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Tremendous War Production
Offers New Oppartunities
to Men and Women

At home, in spare time, YOU can prepare
for a responsible job that will help to win
Victory, bring you good pay and give you
reater future secarity. America needs many more
trained workers in almost every branch of in
needs them urgently—meeds them quickly. Rich rewards
await those who qualify, and they will have the thrilling knowl-
edge that they have helped to proteet the American way of life,

Mary thousands of workers depend on

draftsmen. Before materials can ba

endénesh-~beYore machine preduction

. can begin—the vital work ot draftsmen

mast be done. Yes, drafting is highly rtant in Aviation, Autometive, Diesel, Eleetrical, Mechanical, Plastics, Radio,
Struetural and many other indusimisal 17 you weemg to T!mlify i ofe of these interesting andpwifable fields, o if you are
g&eeaadlye ﬁggﬁlayyaeud ;g&ag&fﬂggem and want to fit yourself for a bettef-paying position and centinue elimbing, Ameriean

During mora than 40 years we have helped thousands of men and women

to reslise their ambitions and attain important peeitions in industry,

busineas and the professions. You who have not completed high schoel

. or have missed college tralning, end who eannot spare time 10 go away

o sehoel eal@N%t edueation that fita gﬂ for better things. Yeou can learn in spare time, in your own Bhome, and YOU

c%}k CONTINUE YOUR Rerember that tap exeeutives and depariment heads encodrage home instrustien

and keep an eye 8n these whe ate determined to Yerge ahead and preve it by study. Never was thera greater need foF
tratned Men and wemien af liberal pay, and empleyers gladly award profiotions to those who earn them by learnikg.

It’s easy to find ont about the training that will bring
your opmmnitf. To get details and outline of study,
with bistories of successes others have enjoyed, weite
. S . . b of send the coupon. Complete information essts
i B A T T o Ko B A g R e o el R e o R
o YOF aEAbIions and, at the sasme Lme, be equipped o dn"blages thinga 1 Aterica's Grive to Vistory.
Employers Wallcome Apphlications

From American School Advanced t Take Tllis Finst Eﬂsy &Qp‘

Students and Graduates

Whenever and wherever trained work-
ers are needed, employers welcome

applications from American School .

advanced students and graduates. Qur ““Em“'°;‘a",,;,,s,°,,"u°,°m'j;mm'sﬂm‘rm' E%";&;%mj mmammam Adotaliain

employment placement service will help of the Subjests choeked. ]

you to locate %ood openings. There isno | EAlr Conditioning  DAcouaclag i o Bioe and Wormen

extra charge for this help. Weite NOW | marenitectore e haat

for outline of home training courses | ,aidBulldies ==~ Bookkesping fostica

that have dene so much for so many. B Aemotiva e et ing At ng.

Check the coupon to indicate preference | KA&Net'ER sq oy 9 & T0P EShop Managoment

of Gﬂbj%t& Mall it AT ONCE, mﬂeﬁfﬂﬂﬂml E&cetp-n"rg:-lm. MOI; miom;nlhhb

MaRagement EiRlectrical Engliicering Operatioma

Name.....cc.oovvarvsonerssnn esererenernestanassaan Occupaion, . . ..., .
BBEBESW. ....oivvviviiiiiiiiiiiiiiii Ao

Dept. 0-336 Drexel at Bith 8treet, Chicage I cw..... vesersnnesney resenars e O




VOL. 5, NO. 2 COMNTENTS SPRING I1SSUE
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$10 a Wesk In
Spare Time
“L repalred some Radig

gety when [ was on my
tenth lesson. T really dom't

sl e

gﬁ' Depvee, Cotarade.

Lieutenant in
Signal Corps

*q eanpnot dimilge any im-
formation ak to my type of
wark, but I cem say that
N R.I. trainlng a t-!

alnly com ,\?
t\inay f.hou [} vs" (
emiited for military mﬁaﬂ)

$200 a Month in
Own Business

*“Pex several years I hare
been in business for
myself making _around
SZN 8 month. Business
is studlly increasad.

R. I, to thzmk

9 N.
%r& m lhls fm&d
Tom Ave,,
Teii&

EXTRA PAY IN
ARMY;

NAW

THAT | CAN TRAIN YOU
AT HOME FOR A

aood Jolb
ene Radeo

Mail the Coupon for EREE lesson
from my RadioChumse, 1t shows you
how N.R.IL trains you for Radie
at borae in e time. And with
this sample lesson I'll send my
64~Q$ illustrated book, RICH
RE RDS IN RADIQ. It describes
tlie iﬁﬂﬂ)’ faaematmg ;z Radlio
aftef laing how 1. teaches

e umqu@ methed which

and perfecte
%ﬁ dﬂ@ my iﬂ )‘@afi of tea@hmgfl
10 by madl

Act Now! Many Radlo Technicians
Make $30, $40, $50 @ Week

Right now, in nearly every neighbor-
hood, there's room for more spare and
full tirne Radio Technicians. Many Radio
Techniclans are stepping into FUILL
time Radio jobs, or starting their own
ghops, and making $30, $40, $50 a Wiesk!

Others are taking good-pay jobs with
Broadeasting Stations. Hundreds more
are needed for Government jobs as Civil-
ian Radio Operators, Technicians. Radie
Manufacturers, rushing to fill Govern-
ment orders, need trained men. Aviation,
Police, Commercial Radio and Loud-
speaker Systems are live, growing ffields.
And think of the NEW jobs Television,
Frequeney Modulation and other Radie
developments will open after the warl 1
give you the Radio knowledge required
for these fields.

Training

How the "™N. R. I Moﬂlod" Helps Many
Make $5, $10 a Wask EXTRA
Wihile Lnrning
Ihny M R. I. Btudénts make $5, $10) a week
extra m nxmw Badios in spare time while

MONEY

lurnhgras end EXTRA JoB
that till how te do It}

M. R. I trains you “firem the gro "
osedrs fundament thoroughly. Thb sombined
effatts of more than 100 peeple have made the
Course 80 lmrutlnﬂ. s#ith By m ei m-

tures, ehiﬁs,
mﬁ. we salls

Wlﬂiwi‘. Bi P‘?%%fﬂéﬂw with Radle afhi

Find Out What N. R, |. Can Do for You
MATIL, COWON NOW for F‘BIEIE sample Les-
son ant 64-page iliustrated book. You'll see the
many faaoinatlog jobs Eadie offers and hew
you ean train at home. If you \gnt uf jump

;eur %ly—u(aln Couponn AT
MITH. Pnaidenl. Dept, 3C09,
Ihll(lirnal'lw Radie (nstituts, Wash:
y

Men for Vital Radio Jobs

MR. 3. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 3€09
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washiagton, D. €.
Mait me FREE witheut ebligal
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yor’/ Leart musici

See how easy it is!

MY COUNTRY 'TIS OF THEE
SWEET LAND OF LIBERTY

I TT | |

———

firgt note on the musto ia “C."*

Lnok at the diag am.
"C" on

T
‘ollow the dotted line to the keyboard and locate *
the piano. Find the other notes the aame way. Now sirike
the notes as Indicated and you'lt be playing the melody
of that famous patrictic hymn, “America.” Easy as
A-B-C, isn't it

musiciijjett

30 MINUTES A DAY!

Thousands have learned to play their favorite instrument
this amazingly quick, easy way—YOU CAN, TIBO!

ES, thousands have learned to play quickly and easily

this remarkable Print and Picture way. And if you follow
the instructions . . . and give only a half hour of your spare
time each day . . . you, too, should be able to play simple
melodies sooner than you ever dreamed possible.

That's why it's such fun learning music this modern,
V. 8, School way. With this quick, easy method you need
no special talent or previous musical training. Nor do you
need to spend endless hours on humdrum scales and exer-
cises, You learn to play real tupes almost from the start.
And you can't go wreng. First yora are told how to do a thing
by simple printed instructions. Then a pieture shows you how
i6 do it. Finally, you de it youtselt and hear how it sounds.
Nething eeuld he elearef.

And just think! You can now take lessons on any instru-
ment you select, far less than 7¢ a day’ That includes every-
thing . .. valuable sheet musie, printed instructions, diggrams
and pietures, and our Personal Advisory Service. No wondef
theusands have taken advantage ef this medern way te learn
musie . and te win new friends, and greater pepulaikty!
€. 8 $CHOOL OF MuUSi€, 2848 Beuaswick Bldg., N. ¥, 6,

Before I took your course
I didn't know one note
of music. Three monthx
later I started to play
for dances. I've been fin-

Ry, sC

Tt 18 beyond bellef what
benefits 1 have derived
from your course that you
sent. me at such a bar-
e

§ i RloReIpHE: Baneesn IEGLISE by Pintersik kwmuessmaull\/fg‘fe

YOU NEED MUSIC TO RELAX AND
CHEER YOU UP AFTER A HARD DAY

To do your best for the all-eut war effart
you need relaxatioh and FeeFeation, Aﬂd

there’s nething like musie 8 giv
“Lift” after a Bard day. Whg HSE
staﬁ learnin| ﬁaw. HY

ur FRE
aﬁa mu fatea ﬁeells

Ll £e ear ta o
v %&gé“% %ﬁé‘&

|-

U. $. 8chool of Musia
Izm B’mmwlck Bldg., Now York, N. Y.
am interested in musle study, partleularly 17 e
nstrument checked below. l’lhma send
1Ilu5tmwd booklat. Img 3 ﬂ'-6§

“Hlae to Lea
and Free Print and Piture Smple
Plane Plain Ukulele
Guitar Accardlon  Drums and "Eol‘:glrgntary
Hawnllm axaphosa Traps Harmony
GultaF Trumpst, Trombone Practical
L - M O
; o
Awerdien  Tener Banle Mandolln Gontrol
I ave You
NHame «ooceereriiienrnsnconinans Tne¢tumemt 2., ...
' AJGYESE .. . iieiieninnn... et e, ,
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" GEE what a build No SIRY — ATLAS
Didn't it take a long Makes Muscles Grow
time to get those mnmihs@] Fast /

o New hon
. " Whata |
* 5 iimches d:ffennca/ i
. M e %’Fehee
A
Eor quifck mlts
recomrngAms CHARLES
ATLAS ATLAS

Awarded the title
howing woaderful of “The World's
Eees.'%v. G:, N, plfoﬂ. Moat Perfectly

Developed Man™
| In fnternational

eonteat—idie  eofn-
pethfomwith ALL
men whe would
conaent te appear
agilnst Bien.

JokRjecots | Jakmjensdis. This 15 & recent

t pboto of Charles
BEFORE  AFTER Rifas " shwwing
how he looks to-
day. Thls iz not a

Here's What Only 15 Minutes a Day Gan Do For You i e

touched snepshot.

[ PON'T care how old or young you epecimens—my way. I B‘" Jou %‘iﬂm

sre, or how ashamed of your present O ':""]""’“g"’mta ool with. you

| physical condition you may be. 1f tl:::ugl:"“ Q}‘;Mninuyomﬁ mcan
can pimply raise your arm and fiex laugh st Mﬁmm tgl muscle-makers.  Yeu
tt 1 san add SOLID MUSCLE to your  timply MANT musele-

power la _yeur own God l%——
&@ it i Bsmase and mumplv dy

et 1 " bt i6i8 real selid LIVE MUSCLE.
3 n your own home—iy e time ﬁiﬂhﬂd—“’lmeirmn_—wmlll
ask of you! And there'a no cost if I fail. turh;‘."'m. trlek for you.

0 theery—eve
T can broaden your dhoulder, singthen  SEeriee s pracilal And, men: 1o ary.
yaur back, develop your whole muscular ynur rem home. From the vary
INSIDE and OUTSIDE! 1 can add inches 0 Sar} you'll b u methey ==
your chest, give you s vise-like grip, make a&l 13 W'

biceps—yep, om each arm—im double-
quick time! Only 15 mimutex a day—

c t "
those legs of youra lithe and powerful. 1 can unesnsel mly Svery mlmts&ﬁfﬁs | CHARLES ATI.AS, Depi. [
shoot i::rnm;h stm:gth inta yourho}d backbone, E{QM@%& Mbaa&én s:gs %tla i ltBSE 22| Sireet, New Yank. K. Y. i
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Where Sergeant Satturn, SpamcePPilods and Kiwis Meet

KAY, you little tormentors, Wart-ears
has just upended the mail sack over
my desk and dumped an avalanche of

name-it-and-take-it material before the old
Sarge for classification. As if I have any
dull moments!

In riffling through the rocket fuel—gas,
to you junior astrogators—I run across an
unusually large number of communiques
which lack either the writer’'s name or his
address. Thia is very bad. In fact, this is
calamitous. For we follow a rule in these
open forum departments in our science
magazines, wherein we permit everybody to
express themselves feankly, of printing let~
ters only when the writer includes his name
and address. In your cases I am sire it is
an oversight, for we don’t have any anony-
mous poison pen pals rlding our space

But, confound it, be more careful, will
you? I have a swell letter here this month
—from a girl pee-lot, too, and I can't let
you space monkeys read it because Rosella
fargot to include her return address. And
there are a good handful of other ether-
grams which are short either or both
names, and addresses. So if your letter
doesn’t show up in the following columns,
you probably know the reason.

We will start the merry-go-rommd this
trip with a penny postal which somehow
got left out of the winter issue of CAP-
TAIN FUTURE.

AWAY FROM THE MUNDANE
By J. Wasso, Jr.

Hi,

those nslgrgfe tlhe-mnIY stlg?egt}}f’g:d %‘gtve?:’ gr’l’ Ct:‘&f)lg'l-1
TAIN' FUTURE and feature stirring, “breath-
taking” space fllights and space battles?—I19
Jacksom Avee,, Argyl, Pa.

I guess it's a trifle late, Jay, to point out
the recent covers on all three of our scienti-
fiction group, but I'll ask you, anyway, if
yeu've noticed the winter issue cover of
CAPTAIN FUTURE, the November cover
of STARTLING STORIES and the De-
cember cover of THRILLING WONDER
STORIES. Consider yourself asked; I
couldn’t find a spot to put a question mark
in that last senfence,

And don’t worry. We are not going to
feed you a monotonous procession of cov-
ers of any one type. We're going to mix
’em. in 1943 so you birds won’t be so amx-
ious to mix it up with me.

PLANETS IN PERIL BEST
By Robert Lee Kurth

Dear Sarge: I have been readin
FUTURE since it first started, and

CAPTAIN
can safelv
gay that I think PLANETS IN' PERIL the best
Captain Future story 1 have ever read.—id3
Manmitobor A, Laffitn, Texes.

Short and to the point, Bob. And emi-
nently satisfactory. Wirite and tell me how

you like WORILDS TO COME, won't you?

DO ARTISTS READ?
By Quiin Thaanum

Dear Sarge: I've never written to any science-
fiction magazine before, but I have to get my
two cents' worth in now and tell é{gu 1 have li{lﬁ
finished your fall issue

was sort of slew in s ots, hut_all m gll rett
%%@d. You sh@uld be Dﬁble te fin bet er §%@rtg
8 tur@g\.@& Wwas % ay !
i8 §we a8 ﬁt‘g wp&g éaugfg
lHi f el bﬂ ig | g
l’- ﬁgg}gség‘%;lﬁé FEE

Maybe they can’t read, Odin. Honestly,
the old Sarge has wondered about little dis-
crepancies of this nature for years. It took
three or four issues to dismantle the radio
antennae sprouting out of Otho’s shoulders
as a misconception on the part of the art-
ists. Those boys really get into a rut. I
think we'll have to take ’em on a shake-
down cruise with us yet.

FIRST EDITIONS WANNTED
By George L. Young

Dear Sarge: I don't write well English, but
1 understand it enough to enjoy reading the
“super” ma,gammes in which you are 8o important

member, I've just flﬁished the reading ef “The
? Km s and “Plamet in_ Peril” a,n 16
iy fis Rl bite, fth i
Eﬁléfhﬂ@ l1 Fch@’ @%’ the a th@i% igig
PR % % 5 :
AL gv §H§g yh
131&i Eﬂsy a;@ ﬂefg gfaw af ists éé§é

on page 10)



higher, Atlas Mutoal Is not “tholiding ouf” on

Ameﬁeim.'rake -efihﬂsb

still awailable! Pri BfYGHffimlM
ONLY ONE B@LLAR A MONTH ¢an cover entife
fandly—Sisters, Brothers, Husband and Wire.

NO MEDICAL
Egzgg t'!‘}s%ug'ﬁ PARENTS » CHILDREN ~HUSBAND

for Only $1 a Month AND WIFE = ovensa™™

Satisfied members thronghour the U. S. No investiga-
tions o delays. No medical examsinations — just éie fn  INOW—nore t1en ever—we all need

thet all in the family nased in your application sre sow  pitésciion for our entire fammilly. Adies
in good health. Rm,mud s Imepentsd] ant] Licemesd|

by

NO SALESMEN }h\e Delaware Stste Department af
e by o T e o ing 10 age of members jnsured. Send
10 DA Ysmmmmm .and study it in the  {HE -cOUpon oOr apcstcefdtodayfor

quiet of ith to influence you. full iuformnaiinn s lﬂm%ﬂfaedﬁn-
o e, il v one - kk’s spection Offer? Only your
patine and address ineetiai].

SPECIAL OFFER for 7 MAIL TQDAY fir FULL INFORMATION
PROMPTNESS Atlas Mutual Benefit Assoclation, {

Ther's' sondligolige tiosedringrifiegraiporoufighs right ~ Dept- 274, Wilmington, Delaware |
amay. ACT PROMPTLY. Semd-today for full ex- Without Obligation to me, send full information yeur |
planafion of all detzils. The coupon or a penny W ole Family Protocfion. No salesman will call i
postcard with just your name and address brings |
the big Adas Mutusl offe! ame :
i

]

t
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ATLAS MUTUAL Benefit Associalion ““
Dept. 271, Wilmington, Del.

v e e G R @ v S A B e e b A



in 90 Days at Home

Hundreds of men and women of all ages 13-30 make $20.00 to
$20.00 in a singls d"’%‘ c Bwedish Masiage and
Hydros Theezpy  trepinents, is a_ big demand from
Hoapitals, Sanitartums, Clubs, Ducters and private patients as
wall as oppmtunltlu tor utlhllshinz your own office,
f GWh

Eearn thip | profeasion "in
mmuby L,tmm hmhuﬂeamdym 658

ﬁ ﬁWifdﬁﬂ Wbﬁ Iﬂ% of EW Sgﬁg@ﬂé

s&Ba?rle%—Ba
| Anatomy eharts & Booklet FREE

Enrell now and In will include uniferm coat,

roller and
Hydro-Therapy nuppuea without extra cost. The
reducing course alone may be worth many times

the mndest taition fee.
Send ecupen now for Anatomy Charts and Ilooklat
of phefegrapha and letters frem eosatul
grnduau. These wlll all be uant WMEE,
L N N
THE Collee of Sikad - oy e
Dept. 663—100 E. Ohlo 8¢, € lnue
You mny ssad me FREE and postpald, Anatomy Charte, booklet com-
::!.nhu e .t:gupha and letters from graduates, and complete details

NETO oo i st a8 0 266000l aPalena s P PmVTEeT PirasctBocnnn
Address ..
City vvirives

abeeuccssabiescbissosvosnovana

7B SHNIES FROM 1 BLADE

ANAZING NEW

E SHARPENER
\iNevr sharpener for all makes of

-0
double-edge razor blades
e o d ﬂm miragles] *TNot |
256 Vo b Blades™\ e
2 e
lvea! g 3
work. Blade held at correct

s and proj
Jutm:amnuh nn;c-’q
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SEIIB munnm

slnm o:
North ulchw ; s

d it iun’u un:n?l&h“ad with

Dm 103 chlmga. liwnols

6th YEAR

Buy where thousands have
been satistied. We make
FALSE TEETH for you Irom
your own Impressions.

LOW

90 DAY TRIAL
WONEY.BACK GUARANTEE of
SATISFACTION protects yeu, o Py

Wriiee
SEND NO MONEY DBookictang teterial

.I. B. CLEVELAND DENTAL PLATE CO.
EPT. 2-C EAST ST. LOUIS, ILUNQIS

10

UNDER OBSERWATION
(Contiimued fram page 8)

tell me the name of the new ocover artist, and
who hag replaced Wesso in the interior. esso

as okay.

Fellow Futuremen, I am missing the first issue
of CAPTAIN FUTURE, and slso the first fine
issues of STARTLING STORIES, as well a8 the
{ssue featuring * in Time” and the “Devil
Planet,” and I would like to have these Izsues,
for which I would be g ﬁ

Pigage publish C PTAII FUTURE bi-
monthly, and admit subscriptions. I'm always
afraid of missing one novel—Henry Bevail 290,

B o8, Livey, Fam.

You write English a lot better than some
of us so-called natives, George, and the old
space dog certainly hopes you get a re-
sponse to your S.0.S. Sorry that we can-
not undertake to supply back issues. And,
who knows, perhaps CAPTAIN FUTURE
will eventua l{ go bi-monthly. Meanwhile,
don’t overlook THRILLING WONDER
STORIES and STARTLING STORIES,
eiuf two cpmpanion science-fiction maga-
Zines.

Rudolph Belarski did the cover for
PLANETS IN PERIL, and Morey did the
interior art work.

A DUAL PERSSONALITY?
By Qlarence Jacobs

Dear Sarge: There i3 something that has
been puzzling me for a long time. It Is ihiis:
Is Eando Binder two persons or one? Accordin,
to the issue of STARTLING STORIES, in whicl
his autoblography ap red, he Is two people
but Eando's picture put 'in & later issue o
STARTI[ING STOR[IES. There is momething

Startlng' to read CF -rather late, I missed the
first three issues, but later I obtained them from
a friend and read them. They were good, but the
later ones are better..

Could you get THE MOON POOL which ap-

(Contivmuredd on page 12)

America's Best Dime's Worth
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UNDER OBSERVATION
(Cantimeed frenm page 10)
peared ‘in another magazime In 19377 It is an

excellent story, altho h it is quite long.

“The Contraterrene Man” in the current issue
of TWS is excellent: Edmond Hamilton is a
good writer. I am eagerly looking lorward to
the time when CF will become a bl-monthly.

“The Prisoner of Mars” is the best novel you‘'ve
had in SS.

Trimmed edges would improve the mags a latt!

I would be grateful if you.could tell me how 1
could get the issues I need to compiete my ocol-
lection of CF. Thank you.

Fanatically y@ur§~—§9§ 92, Upiand, Calife

Teo clear up the mystery abeut Binder fo

oy, Elarence, the two Binder brethers.

enest apd Otto, started collaborating en
science-fiction stories long ag used
their initials, E and O, establishing that
name in the realm of science fiction. Sinee
then, Otto has done most of the scientific-
tion for the family and has carried on the
name. As for your dilemma about past is-
sues, I trust some of the fans can help you
out when they see your letter.

Here is another goggle-eyed lad who is
in the same fix.

MORE CAPTAIN FUTURE
By Lefty Gurlich

Dear Sarge: Did It ever occur to you that
the real reason for Ca in Future overcoming
the obstacles he’'s faced with ig that Ed Hamil-
ton ignores all the laws of science when he writes
8 Captain Future novel? For example: the
vibration drive which CF used so successfully
in “Quest Beyond the Stars was supposed to
propel the Comet along at a speed almost as
great as the speed of light. Ewetn if he traveled
at the speed of light it would take him four years
to reach the nearest star. Now try to squirm
out of that one.

When I write to you in the future should X
address it to the Book Dept. or Futuremen? 1In
your Under Observation colummn you don't give

your ad%%é’rhls ime I m aen g_mls letter

JOIN HE CRC ]
(Envidian ﬁ:::b Gomis)
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The Sverd lifted Grag as though the robot were a helpless child and strode on (Chap. XI1)
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By BRETT

TO COME

STERLING

Capptisiin Fatnra caad dHis s Vd Biah Wideds s Sppeed taothiee Ressoae
of tihe Sagifmaaan Systdram — Rearly to Laeakk in
Mortal Cambatt witln DeediVy ErreeniéssffommApothiee iireasiioh!

CHAPTER 1
Menace iin Sqenideinsus

N THE light of the blue sun that
blazed fiercely down upon the
twin planets, Davor and Lagon,

the ordinarily stolid face of Ki Illok
showed an expression of mingled rage,
determination, and hopelessness. His
second in command, R&d Magon, was
running toward him amxiously.

“The attack has begum!” the lieuten-
ant gasped. “The Sverds are com-
ing!”

“I know.” Ki Illok was a brown

man, compact, stocky, clipped of
speech, brusque of manner. His dark
eyes ran quickly over the atoni-pistol
at his belt. “We are ready for them,
Rad Magon. As ready as we shall
ever be.”

His eyes, inspecting defenses, swept
over the city which was soon to be-
come a battlefield.

The planet Davor, which was under
attack, was a small one, circling along
with its twin about a minor sun in
the constellation known thousands of
light-years away from the Solar Sys-
tem as Sagittarius., Its cities were
constructed not of metal, but of plants

A COMPLETE BOOK-LENGTH NOVEL
15



16 CAPTAIN

trained with great skill to grow into
place, and were therefore highly in-
flammable. But Ki Illok’s feeling of
hopelessness was due not to this, but
to the mystery that surrounded his
enemies.

The Sverds were strange, appar-
ently invulnerable creatures, almost
certainly non-human. Togetther with
an army of human soldiers, they had
already sown destruction far and
wide. Under the leadership of a
mysterious being known as Gorma
Hass, they had congquered planetary
system after planetary system.

Was Gorma Hass himself human?
Ki Illok did not think so. No man
would set out to conquer systems of
worlds out of a sheer lust for power.
The project was too vast, and life was
too short. No, the purpese that drove
Goema Hass was something more
subtle than that, something Ki Illok
had racked his brains again and again
in a vain effort to guess.

The streaks of light that were flash-
ing silently across the heavens blazed
up in a dazzling criss-cross pattern
that at any other time might have im-
pressed Ki Illok with its beauty. But
now he knew that the lights came
from the space-ships of the Sverds,
and that the pattera meant death—
death to the world of Davor, to its
cities, to its inhabitants, to himself.

L&gon, the second of the twin
planets, had just “risen above the
horizon. Rad Magoa pointed.

“Ki Illok, you must escape. I have
a ship ready. Lagon is as yet unat-
tacked. From there we can voyage
to some far star where Gorma Hass
will not follow.”

Ki Illok shook his head. The blue
sun shed a ghastly light upon his
brown face.

“I intend to fight, not run away,” he
answered bitterly.

LREADY the plant buildings in
the distance were bursting into
flame. But now answering flashes of
light came from the greund. And far
overhead, some of the attacking ships,
hit by the return velleys, were disin-
tegrating.
The ships opened and spewed out
large metal spheres, which began to
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fill the skies, These globes drifted
down slowly, unaffected by the fierce
rays which the defenders turned
against them, Only when they hit the
ground did they burst open, scattering
deadly fragments of metal, and men
poured out from them.

There was no need for Ki Illok to
bark out last-minute orders, for his
men already knew what to do. He
himself had his atom-pistol out. He
fired whenever he saw anything that
might possibly be a target, shooting
rapidly but accurately. It gave him a
grim satisfaction to know that the at-
tackers were paying a heavy toll.

Then from Rad Magon there came a
sudden despairing cry. “The Sverds!
The Sverdks!

Ki Illok turned quickly. A couple
of hundred yards away from him two
gray metal monsters were striding
along remorselessly. They walked up-
right like men on two legs, but they
were beyond the height of any giants
of whom he had ever heard. Over ten
feet from toe to crown, they had stolid
animal faces apparently set upon the
tops of their bodies without interven-
ing necks. They walked through the
flarmes, as unaffected by the heat as
by the rays that were levelled upon
them from every side,

A metal sphere drifted down and
exploded near one of the Sverds. Ki
Illok stared in excitement as the frag-
ments shot through the mysterious
creature’s body without obstruction.
Now, he thought, he knew the secret
of their invulnerability.

“They’re ghosts!” he cried. “Three-
dimensional images! They can do
fo hantmt™

He saw one of his own soldiers rush
past the Sverd, to shoot at a human
enemy upon whom his afiom-pistol
might have some effect. Then, as Ki
Illok stared in horror, the Sverd raised
an arm, pointed a metal rod—and the
soldier of Ki Illok disappeared in a
burst of vapor.

“So they’re not images!” murmured
Ki Illok dazedly. “They can killl"

Then he saw a dark shadow forming
on the ground. Its edges took shape
and outlined a man. Ki Illok realized
that facing him at a distance of a few
hundred yards was a figure that might
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have been his own. Compact, stocky,
brown of face, there was nothing
frightening about it except the man-
ner of its appearance.

“Soldiers of Davor, I am Gorma
Hass!” cried the figure,

Ki Illok's teeth clenched. So Gorma
Hass was human after all! He
levelled his atom-pistol, pressed the
trigger—and saw in despair that
Gorma Hass, like the Sverds was un-
affected.

“Surrender and you will be well
treatied!!” cried Gorma Hass., “If you
fight on, only death awaits you. My
human soldiers are vulnerable, but the
Sverds are not. It is useless to
struggle against them. . Surrender to
save yourselkwest”

Already men were throwing down
their arms.

“The cowards!” muttered Ki Illok
bitterly.

“It is hopeless, Ki Illok,” said Rad
Magfon at his side.

“Perthaps it is,” he replied fiircely,
“But I will not desert my men, I will
die with them.”

But as he rushed forward, a shower
of metal fragments spattered through
the air from an exploding sphere, and
Ki Illok fell.

Rad Magon picked up the uncon-
scious body, ran for the waiting space
ship. It was the work of a few sec-
onds to deposit Ki Illok inside, and
blast off. He was afraid he would be
seen by Gorma Hass, but by now the
smoke was so thick that durlng the
few moments of danger it shielded
him well. He could hear Goema Hass
speaking again, “Seldiets of Davor,
this is yeur last chance to surrendiar?”
Then he was beyond Davor’s atmos-
phere, streaking for Lagon. He
would pause there briefly, thea drive
on. ’

He looked back fearfully. He was
unpursued.

KI ILLOK awakened to stare up
&t a sun that was red, net blue,
He felt weal, but still he had suf-
ficlent strength to stand up. He
stared areund him.

In addition to Rad Magen, there
were three men watching him. One
was a giant over seven feet in height,
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with a brilliant crimson skin and stiff
black hair. He wore a garment of
black leather secured by a scarlet belt.
The second was small, withered, blue-
skinned and completely hairless, with
the bulging skull of a man of intellect,
and colocless, faded eyes. The third,
also blue-skinned, was slightly taller,
also hairless, but obviously younger
and more vigorous.

“Hol Jor!” exclaimed Ki Illok.
And Ber Del! By the gods of space,
where am 1?”

“This is Anfren, my home planet,”
replied Hol Jor, the red giant. “The
sun is Antares.”

“How did I get here?”

“Rad Magon managed to bring you.
He took you first to Lagon, where
your life was despaired of. Then he
had you put in a sound hypnotic sleep
and brought here to our doctors. You
owe him your life. Ber Del came here
from Vega much as you have done, to
escape Gorma Hass and his Sverds.
The young man beside him is Mar
Del, his son.”

Ki Illok nodded, held up his hand
in a curt gesture of greeting. Then
his face darkened.

“Wiat now?” he demanded bitterly.
“Where do we run next?”

Hol Jor’s broad crimson features
became thoughtful. “You are asking
a difficult question, Ki Illok. When
the time comes for Gormna Hass to at-
tack us, we shall fight as bravely and
as desperately as you have done, but
we too have no hope of winning. And
soon there will be no place to which
we can escape. We shall have the
choice of dying or submitting to
Gokma Hass.”

“I have made my choice. I will
never submit.”
“Nor I,” cried Mar Del. “You old

men give up too easily. Gorma Hass
is not unconquerable. After all, he is
only a Vegan, like myself.”

Hol Jor's crimson eyebrows went up
at the words, “old men.”

“If I had trusted my eyes, I should
have called him a Sagittarian,” com-
mented Ki Illok impatiently. "“But I
believe now that this is only an ap-
pearance he assumes, I am convinced
that he is not human at all.”

“Aye, you are right,” agreed Ber
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Del. “And seeing that he is not
human, he can have no human objec-
tive in mind. I feel that he will not
stop at the conquest of a few star
systems. He intends to continue on
to every world where human type
beings live.”
“Why?" challenged his son.

burst out the mystified Mar Del.
“What are you talking albhoud?”

“We are talking of a man of a dis-
tant system called Captain Future, and
of his companions,” explained Hol
Jor. He turned to Ki Illok. “The
strength of Gorma Hass lies not in his
armies of conquered races, but in him-

Captain Future

“That I cannot tell,” admitted Ber
Del, greatly troubled. “But the dan-
ger is great. He possesses a science
which we cannot equal.”

Burly Hol Jor nodded. “Tiat is
true. And there is only one way to
conquer him—oppose him with a
science greater than his own.”

Mar Del laughed. “That is easy
enough to say. But where shall we
find such a sciemoe?”

“No trouble at all,” interrupted Ber
Del. “By the green devils of Antares,
I think I know what Hol Jor has in
mind!”

Ki Illok, too, knew what Hoi Jor
meant. “Our knowledge is like that of
children compared to his,” he said
slowly. “But he and his companions
are only four in number. Gorma Hass
possesses countless armies.”

“By the names of all the st@rgods,”

self and his Sverds. If any one can
learn how to conquer him, Future
can.”

“We understand too little about
Gorma Hass,” pointed out Ber Del.
“That has been our chief difficulty.
It is not enough to realize that he is
not human. To aid us in our fight, we
need the resources of the vast science
which Captain Future has at his dis-
posal.”

OL JOR nodded. But Ki Illok
had one final objection,

“He is too far away. Ewven with the
aid of the powerful vibration drive he
devised, it would take many quals be-
fore we could reach him. And by the
time we returned, it would be too
late.”

“No, there is time,” said Ber Del.
“We are not the greatest scientists in
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the universe, we Vegans, but we do
make advances now &ad then, Ki
Illok, have you seen the ship by which
I arrived here?"

Ki Illok shook his head. Ber Del
led him to the side of the room. Here
he pressed a button, and the wall be-
came transparent. Ki Illok looked
out and saw a cylindrical ship resting
quietly on the ground.

He shrugged. “It is an ordinary
space vessel.”

“Look more closely, Ki Illok.”

“The outline of the hull seems
vague.”

“Ah, now you are more cbservant.
The ship is equipped for dimensional
travel. Imagine yourself in a two-
dimensional world, Ki Illok, a world
like a sheet of paper. You are at one
corner of the world, Captain Future
at the other. You are a universe
apart. But now some one bends the
paper, brings the two corners close to-
gether,

“You are still far apart so long as
you can travel only on the paper.
But what if you could leap from one
corner to the other, through another
dimension?”

“The distance would be trifling,”
admitted Ki Illok.

“The distance between us and Cap-
tain Future is trifling, provided we
can travel outside of ordimnary three-
dimensional space. And the ship you
see is equipped to make that very
journey.”

Hol Jor growled, “You are not tell-
ing him everything, Ber Del. The
trip is dangerous. Space in the other
dimensions is almost uncharted, prac-
tically unchartable. We can land in
Captain Future's solar system, but we
cannot choose the spot at which we
desire to land. And once there, we
shall have to finish the journey in the
ordinary way.”

Mar Del interrupted impatiently.
“Enough of talking. The trip can be
made; let us make it. My father must
remain behind, to care for his people.
I volunteer to pilot the ship.”

“L,” answered Hoi Jor, “will be the
pilot, But I accept you as a member
of the crew.”

They glanced at Ki Illok. “Let us
start,” he growled.

CHAPTER 11
Danger from the Sum

A MAN'’S hearty
laugh rang out,
audible only to his
companions across
the savage Ilunar
landscape, as the
massitiwe metal
body of a great
robot flew through
ailrless space to
land oA his bulb-
ous metal head.
The robet sat up, then serambled to
his feet, a furious expression in his
bright phote-electric eyes.

“By Jupiter, that animal can’t do
that to me!” boomed his deep voice.
“Let me at him agaim!™

“It’s useless, Grag,” laughed the
man. “The day will never come when
you can ride a wild Plutonian slug-
horse.”

Curtis Newton, the tall young
Earthman who was famous through-
out the solar system as Captain Fu-
ture, grinned in anticipation behind
his glassite helmet as the robot once
more approached the slug-horse. In
the wild forbidding landscape, lighted
by the green radiance that came from
Earth, he looked hardly less weird a
figure than the robot.

Tall, lithe, and broad-shouldered,
his mop of tousled red hair, and his
handsome space-tanned face with its
clear, keen gray eyes were visible
through the glassite. An amdfiophone
of short radius enabled him to com-
municate with his comrades, enabled
Grag to hear his laughter. But to a
stranger there would have been no
sound, for the surface of the moon
was airless, and the walls of the crater
Tycho never knew an echo.

The Plutonian animal, about ten
feet in length and four feet high at
the shoulders, resembled a giant slug
as it motionlessly awaited its amgry
would-be rider. Its legs were so short
as to be practically invisible, but for
all that it could cover ground like
the flick of a whip once it was aroused.

Grag approached it cautiously,
leaped clumsily upon its back, and
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clamped his legs about the thick body:
At once the slug-horse began to vi-
brate.

The outlines of its body, lashing
back and forth violently, began to
blur as Captain Future stared, at it.
A low humming sound testified to
the speed of the back-and-forth mo-
tion. Grag, at first fimmly emsconced
in his seat, began slowly to vibrate
also. Greater and greater became the
amplitude of his vibration, until sud-
denly the animal made a gigantic ef-
fort, its whole body heaving in one
vast ‘convulsion, and the robot flew
over its head again.

This time Grag's discomfiture had
another witness. A lithe and pale-
skinned man had stepped up from the
flight of steps that led to an aiir-lock
entrance of the underground Moon-
home. Human as Otho’s appearance
was, he was actually only a synthetic
man, an android. His body had been
constructed of artificial tissues.

This was a sore point with him,
for he hated to be reminded that he
had been born in a series of test tubes.
His head was hairless, the skin pure
white, with neither brows nor lashes.
Slanted green eyes sparkled with
reckless deviltry. Otho was the
swiftest and most agile creature in
the system, and often he needed all
his speed and agility to escape from
the trouble he loved to stir up.

“Good riddance to that pile of use-
less scrap metal!” he jeered. “Look,
Chief, I'll show you how a slug-horse
should be ridden.”

An agile bound took him to the
slug-horse's back. The animal began
to vibrate as before, but this time to
no avail. No matter how rapid and
violent the motion, the lithe amdiroid
had no difficulty in keeping his seat.
Finally he dismounted in triumph.

“You two make too much of a fuss
about nothing,” grinned Curt New-
ton. "Let me show you how to handle
the creature.”

“Hold on, Chief,”

“He's diamgenmus!"

UT Curt Newton was already
upon the beast. To the amaze-
ment of both Otho and Grag, the slug-
horse did not vibrate at all. He raced

yelled Grag.
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forward over the rocky surface at
Curt’s bidding, then turned obedi-
ently around and slithered back.

“Holy sun-imps!” gasped Otho.
“Wihy, you might be a cowboy from
Pluto itselff! How did you do it?”

“It’s easy enough when you know
how. This little gadget at my belt
contains a vibration ray of the same
frequency as his own. Slug-hordes
find such rays very soothing. It's im-
possible to control them by sheer
strength alone.”

“Is it?” growled Grag. “Throw off
your ray, Chief. Let me try one more
time!”

Once more he leaped upon the Plu-
tonian beast, this time with more de-
termination than ever. The slug-
horse’s vibrations increased in vio-
lence until the two onlookers thought
that even Grag’s metal body would be
shaken to pieces, but still he held on.
The animal twisted, squirmed, went
into convulsions.

“There!” panted Grag. “He can't
throw me!”

With a suddenness that -startled
every one, the slug-horse collapsed.
When the astonished Grag dis-
mounted, it presented a disheartening
appearance. It was as flat and
squashed as if a mountain had fallen
upon it.

Grag shook his head in bewilder-
ment. “I don't understand it, Chief.
Whhat hagypemsd?”

“Your weight was too much for it,”
taunted Otho. “A slug-horse is built
to carry a rider, not a perambulating
junk-yard!”

“Go back to the test tubes where
you were born,” replied Grag majes-
tically. “It didn’t throw me, did it?"

“It didn't,” agreed Curt Newton.
“But you threw it, and that’s almost
as bad. It'll take a couple of days
before that slug-horse is back in shape
to be ridden again.”

“Curt!” called a pleasant, woman'’s
voice.

Out of the Moon-home had emerged
a dark pretty girl, Joan Randall, one
of the shrewdest and most courageous
investigators of the Planet Patrol.
Floating a few feet off the ground
alongside her came the weirdest of
all the Futuremen, Simon Wright,
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Simon had once been a brilliant,
ageing scientist on Earth. Wihen he
was on the point of death, Curt New-
ton's father had surgically removed
the living brain and installed it in a
special serum-case of transparent
metal.

The case contained the serum and
pumps and purifiers that kept the
brain alive. In front were Sifmon’'s
glass lens-eyes, mounted on fllexible
stalks, and the aperture of his me-
chanical speech-apparatus. From his
case, the Brain could project mag-
netic traction beams, by means of
which he was enabled to wield tools
or instruments, or glide swiftly
through space.

Simon Wrright rarely showed enio-
tion. Ordinarily absorbed entirely in
scientific research, his icy mentality
was little affected by the disturbances
that upset ordinary mortals. Only
one thing could arouse him—danger
to his ward and pupil, Curt Newton.

E story of Curt’s birth and boy-
heed was the saga of the Brain's
wisdem. A generation before, Cuit's
parents had fled te the Meon to pre-
tect their seientific diseeveries frem
an unserupulous man named Vieter
Cetve. ther with Siien Wright,
they had built their eombination lab-
eratery and heme under Tyehe.

Here their experiments had created
Grag, the robot, and Otho, the an-
droid. And here, soon after Curt
Newton’s birth, Corvo had killed his
parents, to be killed in turn by the
avenging Brain, robot, and android.

The three unhuman beings had
reared and educated young Curt New-
ton. Their combined instruction had
made him the most skillful planeteer
in space and the System’s greatest
scientist. For some time, Curt had
devoted his immense abilities to the
eradication of crime from the System.
In that war against the enemies of
society, he had come to be known as
Captain Future.

The Brain’s strange box form now
glided toward him.

“Lad, you've done it!” he called.
“That last suggestion of yours for
using a borate flux did the triick!?

He held in one of his tractor beams

FUTURE

a small, mamny-faceted, transparent
disk that glittered like crystal. Ac-
tually it was the new metallic alloy
upon which he had been working.

Joan added, “From now on, Curt,
we’ll always be able to keep in touch
with each other. Simon has made a
metal crystal for each of us. We'll
always have to keep them upon us.
They’ll project such thoughts as we
wish farther than any andiiophone
will project sound vibrations.”

“But they must be used with care,”
cautioned the Brain. “The -crystals
will wear out in time, and they are
difficult to reproduce. Their use must
be reserved for emergencies.”

“We still have the problem of per-
manence to solve,” agreed Curt.
“Meanwhile, Simon, the crystals rep-
resent a definite advance in thought
projection. I don’t think there's any
limit to the distance at which they
will operate.”

A grizzled man in the black uniform
of the Planet Police came running up
the steps from the Moon-home with a
spryness that belied his age. This
was the veteran marshal, Ezra Gur-
ney. He and Joan, temporarily off
duty, were visiting the Futuremen for
a well-earned vacation. The marshall's
face was eager and excited.

“Curt, there’s a call for you from
the Planet Patrol! There's trouble
within Mercury's orhiitt"”

Curt's eyes lit up. “Good! The
way I feel now, I'd be interested even
in a couple of space-ship thieves.”

The old marshal shook his head.
“Tihese aren’t thieves, Curt. A
strange shimmering craft has ap-
peared out of nowhere, about a third
of the distance from the sun to Mer-
cury. It appears to be caught in the
sun’s gravitational pull. And it hasn’t
got the power to get out.”

“Tihere’s plenty of time,” said Otho.
“The sun’s pull will take time to act”

“Not as much as you think,” re-
turned the marshal grimly. “The
craft was driving ahead at it full
speed when it appeared.”

Curt’s face paled. “Then we'll have
to move fast. Quick, Otho, the
Cometl!”

The android was already darting
into a passage that led through the
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solid lunar rock to a roomy chamber.
This was the hangar of a small space-
ship of tear-drop design—the Cuowmet,
super-swift vessel of the Futuremen.

Otho slid behind the controls.
Joan Randall was already in the ship.
The others joimed her quickly. Over-
head, doors opened awtomstically,
and the powerful craft streaked up
into the star-studded heavens.

A few moments later, Marshal Ezra
Gurney, his ears glued to the audiio-
phone, looked up in alarm.

“I"'we just had a report on the speed
of that strange ship!” he ammeumced.
“Curt, it’s going faster than the fast-
est model space cruiser in the Systerm!
It's going faster than we are!”

“We'lll cateh it,” said Curt Newton
grimly.

Ezra Gurney shook his head slowly.
“I'm sorry, Curt, we’re too late. That
ship is doomed!!™

CHAPTER 111
¥ isations ffoamsS pece

AS THEY rushed
ahead, Curt New-
ton listened to the
audio reports de-
scribing how the
strange ship was
being drawn near-
er and nearer to
the sun. Otho was
racing the Comet
toward the trouble
spot, but it was
clear to Curt that at their present
pace they weuld never reach the ship
in time to help,

“How about the vibration-drive,
Chieff?” demanded Otho.

“I'ma afraid it’s our only hope. Any
other craft in betwesn?"

“Nome, Chief.”

The vibration drive was a new prin-
ciple of space-travel developed by
Curt and the Brain. The ordinary
rocket-propelled ship derived its mo-
tive power from the reactions of par-
ticles produced with the aid of giant
cycloteons from atomic explosions in
a special chamber, and expelled at
high speed.

Curt and the Brain, making use in-
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stead of the reactive push of high-
frequency electromagnetic vibrations
projected from a drive-ring- at the
stern of the ship, had been able to
build up velocities many times the
speed of light. But such velocities,
useful as they were in interstellar
travel, could not safely be used inside
the solar system.

“What's your plan, lad?” demanded
Simon.

“I had intended to cut directly
ahead of the ship, slow down to make
contact, and then reverse our direc-
tion, using the Comet’s power to push
them away from the sun instead of
toward it. But they're going so fast
that I'm afraid there isn’t time™

“No, Curt, there isn't. We won’t
be able to accelerate to the speed we
need to overtake them, and then re-
verse.”

Curt’s eyes suddenly lit up. “But
we have got time to cut between that
ship and the sum!™

“What's the idea, Chief?” ex-
claimed Otho. “Tihere’s no sense in
our getting burnt up, ton!"

“Werte probably better insulated
than they are, so we’ll be able with-
out too much danger to ourselves to
shield the other ship from the fierc-
est heat, My idea is to use our side-
rockets to push them away from the
sun. In that way, we'll get the ship
to swing through a very eccentric
elliptical orbit,

“Amnd if we succeed in doing that,
the faster they're plunging at the
sun right now, the better. The high
velocity will take them far past the
sun, and we'll be able to give them
the extra push that will carry them
beyond Mercury's orbit to saffety.”

“Then here goes the vibration-
drive, Chief. I'm putting on the
stasis projector to protect our bodies
from the acceleration.”

The Comet leaped forward in
space. Despite the protecting stasis
of force Curt, like the others, sud-
denly felt the grip of the terrific ac-
celeration. It threw him against a
wall, held him there, appeared to be
flattening him out. But the distance
between the Comet and the endan-

ered craft was quickly decreasing,
n a couple of hours they could see it
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with the aid of the space-visor screen,
a tiny black dot in space, silhouetted
against the blazing sun.

Otho cut off the vibration drive,
began to decelerate. Even with their
speed decreasing, they were rapidly
eating up the remaining distance that
separated them from the other ship.
Otho skillfully cut in to one side of
the stranger, and now they raced
along side by side.

URT threw a lever, and the side-

rockets leaped into activity with
a roar. The other ship, forcefully
repelled, widened the gap between
them.

“Holy sun-imps!” cried @tho.
“They’re pushing us the other way,
into the sum!”

“Action equals reaction,” rasped
the Brain. “If we push in one direc-
tion, we get pushed in the opposite
direction. It’s an old enough law of
physics for you to have learned it,
Otho. We'll have to use our rockets
on the sun side to close the distamnce.”

They drew close again, blasted the
rockets once more. Slowly the other
craft was being pushed out of the
straight line of its fall toward the
sun. Its course was now faintly
elliptical.

“This is hot work,” grumbled Otho.
“We may be insulated, but our insu-
lation isn’t perfect.”

The sun was looming ahead, only
two million miles away. The inside
of the Comet began to resemble an
oven. Again and again the rockets
blasted at the other ship, driving it
further and further out of its former
straight-line course.

Otho, speechless now in the intense
heat, stuck doggedly to the controls.
The old marshal, Ezra Gurney, was
gasping for breath, and Joan was pale.
Only Grag didn't mind the terrific
temperature. To his special metal
body a few hundred degrees more or
less meant little.

Curt Newton noted grimly that
they were winning. The two ships
raced past the sun together, with less
than a half million miles to spare.
The flaming corona seemed to reach
out at-them, and Curt could hear the
creaking of the Comet as some of the

stellite plates began to buckle under
the intense strain.

Then they were streaking away
from the sun just as rapidly as they
had approached. The heat grew less
intolerable, and Curt wiped his fore-
head.

“We made it, Chief,” cried Grag
triumphantly. “Now all we've got to
do is give them a little shove, and we
can leave them to themselves.”

“Not yet,” cautioned the Brain.
“IFirst we're going to see who's in that
ship.”

Several hours afterward, when they
were safe from the sun's gravitation,
and both ships had reradiated into
space some of the excess heat they
had absorhed, the two ships swung
together, clung with the force of the
Comefds magnetic grapple.

The inner door of the Comet’s air-
lock opened, and Curt Newton
stepped into it. “Be careful, lad,”
warned the Brain. “You don’t know
who those strangers are.”

Curt, his hand on a proton pistol,
nodded. The inner door of the air-
lock closed, the outer door swung
open. -Some one was waiting in the
airlock of the strange ship.

Curt Newton raised his proton pis-
tol, then uttered a cry of surprise.
“Hoi Jor!”

ACK in the lunar home once

mere, the giant robot labored on
the repalrs needed for the Coimet’s
hull while Curt Newten and the Brain
considered what the far-traveled
star-captains had teld them.

“Dimensional travel,” admitted the
Brain, “is a great advance. But it
would be more valuable if you could
reach your destination exactly.”

“We came closer than we had ex-
pected,” pointed out Mar Del.

“Too close for comfort,” agreed
Hol Jor. “We emerged from the
other dimension to find ourselves go-
ing full speed directly toward your
sun.”

“Let us forget past damgers,” said
Ki Illok impatiently. “Our reason
for coming here was to ask for help
with regard to Gorma Hass and his
Sverds.”

Curt Newton nodded. “So no one



understands his origin, or the nature
of the strange creatures?” he asked.

“No one,” repeated Hol Jor. His
eyes wandered about the laboratiory,
taking in the wonders of this strange
place that so few men had ever had
the opportunity to see. Enormous
generators, transformers, synthesiz-
ers, and atomie furnaces were near
the walls., Some of them were instru-
ments such as Hol Jor had never be-
fore encountered.

Mar Del and Ki Illok, just as curi-
ous as the Antarean, had been staring
unashamedly. But Ki Illok, who was
far from being a scientist, was most
closely interested in the question
Curt had just asked.

“Who or what Gorma Hass is, no
one knows,” he stated emphatiically.
“As for the Sverds, they are not
human, they are invulnerable to all
ordinary weapons, and they possess
enormous strefigth. Grag is a weak-
ling compared to them.”

Gray looked up from his work. “Is
that so?” he bristled. “Let me get at
them, Chief, and I'll show these fel-
lows what I can do. Watch this.™

He lifted one of the warped metal
plates that had come from the
Comet’s hull, bent it in his metal
hands.

“Showing off again,” jeered Otho.
“Now, how about showing us how you
can ride a Plutonian slugrhorss?"

“Never mind that,” ordered Curt
Newton. He turned to the Brain.
“Simon, here is a problem that will
challenge all our skill and ingenuity.
1 am in favor of undertaking i¢.”

“Aye, lad, especially if Hol:Jor is
right in thinking that Gorma Hass
expects eventually to extend his oper-
ations to other star systems.”

“Chief,” put in Otho, “we can have
a dimensional drive built into the
Comet in a few days. Why not
have that weak-brained, strong-armed
junk-pile™—he indicated Grag—
“start work at omce?”

“Wihy, you misguided somn-of-an-
inner-tube—" roared Grag.

“Silence, you two. We'll start
work on the dimension-drive at once.”
Curt faced the girl. “Amd for once,
Joan, you’ll be able to come along.”

“I'd love to—" she began, when
Marshal Ezra Gurney, who had been
at the long-distance audiophone, en-

Wiith the loosing of his pro-

ton ray, the mist in front of

Captain Future began to dils-
solve (Chap, V)
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tered the laboratory.

“Sorry, Joan,™ he apologized.
“You and 1 have to get going after a
couple of porite thieves. The gov-
ernment’s supply werks on Venus has
been blasted open, and a large quan-
tity of the drug stolen.”

The eager look faded from Joan’s
face, to give way to an expression of
disappoiatment.

“This always happens whenever
you get started on something that
looks interesting, Curt,” she sighed.
“Welll, at any rate, I'll be able to keep
in touch with you for a while with
that metal crystal Simon gave me.,”

The Brain was already in meotion,
gliding toward the craft they had
rescued, anxious to examine the di-
mension—traveling device. He was
in a deep study of its mysteries while
Curt kissed Joan farewell, and saw
her and the marshal take off in a
Patrol ship.

CHAPTER 1V
Through the Dimanisnns

OTHO'S EAGER
green eyes looked
a qquueessttiiom.
“Ready, Clhhiieff?”
Curt gllamced
through the visi-
plates and nodded.
The Futuremen
were driving out-
ward from the sun
in the direction of
Mars, away from
heavy traffic, using the ordinary
rocket-propulsion methed. On the
flooe of the Comet, Eek, a moon-pup,
and Oeg, a teteof-mimie, pets of
Grag and Othe respectively, rested
quiet_lz. The feen-pup was a small
bearlike ereature, the meteor-mimie a
fat, white and deughy little animal,
Both the rebet and the andreid
weuld have been unhappy witheut
their pets.

A few thousand feet ahead of them,
Hol Jor was cruising slowly along.
His ship had just showed a green
signal light. Then it seemed to
waver and blur in front of Curt’s eyes.
Suddenly it disappeared from sight.
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It had started on its journey through
the dimensions. It was time for the
Comet to follow.

Otho pressed a stud, and the Uni-
verse began to fade out. The stars
dimmed, then disappeared entirely.
The Futuremen were now out of their
normal three-dimensional world.

It was a world of ghosts and shad-
ows that they had entered. Far ahead
of them they caught sight of Hol
Jor's ship. Then quite umexpectedly
that vanished, only to reappear a few
moments later, strangely distorted, as
if seen in a concave mirror.

“Whimt’s going on? demanded Otho.
“How is it that now we see them,
now we don't? And why are they
twisted?”

“Light waves are subject to curious
laws in this world,” answered Curt.
“Thhey no longer travel in the
straight lines with which we are fa-
miliar. Keep the course Hol Jor
charted for us, Otho, even though it
looks twisted. We're liable to lose
them entirely before the trip is fin-
ished.”

Out of the blackness where nothing
had been visible a moment before, a
giant green sun, cubical in shape,
but with rounded edges, suddenly
loomed.

“Watch where you're taking us,
you overgrown mess of colloids,” bel-
lowed Grag.

Otho was tugging frantically at the
controls. But the Brain's voice
grated calbnily:

“No cause for excitement. That
sun doesn't even exist in this world.”

“Maybe it doesn't exist, but we're
going to hit it right now!” yelled
Otho.

Curt laughed. “We'ire not going to
come near it. It's only a projected
shadow, and we're going right
through it.”

Otho stopped fighting the controls.
They plunged straight ahead for the
green giant, dived through its sur-
face., It gave Curt a weird feeling to
be traveling inside that blaze of daz-
zling light.

All the visiplates had to be blacked
out, and Otho had to steer by instru-
ments alone. There was no sensation
of unusual heat.
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ND then, suddenly, the green sun

Qisapgeafea, and they were
speeding threugh the blackness again,
with nothing But the ghests ef uh-
familiar stars lighting their way.

“By the demons of space!” rum-
bled Grag. “You never know where
you’re at in this crazy worldi!”

“You can trust your pilot,” boasted
Otho. “I'm keeping to the course laid
down for me. Look, Chief, here's an-
other of those fake suns, a round yel-
low one this time, way in the dis-
tance. Let's see how it feels to geo
through this one.”

“Veer left, Otho!” ordered Curt
sharply. “That's a real sun in this
world, not a projection! Left,
quick!”

Otho, a surprised look on his plas-
tic white features, obeyed with the
unmatchable speed his muscles were
capable of. The Cornet roared to the
left as the yellow sun grew larger.
Eventually they drove past with only
a few milllea miles to spare,

“But how can you tell?” protested
Otho. *“The green one looked just
as real as this diid!”

“Keep your eyes on the themmocou-
ples,” replied Curt. “If there’s a rise
in temperature, the sun is real.”

Grag laughed, emitting a deep
booming noise like the rumble of an
earthquake heard in a cave. “So we
can trust our pilot, can we? Leave it
to him, and we’ll end up as nothing
but a heap of ¢cinders.”

The android, abashed, lapsed into
silence. Queer images appeared and
disappeared from time to time. Once
they passed close by a lifeless planet,
with the ruins of a long-dead civiliza-

tion still visible upon it. Amnd once
they passed the shadow of a planet
that was still full of silent and ghost-
ly life.

As they neared the end of their
journey, Curt declared tensely, “It’s
in getting back to our own three-
dimensional world that the real dan-
ger lies. Be careful, Othe.”

Otho muttered, “Sure, Chief,” his
eyes on the instruments. His over-
confidence was gone, and when Otho
was on his mettle, he was the best
pilet Curt had ever encountered, in
the System or out of it.

“Now, Otho,” Curt exclaimed, and
the android pressed the stud that
would take them back to their own
three-dimensional world.

The ghost stars faded, the stars of
their own Universe blazed back into
view again. In this region of space
they formed queer, unfamiliar con-
stellations, but it was a relief to know
that the light that came from them
followed familiar laws.

“We made it Chief!” cried Otho
exuberantly. “Amd we’re in no dan-
ger of a smash-up from any stray sun.”

“Yes, but we've still got a tricky
journey to make. Hol Jor's ship has
gone out of sight, as we feared might
happen. Now Simon and I have to
calculate our course to Hol Jor’s
home planet, Aateen. Straight shead,
Othe, tintll 1 erder you to change eur
¢ourse.”

“Shall T use the vibratiiom-dirite?”

“No, the rockets will do. It's a
trick journey, but not a long one.
And if everything goes smoothly I
think we can counat on our landing en

[Turm page]
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Anfren within two days.”

Curt was to think, of that remark
later, after disaster had styuek.

T was only a few hours afterward

that Othe, his face worried,
turned momentarily frem the con-
trols,

“Something’s wrong, Chief. One of
the rear rockets is missimg,”

“The exhaust tube is probably
fouled.”

“Want me to climb out smd fix 2"

“No, you stay at the contfols, Otho.
I need a little exercise. I'll hamdle
the job.™

It was but the work of a moment
for Curt to get into his space suit, and
clamber with magnetic traction shoes
out through an air-lock onto the hull
of the Comet. The ship was moving
along so steadily that he was hardly
conscious of any motion. The whole
celestial bowl of space was ablaze with
brilliant stars, arranged in stramge
new patterns, Curt gazed at them for
a moment, then got to work. He
found the fouled rocket tube quickly.
A short examination convinced him
that it could be cleaned in half an
hour.

He set to work, glad of the chance
to stretch his limbs.

Meanwhile, inside the Comet, Grag
had become bored with his inactivity.
He picked up one of the pets from the
floor and began to fondle it with his
huge metal hands.

No ordinary animal would have en-
joyed those heavy-handed caresses,
but Eek, the moon-pup, was no ordi-
nary animal. He was small and gray,
and he fed, like Grag himself, on
scrap metal. Unlike Grag, however,
who used only copper to supply the
energy plant inside him, Eek would
devour any sort of metal, precious or
otherwise. This voracious appetite
of his was a continual nuisance, and
had more than once got the Future-
men into hot water. As though to
compensate for the trouble he caused,
he possessed a telepathic sense that
had several times come in handy.

Otho glanced at Grag, then looked
around for his own pet, the fat little
meteor-mimic. But Oog was appar-
ently nowhere to be found. A half-
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concealed smile played on Otho's lips,
as he devoted himself once more to
piloting the Crnmet.

A quarter of an hour later, he re-
marked casually, “Say, Grag, isn't Eek
sort of shrinking a littde?”

Grag carefully examined the animal
in his arms. “He does look a little
smaller,” he admitted.

“Too bad, Grag, too bad.”

“Wihy, what's wrong?” asked the
alarmed robot.

“Oh, it happens oftener than you
think that a moon-pup stops growing
and starts to shrink. It's a sign of
premature semility.”

“Holy sum-imps!” roared Grag.
“I’ll have to ask the Chief what can be
done about it.”

“Nothing, I'm afraid,” sighed Otho.
“ihere’s no cure known to science. In
a little while, Eek will have shrunk
away to practically nmothing.”

At that moment, the moon-pup in
Grag's arms squirmed and began to go
through a series of amazing contor-
tions, ending up before the robot's
startled eyes as a Martian snake,
Grag dropped him in disgust.

“That thing isn't Eek at all,” he
thundered in rage. “It’s Oog, your
dirty little meteormmiimic™

Otho chuckled. Oog had the abillity
of making his protean body flow into
an imitation of anything he had seen.
This gift of protective mimicry had
proved extremely useful to what
would otherwise have been a com-
pletely helpless animal.

“So you don’t know your own pett!
the android taunted.

RAG bellowed again, and Otho

laughed. The next instant the
threatening figure ef the rebet disaga
peared frem view, The lights of the
Cormet had gone eut,

“Lights!” yelled Otho frantically.
“Grag! Sinem!”

“I'm floating here in free spxoel”
cried Grag in alarm. “We've lost our
artificial magnetic and gravitational
fields.”

“Easy, boys,” called the Brain, *I
think I know where the trouble is.”

Otho waited impatiently. Then
there came a shock that whirled the
Comet part way around.
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“Whmt happened?” demanded Grag.

“Wiat happened?”’ repeated Otho
in fury. The lights suddenly went on
again, revealing his expression of
rage. “Wihile we were floating along
crippled, a meteor decided to come
down and smack us on the nose. It
was all I could do to twist the Comet
around in time to avoid the full force.
And if you'd like to know whose fault
it is—"

He pointed dramattically. Eek, the
moon-pup, was cowering not far from
where the Brain was deftly making re-
pairs. Reading Otho's emotions tele-
pathically, the animal shrank against
the side of the ship.

“Witatever he did, he couldn't help
it!” defended Grag, suspecting the
worst. “He was hungry.”

“That’s fiired! He chews up a couple
of wires and a copper disk on which
the life of every one in this ship de-
pends, and all you can say is that the
poor thing is hungry. I'll give him a
bellyful—"

Another darting meteor threatened,
and this time, with the ship function-
ing properly, Otho had no difficulty
in avoiding it. His anger died down
gradually, until only an occasional
grumble came from him,

With the ship fixed, the Brain lost
interest in the dispute, and was now
absorbed in brooding over a scientific
problem. But half an hour later, he
came out of his period of abstraction.

“Where is Curtis?” he demanded.

“He should be here by now,” replied
Grag uneasily.

“Take over, Grag,"” ordered the an-
droid. “I’ll climb out and see how
he's getting allong.”

He clambered out through the air-
lock. In a moment he had returned,
his white face tense. “The Chief is
gone!” he blurted.

“You've looked all over the shiigp?”

Otho nodded. “Timat collision must
have knocked him loose.”

The three unhuman beings stared at
each other tragically.

“Turn back,” ordered the Brain, his
harsh voice betraying a touch of emo-
tion. “We'll see if we can find him.”

But the Brain knew that there was
little hope. Once a man was lost in
space, he was lost for good.

The Comet retraced its path. Many
hours later, after a weary search,
Otho’s eyes met Grag's, dropped to
the floor of the ship.

“Where to now?” asked the amdroid
of the Brain,

“We may as well go on to Anfren,”
replied the Brain tonelessly.

Otho turned the ship about once
more, and they sped on. Simon
Witiigiht, his usually emotionless mind
deeply stirred, gazed silently off into
the stellar distances.

Captain Future, the brilliant scien-
tist, the man he had raised from child-
hood, the pupil he had regarded as a
son, was lost to him. Simon felt
wearily that he himself had nothing to
live for now.

CHAPTER V
Lost im Space

WITH the loss of
magnetic power,
Curt Mewton’s
shoes no longer
held him to the
Comet. A moment
later came the col-
lision with the
meteor, throwing
him inte space, and
dazing him at the
same time.

It was only a few seconds before he
recovered. Wihen he did, he could see
far in the distance a tiny spark of
light becoming smaller, disappearing
before his eyes. It was the Comet!

He had sighted the approaching
meteor, had realized that only Otho's
skill at the controls prevented the dis-
abled ship from making a collision
that was utterly disastrous. He won-
dered what had happened to the ship's
magnetic and gravitational fields, but
meanwhile he had to let the Future-
men know of his plight.

He spoke sharply. “Otho!
back! I'm out here in spage!”

There was no reply, and he realized
at once that the limited range audio-
phone built into his helmet was out
of order, its mechanism damaged by
the same collision which had shocked
him. There was the telepathic crystal

Turn
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on his wrist, but only Joan had the
mate to that. He was cut off from his
companions on the ship.

“This is it,” thought Curt, “This is
the end.”

The thought chilled him, but panic
was foreign to is nature. His mind
Raruinmed cool and powerful, seeking
for a way out.

He knew that he was traveling at
terrific speed, but there were no ob-
jects close by which he could use as
landmarks, and at first he seemed to be
standing still. He twisted about, re-
garding the unfamiliar heavens more
closely than he had done at first,

Stars blazed in every direction, un-
winking pinpoints of light that
ranged from red and yellow through
green and blue. And off to one side
his eye caught a faint blue crescent of
light. Curt’s heart leaped. It was a
planet, shining by the light of a small
blue star!

“It’s fairly big,” muttered Curt, *so
it must be close., . I'm probably falling
there right now. Perhaps a day of
this free flight through space, and I'll
make the landing.”

Winat then? Curt knew from his
previous visit here that many of the
planets in this section of the universe
had breathable atmospheres. The
chances were that this planet had one
as well. But he would do well to make
sure in advance.

He removed from his belt a small
portable spectroscope, focused it
slowly on the crescent of blue. The
blue light filtered through the tiny
jewel-like prisms, broke up into ‘its
constituent monochromatic bheams.
Curt’s eager eyes saw faint but char-
acteristic dark lines. Nitrogen, car-
bon dioxide and hydrogen were pres-
ent, Most important of all, there was
a high concentration of oxygen. The
atmosphere was breathable,

Wiitthin his space suit, Curt was con-
scious of his own sigh of relief. If
he could only reach the planet safely
the friction of the atmosphere would
help slow his fall. But the heat
that would be generated, like the heat
generated by a meteor entering the at-
mosphere of Earth, would be enough
to burn him to a erisp. He wotld
have to figure out some way to slow

down first by his own efforts.

Well, that wouldn’t be as hard as it
looked. He had his proton pistol by
his side, fully charged. And once
more, he had the third law of motion
of his namesake, Sir Isaac Newton,
working for him.

CTION, had proclaimed the an-

WA cient Newton, equalled reaction.
The plstel prejected a stream of pro-
tons that was deadly te any hufian
target. But at the same time, the pro-
ten stream, like the ancient metal car-
tridges that had eonee been sed,
lkieked baek with a terrlfie reeeil.
Ordinarily, the reeell was taken up by
the meehanism of the gun se that it
might net harm the fman whe was
%iﬁ? it. But a slight adjustment
would take eare of that.

When he came close to the planet,
he’d aim a powerful proton stream at
its surface. The effect would be ex-
actly like that in the rocket tubes of
the Comett. Here too the recoil of a
stream of disintegrated atoms pro-
pelled the ship. The proton stream
would propel him away from the
planet—in other words, slow him
down sufficiently so that he could en-
ter the atmosphere without harm,

Perhaps he was imagining it, but
already the crescent seemed larger.
He must be falling fast.

In the distance he caught sight of a
faint flash of light. A tiny object was
coming into view. It grew larger un-
til he could see its strange teardirop
shape, a shape he himself had de-
signed. It was the Comett, come back
to look for him!

“Otho!” he called. “Othm!”

Butthere was no mistake about the
audiophone being out of order. He
watched with growing tenseness as
the Commet cruised about airmlessly.
If there was any way of letting them
know his whereabouts—but there was
none. The Comet turned in the wrong
direction and disappeared once rnore.
His chance of rescue was geone.

But now the crescent of the planet
toward which he was falling was
definitely larger, about the size of the
Earth as seen from the moon. A few
more hours, and he would know his
fate,
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Several huge dim shapes swam be-
tween him and the crescent, blurring
its clear outline. The shapes passed,
then swam back again. Curt Newton's
eyes namrgwed.

“They’re alive!” he whispered to
himself. “Some sort of space crea-
tures.”

There were no more than half a
dozen of them, all vague and amor-
phous in outline, and semmi-tr
ent in body, but Curt had a feeling of
uneasiness. The Solar System was
free of creatures that lived in the bar-
ren void of space, but out here, far
from the worlds he knew, their ex-
istence was not entirely umexpected.

“Hol Jor and Ki Illok once talked
of encountering them,” he recalled.
“They said the creatures were intelli- i
gent. Still, I don't see what harm
they can do.”

He might possibly avoid them by
using the propulsive power of his pro-
ton pistol, but its energy was too pre-
cious to waste. He allowed himself
to continue falling. Amnd then, so
suddenly that he had no time to pre-
vent it, a blurry shape seemed to en-
close him. He was inside one of the
amorphous creatures!

Wihether he had torn into its body,
or something like a mouth had opened
to swallow him, Curt did not know.
All he could be sure of was that he
was surrounded by a dense gray gas
or smoke, in which currents were
visibly flewing toward him. And for
the first time in his life, Curt had to
fight against a feeling of panic.

A powerful evil mind seemed to be
beating against his own mind, trying
to batter down its defenses. Curt was
conscious of vague, horrifying im-
pressions, of half-formed thoughts de-
signed to fill him with terror. It was
as if he were caught in the meshes of
an invisible mental net.

“I mustn't let myself give in,” he
thought desperately. “I must think
of familiar things—of Grag and Otho
and Simon, especially of Simeon and
the things he’s taught me. There’s
nothing terrible in this. I can get out
whenever I want to.”

UT the whisperings of fear and
defeat continued.

31

“Those smoke currents—they’'re
trying to digest my space suit!” he
realized suddenly. “They’re working
away at it while this mental force
tries to keep me paralyzed. I've got
to get out fast. The proton pistol—"

A strange inertia seemed to be over-
coming him. It required an agoniz-
ing effort for Curt to perform the sim-
ple act of drawing his proton pistol.
But with the loosing of a proton ray,
the mists in front of him began to dis-
solve, Wisps of smoke floated about
him, then disappeared in space. His
mind was free, it’'s own master once
more. And he was falling once again
toward the approaching crescent.

“By all the sun-imps that Grag
swears by,” he muttered, “that was a
close thing. And yet there seemed to
be no danger. I hope I don’t run into
any more of those things before I
land.”

The surface of the planet was be-
ginning to emerge clearly. Off to one
side was a mountain range, stretching
across the top of the crescent. The
crescent itself was growing in thick-
ness, for he was falling not in a



32 CAPTAIN FUTURE

straight line toward the planet’'s cen-
ter, but in a spiral. A streak of silver
at last came- into view, persisted,
broadened. It was a large lake,

“The water will break the final fall,”
thought Curt. “I'm in luck.”

Time passed, time which he couldn’t
reckon. The mountain range at the
top of the crescent grew, the lake be-
gan to sparkle more brightly. Curt
had a slight sensation of warmth.
“That must be from friction,” he mut-
tered.

He aimed his pistol at the lake, let
loose a blast of protons. Wiith the
adjustment he had made, the recoil
was strong enough almost to take his
arm off. He blasted again and again,
and the sensation of warmth died
away. He was slowlag down.

He allowed himself to plunge down-
ward until he could see the tossing of
tiny waves on the lake, could see them

roll in and break on a vivid green
shore. The planet as a whole was no
longer visible. All he could view mow
was an area of a few hundred square
miles,

He aimed his proton pistol at the
water, slowed his fall even more. But
still the waves were rushing up at him
with dizzying speed. One final blast
—and then the waters were closing
over his head.

The shock dazed him for only a
second. The space suit had helped
cushion it. But now its weight was
dragging him down. He allowed
himself to sink quietly, conserving
his strength. The water of the lake
was clear, and he could see the cur-
rents apparently streaming up as he
sank. Queer creatures that had not
the slightest resemblance to fish
stared at him with thousands of tiny
insect eyes as he passed.

Then the water was black and no
longer transparent. He had stopped
falling. He tried to move, but his
legs were caught. He was stuck in
the mud at the bottom of the lake.

His lungs began to hurt, and he
realized that the oxygen supply in his
space suit was becoming exhausted.
He struggled furiously, but again in
vain.

TRANGE lights swarmed around

him, The lake-dwelling ¢rea-
tures were coming closer, eufrious
abeut the unfamiliar being that had
invaded their demain. Curt Newton
raised his preten pistol again, aimed
it at the mud, threw the entire re-
maining eharge inte ene pewerful
blast.

This time the recoil was so terrific
that the pistol was wrenched out of
his hand and disappeared. But at the
same time, he was torn loose. With
the stream of protons he had created
a chemical storm. They had torn into
the mud, heated the water to create
steam, decomposed the steam into
hydrogen and oxygen, disintegrated
part of the oxygen itself to lighter
gases. Curt Newton rose toward the
surface on a giant bubble of steam,
hydrogen, helium, and oxygen.

As he broke the surface, the bubble
burst, and he began to sink again. He
struggled frantically to free himself
from the now useless space suit. The
glassite helmet came fimstt. The cold
water hit his face with a shock, stim-
ulating him to renewed efforts. Then
he tore loose from the rest of the suit.
He kicked out furiously and rose to
the surface. He took a deep breath,
filled his lungs with the oxygen his
spectroscope had told him existed
here.

The clear, unfamiliar, air invigo-
rated him, gave his mtuscles new
strength as he struck out for the
shore a mile or two distant. The
strange creatures of the lake ap-
proached him, then retreated in alarm
from his thrashing arms and legs.

The shore was coming closer. But
Curt Newton, his body buffeted by
one shock after another, was ap-
proaching exhaustion. His arms were
moving more and more slowly. Neo
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longer did they cleave the water as
powerfully as they had done at first.
Each stroke was weaker, took him
only a foot or two along his way.

Only that dogged determination
that was an essential part of Captain
Future's character prevented him
from giving up the apparently hope-
less fight, allowing his weary body to
sink beneath the waves to the rest
it craved. His arms moved slowly,
but they did move. Wihen finally he
looked up for what he felt was the
last time, 1t was to see the shore ofily
a dozen yards away.

His feet found the bottom. He
dragged himself painfully out of the
water, collapsed on the curious light-
green sand. His mind became a blank,

After a time he could not estimate,
he sat up again and looked around.
The landscape was of the same curi-
ous green color, rocky, bleak, appar-
ently uninhabited. And he was alone.

He had been Captain Future, a man
with the most faithful companions
alive, a man with every resource of a
great science at his fimgentips. Now
he was only Curt Newton, without
weapons, without equipmenat, with
nothing but his bare hands to fall back
upon in his struggle against a savage
environment,

There was no doubt that the envi-
ronment was savage. A dozen green-
ish wolflike beasts, each four feet high
at the shoulders, were approaching.
They had emerged almost unnotice-
ably from the green landscape. They
had curious narrow faces, with two
eyes set so close together that they
almost formed a single large eye, and
three nostrils foeming a triangle be-
fieath, Their teeth were bared—
Efeeﬁlsh teeth, few in numbef, but

road and dangereus leoking.

Curt Newton almost laughed aloud
as he faced them. There was irony in
his encounter with these beasts. He
had expected to brave danger at the
hands of the mysterious Gorma Hass
—the danger of a subtle, civilized, su-
per-scientific enemy. Instead, he was
staring at death in a highly primitive
form.

The foremost beast snarled and
launched himself forward in a mighty
leap.

TO COME

CHAPTER VI
The Blue Ssavgees

CURT NEWTON

did not wait for

the animal to reach

. him. He lleaped

foeward and to one

side. For the speed

at which he moved,

he could thank the

wisdom of the

Braifn, who had al-

ways insisted that

~ he keep in wood

physieal cenditien. He seized the

animal’s hind legs, used the memen-

tum of the bedy itself te swing the

§£fua§llﬂg §ha§e in a furieus are. The

head crashed against the greund,
spattering it with blue-green bleed.

The other beasts were closing in.
Curt Newton swung the dead body in
front of him like a rapidly moving
club. He wounded one beast, which
ran off, apparently as much afraid of
its companions as of him., He killed a
second. And then the rest fitell. Dan-
gerous as they appeared, they were
after all cowardly and had no stomach
for a fight that was so costly to them-
selves,

Curt looked around him. The pre-
vailing color of the ground, as of the
blood of the animals he had killed,
was blue or green. That probably in-
dicated copper. But the plants with
which he was most familiar could not
grow in soil that contained much of
that element. Those plants that did
flourish in copper-containing soil
were poisonous to human life.

That meant that he would have a
problem finding suitable food.

Nevertheless, Curt Newton was al-
ready making plans. Somehow or
other, he knew he would solve the
problem of obtaining food. And then
would come the further problem of
getting off this out-of-the-way world,
of making contaet with the Brain and
his other companions, of checkmating
the plans of Gorma Hass.

For a moment, as Curt considered
the situation, he was surprised at his
own daring. Alone on this bleak
planet, with no instruments to aid
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him, he dared think of creating means
of space-travel, of mmunica-
tion! But Captain Future had as
much mental courage as physical.
Starting from nothing, he was cer-
tain that he would attain his geal.

A shout interrupted his thoughts.
“Blad magr gulbdiu?

Curt's eyes glittered as he looked
toward the source of the vocal sounds.
So this planet was inhabited by hu-
man-type beings after alll Half a
dozen of them were approaching.
They were short in stature, blue in
color, and with high, bulging fore-
heads. So far as he could tell, they
were of the same race as Ber Del, the
Vegan. But he could see at a glance
that they were savages. They were
dressed in the skins of animals, and
they ecarried simple weapons that
were nothing more than lumps of
malachite bound with animal sinews
to a wooden club.

Their leader was an old man, his
face wrinkled, but still vigorous. Four
younger men followed him, and shyly
bringing up the rear was a girl, her
youthful figure clearly defined by the
skins she wotre. Despite her blue
color, she was pretty by any human
staﬁdafds decided Curt. There was
a look of astonishment on her face as
she regarded this tall, stalwart, red-
haired stranger,

“Blad magr gubdu?” repeated the
old man, pointing,.

He seemed to be referring to the
color of Curt’s hair. In this copper-
saturated world, thought Curt, red
hair must be as much a novelty as blue
hair would have been on Earth. He
grinned.

“It’s natural,” he commented. “I
can’t take it off at might™

Now the old man was pointing to
the dead wolflike beasts. One of the
younger men said something, and the
leader stared at Curt in growing awe.
He pointed to his own weapon, asked
anather question.

“I haven’t got any,” returned Curt.
“I did it with my bare hamdis.”

E girl was gazing at him as if
fascinated. Curt's eyes acciden-
tally caught hers, held themi for a
brief second. Her face purpled. And

Curt, a feeling of relief sweeping over
him, grinned happily.

That was a blush he had seen. Be-
neath the blue skin that owed its color
to copper compounds was red blood,
a blood that contained hsenmglebin
like Ber Del's and like his own. His
own metabolismm was essentially the
same as that of this strange blue race,
and he would have no difficulty eating
the same food they ate. His first prob-
lem was solved.

Next came the question of grasping
the essentials of their language. That,
he knew, would take him only a few
hours. He had long since been forced
to develop a technique for acquiring a
rapid grasp of any language con-
structed according to reasonably fa-
miliar principles.

He began to point to different ob-
jects, giving the English names for
them. It was the girl wino got the
idea fitstt. She gave him her own
name for lake, for water, for a €club.
Curt begari to mimiec different actions,
and thus to acquire one verb after an-
other. His phenomenal memeory, coh-
centrating on the task before M, re-
tained every word, and before many
hours had passed, he was speaking
hesitantly, but in a way that ceuld be
understood.

The girl’s name was Varra, the
name of the blue race the Vardri. The
old leader was Kuru. Almest the first
intelligible question the latter asked
was:

“Are you from Gorma Hass?"

Curt started. He had never imag-
ined that Gorma Hass would even
have ‘heard of this strange planet. He
shook his head.

“Wihat do you know of Gorma
Hass?” he asked.

There was an expression of awe on
the ahief’'s face. “He has appeared
here. He is blue, like one of the Var-
dri.”

“And his Sverdis?”

“They are neither like the Vardri
nor like any other human race.” Ku-
ru’s face betrayed his fear of the mys-
terious creatures. “They are invul-
nerable to all weapons. One of the
members of the tribe, a young and
strong man, attempted to hit a Sverd
with a elub. The club passed through
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the Sverd's body without resistance,
and the Sverd was unharmed. But
the young man died.”

Curt reflected rapidly. He could
not imagine that Gorma Hass would
have any great use for this minor
planet. But perhaps he wanted to use
it as a military base. If so, some day
the Sverds would return here.

Wihen they did, he must be ready
for them. He must start building his
scientific equipment as rapidly as pos-
sible.

He became aware that one of the
savages, a tall, sinewy youth, was star-
ing at him with undisguised hos-
tility. He bent over to whisper to the
old chief.

“Liherr claims that you did not kill
the beast with your own hands,” said
Kuru. “He claims you used magic,
evil magic.

“All the magic I know is good
magic,” returned Curt firmly.

Lherr frowned, whispered again to
Kuru,

“That savage,” thought Curt, “is
going to cause me trouble.”

Meanwhile he had mere important
things to worry about. He spoke to
Varra again, asking one question after
another. But all the while she an-
swered him, he was conscious of
Lherr’s angry scowl.

CHAPTER VII
The Brain BdeasrecstaTropjankHosee

FOLLOWING the
path Simon Wright
had charted, the
Comet drove stead-
ily tewanrd the
planet Anfeen. In-
'| side the teardirep-
i shaped vessel, all
1 was gleem., Frem

the mement Othe
| and Grag had dis:

egvered that Curt
Newten was lest; their mahner Rad
becere guiet ahd sisbdued.

The Brain himself spent most of his
time brooding over scientific gquies-
tions, to keep from thinking abeut
Captain Future. It was witheut the
feeling of elatien that weuld other-

wise have accompanied their visit to a
new world that they prepared to land.

Anfren was a small planet, no
larger than their own moon., As the
Comet circled about it, Otho quickly
caught sight of a huge landing field
whose description Hol Jor had given
them. Wiith a roar of the decelera-
tion rockets, the Comet plunged
downward, losing speed steadily, and
finaly coming to a slow and skillful
landing that areused the admiration
of the watching Antareans.

It was with a blank look that Hol
Jor and the other assembled star-cap-
tains greeted him.

“Where is Captain Future?” de-
manded the big red Antarean,

“Last in space,” replied the Brain
somberly.

“In the trip across the dimemsioms?™

“Later on.”

The star-captains exchamged
glances of bewilderment. “Tten your
long trip here was in vaim!” exclaimed
Ber Del.

“It was disastrous,” said the Brain.
“Nevertheless, I am going to do what
Curtis would have wished. I intend
to make an effort to discover the true
nature of Gorma Hass.”

“We have sent spies to learn about
him,” declared Ber Del, “but in vain.
Either they have been caught, or they
have returned with nothing to report.”

“I expect to see Gorma Hass for
myself.”

There was an uneasy silence.
“What we hoped that you and Cap-
tain Future would do,” put in Ki
Illok, “was teach us means of com-
batting the Sverds.”

“You asked for the help of our
science,” rasped the Brain impatient-
ly. “It is for us to decide how that
science can be most useful. And as
your chief enemy is Gorma Hass, and
not the Sverds whom he controls, I
intend te investigate him first.”

“How?”" asked Hol Jor.

“By letting myself be captured by
his soldiers.”

“You can’t do that, Simon!” gasped
Otho. “Wihy, they'd kill youw!”

“My life isn’t so valuable, now that
Curtis is gone,” returned the Brain.
“Moreover, I think you are unduly
pessimistic. I can go to places where
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no ordinary man can penetrate., If I
am seen by the soldiers of Gorma
Hass, I will appear to them merely as
a piece of muacinimmemy.’

“You are right, Simon,” boomed
Grag approvingly. “It's the kind of
thing the Chief would have done.
Don’t wait for the enemy to come to
you! Go boldly into his canqp?”

There was a sorrowful expression
on Ber Del's face. “It appears that we
have asked you and Captain Future to
come to our galaxy merely in order
to bring you to your deatfins?

“We Futuremen were always ac-
customed to taking risks,” asserted
Simon. “Whhere can I arrange to be
captured by the men of Gorma Hass?"

T was Ki Illok who amswered.
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Gorma Hass arrived, and one of them,
attracted by the curious-looking con-
traption that Simon appeared to be,
seized him, and stored him away.

During tine brief interval of fight-
ing that took place, Simon was able to
see with his own lens-eyes the mys-
terlous Sverds, so much feared by the
star-captains and all oethers who had
fought against them. He watched
them walk through material obstacles,
apparently unharmed by weapens of
any sort, and blast thelr enemles wilth
deadly eHeet

“They’re animal, not human,” he
decided. “Amnd as they’re not images,
there can be only one explanation of
their ability to move through- solid
obstacles. The atoms which compose
their bodies must be in a different
plane of vibration from normal mat-
ter. Curtis and I long ago recognized
the possibility of matter existing in
so peculiar a form, although we never
succeeded in creating it. But how
is it then that they can reach out and
affect matter in the ordinary plane of
vibration?”

It was while Simon was pitting his
wits against this question that he was
discovered as he had hoped to be. It
was characteristic of him that while
being carried by the soldier of Gorma
Hass he coatinued his attempts to
puzzle out a solution,

“The answer must lie in the weapons
with which Gorma Hass has furnished
them,” he decided fitradlly. “These
weapons enable them to affect matter
in a normal plane of vibratien while
remaining outside 1t. Unfortunately,
neither Curtls nor I ever knew how
this could be done.”

Lying with a miscellaneous mass of
machinery in the hold of a space ship
that was taking off from the captured
planet, Simon continued to ponder the
question, and to make mental calcula-
tions. Days passed thus in intense
thought, interrupted only by an oc-
casional rest peried, for the Braln had
fno need of ordinary sleep.

When he was finally moved from
the ship to a storehouse, the Brain
did at last go into action—but even
this was actioen of a special kind, the
one kird to which he did not object.

He raised himself by means of his
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tractor beams and extended the lens-
eyes, mounted on flexible stalks. He
could see mechanical devices of all
kinds, most of them ruined and use-
less. But here and there were parts
he would be able to utilize.

He selected these parts carefully.
There were transparent lenses useful
for ordinary optical instruments, as
well as the magnetic lenses useful for
electron beam focusing. Simon began
to expriment, testing one lens after
another. High up on the walls, he
used an old atom-pistol to remove
sections of the opaque material, and
substituted for them carefully chosen
lenses of the optical type.

ROM these lenses several metal

wires led te the central group of
visor-sereens that Simen had e¢on-
struected.

Simon’s ewn lens-eyes hung on
their stalks over the screens. In front
of him he soon had pictures of what
was going on in this citadel of Gorma
Hass. Outside he could see the sol-
diers of Gorma Hass, with here and
there a Sverd, regarded askance even
by their human allies.

The next thing for him to construct
was a series of audiphones. Simon
worked at the apparatus steadily, for
no one came to visit the storehouse.
At night he cut a larger section out
of the walls, and went floating
stealthily over the city, to place his
receiving instruments in suitable
places.

“There,” he finally muttered with
satisfaction. “Now I can see and
hear what is going on.”

The city, he decided, had been con-
structed purely for military purposes
by the soldiers of Gorma Hass. There
were no civilians to be seen, and all
the conversation was of military con-
quest.

He overheard one quarrel between
two soldiers, one of the Vegan type,
the other pink-skinned like the men
of Fomalhaut. That argument shed
a revealing light on the nature of
Gorma Hass.

“By the blue star itself,” cried the
Vegan, “when the fiighting is over
and everything is settled, we
Vegans will rule the Universe.”

The pink-skinned Fomalhautian
laughed. “It is just as well that you
swear by a star that our leader
despises, Vegan, for there is no truth
in what yeu say. Gorma Hass him-
self is one of us, and he is not such
a fool as to turn over his conquests
to the men of that poor system of
yours.”

“Gorma Hass from Fomallhaut?”
shouted the enraged Vegan. “You
lie! I have seen him myself, here on
this planet, in his own palace, and he
is a Vegan of pure blaod!

The Fomalhautian frowned. “No
man calls me a liar and lives,” he
growled fleaxadly. “I saw Gorma Hass
at the same time you did, and he is
from Fomalbhaut. For your bad eye-
sight, Vegan, you will pay—with your
life!”

He had his atom-pistol out at the
same instant that the Vegan had
drawn his. Simon saw the two deadly
rays cross in mid-air, watched the two
soldiers both fall, their bodies half
blasted by the streams of disintegrat-
ing particles.

The incident aroused the Brain to
censiderable speculation. He knew,
from what Hol Jor and the other star-
captains had told him, that Gorma
Hass had the power of appearing to
each race as one of themselves. Now
he had the further proof of what he
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had suspected, that Gorma Hass made
use of this power to inspire his sol-
diers, make each one think he had a
personal stake in conquest.

OW was this power achieved?

By the projection of a three-
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are visi-screens and audiophone re-
ceivers. Some one has had the au-
dacity to come here and spy on us!”

“He can’t have escaped,” said one
of the soldiers.

An . unpleasant grin spread over
the leader’s face. “Put downa what
you are carrying!” he roared. “Search
the place! Make sure that the treach-
erous scoundrel does not get awweyt”

The Brain watched in quiet satis-
faction as the bewildered soldiers
spread out to run through the dif-
ferent rooms. Most of them did not
even spare him a passing glance. One,
however, came close, and caught sight
of the lens-eyes at the ends of the
flexible stalks,

“Here’s another curious piece of
apparattuss!” he called. “Shall I try
to find out what it is?”

“No, you fool, look for the man who
was using it! He can’t have got
away! He must have been at the
screens while we were approachimng.”

As the soldier turned away, Simon
glided noiselessly into the next room.,
A quarter of an hour later he heard
the leader cursing.

“Of all the stupid blockheads! A
man is here and you can’t find him!
Wihat do you think he’s done, disap-
peared into thin air?”

The soldier who had wanted to in-
vestigate Simon approached the
squad-leader in agitation,

“It’s gone!” he cried. “It's gone!”

“What’s gone, you fool?”

“That apparatus I was telling you
about!”

“By the seven lives of a star-devil,
he must have slipped back under your
noses and picked it up! You'd bet-
ter find him if you value your worth-
less skiimsr”

Soon it would be time to be gone,
thought Simon. He waited until the
disgruntled soldiers had completed
another fruitless search and departed,
their leader raving about reporting
what had happened to his superiof
officer. But outside he posted two
soldiers as sentries,

Simon drew himself by means of
his traction beams to the visi-screens
once more. By the dimness of the
light, he knew that evening was ap-
proaching.
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Another quarter of an hour, and
Simon rose to the large opening he
had cut in the wall of the storehouse.
He slipped through just as several
frore sgquads of soldiers came racing
te the doet:.

CHAPTER VIII
The Roadl to Gorma Migss

THE Brain floated
soundlessly over
the daelk store-
house. Omnce a
sentry, his atten-
tion attracted by a
faint passing shad-
ow, stared sudden-
ly aloft, and mufr-
mured something
about mnight-birds,
His hand stole to
his atom-pistol, but remained there in
indecision.

“I must learn where the palace of
Gorma Hass is,” thought the Brain.
“And the best way to do that now is
to be taken there.”

He waited patiently while the min-
utes passed. Eventually the squad-
leader who had searched for him pre-
viously came out, accompanying a su-
perior officer to whom he was apeolo-
gizing profusely.

“He must have escaped, but 1 don’t
see how! I pested sentrles at each
door! And there aren’t any win-
dows!”

“He took advantage of your stu-
pidity in some manner,” growled the
officer. “Nomnetheless, if there is a
clever spy amiong us, that fact should
be known to the general in eommand.
Leave two sentries behind, as before,
and come with me.”

Watching from above, Simon fol-
lowed them. His plan was siiiple
enough. By learning from each of-
ficer who his superior was, he would
eventually reach Gorma Hass.

The soldiers reached a tall build-
ing, entered. Here Simon hesitated.
So long as he remained in the open
air he was relatively safe. But once
he entered a building, he might find
himself trapped. He did not care so
greatly for his own safety, but he

was comncerned about the success of
his plan.

After a time he made up his mind,
and entered. Keeping to the shadiows
near the ceiling, and moving only
when no one was looking in his di-
rection, he progressed soumndlessly
down a long corridor. At a sidle-cor-
ridor he paused, and just then he
heard the sharp intake of a man's
breath. A soldier’s blue face was
staring. up at him, his eyes opened
wide in incredulity.

Simon glanced back rapidly, only
to see another pair of soldiers ap-
proaching, both of them officers. “I'm
caught!” thought Simon.

“Futuremam!” hissed a low wvoice.
“Don’t you recognize me?”

Simon gazed down again, and this
time his eyes caught the face at a dif-
ferent angle. “Mar Del!” he ex-
claimed in a rasping whisper.

It was the young son of Ber Del,
the Vegan. Down the corridor he
could hear the tramp of the approach-
ing officers. He swooped down
toward Mar Del, whispered rapid in-
structions.

Five seconds later the approaching
officers came to a halt and stared at
Mar Del.

“Vegan,” barked one of them sharp-
ly, “what are you carrying there?”

Mar Del's right hand finished sa-
luting, secured a comfortable grip on
the curious box he was holding in his
left.

“A machine used by the spy, sir.
He was disguised as a soldier, and
mingled with the searching squad™

“So that's why those stupid fools
couldn’t find himm!”

“Yes, sir. But when he got out-
side, one of the other soldiers recog-
nized this machine, which had been
moved unaccountably. He was cap-
tured.”

“Good! Wihere is he now?”

“Under arrest,” ventured Mar Del.
He had finished repeating all that Si-
mon had whispered to him, and now
he went ahead on his own account.
“I wa3 ordered to take this box to
the general”

“Carry it into that room and put it
on a table,” the officer directed. "I'll
see that it gets to the general.”
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“Yes, sir.”

AR DEL stalked into the room

and deposited the Brain on a
table. Simon had barely tife te whis-
per a single sentence under the eyes
of the watching officers when Mar
Del turned and was leaving.

“Wihat's thatt?” snapped the officer
who had spoken before. “What did
you 7

“I'm sorry, I must have been speak-
ing to myself. I was just wondering
what this machine could possibly be
used for.”

“Tihat’'s not for you to bother your
head about. Return to your post.”

Then Mar Del was gone, and the
Brain was left to wonder what had
brought the young man into this dan-
gerous place,

The officer approached, surveyed
Simon curiously. He touched the
flexible stalks on which Simon’s eyes
were mounted, and moved them about,
Finally he shook his head in bewil-
derment. “I’ll take it to the general,”
he muttered finally. “Let him see
what he can make of it.”

Once more Simon felt himself being
carried around.

The general turned out to be a crim-
son Antarean, and at sight of him
Simon realized anew the danger of
Gorma Hass, who appeared to every
man to be of his own race, and could
thus persuade him the more readily
to turn traitor.

“This is a machine that was being
used by the spy, General. We think
it should be studied carefully.”

The Antarean cast Simon a curious
glance. “Very well, I'll turn it over
to our scientific experts.

Simon had a feeling of alarm. It
was all very well to puzzle a group
of stolid, prosaic-minded military
men. But scientists would discover
his true nature, take steps to render
him harmless.

“Put it down temporarily,” directed
the Antarean. “We'll take care of it
later. Right now I'm preparing to
visit Gorma Hass.”

Mingled with Simon’s alarm was a
sense of elation. His idea had been
right then. Shifting from one su-
perior officer to the next, eventually
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he was sure to reach Gorma Hass.

In a few moments, Simon found
himself, once more disregarded, in a
corner of the room,

He waited until no one was look-
ing in his direction. Then he rose
in the air on his tractor beams and
floated silently out through the win-
dow.

Mar Del was waiting for him, as
Simon had directed, a few hundred
feet away from the storehouse.

“Wiat are you doing on this
planet?” demanded the Brain.

Mar Del grinned. “I came in search
of you, to aid you. After all, it is our
battle even more than your own that
you are figditigy. Amnd if you, the
greatest scientist of us all, and there-
fore the most important, can risk
yourself, so can 1.”

“But how did you get here?”

“I encountered a Vegan secretly
in the service of Gorma Hass,” re-
plied Mar Del. “He assured me that
Gorma Hass himself was a Vegan,
and that eventually our own system
would rule the universe. I let myself
be persuaded to join him.”

“It is a dangerous thing you are
doing,” asserted the Brain. “All the
human spies employed hitherto have
been unfortunate.”

“It will be time enough to think of
danger when it arrives,” returned Mar
Del carelessly. “At present it is nec-
essary to act”

YYTMON could feel himself warm-

ing te the Vegan. There was
something of the spirit of Captaln
Future himself in this willingness to
fisk death te help a man whe was
practically a stranger to him. What
was lacking was the pewerful mind
and the great sclentific knewledge
that had enabled Captain Future to
defy so successfully all dangers until
the final ene.

“It is necessary to act,” he agreed.
“Amd first of all it is necessary to
protect ourselves. There is an in-
strument within the storehouse that
I desire to use. But there are two
sentries guarding it.”

“Only two?”

“Don’t be rash, Mar Del,” reproved
Simon. “A single ray from an atom-
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pistol can bring your adventures to
an end. I shall distract their atten-
tion while you dispose of them. Then
stand guard yourself.”

Simon floated over the storehouse,
allowing himself to intercept a beam
of light from a nearby building. At
the momentary shadow, one of the
sentries looked up quickly.

“What was thatt?”

The next moment, Mar Del’s atom-
pistol had lanced a low-powered, par-
alyzing ray at his face. He fell si-
lently. Mar Del turned swiftly as
the other sentry approached, lanced

f

they were on their way, following
the general’s ship, to the palace of
Goerma Hass.

Simon kept his reflections to him-
self as the ship drove steadily through
the planet’s strattosphere.

“Obviously, Gorma Hass must at-
tain his effects by mental power
alone,” he thought. “The Sverds, too,
who are not human, but of the lower
animals, obey him implicitly. But
perhaps I shall change all that™

His tractor beams were mamipulat-
ing the instrument he had taken from
the storehouse.
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another ray at him. Then he dragged
the two bodies out of the way, and
mounted guard himself.

Watching from above, Simon mut-
tered approval. He glided into the
storehouse, found the instrument
which he had last fashioned. When
he emerged again, he let it drop into
the hands of Mar Del.

A short time later, having again
picked up the trail of the Antarean
general to whom Simon had been
brought, Mar Del had slugged a pilot
and stolen a small space vessel. Soon

“Wheat is this thing, anyway?” de-
manded Mar Del.

“This is a will-dampener,” ex-
plained the Brain. “Curtis and I
worked it out a good while ago. It
radiates a force that neutralizes al-
most completely the neuronic cur-
rents in an animal’s brain cells, makes
him stupid and docile as a lamb.”

“Do you plan to use it on Gorma
Hass?" asked Mar Del eagerly.

“It would have only a slight effect
on the average man, and no effect at
all on Gorma Hass.”
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AR DEL looked puzzled, but

Simen did net explain further.
Mar Del lEeefea out, caught sight be-
lew of the ship they were trailing,
and put on the rocket-beakes. He
walted untll the other ship had
coasted to a landing, then landed him-
self several miles away,

Another few minutes, and they
were before the palace of Gorma
Hass. They saw the Antarean gen-
eral leave the palace cheerfully.

“Now,” said Simon, “perhaps he is
alone.”

The palace was a huge plamt-build-
ing, in the general style of Sagittarian
architecture. Mar Del approached it
boldly, carrying both Simon and the
will-dampener.

“Waom’t the guards stop us?” he
asked.

“You need fear no guards,” re-
turned Simon. “Gomma Hass has no
need of them.”

No one interfered with them as Mar
Del entered the palace. Simon
watched him curiously as Mar Del
strode directly through a corridor to
one of the elevator machines. “How
did you know where to go?” he quer-
ied.

“I can’t say,” admitted Mar Del
“But I have a feeling that this is the
way to Gorma Hass.”

Simon himself had the same feel-
ing. He said nothing more as Mar
Del walked down another corridor
and entered a small room. They both
stared at the occupant of this room.

Simon knew that Mar Del was see-
ing a man in his own image. But
what Simon himself saw was a trans-
parent serum-case, with a living brain
inside. In front of the case were two
glags lens-eyes, mounted on fllexible
stalks. He could see also the aper-
ture of a mechanical speech-appara-
tus. He was looking at the image of
himself. And he knew that neither of
them was viewing the real Gorma
Hass.

With one of his magnetic traction
beams he pressed a stud on the will-
dampener Mar Del was carrying. A
low-buzzing sound filled the room.

“You are daring, you stramgers,”
rasped Gorma Hass. “But you will
not escape with your lives.”

CHAPTER IX
Joon to the Resaue

SURROUNDED
by a group of the
astonished Vardri,
Curt MNewton
stepped back and
surveyed his han-
diwork. He had
dug a pit four or
five feet in depth
in the green soil,
filling it with
pieces of woed ob-
tained from nativetrees,

The trees themselves had been
chopped down with sharp stone axes
that he had shown one of the Vardri
how to prepare. He had covered over
the top of the hole with a smooth
clayey soil to be found in the neigh-
borhood.

“Ready, Varra?” he called.

“Yes, Cur-tis.”

The girl smiled proudly at the
thought of having a part in the ac-
complishment of such strange and
wonderful feats. She clumsily moved
back and forth a primitive bow that
Curt had fashioned. The bowstring
of animal sinew was coiled around a
wooden spindle that whirled in a
groove cut in a piece of hard wood.
As she continued to move the bow,
several pieces of tinder placed in the
groove began to smoke from the fric-
tion. Then a small clear flame sprang
u

p.

One of the Vardri sprang back with
a sudden cry. “More magic!l" he
yelled. “Evil magjic!”

It was Lherr. Curt grimaced in
slight disgust. In the short period
he had been with the tribe, he had
already found Lherr to be a trouble-
maker. But now he had no time for
arguments. He inserted a small dry
branch into the flame, transferred the
flame to the pit. The wood in the pit
caught fire, began to smolder. A thick
black smoke began to pour from a vent
Curt had made.

He straightened up with satisfac-
tion. If he remembered his history
of science properly, it would take a
full day for the experiment to reach
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completion, but when it had done so,
he would have an ample supply of
charcoal to begin the smelting of iron
and copper.

It was the copper that he wanted
most. He had thought it would be
easy to find lumps of the native metal
in this copper-rich world, but all his
searching had been without success.
He had been forced to resort to the
usual metallie ores, He had searched
for and discovered deposits of differ-
ent copper sulfides and iron oxides.

“Varra wishes to help,” offered the
girl. “What next?”

“Let me see.” Curt frowned. “I
think the skins of some of those amni-
mals I killed will make a useful pair
of bellows.”

He began to describe how he
wanted the skins sewn together.
Varra listened with an expression of
intelligence, but with complete lack
of comprehension,

“Why do you wish them sewn to-
gether? Will you wear them as a
head dress?”

Curt sighed. “No, Varra. I wish
to be able to create a strong current
of air.”

“Air? Wihat is thad?”

“It’s the stuff we breathe,” ex-
plained Curt. “It’s all around us.”

“But that is nothing,” objected the
girl. “All around us is etty?™

This time Curt groaned. Imagine
trying to carry on his work with the
aid of a savage assistant, a girl so
ignorant she didn’t even know there
was such a thing as air! And yet,
thought Curt, she was intelligent. It
was simply that her mind had never
been exposed to any of the knowl-
edge which went to make up modern
science. Soom Curt would be need-
ing a real assistant. Some one like
Otho, with his quick mind and inifni-
table skill, or Grag, with his eneoi-
mous strength, or Jean Randall—

E straightened with a sudden

gasp. eaA Randalll Of
course, He felt a flush ef shame as
he stared at the transparent metal
erystal that Simen had made. Beund
to his wrist, it was the ene pessessien
he had left of all his seientific eguip-
fent. But he had hitherte been se

preoccupied with the tasks and the
difficulties that faced him that he had
neglected it. And he had inexcusably
neglected Joan, too.

His eyes gleamed suddenly. *Joam?"
he thought intensely. “Joan Ran-
dall! Can you hear me?”

The blue-skinned girl studied his
silent face in astonishment. To her
it appeared that Curt had taken leave
of his senses. A few momments passed.

“Joan!” his mind repeated. *“Can
you hear me?”

A startled volce seemed to speak
in his brain. “Curt! Are you all
right?”

“All right, Joan. But I'm cast
away on a planet in one of the systems
of Sagittarius.”

“Curt!” came Joan’s horrified voice.
“You’re allome?

“No, I've come across a savage race.
I'm working to build apparatus, and
I've got an assistant, a very affractive
blue-skinned girl of the Vegan type.”

“Don’t joke, Curt,” replied Joan,
with a touch of coldness. “I’ll speak
to the System President. We’ll fit
out a relief expedition right away.”

“No Joan, you have no quick way
to reach me. You'd have to build a
special ship with either the vibration
drive or the dimension-traveling de-
vice. And long before you could do
that, it would be too late.”

“Then what—" began Joan help-
lessly.

“Joan, can Ezra spare you from
that thief-catching case?”

“We finished the other day.”

“Good. Are you still sorry,” de-
manded Curt, “that you couldn’t come
along with us to Antares?”

“Of course, Curt, but I don't under-
stand what you meam!” replied Joan
in astonishment.

“Simon and I long ago considered
the possibility of mind tramsference.
Wiith the aid of a device like our
metal crystal, it's almost certain that
your mind could take possession of
a body in this plamet.”

There was a short pause. “I'm will-
ing to try the experiment,” said Joan
finally. “But I don’t understand why
it’s necessary.”

“Joan, I'm engaged in a race against
time. I'm having to build equipment
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here from primitive materials. And
if T had an intelligent assistant, I
could go twice as fast.”

“Is time so very important, Curt?"
she asked.

“It may mean the success or failure
of our fight against Gorma Hass.”

“Then I'm willing to try it at once,”
she answered promptly.

“You'll have to make preparatiions,”
warned Curt. “Explain to Ezra what
we intend to do. Go to the Moon.
Have him secure electrostati¢ vibra-
tion machines of a type I'll describe
for you. They're in the Moon-labo-
ratory, and Ezea knows how to get
there. And tell him that later on
he’ll have to watech over you care-
fully, almost as if you had lost your
mind.”

“Yes, Curt”

“I don’t know whether Varra will
be willing to try the experiment,”
confessed Curt. "But I believe I can
persuade her. Will you be ready
twenty-four hours from now?”

“Everything will be ready.”

“Here's the description of those
machines.” He went into detail, end-
ing finally, “Good-bye, Joan, until to-
morrow.”

Varra was still regarding him with
anmtazement as the look of intense con-
centration faded from his eyes. Now
Curt's eyes found Hhers, held them
commandingly. “Varea, have you
ever dreamed of having your spirit
visit the stars?

“Yes, Cur-tis, but I do not see
how—"

“I can cause your spirit to travel
far away, to see strange and wonder-
ful things,” Curt told her.

“But later it will returm?”
asked.

“Yes, after a time it will return.”

“Then I should like my spirit to
leave me.”

Curt nodded in satisfaction. “To-
morrow, Varra, your spirit will be in
a stramge new world.”

she

S the hour approached for the
decisive experiment, Curt was
consecious of a growing feeling of ap-
prehension. He busied himself, and
he kept Varra busy, with the work he
had laid out, but he labored with only
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half a heart. And meantime, Lherr
regarded him balefully and continued
to whisper stories of Curt’s evil
magic.

At the time he had arranged with
Joan, Captain Future settled down
once more to think intensely.

“Joan! Is everything readiy?”

“All ready, Curt,” came the re-
sponse,

“You’re sure the apparatus is ex-
actly as I've described? It's impor-
tant that there be no mistake. Re-
peat to me,” he commanded, “every-
thing that Ezra has done.”

Joan described the apparatus, while
Curt’s mind listened. “Everything
is right,” he decided fiirdlly. “Now,
Joan, I'm going to break contact. I'm
giving my metal crystal to Varra.
You know what to do?”

“Yes, Curt,” she replied with quiet
confidence.

Curt wrenched his mind away
from her and turned to the blue-
skinned girl beside him. “Here,
Varra, put on this jewel.”

“It is mine?” she asked delight-
edly.

“Wihile your spirit travels. And
now, Varra, look into my eyes. First
your spirit must sleep.”

Curt’'s magnetic gaze held her, pre-
vented her from looking away. What
he saw in her eyes pleased him. The
girl seemed responsive to his will,

“You must sleep Varra,” he re-
peated, slowllyy and soothingly,
!&sleep'”

Her eyes gradually became glazed,
then closed entirely. Her breathing
slowed down. In the grip of Curt’s
powerful will, she was sinking into an
intense coma. Ia a quarter of an houe
she was ln a state of profound
hypnesis.

Curt could feel the perspiration
start out on his forehead. “Now,
Varra, your spirit must travel. You
will hear a girl’'s voice.”

Varra’s body was rigid in sleep.
Once she moved her right arm, and a
moan seemed to come from her.

Far off, at some remote spot in the
Solar System, a modulated electro-
magnetic current was pulsing through
the metal crystal on Joan’s wrist.
Dimly, Curt was conscious that some
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of the Vardri had approached them,
were staring in fear and disbelief.

But he knew that he must not think
of them. He kept his mind on Varra.

“Your spirit no longer belongs to
you, Varra,” he said softly, “It
wishes to leave. Do not hold it.”

The moments passed, and the girl
remained deep in slumber. For the
first time, Curt’s mind began to con-
sider the possibility of failure, and
the thought made his heart falter with
dismay. Tihen he secured a grip on
himself. He couldn’t fail! Simon
and he had been too confldent in their
caleulations.

Curt was dimly eonscious of the
chief, Kuru, whispering to Lherr, and
of the latter whispering back. He
caught a few words.

“It is more of his evil magie.
has imprisoned Varra's spirit.”

Then he shut the natives out of his
mind again, and centered his atten-
tion completely on the girl.

Suddenly she seemed to sigh. Her
eyes opened, looked around wonder-
ingly, fastened on Curt’s face.

The lips moved with difficulty, as if
unaccustomed to making the strange
sounds. “Curt—is it you?” The
words were English.

“Joan! You’re here, saffie!”

The Vardri, hearing the unfamiliar
sounds that came from Varra's lips,
broke into terror-stricken flight. Curt
grinned, started to put his arms
around the girl, started to kiss her—
and then drew back. She stared at
him, her face puzzled.

He

CHAPTER X
The Swverdis BBingoMdsaece

“Cuirt!! What's
wrong?” ghe asked.
“Nothing,” he
returned sheep-
ishly. “‘@mliny 1
don’t feel this is
entirely you.”

“I don’t feel it's
myself, either,”
confessed Joan.

“I froorresee
troublle’” sadid

Curt. “These savages realize that
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something peculiar has happened, al-
though they're not at all sure what it
is.”

“Then don’t you think we’d better
get started at the work for which you
brought me here?”

Curt nodded, and began to explain
to her in detail what the situation
was. Joan found that the hands and
fingers of her new body had a strange
facility in earrying out certain
mechanical actions, such as the sew-
ing together of skins by means of
animal sinews. She set to work at
several of the tasks Varra had left
unidone, and Curt was pleased to see
how rapidly she completed them.

He went ahead with his smelting
of copper in earnest now. A deposit
of radium or uranium would have
solved many of his difficulties, but
lacking these, copper was the one
metal he needed most.

He had constructed a small rough
furnace of rocks, and now he filled it
with a charge of the copper ore and
began burning off the sulfur. The
acid smoke began to roll out of the
space he had left for the exhaust.

“But, Curt,” asked Joan, “why are
you so insistent on getting copper
first?” Wouldn't iron be more useful
to you?”

Curt shook his head. “Wiat I'm
after now, Joan, is a source of atomic
energy.” He called her by name as
if he had been accustomed all his life
to seeing Joan Randall in the shape
of this blue-skinned savage girl. “You
remember how Grag gets his power?”

“He eats copper.”

“Of course. He has an atomic dis-
integrator inside him that breaks cop-
per atoms down into hydrogen and
helium, and releases plenty of energy
in the process.”

“But,” she objected, “you haven't
got any device for setting off the dis-
integration.”

“For that,” said Curt, “two things
are necessary. First of all I'll need
certain catalysts, made up of salts of
rubidium and some of the rare earth
elements. I've already located a
source of these metals, and although
it will be difficult to obtain the salts
pure, a small amount of impurity will
do no harm. The second fiecessity is
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a source of high voltage”

“You can’t get that”

“I think I can,” asserted Curt.
“Only a few million volts are neces-
sary. There’s an easy way to attain
it:)

“Lightning!” exclaimed Joan.

Curt nodded. “From what old
Kuru, the chief, has told me, light-
ning storms are one of the most
greatly feared maiifestations of the
gods on this planet. When the next
one comes, I hope to be ready for it.”

WAYOW that Curt had a skilled as-

sistant, the work progressed
more rapidly than before. There were
a great many details to which he had
formerly been forced to attend him-
self, Joan toek these off hig hands,
leaving him free te devete himselt to
the mere diffieuit seientific problems
he was forced te tackle.

Curt selected an old dead tree,
which had already been hit several
times by lightning, as a likely object
to be struck again. It stood stark and
isolated on a small hilltop, an ideal
target. He fashioned some of his cop-
per into rough and uneven wires, and
stretched them around several limbs
of the tree, so that whenever the light-
ning struck, the current would be sure
to reach his reaction mixture,

This he placed in a hollow spot in
the center of the tree. “From now
on,” he told Joan, “it's up to the light-
ning gods. And as Kuru asserts that
they've been quiet for a long time,
there’s a good chance that they’ll start
up again soon.”

He noticed that Lherr, still mutter-
ing about evil magic, had watched his
strange doings in the tree. Curt
frowned. “That man will cause us
real trouble yet. Keep an eye on him,
Joaﬂ.”

But beyond his muttering, Lherr
made no apparent attempt to do harm.
Curt went on with his preparations
while waiting for the lightning storm.

It came one night, with a crash of
thunder that awakened him from a
sound sleep. He started up to find the
tribe staring at the heavens, expres-
sions of awe and terror on their faces.
Kuru and several other of the elders
were repeating magic formulas in-

tended to keep the fearful bolts away
from them.

After that first crash of thunder,
there followed a period of silence.
But the whole sky seemed alight with
darting, zigzagging streaks of light-
ning. An aura of light played around
the old dead tree, although it had not
yet been struck.

“Something in the nature of St.
Elmo’s fire,” muttered Curt.

The air seemed alive with electric-
ity. Then it began to rain gently.
The aura of light disappeared, and for
a brief moment the heavens were dark.
Suddenly, with terrifying abruptness,
the thunder roared again. A vivid
light streaked down from the heavens,
tore into the top of the hill. Kuru
broke off his magic chant, and howled
in dismay.

“No wonder,” chattered Joan, “that
they're afraid! I don't feel any too
safe mysdft™

“That’s because you're inhabiting
Varra’s body, and you've taken over
an entire system of fear reflexes.”

The lightning began to strike more
and more rapidly. Once it hit be-
tween old Kuru and Lherr, and both
men leaped away in terror. Then the
streaks of light began to move away.

“It’s going to miss the tree after
all!” groaned Curt, “and we’ll have to
wait for the next—"

A deafening crash drowned out his
words. The copper wire on the dead
tree glowed with sudden incan-
descence, and the next moment the
tree itself had leaped into Aame. In
the midst of the crackling wood, the
copper mixture blazed like a minia-
ture sun.

“That’s done it!” cried Curt excit-
edly. “Wa'wve got our atomic power!
From now on everything is smooth
sailing. I'll be able to smelt plenty of
iron and any other metal we nesdi!™

“But will you be able to build a
space sitnip?”

“Not a ship like -the Comet, of
course. But there’ll be no trouble in
constructing a small simple one. Once
you have atomic power, Joan, you
have the secret of handling metals.”

E thunder was finglly rumbling
away. Old Kuru, followed closely
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byLherr and the rest of the tribe, was
approaching with a troubled expres-
sion on his face.

“Captain Fu-ture,” he said, “your
magjic is not good!”

I‘My mm?’l

“The gods have struck too close to
the tribe. It is a warning. They de-
mand a victim.”

“That has nothing to do with my
magic.”

“But it has,” interrupted Lherr an-
grily. “It is your magic that has
changed Varra's spirit, and called the
thunder of the gods to the old tree. It
is evil, and must end.”

“My magic,” returned Curt in exas-
peration, “is just begianing. Go,
Lherr, and leave us in peace, and let
us have no more talk of a victim to be
sacrificed to the gods. Else your
spirit will soon be traveling like Var-
ra’s among the stars.”

Lherr’'s eyes gleamed wildly. “Let
us kill this magician before he be-
witches us all!” he cried, and rushed
at Curt, his heavy club seinging.

Curt stepped in quickly and caught
the handle of the club before it could
begin its descent. For a fraction of
a second, Lherr, struggled frantically
to release it from his grip. Then Curt
pulled the primitive weapon away
from him, and Lherr, howling with
fear, flledl. Kuru and the others of the
tribue had made no move to interfere.
Now they moved away slowly.

“I'm afraid of him,” said Joan un-
easily. “Curt, he has to be watickneadit”

“He won't be able to hurt us,” prom-
ised Curt. “The first thing I'm going
to do is make myself a real weapon.
And I start now, without waiting for
the morning.”

With Joan close behind him, Curt
approached the still burning tree. Us-
ing a small metal ladle he had pre-
pared in advance, he removed some of
the disintegrating copper from the
ground where it had fallen.

“We’ll let the rest of it remain
where it is, and disintegrate until the
reaction is completed,” he told Joan.
“Meanwhile, I need that iron ore mix-
ture”

Wiith Joan to help him, he worked
steadily until dawn. By that time he
had freed the iron from its ore, and

fashioned it into an uneven tube,
about two feet long, with a trigger at
one end, and a suitable atomic disin-
tegration mixture within,

He pointed the open end at the
ground, pulled the trigger. A yawn-
ing hole appeared where the charge
had struck.

“More like an atom-cannon than an
atom-pistol,” observed Curt. “But it's
effective, and will impress people like
Lherr. Now to start getting ready for
building that ship.”

But the gigantic task of building a
space ship on this primitive world was
destined never to be completed. One
night, about a week after the fateful
lightning storm, Curt heard the noise
of rockets, and looked up to see a
blazing trail of sparks in the heavens.

“A space ship!” cried Joan.

“Yes,” agreed Curt. “It was headed
toward the other side of the lake, so it
isn’t likely to be too clese. Probably
the Sverds, as they've been here be-
fore.”

“You won't be able to finish your
own shiip?”

“Not for a long while. Joan, I'm
going to forget about the ship for a
time. I may not even need it. I'm go-
ing to take some of those instruments
I made and use them for another pur-
pose.”

“But what will you do if the Sverds
come here?"
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“TIhat's what I intend to prepare
for,” said Curt. “I'wve heard some
curious stories about them from Ki
Dlock and Hol Jor, and although 1
don’t doubt what they've told me, I'd

like to see these creatures with my
own eyes.”

OAN looked at him apprehen-
sively.

“They’re invulnerable, Curt. That
atom-gun won't afffect them.”
“It won’t,” agreed Curt. “But all

the same 1 think I'll be able to protect
myself. We’ll have to hurry, Joan.
First we’ll have to take that miniature
cyclotron I built and hide it under-
ground, in a hole I'll dig out with my
atom-gun. We may have a use for it
later. Next I want to put together
some of those electromagnetic field
deflectors.”

Working rapidly, Curt dismantled
some of the instruments he had al-
ready constructed to aid in navigating
the ship, putting them together for a
different purpose. As the hours
passed, he was conscious that from
time to time, the blue-skinned savages
came to observe him curiously, but
witheut hostility,. He noted that
Lherr was not among them,

The blue sun was once more high
in the heavens when Curt paused with
sattisfaction. “That'll do for a time,”
he decided. “Joan—"

Joan was staring off in the distance.
“Curt!” she gasped. “The Swverdis!

From the direction of the lake, a
pair of the huge gray monsters were
approaching. Curt noted their steady
gait, their stupid, beast-like faces, the
rows of instruments at their belts.

“I think I have part of the answer,
Joan,” he said thoughtfully.

“Tihere’s Lherr!” she pointed. “He's
betrayed you to the Sverds! This is
his revetge!”

“It'll be a poor revenge,” said Curt,
his eyes never ‘leaving the approach-
ing monsters. “"As I figure it, Joan,
the Sverds can pass through ordinary
objects because their atomie vibra-
tlons are in quite different planes
from our own. Simon and I agreed
long ago that such a thing was pos-
sible. As a matter of fact, we had the
evidence in that demaderialization
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trick that Ul Quorn used.”

“But, Curt, don’t stand there just
looking at them. We'll have to es-
cape !

“We stay here, Joan,” asserted
Curt. “Of course, if my theory is cor-
rect, the Sverds are merely ghosts to
us, just as we are nothing more than
ghosts to them. You may wonder then
how they can affect us. The answer
to that lies in their instruments,
which emit rays and projectilles that
can make the transition from one
foem of vibration to another.”

“Is that what you were putting to-
gether?”

“No. Unfortunately, neither Simon
nor I reached the point where we
could actually make that transition.
However, it's time to test whether
they're really invulnerable.”

He aimed the atom-gun, squeezed
the triggee. The atom-blast passed
through the Sverds, leaving them un-
affected. But it dug a hole in the
ground ia froat of Lherr, and the
blue-skinned savage stared at it open-
mouthed for a second, and then ran as
it all his devils were after him.

One of the Sverds lifted a metal rod
from the belt around his middle, ex-
actly such a rod as Ki Illock had seen
a Sverd use in blasting one of his sol-
diers, and poiated it at the waiting
man and girl. Curt could feel Joan
shiver as she ¢lung to him.

CHAPTER XI
The Birdl Men

FOR Grag and

Otho, left by the

Brain in Anfren,

planet of Hel Jof,

the tinmme passed

witthh maddening

slowness. Without

the directing in-

fluence of Curt

Newton oF Simon,

theiirr artificially

created lives

seerried at first both aimless and use-

less. 1Ia Anfren itself there was an

atmesphere of Hhopelessness that
helped to intensify this attitude.

To Grag, indeed, life did after a



WORLDS

time seem to hold out a single attrac-
tion—the prospect of a good fight
whenever the soldiers of Goema Hass
finally attacked.

“Let me get at those Sverds,” he
growled. “Strong, are they? Tl
show them what real power is!”

Otho considered this boast for a
moment without replying. “Your
strength will do no good, Grag,” he
declared fiivadlly. “What we need to
fight Gorma Hass is brains. This is a
job for me.”

“Wihy, you vacuum-headed refugee
from an unwashable test-tulse!” roared
Grag, for a moment aroused to his old
fury at Otho’s conceit. “Do you mean
to say that you see a way to conquer
Gorma Hass where Simon didhd™”

“Not yet,” answered Otho modestly.
“But I'm working oa a plan,” he
added, with cautious vagueness.

Grag growled again, then subsided
into silence. Wiitthout the presence
of Curt Newton or the Braln, his quar-
rels with Otho lacked zest, and were
soon broken off. But he did notice
that from that time on Otho began to
have spells of intense concentration,
as if he were maturing some great
plan.

Eventually there came the day when
the soldiers of Gorma Hass were re-
ported assembling on a nearby planet.
Grag’s photoelectric eyes brightened
in anticipation. Then Hol Jor and
Ber Del, accompanied by Ki Illok, ap-
peared before the robot and android.

“We are leaving,” announced Hol
Jor. “You will take the Comet and
follow us.”

“You mean we're surrendering An-
fren to Gorma Hass without a gt
rumbled Grag, outraged.

“Our forces are inferior. Better to
conserve them now that they may
fight all the more effectively later.”

“We do nothing but run,” put in
Ki Illok, bitterness in his voice. “Soon
we shall have forgotten entirely how
to fliggiint.”

“We wouldn’t be running if Curt
Newton were here,” retorted Grag.
“Nor Simon, either. Simon, alone,
had the courage to invade Gorma
Hass’ stronghold. But you fellows—"

Ber Del’s blue face turned a faint
purple. “The Brain left you orders
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to assist us, not to argue with us. Do
you intend to obey hinm?”

Grag muttered to himself. Ber Del
had him there. Wihatever else he did,
he couldn’t disobey the Brain’s ex-
plicit command. He nodded amgrily.

Shortly afterward, Ber Del's ship
and the Comet rose above Anfren and
streaked through the emptiness of
space away from Amntares, toward a
neighboring star.

E planet on which they finally

landed reminded Grag and Othe

of thelr owh Moon. Its gfavity wag

low, its surface reugh and meuntain-

eus, and its atmesphere s thin that

the t_igman beings had treuble breath-
ing it

To Otho, who could breathe almost
any air with some oxygen in it, and
to Grag, who didn't breathe at all,
this caused no difficulty. Wrhile the
human members of the group were
forced either to wear clumsy space
suits or else move cautiously and
avoid over-exertion, the robot and the
android wandered about freely.

It was Otho who directed their trips
of exploration. Grag, puzzled by the
purposefulness of the android’s man-
ner, in vain demanded an explanation.

“I’ll bet you yourself don’t know
what you're looking for,” he decided
at last.

“Wait till we find it,” replied Otho.
“Then I'Hl explain.™

But the days passed, and still the
explanation did not come. Grag no-
ticed that Otho wore a small instru-
ment on his wrist, and consulted this
frequently. It was obviously not a
compass, for Otho referred to it even
when he knew perfectly well in what
direction they were going, and it was
just as obviously not a watch. Grag
racked his artificial sponge-metal
brain in a vain attempt to guess its
purpose, eventually to give up ia dis-
gust.

It was more than two weeks after
they had landed on the rocky planet
that Otho finally glanced at his wrist,
and uttered a cry of exultation,

“Ah, I think I've found it!”

“You've found what?” rumbled
Grag.
“Radium! This thing on my wrist
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is a tiny, very sensitive electroscope
that the Chief invented some time
back, It indicates a fair-sized deposit
of orea few dozen feet undierground.”

“So what? Why just the big mys-
tery about a bit of radiuwm?”’

“Because it's necessary for my
plam!™ exclaimed Othe eagerly.
“Grag, do yeou remember how the
Chief got out of trouble on the Moon,
some time back, when we were all
hunted as outlanxs?”

“He invented a damping-Wave trans-
mitter to inhibit electronic move-
ment.”

“Exactly. For a piece of scrap iron,
Grag, you've got a better memory than
I thought,” admitted Othe. “I helped
him build it, and I remember what he
did. Why can’t we build one to use
against Gorma Hass?”

“We can. But it woulda’t work.”

“Why not?” demanded Otho. “Don’t
the soldiers of Gorma Hass use afomic
power in their space ships and their
weapons? Doesn't atomlc pewer de-
pend on accelerating the electron
movements? Donm’t these rays inhibit
the acceleration? Grag,” sald Otho
Eompously, “I give you my werd of

erior as a sclentist, this deviee will
stop the men of Gorma Hass celd in
thelr tracks! Wiken it dees that, we'll
do our fighting with e¢lubs and spears
—and then yeu’ll be able to use that
great strength of yours.”

Grag still looked uncenvinced. “It
sounds good,” he granted, “but if it
was as simple as that, why didn’t the
Chief or the Braln think of it?”

“Maybe they did, but just kept the
idea to themselves.”

Grag shook his head. “Now that I
have a chance to think of it, I remem-
ber the Chief saying it wouldn’t be
any good in-a real war, against an
enemy who knew the danger. But,
anyway, we’ll go ahead, Wihere do I
core if on this?”

“You dig,"” said Otho. I'll tell you
where. Just follow directions and
you'll be all right. And keep that
Eek of yours away frem here, because
if he swallows any radium ore, I'll
dissect that moon-pup limb from limb
to get it back again.”

Grag barked out a word of com-
mand, and Eek, along with Otho’s pet,

backed hastily away from the scene
of operations. Then Grag went to
work, his great metal hands tearing
the dirt and rock away with all the
speed of a dredging machine.

FTER a time Otho noticed that
Grag was speeding up.

“It’s radium emanations,” explained
Grag. “They stimulate my reflexes.
Come on over and try some.”

“Not me,” retorted Otho hastily.
“Not without a lead suit. They'd fry
my plastic flesh a little too much for
comfort. How close are you to the
ore?”

“Just a few more feet to dig.”

“Then I'll go back to the camp, and
tell the others to prepare the copper
and other metals that we'll need.”

An hour later when Otho proudly
returned, accompanied by the curious
and unbelieving star-captains, he
found that Grag had stopped working.
The giant robot had clambered out of
the hole he himself had dug and was
in the midst of what appeared to Otho
to be an admiring circle of great birds.

They were an inch or two below six
feet in height, about two feet in
width, and possessed of intelligent,
inquisitive faces that reminded Othe
strongly of penguins. But instead of
being covered with feathers, their
bedies were shielded by layers of
thick transparent material faintly re-
sembling scales. They carried what
looked like bronze spears, four feet
in leagth. One of them, slightly taller
than the rest, carried a spear appar-
ently made of gold.

Not far away from Grag, Eek was
gazing at the strange creatures in sur-
prise. Otho’s eyes searched the
ground, and saon located Oog, whe
had taken no chances and turned into
a perfect imitation of a rock.

Satisfied that his own pet was safe,
Otho approached Grag amgrily.

“Wihat’s the idea of stopping
work?"” he demanded.

“Tihese people came over here to see
what was happening. Amnd, besides,
I wanted to see what they were.”

“You call these things people?” de-
manded Otho. “They're birds!™

“They are the Teuri,” put in Hol
Jor. “I had heard of them, although
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I had never seen them before.
are intelligent and friendly.”

“They were admiring me,”
served Grag.

“Then they can’t be very intelli-
gent,” returned Otho. “Whhat do they
want?”

“I don’t know. They don’t seem to
have any language we can speak or
understand,” said Grag. “They just
make clucking sounds.”

“The Chief would have discovered
how to talk to them. Anyway, Grag,
you've got no time to waste being ad-
mired. You've got to finish digging
out that radium ore.”

Grag nodded, and began to dig
once more, while Otho set up the
apparatus he would need, First of
all were the space suits, which were
to be covered with lead so as to repel
the dangerous radiations. Then there
was a great sheet of copper which
Grag would hammer ifto a spherical
shell intended to radiate the danip-
ing ray. Flnally there were nuinerots
instruments which Otte had taken
from the Comét.

The Teuri watched as Otho made
all these preparations, It was evident
that they admired Grag for his great
strength, and when he began to beat
the copper sheet into a spherical shell,
the chorus of clucking sounds became
deafening.

“They look powerful,” thought
Otho. “Amd their spears will make
good weapons. If they think so
highly of Grag, he might persuade
them to work or fight for us. They’ll
be useful when the time comes for
that hand-to-hand struggle.”

As several days passed and the
apparatus approached completion,
Otho strutted around <connecting
wires, adjusting the instruments, and
behaving in general like a man who
was the brains of his organizatien and
knew it,

They
ob-

RAG, the metal sphere com-

‘ letely formed, stared at him and
then laughed.

“Somebody might think you in-
vented this outfitt!” he jeered. “You're
only taking over what Curt and Simon
discovered. And I bet you don’t
knew the whole story about it. You

don’t know why the Chief said it
would be useless in a real war, against
an enemy who knew the damger.”

“I know enough to make this work,
and that requires more imtelligence
than you possess,” retorted Otho.
“Lift that sphere into place, Grag.
Excellent. You’re not a bad assistant
at that. And now we're ready to go.”

Hoi Jor, Ki Illok, and Ber Del
were watching curiously. Otho threw
the switch that sent the power racing
into the wave-transmitter, and a loud
drone filled the air. But nothing else
happened.

“Is that all?” asked Ber Del in dis-
appointment.

“All?” repeated Otho. “Wait until
you see what this does! Hoi Jor,
point your atom-pistol at my headi™

“Very well,” said Hoi Jor. He
raised the slender weapon,

“Now pull the triggert™

“Wait a minute!” cried Grag, leap-
ing forward. He knocked the pistol
to one side, and a beam lanced into
the ground, transforming a piece of
rock into a few wisps of vapor.

Otho’s natural complexion was a
pale white. But for a moment he
seemed to turn faintly green. “Wihhat
—what happened?” he stanwmered.
“That plistel wasn’'t suppoesed to

work.”

“You forgot somethnimg!” de-
clared Grag. “Let me look at the ap-
paratus! Ah, I see what's wromng!
The Chief used three condensers,
where you've got only two! You
were a little over-cwnfident, Othw!™

Otho, chastened, turned off the
switch, and hurriedly inserted
another condenser into the oscilla-
tory circuit. The next time, when he
made connections, Hol Jor’s atom-
pistel did not fire.

But Hol Jor did not attempt to
test it on Otho’s head. He pointed
the weapon at a rock, and Otho was
satisfied to let him use that object
for his experiment.

After Hol Jor had failed, the other
star-captains attempted to use their
own weapons. These, too, were use-
less.

“You see,” cried Otho triumphantly,
“no device that depends on atommc
disintegrationn can function within
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thousands of miles of here. Atom-pis-
tols, space-ship engines, heating out-
fits, refrigeration units—all are use-
less so long as this apparatus is in op-
eration! Now let the Sverds come!
We’re ready for thew!™

It was just at that moment that
Otho felt a fllipper-like hand grasp
each of his arms. One of the bird-
men was on each side of him, an ex-
pression of grim anger on the pen-
guin-like faces. Each star-captain
was likewise in the grip of a pair
of the Teuri, while Grag had been
paid the compliment of being sur-
rounded by at least a dozen of them.

Otho stared in bewilderment. *“I
thought they were friendly! What's
wrong?”

“That,” said Ki Illok, and pointed.

Eek, the moon-pup, was cowering
at one side. Lying on the ground
near him was the. remnant of the
golden spear which one of the Teuri
had been holding. Otho did not need
to ask what had happened. The
voracious moon-pup, with his insa-
tiable appetite for metal, had been
caught in the very act of devouring
the speaw!

CHAPTER XI11I
The Solffiass Axrivec
IT WAS

useless
to resist. The
very machine

which Otho had

set im operation,

by rendering tthe

atom-pistols wse-

less, made it im-

possible for him

and the star-cap-

tains to deffend

themselves. Grag

alone, by virtue of his superior
strength, might have escaped, but any
struggle on his part would have led
to the death or injury of the others,
and Grag judged it wiser to submiit.
“This 1s the second time this trip
that we've suffered because of that
overgrown moon-pup's appetite,” said
Otho bitterly, as they were led away
to a chorus of clucking sounds. “Why
did he have to pick on the one spear
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that those birds seem to hold sacredi?”

“How was he to know?” defended
Grag.

“Wandler what they’ll do to us,” re-
marked Ber Del.

It was a deft change of subject,
thought Otho, but hardly a chamge
for the better. As the Teuri led them
forward, they suddenly found them-
selves approaching an underground
entrance. A pale greenish light
seemed to come from the walls of a
tunnel. Probably the result of radiio-
activity, thought Otho,

They moved ahead several hundred
feet through a high but narrow pas-
sageway, and found themselves un-
expectedly in a huge grotto. The
walls glittered with the same greenish
light that had illuminated their way,
and by its ghastly glare Otho could
glimpse directly in front of them
what appeared to be the grandfather
of all the bird-men.

It took him a moment to realize
that it was a statue he saw, standing
in a great niche in the wall, and glow-
ing with a light of its own. And it
was not exactly like the bird-men
in shape, either.

It was almost twenty feet in height,
and about seven in width. But there
were four arms, instead of the usual
pair with which the Teuri were sup-
plied, and each arm held a silver
spear. Flames seemed to come from
the penguin-like beak, and a glow of
blue-green fire from the entire great
body.

“The Teuri use radium freely,”
commented Ki Illok,

Otho nodded. He was a little un-
certain as to what would come next,
but he had an idea it would not be
pleasant. This statue was undoubt-
edly the bird-god of the tribe. And
when a group of strangers was
brought before the deity of savages,
human or bird-like, it was not simply
for the sake of making introductions.
There were a few sacrifices in the
offing.

He looked around at the faces of his
companions. The star-captains, who
were just as much aware as he was
of what was coming, showed no fear,
but only curiosity. Strange, thought
Otho, the way these human beings
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reacted. All along they had been
afraid of what would happen to
their people at the hands of Gorma
Hass. But when danger threatened
them personally, it meant little to
them.

As for Grag—well, Otho liked to
stir the big robot up, arouse his fury
by making some remark directed at
his vanity, even jeer at him occa-
sionally for being afraid, but to tell
the truth, there was not an iota of
fear built inte Grag’s sponge-metal
brain. If it came to the worst, he
would go down fighting courageously
—provided he went down at all. The
fact was that Otho didn’t see exactly
how the bird-eaen could harm Grag,
anyway.

The huge grotto was filling slowly
with the Teuri, The one whose
golden spear had been partly de-
voured by Eek was approaching
slowly, making his clucking sounds.

Otho racked' his brains in an at-
tempt to discover a way out of the
situation. He had speed to match
Grag’s strength, and a sudden dash
might lead to his own freedom. But
it would also lead to the death of
the star-captains, with their merely
human reflexes, and that meant that
any attempt at his owna escape was
out. He would have to think of some-
thing else.

OST of the Teuri were making

the clucking seunds new, and
Othe was reminded of the chants of
mere human savages. He could de-
tect a sert of rhythm in the seunds,
and eccasionally even a rhyme ef twe.
As time passed the rhythfm appeared
te guieken.

Ber Del had been staring at the
huge statue of the bird-god. “Look!”
he exclaimed suddenly.

The points of the four spears the
statue held were incandescent.
“Whmt does that mean?” demanded
Grag.

“Probably the way their intend to
kill us,” replied Ber Del, “These
spear points are loaded with radium.”

“Very likely with poison as well,”
added  Hol Jor. “Just to make sure
that a touch will kill, and that death
will be instantanesus.”

The bird-man who had been leading
the chanting was now beginning to
move around in a circle, as if in a
weird dance. And then suddenly he
leaped toward the statue. With a mo-
tion so quick that none of the men
could follow it, he pulled a spear from
a pair of the extended hands, and
threw it,

It sped straight for Ber Del, oldest
of the star-captains. Its flight was so
rapid that Ber Del had no chance to
step aside. But as it drove toward
his heart, Othe flung himself at it.

Otho had need of all his super-
human speed now. He caught the
spear by the shaft just as the in-
candescent point was a foot away
from Ber Del, and flung it back. The
bird-man who had thrown it at Ber
Del received it square on his broad
body.

He fell as if blasted with an atom-
pistol. And at the same time another
chorus of clucking sounds came frem
the Teuri. Othe thought at first that
the sounds were angry ones, but the
actions of the bird-men quickl
taught him better, They were bend-
ing over toward him, as if 1a woership.

Because of his feat of skill, won-
dered Otho? And then a rapid glance
behind him gave him the answer,

The Teuri were worshipping a small
live bird-god, who had strutted out
from behind the star-captains and was
now gazing stolidly at the grotto
filled with savages. The small crea-
ture raised one if its arms, and the
clucking died away. Then the minia-
ture-deity sank down to the ground,
and becarne a stone.

“It’s Oog!” breathed Otho. “Let’s
hurry, before they change their
minds!”

The android, the robot, and the star-
captains retraced their underground
path unmolested. Arrived at the sur-
face once more, Hol Jor and the other
two men wiped the perspiration away
from their foreheads. Then Hol Jor
laughed.

“That was close,” he said. “Lucky
we had a god of of our own.”

He was wrong about the men, de-
cided Otho sadly. They had been
slightly afraid. About the only man
who would have been utterly fearless
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in such a situation was Curt Newton
himself.

Otho threw off the switch of his
wave-transmitter. “Now,” he said
confidently, “let Gorma Hass and his
soldiers come.”

ORMA HASS did not accept the

invitation persenally, but he did
send his soldiers. It was net many
days after the near-saerifice te the
Teurl bird-ged that Othe, watehin
intently, leeked up to see a sky fille
with the faint fiery trails of distant
rocket blasts. He ran hurriedly te
the wave-transmitter, and threw the
switeh,

What happened then was almost
uncanny. The rocket trails died
away, and the large space-ships from
which they had been coming thun-
dered on, their speed unchecked. Otho
heard no sound for a time, as the ships
were moving much more rapidly than
sound waves would travel. But he
could see their outlines beginning
to glow from the heat of friction de-
veloped in thelr mad onrush throtgh
the atmosphere,

“They’re going to crasih!”
claimed Ber Del,

Otho nodded happily. “They can’t
use their braking rockets. And
they've built up a terrific speed in
their journey through space.”

Grag was staring fascinated at a
single one of the two dozen space
ships. “It's moving parallel t® the
planet’s surface. It won't crash for a
long time.”

“But it will eventually,” said Otho.
“It can’t help that.”

Unexpectedly, a jet of flame came
from the ship’s fore-rockets.

Otho’s mouth dropped open
astonishment.

“Somehow,” observed Grag, “that
ship has managed to get its atomic
power working once more, Your
wave-transmitting machime is a
failure, Otho.”

Otho shook his head. “You think
it’'s a failure? Just take a look at
that!”

The other space-ships were crash-
ing. Like gigantic meteorites, each
hit the ground with a tremendous
deafening explosion. To save his ear-

ex-
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drums, plastic though they were,
Otho judged it wise to follow the
example of the star-captains, who
were protecting their ears with their
hands, and at the same time keeping
their mouths open to equalize the
pressure,

Grag, of course, being built of
metal, was not so strongly affected.

The explosions came to an end.
Wihere each space ship had struck
there was now an enormous crater,
several hundred yards in diameter.
Near the center of each crater was a
glowing lump of moltea metal. Of
living beings inside the crater, there
was no trace,

“So my machine’s a failure, is iit?”
asked Otho proudly,

“You needn’t boast,” returned Grag.
“It failed with one ship.”

“We’ll take care of the crew. Wait
till they come after us and try to use
their istols.”

They waited on the alert. It was
several hours before they saw the
line of soldiers coming toward them.
Each space ship carried almost a thou-
sand men, and, with thelr atom-pis-
tols of no use whatever, Othe figtired
that Grag’s strength would be just
about enough to enable them t6 win
the victory.

As a triple line of soldiers came
within pistol range, Otho heard a
loud yell.

“Surrender, and you will net be
hammed! Gorma Hass does fiot de-
stroy unless it is necessamyy!”

Otho smiled. Those soldiers had
a surprise coming to them. Their
weapons would be useless. - And
they hadn’t seen him or Grag yet,
they believed that there were merely
human beings to fight.

He saw the atom-pistols rise at the
word of command, saw fingers press
on triggers.

And then he watched the startled
expressions that were on the faces of
the soldiers.

“Tire to let them have it,” he de-
cided.

IVE spears sped toward the
wavering lines, Four men fell to
four of the spears, plerced through.
The fifth spear, that thrown by Grag,
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went completely through a soldier in
the first row, missed one in the second,
and transfixed another in the third.

The rows of soldiers had stopped
coming now, but a sharp word of
command urged them on -again.
Another group of spears took its toll,
then another.

At this moment, Grag stepped for-
ward and showed himself.

“Come on, you weaklings,” he
roared. “I'll lick the whole bunch
of you myselft”

The soldiers moved rapidly again,
back toward their original position.
They wanted nothing to do with the
robot.

And then the ranks parted. A beast-
faced gray monster came striding
through between the fear-stricken sol-
diers.

“A Sverd!” breathed Ki Illok.

WAMHEITHER Grag nor Otho had
1-w previously seen these feared
creatures of Germa Hass, Grag
studied the approaching menster,
then stepped ferward.

“Here’s where I pin this thing’s ears
back,” he boasted.

The Sverd was coming silently.
Wihen it reached Grag, it made no
attempt to use any of the instruments
that hung at its belt. It simply
stretched out its arms.

Otho stared, and for the first time
in his plastic life, almost fainted. For
Grag, the mighty Grag, was as help-
less a a child. The Sverd lifted him,
tucked him under one of its arms, and
strode om!

Ten minutes later, Grag, Otho, and
the star-captains were prisoners
aboard the space ship, that had not
been destroyed, headed for a destina-
tion unknown. Their own Commet,
piloted by several of the soldiers, fol-
lowed.

Grag was still in a stupor. “I can’t
see,” he complained, “how that animal
could do such a thing to me!

“Wimat I don’t understand,” said
Otho, “is why this single space ship
didn’t crash when that wave-machine
of mine went into operatiiom?™

The three star-captains sat in glum
silence, making no attempt to amswer
either of these questions.

CHAPTER XIII
GormaHirs T dkkbks

—— IN THE palace of
Gorema Hass, while
a buzzing sound
came from the ma-
chine the Brain
had -constructed,
the hand of Mar
Del closed on his
atom-pistoll. He
had been gazing
steadily at the
blue - skinned Ve-
gan whom he knew to be Gorma Hass.
He realized that the congqueror’s ap-
pearance was deceptive, and that to
the Braln he might have a totally dif-
ferenit form, but all the same it gave
him a feellng of reassurance to see
this enemy in a shape he recognized.

“That will do no good,” said the
Brain.

Mar Del realized that the Brain was
speaking to him. He was referring to
the atom-pistol.

Nevertheless, Mar Del raised the
weapon and finestl. The slender beam
of highly energized atoms passed
through the body of Gorma Hass as if
it were not there. A .round hole
foemed in the wall behind him, and
that was all.

Then the Brain spoke again. “What
are you doing in this world?” he
rasped.

For a moment Gorma Hass was si-
lent. Eventually, however, Mar Del
saw the blue-skinned Vegan whom he
knew not to be a Vegan at all break
into a smile.

“You are clever, you box-creature.
Of all those whom I have seen in this
Universe, you are the only one who
has had the intelligence to learn what
I am

“I do not know what you are. I only
suspect. I decided that you were from
out of this Universe because your
mind does not function as ours do.
What are you doing here?” Simon re-
peated. “Whhy have you come here to
destroy?”

Gorma Hass was silent again, as if
debating within himself whether or
not to reply. “Tihere is no harm in
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my telling you,” he said ffliadliy. “I1
am from a Universe where the étirva-
ture is ten times that of yeur ewm.
You could ne mere live there phys-
ically than I eould llve here.”

“You mean that you have no mate-
rial existence at all?” gasped Mar Del.

“Not here. My body is in the world
from which I have come. And my
mind can not be harnmed.”

Gorma Hass was lying, thought
Simon. His mind could be harmed,
else he would not have troubled to
state the opposite. He was siniply
trying, for his own purpeses, to cof-
vince them of his invulneratility.
Simon did not intend to let himself
be convinced.

“Wihy did you come here?” he asked
a third time.

“Life in my own Universe was be-
coming intolerable,” replied Gorma
Hass slowly. “For millions of years,
my race had been conscious of dan-
gerous radiations that have penetrated
our few worlds, slowly killing many
of us, and harming countless others,
Until recently, we looked upon these
radiations as natural phenomena,
phenomena which were beyond our
control and muist be endured.

“But a few centuries ago we dis-
covered the truth. These harmful
radiations origimated not in our own
Universe, but in amother totally alien
to us.”

“In ours,” suggested Simon.

“In yours,” agreed Gorma Hass.
“Material objects in both your Uni-
verse and our own were limited by the
boundaries of ordinary three-dimen-
sional space. But radiations, being
nothing but a form of wave-motion,
could spread into other dimensions.
Crossing a vast four-dimensional gulf,
these radiations reached us.

“Many of them were harmless in
the worlds where they originated.
But our worlds are subject to differ-
ent laws than yours. We suffered
long—and then we discovered that
these radiations were created by liv-
ing creattires.

“Since coming to your Universe, I
have learned something of its history.
Unhampered by the presence of a ma-
terial body, I have been able to travel
easily from one star to another. I
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discovered that the origin of the so-
called human race was on the plane-
tary system of the star named Deneb.

“From Deneb this race spread to
other stars, some of them many light-
years away. Everywihere that it
spread, it built cities and civilizations.
And each civilization was a source of
some form of the radiations that
caused so much harm in my own Uni-
verse.

“I came to a single conclusion.
These civilizations must be de-
stroyed.”

IMON spoke as Gorma Hass
paused.

“Not only the civilizations,” rasped
Simon. “You seek to destroy the hu-
man race itself. For even though you
reduce it to savagery, if any of its
members are left, some day they will
regain the civilization they have lost,
and you will be in danger once more.”

“It is hardly necessary to explain
to you,” said Gorma Hass with ap-
proval. “You understand only too
well. I and my Sverds are too few in
number to effect so great a task alone.
The destruction, to be effective, must
be carried out by the human beings
themselves. So I have enlisted in my
cause many of those I have already
conquered.”

“And eventually, when they have
completed your purpose, they too will
be destroyed.”

“As you are to be destroyed now.
By the Sverds.”

There was another short pause. Mar
Del saw a faint expression of surprise
beginning to form on the face of
Gorma Hass. And then there came a
sound from Simon that might have
been laughter. The Brain'’s voice-ap-
paratus was not constructed in such a
way as to permit the easy expression
of the few emotions that moved him.
But in those sounds Mar Del was
distinetly aware of a feeling of anmuse-
ment,

“It is useless to concemtrate your
will, Gorma Hass,” said the Brain.
“You can not influence us directly.
And your connection with the Sverds
is broken.”

“They will come soon.”

“Not this time. I have long been
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certain that your control over these
creatures was purely mental. Suspect-
ing that you yourself were nothing
but mind, I knew that any form of
physical control was impossible.”

“We could sense the mental control
while walking through the palace,”
put in Mar Del.

“Yes. This instrument whose buzz-
ing you hear, which I worked out
with the aid of a—a friend some time
ago, radiates a force that neutralizes
the neuronic currents in an amimal’s
brain cells. Wiithin the radius of its
vibration, the Sverds can neither have
thoughts of their own, or receive or-
ders from you.

“Now, Gorma Hass, we shall find
out whether you are as invulnerable
as you claim to be.”

Simon was bluffing, Mar Del felt
sure. But for one long breathless mo-
ment he saw an expression of doubt
on the Vegan face of Gorma Hass.
And then a Sverd walked into the
room,

The creature faced Gorma Hass.

“I shall do your will,. Master,” it
said.

Then it turned around and saw
Simon and Mar Del.

CHAPTER XIV
Salditar ftor tiacEnewrny

AS THE Sverd
lifted the rod to
blast him and Joan,
Curt Mewton
moved swiiftly.
Joan did not see
what he had done,
but the next mo-
ment the figure of
the Sverd and the
objects about him
became dim. He
lowered his weapon and stared about
in confusion, \

“Whmat—" she began.

Curt squeezed her arm and at the
same time put a fimger to his lips.
Joan relapsed into silence.

Then they started to walk quietly
to one side. The Sverd was still star-
ing quietly at the place where they
had been, Now Joan noticed that as

they moved, the huge beasts's body
seemed to glitter slightly.

After another moment, the Sverd
turned and walked slowly away from
them, in the direction from which he
had come.

“But, Curt,” asked Joan insistentily,
“what did you do?”

“Merely turned on the invisibility
machine I had been perfecting.”

Joan shook her head. “I remember
the invisibility device you used for-
merly. It created an intense electro-
magnetic field that deflected light
rays around you, so that no one could
see you. But because no light hit
your own eyes, you couldn't see any
one else either. “Yet we could see
the Sverd.”

“This device worked on a different
principle,” explained Curt. “It bathed
our bodies in a penetrating radiation
of the nature of X-rays. Most of the
light waves that came toward us lost
their independent existence as light
and became merely modulations of the
penetrating waves. In other words,
our bodles beecame practically trans-
parent to light.”

“But not completely. A tiny part
of the light was reflected, and could
be noticed, especially if we moved
rapidly. We would seem to glitter
slightly, just as the Sverd seemed to
glitter. Of course, the reason his fig-
ure became dim is that most of the
light that came from his body to us
was also transformed into modulatory
waves.”

“But we did see him,” objected
Joan. “Whmiteas he didn’t see us at
all-l’

“Our eyes, being under the influ-
ence of the penetrating radiations,
could to some extent detect the modu-
lated light waves. His couldn’t”

Curt switched off the invisibility
machine, and the objects about them
sprang back into their usual bright
sharpness.

“Now,” he decided, “we've got some
more apparatus to construct in a hur-
ry. But with the use of atomic mo-
tors, it shouldn't take us too long.”

During the next few days, both Curt
and Joan worked feverishly. First
they created a metal shell in the shape
of a Sverd, Curt had taken ordinary
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types of clay and smelted them to re-
cover the aluminum. This he fused
with small quantities of other ele-
ments to produce a metal alloy that
was extremely light, and yet harder
than any steel. Next he hammered
the alloy inte shape.

“Luckily, the neutral color of the
alloy is about the saime as that of the
Sverds,” he said. “We won’t have to
depend on a paint that might wear of
chip off. As for the muscular
strength—well, Grag has strong mus-
cles, and we’ll pattern eur synthetie
Sverd’s after his, making them larger
though, and taking advantage of cer-
tain Improvements since the time
Grag was constructed.”

When the synthetic Sverd was
completed, Curt slipped into the com-
partment that he had built into the
body for himself, and snapped the
door shut behind him. Joan, seeing
the great beast-like body move about,
was conscious of a feeling of fear, al-
mest as if it were a real Sverd she
were watching. There might be trifling
imperfections in the metal creature’s
appearance, but she was ¢onvineed
that no human belng weuld stare at it
leng enough to find them.

“As for the Sverds themselves,”
judged Curt, “I think that they’ll be
easiest of all to fool. Acting under
the orders of Gorma Hass, and hav-
ing very little mind of their own,
they’ll probably accept me without
hesitation as one of their own kind.”

N THIS, as they were to discover,
Curt was correct. That same day,
as Curt approached the celeny ef sél-
diers sent te the planet by Germa
Hass, he was greeted with averted
glances. The seldiers agpafeﬁtly had
ne leve fer their nen-human allies.
But the Sverds themselves paid theif
apparent comrade little attentien.

Only when Curt was certain that he
himself would pass as a Sverd did he
venture to bring Joan with him as a
pretended captive. He was surprised
how little trouble he had.

No one spoke to him, either to give
orders or accept them. The Sverds,
as Curt had judged, received their
directions by telepathic means direct-
ly from Gorma Hass. He himself

could do as he pleased provided he
patterned his actions in general after
those of the real Sverds.

As the days passed, he became ac-
customed to living within his strange
metal shell. He dared leave it only
for a few moments at night, when he
was sure no one would see him. But
there was really no need to do so at
all. He had taken the precaution to
supply the inside of the shell with
both food and water, and if oceasion-
ally the strange noises of a man eating
or drinking came from the Sverd, no
one cared to examine the matter too
closely.

Meanwhile, he rejoiced in a phys-
ical strength that not even Grag could
match. It required but the touch of
his finger on a stud for him to plunge
one of his metal fists through a brick
wall, or to leap dozens of yards into
the air. In case of necessity, he could
use this strength to impress any one
who might suspect his true nature.

One characteristic of the real
Sverds, however, he lacked. Not ex-
isting, as they did, in a plane of vi-
bration different from the usual one,
he was unable to pass through mate-
rial objects, and he was vulnerable to
weapons that were sufficiently power-
ful. But neo one troubled to observe
him with care, and these deviations
from the normal were not noted.

A few days after he had joined the
company of the real Sverds, Curt
found them preparing to leave. A
dozen large space ships, each filled
with human soldiers, had landed on
the planet for a short stay. Judging
from the conversations he overheard,
these ships, along with others, would
be sent to attack some military ob-
jective in a planet populated by bird-
men.

When the ships finally took off
again, there was a real Sverd on board
each. One ship contained in addition
Curt and Joan.

As they approached the planet of
the bird-men, Curt could see it clearly
through the visor plates of the space
ship, a shining rocky sphere that re-
minded him of his own moon. Then
the rockets began to blast, decelerat-
ing.

Curt’s own ship was approaching
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the planet at a tangent instead of head
on, and to that fact he and Joan, Bs
well as the soldiers in the ship, were
to owe their lives. For as they de-
scended into the planet’s thin atmos-
phere, suddenly the rockets ceased
blasting.

“What’s happenedi?” cried Joan.

The question was addressed to Curt,
but one of the soldiers, not dreaming
that she would speak to a Sverd, took
it upon himself to answer. “Some
minor trouble in the engine,” he said
carelessly. “I¥’ll be fixed in a couple
of minutes.”

But Joan was staring at the other
ships, “Their rockets have stopped
blasting to®!”

“Wihat’s that?” The soldier’s usu-
ally pink Fomalhautian face was
white with fear. *“Then it may be
some enemy trick! We'll crasin®™

EN were already running in
panie about the ship. Curt
Newten, 1A his metal shell, thrust him-
self threugh the milling erowd and
fhade for the engine re6r.

“If it’s effective on all the ships, it
must be a damping ray,” he thought.
“Amd if it’s the kind Simon and I have
invented—well and good! But if it’s
something new—"

He shrugged within his metal shell.
If it were a new type of ray he knew
that he would not be able to find suit-
able protection against it before the
ship crashed.

In the engine room the captain and
several smudge-faced engineers, hav-
ing as they thought found a clue to
the trouble, were working excitedly
on the explosion chambers. Curt

threw them aside, and slammed the
chamber doors shut. Then he removed
from his belt one of the pistol-like in-
struments, which he, in imitation of
the real Sverds, carried with him.

He adjusted a dial on one side and
pointed the instrument at the explo-
sion chamber. Then, in front of the
muzzle he held a piece of woed, and
pulled the trigger. A thick black
smoke at once surrounded the cham-
ber. And from within there came the
faint explesion of atemie fuel,

“A Sverd who understands how an
atomic engine works!” cried the cap-
tain. “I thought they were all dull-
witted aunikmiecisr”

“He may be working directly under
orders from Gorma Hass,” said one
of the engineers. “He may not be
using his own brains at all.”

“He seems to know what he’s do-
ing!”

“You can thank your lucky stars for
that,” thought Curt, as he blasted
away at the other chambers. The
black smoke was filling the room, afnd
everywhere that it spread, the cham-
bers sprang into action once more.
Soon the braking rockets were fune-
tioning at full efficiency.

Curt remained in the engine room
until the ship had landed. Then he
returned to Joan. The soldiees were
already pouring out into the open aif.
One ot them, the plnk-skinned Fomal-
hautlan wheo had at first proclaimed
that there was ne danger, had taken
a liking te Jean, and stayed in
the ship In an attempt to persuade
her to accompany him. But at sight
of the grim leek ef purpese abeut the
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approaching Sverd. he turned and ran.

“What happened?” whispered Joan.

“The engines failed because an
atom-damping ray had been used. I
surrounded them with a thick black
carbon smoke. Carbon absorbs the
damping rays, and the engines were
able to operate again.”

“But how could you form a smoke
so quiiickly?”

Curt indicated the metal instrument
at his belt. “This is an ordinary heat-
ray pistol, whose operation does not
depend on sub-atomic processes. 1
adjusted it to low temperature and
let it act on a piece of wood. With-
out enough air for complete combuis-
tion, only the hydregen burned away,
leaving the carbon behind. Much the
same thing happened in the explosion
of the ancient black-smoke type of
explosives.”

Out in the open, the soldiers, to-
gether with the genuine Sverd who
had been in the ship, were preparing
for an attack, Curt marched out and
silently joined them. It came to him
as something of a shock when he saw
who their opponents were. Otho,

Grag, and the star-capiaims!

URT watched with great interest

the fight that ensued. He khew
that the atem-pistels were useless
within the range ef aetien of the
damping-ray fachine, and he was
anused to see the seldiers run when
Grag roeared his ehallenge.

Then he saw the other, the genuine
Sverd, slowly movihg forward, and
he knew that it was time he himself
went into action. Long before, Gor-
ma Hass must have been impressed
on the Sverds that they must help
their human companions when these
latter proved unable to conquer their
own difficulties. Help in this case
would take the form of exterminating
Othe, Grag, and the others.

But the Sverds did not harm pris-
oners. Otho and his companions must
be taken prisoner before the Sverd
could get into action.

He overtook the Sverd, passed
through the ranks of soldiers, and
found himself facing Grag.

Grag came at him with a bellow
of anger. Curt stretched out his

metal hands, grasped the mighty
robot, and tucked him under one of
his own great arms. He could feel
the robot squirming furiously, but
Grag's strength was not nearly equal
to his.

Then Curt strode on toward the
others. After what they had just
seen, Otho and the star-captains were

in a daze. In a moment, the unequal
struggle was over.
Wiithin  his metal shell, Curt

grinned to himself at the woeful faces
of his prisoners.

CHAPTER XV
LessonisnRiabbbAhnatbemny

IN THE prison to
which they had
been brought, Grag
and Otho stared
moodily at each
other and at the
star - captains, At
thelr feet played
the two pets Oog
and Eek. Grag
and Othe were ot
guite suke why
they had been permitted to keep the
animals.

“So,” observed Otho bitterly, “the
great Grag was going to tear a Sverd
to pieces as soon as he got his hands
on omne!”

“Tihey’re stronger than I thought,”
muttered Grag. “Also, Gorma Hass
is cleverer than yow thought. That
damping-ray machine of yours was
going to ruin his plans. Look what
it got us imtw!”

“It didn’t get us into amything,”
retorted Otho. “If not for the ma-
chine, we'd have been killed or taken
prisoner even sooner.”

“Oh, sure. But whena the Chief
constructed a damping-ray machine,
he didn’t have to make excuses after-
ward. Any more clever ideas?”

“Hundreds of them.” Otho began
to pace back and forth excitedly.
“Amnd one of them is first class. It's
an idea for an escape.”

“From this place?” Grag waved a
long metal arm, They were in a
nearly cubical room, forty feet high,
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and fifty feet in each of the other di-
mensions. Wihat windows the room
possessed were small and close to
the ceiling. And the doors and walls
were of some metal whose nature they
did not know. But Grag had already
tested it and found that it would not
yield to his strength.

“Yes, from this place. The win-
dows are a little more than thirty
feet from the fitmar. I can make the
leap easily, and then squeeze through
to the outside.”

“Yaouz can. But how about the rest
of us? How about me, for instmmnoe?"

“I can take you with me,” declared
Otho. 3

Otho was pleased to see the rest
of them stare at him as if there were
something wrong with his mind. He
himself knew that there wasn’t. He
had a foolproof idea this time. What
a difference there would be in their
expressions when they heard it!

“This,” said Grag, “is the first time
I ever heard of a son of a test-tube
going crazyt”

“I thought,” returned Otho, “that
you might have enough brains to
think of the idea yourself. But as
you haven’t, I see that I'll have to
explain it to you. You forget, Grag,
that you're made of detachable parts.”

“Keep your insults to yourself, you
gutta-percha guttersmipe!"

“I'm not trying to be insulting. The
idea is simply to take you apart, and
then for me to carry each part up to
the windows and outside. Once
you're out of here, I'll put you to-
gether again. Then you can over-
power a guard—"

“What!” cried Grag. “Amnd have
you give me the laugh for the rest
of your unnatural life? Newer?”

“Oh, well,” sighed Otho, “if you
consider your pride more important
than our freezing ourselves, and get-
ting the better of Gorma Hess—"
he shrugged. »

The star-captains had not hitherto
interfered in the argument. Now Hol
Jor interrupted. “I remember once
when I was in danger of capture I
escaped with important information
by disguising myself as a woman.
Can you imagine me, Hol Jor, wear-
ing a dress? But my escape resulted
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in the winning of a great battle.”

“I, too, remember,” said Ber Del,
“how in my younger days, while in
the intelligence division of the Vegan
army I worked as a menial servant,
doing the most degrading and
laborious tasks.”

“I don’t remember anything of the
kind,” growled Ki Illok, “but I do
know that if I were in Grag’s place,
I'd let myself be dismantled, and that
would be the end of it.”

“No,” remarked Otho, “we musn't
try to persuade Grag to do amything
that would hurt his dignity.”

Grag glowered, but they could see
that his resistance had weakened.
“All right,” he said finally, “I'll do
it! But make it fast, and let’s get it
over witin?”

OURS later, after night had fall-

en, Otho leaped for the window,
He made it with feet to spare. Then
he dropped lightly te the ground
outside, deposited both of Grag's
arms, and returned to the others.
Next he brought out Gf:f’s legs, then
the metal head, and finally the glant
bedy. This last eaused him seme
trouble, and enly after censiderable
twisting and tug%m did he manage
te get it threugh the narrew space
of the windew. AS he sprang dewn, it
slipped frem his agfasp and erashed
against the greund,

“Careful, you fool,” growled
Grag's head. “Don’'t try to smash
up my insides,”

Otho fitted the head to the body,
and then began to fasten the right
arm back in place. He had barely
finished doing so when he heard a cry
in back of him. “The prisoners!
They're escapigp!”

Otho turned swiftly. A soldier
who was raising an atom-pistol to
firing position staggered back as the
android’s incredibly rapid fist
smashed into his jaw. Before his
companion could realize what was
happening, Otho had disposed of him
likewise. But there was another pair
of soldiers behind them, and even
Otho could not reach them in time
to prevent thelr firing.

Then a metal object sailed through
the air. Grag’s leg caught one sol-
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dier behind the ear, his left arm
caught another across the chest. Both
men went down, crushed under the
force of the terrific blows,

“Bring back my arm and leg,” or-
dered Grag fleeredly. “Hummy!

Otho returned the two objects to
the angry robot. Grag, with his one
useful arm, quickly attached his own
legs, while Othe worked on the other
arm. In a few seconds Grag arose,
none the worse for his experience.

In front of the prison door was a
group of about a dozen soldiers, sum-
moned by the alarm. Othe was upon
them before they knew what was hap-
pening, and then the slower Grag
joined the fray. In a few seconds,
those whe were still en their feet
were running as rapidly as those feet
could take them, Grag had ene of
his arms blasted partly awgy bg a
beam from an atom-pistol, and Otho’s
plastic face was slightly scorched by
a heat-ray, but etherwise they had
suffered ne damage.

Otho's quick hands ran over the
bodies of the unconscious soldiers.
“Ah, here are the keys!”

He moved so rapidly toward the
door that only Grag's photoelectric
eyes could have noted what he was
doing. Then the door swung open.
The first one out was his pet, Oog,
who sprang at him gleefully.

“Hurry,” came Otho's woice
urgently. “We have to be away be-
fore they return.”

They could hear alarm bells ring-
ing in the darkness, and see signal
lights flashing all about them. It was
a question of little more than seconds
before soldiers would be back in
force, perhaps accompanied by the
feared Sverds.

“Wihere to?” asked Ber Del.

“Tihe space field, where they're
keeping the Comet. Unless it’s very
heavily guarded, we can capture it
by a surprise attack”™

They set off, Otho leading the way.
Several times they passed groups of
soldiers headed for the prison, but
Otho's quick eyes caught sight of
them first, and they were enabled to
hide in the shadows while the sol-
diers passed, A single soldier who
thought he saw some one lurking in

the darkness, and showed curiosity
about it, received a tap on the head
from Grag and was curious no more.

THERE were half a dozen ships
L at the space field, the Cemet con-
spleuous among them beeause of its
odd teaf-dfeg shape, And te the
dismay ef Othe and Grag, there was a
guard of several hundred soldiers
surreunding the ship.

“There’s no hope,” declared Grag
gloomily.

Otho's face, scorched as it was,
suddenly brightened. “I think I can
manage a temporary disguise,” he
said.

“You won't get as far as the ship,”
replied Ki Illok.

“If I can get within a hundred
feet, it will be enough. Wait here.”

They waited, while Otho disap-
peared. In a few moments he was
back wearing the uniform of an officer
not far below a general. His face was
stained red, and it required a second
glance to see that it owed its color
not to a dye, but to a red earth.

“How long do you think you'll get
by with thatt?” demanded Grag.

“Long enough to do what I intend.”
Otho, always a master of disguise,
strutted back and forth, the very
picture of a pompous officer. “Hol
Jor, you know something about the
language that Gorma Hass' soldiers
speak. How could I order them to
rush off the field in pursuit of the
prisoners?”

Hol Jor told him, and although
ignorant of the different words, Otho
repeated the syllables slowly, menio-
rizing them.

“But be careful,” urged Hol Jor.
“One wrong accent, and they will
know the truth.”

“I'll be careful. You fellows get
back a little,” suggested Otho.
“Tiere's going to be some fitremumnrks.”

As Grag watched skeptically, Otho
stalked out on the fiiddl Several
soldiers stared at him curiously, and
one of them approached him, saluted,
and said a few words.

Otho looked grave, cleared his
throat, muttered under his breath, and
moved away. The soldier looked
after him, puzzled.
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Then Otho reached the center of
the fiedll. Amnother soldier in the uni-
form of an officer came over to him,
and Otho decided that the moment
to give orders had come.

“Ernang!” he shouted.

That was the weord for attemtion.
Hoi Jor listened to Otho's little
speech, and groaned. “He'’s left out
a syllable. It turns the whole thing
into nonsense. Amnother second, and
he’ll be caught.”

Otho must have sensed from the ex-
pressions on the faces opposite him
that something was wrong. And with
characteristic swiftness, he acted.

Two quick steps gave him a start.
Then he leaped, far over the heads
of a group of astounded soldiers, to
land in the doorway of the Cummet.
A second later, two soldiers who had
been inside the ship flew out, head
first. The door slammed shut.

The space field was a scene of vast
confusion. But in the midst of it,
Grag and the waiting star-captains
saw one thing clearly. The soldiers
were bringing up their heaviest artil-
lery. The Cometr was heavily
armored, but it couldn’t resist pow-
erful rays at point-blank range.

At that moment the tear-drop-
shaped ship suddenly lurched inteo
motion. Lateral and rear rockets
blasting, it skittered crazily all over
the field, the force of its different
exhausts knocking over soldiers like
ten-pins. Wihen finally it came to a
rest near Grag and his companions,
there were no soldiers nearby who
were ln any condition to interfere
with theffi.

The door slid open, and Otho ap-
peared. “Get in here!” he cried, and
Grag and the others did not wait for
further emcouragement.

They moved almost as quickly as
Otho himself would have done. Ber
Del was the last to pass through
the door. And with him, appear-
ing from nowhere, came a Sverd.

“Don’t let him in!” yelled Otho.

It was already too late. The Sverd
was inside the ship before the door
clanged shut.

As the Comet rose into the air, the
Sverd moved ominously toward Grag.

=CHAPTER X1
Reunion im Segitbsitisis

. OTHO had Iis
atom-gwm out,
when the Sverd
did a peculiar
. l thing. His hand
rose to his chest,
and a door opened
there. A second
' Il later, Grag and
. | Otho saw staring
. at them the face of
Curt Newton him-
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seif.

“Chief!” exclaimed Grag amd
Otho at the same time.

And then Curt witnessed something
he had never expected to see. Grag's
photoelectric eyes filickered with
emotion. Otho turned his head away.

A second later, he looked back. “I
don't believe it,” he said. “You're
not Curt”

But neither Otho nor Grag re-
quired much convincing that it was
really Captain Future. In a quarter
of an hour, it seemed to them that
Curt had never been missing. By that
time, the Comet was off the planet,
and no longer in danger of being in-
terrupted.

Curt climbed out of the metal shell
in which he had lived for so many
days. “Wedll, Grag,” he smiled, “I see
that you're not as strong as you used
to bel”

“Wiat’s that? Say, Chief, was it
you who licked me so easillp?"

“It was that shell. It can develop
greater power than you can, Grag. It
wasn’t really a fair contest.™

“Oh, well, Chief, if I had known
it was you, I wouldn’t have felt so
bad.”

Ki Illok, who had been an almost
silent spectator of the Futuremen’s
reunion, interrupted. “We have no
time to waste on frivolous memories.
The Brain is in danger, if not dead.
He has invaded the stronghold of
Gorma Hass as a spy. It was a daring
deed, and now that we are ourselves
free, we must think of resecuing him.”

Curt nodded. “I've learned where
the palace of Gorma Hass is, and I
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had intended going there, amyway.
And talking of prisomers, I'd better
release poor Joan. I figured on get-
ting away with the Comett the same
as you fellows did, and I had her
hide here in advamce.”

“Joan in this part of space?” cried
Otho imcredulously.

Curt went to one of the lockers
reserved for food storage, and
smashed open a lock. A moment later,
a blue-skinned girl of the Vegan type
climbed out.

Otho whistled. “Wihat a disguise!
It's better than anything I could do!
How did you manage it, Joam?”

“Curt will tell you later,” she said
with a laugh. “Meanwhile, we'd bet-
ter get started on our plans for Gorma
Hass.”

A few days later, the Futuremen
were tramping into the palace of
Gorma Hass. Curt, in his Sverd dis-
guise, led the way. Otho was once
more a soldier of high rank, and Grag,
his arm temporarily repaired and his
metallic features covered with plastic
flesh from the Comeits supplies, was a
common soldier, as were the star-
captains, Joam went along as a pre-
tended prisoner,

An unexplainable feeling guided
them to the room where Gorma Hass
was. As they approached it, Otho’s
keen ears caught the sound of a pe-
culiar humming, and then the sound
of words.

“Omne of the voices is the Brain's,”
he whispered excitedly. “He’s saffe!™

The next moment they all heard
Simon’s voice raised harshly. “Now,
Gorma Hass, we shall find out
whether you are as invulnerable as
you claim to be.”

Curt, who was leading the way,
alone entered the room. He ignored
Simon and Mar Del at first. He had
eyes only for the creature who ap-
peared to him in the shape of an
Earthman counterpart of himself.
Curt spoke slowly from within the
Sverd shell.

“I shall do your will, Master.”

The spurious Earthman disap-
peared, just as completely as if he
had been blasted out of existence with
an atom-pistol. Curt was left alone
with Mar Del and the Brain.

NOTHER second, and Grag, to-
gether with the others, had
erowded inte the room. Simeon faced
the Iimitation Sverd. It was the first
time Curt had heard his volee tremble.
“I thought you were dead, lad.
Thank God you're not.”

Moments later they were all back
in the Comett and rocketing away into
space before the alarm that had
aroused the soldiers of Gorma Hass
could bring any effective action.

Otho, at the - controls once more,
grinned happily. “I never thought
we'd all be together again like this™

“Otho feels better,” boomed Grag,
“because now, knowing that nmobody
would believe him anyway, he doesn't
have to strain himself posing as a
great scientist any longer.”

Curt smiled. It was good to be back
again and hear Otho and Grag bicker-
ing just as they had done so many
times before. He turned to the Brain.

“How did you recognize me
through that Sverd getup, Simmom?”

“I knew it wasn’t a real -Sverd, lad,
because they walk through, and not
around, material objects. They don't
talk, either. That was how Gorma
Hass knew, too, and departed so
abruptly. And I knew it was you
because of the company you kept.”

Meanwhile, Mar Del had been star-
ing in open admiration at Joan. Now
he spoke to her in one of the lan-
guages used by the blue-skinned Ve-
gans. Joan shook her head blankly.
Mar Del tried again and again, al-
ways with the same results. Finally
he contented himself with a mean-
ingful smile, and moved away, an ex-
pression of temporary disappoint-
ment on his face.

They had left the palace of Gorma
Hass so far behind by this time that
there was no longer any need to think
about pursuit. Simon had become lost
in theught. Now he spoke to Curt.

“Lad, we've got some difficult de-
cisions ahead of us. I'd like to know
your opinion.”

He explained briefly what he had
learned from Gorma Hass. Curt nod-
ded.

“You think, Simon, that there's no
use trying to overcome Gorma Hass
with any weapons we now hawe?"



WORLDS

“We have none that will harm him.
Wihat there is of him in this Universe
is purely mental. And I fear that his
mental strength is sufficiently beyond
ours to make any contest with him
hopeless.”

Hol Jor spoke up. “Tihen there is
nothing we can do to stop him from
conquering the different human races,
and then destroying them?”

“I don’t say that,” returned Simon.
“We can defeat Gorma Hass if we
learn more about him. But to do that,
we must go to the Universe from
which he has come.”

“Thhat is impossible!” exclaimed
Ber Del. “How can we choose the one
correct three-dimensiomal Universe
from the infinite number that exist
in four-dimensional 7

“It isn’t impossible,” returned Curt
slowly. “In the first place, the num-
ber of Universes, though large, is not
infinite. In the second, we know that
Gorma Hass first entered this umi-
verse not far from here, some place
in Sagittarius, we can judge then that
in four-dimensional space Sagittarius
is closest to his own Universe. And
in the third place, we have a very
important hint that Gorma Hass, per-
haps without realizing it, gave it to
Simon. The cutvature.”

Simon’'s stalk-eyes shone brightly.
“That’s the important point, lad.
A Universe with curvature ten times
that of ours is a rare thing. It must
be small, and it is possible only where
great masses of matter exist. And
such masses will have their effect in
four-dimensional space. We can con-
struct instruments to detect them.”

“Very likely, in the Universe of
Gorma Hass there may be a central
sun,” remarked Curt. “Amnd that's
where we'll learn the secret of his
origin.”

“It still seems impossible to me,”
declared Otho.

“Suppose we put it this way, Otho,”
said Curt. “You are told that some
one you are seeking lives on a moun-
tain located on Earth. There are many
mountains on Earth, and you can not
investigate each one. But then you
learn that this one is ten miles high.”

“Tihere are no such mountains on
Earth,” replied Otho.
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“But you realize that the figure ten
is only a round number. The height
may be nine miles, or even eight, but
it can not be one or two. Do you
think that you would discover that
mountain?”

“Even if I didn't know Earth,” said
Otho, “you could let me have the
Comett, and I'd do it in a day.”

“Weelll, our problem is similar. We
know in general where to look. We
search for a small Universe with curv-
ature from eight to ten times that
of ours. It shouldn't take us too long.”

“You are forgetting,” umexpectedly
pointed out Ki Illok, “one thing that
Gorma Hass said. He himself could
not travel physically from his own
Universe to this. The change in
curvature had too great an effect.
Wiill we be able to make the reverse
joueney wnharead?”

There was a silence that dragged
on painfully. It was Simon who fi-
nally broke it.

“Gorma Hass did not tell the whole
truth,” he rasped. “Possibly he him-
self lacked the necessary physical
strength. But the Sverds did make
the journey with him. And if they
gould do it, so can we.”

“I suggest,” rumbled Grag, “that
we go right ahead, and attempt it

Curt looked around. There seemed
to be agreement on every one's face.
“It’s decided,” he said. “Amd now,
Simon, we've got work to dio.”

“So have 1,” observed Grag. “I have
to make myself a new arm.”

CHAPTER XVII

Curved Sfpame

THE Comet was
moving ahead cau-
tiously in four-di-
mensiomall space

once more. Otho,
at the controls,
had that same

sense of uneasi-

fiess that had ep-

pressed him the

previous dime

o when they made
their journey frem the Meen. His
path swarmed with ghest sufs and
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planets that looked real, and with real
suns that he thought were ghosts. He
had to rely almost entirely upon his
instruments to tell them apart, and
astrogation solely by instrument had
never afforded him much pleasure.

Curt and Simon had devised a mod-
ified, highly sensitive form of torsion
balance for determining the gravita-
tional constant at any poiat, and from
it they could read directly the curva-
ture matrix of four-dimensional space.
They had alse mapped roughly the
four-dimensional territory they ex-
pected to cover, and for several days
now they had been cruising back and
foeth, making careful charts of the
curvature,

Now Curt and the Brain were dis-
cussing what they had found.

“The median curvature,” said Curt
thoughtfully, “appears to be one and
six-tenths times the usual. And there
aren't many deviations from that”

The Brain’s stalk-eyes were peer-
ing at the charts. “Nevertheless, there
seems to be a trend toward higher
curvature along the right. I think we
ought to try that region.”

“Then we'll get Otho to change the
Comet's direction.”

Obediently, Otho shifted the
Comet'’s course. As he moved aleng,
he could hear occasional remarks
from Curt and the Brain.

“It’s dropping again,” said Simon
disappointedly.

“The drop may be only temporary.
We'll keep going for a while, amy-
way.”

Joan was busy preparing meals for
those persons aboard the Comett who
were accustomed to eating. Near her,
Mar Del was laboriously afttempting
to carry on a conversation using the
few English words he had learned.
He was having a difficult time of it,
and Oth®, his keen ears overhearing
a few of the remarks, could not help
grinning.

But Otho, no matter how interested
he was in Mar Del’s English, dared
not take his eyes from the instrument
panel. Ahead of him was a sun that
might be either real or a ghost, and
it was important for him to knov
which. He stared at the dial that re-
corded temperatures, and wondered.

Was the needle moving to the right
or remaining stationary? Strange
that he couldn’t tell—

And then he realized the truth—
the needle was twisting! At the same
time, he heard a whistle from Curt.

“A sudden leap to five and one-hallf!
Simon, we've found ig!”

The Brain's rasping reply was
drowned by the crash that came from
the Comets kitchen. Thea Grag's
rumbling voice carried throughout
the length of the space ship. “Some-
thing funny is going on here! The
Comet is simimiding?™

“So are you!” cried Joan.

Everything was changing shape
around them. And directly ahead lay
that dubious sun! Otho’s green eyes
glistened. He felt sure now that it
was real, and he moved swiftly to
steer the Comett to the left of it. But
no matter how much he tried to turn
the ship to the left, it refused to re-
spond. The steering gear seemed ut-
terly useless.

“Chief!” he yelled.

Curt came running to him. “What
is it, Otho?"

“She won't answer to the helm!
And we'll hit that sum?’

“The whele ship is warping out of
shape,” said Curt, his forehead damp
with perspiration. “We've reached
the place we were looking for. Now
we've got to get out of this four-
dimensional space and into the three-
dimensional. Make the jump, Otho.”

“If you say so, Clnieff!”

OR a moment the entire Caommet

- guivered. Amnd then it gave one
final eenvulsion and sped smeoothly
ahead enee tnere. But now it was a
different ship.

The Comet was foreshortened, and
curiously twisted. Wihere there had
been straight lines before, there were
long sweeping curves, and where
there had been smooth curves, twist-
ing spirals were now visible. It
seemed as if some one had trans-
formed the ship by first reflecting it
in a distorting mirror and then twist-
ing it.

But it was not only the ship itself
that was changed. The people in it no
longer had their usual appearamce.
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Every feature of their previous ex-
istence was still present, but so al-
tered that no one cowuld have recog-
nized them. They looked like cari-
catures of themselves.

“Whet’s happened?” cried Joan,
fright in her voice. “We seem under
a spdllr*

“Tinere’s no cause for alarm.” The
Brain's voice, more rasping than ever,
reassured them. “This is the kind of
change we expected to happen. Your
entire bodies, including your eyes and
your brains are different in this
greatly curved space from what they
were before. You’ll have to get used
te the new types of sense-impressions
before your musels can eoerdinate.
But it sheuldn’t tale mere than a day
or twe. And when we return 8 euf
ewhd Universe, everything will ehange
baelk.”

“Some of the rocket tubes aren't
firing,” said Otho. “Whmt caused
thﬂ-."

“The strain was unequal on differ-
ent parts of the ship. Some of the
tubes must have given way at the
weakest point. They can be fiked.”

There was a puzzled look on Joan's
face. “Curt,” she said, “why do you
think that we'd better stay here as
short a time as possible before get-
ting back to our own Universe?

“My ideas are vague, but I have
a hunch that—"

“That if we stay here too long, our
bodies may adjust themselves to this
great curvature so well as to be un-
adaptable again to the normal type?”

“Yes.” Curt stared at her. “Those
are the very words I would have used.
How did you kinow?”

“Wihy, it seemed to me that you
were saying so!”

For a moment there was a puzzled
silence. “We expected to find new
phenomena here,” said Curt fimallly,
“with new forms of wave-transmis-
sion and of ether motion. We've
found themt”

“You mean that thought waves are
transmitted more readily here?” de-
manded Ki Illok.

“As readily as light waves are in
our usual worlds. I think that before
we go further—"

Simon took over the incompleted

thought. “Wed better decide what to
do about it.”

“I'd like to keep my mind to my-
self!” declared Hol Jor.

CHAPTER XVIII
The People of Gornna Hiass

HALFKF an hour
later, Curt Newton
spoke thought-
fully.

“It apears then,
that we all have
the ability to re-
ceive and transmit
thoughts by telep-
athy to seme eéx-
tent. G rag and
Othe have the abil-

ity least; Joan has it practieally te
perfection. And the ehanees are that
the inhabitants ef this Universe, ae-
eustoried te telepathy, will have less
trouble feadia%g 8uF finds than we
shall have reading theirs.”

“Right, lad,” said the Brain.
“Wihichh means that for our own
safety, in case we reet with hostile
creatures, it would be advisable to de-
velop mental shields.”

Curt nodded. “I think that we al-
ready have an idea of the principle
we'll have to use. At least you had,
Simon, and now that I've caught your
thought, I have, too. Seeing that
thought waves are transmitted only
by space of higher curvature, we ean
caiise a special kind ef space warp, an
untwisting, se te spealk, by means of
eseillating waves of the fi%ht_ fre-
gueney, and thus bring abeut their ab-
serptien.”

“I can’t argue with you, lad,” said
Simon, “not when you express my own
thoughts!”

It was not until several days later
that the shields were completed. They
were crude in appearance, but they
functioned fairly well, and of all
those ahoard the Comet, only Joan
could catch faint snatches of thought
from any one who wore them.

Meanwhile the Comey had been
driving ahead. Small bright suns lay
on both sides of its path, and several
times they passed by apparently unin-
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habited planets. And then one day—
they did not know when, for every
chronormeter aboard ship had gone out
of commission in this strange Uni-
verse—a faint white sun came into
view. For a long time, despite an in-
crease in brilllaney, it remained a dis-
tant star, even though the Comet
stormed ahead toward it under the
full pewer of the vibratien drive.

“A central sun, as you expected,
lad,” rasped Simon, his eyes peering at
it through the Comets visor plates.

“We'lll keep on the lookout for
planets.”
“There’s one!” exclaimed Otho
suddenly.

He pointed out a tiny reddish disk
that lay ahead of them, and slightly
off to the left. Curt and Simon inter-
changed glances,

“Make for that, Otho,” ordered the
Brain.

As they approached, Otho cut off
the vibration drive and set the rockets
to blasting again. The red planet be-
came unexpectedly blue as they drew
closer to one side.

“Desert on one hemisphere, ocean
on the other,” decided Curt, There’s
plenty of variety in the climate, and
the spectroscope indicates that the air
is breathable, There should be living
cﬁf:&tufes. 1 wonder what they're

e'!)

Otho set the Comet down on a
smooth stretch of red sand along the
ocean shore. The individual gravity
equalizers were still able to operate,
and now that they had become accus-
tomed to this strange Universe, every
one felt entirely at east as the door
of the teardrop-shaped wvessel slid
open, and they stepped out on the

6re.

“There’s life here, all right,” said
Otho, and pointed to the water. The
rounded side of a huge sea-creature
cut through the waves and then dis-
appeared.

“That’s not what we're looking for,”
rumbled Grag. “Wimt we want is
something with intelligence. Some-
thing—" Crag's steel jaw remained
suspended in midair, the sentence un-
finished,

Half a dozen creatures were ap-
proaching along the shore. They
were tall and gray, and they had beast-

like faces of a sort that were vaguely
familiar. They strode along steadily,
at a fast unfaltering pace that seemed
ominous.

“The Sverds!” gasped Ber Del.
“They look different, but they’re still
Sverds! We'll have to run for the
ship!”

Joan shook her head. “They're
friendly,” she said. “We'll wait for
them.”

THE Sverds came close and stared
at them, Curt was aware of curi-
ous phrases forming in his mind, of
vague and half-formed thoughts that
began by seeming to have a meamning,
and then dying away.

“They’re talking,” said Joan. “Men-
tally, of course. ‘It's the only way
they know. They’re asking what
we're doing here. They don’t under-
stand why they aren’t left alone. The
Masters promised to leave them
alone.”

“The Masters? That would seem to
be the race of Gorma Hass. Tell
them, Joan, that we’re looking for the
masters.”

“They say you will find them up
above,” the girl answered almost in-
stantly.

“On some other planet?” asked
Curt.

“I don’t know,” replied Joan doubt-
fully, “All I get is a vague idea that
the Masters are up in the sky. It may
be a religious concept. I don’t think
the Sverds themselves are sure where
the Masters are.”

“At any rate, they're not here.”

“We'll make a search,” put in Simon.
“We"ll cover the surface of the planet,
then leave.”

The Sverds watched them with curi-
osity as they returned to the ship.
“Strange,” mused Simon. “They're
not dangerous at all—here. It would
appear that they owe their destruc-
tiveness among our worlds solely to
Gorma Hass”

Shortly afterward they were blast-
ing off again. They skimmed over the
surface of the planet from a height
of a few dozen miles, dividing the
total area into zones, and searching
each in turn, but there were no signs
of buildings or other artificial strue-
tures. Finally, they left the planet
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behind them, to resume their course
toward the central sun.

As the planet’s blue side diwindled
behind them, Otho turned to Curt.
“Shall I give her the vibration drive,
Chieff?”

Joan spoke suddenly.
Cut off the rockets, foo!”

Curt looked at her sharply. “What's
wrong, Joam?”

“I just thought I had made con-
tact with a—mind—some place back
there—"

Otho looked a question.
shall I do, Chuiieff?”

“Cut off the power. We'll just drift
for a while and see what happens.”

The next moment the Cometr was
drifting silently through space, There
was an intent look on Joan's face.
Curt’s own expression was uneasy as
he glanced at her, but he knew that
Joan had not imagined what she had
talked about. For now he too sensed
a mind trying to contact him from
outside the Cunmet.

And then the outlines of the huge
teardrop-shaped vessel began to waver.
In several places, something was com-
ing through the walls. This some-
thing appeared to ooze tthrmeough
silently, and swirl within the Cammet
like a cloud of vapor. In a few sec-
onds Curt was conscious of three dis-
tinct clouds, each with a penetrating,
overwhelming mind of its own.

Curt was aware of a tautness in his
throat. This was not the first occasion
on which he had encountered minds
like these. Alone in space, he had
been almost trapped by one of them.
And now—he had a sudden pamicky
feeling that every one in the Caumet
was in their power.

“No, Otho!

“What

VOICE spoke in his brain. The

words were indistinct, but the
fAeaning was clear enough, “You need
have no fear., We are not like those
others, We are friendly.”

Then there was a persistent silence.
It lasted until Curt began to wonder
whether the strangers would ever
break it. He himself had no desire,
almost no power, to talk.

It was Joan who finally spoke.
“They want to talk through me. In
that way we'll all understand most

clearly what the actual situation is.

The Brain's voice grated sharply.
“We are listeming.”

“I shall talk,” said Joan, “as if I
myself were Ystal, who is speaking to
me. This is what he says:

“‘I have examined your minds, and
I understand why you have come here.
You are seeking a way to destroy
Gorma Hass, whose material body you
know to be in this Universe.

“*You can not destroy him here.
His body is hidden safely, and we our-
selves do not know how to find it.
To defeat Gorma Hass you must re-
turn to your own Universe.

““ffe has told you that he is fight-
ing to save our race, which is threat-
ened by deadly radiations you human
beings continually create. But that is
only part of the truth.

“‘He has gone into your Universe
without our consent. We have given
him no command to slay as he has
been slaying. It is his own evil mind
that is responsible for that.

“‘Before Gorma Hass, there were
others that made the trip into your
Universe for a purpose similar to his,
taking their material bodies with
them. But these bodies were so weak-
ened by the change in conditions that
they became almost helpless. Their
minds even had difficulty in control-
ling the mind of the tall red-haired
youith' among you. They could not
carry out their origimal plans.

“@omma Hass has escaped some of
these difficulties by making the trip
only mentally. But the power of even
his mind was weakened to some ex-
tent. Otherwise, none of you would
have been able to resist him at all, It
will continue to become weaker as
time passes and it remains separated
from his body.

“‘To carry out his plans, Gorma
Hass took with him many Sverds.
These have long regarded us as their
Masters, and they could not refuse his
orders. Gorma Hass equipped them
with instruments of war which he did
not invent himself, but which came
from our museums,.

“*‘Those of us opposed to him have
no use for physical violence. We re-
gard material things as evil, and wish
to free ourselves from them. Because
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of the means he has employed, Gorma
Hass will not earn our gratitude even
if he succeeds in destroying the
sotuirce of radiations deadly to us.

“As you can see, we are no longer
bound to the planets, which were for-
merly our homes. All space belongs
to us now. We seek constantly to im-
prove our minds, and we are succeed-
ing.'"

There was a slight pause, and Curt,
breathing more freely, was able to cut
in. “But how could you come in
through the walls of our ship? That's
control of material things.”

“‘Through long evolution we have
developed the power to change the
planes of vibration of our atoms at
will. Thus we can pass through ma-
terial objects™

“But you say that you don’t count
on Gorma Hass to prevent the radia-
tions that are so harmful to you. How
then do you expect to control them?”

“‘By mental power alone.’”"

URT shook his head. “That

hasti’'t worked so far. You admit
that yourselves. Although you have
mental abilities far beyoad ours, they
give you control only of minds, your
own as well as others, To control
material objects you must use physical
methods.”

“Right, lad,” agreed the Brain.

“‘But it is base to be dependent
upon matter. The mind should be
above such things)” objected Ystal
through the medium of Joan’s voice.

“We've seen people who thought
the same,” replied Curt grimly, “and
they suffered for it. Both mental and
material things are important. You
can't neglect either without suffer-
lng."

There was a pause. Joan spoke
slowly again, repeating the words that
were not hers. “‘Then you believe
you have a solution for our prob-
lewm?**

“Simon and I can invent a device
that would protect a single individual
or a whole planet. So could almost
any scientist of our own world,. We
have long known how to deal with
such radiiztions.”

“It would take us a day at most,”
agreed Simon.

“‘Once given a device of the proper
type, we ourselves could duplicate it
easilly,” said Ystal. “'Wexertheless,
I do not know how my people will
receive this answer to their prob-
lm.’llﬂ

“First we'll make a radiation-
absorber, and then you’ll see,” replied
Curt. “Grag,” he cried, “are you ready
for work?”

“Sure, Chief,” returned the twisted
metal figure that was now Grag.

“Dig up two or three of the smallest
induction coils, and half a dozen con-
densers. Otho, set up a micro-size
atomic motor. We’re starting on
those absorbers right mow.”

Simon had thought the devices
would take them a day or two to make.
To Curt, laboring enthusiastically, it
seemed that no more than a few hours
had elapsed before three absorbers
were ready. They consisted simply of
tiny generators which emitted spher-
ical damping rays intended to neu-
tralize the harmful vibrations.

Curt was conscious of what was go-
ing on in Ystal’'s mind. Whhile he had
been working, Ystal and his compan-
ions had sifted his thoughts, and ap-
propriated the information necessary
to make the shields themselves. The
sole question now was whether they
would wear them and thus admit the
usefulness of the hated materialism.

Ystal seemed to be reaching a de-
cision. “‘We shall use these de-
vices,”” he declared finally, “‘not
merely to guard against the radiations,
but because their presence will re-

mind us of our own weakness, They
will help mortify our minds.’”
Curt stared. Then he Ilaughed.

This was an acceptance of the situa-
tion, and at the same time a neat
method of saving face.

But Ystal was not offended. “*Now
we must consider how you are to deal
with Gorma Hass,"” he said. “ ‘Your
powers of will are not fully de-
veloped, but even after I teach you
to make proper use of them, you will
still be inferior in strength to him.
Nevertheless, if you catch him by sur-
prise, you may be able to meet Gorma
Hass on equal terms.” ™

“If we catch Gorma Hass by sur-
prise,” answered Curt, “we’ll know



WORLDS

how to deal with him.”

Ystal probed his mind. * ‘Youe plan
is a good one,"”” he decided. “‘And
now it is my turn to act. You will
permit your mind to become blaik’™
He paused. “‘No, do not resist. Try
not to think at alll’™

Curt did his best to obey.

CHAPTER XIX
The Way Back

HALF an hout
later, Curt awoke,
He had theen
vaguely aware of
fingers moving
withia his mind,
snipping connec-
tioas here £Hmd
thete, and then
joining them to-
gether agaiim iA
Aew ways. Now he
had a curious feeling as of heightened
consciousness. He seemed to be mere
awake than ever befere in his life,

Ystal and his companions had dis-
appeared, and the Comeit was headed
outward from the central Sun. Otho
was using the rocket-drive, and they
were not yet going at a very high rate
of speed.

“How do you feel, lad?"” asked the
Brain anxiously. “None the worse
for your experiemnoe?”

“Somewihat the better for it,” an-
swered Curt. “I feel as if I'd like to
come to grips with Gorma Hass right
now.”

“Beware of overcomfidence, Curt.
Remember what Ystal said. You are
still no match for Gorma Hass.”

“I told Ystal I thought I knew how
to handle him, and I do. In order to
send an object traveling through the
fourth spacial dimension, Simon,
there’s no need for us to go with it,
We can use a projector. It would
be something like-a four-dimensienal
cannon.”

“Amnd your idea is to project Gorma
Hass back into his own Universe?”

Curt shook his hgadl. “Not exactly.
If I did that, he might return. I in-
tend to project him out of our Uni-
verse into some other that is alien
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to both him and us. Wiithout a pro-
jector of his own, he'll be unable to
get back. And with mind and body
permanently separated, both will
weaken and eventually die away.”

“But how will you get him to put
himself within range of your praojec-
tor?”

“I have a plan for that, too. We
won't have to search for him, Simon.
He'll come to us.”

The Brain stared at him, puzzled.
Suddenly there came an imterruption
from Joan.

“Stop the shuip?

Otho, at the controls, spoke with-

out turning his head. “Are those
orders, Chiieff?"
“No, Otho, keep going.” Curt's

eyes narrowed. “Wimt’s wrong,
Joan?”

“There’s an invisible planet ahemdi!
We're going so fast that we'll collide
with it! Stop the ship quickly,
Curt!”

The Brain spoke umexpectedly.
“She’s right, lad! There's a dark
body ahead! We must stop!™

Otho’s white face betrayed uneasi-
ness. “I’'m putting on the brakes,
Chief! We don’t want to smasint”

The others were looking dazedly at
Otho. Curt sprang into action. He
ran toward a compartment in the rear
of the Comett and threw it open. But
while reaching in, he stopped abrupt-
ly. Then, clenching his teeth, he
forced his hand forward against some
invisible resistance. He found one
of the mental shields that he and
Simon had made, and fastened it
slowly over his head.

At once the invisible resistance dis-
appeared. He ran back to Otho and
the others with the remaining shields.

A moment later, Otho’s face be-
trayed confusion. “Say, Chief, what
was I stopping for?”

“Never mind now, Otho. Keep
right on going. Use the vibration
drive.”

The Comet knifed ahead through
space. The Brain stared at Curt
again and spoke.

“What happened, lad®”

“There was an invisible planet,”
said Joan dully.

“Ihere was no invisible planet,
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Joan, These orders to stop the ship
came from outside, Your mind, being
most susceptible, received them most
rapidly and most completely. But I
felt them myself. And only the
shields saved us.”

“But, Curt, who gave those orders?
Surely not Ystal?”

“Not Ystal, but others of his race.
You remember that Gorma Hass
wasn’'t alone in his evil intentions.
Some of those who thought as he did
traveled to our Universe. Those who
stayed here undoubtedly read our
minds, and tried to detain us. If we
had stopped the Cemet;, they wotld
have come on board, and that weuld
have been the end.”

“How did you have the strength to
resist even for a short time, ladi?”
asked the Brain.

“IL think I owe that to what Ystal
did to my mind,” mused Curt. “And
now, Simon, let me tell you how I
expect to make Gorma Hass come to

CHAPTER XX
Showdfiowm

AS CURT pre-

dicted to tthe

Brain, there was

littlle difficulty.

Back safely in

their own Universe

once more, with

thee Comet aand

themselves again

taking on their

usual shape, they

sought eut 1A turn

the different planets where the sol-

diers 6f Gorma Hass were expected.

The Comet’s hull was sufficiently

tough to repel the ordinary aftom-rays

that were directed at it unless the

rays were fired at point-blank range,

Curt did not let his enemies approach

close enough for that. The result was

that the soldiers of Gorma Hass

quickly learned to shun the teardirep-

shaped vessel, and to wait for the

Sverds to evercome it for them. But

the Sverds, for the first time, proved
useless.

Peering out through the @owet's

visor plates, her passengers saw a
pair of them stalk toward the ship,
their hands reaching as usual for the
weapons at their belts as they strode,
invulnerable, through a criss-crossing
maze of deadly projectiles and dead-
lier rays.

And then the Sverds stopped.
Their hands dropped away from their
weapons, and when they moved again
it was almost tamely. A door of
the Comet slid open, and they came
aboard.

That in itself was enough to de-
moralize the soldiers of Gorma Hass.
But later, when the Sverds emerged
from the Comett to fight against them
instead of for them, they broke bat-
tle formation and ran in terror. Their
opponents, heartened by the unex-
pected change, cut them down or
took them prisoner to the last man.

The first time this happened, those
on board the Comett were almost as
startled as the others, despite Curt’s
explanation of what would take place.

“[ still can’t believe my eyes, Curt,”
marvelled Joan. “They're such dead-
ly, inhuman creatures.”

“Tihey’re deadly only because Gor-
ma Hass has made them so. Ordi-
narily, once he’s given them his ofr-
ders, they obey. But the farther away
he is from them, the less powerful
his commands are, That's why I can
cut in with commands of my own, and
have them shift their obedience to
me.”

“And you owe this also to Ystall?”

Curt nodded. “If not for him, all
the special telepathic powers I had
in his own Universe would have dis-
appeared, just as they've done with
you, Joan, and with the rest of us.
I think they’ll disappear in time auny-
way, but meanwhile, I've still got
them, and I can use them against
Gorma Hass.”

For the first time since the star-
captains had come to him for help,
Curt found them hopeful.

“A few more victories like this,”
said Hoi Jor, “and Gorma Hass will
be defeated. His men will no lenger
have confidence in him.”

“Gorma Hass will be defeated,”
agreed Curt, “but not by such vic-
tories alone. We shall have to get
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rid of him personally.”

Ber Del looked troubled. “It is
dangerous to Hitempt a personal
struggle with Gorma Hass.”

“Just as dangerous for him as for
us,” replied Curt. “I know that Gor-
ma Hass had mental powers that we
can not equal, but we must not exag-
gerate them. You remember that
when Simon and Mar Del faced him,
he did not use those powers to de-

stroy them. He relied upon the
Sverds.”
I ILLOK nodded. “I had
thought of that. I have never

been able te understand why.”

“It is because to be fully effective,
his mind must function in a space that
conducts thought waves well. Ours
does not. And in addition he must
be able to operate on a mind which
receives thought waves without too
much difficulty. Neither Simon’s nor
Mar Del's was susceptible because of
Simon’s special dampener.”

“Yours wijll be, Curt,” said Joan.

“Aye, lad, whiich means that you
yourself will be in the greatest dan-
ger.”

“Ihat can’t be helped,” retorted
Curt. “If we expect to get rid of
Germa Hass, I must take that chance.
To make up for amy inferiority in
will, I'll have the advantage of sur-
prise. Gorma Hass won't be expect-
ing me to attack. And he won't real-
ize that he’ll need to hurry, that if I
can hold him back for only a few
minutes, welll be able to bring that
four-dimensional projector to bear on
him.”

“Whhat if he is too stromg?” asked
Ber Del.

“He won't be. Meanwhile, we'd
better get to the next planet where
Gorma Hass intends to attack, and
spoil his plans there. The sooner we
make it clear to him that something is
seriously wrong, the sooner he'll come
to us.”

But it was neither on the next
planet nor on the one after it that
the final struggle with Gorma Hass
was destined to come. On each, Curt
was able to divert the Sverds from the
tasks to which Gorma Hass had set
them, and make them carry out his
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own will. In each case, the soldiers
of Gorma Hass, without the Sverds,
showed little stomach for a figjint. But
their master himself did not appear.

Not until the Comett had taken part
in half a dozen battles, and captured
almost a score of the Sverds, did Curt
and the others see a sign of Gorma
Hass. And then they saw him almost
too late.

Several of the Sverds, following the
failure of the human soldiers, had ad-
vanced to the attack against the
Comett, As usual, Curt had set his
will against that of their master. He
saw the Sverds hesitate, and expected
them to come on board the ship, as
all the others had done. But their
hesitation lasted longer than usual.

It ended in their pointing their
weapons once more toward the
Cometz,

“Otho!” cried Curt.

Otho acted quickly. It was as if
he had sensed Curt's will merely at
the sound of his name. Before the
slow-moving, beastlilke creatures
could fire, he had set the rockets
blasting, and lifted the Comei into
the air.

“Slow down,” ordered Curt. “Slow
down and turn back. Gorma Hass is
either on that battlefield or near it.
Otherwise, the Swverds would have
obeyed me. We'll have to find him.”

“TNiere’ll be no difficulty about
that,” said the Brain.

“I'Il look for a robot,” boomed
Grag.

“And I'll keep my eyes peeled for
an android,” observed ©Otho. “He
can’t escape.”

Curt did not reply. He knew that
Gorma Hass could escape without dif-
ficulty, and that enly ignorance of his
danger kept him in the meighborhood
of the battle. That ignorance would
not last long. If Curt failed to take
advantage of this opportunity, he
might never find another.

It was Otho’s keen eyes that de-
tected him fiisdt. “Thhere he is,” cried
the android triumphantly. “An an-
droid just like me. Except that he’s
frowning.”

“The projector is ready, lad,” re-
marked the Brain quietly.

Curt nodded. For the first time, he
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was going to make full use of the in-
creased mental power that Ystal had
given him, And Gorma Hass did not
suspect.

E Comet, braking to landing
speed, settled down on the ground.
“I’Il have to get out,” said Curt.
“I think Simon will want to come
with me. I'll want Grag and Otho,
too. As for you, Joan, I think you’d
better stay here.”

“We are not deserting you now,”
exclaimed Ki Illok hotly. “Affter all,
this is our fijgi.”

“You are staying,” replied Curt
mildly.

Ki Illok, his face dazed, opened his
mouth to reply, and closed it without
speaking. Curt knew that he would
stay.

Otho had landed the ship a few
hundred feet away from the center
of the fiighing. As Curt and the other
Futuremen advanced rapidly, the fir-
ing died away around them. The
Sverds, obeying the orders of Gorma
Hass, were mowing down the oppo-
sition.

“Less chance of our being hit by
stray rays,” murmured Curt. “Our
thanks to Gorma Hass for thaft.”

Grag was carrying the projector.
Close behind him, the Brain floated in
the air. Curt could sense the amxiety
in the Brain’s mind, but he knew that
Simon would say nothing that might
tend to lessen his confidence. He
would need all of it for the coming
struggle.

Then suddenly, the figure of an
Earthman loomed before Curt. There
was an evil grin on the creature’s
face.

“It is the box-creature and his
strange companions,” said Gorma
Hass. “You, the red-head, were the

false Sverd. For a time I sought you
in vain. But now—"

A Sverd was approaching, sum-
moned by Gorma Hass. Curt's mind
leaped abruptly toward Gorma Hass.
There was an expression of astonish-
ment on the bogus Earthman’s face.
The Sverd, his orders now confused,
stopped moving, as if waiting for a
clearer voice to tell him what to do.

For the first time in his life, Curt

felt that his mind was something tan-
gible, like an arm or a tentacle, with
almost physical power. He seemed to
feel Gorma Hass give way under the
shock, he could sense the terror that
filled his opponent’s mind. Curt had
won the advantage of surprise, and in
a moment the struggle would be over.

“Simon!” he cried. “Throw the
switch! Now!”

The projector was directed at Gor-
ma Hass. Simon moved hastily, and
then his voice rasped out in despair.
“Hold him, Curt! A wire has been
burned out by a stray atiom-lseamt™

Gorma Hass was beginning to re-
cover from his surprise. Curt could
feel him fighting back, and for a me-
ment he seemed to be conscious of a
hand trying to grasp his brain, at-
tempting to destroy it. To those who
observed him, he seemed to be doing
nothing but stare ahead at the fiigure
of (Juvma Hass, but the effort was
taxing his power of will to the ut-
most. The perspiration started out
on his forehead.

“Hold him, Chief!” It was Otho’s
voice, anxious but encouraging. “An-
other few seconds, and I'll have that
thing fivezi! .He can’t throw you!”

Otho’s fingers were moving so fast
that the air seemed to be full of his
hands. The burned-out wire fell to
the ground, another, hastily torn by
Grag from his own arm, took its place.
Grag’s arm fell paralyzed to his side,
but he hardly seemed to notice it. He
was gazing anxiously at the robot fiig-
ure of Gorma Hass.

And now Gorma Hass was gaining
the upper hand. His grip was clos-
ing on Curt’s brain, and not all Curt’s
will could force it away. He was
not fiighting now to pin Gorma Hass
down, he was simply fighting for
time. Ten seconds, five—they meant
the difference between success and
failure!

E WAS not going to have five
seconds. In the tlme that it
took a thought wave to travel from
the mind of Goerma Hass to his own,
he heard his opponent gloating.
“You have overestimated woutr
strength, Earthman! You are help-
less now! I have merely to will it



—and you will cease to exist! I have
merely—"

Curt stared. For the figure of Gor-
ma Hass had disappeared. He felt
his mind relax, and a feeling of weak-
ness swept over him.

“Get him, Chief!” yelled Otho.
“He’s gone!”

Gorma Hass was gome, but Curt's
mind was so spent that he could not
even transmit orders to the Sverd.
The creature remained standing, mo-
tionless as before. Amd Grag, as if
understanding the situation, lifted

Ki Illok’s eyes were gleaming.
“Tthere is at last an end to running
away. It will be pleasant to see our
enemies do the runming.”

“Tihen our task here is ended,” said
Curt. “Amd we'd better get back to
Sol, and find out how things have
gone in our absemce.”

“Aye, lad.” The Brain's eyes rose
steadily in the air as he stared at
Joan. “But first we must see that
Joan makes the return journey.”

Curt nodded. Then he glanced at
Mar Del, and grinned. Vegan
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Curt off the ground with the arm that
was not paralyzed, and with Glant
strides, made for the Cmmet.

It was hours later before Curt came
to. “Youw're all right, 1ad?” asked the
Brain amxiously.

“All right, but weak. I'm not used
to feeling this way.”

“You'll get over it. Youw'll feel bet-
ter, lad, whea I tell you that Gorma
Hass’ soldiers lost that battle.”

“As they will now lose all the bat-
tles to come,” said Ber Del. *“The
main danger is ended. The Sverds
are no longer a threat, and we fear
no human opponents.”

“Now, thanks to Captain Future,
we can defend ourselves,” added Hol
Jor.

was disconsolately making ready to
leave.

“Stay, Mar Del,” he urged. “I think
there’s a Vegan giel by the name of
Varra you'd like to meet.”

Mar Del shrugged umcomfortably.
“I have already met the one Vegan
girl I care to know, and she Is net
for me. I do not Intend to repeat
the mistake of Gormaa Hass, who re-
mained to gloat when he should have
left for his own safety.”

“You think that you are in dan-
ger?” asked Mar Del.

“I fear that if I remain, I too, like
Gorma Hass, will lose my mind com-
pletely.”

Joan smiled. “Stay, Mar Del. I
promise you that soon I shall be able
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to speak your own language. And
I think—I can not promise, but I
think that when Captain Future is
gone—I shall love you very miuch.”

T WAS another day however,

before the mental interchange
between Joan and Varra was com-
pleted. Soon thereafter the Future-
men, once more alone aboard the
Comet were speeding through four-
dimensional space toward their own
solar system.

“Say, Chief,” cried Otho, “I'm get-
ting to recognize these fake suns, I
can tell them from the real ones now
without the sttt

“Excellent!” rasped the Brain.
“Your ability will be useful when we
make our trip to Deneb, to investigate
the origin of the humanoid races™

Otho’s eyes shone. “That’s a trip
Fd like to make! When—"

There was a roar from Grag.
“Tiat’s a real sun ahead, not a fake!
Keep your eyes on those instruments,

you over-inflated hunk of rubber sub-
stitute X"

Curt smiled. “Some day, ®tho,
we’ll go te Deneb, but net now.
There are too many other things to
attend to fimst”

And the other Futuremen, guess-
ing his thought, agreed. It was one
thing to have Joan Randall with him
in the form of a blue-skinned Vegan
girl. But it was quite another to see
her as she really was. Even the
Brain, long dead to most human efiio-
tions, of Grag, who had never had
them, could understand that.

The Comett roared ahead. ®@tho
pressed a stud, and the four-dimen-
sional worlld disappeared behind
them. Ahead was a blazing yellow
star, and a black dot that might be
Jupiter moving across its surfate.

It was a reasonably small Selar
System, but a remarkably pleasant
one.

It was a wonderful feeling, thought
Curt, to be going back.
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THE SHAPE
— OF THE FUTURE

SCIENCE LEADS THE

EWTURE FIGHTERS FIT—SSdlfiers of our
» Army of 1982 will Ireve sound teeth amd
sturdy bones if farmers and dairymen put
the right fertilizers on their fields and take
proper care of the soil. The health and
strength of the coming generation lies in
today’s fields and pastures, according to
Professor W. A. Albrecht of Cornell Uni-
versity. Fertllizers, molisture and the
amount and intensity of sunlight are all
being regulated by new discoveries. Pro-
fessor Albrecht also suggested that the fa-
miliar slogan “Que national wealth lies Ia
the soil” might well be amended to fead,
through the change of one letter, “Qu¥ na-
tlonal health lies in the seil.”

}memiss TELEGRAPH-AA Cuban iirwentor
has come up witth a startlling new diis-

covargy—aa_tellagegph that wonds witthwutt a
battemy. It is not, howaweer, run by mragjic,
but by an ingexiiniss applicaiton of the con-
stant, rf shighitt, efexttric currenits that flow
betweeen eartth and air, wiich are hemmessed
to a suparsemsitvee antemna. It ppronvises
to revalintoninze the entiire telhagrpbbic com-
municatitors sef-up.

E\Nm THE PARASHOE—A paratrooper is
puk out of action zimost zs often through
sprained or broken ankles or legs caused
by the shock of his landing as he is by
enemy bullets after reaching the ground.
To increase the efficiency of this spectaular
type of soldier, Inventor Ralph W. Jen-
nings of Cambridge, Massachusetts, has in-
vented a parashoe which will largely elim-
inate this peril.

The parashoe is reimforced by a series
of vertical fiber ribs on the sides and has a
disc of fiber that covers the projection of
the ankle joint. It has a stiffly braced toe
and a sponge rubber insole to absorb a
good deal of the shock of landing. In addi-
tion, it has a double clesure—the shoe is
laced up in the conventional manner, but
has also a slide fastener on the side so that
it can be removed very quickly in case of
need.

WAY TO VICTORY

DULANE BOMBS PLANE—AA radical new die-
T welopnmartt i air combat tactics may re-
sult frarm the newlly patemtel! inventifon of
S. H. Emany of Pasadenm, Califorrita. It is
a time bomib, designasll to burst in mmid-air
and destryy an oppanaitss flying oo,

Tthe bomib in its rack is commetédd wuith
the coddyiit by means of a Sfexiilile cable
whith exttewtls frwm a timing devire to a
dial on the instrumsevit panel. The pilot
Judgess the distance to his feetiimg tomgyet,
seis the fuse on the bomb by anodhar dial
on the panel, them relansss it. It ggeraarates
sufficiendt espllssiee powmr to destryy any
plane witthin a wide radiius.
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The resultant debris forms a useful mulch
on or in the soil and reduces the humus
much faster than the decay-resistant whole
stalks and stumps. The machine is also
valuable because it does a thorough job
of destruction on the winter homes of the
dreaded European corn borers in the pro-
cess.

AAABGIC BANDMMGE DD r. Kemetbh L. Fick-

rel¥ of Jolans Hegdiiss in Bediimmare
has sucwesSiiliily testtell a new type of sur-
gieal dr whictk loglds somwttiirmg hike
rougth w paper and is evam r on
bactaniza. - It is loaded] with from 30% to
50% sulfadinziite wihidh counis tem ovar al-
meslt all geFms.

It has already beam used on more than
100 Hepidinss patients, about half of whom
suffexet from sewvaree burms. Im 30 of the
burned patientts, bactaidddgigidal studves me-
vealt] no eviidiamee of infentidon. Sucth stud-
ies wene not made in the cases of the ather
patientss, but no sigm of infexttdon was seen
on inspedtidon of the wounds and burned
areas.
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Pillage of the
SpaceidManune

By D, D, SHARP

Thurlp a Ride with the Celestiad Hitch-Hikers
Who Pledge Their Livess t tree Caausseof Xt ooyy!

ENNIGER finished recording

the log ot the ship’s landing,

. then scowled at the frozen
surface of Saturn. From all appear-
ances our treubles had only begun, if
we intended te dig under that ultra-
arctic landseape for the stuff we had
eome se far te get. And we wetld
et it. Henniger wasn’t the man e

urn baeck witheut Uranium 235, when

the democracies demanded it for the
new atomic power which might bring
this fifty-year-old war to a close.

We had volunteered, to give our
lives if need be, to come back loaded.
Every man aboard, down to the cook
who thought U-235 was a German sub-
marine, were determined on that.

We were being followed, how close-
ly we didn't know. The enemy was

78
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faster than the Space-Wbmiire and Hen-
niger had barely half a lap’s grace to
find the stuff and get going again.

Under a cold, dwarfed sun, there
was a glint in the snow powder which
puzzled me. There was no frost on the
viewplates, and that was bad. The
blue-white powder which blanketed
all out-doors wasn’t moisture, but
frozen air. A black sky proclaimed it,
a sky of vacuum, not atmesphere.

Beyond the glass too, was the still-
ness of the void. Shadows were sharp
and midnight black. Nowhere was
there the trace of wind, or living
things.

“Better get some sleep,” the chief
warned, and his fingdr swept the deso-
lation beyond the portholes. “We've
got to tackle that baby at sum-up.”

The men walked out glumly, and
with little speech. Henniger watched
them, unmoved, contrarily blowing
smoke. rings with every outward ap-
pearance of complete assurance. I
pushed away my notes, twirled the pen
idly, trying -to imagine vacuum, and
air like a pad under a man’s feet.

Henniger went down to check some
equipment and I picked up my records
again, setting down temperature out-
side the ship, checking the velocity
of the rubble currents moving still in
a haze of sunlight, tabulating this and
that for scientists to mull over when
we were back on Earth again.

WAS still at work when day came

storming into the white fields of
frost. Not five hours after sundown,
there it was again, blooming majesti-
cally upon the great ringed bands
which vatilted across the horizon, and
so far up they seemed a part of dis-
tant sky.

The little sun fairly ticked up from
the distant peaks. It was a hurried
little sun, with only ten hours and a
half to circle the two-hundred-and-
thirty-thousand-mile bellly of the
planet.

The men came in sleepily. Hen-
niger chose five, including myself. We
got into gear, blowing up our suits to
fifteem pounds after we put them on.

I was fourth to fall in. Wien the
fifth man stood with us we went out
through the airlock. The shock of ab-

solute cold was stinging, though we
had turned on the chemical warmers
of the suits. Henniger leaped down,
waist deep in air smow, and after him
McGilvary, the mate; and behind him
Celgowski, the Russian, peered dis-
trustfully at the fluffy stuff which
floated upward like ash when Hen-
niger and McGilvary moved ahead.

“Let me by,” I radioed, but he shook
his head and leaped.

We kept moving to prevent our feet
from freezing to our boots. Nobody
needed a map to see where crosses
would be planted if we got half a mile
from the ship. In less than an hour
we turned back. Pitch-blende in prac-
tical quantities seemed farther away
than earth itself.

Henniger wasn’t whipped — not
Henniger. His first order was to the
ship’s doctor, a pale, quiet little man
by the name of Meadows, who started
treatment on feet and ears. The next
sent the mechanics to assemble one of
the siiow tractors and fuel it up.

Early next morning the freight
locks were opened to allow the tractor
to go sliding and sputtering down the
loading chute, but its power died after
a few gasps. It couldn’t suck in the
frozen air to the carburetors, so we
dragged it back with aloading crane.

Three more days we waited. Hen-
niger and the engineers invented a
gadget that would warm air snow and
pass it to the carburetor, and when the
tractor was lowered again, it kept go-
ing.

That device inspired us. We began
to believe the chief something of a
superman whose knowledge of scien-
tific law might yet turn disaster into
success.

The tractor coughed and rumbled
five miles into an unknown world with
four of us huddled within its emclosed
cab. Henniger was there, of course,
and McGilvary, the Russian, and my-
self. I went to record data that might
be useful to any who should explore
after us.

Five miles out the tractor gave up.
Every time the tlutch went in the en-
gine quit, so we piled out into bitter
frost. The rubber of our gauntlets
froze hard as shale, and even the syn-
thetic stuff of our suits crackled and
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threatened tc break at every move-
ment. There wasn’t a chance to ex-
plore farther, nor even to get the trac-
tor back. Frost welded its gears fast
to the track, and that was that,

Henniger swore sharply at the Russ
who was stumbling, ready to fall
asleep.

“Where're your guts, Russ,” he
bawled. “Want I should baby you in
my amms?"

The Russian blinked, tried to grin,
and stumbled ahead. I got it next for
looking back at the stalled tractor, al-
ready white as the pipes in an ice
plant.

Yard by yard we back-trailed, Hen-
niger covering our rear, glaring at any
of us who turned or lagged. For-
tunately the tractor had opened a lane
through the air-snow, and of course
where there was no fluid air, there was
no wind to blow it back into the track
again.

We walked freely, considering the
fact that our feet were dead under our
legs. The five miles were like fiffity,
while the worried little sun rushed
down the sky.

E FINALLY got in by the

light of the bands. The Russ
was done in—one of his legs had to
eofme off. MeGilvary lost a toe. Hen-
niger’s fingers peeled and peeled until
the last day 1 saw him. 1f he had ether
injuries, ne ene guessed it, for he came
eut of the ship’s hespital swearing
reundly at every man whe got in his
way, and demanding anether try, come
fmerning.

But men of Earth are created with
pulses and blood that must run free.
Saturn was still and dead, jealous of
warmth, hostile to anything on wheels,
on foot, or in the air, which moved
with fluid power.

It wasn’t in Henniger to give up,
but he did have to change methods.
The second tractor stalled less than a
mile out, and there she sat tightly
welded to her tracks. This time, an-
other crew tried to bring her in—and
they fared worse than those who went
out to explore.

Henniger didn’t roar any more after
that. But it was worse when he was
guiet and sour, The ship too was quiet,

with men grimly turning faces toward
a wall so that their eyes could run
tears and their mouths make grimaces
without openly shaming them. Pain
is one thing for a man to suffer, while
an empty sleeve, oF a vacant troiiser-
leg is quite something else,

“Wee're too far north,” Henniger
said to McGilwary that night. “Nearer
the equator it may be warmer. There
might even be a spot of surface
warmed by radium, or by low alti-
tude.”

So we went up again for a better
landing.

There is braking velocity of twenty-
two miles per second on Saturn. A
ship running slower doesn’t escape the
grip of gravity. So Henniger ordered
the retractable wings extended, for
twenty-two miles per second is much
too fast to see what is below the ship.

The equator hadn't enough warmth
to help much at exploriag for radium.
Air wasn't frozen, but water was, and
the snow was bitter dry, and very deep.

Henniger smoked his pipe and cir-
cled around and around to get off the
plateau. A great gorge opemned under
us. The Grand Canyon of the Col-
orado would have looked like a cul-
vert ditch beside it. Henniger swung
his binoculars upen it, then pushed
them over for me to take a look.

A thread of silver sparkled where
the shadowy lower slopes came to-

ether., Those shadows promised

orests, but I couldn’t see the use of
going down. We were after ore. Not
one of us had comme a billion miles to
look at scenery.

I shifted the focus of the glasses to
scan the abrupt walls above the slopes.
They seemed to be sandstone, shale,
lime, but no granite. Sandstone espe-
cially seemed to be represented in
variety of hues and patterns, and there
were stratas of limestone, white as the
cliffs of Dover.

So what? I thought. Pitch-blende
was what we came for, and it wouldn’t
be in sedimentary formation.

Henniger’s eyes were on the radiom-
eter when I returned the glasses. Its
needle was quivering excitedly. But
that had happened before. Somewhere,
probably covered by snow, or alluvial
fill never to be uncovered, was rich,
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high grade ore of U-23S.

“Awast!” Henniger bawled.
“Tiglhten her down and bottom the
gulch!”

An hour later we crunched to a land-
ing beside a ripply, earthy river, with
the great bulk of the Sjpmes-Marine
dwarfed by overtowering sandstone of
a beautiiful careay-yellow.

We spent the next three fiive-hour
days cutting a way up the wall. The
open air, new air, rich air never
breathed by lungs, was imvigorating
and sweet to our ship-stifled mostrils.
We worked ambitiously, making re-
pairs and cutting a way to scale the

ledgsd.

ATE one evening after the crew

had turned 1A, Hennlger came
inte the pilet room. 1 knew by the
way he walked that he was about to
reveal semething important. Wihen
he reached my desk, he rolled a piece
of canary-yellew reek onto my epen
notebook and switehed on another
light as He leeked down at me.

“Carnotite,” he said as I leaned to
examine the piece.

“Carnotite?” I asked.

“Radium,” he explained. “It comes
in other forms than pitch-blende.
That yellow ledge was cammotite—ra-
dium ore of secondary formation, and
good enough.”

His face sobered. I knew he was
thinking of the real problem—getting
the ore back to Earth in time.

The next morning before I pulled
myself out of my bunk, there was a
new bustle throughout the ship. Men
were working at putting up machin-
ery to get the stuff down and loaded.
Wiithin a few days the stuff came
down in a yellow stream.

Week on week the men worked with
blasting and the flow piled into great
mounds beside the ship.

Henniger kept an eye against the
sky for a ship no one wanted to see,
while thirty men rigged up a mechan-
ical belt with buckets that would take
the yellow ore down into the hold.

Our spirits grew with the ore. Rich
it was, far richer than carnotite on
earth where rain and wind had worked
on it time on end. It gave us the
feel of victory over a mighty world.

Above us the towering walls faded
into shimmering vagaries that seemed
more cloud than rock, where a tiny
segment of sky and banded rings
sealed us in, cliff to cliff.

Whhen the sun went down, we
peered vainly through the crepe of
the inner band for a pin-point of
luminosity where men like ourselves
waited for our return to bring law
and sanity to Earth again,

“You can't imagine it,” growled
Henniger as he swung the pilot’s bin-
oculars for my eyes,

“Crazy,” was all I could think of in
reply. Earth so alone, so frightfully
engulfed. Men there on that blob of
light, fighting on a spinning spar.

I sat toying with the bit of carmo-
tite Henniger had first brought in to
me, and nostalgia turned me fit to cry.
I flung down the nugget and shook off
the mood before it shamed me.

Before I could speak, Henniger
clapped his fingers across my mouth.
Through the half open door a vacuuo
message came from the pilot room.
A distress call. Distress on Saturn.
The enemy of course.

The Johann was down, and losing
air. Down in vacuum and air-frost.
Thirty degrees, forty-five minutes,
ten seconds west; ten, four, twenty-
three north,

I scowled, though a delicious
thought hit me hard. The Johann
was down! The dirty gangsters who

were out to do us in were down. Noth-
ing now stood to threaten those pyra-
mids of yellow ore.

They were down, and we would
win! Atomic power would, in three
years, be the weapon of the democra-
cies. Power as superior to gasoline,
as TNT was to the battering ram.

“Poor devils,” I muttered hypo-
critically, with my blood singing the
joys of victory.

Henniger’'s great hand did not slap
his muscular thigh as I expected.
He listened. His hairless eyelids
squinted, and when the signal was
done, he cursed Saturn vilely. He
strode to the chart room and bamged
the door wide. He went to the pilot
room to study the log of our own
course, correlating positions.

He was a long time over the charts,
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but at last he turned to the vacuuo
instrument and began rapping out a
message that startled me.

“No!” I exploded.

“Boy,” he said, “there's a quirk in
human nature that won’t be denied.
It makes us doctor a man to hang
him.”

“But they’ll find our cammotiite!

“And it'll do 'em no good.”

“They’ll get word back. They're
low—they’re shrewd. Best let them
die. We'll have to shoot them some
day amyhow.”

He laid a hand on my shoulder. He
seemed at that moment far more hu-
man than I had thought him ever to be.

“Tiis isn’t Earth,” he said. “Those
fellows breathe. They're alive, and
blood runs warm in their veins.
They're our sort, and they're out of
air.

“Saturn is the common enemy now,
and Earth-men are all comrades
against it.” He gave me a gentle push.
“Go out there and flag in the powder
crew from the ledge.”

I went out to wig-wag the blast-
gang down, wondering what kind of
a man Henniger was, rescuing men
we were risking our lives to-kill,

We got away quickly, leaving
everything lie where it was. Air is
an impatient tyrant, and panting lungs
can’t put up a long figit. Since the
Jolhann was leaking air, we had to
hustle if we went at all.

ENNIGER took it cautiously
eut of the gorge, but up under
the wide spread of the banded rings,
he adpeﬁ_ed the guns and headed north-
ward with inereasing §geed. Se mueh
speed in faet, we evershet the Johann,
ahd had te turn and seeut back slewly.
Night came on and we went down
to wait for day. None of us slept for
thinking of suffocating men and
whether we would find them.
We were up at first dawn. Hen-
niger checked and rechecked the mes-
sage and the chart. He said mothing
except to growl the order to turn
about when it became plain we had
overshot them again.
“Under some ledge, or between the
saddle of sharp peaks,” he said when
I asked why we hadn't located them.

“Back on Earth we searched four days
for a transport plane, and there were
twenty or more at it.”

By then, we began search at night
with lights, and most of us were ready
to admit the lot of them were already
dead. Henniger slept little, and I
stayed with him most of the while.

Late the fifth day a change came
over him. For an hour the ship had
driven hard with no turning.

“Where to?” I asked.

He glared sullenly. My ears burned
and I turned to my typewriter.

The sun stayed hard on our tail and
night came again. We weren't search-
ing, that was sure. He had given up,
and was going back to the gorge.
That puzzled me. I had never known
Henniger to give up anything, once
he set his mind to it.

When we banked around to coast
down the length of the gorge, I dis-
covered the answer. A ship came
zooming up from between the canyon
walls with the sun on her hull so
that she looked like a silver fish
against black water. Up she leaped,
spouting fire from cannon as well as
her exhausts,

Henniger bellowed orders, and the
heavy firing of our guns broke all the
light bulbs above the panels. The
Johann answered hotly. A great bang-
ing of compartment sealers, the long,
shrill whine of escaping air, and then
a drunken weaving, told me we were
badly hit.

Still the Jolhann looped for amother
blast at us; so close, I made out her
markings; so swift, she was out of
range of the tracer bullets our gun-
ners laid after her. Hit and drunken
as was our ship, the turret guns threw
a shell under the raider’s nose and she
belehed a smoke-screen as one of her
own shells came bursting close enotigh
to raise a din against our plates,

The smoke-screen fell back like a
loose rag. Smoke-screens were in-
vented for planets with atrmosphere.
Our gunners got a forward shot at the
Jothann, but she was away into the
black star-studded sky.

The Spacell¥Warime was badly
wounded. Henniger needed all his
skill and experience to put her down
to the canyon fitan. He heeled her
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over when she dove for a cliff, nosed
her up until she stood on her tail.
Then he worked her upright again,
and finally got her down only by pan-
caking the river bed.

“The ore!” I bawled. Of course
they had decoyed us to gobble it up
while we were away.

Henniger came out of the control
room with a gash in his scalp. Blood
closed one eye. He bawled me out
for staring, and demanded if I knew
how bad a job we had done by drop-
ping our shells im a vital spot.

He called the gunners. Asked them
if there was one of them able to hit
the wall that towered both sides of
the ship. He was unjust, and they
knew it. He had suspected the Johann
was in the gorge and he had said noth-
ing,

Henniger wasn’t the man to be un-
just long. He didn't apologize. He
just dropped an unpleasant imcident
as though it were past and irreparable.

ELDERS began repairing the
hull, ripping out damaged
Elatea and rlveting new ones. The
last men shet, dewn another ava-
lanehe of efe. Every man was pressed
inte seme emergency wotk, clearing
debris er setting up a new conveyer
te bring in the ore.

Had Henniger been less stubborn,
not a man who scowled under th': flay
of his oaths but would have worked
out his heart in sympathy for him.
Maybe that was why he kept himself
so sternly reserved. He didn't want
any of us to soften. He wanted us to
be hard, and as unyielding as himself.

“Bad beezness,” wailed Tony the
Mexican as he served dinner.

“Dirty doublecrossing brutes,” I
roared with an oath.

“We can do no-things,” Tony
moaned, his soft eyes sadly pitying
the chief.

“The devil we can't,” Henniger
growled viciously.

“Why kid 'em. They know better,”
I said, as Tony slid out the door to-
ward the galley.

Henniger scowled. He didn't seem
to understand me. Perhaps, I thought,
he is really kidding himself. After a
moment he said quite toleramtly:

“Domn’t try to depress me, son. God
himself hates ingrates. Those thieves
were made to whip, and you, and I,
and the crew are going to do it.”

“What with?” I asked, practically.
But he chose to ignore the remark.

Night and day we worked. Under
pale Mimas flowed the ore. Behind
the glare of torches was the bamging
of hammers, the rattle of conveyer
buckets, the shouting of men.

My fingers wore through the ends
of my gloves. Blisters welled on my
palms. We obeyed like power-driven
machines, We made no complaint,
though I am sure every man looked
on the attempt as utterly hopeless,

The rich heaps of ore we had piled
so high were rushing back in the hold
of the Jolkamn. The tables had been
bitterly turned against us. It was the
enemy now who had power to make
the weapons of the democracies obso-
lete. Whhile we broke down new ore
on far off Saturn, they hurried to the
landing fields of earth to blast away
all that we had risked our lives to
save,

Should all the breaks come our way
now, what chance had we to climb
into the void to overtake a craft which
had four miles per second edge on our
speed? Long before we passed the
orbit of Mars, or possibly even Jupi-
ter, the dictators would be supreme!
Yet Henniger drove us relentlessly,

“It’s plain bull-headed,” I spat one
morning as he commanded that I leave
my typewriter to shovel down ore.
My fingers were already so torn, every
key that was struck brought a smear
of blood. “You haven’t the guts to
admit you're sunk.”

He turned on his heel, and I re-
sumed my work.

That night after coffee, he stopped
beside me.

“Somn, you’'re wrong,” he said. “The
test for us is carrying on. It’s the test
of big men everywhere—going on to
get something ordimary fellows give
up.”

“Not on Saturn,” I opposed.

“No law says so,” he persisted.

“Only a dozen or more: Time, man-
power, outclassed speed.”

“We can’t quit,” he insisted.

So that was that; and it was up to
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me to shovel the ore.

Outside the ship I stopped to scowl
at Mizart’s comet which was nightly
lifting higher into the heavens as it
hurried in from Neptune for a dip
around the sun. It seemed an omen
of ill luck, that we might have re-
garded before that vacuuo call from
the enemy.

RUDGINGLY, I picked up a
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back first with the stuff in the hold.
Or of liberties done for, which had
been won by death and sacrifice gen-
erations past.

Yet what chance was there to do
anything about it? The sensible thing
was to give up and make ourselves
comfortable in the canyon. Maybe
he was praying. I don’t know. One
thing was plain, he hadn’t an idea of
quitting. His jaws were so tight, the
muscles of his neck were corded. I
felt an ache in my own neck just look-
ing at him,

If there was justice he'd get a
break, I thought. Justice? Wihat did
justice know about chemicals in a
leaking vat?

He turned away from the view
plates, set the controls for warning
lights and siren. In spite of the shiver
of horror in my spine, I admired him.
That was the signal to clear, to take
off!

I glanced past him at the air-gauge
needle. It showed nineteen—heavier
than at Earth sea-level, but such a lit-
tle bit of help.

Up we went into the frost of the
high plateau, to skim low across the
bleak frozen surface that gave no
quarter to any living thing. Night
came quickly as we drove eastward.
Mizart’s comet trailed us like the
threat of plague, and nine drunken
moons tapered in splendor to Phoebe,
no more than a distant moving star.

The bridge of wheeling rubble over-
head turned ashy as sunlight faded
from the spinning rocks. Under us
there was frozen air. Air a man could
shovel, but not breathe.

“Going on gets you something or-
dinary fellows give up,” Henniger
growled and jabbed a big forefinger
at the air-snow. He was braking down,
bringing the SpaceMiExifme to a land-
ing.

I gaped, slowly understanding what
he proposed. Here was the answer to
the immediate problem, an answer so
simple only Henniger had thought of
it,

ARLY next day, elevator buckets
were bringing in air-snew te a
crudely comstructed compresser,
which turned it into cakes as dense
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as steel, These were stored in an al-
most empty hold against the time they
would be brought up to evaporate.

Every available room filled with air-
ice, we took off again, inspired by the
trick. The chief's ingenuity had
turned one handicap to his advantage.
We had air. We could even make a
try for Earth,

Yet for all that, no one really be-
lieved we would arrive in time to do
the democracies any good. The Jo-
hann was more than six months out
with thirty MPS to our twenty-five.

Henniger drove on stubbornly. The

He had logged the probable course
of the Jolhann as well as the Space-
Mariine.

“Our luck still runs.” I put my
finger along the course of the comet.
“We're not only behind—we’'ll have
to detour. The comet’s crossing our
course, and if it hits us, we're done
for.”

“How do you know?” he demanded
as though he had no idea of swing-
ing out.

“We'd be crushed by the nucleus
if not by the coma. The tail is harm-
less, sure, but what if we hit cen-
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i5c AT ALL STANDS

SpaceMbaiire took up the monoto-
nous spinning that gives artificial
gravity to an isolated little world of
machinery and steel. Stars streaked
past the floor windows like ribbons of
fire whirled at the end of a lighted
stick.

At our prow, the midget sun seemed
to move not at all. Astern, Saturn
slowly deflated like an overblown
toy.

“The Jerries are beyond Jupiter,”
Henniger said one night, or morning,
or afternoon, whatever one might call
it where the sun runs in short haif-
minute circles around the nose of a
ship that is hung in space.

He had a chart spread across his
desk.

EARTH’S SINISTER NEIGHBOR INVADES!

Armed, Maurauders from am Unseen World
Loose a Juggemmautt of Catastnophe and Doom

PAWNS OF CHAOS

An Astounding Complete Novel
By NELSON $, BOND
Coming in the Apwil Issue of

WQADER STORIES

ter?”

“We’ll tackle that problem when
we get to it”

“Of all the bull-heads,” I said
strictly to myself. Henniger had
inherited ideas of honor. He'd die
for those ideas, expose his crew too,
if he thought that necessary to his
duty to his commission.

“Mira?” Tony was heside us point:-
ing at the viewplate. He had come
in so quietly we did not hear him.

He was pointing at the comet. Its
wispy tail veiled the ringed planet
we had quitted, a tenuous misty
sweep of gauze that hid neither Sa-
turn nor the cold, white stars far
back in the light years of space.

The ship itself was caught in the
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hydro-carbon gases of that tail. Far
ahead had Tony pointed to the
white, mucky funnel of the coma,
clouding the eye of the sun.

“Better swing out,” I cautiongd.

Henniger moved not a lever. In-
dignantly I turned to my notes, pray-
ing now for less speed in the ship.
If the comet passed ahead with the
ship merely caught by its tail, there
was nothing to fear.

The million mile cone was harmless.
The eighty thousand mile coma didn’t
look so reassuring. Wikatever it was,
it was certainly solid enough to shut
out the sun. And that was not the
end of it

Henniger was putting the Space-
Marine along a course that threatened
to contact the fifteen hundred mile
nucleus at the head of the comet.
He seemed determined to pace its
course, like a reckless driver racing
a train to the crossing and Heaven
only knew what the nucleus con-
tained.

UDDENLY my heart came plop-
plag inte my throat. Henniger
was sheutlag fer full speed ahead!

“Don’t be a fool! I bawled.

“Don’t aim to,” he answered crypti-
cally. His eyes roved about the dials.
His voice broke the silence now and
then, sharply commanding. Then he
hitched back in his chair.

“When I was a kid,” he said less
harshly, “I missed the train home and
was near heartbroken until I hitch-
hiked with a stunt fijyer. Got in way
ahead of the train.

“Been figuring that comet,” he went
on after that had soaked in. “It
will cut earth’s orbit way ahead of the
Jerries.”

“It'll crash us, any speed we can
make,” I protested. “Mizart makes
one hundred MPS. That would be
an impact of seventy-five miles per
second! A hundred times faster than
the shells hit us!™

He frowned, then he grinned.

“Son, you’re wrong. Remember
Kepler's second law?”
Did I remember it? I hardly

needed to close my eyes to see a
diagram Dean Colfran chalked on the
blackboard. I could almost hear the

dean’s words:

“A comet moves so an imaginary
line from it to the sun will sweep
over equal areas in equal intervals
of time.”

On the blackboard were dotted radii
reaching past the orbit of Jupiter
to mark a short arc to subtend the
chord of the long triangle, and a
wide arc to touch the path of the
comet near the sun, and the dean
would tap it with his wooden pointer
and conclude:

“So a comet moves more rapidly
when near the sun than when far
away.”

Mizart then wasn’t traveling near
100 MPS as yet. Near the sun it
would, but not yet.

“My hunch is,” Henniger broke
into my reminiscence, “a comet’s
nothing more solid than air and water,
lost, maybe, from planets with little
gravitation. Probably a storm of the
stuff atop the water-ice of Saturn.
Any of you fellows with cold feet
can drop off. The SpaceMEninee and
I are going to hitch-hike that bahyy™

One had to admire his nerve. He
drove twenty hours before hitting
anything. Then came the wind rais-
ing aur speed until the wvelocity
needle locked at the limit of its dial.

Fifteen days we ran with the wind,
faster and faster, with the shriek
of it fit to strip the buttes off a planet.
Then came hail rattling fine and dry,
with the stones getting big, then big-
ger as they burst with the sound of
shrapnel upon the metal hull

Then, when it seemed our seams
must surely rip we slid into a fun-
nel of dead silence. There we drifted
in a tomb of sudden stillness until
caught again in the vortex of wind
and hail.

That was only the coma, though one
wondered how much worse a nucleus
could be. Henniger was wondering
too, for he refused to quit the board
even for an hour’s rest. Nor was he
idle when the hail caught us again.
This time he set to work to pull away.

Wiith tail and head blasts he tried
to worm out, and suddenly, like a
plum seed pressed between thumb and
finger, we cleared. The storm roared
on. It dropped us like a freight car
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loosed from the funnel of a tornado.

Dead silence hurt our ears. The
whole great void seemed a cavern of
dusky, endless inertia. But the needle
was still locked against the metal of
the velocimeter. Henniger calcu-
lated we were doing more miles per
second than any space-ship to be
built for a century to come.

So we hung, suspended in stillness,
rushing forward at incredible speed,
yet to every sense hung motionless
between a far off zenith and nadir
of enclosing stars.

We took up the humdrum existence
of space life again, with only one inci-
dent to excite us. I was half asleep
at my desk. The comet had quit us
weeks past by the ship's chronometer.
Vaguely came a whistle of surprise, of
elation.

Opening my eyes I blinked at Hen-
niger. The radio-metric needle was
behaving queerly. I glanced into the
viewplate, then pressed binoculars to
my eyes. Far back was the Joehann.
We had already passed it. The car-
notite in its hold had shaken the
needle, and then she was back, far
back, so great was our velocity.

It was good to find her there in our
wake, falling behind with the breadth
of a world between us.

T HAS been forty years since 1
began this log of the Sipane-Ma-
rine. It had taken those years and a
great deal of schooling to learn better
use of U-235 than blowing to bits
the aceumulations 6f human progress.
Part of the process was the quick
and overpowering destruction laid
upon our enemy when the yellow
carnotite began to flow into the atom
smashers. Most of it came later when
the science of human relations slowly
caught step with the more easily
mastered science, Invention.

Today the good ship Johann Kepler
runs regularly from Saturn with car-
goes of carnotite to benefit all the
races of Earth, a service befitting the
ideals of the great discoverer whose
name it bears; while the Spooe-Ma-
rine, with my stubborn chief, is load-
ing for far out Pluto where he hopes
to live just one more year, he says
with defiance in his eyes. A year out
there is only a hundred and sixty-
four of ours.
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THE BIRTH OF GRAG

The Astonishing Facts in the Experiments of Roger Newton and
Simon Wright Which Brought a Thinking Rolatt into Beimg!

E tall red-haired man who stood in
the center of the moon-laboratory
stood back for a moment and surveyed

the robot’s body. In the laboratory itself,
the humming of atomle motors could be
heard, supplying light and heat, purifying
tltis air, making the rockbound retreat liv-
able.

But looking out through the plastex win-
dows, he could see the barren airless land-
scape of Earth’s satellite, covered with
dark and gloomy shadows that offered al-
most perfect hiding places for the danget-
ous metal-eating moon-wolves. There, all
was cold, silent, almost as emfty of life
and as dangerous as space itself.

Soon there would be five of them on the
Moon, but at the moment there were only
four—Roger Newton, the red-haired man
himsellf; his wife, his infant sen, Cuutis;
and Simon Wiriigtht, a grizzled old scientist
who had been Roger’s friend for years.

Simon was ailing, and already could see
death approaching, but he had as yet no
suspicion of the strange fate that would
eventually be his—to live as a Brain with-
out a body, to exist, and yet to be free of
almost all human cares.

Now he was still human, with the
thoughts and emotions of a man.

He was the most brilliant scientist that
Earth had produced in generations, and at

MEET THE FUTUREMEN!

in this depariment, which is a reqular feature
of CAPTAIN EUTURE, we acquaint you further
with the compamions of CAPTAIN FUTURE
whom you have met in our complete book-length
novel. Here you ere told the off-the-record
stories of their lives and anecdotres plucked from
their careers. Follow this department closely,
for it contaiins many interesting and fascinating
facts to supplement those you read in our fsa-
tured novels,
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the moment the most excited one. For
today was to see the climax of years of
careful work.

A Metal Body is Built

Roger Newton moved toward a speak-
ing tube.

“Wedll, Simon,” he said, “it"s time for our
robot to be born.”

A moment later Simon entered the lab-
oratory. The huge room was full of
strange instruments and novel forms of
apparatus, most of them constructed by
Roger and Simen themselves, implements
unknown anywhere else on the solar planets
or their sagellites.

But none was more wonderful than the
metal body of the robot, and the match-
less mechanism of hydrophilic colloid metal
that was to be his brain.

The body lay upon a sturdy table, a sug-
gestion of latent power in the motionless
limbs that had been constructed so Care-
fully of specially treated steel. No other
robot possessed a body like it, but none the
less it had taken the scientists little enough
time to fabricate.

It was the making of the brain that had
delayed the birth of Grag. The plans for
it had first been drawn up ten years before
by Simen. It had taken a long time for
them to come to fruition, but now the task
was done, with hundreds of thousands of
brain gaths carefully traced in the finely
divided metal, each path se tiny and deli-
cate as te be Invisible, and yet pessessed
of sufficient strength to centrel the fe-
tions of the mighty menster that weuld
seen eemme to life.

The brain had been placed in a temporary
case of strong steel. Now Simon, with
more caution than if he had been handling
a new born babe, lifted it out and inserted
it into the cavity prepared for it within the
robot’s head.

Here it would be protected by the



strongest metal yet known—magnasteel, be-
side ‘Wﬂi&j?l ordinafy steel had the strength
of we't paper. Tidére was one more task to
do, the &bmnecting of numerous brain end-
ings with the metal spinal cord.

Camnecting the Brain

Simon's skilled hands worked quickly,
while Roger Newton handled the bank of
electrical instruments that sent a pulsing
current through the newly made joints.

It was necessary to fuse each joint
thoroughly and at the same time avoid
overheating. In a half hour Simon was
finished, and stepped back to examine his
handiwork.

The robot was ready. Simon and Roger
exchanged glances, and Roger pushed a
switch toward his elderly colleague.

“You bring him to life, Simon,” he said.
‘“He’s really your baby.”

He could see the veins throbbing in
Simon’s temple as the elderly scientist's
haifd moved toward the Switch. Emotion
was a thing that had for years seemed ut-
terly alien to Simon’s nature, but now a
feeling of excitement, almost of fear,
seemed to pervade his every fiber,

Wibat if somewkhere he had made a tiny
mistake, if the robot did not come to life,
or if'lhe came to life, and failed to pessess
the qualities fer which Sinmion had toiled so
painfiilly? Simon’s fingers pressed down
on the tiny knob of plastic.

The robot’s photo-electric eyes suddenly
glowed ight.

“Stand up,” ordered Simon, and Grag
arose as readily as if he had been following
orders for years.

“I obey, Master,” he said in a deep me-
chanical voice.

There was a gleam of triumph in Simon's
eyes. of effort had been crowned
with success. The robot was alive, and
acting exactly as he should act.

Peril in the Lucenite Pit

It required several days before he and
Roger realized that something was wrong.
Neither scientist could put his finger on the
thing that aroused his uneasiness, but they
both felt it. Grag obeyed orders well—
perhaps even toe well. But it seemed
agsufd to find a reason for complaint in
that.

Then there came the day when Roger
Newton discovered the rare mineral in one
of the moon craters. Simon, working in
the laboratory, heard his excited voice
through the audiophone the two scientists
always wore when one or both of them
worked afield from the main home.

“‘Come quickly, Simon, I've diiscovered
a large deposit of lucenite!*

Pausing only to slip on a space helmet
and to bark a curt order to Grag to follow,
Simon hastened out of the laboratory. He
found Roger gazing in triumph at a deposit
of pinkish-gray mineral that spread over a
patch &1 several square yards.

Wiithin the patch, Roger had been dig-
ging, and although he was now a dozen feet
beneatH the surface, the end of the lucenite

was not yet in sight.

“Here it is, Simon, enough to supply us
for years! Now we’ll no longer have to
import rare metals from Eanttl®

Simon’s eyes showed,; his pleasure. “It'l]
save us valuable time,” he said. Amnd then
he looked around quickly. A slight noise,
transmitted through the ground, had
reached his ears.

A pack of moon-wolves was approaching.
The giant, long-fanged beasts, their grayis|
metallic bodies gleaming, had scented food.
They preferred to eat metal, but in case
of need would deveur anythiag living that
came their way. Amnd neither Roger nor
Simen had remembered to bring weapons.

Simon’s lips tightened. “You run for it,
Roger,” he said. “I'll try to hold them
offt™

Roger shook his head as he hefted the
pick he had been working with.

Simon persisted, “Yau've got your wife
to live for—and Curt. I'm an old man.
I'm going soon, »

“Wee’ll run together—if Grag can hold
them offf’ decided Newton.

Grag’s First Trial

Together they stared at the giant robot,
who was regarding the aproaching and
snarling beasts with great interest. “We've
made him strong eneugh,” admitted Simon.
“ff only he has enough imtt=llfigyemume—"

Roger spoke directly to the robot. “Grag,
we are returning to the laboratory. Do not
let the moon-wolves follow us. Do you
u }

“Yas, Master,” boomed Grag. “I shall
obey-!l

They watched Grag move slowly toward
the approaching monsters. Then, without
further delay, they turned and ran.

They were not followed. Evidently Gra
was not finding it as difficult as they ha
feared to fight off the moon-wolves. Simon
dashed into the moon-laboratory and im-
mediately made for the cupboard where
several atom-guns were stored.

They were weapons of especially large
caliber, and projected beams that would
drill through a moon-wolf as easily as an
ordinary beam would drill through a man.
They had been constructed especially for
that purpose.

Each holding a pair of the guns, Simon
and Roger retraced their steps. As they
came within sight of the snarling beasts,
Roger stared in bewilderment.

“Where is he?”

Grag was nowhere to be seen. Neverthe-
less, the beasts had remained in the same
spot where the men had left them, and were
quarreling over something that lay on the
ground.

“It’s Grag’s brain-case,” suddenly cried
Simon hoarsely. “The magnasteel has re-
sisted their teeth! But they've eaten the
rest of Hikm{™

He plunged toward the animals with a
shout of rage, both guns blasting. A pair
of moon-Wolves fell, but another trio came
leaping toward him. ©One howled sound-
lessly while still in the air, then fell mo-
tionless as an atom-ray blasted him. The



others came on,

Roger fired quickly, and the leading
beast fell just as his teeth closed over
Simon’s leg. The other moon-wolf hesi-
tated, turned to run, and snarled one last
time in defiance at the deadly beam which
penetrated his body.

Of the entire pack, only one of the crea-
tures succeeded in gaining the nearby shad-
ows safely.

The Mystery of Grag's Defeat

Simon’s leg was torn and bleeding, but
he evidently felt no pain. He picked up
Grag's brain-case, his own face white. As
they were to discover later, Grag’s brain
was functioning inside it as well as ever.
But of Grag’s enormously powerful body
there was not a trace. The beasts, in their
lust for metal, had devoured it all.

“He didn't put up a strugglk)”’ exclaimed
Roger in amazement.

“He just let them eat his body.” Simon's
face was working with emotion. *“Roger,
I've made a terrible mistake. This robot
is worthless. I may as well throw this
braln away and start all over again . .
except that I won’t llve long enough to
complete anether one.”

“All you need do is make a slight
change,” suggested Roger.

“It’ll require more than that. I made
the mistake, Roger, of dlstrustlng our ro-
bot, and therefore made him too obedient.
It's impossible to go over each of those
brain-paths again, and alter that. He’ll be
like this as long as he lives”

Roger was silent. Then he spoke as if to
himself. “All we need do is supply him
with a few reflexes that will take the place
of an instinct of self-preservation. If we
succeed in that, he’ll continue to obey us
just as he’s done—and he’ll resist the will
of any ene else”

Simon scowled. “It isn't so easy to
supply only the reflexes we want, and
nothing else”

“You are forgetting the lucenite,” replied
Roger.

There was a startled look on Simon's
face. “The lucenite! Of course! We
can immerse the brain in a suitable solu-
tion, subject it to lucenite radiations, and
only those ions will penetrate that are
sufficienily hydrophilic! Amnd then, if we
send a few telepathic currents through the
solution="

“[t won’t take long)”

“A matter of weeks. To work,” said
Simon grimly. “My time is shortt’”

The New Grag

Rebuilding Grag’'s body took just as
long a time as making the alterations in
his brain. Then, once more Simon pressed
the life-giving switch, once more the in-
animate metal became a living robot. Ob-
serving Grag casually, the two scientists
could detect no change in him. Had the
treatment of his braln produced any effect?

It was a day later that they had the an-
swer. Simon barked out an order, received
no reply, and looked around. Grag had

disappeared. He was not in the moon-lab-
oratory, and no one had seen him go.

“He is differentt” observed Simon. “In
his previous existence he never went away
without receiving aspecnﬁc order to do so.

“L wonder where he is,” said Roger.

lace where those moon-wolves
can get at him, I suppose. Did he take an
atom-gun

All the atom-guns were still in the lab-
oratory. Simon and Roger exchanged
gloomy glances. If the same thing hap-
pened this time that had happened before,
they would know that the robot was not
worth saving.

The hours passed slowly, and within the
laboratory there grew a feeling of tense-
ness and of irritation. Grag had not only
left without receiving orders to leave, but
he had done worse than that. By omitting
to perform the tasks that the two scien-
tists had counted on his performing, he had
disarranged the laboratory’s work.,

It was more than six hours before Grag
returned. Wihen he came, he was dragging
the dead bodies of half a dozen moon-
wolves behind him.

“Wiere have you beem?” asked Simon
coldly.

“‘Owt killing these beasts,” boomed Grag.
“I heard you talking, Master, and I realized
they were pests. So I figured I'd go humnt-
ing and get rid of a bunch of them. Just
to make things safer around here”

Roger smiled. Grag might be a trifle
difficult to control in the future, but there
was no doubt about his intelligence.

“MDiid it take you all this time to kill a
half dozem?” asked Simon.

“I killed about fifitty,” growled the robot.
“IL just didn’t want to take the trouble to
bring them all back. First it was easy,
because they scented me, and came trun-
ning. After a time, when the others saw
what happened to the first batch, I had to
go look for them”

“How did you find them in the shattowes?”
demanded Roger.

“That was easy, Master,” boasted Grag.
“ey’re telepathic, and I could sense the
mind-currents coming from them”

Grag Learns to Boast

Roger nodded. The moon-wolves wwere
slightly telepathic, and Grag, as a result of
his own brain being subjected to telepathic
currents, was more sensitive to thelr gfes-
ence than a human belag would have been.

“Yaou're sure you killed about fifts”
asked Simon, his manner still cold.

“Weelll, maybe it was only thirty,” ad-
mitted Grag, unabashed. “But I could have
Billed fifty if they had been there. I could
have killed a hundred, a thousand. It was
easy, Master. 1 didr't need an stom- =gun.
I just pulled them apwntt”

He flexed his metallic muscles, while
the two scientists stared.

“You don't realize, Master, just how
strong I am. Wihy, there was never afy-
body like me. I’ll show you what I ¢an
do_’l

“Don’t bother,” interrupted Simon, smil-
ing in spite of himself.



“Wimtever you say, Master. But it was
a cinch, pulling them I can tear
apart anything that exists. I can take a
space ship, and throw it off the Moon. Why,
with my atomic motods—"

“Get into the laboratory,” commanded
Simon. “H”tmare that colloid solution for
the androld we’re er

“Yes, Master,” said Grag humbly, and
obeyed

Roger laughed. But Simon scowled.
“He’s going to be insuffferaiiile”

“At fimstt. But he'll straighten out.

After all, he's only a couple of days old,”
reminded Roger Newton. “I think we're
going to enjoy Grag.

“I hope you're right, Because if you're
not—" But the implied threat was never
carried out. As Roger had predicted, Grag
did improve. But never again did he dis-
play the touching confidence in others that
he had shown in his first incarnation.

He was always to remain slightly vain,
selfish, proud of his strength, eager to show
it off—in a word, he was always to remain
more human. He would get along.
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RGDTAIL war is not merely a matter of armies. Total war is a struggle
in which every worker, yes, every man-hour of a worker’s energy, must
be put to its best and most efficient use, if victory is to be gained.

Skilled mechanics, skilled machinists, railroad men, draftsmen, engi-
neers, chemists, physicists, doctors—ifhese are the measure of America’s

total strength.

Note the emphasis I have put on skill.

1t is not just all America's work-

ers. It is all America’s workers in terms of their mastery of jobs.

The home front must be well-manned. The right man, on the right job,
at the right time, must be the first maxim of our industrial strategy.

An hour gained speeds victory. It saves lives.
cartridge belts. It means ships lost for lack of planes.

An hour lost means empty
It means bloody

hillsides that must be rewon because we lost them once.

The teamwork and solidarity and discipline of orgamized labor has shown
us the strength of democracy. That kind of teamwork and solidarity and
discipline is needed by the whele nation today.

We know that we can count on labor. For it is labor that has the greatest

stake in victory.
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Better Than One

By HENRY KUTTNER
The Last Thing) im tifrec Wan/th TVad tBrucec Wiarted| fo
Be Was a Wrestler—hutt Thatt Was Before He Got
Tangfedlimbis UndeSsfeanthiDibireasagioabMdehhicle!

RUCE TINNEY was smearing
marmalade on toast when
Uncle Willbur screamed. It
wasn’t an agonized scream. . It was,
rather, a shout of triumph, a paean of
unrestrained delight. There was a
faint crackle, and the toaster at Tin-
ney’s elbow ceased to glow red.
Crockett, the butler, cook, and gen-
eral handyman, continued to pour
coffee, no trace of expression on his
large pallid face. Nothing could dis-

92

turb Crockett, of course. He had
worked for Uncle Wiillbur much too
long for that.

Bruce Tinney, a well-built young
man with a pleasantly ugly face and
mild blue eyes, sighed. “He’s done
it again,” he remarked, rather thickly
becgus: of the toast-and-marmalade.

L1 ir "

“Uncle. You know. Wihat’s
been working on this time?"

“Mr. Van Dill does not comfide in

he
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me, sir. I cannot say.”

Tinney munched toast. “Seems to
me he said something about a fourth-
dimensional gadget. Lord knowss !
Wonder how long he’ll be gone this
time?”

“I fear I cannot say,” Crockett said
frigidly, as the door opened to admit
Willbur Van Dill, a small gnome of a
man with a wrinkled brown walnut
face and fluffy gray hair.

Uncle Willbur Was. carrying an
empty bottle and wore an expression
of blind fury.

“Crockett!" he said.

“Yes, sir?”

“Is this all the brandy there is in
the hous=?"

“Yes, sir,” said Crockett, and Uncle
Wiillbur assumed a look of diabolical
triumph.

“Then I shall go out,” he ammounced.
“Bruce, take charge of things while
I'm gone. Never thought I'd be
finished with that blasted machine.
Ha!”

Tinney swallowed toast and rose
hastily. “Uncle Wilbur!” he objected.
“At your age—"

“All the more reason for relaxa-
tion,” Van Dill said. “Dom’t argue
with me, you young pup. If you had
a quarter of my brains, you'd have a
right to talk.. Stands to reason,” he
went on in a faint mutter, glaring at
the empty bottle. “Great scientist.
Use my mind a lot. Concentration.
Got to relax. Now shut up and don't
bother me. I’ll be back.”

“But—" said Tinney.

“And don't touch anything in my
laboratimry!” Van Dill flung back over
his shoulder as he departed. . “You
butter-fingered oaff!"

He left with a slam, and Tinney
choked on his toast, while he brooded
on Uncle Wilbur’s iidiosyncrasies.
True, the man was a great scientist.
His filament for electric bulbs was a
marvel, and a condenser -he had in-
vented brought in a small fortune.

But Uncle Wiillbur was certainly not
a model of propriety, and it was to
that that Tinney objected. Being a
rather mouselike young man himself,
it seemed to him shocking that Uncle
Wiillbue should relax, after.every suc-
cessful experiment, by a round of the

local barrooms, drinking vast quanti-
ties of alcohol.

EING his uncle’s secretary was

Ao sinecure, Tinney thought
unhappily. Aad new this new de-
viee—wihat was 1t? Something te do
with the fourth dimension. Uncle
Wiillbuge had exq!aiﬁed it enee, rather
vaguely, but Tinney had scarecely
listened., He did net at all undef-
stand the first prineiples of the ta-
ehine.

Crockett appeared, with a full bot-
tle. “I had forgotten this,” he said.
“Has Mr. Van Dill lefit?

At Tinney’s nod he sighed and put
the bottle into a sideboard. Then he
stood ominously waiting till the
young man, cringing under the
butler's cold glance, hastily gulped
down the rest of his coffee and
crumpled his napkin.

“Er—better fix the lighting system,”
Tinney said, rising. “I think Uncle
Wiillbure blew a fuse.”

“Yes, sir. Immediatelly.”

Tinney wandered off, feeling low.
At the door of his uncle's labora-
tory he paused. Better see that every-
thing was in place there. Once a fire
had started, ignored by the erratic
Van Dill. Tinney opened the door
and looked in,

Fair enough. All was as usual, ex-
cept for an oddly-shaped contrivance
in the center of the fitmr. It looked
rather like an oversized telephone
booth, with walls on only two sides.
On its floor lay Uncle Wiillbur’s hat.

Since one of Tinney’s passions was
neatness, he immediately hurried
forward after the hat. As he entered
the booth and bent over a curious
clicking sounded. Simultaneously a
red light bathed him.

Crockett had replaced the fuse, and
the machine had been turned om!

Tinney felt a wrenching jar, fell
forward, and clutched wildly at a set
of complicated controls on one wall.
Dials spun under his hands. Briefly
he had the extraordinary sensation
of being in two places at once. There
were two Bruce Tinneys!

They merged. A grinding whirr
came from the device. The two Tin-
neys spun apart again, reeling out of
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the booth. For a horrified moment
each of them regarded the other.

Yes—there were two. Perfect du-
plicates.

The red glow still bathed the ma-
chine. As if by common consent,
both Tinneys dived back into the
booth, clutching at the controls.
Fingers fumbled. Return the dials to
their original positions—that was
right.

The clicking sounded again. The
Tinneys drew together, feeling an
indescribable sensation of merging.
And, gasping, Bruce Tinney—no
longer twins—Ileaped hastily away
from the infeenal device.

That had been close! It was always
safer to stay away from Uncle Wil-
bur’s inventions. But, luckily, there
Was no harm done.

Gulping, Tinney lifted his hands to
brush back his disheveled hair. That
was a mistake. For a moment he had
the odd impression that someone was
in back of him, reaching around as
though to cover Tinney's eyes and say
“Guess who?”

With justifiable irritation, the
young man swung around. He was

alone. Puzzled, he glanced down at
his hands.

He had fomr hands. . . . Yiped! He
had fowmr arms!

NNEY remained perfectly mo-
tlonless, staring. The upper set
of arms were hils isual enes. The
others sprouted frem his armpits,
and there were rents in the thin silk
of his gajama jacket where they had

burst through. He must leek rather
like an Oriental goddess, he theught
wildly.

Four amms!

Tinney staggered to a chair and sat
down, not pleased. He looked at the
booth. That had done it, of course.
Uncle Wiillhur—blast Uncle Wilbur!

Apparently one of the attributes of
a fourth-dimensional gadget was to
split people into half—create twins.
Duplication of atomic structure or
something. The operation could be
reversed, but not by an unskilled
hand. Tinney licked his lips.

He stood up and moved slowly
toward the device. Then he paused.

FUTURE

Suppose he made another mistake?
This time it might be fatal. Two
Bruce Tinneys had been squeezed
into one, plus a set of additional arms.
One Bruce Tinney might be squeezed
into half a mam!

No—better not to meddle. How
could you turn the machine off?
It was difficult to say. The red light
still glared down, and a faint hum-
ming hung in the air. Tinney sat
down again and considered.

Uncle Willbur was the amswer.
He was the one to remedy this—this
embarrassing development. Two ad-
ditional arms! Good Lord! Tinney
shut his eyes.

“Crockett!” he called, and hesi-
tated, feeling a natural dislike of
showing his sudden deformity to the
butler. But already Crockett’s foot-
steps sounded in the hall. Acting on
impulse, Tinney put his lower set of
arms behind his back, thus concealing
them fairly well.

‘lsir?ll

“Uh—do you have an idea where
Uncle Wiillbur wemt?"

“No, sir. I do not.”

Some dive, probably, Timney
thought bitterly. Some low haunt of
topers. Wiy the devil couldn’t Uncle
Wiillbue act like a normal human be-
ing? It wasn’'t fair for him to run
off and leave his nephew in this con-
dition. Not for the first time, Tinney
had an impulse to tell his uncle to go
to the devil.

But of course he couldn’t. He was
penniless. Uncle Wiillbur supported
him. Tinney sighed. If he could only
raise a thousand-—enough to buy that
stationery store on 72nd Street. He
could be very happy there, in his quiet
way, not continually having his life
upset by such things as this.

And Van Dill might not return for
days!

“Thanks, Crockett,” Timney said,
and the butler went out.

Wihat now? Obviously, he couldn't
go looking for Uncle Wiillbur in this
condition!

And yet—why not? An overcoat
would easily conceal the extra pair of
arms. Things weren't as bad as they
had seemed. Tinney actually gave a
little relieved sigh as he rose. A
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shower, now——

He had some difficulty shaving, but
found it fantastically easy to scrub
his back. He took his time. Better
let Uncle Wiillbur get tight enough to
be hazy and good-tempered, else he
might refmse to accompany his
nephew back to the lalboratory.

INCE Tinney rose late, it was

nearly two o'clock befote he de-
scended the stairs, dressed and ready,
his superaumerary arms dangling,
hidden by the topcoat he wore. The
we?lthef was blazingly hot, but—oh,
well.

Crockett, he saw, was engaged in an
altercation at the door. A burly man
with the face of a belligerent ape
snarled remarks.

“I’'m sorry, sir. Mr. Van Dill is not
at home.”

“Yeah? Who’s that coming down-
stairs, then? Lemme by!” And the
burly man brushed Crockett aside.

Tinney hastily dived through the
nearest door, finding himself in the
laboratory. The guest followed him.
He had a broken nose, cauliflower
ears, and tiny eyes set in little pits of
gristle.

Now he looked disappointed. “You
ain’t Van Dill,” he growled. Then he
brightened. “A relative, maybe?
Huh?”

“I—uh—I’m Mr. Van Dill’s nephew,
Can I help you?” Tinney asked, feel-
ing slightly uneasy.

“Yeah,” said the newcomer. “I'm
Twister Haggerty. I'm the guy your
uncle kicked in the pants an hour
ago.” He moved forward, fists
clenched.

“Oh,” said Tinney, hastily retreat-
ing. “That was my uncle. Not me,
You're a little mixed up, aren’t you?”

“Not a bit,” said Twister Haggerty.
“Grandpa ran out of the bar before I
could stand up, but I found out who
he was. So I come to his place to push
his teeth in. If he ain’t home, I'll wait.
Meantime, I don't like Grandpa or any
of his relatives. So I'm gonma push
your teeth in while I'm waiting.”

“Now look,” Tinney gulped. *“You
den't seem to understand. I didn’t do
anything to you.”

“But I'm gonma do something to

you,” Haggerty said happily, continu-
ing his slow advance. “To your face.
Yeah.”

“Crockett!” Tinney called.

No answer. The butler, of course,
was well out of harm’s way. Tinney
stepped backward slowly.

“I warn you——" he began, but did
not fimish. Twister Haggerty grinned.
He looked like a ravenous gargoyle.

“And me billed for a fight tonight.
My manager says I gotta keep from
worrying. Well, I'll be worried stiff
till I take a poke at Grandpa. He ain't
here, but you'll do.”

“No,” said Tinney hopelessly, and
just then Haggerty lurched forward.

Tinney squeaked, staggered back,
and felt his heel catch on something.
As he twisted to keep his “balance,
the burly man was upon him. Auto-
matically Tinney flung his arms
around Haggerty’s body. All four
arms. The topcoat burst open, and
the extra pair shot out like tentacles
of an octopus.

“Heay'!” Haggerty yelped, and said
fno more.

For the two men, swaying off-bal-
ance, had toppled into Uncle Wil-
bur's fourth-dimensional machine.

NNEY felt again that brief ver-
tige, and the erawling sense of
compression, Wiith an effert he hurled
himselt out of the booth, and braced
himself te meet Haggerty’s attack.
But Haggerty was nowhere in evi-
dence.

“Say,” the man’s voice whispered,
in Tinney’s ear. “Say, I feel funny.
Wihat—"

Something was pressing against
Tinney's right cheek. His collar, he
discovered, was torn. Wirhere was
Haggerty?

Turning slowly, Tinney came to
rest facing a large mirror set in the
wall. He stayed motionless,

It wasn't the sight of his face that
gave him pause. That was familiar
enough. Nor, indeed, was it the fact
that he was wearing Haggerty's
clothes. That wasn’t the worst, by
any means.

The -body reflected in the glass had
two heads. One belonged to Tinney.
One was Haggerty’s. Both sprouted
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from the shoulders, cheek to cheek,
in an insanely Siamese-twin fashion.

Haggerty's unshaved jowl rubbed
Tinney’s jaw. The ape-faced man
opened his mouth and his eyes. They
got wider and wider.

Then Haggerty turned his head. So
did Tinney. As the two faces collided,
nose to nose, Haggerty gave a cough-
ing grunt and passed out. His eyes
rolled up. His head fell forward and
lay limply on Tinney’s chest.

As for Tinney himself—he didn't
quite faint. But he felt a warning
giddiness overcome him. As a result,
he did something he had never before
contemplated. Gasping, he fled into
the sun-parlor, jerked open the side-
board, and dragged out the bottle
Crockett had placed there. Then he
uncorked it and fell into a chair.

The brandy gurgled hotly down his
throat, bringing tears to his eyes. But
it probably saved his samity.

“Good lord,” Tinney said, shutting
his eyes and swigging away. “It
hasn't happened. I mustn't think
about it. I—how much of this stuff
should I drink? Uncle Wiillbur drinks
lots of it. I'll need a couple of bot-
tles, I guess.™

Tinney, of course, had never tasted
liquor before, except a glass of port in
his infancy for the colic.

Being healthy, he absorbed the al-
cohol without immediate nausea, and
by the time the bottle was half empty,
he felt well enough to open his eyes.
Haggerty's head lay on his bosom.

Tinney moved unsteadily to a couch,
pressed his companion’s head back-
ward, and covered it with a cushion.
If the—the creature suffocated, that
was all to the good. But of course he
couldn't. The two heads had only one
pair of lungs, and Tinney was keeping
them well supplied.

He drank more brandy and looked
down. Why was he wearing Hag-
gerty's clothes? He investigated. He
was, in fact, wearing Haggerty's
body.

That awful fourth-dimensional ma-
chine! It was set for compression,
and it was doing its job in a fantasti-
cally complete way. Or, rather, an
incomplete way. Was he two men or
one, Tinney wondered ?

FUTURE

STRAY thought had struck Tin-

ey : Two heads were better than

one. He laughed. He had thought of

a use for Unele Willbue's machine. 1f

a cat had kittens, instead of dirowning

them, you could put them in the boeeth

and turn the power on. The result
would be one kitten,

“Reduce excess population,” Tinney
said thickly, and fumbled the bottle,
dropping it. It broke.

He had, however, made another dis-
covery. He still had four arms. Four
arms and two heads. Amnd Haggerty's
body. Tinney decided he wanted more
brandy. He'd have to find Uncle Wil-
bur.

At this moment, Crockett appeared,
looking down his nose. Since Hag-
gerty’s face was covered by a cush-
ion, the butler saw nothing amiss im-
mediately.

“Has the gentleman left, sir?” he
inquired.

“Gen’lman?
amended.

“You have dropped a bottle, sir,”
Crockett remarked, and ice seemed to
hang on his words.

Stung, Tinney looked up. He was
reminded that he didn't like the but-
ler.

“Tirue,” he said. “I d-dropped a bot-
tle. I have four arms, too.”

“I fear you have been drinking——"

Crockett didn't fiirieln. He turned
slightly gray. It was all too obvious
that, despite Timmeyls potations, the
drunken young man was speaking the
horrid truth. He had four arms, and
all four of them were extended to-
ward Crockett, the fimgers scrabbling
greedily in the air.

“Guh——" said Crockett.

“Amnd an extra head. Friend of mine.
Close friend,” Tinney explained, seiz-
ing Haggerty by the hair and pulling
his face to view. “Seems to be asleep
now, but that's all right. Say hello to
the gentleman, Crockett.” He rose
and stalked forward.

The butler made no remark. He was
quite green now. The drunken Tinney
felt happy.

“Shake hands,” he commanded.
“Meet my new hands. Both of them.
That's right.” He gripped Crockett's
palms, and with his other pair of

Yesh—yes,” Tinney
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hands, suddenly seized the butler by
the throat.

That finished Crockett. He tore
himself free and fled, screaming. Tin-
ney laughed and turned to the door.

“Gotta find Uncle Wiillbmr. And get
'nother bottle. Wait a minute! Can’t
go out this way. People'd talk.
Mustn’t let ’em see I've got four
arms.”

Following this incomplete chain of
reasoning, he located another topcoat,
donned it, and concealed his extra
arms. At the door he was reminded
of Haggerty’s head. It was still un-
conscious, possibly overcome by the
alcohol that Tinney had albsorbed.

NNEY made adjustments with

his coat. But that woulda’t work,
The bulge was toe suspicious. And
the ceat kept sliplpi off. Seeing a
package on the hall table, Tinney had
an idea. He went back te the kitchen,
found a sheet of wrapping paper, and
wrapped up Haggerty’s head eom-
plete , sealing it shut with gummed

The man wouldn’t suffocate, of
course. And, by this method, it would
seem merely as though Tinney was
carrying a heavy parcel on his shoul-
der. To foster the illusion, he placed
one hand atop it as if to keep it in
place.

Now he looked reasonably human.
He could venture forth, And he did,
hailing a taxi and going down-town.
There was a well-filled wallet in Hag-
gerty's pocket, and Tinney had no
compunction about using it. Wihen a
man needed a drink, he needed it.
Liquor was pretty good, at that. Why
hadf’t anyone told him these things?

As a matter of fact, if Tinney hadn't
been drunk, he might have gone mad.
But he was definitely tipsy, and, too,
he knew that Uncle Willbur was a
scientific wizard. Wikat had Van Dill
said yesterday? The words came back
vaguely:

“Organisms naturally tend to unity.
. « - My machine can duplicate the
atomic pattern, but the thing has to
be handled carefully. I might get two
and a half rabbits, or three rabbits
and an ear—and when I reversed the
machine, I might get a rabbit and sev-

eral extra ears. They’d probably be
on the rabbit, tinough—physiological
unity——"

Whmtever that meant. Tinney
yelled at the taxi-driver as he caught
sight of a bar. It was the Green
Stocking, and his uncle had occasion-
ally spoken of it. It catered to the
sporting element, of which Uncle
Wiilbur was a confirmed member. A
good portion of his time was spent on
the telephone, laying bets with an un-
known person named Joe.

RUCE TINNEY went into the
bar and ordered a bottle of
brandy. The bartender, a large tman
with a suspicious face, stared.

“Gonna drink it here?”
manded.

“Sure. Maybe more. Who kmows?"
Tinney made an expansive gesture,
and his topcoat fluttered as his extra
arms sought for freedom.

“Yeah. Well. Here you are. Say"”
The bartender leaned forward confi-
dentially. “Wimt you got under that
coat? A chickem?”

“Chicken?” Tinney poured brandy
and stared. “Whmt do you meam?"

But the bartender’s attention had
been arrested by a:-new phenomenon.
“How the devil do you keep that bun-
dle balanced on your shoulder? Got
it pinned om?"

At that point the bundle fell for-
ward on Tinney’s chest and damgled
there. A faint voice said, “Rye.
Straight.”

“Okay.” The bartender had turned
away automatically, but abruptly he
swung back. “Was that you?”

“No,” said Tinney, just as amother
voice said, “Yeah.”

“Now, look,” the bartender said
gently, placing his elbows on the bar.
“I don’t want no trouble, see? I work
hard. I don’t go for practical jokes.
If you want that brandy, say so. If

he de-

“Oh Gawd” howled that all-too-
familiar voice, “I’m blind! Blind as
a bat! Helgpr”

E bundle on Tinney’s chest
bounced up and shook itself vig-
orously. The bartender hastily re-
treated and armed himself with a
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bung-starter.

“A ventriloquist, huh?" he inquired.
i I’—'J

It was at this point that Tinney's
extra pair of arms burst out of hiding.
There was a fllzilling windmill of arms.
Hands tore at the brown paper cover-
ing Haggerty’s head. The man’s face
emerged, crimson and glaring.

“What’s the idea putting a paper
bag over my head?" he demanded. His
voice was somewhat thick, since he
was quite as drunk as Tinney.

The only other occupant of the bar,
a thin man in a corner, rose guietly
and shambled forward. He tapped
Tinney on the shoulder.

“I beg your pardon,” he said, “but
you seem to have two heads.”

“Lord, yes,” said the bartender
hoarsely. “Look at *em!”

“You see them, too?” the thin man
asked, and his jaw dropped. “I—I
thought I was drunk. Oh-h!" He
slid to the floor in a dead faint.

“Rye!” Haggerty yelped.

“Yeah,” said the bartender.
Here it is.™

He put a bottle and a glass on the
mahogany and began to tiptoe away.
He was muttering softly to himself.
He was, it seemed, going upstairs and
lie down. He hadn’t touched a drop
for years, Maybe it was the smell of
the liquor that was getting him. He
was going away.

He went away, leaving the two-
headed Tinney alone, save for the un-
conscious figure on the flwor.

The two heads turned to face each
other, and then, as if by common con-
sent, four hands shot out and seized
the bottles. Tinney tilted the brandy
bottle, Haggerty took the rye. There
was no sound but a faint gurgling.

It went on.

“Funny,” Haggerty said finally. “I
keep thinking I've got two heads.”

“It’s not funny at all,” Tinmney said
moodily. “It's my uncle's fault. The
guy that kicked you in the pants. Re-
member?”

“I don't get it. If I wasn't drunk,
I'd faint” Haggerty looked umwell,
anyhow. Tinney sighed.

“It’'s that fourth-dimensional
chine.”

“Oh. Science!” Haggerty modded,

“Rye.

ma-

FUTURE

as if that explained everything.

“If you'll just listen a minute, I'll
explain,” Tinney told him.

He tried to do it, between pulls at
the bottle, and finally it seemed as if
Haggerty understood, albeit only
hazily.

“Science. As long as it ain't black
magic, okay. I ain’'t a sap. I'll take
your word for it. Especially since
you say your uncle can fix us up all
right again. Only—two heaiis!”

“And four arms,” Timney pointed
out unkindly.

“Welll, we gotta find your umcle!

“We can’t go out on the street this
way. One of us has got to have his
head wrapped up again.”

Haggerty considered. “Let’s look
behind the bar. Maybe——"

EY found a thin cloth bag, with

a drawstring, that would just de.

Rather unwillingly, Haggerty ¢on-

sefited to having 1t pulled over his
head.

“I can see out,” he announced. “Can
you see me?”

“Nope. Looks like I'm carrying a
bundle on my shoulder, that’s all.
Wihere’ll we go?”

“Try the Peacock.
Seventh Avenue.”

Tinney concealed his extra arms
and departed, rather unsteadily. He
felt somewhat better for having an
ally. Now if they could only find
Uncle Wiillbue——-

They couldn’t. At five o’clock Hag-
gerty called a halt.

“I gotta fight tonight. Let’s phone
your house.”

“Fight? How ”

“At the Garden. I'm on the card.
Wirestling Turk Zorion.”

“Weelll, I'll phone Uncle Wilbur.”

But Van Dill hadn’t arrived home.
Tinney groaned.

They kept looking, in vain. Event-
ually Haggerty paused outside a cof-
fee shop.

“Listen,” he said. “I gotta wrestle
tonight. And it’s almost time.”

“You can’t wrestle like this, mam!

“Wihy not?” Haggerty asked stub-
bornly.

“Two heads—and four amms!™

“Tihere ain’t any rules about how
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many arms you got. And you can
keep your head wrapped up in this
bag, so nobody’ll notice. I know!” A
note of plaintiveness crept into Hag-
gerty’s voice. “They think I threw
my last fightt. My manager’s down on
me. If I miss this bout, I'm sunk.”

“You're crazy!™

“I'm fighting tonight,” Haggerty
said stubbornly. “Wiith four arms, I
ought to have a swell chance. Any-
how, I'm taking it. You won't get
hurt.”

He kept talking. Presently he had
convinced Tinney. It even seemed
like a good idea. A man with four
arms was practically certain to win a
wrestling bout!

“Gotta sober up,” Haggerty said.
“Let’s drink coffee. Here!” He
plucked the cloth bag from his own
head and affixed it over Tinney’s. “Let
me take over, for a while.”

That was fair enough. Tinney had
nearly passed out. He relapsed into
slumber, waking occasionally to peer
through the bag. He could see out,
all right.

The coffee, in their common stom-
ach, sobered both heads. Tinney
awoke again and had an idea. He ex-
plained it to Haggerty, and they went
to a phone booth.

First they tried the Van Dill house.
Uncle Wiillbur wasn't there. A chas-
tened Crockett said he might be at the
Garden, for the fiights.

“Hadn’t thought of that,” Tinney
said to his companion. “We might
run into him there.”

“I hope we do,” Haggerty muttered.
“The dirty—"

“Sh-h! I'm trying to remember
that number.”

E REMEMBERED it at last—

the number of the man named
Joe with whem Unele Wiilbue placed
his bets, He dialed.

“Joe?”

“Yeah. Wiho's this?”

“Bruce Tinney.”

“Oh, Mr. Van Dill’'s nephew. Sure.
What’s up?”

“I want to place a bet on the fight
tonight. On Twister Haggerty. Can
—er—can you do thatt?”

“Twiister — that stumble - bum!

Who’s it for? Your umcle?”

“No. For me. I've inside informa-
tion.”

“Maybe,” Joe said skeptically. “But
I'll be glad to oblige. How much?
Odds are about eight to one

“Two hundred dollars,”
said, gulping.

He had just that much in the bank,
painfully saved, by dint of much
scrimping. Some day he had hoped
to have enough to buy that stafiionery
store. Now he was risking it on a
gamble.

No, it wasn't a gamble. Haggerty
had assured him of that.

“Okay. Two hundred. On Twister.”

“Right,” said Tinney, and hung up.

Then he relapsed completely. From
now on, everything was up to Hag-
gerty.

There was a confusion of bright
lights, a sweaty dressing-room, a num-
ber of frantic questions, and Hag-
gerty’s responses. He wouldn't let
anyone in but his manager. And he
refused to explain to that worthy how
he had happened to acquire an extra
set of arms, and what was in that bag
on his shoulder.

“Just let it lay. It’s legal, ain't it?”

“Sure, but——"

Then came the moment when Hag-
gerty clambered over the ropes. Tin-
ney awoke and peered through the
bag. A gasp went up from the crowd
at sight of the wrestler’s unusual
physique. Typemtiters began to ham-
mer busily.

“Fake? Must be.
real. Am I crazy——"

Turk Zorion entered the ring, a
burly, hairy man with the face of a
mad murderer. Tinney shuddered.

“Take it easy,” Haggerty whis-
pered. “Leave everything to me.
Wiith four arms, this’ll be a cinch.”

Just then, someone whooped in a fa-
miliar raucous voice from the front
row. Tinney turned his head, peering
through the cloth of the bag. It was
Uncle Wiilbur, a quart bottle in his
lap, eating peanuts.

Sure, he’d have bought a firsttirow
seat for the fights from some scalper.
Uncle Wiillbur never missed a scrap in
the Garden.

But Haggerty had seen the man, too.

Tinney

No, they look
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The wrestler made a growling sound
deep in his throat. Then he rose and
hurled himself over the ropes at Un-
cle Wilbur.

“Haggerty!” Tinney yelped. “For
Heaven's salke!™

It was too late. Haggerty was do-
ing his best to strangle Van Dill. The
scientist’'s face went purple. Fran-
tically Tinney struggled to get con-
trol of his hands. They were com-
pletely Haggerty’s hands now.

Uncle Wiilbur lifted the bottle and
smashed it down on the wrestler’s
head.

Haggerty’s eyes glazed. His head
fell forward. He was. knocked out—
cold!

ERE was confusion. Tinney,
again 1n command of his body,
managed to struggle to his feet.
People were all around him, asking
guestions. _

“What’s the idea? You hurt?”
Haggerty’s manager was plunging
forward.

The wrestler’s head hung forward
on his chest, eyes closed. Tinney's
own head, of course, was still hidden
by the cloth bag. He could see
through it—and what he saw wasn’t
comfoeting.

Instinctively he dived back into the
ring and found his stool. “H ye
he whispered frantically. “Wake up!
Wake up, man!” He slapped the
wrestler’s cheeks with all four hands.
To the onlookers, it seemed as though
Haggerty was sitting with his head
down, beating his face in an endeavor
to clear his brain,

Uncle Willbur had resumed his seat,
apparently unhurt. Tinney gulped.
The full horror of his position came
home t