fall out of control, a wild, help-
less, destructive thing. A mad ma-
chine is terrifying, even the normal
unintelligent machine that we know.
But when machines evolve an intelli-
gence—and then go mad—well, we
have such a world as this.”

“Good God! What a thought! But
it's as logical as any other.”

rfHE barrage went on for hours

before any change was noticeable.
It was not definable at first, but by
and by a new sound mingled with the
.crash of guns above, the unmistak-
able concussion of bursting shells.
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The enemy was hitting back and hit-
ting hard. He continued hitting, and
both sides pounded away at each
other until the sun was well over the
mountain peaks. From the cave
mouth the men watched the course
of battle intently. The prolonged
spectacle of bursting explosives grew
monotonous, but the tension, the
waiting for whatever unguessable
danger would spring out next, kept

them keyed up at high pitch
throughout the whole long vigil.
About midday, Gundry, who had

been surveying the desert for some
sign of the enemy, reported move-
ment on the horizon.

“Can’t make out details but there’s
plenty of ’'em,” he said. "Coming
this way.”

It was a vague dark cloud in (he
distance that resolved itself soon into
a host of shifting specks. Before
long they were identifiable as mov-
ing vehicles. They enlarged rapidly
and were seen to be spread out in
broad formation right across the
plain. Their details became visible
through binoculars and Farrcn’s first
question was answered. These were
attackers, the first wave of them.

Tanks. Enormous tanks. Great
rolling masses of steel, mobile forts
built to cross mountain, plain and
jungle, fighting as they came. Field-
guns protruded from the streamlined
barbettes crowning them, belching
fire. Between them scuttled myriads
of smaller tanks, of about thirty
tons weight, blazing away with
lighter artillery and machineguns.
Behind this fleet of desert battle-
ships came huge armored cars carry-
ing still heavier guns, coming more
slowly and firing with precision.
Right at the back was mobile artil-
lery, great howitzers mounted on
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tractors. These stopped at last, set-
tled themselves and fired ranging
salvoes which developed rapidly into
a counterbarrage. The tanks rolled
inexorably on to the foot of the
mountains amid a deluge of shellfire.
The earth quaked under the bom-
bardment. Gundry estimated that
the defenders had guns of twelve-
inch calibre at least, far back behind
the mountains, firing over them,
getting ranges by means unknown.
A terrible, majestic sight, that at-
tack; but equally terrible was the
defense. For the first time the ex-
pedilionaries saw that the guns had
come down the mountainside and
were visible. Machineguns crouched
behind rocks, sputtering flame; long,
slim anti-tank guns nosed out from
cover and poured a withering fire
infe the lighter tanks, joined by
light mortals that barked in chorus
further up. Higher still, but just
visible, were the six-inch howitzers,
firing rapidly into the further lines
of heavy tanks. Despite the volcanic
destruction they faced, the huge
machines rolled on and up.

Up and over they went, crushing
the first line of machineguns and
anti-tank rifles in their path. These
light pieces had scarcely made dents
in them. Even six-inch shells seemed
to make little impression. It was
only frequent and direct hits from
the colossal twelve-inch pieces back
in the mountains that offered serious
resistance. This fire grew heavier,
more frequent and more accurate.
The earth shuddered and shook.
Scarcely a mile from the watching
men a tank blew up in a column of
flame, struck directly by a twelve-
inch salvo, and in the cave rocks
loosened and fell from the roof. It
was time for retreat. The cave might
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be blocked by falling rock and the
men entombed, but the risk was bet-
ter than the certainty of destruction
in that rising inferno, for tanks were
advancing upon the pass and shell-
fire grew perilously near. Gundry
shouted for the retreat.

'J'HE cave proved to be a long tun-

nel and a draft of air indicated
that it was open at the other end,
providing a safe exit in case the first
end became blocked. The men went
in deep, guided by their powerful
torches, and far within, when the
noise of battle was deadened, they
accepted the inevitable and struck
camp again. They were there all day
and the following night. They knew
nothing of how the battle pro-
gressed. Saw nothing of the initial
success of the giant tanks as they
ploughed their way to the top of the
mountains; nothing of the heavy
losses the tanks sustained, or of their
final defeat and annihilation when
the huge artillery pieces finally got
the exact range and scored one di-
rect hit after another, rending and
smashing the great machines like
heavy boots trampling on a child's
toys; nothing of the fast and furious
counter-attack, when wave after
wave of heavy tanks, smaller than
the first monsters but still huge,
poured out of the mountain passes
and rolled down to the armored cars
and mobile artillery on the plain like
a flood; or of the final destruction of
an enemy that never retreated but
continued to fight blindly and in-
sanely until it was smashed out of
action for ever. The men only sat
and talked, wondering—wondering—

Until at last a silence settled over
the world, a silence that might have
meant the end of the world. Deep
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in the cave the expeditionaries felt
that the tortured earth was at the
end of its agony, that the machines
that made it their battleground no
longer ran riot over its face, and that
it was now safe for men, once Lords
of Creation, to come into the open
again.

The wrack of battle was spread
away all over mountain and desert
as far as the eye could see. Here
lay overturned guns; there, wrecked
tanks and armored cars; great slabs
of steel plate and broken gun-barrels,
or just mere masses of wrecked,
mangled, tortured iron. The men
picked their way through the fan-
tastic maze, heading briskly west-
ward by Pascoe’'s compass. But
though their steps were firm their
hearts were heavy and their minds
clouded, preyed with the unspoken
thought of Kellogg: that they were
mere helpless insects in a jungle of
metal camivora. Even Janning failed
to recapture his normal truculent de-
fiance. His helpless arm and shoul-
der, which was not improved by lack
of proper attention, sapped the splen-
did strength of his wire-and-whip-
cord body and lowered the resistance
of his sturdy mind. Worse than any-
thing was the overwhelming evi-
dence that seemed to prove that Kel-
logg, with all his morbidity, was
right. Worst of all was that horrible,
that unbelievable element that made
these impossible machines still more
impossible—the dark, sticky liquid
that flowed sluggishly from the ma-
chines and stained the sands of the
desert a rusty reddish-brown.

“In my worst vision of the fall of
Man,” murmured Kellogg to himself,
“l never imagined that machines
would shed blood.”

Gundry had seen service in the
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French Foreign Legion and knew
what forced marching meant. He got
the expedition going at a hard,
steady pace with five minutes’
breathing space at the end of every
hour. Of the five men he was the
only one who had kept in mind the
ordeal in front of them, the journey
of nearly two hundred miles across
desert land to the time-chamber.

Being a man who took facts as
they came he just shrugged his
shoulders and thought no more of it.
But he was wise enough to keep the
knowledge to himself; no sense in
giving the others something more to
worry over- they would come to that
soon enough.

AT the end of six hours marching

they stopped for a meal. They
were still in reasonably good shape,
and had been lucky enough to come
across a clump of trees and scrub
in which was a good fresh-water
spring. With good stocks of water
and feeling thoroughly refreshed,
they resumed the march. By now
they were drawing away from the
enormous battle area, where devas-
tation seemed to spread away as far
as the range of super-heavy artillery
permitted. It did not change, that
silent landscape of smashed and
twisted metal. An iron army had
ridden out of nowhere, and in the
desert had been annihilated. It
seemed to have been completely self-
contained and self-supporting, for
there were no signs of supply trains
or any of the regular support of a
human army. But obviously these
things had come from somewhere, as
had the air fleet. Another city, no
doubt, further away to the west and
beyond the location of the time
chamber; and these two cities were
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at war. Machines at war! What
could their motive be— how could
they possibly have a motive? That
question sank back dully into the
subconscious minds of the expedi-
tionaries as they put their backs into
the task of covering the longest pos-
sible distance in the shortest possible
time.

Some twenty-odd miles from the
mountains the damage was less
heavy and loss widespread. Direct
hits had been much fewer, and
though all machines wore immobil-
ized, still many seemed to be undam-
aged. Some guns remained upright,
as if ready for firing. In their path
the expeditionaries came across a
light tank, one of the thirty-tonners.
partly overturned but leaning
against a rock that supported it.
There was a gash in its upper tur-
ret, over which was a mess of dried
and hardened blood, but otherwise it
seemed undamaged. Gundry had an
idea and climbed up the back of it to
get in.

Twenty minutes of examination
told him what he wanted to know.
The tank was, of course, a kind of
super-robot and was now out of ac-
tion as far as driving itself went.
The blood had gushed from some
case below the turret, but that was
too smashed to show anything; the
machine, if intelligent, had been
“Kkilled,” but the mechanism was still
there and it was practically the same
as that of a twenty-first century
tank. Gundry called to the others
who were examining the outside, and
announced cheerfully that from now
on they could drive to the time
chamber in comparative comfort.
Wearily, but in better spirts, they
piled in.

There was room enough inside the
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machine and it travelled smoothly,
but the noise of it and the abomin-
able mingled odors of oil and blood
took away all pleasure from the ride.
When gear was stowed Farren tried
to clear away the mess of blood with
the sleeve torn from his shirt and a
canteen of water, and so made things
a little more comfortable. Janning,
glad to rid his mind of Kellogg's
somber theorizing, dragged himself
around to examine the machine's
armament. It carried a three-inch
gun amidships, still in firing order, a
ten - pounder in the upper turret
which was damaged and two heavy
machineguns, one out of order. It
had entered the battle without firing
a shot and the magazine was full.
Janning felt better after that.

With Gundry’s skilled piloting
they made seventy miles an hour
across the open desert. Scrub and
trees thickened, and by low ranges
of hills were occasional small woods.
The tank ploughed through one of
these woods in its path, rolling down
stout trunks like twigs, over hills
taking steep gradients without slow-
ing. From this range a road curved
out to the west and Gundry made
for it, speeding as he went. At one
hundred and twelve miles per hour
the tank reached maximum speed.
Soon they reached a main-road cross-
ing, where other cars joined them
and sped toward the buildings of a
village or small town which showed
themselves in the distance.

F was a small town, and part of

it was on fire. As the tank rolled
through the outer suburbs the noise
of gunfire and crash of falling build-
ings was heard. The streets were
thronged with racing, roaring motor-
cycles, all carrying guns, heading for
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the further side where the trouble
seemed to be. The tank was not
noticed at all, save for machines that
carefully scuttled out of its way, and
it seemed to be taken for granted.
Nothing loath, Gundry followed the
stream and the others limbered up
their weapons. Janning and Farren
went in the fore to stand by the
three-incher.

The town was a derelict place with
many buildings fallen as if from age
and neglect, and the road was in a
bad state of disrepair. Potholes were
plentiful, not large enough to in-
commode the huge war-machine but
quite an obstacle for the motorcycles,
which bumped and pitched over the
roads and frequently overturned, and
overset others in their wake. The
tank bored on flattening these heaps
of fuming wreckage under its trac-
tors, shoving aside any luckless ma-
chines not spry enough to get out
of the way. Ready for still more
action if need be, the expeditionaries
stood ready at posts within. In the
centre of the town the road passed
through a broad square, divided by
gardens, and on the further side of
this houses were aflame. The square
was almost blocked with stationary
motorcycles and small tractors with
mounted machineguns that poured
fire into the roads and houses be-
fore them, and from these places,
from invisible sources, a small but
powerful volume of fire was re-
turned.

"Who in hell is fighting back from
cover?" demanded Janning, with
something of his old fierceness. “The
machines have been fighting in the
open—damnation, do you think—?”

He caught Farren’s eye. For an
each other, amazed, questioning, in-
instant they gazed breathlessly at
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credulous, each with the
thought.

"It's impossible!" Farren cried.

"I'm damned if it is!" shouted
Janning, “Come on, Gundry, into
‘'em!"

The tank smashed its way across
the square under the soldier’'s firm,
skilled hand, straight for a road
strewn with debris from blazing
buildings on either side that were
about to collapse. Immediately the
defenders concentrated their light
but bitter fire on the new attacker,
but above the noise of gunfire Jan-
ning’s straining ears caught the un-
mistakable sound he listened for, the
shouts and yells of despairing and
defiant men.

"Don’t shoot, blast you!" roared
Janning unreasonably, "We're
friends, allies, we're fighting with
you!”

Then they were in the inferno,
steeljacketed bullets bouncing like
hail from the sides-of the tank. Be-
hind it sounded the roar of high ex-
plosives and the collapse of under-
mined buildings. The road now was
blocked and impassable to either
side. Well past the blazing line the
expeditionaries found bullets strik-
ing the machine in the rear. Gundry
swerved the tank round till it faced
the attacking machines.

same

“Give 'em a demonstration ” Jan-
ning shouted, and with swift and
rapid assistance from the others the
three-incher was loaded and fired at
point-blank range into the thronged
square. Shell after shell they poured
at the attackers, a curse with each
one, until the gun-barrel was almost
redhot, the magazine empty and the
square a mass of flaming wreckage.

Gunfire ceased. The war-machines
were still and silent, still with vie-
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tory or roaring to destruction. Jan-
ning did not wait but swung open
a door in the side of the tank and
leapt into the street.

“Come on out, you sons of a gun!”
he roared, waving his uninjured
right arm excitably. “Here's the re-
lief force. Where the hell are you?"

They came. Doors flew open and
out they came, armed and defiant
but surprised and hopeful at the ap-
pearance of an unexpected ally.
About a dozen of them. Men.

CHAPTER VII

'THEY were a sturdy lot, rough,

hairy, hardbitten young fellows
dressed in skins cut with rude skill
into fairly good clothes. They car-
ried good rifles which they held at
the ready, though more from habit
than from any suspicion of the expc-
ditionaries. Janning flung down his
revolver and ran to the foremost of
them with extended hand. After one
first look of amazement the man
threw down his gun likewise and
seized the proferred hand in both
his, shook it vigorously.

“Done it at last!” he shouted,
“Beaten the damn things an’ got
hold of one! Who are you, fella?
What's your clan?”

Janning never had time to answer
those questions. Came a sound of
fast and noisy machines and a squad
of motorcycles rounded a corner,
that burst into gunfire on the instant.
Half the little group of men was
mown down before they could shoot
back, before the one-handed Janning
could get out his other gun, cursing
as he fumbled. He heard late yells of
warning, the roar of guns on the
tank. His gun was out. A charging
machine was almost upon him, shoot-
ing wildly. A chance bullet smashed

$8

his gun-hand, then a huge body
swept him aside and from the corner
of his eye he saw for an instant the
man whose hand he had shaken,
charging at the machine with a gun
raised like a club. Something like a
redhol iron seared his scalp and then
he knew nothing more.

He came to slowly, his mind a con-
fused blur and his body a mass of
pain. There was noise around him,
things shaking, and the sound of
voices. Brandy went down his throat,
scalding. He choked, gritted his teeth
and tried to sit up, supported by a
friendly arm, to find himself looking
into the fine, open features of the
man who had saved his life. He grin-
ned faintly through a gasp of pain.

“Mighty good work, fella,” he
gritted. “I'll do ugh—as much for
you, some time,” he coughed heavily,
shaking his whole frame, “and where
the—hell—are we now?”

“Nearly back at the time cham-
ber,” he heard Kellogg's soothing
voice. “Don’'t excite yourself, Jan-
ning. You're in no fit state for that.”

“Hell!” He struggled to rise but
Kellogg's firm hand gently held him
back. He relaxed, panting, looked up
at the man of the thirty-first cen-
tury. “What's your name, brother?”

“Smith. Just plain Jim Smith. The
fellers here told me you are the time
travellers we read about in the old
histories. No wonder you could beat
these damned things. In your time
the machines had no brains an’ you
kept 'em in their proper place. Things
have changed since then*—and how
thev have!”

“So we've seen. How did it hap-
pen? What is all this damned place,

anyway ?”
(Continued on Page 110)
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The Brain Conscription

By ZAN SAVAGE

Thu Jovians intended conscripting the brains of a million men and something
had to be done.

lllustration by Bok

The draft-eligible men of Earth
look to the luck of the draw to-
MOrrow.

It's Draft Lottery Day—the day
of the biggest and moat serious
game of chance in the planet's
history.

From a twenty-gallon moonfish
bowl will be drawn little black cap-
sules, each containing a number
that will determine who will be
called in the conscription of 1,000,-
000 brains.

Starting promptly at noon, the
capsules will be drawn—

ACK HOWARD crushed the tel-
enews dispatch in his hand and
hurled it across the room. “The
best minds of the planet!” he

said between his teeth. “To be harn-
essed in a calculating machine!”

“They'll call 'em fast too this time,”
said the city editor. “They'll start
cutting tomorrow and there’'s noth-
ing anybody can do about it.”

Howard shook his head. "The ma-
chine they already got thinks up
protection faster'n we can think up
weapons. They'll take these brains as
easy ns they took a hundred last
year.”

“And we’'ll have a million corpses
to cremate tomorrow.”

“A human sacrifice to the science
of Jupiter,” Howard said. His fists
tightened. “The year 2442 won't he
forgotten . . .

A copy-boy stuck his head in the
door. “Fellow out here to see you,
Jack.”

Howard unraveled his long legs and
got up. “I'll check on the panic sui-
cides in Manhattan and report back
later, Ed.” He strode out of the of-
fice to find a small white-haired man
standing in the waiting room.

“Mr. Howard?” The old fellow
squinted up at him over his thick
spec