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I t s wonders 
wil l hold your In-
terest and fascina-
tion for hours. If 
you 've never had one 
oF these remarlsabl-
catalogs In your hands, 
don't wait another mln 
uce before you send for It! 
Items From All 
Corners of the World 
JOHNSON SMITH & CO. 
Dept. 129, DETROIT, MICH. 

NOTHING ELSE QUITE LIKE IT! 
Articles more interesting than a world 's fair! Over 

i ages packed full of pictures and descriptions of 
items from all parts of the world—amusing, en* 

tertaining and useful articles some of wtiicb you 
* knew existed—hundreds of items not sold 

stores—dozens of things you've always 
Wanted but never knew where to find. 

They're all in this amazing NEW catalog. 
" , 0 0 0 different articles, 5 ,000 illus-

trations. Most complete catalog of 
> kind. Latest radio and hobby 
kits, newest styles of candid 

* ?e cameras, fortune tellers, 
guns and rifles, sporting 

goods, b o o k s , s e e d s ; 
weird occult novelties, 

*"ange p o s t a g e 
stamps, disguises, 

live reptiles, etc. . 
etc., i n f a c t 
thousands of 
all the latest 
n o v e l t l e s r . 
many u n o b« 

'"rJj tainable else-
where. Many 
items brought 
from strange 
lands — f r o m 
strange peo-
ple . It 's the 
greatest co l -
lection of un-
usual things 
in the world . 
R e a d i t -
s t u d y I t— 
y o u* 1 I b e 
amazed —and 
pleased. 

^Alit 3 IJK 9CCC Asna^, AsruUUuf. HswelUi 
J A C K A S S 
C I G A R E T 
DISPENSER 

Nod off the head 
and out comes a 
cigaret—under the 
tail! Great l a u g h 
producer and prac-
tical cigaret dis-
penser. Holds lO 
cigarets. Finished 
wood, movable head and tail. Old H i l l 
B i l l y Mose sits on Jackass with case 

" corn likker. Colorfully designed. 

Diving S U B M A R I N E 
1 0 W Long 

Dives or rides on and under 
water. Will dive then come up-
Adjustable diving fins. Ice break-
er. Rudder. Adjustable b a l l a s t 
chamber. Powerful driving motor. 
Natural sea colors, realistic look-
ing. LOVA-in. long. Complete right 
down to small details. All metal 
enamel construction. « Q 
Speedy. P o s t e d 

Made- to -oroer 

H e a r t 

P e n n a n t s 

Coupon 

Double h e a r t 
pennants. Suitable 
f o r s e w i n g o n . 
sweater, jacket, coat, shirt, jersey, etc. 
Pennants in colors, with design and. 
"ME and YOU" in second color. Any 
two names such as "Bob, Mar) 
sewed in gold color thread. Any word-
ing. -in. high. Snappyt Put your 
name and your sweetheart's name o n 
the pennants. Or your chum's I Q c 
name. Order several. Postpaid. 

PUT REAL ''LIFE" INTO YOUR NEXT PARTY WITH THESE FUNMAKERS! 
G o t l i ru y o u r cata log w h e n it arrives. P i c k o u t a hal f dozen f u n makers and p u t t h e m t o work at your 

p a r t y " B I N G O " shooters placed under te lephones, plates, e t c . , e x p l o d e violently b u t harmlessly. A u t o B o m b s , 
• 'E le c t r i c " H a n d Shaker and Tick ler , Tr i ck Cards, Nudies Glasses, e t c . , e t c . W i t h s o m e o f t h e articles you 11 
find in th is catalog y o u can p u t o n a surprise party that wil l a m a z e even the wiliest guest ! B e p r e p a r e d ^ g e t 
y o u r c o p y o f th is b ig , n e w flashy and amazing cata log r ight away. Magazines and newspapers have , praised 
t h i s unusua l cata log . T i d e a n d New Yorker , " M o s t unusual catalog ever seen. Coronet , In this . i n d u s t r y 
J o h n s o n S m i t h & C o . is s u p r e m e . " O u r 2 5 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 orders are y o u r guarantee of service a n d sat i s fac t i on ! 

Here Are the Answers to Your Questions About This Big Book! 
Is I t a C a t a l o g ? 

YES—but i t ' s the most wonderful 
catalog you've ever held In your 
hands. You' l l toe amazed and amused 
at the novelties, the useful time 
savers. It 's more than a c a t a l o g -
It ' s an encyclopedia of hundreds of 
tMnffo vnn Mn't tirifi elspwhpre. 

Is T h e r e S o m e t h i n g t o 
I n t e r e s t M e ? 

YOU BET! We' l l guarantee that 
you' l l find plenty of interesting ar-
ticles you've never seen before. 
Many people actually spend days 
looking at this interesting book. 
W h y D o I S e n d 3 c ? 

To absolutely limit the number 
of copies to those most interested; 
t o help prevent more than one 
catalog f rom going to each person. 

This Is. actually, less than l -10 th 
of our cost. From start to finish, 
we spend nearly 5 0 c f o r each copy 
sent out! 
W h a t O b l i g a t i o n I s T h e r e ? 

Absolutely none! You need buy 
nothing at all f rom this catalog, 
BUT, it pays us to send you this 
catalog because most people like to 
keep it, and order from it. Sooner 
or later, we 've found, they see 
something they want—and we get 
their order! 

things you can't and elsewhere. 
A r e t h e A r t i c l e s E x p e n s i v e ? 

NO—most articles are less than 
$ 2 . 0 0 ; thousands actually 25C and 
lower. Yet it covers a wide range 
o f goods. 

SEND ONLY 3c — ACTUALLY LESS THAN ONE-TENTH OUR COST! 
Sent] Just 3 c ( o r 1 6 c f o r D e L u x e c l o th b o u n d ed i t i on ) and o u r new -

catalog will b e sent t o you immediate ly . A great big m a m m o t h catalog 
o f 6 2 8 p a g e s — r o t o g r a v u r e s e c t i o n — 6 c o l o r c o v e r — 9 , 0 0 0 amaz ing 
n o v e l t i e s — o v e r 6 , 0 0 0 I l lustrations! Send 3 c In any conven ient f o r m — 
unused U.S . postage s tamps a c c e p t e d — a n d we ' l l d o t h e rest ! Use c o u p o n 
be low so y o u ' l l b e sura to get t h e new. 1 9 4 1 edit ion 1 

DeLuxe Cloth Bound Edition 15c| 
DeLuxe Edition with permanent] 

Ihard cloth bindiner suitable for a<3-| 
ding to your library is available fori 
only 15c. Lasts longer, looks better. 

RUSH COUPON! 

-— — — r= — = Ready For Distribution 

Y E i " ! 9 fc/W I f M * 1 9 4 1 C A T A L O G ! S j t " 7 * M * ! 

Johnson Smith & Company, Dept. 129 , Detroit, Michigan 
Q Here's 3c, Rush 628 Page 1941 Catalog. • Here's 15c, Rush DeLuxe Edition 
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K ^ O F C 1 9 4 I edition of thisMAMMOTH Catalog of 9000NOVELTIE 
! * 6 2 8 P A C E S / ^ ' t i t i ' W * 5 0 0 0 »-L" s™AT>0» s 
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iOTS ofJOBS OPENING UP a 
Machine Shop Men in Jk '. 

Electrical Engineers, Diesel and A ̂ 'Conditioning Experts, 
Builders, Contractors and Automobile Mechanics, too, have 
good chances for profit through BIG DEFENSE PROGRAM 
Now is the time for every ambitious man to start in 
one! of the fields which'are now opening up new jobs 
in industry. Get the facts needed from our world fa-
mous technical cyclopedias. Use the jiffy index to find 
out what you need to know in a hurry. Shop foremen 
should welcome men who prepare themselves this 
way, and industry right now is on the lookout for 
.kflfed men who know how. ^ y o l u m e s 

ELECTRICITY 
This new seventeenth edition of 
applied electricity has over 3,000 
pages—hundreds of illustrations. 
Dynamos , motors , power stations, 
radio, television and many , many 
other subjects all covered. Total 
price only $23.80. Sent on trial. 

AUTOMOBILE 
ENGINEERING 

6 Volumes 
Whether y o u are a mechanic o r helper, 
e x p e r t o r a p p r e n t i c e , a u t o o w n e r o r 
driver, you will find great value hi these 
auto books (19th edition) which tell you 
step b y step b o w t o make difficult re-
pairs. 2 ,500 pages, 2,000 illustrations. 
Marine engines, aviation motors, Diesel 
engines included. Total price only $24.80, 
Sent on trial. 

BUILDING, ESTIMATING AND CONTRACTING 
9 Volumes 

This new 1940 edit ion 
should mafee i fc easy for 
any carpenter to become 
a contractor. Invaluable 
t o builders. Roo f f ram-
ing, steel square, archi-
t e c t u r a l d r a w i n g a n d 
d e s i g n , e s t i m a t i n g , 
painting and decora t -
ing, heating, building, 
c o n t r a c t i n g , c o n c r e t e 
lorms, and many other subjects well covered. Total price $23,80. 
Sent on trial. 

AIR-CONDITIONING 
6 Volumes 

Over 2,000 pages, 800 illustrations, 
c over this new industry including 
heating, ventilating, insulating and 
similar subjects. Total price $24.80. 
Sent on trial. 

DIESEL ENGINEERING 
6 

Volumes 
Over 2',500 pages profusely illustrated 
make Diesel, the new power, easy t o 
understand. Learn Diesel operation, c o n -
struction and repairing this w a y . Total 
price $24.80. Sent on trial. 

MACHINE SHOP MEN 

Needed 
NOW! 

team to set up and run almost 
any kind of machine. MAKE 
MORE MONEY NOW, learning 
Quickly HOW TO DO THINGS 
which usually take years of 

study and practice. 

T H E S E 8 BIG BOOKS g ive you a chance to quali fy 
for promotion in the mechanical field. E v e r y b o d y knows that there 
is a shortage of skilled men right now and that there are likely to be 
more and more good j o b s open. Here are 3,000 pages with nearly 
3,000 Illustrations which cover tool making, pattern making, foundry 
work, mechanical drawing, forging, machine shop practice and man-
agement, and hundreds of other subjects. This set, " M o d e r n Shop 
Practice/* should be endorsed b y manufacturers, superintendents 
and foremen everywhere, and w e believe will g ive any mechanic w h o 
uses them an advantage o v e r untrained m e n . W i t h each set w e wiH 
include a big binder o f nearly 800 pages with 267 original shop 
tickets and 1,200illustrations which show step b y step how to set u p 
and run almost any kind of a j o b . "These are in addit ion t o the S big 
books pictured above . Total price only $34.80. Sent on trial. 

Consulting Service Included 
A year 's consulting privileges with our engineers will now be given t o 
each buyer of any set of these books without extra charge. 

ANY SET SHIPPED FREE! 
for Examination* Al l y o u need d o t o get a set of " M o d e m 
Shop Pract i ce " 8 vo lumes p lus binder . " A p p l i e d E lec t r i c i ty " 10 
volumes, " A u t o m o b i l e Engineer ing" 6 volumes, " B u i l d i n g . Est i -
mating and Contract ing" 9 volumes, " A i r Condit ioning" 6 volumes, 
" D i e s e l Engineer ing" 6 volumes, f o r f ree examination is t o send i n 
the coupon below. T h e books will b e sent to you promptly . Y o u pay 
the delivery charges only . K e e p them for 10 days. If not satisfied 
send them back and you will o w e ua nothing. If satisfied, send only 
$2.00 in 10 days and then $3.00 a month until the total price 
shown is paid. There is n o further obl igation. 
American Technical Society, Publishers—Home Study Courses 

Drexei at 58th Street, Chicago, Illinois Dept. X149 

^mmmmmm^tNO THIS COUPON TODAY' - • • « mmj 
AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY, Dept. X149 

D r e x e i at 5 8 t h S t r e e t , C h i c a g o , IHinois 
Send for 10 daya free use the cyc lopedia which I list here. 

Put name of set here 
I will pay the delivery c h a r t s only and if fully satisfied will 
send you $2.00 i n 10 d a y s and then $3.00 a month until the 
total price of is paid. If I return the 
books in 10 days I will owe you nothing. Y o u are to inc lude 
a year 's consulting privileges with your engineers wi thout 
extra charge. 

Name. 

City State. 
Ple&ee attach & letter statfng agfe, ooSrpatkm and BUM and address o f 
employer and at least one basiness man as a reference. 
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A Complete Book-Length Scientifiction Novel 

m A CAPTAIN H I 1 HE 
t , m AND THE 

,, SEVEN SPACE STONES 
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I D M O s r H A M I L T O N 
Curt Newton, Spacefarer, and the Futuremen Take Off 
on the Most Thrilling Treasure-Hunt of All Time in 
Quest of the Solar System's Greatest Prize! 14 

Scientifiction Serial Nor el 
MUTINY IN SPACE Gawain Edwards 10! 

Beginning One of the Greatest Science Fiction Classics of All Time! 

Thrilling Short Stories 
NOT YET THE END Frederic Brown 96 
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GRAVE OF THE ACHILLES Harl Vincent 109 

Grant Stockton Fills the Void of Space with Hate! 

Special Features 
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THE FUTURE MEN Marshal Ezra Gurney 99 
THE FUTURE OF CAPTAIN FUTURE The Editor 128 

Join THE FUTUREMEN, Our New Club for Readers! 
CAPTAIN' FUTURE, published quarterly and copyright, 1940, by Better Publications. Inc., 22 West 48th Street, New Turk, 
N. Y, N. L. Pines, President. Single copies, 15 cents. Manuscripts must be accompanied by self-addressed, stamped en-
velope, and are submitted at the author's risk. Names of fill characters used In stories and semi-fiction articles are ficti-
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ffmSu-THENA TIP COT BILL A 600D JOB! 

I Trained These Men 
Chief Operator Broadcasting 

Station 
Before I completed your les-

sons, I obtained my Radio 
Broadcast Operator's license 
and immediately joined Station 
WMPC where I am now Chief 
Operator. 

FOLLIS F. HATES 
327Madison St. 
Lapeer, Michigan 

Service Manager for Four Stores 
I was working ID a garage when 
I enrolled with N. R. I. I am 
now Badio service manager for 
the M Furniture Co. for 
their four stores. 

JAMES E. RYAN 
146 Second St. 
Fail Biver, Mass. 

a Week Extra In Spare Time 
I am doing sparo time Badio 
work, and I am averaging from 
$700 to £*3G r year. Those ex-
tra dollars m^an so much—the 
difference between just barely 
getting by and living comfort-
ably. 

JOHN WAST7KO 
97 New Cranberry 
Hazleton. Penp.a. 

$260 to $300 a Month In 
Own Business 

For the last two years I have 
been in business for myself mak-
ing between $1*00 and $300 a 
month. Business has steadily 
increased. I hfrve N, R. I. to 
thank for my gtart in this field. 

ARL1E J. FROEHNEB 
300 W. Texas Ave. 
Goos© Creek, Texas, 

I WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME 
in y our spare time for a ^c^N 

GOOD JOB IN RADIO if lB 
If you ain't see a future In your present job; 
feel you'll never make much more money, if 
you're in a seasonal field, subject to lay 
offs, IT'S TIME NOW to investigate Radio. 
Trained Radio Teehmoians make good mon-
ey, and you don't have to give up your 
present job or leave home to leam Badio. I 
train you at heme nights in your spare time. 

Why Many Radio Technicians 
Make $30, $40, $50 a Week 

Badio broadcasting stations employ opera-
tors. technicians. Radio manufacturers em-
ploy testers, Inspectors, servicemen in good-
pay jobs. Badio jobbers, dealers, employ 
installation snd servicemen-. Many Badio 
Technicians open their own Badio sales and 
repair businesses and make $30, $10, $50 a 
week. Others hold their regular jobs and 
make $5 to $10 a week fixing Radios in 
bpare time. Automobile* Police, Aviation, 
Commercial Radio; Loudspeaker Systems, 
Electronic Devices are other fields offering 
opportunities for which N. R. I. gives the 
required knowledge of Badio. Television 
promises to open good jobs soon. 

Many Make $5 to $10 a Week Extra 
in Spare Time While Learning 

The day you enroll, I start sending you Extra 
Money Job Sheets—start showing you how 
to do Radio repair jobs. Throughout- your 
Course I send plans and directions which 
Ii&TO helped many make $5 to $10 a week 

J. E. SMITH, Presi-
dent National Radio 
Institute Established 
25 years 

extra in spare time 
while learning. I send 
speeial Radio equip-
ment to conduct ex-
periments and build 
circuits. This 50-50 
trainingrmt'tbod makes 
learning at home in-
teresting, fascinating, 
practical- TOU ALSO 
GET A MODERN. 
P R O F E S S I O N A L . 
ALL-WAVE, ALL-
P U R P O S E S E T 
S E R V I C I N G I N -
STRUMENT to help 
you ma&e money fix-
ing Radios while learning and equip you for 
full time work after you graduate. 
Find Out What Radio, Television Offer You 
Act Today! Mail the coupon for my 
book, "Rich Rewards in Badio." It u"/ r i 
out Radio's spare time and fun time oni>.,v-
tunifcies and those coming In Tcli-i i-sn; 
tells about my Course tn Badio ami Teh-vi-
sion; shows more than 100 letters from mm I 
have trained, telling what they are doing and 
earning. Read my money back agreero-: at, 
MAIL COUPON in an envelope or paste on 
penny postcard—NOW1 

J. E. SMITH, President 
Dept IA09, National Radio Institute 

Washington, 0 . C. 

Mai/ this to qef 64 page book FREE 
3. jE. S m i t h , P r e s i d e n t , D e p t . 1 A 0 9 m 

N a t i o n a l Ritdio Ins t i tute , W a s h i n g t o n , D . 0 . • 
Mail me FBEE. without obligation, ymn- -pam book "Rich ! 
Bewards in Badio." (No salesman frill call. Write plainly.) J 

AGE. 



IN the first place, laying out the spatial triangulation for this department 
to navigate by is tough enough without having you Futuremen shoving 

us around the ether. However, knowing that you are going to keep on shov-
ing, we've put this department in the hands of a capable space pilot who can 
shove back. Sergeant Saturn, the old Space Dog, is going to plot your courses 
from now on, and many a wild and rocketing—and rollicking—voyage we wish 
for you. And which you are likely to have. 

Take over, Sergeant Saturn; you're under observation.—The Editor. 

TH A T ' S right, you Venusian baboons, 
thrust me out here through the airlock 

and then stare at me through the visibility 
screens to see how I fate! 

You know, it's a funny sort of feeling to 
turn around and greet you Futuremen and 
readers of CAPTAIN F U T U R E for the 
first time. I feel like the spaceman who for-
got to zipper up his suit before leaping out 
into the void. Definitely, it's much worse 
than having the front door slam shut on you 
in your pajamas Sunday morning when you 
step so coyly out to- get the paper or the 
cream for breakfast coffee. 

Skip it. And pipe down, you embryo pi-
lots of the spaceways, out there in the back 
rows. If you've got anything to say, com-
plimentary or otherwise, blast on down into 
visibility and cut in with your ether phone. 
I've wrangled young bucko pilots from the 
space school on Mercury to the flop-eared, 
bug-eyed fliers on Pluto. The Old Space 
Dog has piled up a heap of experience in 
fifty years of navigation around the Solar 
System, and I reckon I can handle this crew. 
So peel off your coats, my hearties, roll up 
your sleeves, and let's chart our course from 
here, 

SCIENTIFICTION'S CLASSICS 
One of scientifietion's old-timers dropped 

in to see us for a chat the other afternoon. 
We'd never heard of him—he'd never even 
sent us a letter—but, he told us smilingly, 
his name has been on the subscription lists 
ctf all our fantasy magazines for several 
years. 

W e gossiped. Old-Timer spoke nostal-
gically of the outstanding scientifiction 
classics of yesteryear, a gleam in his eye. 
It was fun reminiscing over stories we both 
had known were destined for immortality 
the .first time we'd read them, 

"Mr. Editor," Old-Timer commented, 
"have you ever considered the fact that to 
many thousands of today's fantasy followers 
the great classics of the past are merely— 
titles? Sure, the stuff you're publishing to-
day is excellent. Take it from me . . . I've 
seen mags come and go. But some of those 
tales of more than ten years ago . . . well, 

they were great . . . once-in-a-lifetime 
yarns'." 

"Right!" we agreed. "That's why we've 
republished Dr. David Keller's great serial, 
T H E HUMAN T E R M I T E S , and Gawain 
Edwards' unforgettable tale, M U T I N Y IN 
SPACE, in C A P T A I N FUTURE'S Hall of 
Fame Section!" 

"Good selections, those two yarns," Old-
Timer said, "They're on my list. See?" 

Old-Timer drew out a neatly typed slip 
of paper, the names of his favorite stories 
of the past written on it. 

"Here, print this list in your magazine," 
he suggested. "Run a scientifiction Gallup 
Poll . . . find out which novels the readers 
would like to see published in your Hall of 
Fame section, and in what order. You'll be 
serx'ing them real treats f* 

So here's Old-Timer's prize list, minus the 
two stories we've already selected. It's a 
perfect list, believe us. Merely postcard us 
your votes. We'll do the rest! 
T H E T I M E STREAM John Taine 
T H E F L Y I N G LEGION 

George Allan England 
ARK OF T H E C O V E N A N T 

Victor MaeClure 
D A W N T O DUSK Eando Binder 
T H E C O N Q U E R O R S .Dr. David H. Keller 
T H E A L I E N I N T E L L I G E N C E 

. . ; Jack Williamson 

SONG OF THE FUTUREMEN 
Oh, Venus is too hot tor me, 
Arid Mercury's worse yet, 
And desert Mars is far too dry, 
And Neptune's much too wet. 

The icy fields of Pluto, 
Are frozen and forlorn. 
So take me back to good old Earth, 
The world where I was bom. 

Like this little jingle of the future ? That's 
the kind of popular ballad sung by Captain 
Future's trio of loyal comrades as they 
rocket through the starry void. There will 
be some verse in each issue of CAPTAIN 
F U T U R E henceforth, in the novel. And one 
of these days we'll be providing you with 

(Continued on page 10J 



TRAIN FOR A BETTER J O B 1 N 

ELECTRICin 
Pay Tuition , 
After Graduation J 
.„,,«," WOQK ON ACTUAL fl 

12 WEEKS SHOP TRACING 

"MILLIONS FOR DEFENSE"... 
Means Thousands of New Good-Pay Jobs! 

First you are told and shown what to do 
and how to do it. Then you do it yourself. 

Our tremendous defense program is 
now getting under way. What is more 
important to this program than the 
pant force of Electricity? Electricity 
la the mighty power that makes it 
possible to carry on the program our 
government and industry has ahead. 
This means thousands of jobs for Elec-
tricaliy-trained men. 

Get Ready Now for Your 
Place in Electricity! 

Start training now—at my school— 
where you can get your training 
quickly with a very small outlay 
of money! 

Get Training F i r s t . . . 
Pay Tuition Later 

Get your training first . . . then 
pay for it in 12 monthly payments 
starting 60 days after your regular 
12 weeks' training period. 

Earn While Learning 
If you need part-time work to help 
you through my school, my employ-
ment department will help you get it. 

Learn by Doing 
In _my Shops, you learn the quicker, 
easier way . . . by doing! You work 
on real electrical machinery, under 
guidance of expert i nstrnctors at every 
step. Coyne training is practical train-
ing . . . and easy to grasp. 

4 Weeks' Radio Course. 
No Extra Tuition Chargel 

Alter 12 weeks' training in Electricity, 
you can take my 4 weeks' Radio course 
at no extra tuition charge! 
Graduate Employment Service 
My lifetime free employment serv-
ice has helped hundreds of graduates 
locate important opportunities in the 
fascinating Electrical field. Find out 
n o w how to make one of these 
opportunities yours! 

Get My Story! 
Coyne training is for any fellow who 
wants to get ahead . . . even though 
he may have very l i t t le ready 
money. Fill in the coupon today, 
for my big FREE Book, with facts 
and pictures on the great Coyne 
Shops in Chicago. 

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL R t t T S & a 
MAIL THE COUPON NOW -3 

H. C. LEWIS, President, COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, 
500 S. Paulina Street, Dept. 11 -84, Chicago, 111. 

I'm really in earnest. I do want to get ahead. Send me your big free catalog 
with full particular* about Coyne training and your plans to help a fellow, who 
hasn't a lot erf money, to get ahead-



A Money-Making Opportunity 
for Men of Character 
EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR 

A N INVENTION EXPECTED TO REPLACE 
A MULTI-MILUON-DOLLAR INDUSTRY 

Costly Work Formerly 
"Sent Out" by Business Men 
Now Done by Themselves 

at a Fraction of the Expense 
This In a call lot men everywhere to handfa 
Exclusive agency for one of the most 
Unique business Inventions of the day. 

Peer? ftitt igo the horse and buggy business wis snpfeffio—today 
almost extinct. Twenty yean ago the phonograph mdiwry ran into 
jnany mill Loos—today practically a relic. Only a comparatively few 
fbresightcd men saw the fortunes ahead in the automobile and the 
radio. Vet .irresistible waves of public baying swept these men to 
fortune, and sect the buggy and the phonograph into the discard. So 
sue great successes made by mea sbie to detect the shift m public fivor 
from one industry to another. 
Kite taotker Amgt h fating pthei. At oM watluW aiiem^-ie ktejfil 

pirn of the oaeioa's stntcsofc—ia which toiHioas 06 dollars cbangt hjudt and uo|XNunt part 0- — . . . . — - ——— 
e»ety year—ii ta thotuaodt of c t x t being replacca by a Crvir 
tion which $oes the work better—mote tcliaMy—AND AT A COST ( 
AS Is£ OF WHAT IS ORWNAJLB.T PAID! It has not required very long (or mea 

> have taJtec over the tights to thif valuable iuvention to do 4 remarkable bosjaest,' •tbo 
and itovt caroifigi which is these time* a s aiajost vobeud oi for the average Qua. 

E A R N I N G S 
One man in California earned Over $1,600 per moatfi for three 
month*—close to $5,000 in 90 days' time. Another writes 
from Delaware—"Since I have been operating Gust a little 
less than a month of actual selling) and not the .full day at 
that, because I have been getting organized and had to spend 
at least half the day in the office; coanting what I have sold 
outright and on trial, I have made just a little in excess or one 
thousand dollars profit for one tnonth." A man worki&gsmail 
city in N. Y. State made $10,805 in 9 months. Texas man 
Bets over $300 ia less than a week's time. Space does not per-
mit mentioning here more than these few random cases. How-
ever, they are sufficient to indicate that the worthwhile future 
in this business is coupled with immediate earnings for the 
right kind of man. One man with us has already made over 
a thousand sales on which his earnings ran from $5 to $60 
per sale and more. A great deal of this business was repeat 
business. Yet he had never done anything like this before 
coming with. as. That is thekind of opportunity this business 
offers. The fact that this business has attract**} to it such 
business men as former bankers, executives of businesses— 
men who demand only the highest type of opportunity and 
income—gives a fairly good picture of the kind of business this 
is. Our door is open, however, to the young man looking for 
the right held inwhichto make hisstart and devslophisfuture. 

Not a "Cadget"-** 
Not 4 "Knick-Knock"*~ 

ttetf a valuable* proved device which ins been sold successfully by busi-ness novices OS wett as seasoned 

Mates fid miicikff—U fl& Simif Cftatfo® 
which the inventor hope* to pot oo the market. Yon 
tofobably have seen nothing like ic yet—perhaps never 
Sreamea of the existence ofsodi adevice—yet it has already 
been used by corporation* of outstanding prominence—bf 
dealers of great corporations—by their braochc*—by doc 
tors, newspapers, publiihets—schools—hospital*, etc., etc., 
and by thousands of small business men. You don't have to 
convince a man that be should ok an electric bulb to light 
tiis ofiicc instead of a gat lamp. Nor do TOO have to sell 
the same business man the idea A w some day be m»r need 
something like this invention. The need is already there—*-
the money ii usually being spent right at that very 
moment — and Che desirability of saving the greatest 
pars- of this- expense it iramr*tisn-ljrv 

Some of the Saving f 
You Can Show 

Ton wajfcifis* 0 office and poj down befbrtyoer 
4 letter 60m a sales organization showing that dan' did 
work in their Own office for $11 which formerly could have 
•cost them over $200. A building supply corporation pay® 
our roan $70, whereas the bill could have been far $l,6wf 
An automobile dealer pay* oar representative $15, wfae*ea» 
the expense could have been over $l,000i A department 
store has expense of $88.60, possible cost'if done outside 
the business being well over $?.,OCO, AfidsOon. Wc-could 
not possibly list ail eases here. These are fat * few of 
the many actual eases which we place ia y&ur hands to 
work with. Practicaliy every'line of business and every 
iecuca of the country U renresejtted by these field reports 
which hammer across dazzlidg, convincing money-saving 

— t which hu&y my tmwocs ana tm tul to 

Profits Typical of 
$he Young, Growing Industry 

Gdag into A h btttinetf Is eoe likd selling something 
offered in every gsocesy, ort^ or department store. Fee 
instance, when you cake a $7.50 order, $5.8> can be your 
chare. On $1,500 worth of business, your share can be 
$1,167.00. The very least you get as your part of every 
dollar's worth of business ycra do is 67 cents—oa ten 
dollars' worth $6-70, on a hundred dollars' worth $67.09 
—in other words two thirds of every order you get i f 
yours. Not only on the first order—bat 00 repeat osdea 
—and you have the opportunity of earning to even larger 
pcrecocage. 

This Business Has 
Nothing to Do With 

Bouse fo House Canvassing 
Mor 3d you have td know tnything about high-ptWflW 
selling. "Selling" is anocctssaty ifl the ordinary sease of 
the word. Instead of hammering away i t the cuttomef 
and trying to "force" a sale, you make a dignified, 
businesslike call, leave the installation—whatever size 
the customer says he will acccpr—at our risk, let the 
customer sell himself after the device is in and working. 
This does away with the need for pressure on the cus-
tomer—it eliminates the "handicap of trying to cet the 
money before the customer has really convinced himself 
100%. You simply tell what you offer, showing proof of 
tuccess in that customer's particular line of butiness. 
Then leasee the snvcntioo without a dollar down. It 
« a r » working at once, to t few shore d3y-3, the ioscalia-
tion should actually produce enough cash money to pay 

• t the same time- Yon then call back, collect your modey. 
Nothing is so coaviaang m our Offer to let resula speuc 

thmsdves without risk to die customer 1 While other* 
/ail to get even 3 hearing, our mea are ssdong sales 
running into the hundred*. They have received the «tteo» 
tion of the largest firms io the couooy, goi soli & tite 
fjoaUest businesses by the thousands. 

No Money Need Be Risked 
|fr eyidg this badness our. You can measure cite 
biiitici and not be cmt a dollar. If you art laektaf fer <$ 
btsintst that it not setrcrtoedid—a business that it jus® 
coming into Its own—on the upgrade, instead of tbs 
downgrade—a business that, offers the buyer relief frOfa 
a burdecsfome, but una voidable expense—a business chae 
has a project practically in every office, store, or factory 
into which 70a can set foOc—regard less of s l x e — i t 0 
muuity but does not have any price cutting to coo ten J 
with a* other necessities do—chat because you control 
the sales in exclusive territory is yew own business— 
thai faya murt m temt individual taUt than many ma mdt» 
4s s wffkmd&mttaruT in a month "s tim—if such a business 
looks ts if it is worth investigating, grt in tsud wi/b ts 
*t met lor the rights fo your terrnory—don't dela^— 
because the chances am that if you do wait, someone else 
•wffl have written to us in ftie meantime—tnd if it tuns 
out that you were the better man—we'd both be sorry. 
So for convenience, tut sbt amfott hilew—bitt send it right 
away—Of wire if you wish. But do it cow. AMms 

6. A^MSTSlO^G. President 
Dept. 4047A, Mobile, Alt. 

fit lie II m «CIUSIVE 
I n i l a n TERRITORY fRorosiTto* I 
I 8. A8JiiSTR0NC. Prt4..D«e)t-4047A, MobQe. Aia. I 

Without obligation to use. oeitd ne laS iafsw=> 4 
| matioo on your proposition, | 

I Strut it — | 

| 
u ^ i ^ r i r r 

- i 



JUST A FEW MORE LEFT! 

VIMOA FJ&I 

ox f 

DI S C O V E R E D ! Garret Smith's book, 
"Between Worlds , " containing the clas-

sic interplanetary story of all times! 
A decade ago we selected the most fasci-

nating, and perhaps the greatest classic of 
interplanetary stories, and published it in 
modern book form with flexible covers. 
Fantasy fans ordered thousands of copies, 
and the supply became exhausted. 

Only recently, however, we came across a 
few hundred copies of "Between Wor lds " 
in our archives. W e are offering these for 
sale, at fifty cents each. 

Mail your order to C A P T A I N F U T U R E , 
22 W . 48th St., New York City, N. Y. En-
close coin, postage stamps of small denom-
inations ( l -2-3c) or money order. A per-
fect copy of "Between Wor lds " will be 
promptly sent you by return mail! Inci -
dentally, Garret Smith is the famous author 
of "Treasures of Tantalus," and "Slaves of 
the Wire . " 

SENSATIONAL OFFER 

8 SCIENTIFICTION O E c 
BOOKLETS 

Here's your chance to own a complete set 
of outstanding scientifiction titles, printed 
individually on excellent grade paper at-
tractively bound. 

A Limited Quantity Available 
The titles indude THE I M M O R T A L S OF MER-

CURY, by Clark Ashton Smith; THE SPECTRE 
BULLET, by Thomas Mack; AVENGING NOTE, 
by Alfred Sprissler; T H E SHIP FROM NOWHERE, 
by Sidney Patzer; THE MOON MIRAGE, by Ray-
mond Z. Gallun; FLIGHT OF THE A E R O F I X , by 
Maurice Renard; THE I N V A D I N G ASTEROID, by 
Manly Wade Wellman; MEN FROM THE ME-
TEOR, by Pansy Black. 

BOOK DEPT., 14th Floor, 22 West 48th St., New York 

Enclosed 25c in coin (or) stamps. Please rush my set of 
8 seientifietion titles, 

Name 

Address — . . . . « , . . . 

City State 

Okmulgee, Ok!*. 
Hazelton, Pa. 

Bes Moines, lows 
Sioux City, Iowa 

Look 
Men! 

Here's a Partial list 
of States, Cities and 
Institutions in which 
GRADUATES of 
L A. S. were placed fat 
positions as Finger 

Print Experts! 

Be A 
Secret Service and 
Identification 

State of Wash. 
State of Michigan 
State of Utah 
State of Ohio 
Duluth, Minn. 
Detroit, Mich. 
Pueblo, Cole. 
Idaho Falls, Idaho 
Qgden, Utah 
Lorain Co., Ohio 
St. Paul, Minn. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Lincoln, Nebr, 
Birmingham, Ala, 
Columbus, Ohio 
Havana, Cuba 
New H aven, Conn, 
Great Falls, Mont. 
Galveston, Texas 
Pensaeoia, Fia. 
Stillwater, Okla. 

Canary, Alts., Can, 
Houston. Texas 
Waterloo, Iowa 
Victoria, B. C. 
Baton Rouge, La. 
Atlantic City, N. J. 
E. Lansing, Mich. 
Globe, Arizona 
London, Ont,, Can. 
Henryetta, Okla. 
Seattle, Wash, 
FernHale, Mich. 
Me A tester, Okie. 
Negaunee, Mich, 
Lawton, Okla. 
Crown Point, lnd. 
Bay City, Mich. 
Roanoke, Va. 
ttlendale, Calif-
Hawaiian Islands 
Drunrlght, Okla. 

Miami, Florida 
Orlando, Florida 
York, Pa. 
El Ptto, Texas 
Everett, Wash. 
Schenectady, N. V , 
Aihambra, Calif. 
Livingston, Mont. 
Saginaw, Mich. 
Fort Collins, Cole. 
Bedford, Ohfe 
Huntington, W. Va. 
Salt Lake City, U. 
72ft, California 
Jamestown, N, Y . 
Pboonixville, Pa. 
Rochester, N. Y. 
Media, Pa. 
Dayton, Ohio 
East Chicago, InS, 
Green Bay, Wit. 
Nocona, Texas 
Neenah, Wis. 
Kingfisher, Okla. 
Centralis, Wash. 
Bismarck, N. D. 
Bloemington, lnd, 
Cuyahoga Fails, 0 . 
Rock island, lit. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
Astoria. Oregon 
Pendleton, lnd. 
St, Joseph, Me. 
State of Illinois 
State of Iowa 
State of Idaho 
State of Colorado 
Lima, Ohio 
Seine, N. G. 

Want a Regular 
Monthly Salary? 

Investigate this opportunity to earn a regular monthly salary 
and share in Rewards—the same opportunity which appealed 
to those hundreds of Institute of Applied Science Graduates 
now holding positions in the partial list of States. Cities and 
Institutions shown here. And one to fifteen I. A. S. Graduates 
are employed on regular monthly salaries by each bureau 
listed. Be a Finger Print and Secret Service Operatorl Write 
for Fr^e details how you can train at home in spare time to 
enter this young, swiftly-growing profession. 
V?n UU The Confidential Reports Oper-
E Z»JE*Z2# ator No. 38 Made to Ids Chief t 
Write or Beo«l coupon for Free Reports and Iliostrated Finger Print 
Book . , . the same information requested by hundred* of L A. 8 . 
graduates now earning a monthly salary! 

I I n s t i t u t e o t A p p l i e d S c i e n c e s D e p t . 7 9 6 1 
1 1 9 2 0 S u n n y c i d e A v e . , C h i c a g o , I I I . 
® Gentlemen: — Without any obligation on my part whatever, send 
• me the Reports o f Operator No 88, also your illustrated Free Book 
I on Finger Prints and your low prices, and Easy Torroa OSer. 
• Literature will be sent only to persons stating their ass. 

j Nama—' 
J Address- ........ Aqb. 



MECHANICS 
KNOW J m m . Yon Need 
YOUR TH*S 

CAR B O O K 

v ^ m m m ^ M m k OCTI 

armP^" 
to Si 

Seek! \ 
E v e r y operator and mechanic needs ^ ^ — 
AUDJELS N E W A U T O G U I D E . T h i s b o o k saves time, m o n e y and 
worry. Highly endorsed. I t presents the who le sub j e c t o f auto m e -
chanics: l — B a s i c principles. 2—Construct ion . 3—Operat ion , 4 — 
SMarvlee, 5—Repair . Easi ly understood. Over 1500 page?—1540 illus-
trations showing inside v iews of modern ears, traaKs and buses 
with Instructions £or all service Jobs. Diesel Engines fully treated, 
% M m i g r a t e d T o G e t T W s Assistance for YourseK Simply 
J g M FSH In and Mail Coupon To4ay. 
S t C O M P L E T E ^ J » J ^ Y J D N W f l . A_ M O N T H J ^ -
THEO. AUDEL & CO., 49 WEST 23rd STREET, NEW YORK 
Please send me postpaid AUDBLS NEW AUTOMOBILE GUIDE ($4) for £re* ex-
amination. If I decide to ke&p it, 1 will aend yon within7dnys;theErerojt$lraonth-
ly until purchase price of ?4 is paid. Otherwise. I will return it to yoc promptly. 

Name - - « — , _ 

Address — . . « —_ — 

O c c q p » t i o o . . . M . « » . « . a , . , g n a i V B i K M . M _ . 

Reference . . . — • • . . . . F i j i 

M B FALSE 
" AS LOW AS S7.95 

J Per Plate. Dental plates are 
made in oar o w n laboratory 

J f r o m your personal impres-
W O R K M A N S H I P and Material GUARANTEED or P U R C H A S E 

P R I C E R E F U N D E D . We take this risk on our 60-Day Trial Of fer . 
I l f l h l A T C c u n A y V M n y r v Mail post card f o r FREE material 
U U f l u ! d t N U M H f l Y l U N t l and catalog o f our L O W PRICES. 
D O N ' T P U T I T O F F — Write u* today! Supervised By A Dentist. BRIGHTON.THOMAS DENTAL LABORATORY (INC.) 
DEPT. 413 6 2 1 7 S . HALS T E D S T R E E T . C H I C A G O . ILL. 

SONGWRITERS" 
Orisinai songs and song poems wanted. NO C H A R 6 E FOR 
MELODIES. Monthly awartts. Free Examination. 

H O L L Y W O O D R E C O R D I N G S T U D I O S 
Diet. B5. Bex 87, Preuss Sta. LOS A N G E L E S 

l & l l f P L I T ^ I I Y f t D o n , t : delay. Protect your IN ii r Ni l 8H\ u,ea with a Fatent Get 
I I 1 I L I I 1 U S l U Patent Guide. No charge tor 

preliminary information. 
Write CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN, Registered Patent 
Attorney, IAS Adams Building, Washington, D. C. 
C Learn 

t k 

FREE B O O 

MOUNT BIRDS 
Tan SKINS,make up FURS 
Be a Taxidermist Doubl; yon? (ranting fun. We 

teach ycu at Home. Mount Bitdj, Animates FltH, 
is. common ^ectm«m». Fun and profitt. Decofftta 

imd den MAKE MONEY. Hoootsfanie, tat> tor 
Biers. Ciil treats In apttre time. WttiYE TODAY. 

ffi.'ftvfe^ F U S E B O O K 
Mow Free. Send post card. State your ACE. 
NORTHWESTERN SCHOOL OF TAXIDERMY 
Dspt. 4171 Omaha, Nebraska 

UNDER OBSERVATION 
(Continued from page 6) 

the official theme-song of the Futuremen. 
Anybody want to try his hand at some 
lyrics? 

NO BODY FOR THE BRAIN 
Everybody loves the Brain—but the Brain 

doesn't want a b o d y ! He's on a sitdown 
strike to keep himself intact, without cum-
bersome appendages added to his rectangu-
lar abode. He doesn't want to be able to 
move, to fight. T o o much added responsi-
bility . . . and then he'd be stealing Grag's 
thunder. 

Simon Wright won't feel right with mo-
bile accessories. But he thanks you all for 
your swell suggestions. 

But don't give up hope. One of these days 
an emergency may arise, and the Brain then 
will have to adopt some means of l o como-
tion. Maybe he'll like it so much then that 
he'll refuse to stay put! 

NEW FANTASY NOVEL 
Family News ! Dr. David H. Keller, 

whose master serial, T H E H U M A N T E R -
M I T E S , we concluded in the last issue of 
C A P T A I N F U T U R E , has just had an un-
usual fantasy novel published by Simon & 
Schuster, publishers of many famous books 
of the day. 

The name of Dr. Keller's new novel is 
" T h e Devil and The Doctor , " and leading 
literary critics have declared it a distinctive 
piece of work. If you're a Keller fan—and 
who isn't—then you'll do something about 
further investigating this absorbing fantasy 
work by one of scientifiction's greatest 
writers. 

FUTUREMEN CLUB 
The first thing to do is to clear up the 

navigation chamber. H o w about this new 
organization — The Futuremen? D o you 
want to join it, or don't you? I 'm not going 
to have stuff like this hanging over every 
issue to clutter up my quarters. It reminds 
me of the natives of the Salt Marsh sections 
of Saturn who had festoons of every con-
ceivable nature and substance hanging f rom 
the walls and ceilings of their huts. But 
I'll tell you about that, and how I earned 
the name of Saturn, some other time. 

This club, now—just tear off the name-
strip and date line of the contents page of 
this issue, fill out the application blank on 
page 126, and shoot these items on in with a 
stamped and self-addressed envelope—and 
our Futuremen secretary will do the rest for 
you. And that's that. I 'm not going to keep 
dangling that tidbit in front of your eyes in 
this department every issue. If you space 
rats get left, you're going to have to look 
for coupons and reminders elsewhere. The 
address is: T H E F U T U R E M E N , C A P -
T A I N F U T U R E M A G A Z I N E , 22 W . 48th 
St., New York City. 

FLORA AND FAUNA 
If only half of the many suggestions pour-

ing in to this department were adopted, 
(Continued on page 12) 



MAKE YOUR OWN 
RECORDS AT HOME 

Charlie Barnot with Judy Elllnston and Larry Taylor, vocalists In 
his band, listen to. a rtcord they just made with Home Reeordo. 

Now a new indention permits you to make a professional-like 
recording of pour own singing, talking or instrument playing. Any 
one can quickly and easily make phonograph records and play 
them back at once. Record your voice or your friends' voices. If 
you play an instrument, you c m make a record and you and your 
friends can hear it as often as you like. You can also record orches-
tra* of favorite radio prograi»3 right off the air and replay them 
whenever you wish. 

F i n d O u t I f Y o u H a v e P r o f e s s i o n a l T a l e n t 
The movies . . . radio . . . stage in both Broadway and Holly-

wood are ever seeking new talent. 
before spending nujn^v for aa audition, make a "home record" 

of your voice or instrument and mail it to a reliable agency . . . you 
might be one of the lucky ones to find fame and success thru this 
easy method of bringing your -talents before tbe proper authorities. 

I T * 8 I . O T S O F F U N , T O O ! 
You'l l get a reai thrill out of home recording. Surprise your 

friends by letting tbeni hear your voice as though It were broad-
cast. Beoofd a snappy talking feature. Beeord jokes and you will 
become the life of tbe party. Great to help train your voice and to 
cultivate speech . . . nothing to practlcs . . . yon start recording at 
once. !No other mechanical or electrical devices needed. Everything 
necessary included. Nothing else to buy. Just sing, speak or play 
and HOM33 BiESCOBDO unit which operates on any etectrle or old 
type phonograph will do tlie recording on special blank records we 
furnish. Tou can immediately play the record back as often as you 
wish. Make your Some movie a talking picture with HOME R E -
CORDO. Simply make the record while dinting and play back 
while showing the picture. 

OPERATES ON 
YOUR AC OR DC 

ELECTRIC 
PHONOflRAPHS 

RECORD 
PLAYERS 

RADIO-PHONE 
COMBINATIONS 

Old or New Type 
PHONOS RAPHS 

and PORTABLES 

S E N D N O M O N E Y ! H U R R Y C O U P O N ! 
Everything is Included. Nothing else to buy tad nothiag else to 

pay. Tou get complete HOME E E C O K D I X S UNIT which Includes 
special recording needle, p t e i n g needles, 6 two-sided unbraalraMe 
records (efluivaieat to U records). Also included guide attachment 
combination r o o m i n g playback unit Suitable for recording a skit, 
voice, iwtruBsent or fadlo broadeist. Additional 2-elded black 
records cost oolV $-75 tier dozen. 

C O M P L E T E OUTF IT $ 0 . 9 8 
INCLUDING SIX T W O . S I D E O BLANK « f • ^ 
RECORDS, ONLY 

HOWE RECORDING CO., Studio KT 
54 East 11th Street, New York, N. Y . 

Send entire HOME BECORtUNG OUTFIT (including 6 two-
sided records! described above by return mail. 1 wili pay postman 
$2.9$, plus postage, on arrival. (Send cash or money order now for 
$3.00 and save postage.) 

Send additional blank records at $.75 per dozen. 

Name 

Address 
Note: Canada & Foreisn. tS.58 eaah with order. 

GET READY NOW 
FOR 1941 EXAMINATIONS 

START 
$1260 to $2100 Year 

Railway Postal Clerks 
Railway Postal Clerks get $1,900 the first year regular, 

being paid on the first and fifteenth of each month. <$79,17 
each pay day.) Their pay is automatically increased yearly 
to $2,460. Advance may be had to Chief Clerk at $2,700 a 
year. (1112.50 each pay day,) Age 18 to SB. 

3 Days On -— 3 Days Off — Full Pay 
Railway Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 3 days 

and have 3 "lays off duty or in the same proportion. Dur-
ing this off duty their pay continues just as thojBgh they 
were working. They travel on a pass when on business. 
"When they grow old, they are retired with a pension. 

City Mail Carriers, Post Office Clerks 
Clerks and Carriers now get $1,700 th« first year on 

regular and automatically increase $100 a year to $2,100 

GOVERNMENT and$2'300' 
C L E R t l O ^ Ass't Statistical Clerk 

Open to Men — Women 18 to 50. 
Entrance salary $1,620 year. Appoint-
ments as €ler&9 in the Departxnentf fit-
"Washington, P . C.. are made from this examination. 

Many Other Positions 
Many other positions aio obtainable. 

I h o s e wishing these positions should 
prepare at one*. 

Get Free List of P o s i t i o n s 
F i l l out the following coupon. Tear it off and mail it- today— 

now. at once. 
This small investment may result in your getting a big-paid 

government job. 

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. K258, Rochester. M. Y. 
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(Continued from page 10} 
we'd have to cut down on the story section 
or increase the size of this magazine in or-
der to cram everything in. Of course, we're 
not going to do it—not for the present, any-
way. That doesn't mean that a vast number 
of suggestions aren't good, either. Here's 
an example: 

Dear Editor: Captain Future Magazine is 
great. Please make it a bi-monthly. I'm 
sure no fan likes waiting three months for 
these stirring stories. How about a new de-
partment that depicts and thoroughly de-
scribes the natives of each planet? Hamil-
ton's descriptions of these beings are too 
vague. Please print the names and addresses 
of all club members in the nest issue and 
add the new members in every other issue. 
I would like to contact fellow Futuremen.— 
Russ Greenan, 426 E. 165 St, N. T. C. 

Your chief pilot thinks that is a neat sug-
gestion, but it isn't quite practical. You see, 
so far there have been no coldly exact scien-
tific expeditions following up Captain Future 
with their equipment and cameras to study 
the life of other planets. Oh for a Martin 
Johnson of the Future to trail Curt Newton! 
Oh for a Dr. Livingstone to pioneer and do 
the missionary work in the heart of darkest 
planets! 

But to get on: 
Edmond Hamilton's description of games 

of chance of the future . . . a radium rou-
lette wheel, etc., as presented in this issue's 
feature novel, CAPTAIN F U T U R E A N D 
T H E SEVEN SPACE STONES, certainly 
sounds glamorous and exciting. Chalk up 
this game of tomorrow along with the other 
amusements previously introduced — "Com-
pound Chess" and "Dimension Billiards." 

Speaking of games of the future has us 
speculating about the sports of tomorrow. 
With the nullification of gravity possible, 
the sky will be the limit for all athletes. 
Pole-vaulting . . . high-jumping . . . these 
sports and others will vanish into the limbo 
of antiquity. And how would they hold an 
Interplanetary Olympics centuries hence? 
The inhabitants of the various planets, each 
accustomed to different gravities, will not be 
able to compete fairly with each other. Per-
haps the Judge Landises of tomorrow will 
work out some handicap system. W e don't 
know . . . but we'd like to be around! 

In the meantime, why don't some of you 
ingenious birds think up a weird game, work 
out the paraphernalia and rules, and send 
the dope in? We'll print the good ones and 
send the others on to Hamilton as story 
plots. Which would tend to make this par-
ticular game department somewhat self-sus-
taining. 

Speaking of plots brings us to a mild com-
plaint by a guy who just spent a quarter for 
those eight swell scientifiction booklets. Say, 
by the way, what about the rest of you 
gents? Better hurry—they are getting low. 

INJECT SOME NEW PLOT 
By James Miller 

Enclosed find twenty-five cents in stamps 
for eight scientifiction booklets. Also find ap-
plication for membership in THE FUTURE-
MEN CLUB. While writing for these I would 
like to made a few suggestions concerning 
the magazine. Although the characters are 
very good in the stories, the idea of the story 
Is tibe same thing every issue. One thing that 

would be received with greater enthusiasm 
would be a time-traveling novel or an explo-
ration of some other world. This would be a 
welcome change from the old Idea of some 
one man endangering the system, followed np 
by CAPTAIN FUTURE going- otit and rkMing 
the system of the menace. So just Sor a change 
have Hamilton think up a new idea for his 
stories.—521 Welty St, Greensburg, Pa. 

And since we have Ed Hamilton on the 
griddle, let's give him a good broiling. Here 
we have a rocket blast from the secretary 
of the Science Fiction Association of Con-
necticut. Take it away, Pilot Kovan! 

NOT SCIENCE FICTION 
By Stanley Kovan 

It Is highly evident that your magazine is 
here to stay. 

The general pretext of this letter will deal 
with satirizing your m a g a z i n e . 

Our association believes that your publica-
tion is not true science-fiction and in any case 
cannot be called that. 

Your stories deal with cold words and a 
mass of unbelievable accomplishments that 
drag out the pleasantness of the reading. 

True science-fiction has realism—yes, real-
ism and warmth. 

True science-fiction goes into detail—but 
your publication does not believe in it. 

Literally speaking, you are satisfied in just 
saying "he got out." 

You presume to give just a little account of 
everything, which gives a little doubt to the 
reader's mind. 

Also your stories are too one-sided. One 
side (always that of Captain Future) has all 
the advantages, while the other side has al-
most nothing. 

Holding the readers' interest is another ac-
complishment which Edmond Hamilton Is in-
capable of doing. The story dwindles out 
before it ends. 

I also frown on gravity-equalizers, invisible 
ray machines and the author's description of 
the places on planets which are terrible. 

The language Hamilton uses is terrible— 
that of a two-year-old. The covers are even 
less worth mentioning. 

In your readers' column you always print 
the best letters. By best you always have 
letters favoring the publication. People who 
praise your magazine mustn't be real sci-
ence-fiction fans, if they think CAPTAIN FU-
TURE Is good. 

Your magazine rates very low with our 
readers' association. In the general review-
ing it doesn't stand up much—24.2%. Why 
does your publication rate so low?—74 Well-
ington Street, Hartford, Connecticut 

Take it away, we invited you, didn't we? 
Yeah, take it far away—and bury it. You 
didn't leave anything but a few bleached 
bones to pick, brother. And I dimly remem-
ber a previous letter from you that we never 
had space to print in which you took Ham-
ilton apart and dumped him into the ash-
can. Maybe you have a wee something in 
your complaint. W e don't know. W e find 
ourselves praised and buffeted from every 
side until it feels as though the ship is caught 
in an etheric stress. And why jump on the 
covers? Just to rake our old ship from 
stem to stern, eh? You don't want to miss 
anything. Okay, lad, here come reinforce-
ments for you in the form of a pilot on the 
arty side. He objects to the same formula 
plot, too. 

UNPLEASANTRIES 
By Charted Hidley 

Let's get the unpleasantries over with first, 
shall we? First: though I will admit that 

(Continued on page 121) 



Do You Smile at the Idea 
of Learning Music by Mail? 

Here Are Some facts That May Surprise You! 
YOU HAVE undoubtedly heard of the TJ. S. School 

method of touching music by mail. This remark-
able system of Instruction tan been iu operation for 
over forty years and more than 700,000 people In 
nil parts of thi> world have enrolled tor it. Men. 
women and children of all ages and from all walkg of 
life have taken up their favorite musical instruments 
this coiiyeriient, money-saving way. They have 
studied the piano, violin, guitar, aocordiou and, in 
short, every kind of popular Instrument. 

No Special Talent Required 
Many of these pupils did not know one musical note 
from another when they enrolled. Many had previ-
ously tried other methods of Instruction without 
success. And not a few were fmnkly skeptical. Tbc> 
doubted whether it was possible to learn rnUBir by 
mail, .iust as you may doubt it. 

To some of these "Doubt ing Thomases" it came as 
the surprise of their lives when they actually heard 
themselves playing. Simple popular melodies at first, 
then more and more advanced pieces, ali the way to 
Grand Clp^ru. 

One after another, pupils testify to tlie amazing 
ease with which they learned, and the fascination and 
pleasure they found iu the lessons Thev say it was 
"easy as A. B. C."—"so simple that a child couid 
understand"--that 'with ull the wouderful photo-
graphs and diagrams to guide you, yoU simply cannot 
go wrong"—that "it 's really fun to learn music this 
easy, fascinating way." 

Will You Accept This Challenge? 
The experience of thousands upon thousands of peo-
ple should be proof positive that you, too, can learn 
to play your favorite instrument by the famous print-
anrl-pieture method of the U. S. School of Music. Ik 
it not a pity, then, to deny yourself all the enjoyment, 
the good times and popularity that music offers? Do 
yoo not owe it to yourself, at least, to examine all 
the facts, and to decide, once and for all. whether you 
can aefona to pass by this opportunity to enrich your 
life Vrith music? 

If you really want to play a musical instrument—if 
you are willing to devote just a few minutes a day 
to learning, not through tedious, old-fashioned prac-
tice, but by actually playing real tun^s—then you 
should mail 'the coupon at once. It will bring yon an 
interesting illustrated booklet and free Print and Pic-
ture Sample that tells all about this wonderful way 
to learti music at home—without, any special talent-~ 
without any previous knowledge 
of music at amazingly little cost 
Rend it carefully and earnestly 
and act upon it. If interested, 
tenr out the coupon now, before 
you turn the page. (Instruments 
supplied when needed, cash or 
credit.) Address: U. S. School of 
Music. 2941 Brunswick Building, 
New York, K. t . 

(Established 1898) 
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A Complete Book-Length Move! 
of Interplanetary Power 

EDMOND 
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Author of "The Triumph of Captain Future," 
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Cur t Newton, Spacefarer, 
and the Futuremen Take Off 
on the Most Thril l ing Treas-
u r e - H u n t o f A l l T i m e in 
Quest of the Solar System's 

Greatest Prize! 
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shrinking figure (Chapter X V I I ) 

Martian Secret 

PETRIFIED with astonishment, 
Kenneth Lester stared at the 
blue, faceted jewel. 

"The lost secret of Thuro Thuun— 
the mystery of ages—and part of the 
key is right here in my hand!" gasped 
the young archeologist. 

The jewel seemed like an icy, 
menacing eye peering up at him. Its 
facets, unworn even by incalculable 
ages, reflected the white glow of the 
uranite bulbs in the ceiling of the 
study. 

This room, on an upper level of the 
g r e a t Institute of Interplanetary 
Science in New York, held the relics 
that the young Earth scientist had 
brought home from faraway worlds. 
Ancient Jovian heads of black stone 
stared down at him. Unhuman metal 
busts from beneath Neptune's sea 
leered from shadowy corners. A gro-
tesque Uranian idol of dark cave-wood 

CHAPTER I 



C a p t a i n F u t u r e Meets the S t r a n g e s t 

towered with webbed hands raised in 
a threatening gesture. 

But Lester was blind to everything 
except the strange, cold blue gem in 
his hand. He did not hear the hum-
ming of the X-ray projector on his 
desk, the only sound that broke the 
midnight silence. Nor did he hear the 
door of his study softly being opened. 

"Part of the secret of Thuro Thuun, 
locked in this space stone!" he whis-
pered breathlessly. "The secret that 
would give its finder unlimited power 
—" A look of fear distorted his stu-
dious face. His whisper was thick with 
apprehension. "If somebody evil got 
the whole secret, it would be a night-
mare!" 

He stood irresolute, fearful, in the 
glow of the uranite bulbs. With ab-
rupt determination, he strode to the 
desk televisor. 

"There's ony one man in the Solar 
System who can be trusted with this 
discovery," he muttered. 

The square screen of the televisor 
broke into glowing light that quickly 
formed a picture of a young man in an 
elaborate office. 

"Hello, Professor L e s t e r ! " the 
image cried. "I heard you got back 
from Jupiter weeks ago. Why haven't 
you been around?" 

"I've been studying a lot of relics I 
brought back from the Cave of An-
cients on Jupiter," Kenneth Lester 
explained hastily, "Bonnel, I want you 
to help me contact somebody." 

North Bonnel, secretary to the 
President of the System Government, 
smiled cheerfully. 

"Sure. Who is it?" 
"Captain Future!" 
"Captain Future?" Bonnel blurted. 

"Why, even the President himself 
can't do that except in direct emer-
gency! Besides, nobody knows where 
Future is right now. He's on a vaca-
tion." 

"Who ever heard of the Futuremen 
taking a vacation?" Lester asked un-
believingly. 

BONNEL shrugged. "That's what 
the President told me. Even he 

doesn't know where Captain Future is 
right now. I think the President has 

some way to contact Future in ex-
treme urgency. But I'm afraid your 
case can hardly be that, can it?" 

"Perhaps not," Lester said thought-
fully, "though I've uncovered some-
thing that's tremendous. Be sure you 
let me know the first chance you get 
of contacting Captain Future." 

Lester switched off the televisor. As 
he did so, a soft voice spoke from be-
hind him. 

"So you wish to talk to Captain Fu-
ture?" 

The archeologist spun around. A 
man had stealthily entered his study. 

"Doctor U1 Quorn!" Lester gasped. 
U1 Quorn was a slender man, with 

the fine wrists and ankles and ageless 
good looks of a Venusian. But he also 
had the pallid red skin and high fore-
head of a Martian, and the intelligent 
black eyes and sleek black hair of an 
Earthman. Such interplanetary hy-
brids were not rare in those days of 
widespread colonization. But segrega-
tion had given t h e m unpleasant 
characters. "What are you doing 
here?" demanded Kenneth Lester, his 
face hardening. "How can you come 
around the Institute after what hap-
pened to you here two years ago?" 

"You refer to my dismissal and im-
prisonment for illegal research?" 
asked the mixed-breed coolly. "You 
still hold that unfortunate incident 
against me?" 

"Every decent scientist has despised 
you for the hideous experiments you 
were making." 

Quorn shrugged. "You Earthinen 
are so quaintly sentimental. My re-
mote Martian ancestors, who delved 
far deeper into science than any of 
you, had no such qualm§," 

"That's what I'd expect from a 
mixed-breed," Kenneth Lester said 
contemptuously. 

A terrible gleam lit the black depths 
of Quorn's eyes. His voice suddenly 
became almost harsh. 

"You smug Earthmen here always 
looked down on me because of my 
mixed blood! It mattered nothing to 
you that I was the superior of all of 
you in scientific craft and skill." Then 
U1 Quorn shrugged again. The blaz-
ing passion that had flamed out was 
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of a tiny instrument in his hand. A 
pulsing cone of radiance sprang from 
it and enveloped Lester. The young 
Earthman stood frozen, a horrible 
change coming over his face. Abrupt-
ly he fell to the floor. His body 
twitched. It was still living, but not 
with Kenneth Lester's life. A hideous 
new life now seethed in its tissues. He 
had dropped the space stone as he fell. 
Quorn quickly snatched it up. Calmly 
disregarding the horribly crawling 
body, he placed the space stone in the 
glow of the X-ray projector on the 
desk. Holding the jewel in that force, 
Quorn seemed to be listening. Tri-

Captain Future 

hidden again by the cool, ironical 
mask. "But I didn't come here to talk 
about that." 

"What did you come for?" Lester 
snapped. 

"For that space stone in your hand!" 

KENNETH LESTER looked in-
credulously from the mixed 

breed's smooth red face to the blue-
faceted jewel in his hand. 

"This space stone?" he repeated. 
"Then you know?" 

"Yes, my friend, I know," Quorn 
said softly. "I know it is one of the 
seven space stones that contain the 

secret of Thuro Thuun, mightiest 
scientist of ancient Mars. I have one 
of those seven jewels already, and this 
one of yours will make two. When I 
get the other five, I'll be master of 
Thuro Thuun's secret, I, the despised 
mixed-breed, will control the most 
tremendous scientific power in the 
System!" 

Lester stared at the cool, deadly 
face of the renegade scientist. Then 
the young Earthman made a sudden 
plunge at the televisor an the desk. 

"I was afraid you would," sighed U1 
Quorn. 

The mixed-breed pressed the switch 

umph came into his black eyes. 
"Two!" he whispered. "Two parts 

of the secret are mine! And when I 
have the other parts, the remaining 
jewels—" 

A distant sound from far across the 
light-splashed towers of New York 
brought him out of his gloating. He 
slipped the space stone into his pocket 
and went softly to the door. Quorn 
paused, his eyes caught by a slim Ve-
nusian statuette of a beautiful kneel-
ing girl. 

"Exquisite," murmured the mixed-
breed. Then he stole noiselessly out 
of the room of hideous death. 

17 
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HIGH in the night sky north of 
New York flamed huge letters of 

living gold. 

AMUSEMENT CITY 
ENTERTAINMENT CENTER 

OF T H E NINE PLANETS 

A great spread of brilliant, vari-
colored lights was Amusement City. 
Supermechanical rides whirled g a s p -
ing people in dizzying, breath-taking 
swoops. Games of chance or skill drew 
crowds. Barkers, shouted in stento-
rian voices of their unparalleled enter-
tainers from far worlds. 

Martians and Uranians, Mercurians 
and Jovians—people from all the 
worlds—were in the gay throngs along 
the midway. 

Three Earthlings s a u n t e r i n g 
through the crowds appeared to be 
enjoying themselves. One of the two 
men was six feet four in height, his 
rangy body clad in a drab zipper suit 
that could not conceal his broad shoul-
ders and long, lithe muscles. A space 
cap was pulled down over his shock of 
curly red hair. 

Beneath it, his tanned, handsome 
face and keen gray eyes were glowing 
with boyish eagerness. 

"Haven't had so much fun for ages," 
he chuckled. "Wasn't that last 'Rocket 
Ride' fun?" 

The other man and the girl stared 
at him. 

"You got a thrill out of that silly 
mechanical ride?" asked the girl in-
credulously. "You—Captain Future!" 

Curtis Newton, the stalwart red-
headed young man whom the whole 
Solar System knew as Captain Future, 
grinned at her. 

"Sure I got a kick out of it, Joan. 
Why not?" 

Joan Randall shook her dark head. 
"I can't understand it. You've been 

in every queer corner of the System. 
You've seen things none of these peo-
ple here dream of. You've traveled 
thousands of times faster than any-
thing here can move, yet you really 
enjoy all this!" 

"Well, this is different from what 
I'm used to. That's why I enjoy it. 
It's a swell vacation for Otho and me, 
to be just ordinary folks for a change. 
Eh, Otho?" 

"You said it, Chief," replied the 
other man. "I'm certainly having my-
self a time. It was a great idea, com-
ing to Earth incognito." 

The man called Otho looked like a 
slender young Earthman of medium 
stature, but there was a certain sug-
gestion of rubberiness about him. His 
pallid face and slightly slanted green 
eyes had a devil-may-care reckless-
ness. He was, in fact, Otho the an-
droid, one of Curt Newton's famous 
band of Futuremen. He had been 
created in a laboratory, out of syn-
thetic flesh. Yet he had intelligence, 
daring, humor, physical speed and 
skill in disguise far beyond those of 
any human being. 

"Old Grag would have liked to come 
along too," Otho chuckled, glancing 
up at the full Moon in the starry sky. 
"Was he burned up because we left 
him on the Moon with Simon!" 

"You ought to be ashamed," Joan re-
proached him. "Leaving your pal and 
laughing about it." 

"That clumsy robot my pal?" cried 
Otho. "If I'd had my way, he'd have 
been scrap-iron long ago." 

"Listen to that spiel," Curt Newton 
interrupted. " S o u n d s interesting, 
doesn't it?" 

"This way to the dancing girls from 
the Hot Side of Mercury!" 

"Come in and take a ride on an 
eight-legged Saturnian horse. Per-
fectly safe, folks, perfectly safe J" 

Through this uproar came the 
shouting Curt Newton had referred to. 

"Visit the Captain Future Museum! 
See all the exploits of the Wizard of 
Science and the Futuremen!" 

"Why, it's an outrageous fake!" 
Joan declared indignantly. 

"Sure it is," grinned Captain Fu-
ture. "But let's go in and find out just 
what we've done. You're sure every-
thing in this show is authentic?" he 
asked the ticket-seller solemnly. 

"Brother, we got all this stuff 
straight from Captain Future him-
self," the liar replied. 

SMILING, they streamed in with 
the crowd. It was an enormous 

pavilion, around which were ranged 
cases of exhibits and models. A fat, 
red-faced man was loudly lecturing to 
the earnest crowd. 
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O t h o 

"Folks, you've all heard about Cap-
tain Future, the scientific wizard who 
lives up there on the Moon with his 
three queer Futuremen. You know 
he's crushed dozens of super-criminals 
and scientific dangers that threatened 
us people of the nine worlds. You've 
never seen Future or his pals. Few 
people ever have. But you know that 
when danger threatens, they're on the 
job. Well, you're now going to learn 
all about Captain Future and the Fu-
turemen. 

"In the first place, folks, Future's 
home is somewhere under Tycho 
crater on the Moon. He's got a big 
laboratory and home there, and that's 
where he keeps that super space ship 
you've all heard about, the Comet. He 
and his pals are the only people living 
on the Moon, and you can bet that 
nobody bothers them." 

"We know all that already," com-
plained a man beside Curt. "Tell us 
what Captain Future's real name is. 
Where did he come from?" 

"I'm just coming to that, brother," 
said the barker majestically. He low-
ered his voice. "Folks, you think Cap-
tain Future is an Earthman. Well, he 
isn't. Future is actually a man from 
Sirius!" 

A murmur of surprise went up. 

"Why, this is sheer nonsense!" Joan 
whispered indignantly. 

"Sure, but the fellow has a real 
imagination," Curt replied. 

"This man from Sirius came to our 
System and made his home on the 
Moon, years ago. And that was the 
start of Captain Future, folks." 

Curt Newton's grin faded, and he 
ceased to hear the barker's absurdities. 
Curt's mind was carried back to the 
real beginning of his career as Captain 
Future. 

CHAPTER II 

Newton's Vacation Ends 

H H H f l YEARS ago, Curt's 
father, Roger New-
ton, a b r i l l i a n t 
young Earth sci-
entist, had fled to 
the Moon with his 
young wife. With 
them h a d g o n e 
Simon Wright, the 
Living Brain, who 
was now one of the 
Futuremen. They 

had fled from the plots of Victor Cor-
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vo, an unscrupulous schemer who 
coveted Roger Newton's scientific 
secrets. 

In the underground laboratory-
home they built beneath Tycho crater 
on the Moon, the refugee scientist and 
the Brain had labored to create intel-
ligent synthetic life. Two intelligent 
artificial beings resulted—Grag the 
metal robot, and Otho the synthetic 
man. In the same year, Curt was born. 

But Victor Corvo had followed them 
to the Moon. He killed Curt's parents 
before he was himself killed by Otho 
and Grag. 

Curt Newton had been reared in the 
strange home by the Brain, the robot 
and the synthetic android. The Brain, 
mightiest scientist of the System then, 
had developed Curt into a scientific 
genius who eventually surpassed his 
teacher. Grag the robot, strongest of 
all beings, fostered Curt's physical 
strength. And Otho the android, swift-
est and most cunning of all in the Sys-
tem, had taught Curt skill and quick-
ness. 

When Curt reached manhood, the 
career of Captain Future really began. 
A man who sought to use science for 
criminal purposes had slain Curt's 
parents. Curt decided to use his own 
unparalleled education and abilities 
in a relentless crusade against all such 
men. He devoted himself to fighting 
for the System peoples against those 
who would thwart their future. That 
was why he had taken the name of 
Captain Future. 

With the Brain, robot and android 
who had been his tutors and guardians, 
Curt Newton had taken to the space-
ways in bitter conflict against the 
forces of evil. Whenever danger to 
the System arose, the President of the 
System Government would call Cap-
tain Future by a beacon of blazing 
light on Earth's north pole. 

Curt Newton thought of the strug-
gle and danger that had taken him and 
the Futuremen to every world of the 
System. He listened as the raucous 
barker finished his imaginative spiel. 

"As for the Futuremen you've heard 
about, the Living Brain was the first 
of them. He was once Simon Wright, 
a great Earth scientist. He was near 
death when he had his brain taken 
from his dying body and placed in a 

special serum-case. There it still lives 
and thinks and experiments, even 
though he has no body." 

"Well, he got that right, anyway," 
Curt said to Joan. 

"The second Futureman was the big 
metal robot. Grag is stronger than 
anyone ever heard of and intelligent, 
too. He could tear anyone of you to 
pieces." 

"Good thing Grag isn't here to hear 
it or there'd be no living with him," 
muttered Otho. He brightened up 
eagerly as the barker went on. 

"As for the third Futureman, the 
one they call an android—" 

"He'll probably spin a lot of crazy 
stuff about my wonderful feats," Otho 
whispered with assun: d nonchalance. 

"He's the poorest or the lot. He's 
a sort of synthetic dummy that the 
others take along." 

CURT burst into a roar of laughter. 

Otho, green eyes blazing with 
fury, uttered a hissing exclamation of 
rage. 

"A dummy? I'll break his neck!" 
"Cut your rockets, Otho," Curt or-

dered, still laughing as he held the 
angry android. "Be glad Grag didn't 
hear that." 

"Now I'll show you mementoes of 
Captain Future's great cases, folks, in 
these exhibits," the barker was saying. 
"There are souvenirs of his fight 
against the Space Emperor on Jupiter, 
of his struggle against Doctor Zarro 
out there on Pluto, and—" 

"Come on, we don't want to see a lot 
of fake souvenirs," Curt said, taking 
Joan's arm, "We'd better leave while 
we can still restrain Otho from mur-
der." 

The android had not lost his fury 
when they reached the bright, crowded 
midway. To placate him, Curt pointed 
to a big group of metal pavilions over 
which flared a bright diffraction sign. 

I N T E R P L A N E T A R Y C I R C U S -
L A S T W E E K ON E A R T H 

"Come on, Otho—maybe the circus 
will console you," Curt suggested. 

But Otho was still fuming as they 
approached the pavilions. "Let's go in 
and see the freaks," Curt invited. 

The side-show was an ingeniously 
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compact auditorium, containing metal 
benches and a stage. Under soft kryp-
ton lights, one of the "Nine World 
Wonders" was performing. 

"The Chameleon Man!" an Earth-
ling master of ceremonies was chant-
ing. "Watch him change, folks. 
Watch him!" 

The Chameleon Man was an ordi-
nary-looking, blue-skinned, lanky Sa-
turnian. But when he moved in front 
of a green square of the vari-colored 
curtain, his skin abruptly changed to 
an exactly matching shade of green. 
He moved before a red part of the cur-
tain, and at once his skin turned red. 

"How in the world does he do that?" 
Joan wondered. 

Curt had quickly fathomed the 
secret. 

"He's being subjected to a ray that 
can alter skin pigmentation swiftly, 
just as actinic rays burn a white skin 
brown. His skin has been chemically 
prepared." 

The Chameleon Man was replaced 
by a peaked-headed, cadaverous gray 
Neptunian, who possessed enormous, 
round, cuplike ears. 

"The Hearer can hear a leaf f a l l 
from a tree ten miles away," boasted 
the showman. "Whisper to your neigh-
bor, as low as you can, and he'll tell 
you just what you said." 

Various members of the audience 
tried it and were amazed to find that 
the Hearer could detect each almost 
inaudible sound. 

"His ears have been enlarged and 
made supersensitive by some surgical 
process, Chief," Otho declared. 

Curt nodded. "Must be, though it 
would take a master physiologist to 
do it." 

"And now, before the main show be-
gins in the circus, we present our 
greatest act," the stagemaster was an-
nouncing. "You have all heard of the 
scientific powers of the ancient Mar-
tians, the mighty dynasties that per-
ished long before any Earthman ever 
traveled space. You're going to see a 
man who has discovered the great 
secrets of those ancient wonder-work-
ers. The Magician of Mars!" 

"The prize faker of all," jeered 
Otho. 

Future stiffened as a man came 
out on the stage, holding two cum-

N'rala 

bersome, puzzling instruments in his 
hands. He had the red skin of a Mar-
tian but Earthly black hair, black, in-
telligent eyes that surveyed his audi-
ence with veiled scorn, and smooth, 
handsome features. 

"Why, that's Doctor U1 Quorn!" 
Curt exclaimed. 

"U1 Quorn?" Joan repeated. "Who 
is he?" 

"He was as brilliant a scientist as 
the nine worlds possessed," Curt said 
thoughtfully. "He's half Earthman, a 
quarter Martian, a quarter Venusian. 
He had a high post at the Institute of 
Interplanetary Science before certain 
rather ghastly experiments of his were 
discovered, which got him a year in 
Cerberus prison and made him an out-
cast among all decent scientists. I'm 
sorry to see as brilliant a man as 
Quorn doing cheap scientific fakery in 
an outfit like this. I suppose it's the 
only way he can live, though." 

"Look at what he's doing!" Otho 
blurted. 

An attendant had brought out a 
small Earth rodent, a furry, fright-
ened little animal. U1 Quorn placed 
it on a suspended metal plate and 
aimed one of his instruments at it. 
The animal suddenly fell through the 
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solid metal! Quorn passed the plate 
around to show it was perfectly solid. 

"Imps of space, this Quorn has 
something!" Otho swore. "That's the 
same dematerialization effect the old 
Jovians had mastered, that gave us so 
much trouble in the Jupiter case." 

"Yes," Curt frowned. "Archaeolo-
gists believe the Jovians picked it up, 
like a lot of their old science, from the 
ancient Martians." 

"Is it possible that this man has 
really uncovered the long-lost science 
of the Martians?" Joan asked. 

"I wish I knew," Captain Future 
muttered. "Look at that." 

U1 Quorn, his handsome face ex-
pressionless as ever, had taken a seed-
ling and was subjecting it to pulsating 
flashes of green light. Instantly the 
seedling swelled to a sapling, then to 
a large, rootless tree. A cry of wonder 
came from the audience. 

"That's no illusion," Curt stated. 
"It's the old Martian 'accelerated 
growth' technique. Quorn really has 
found something!" 

Otho had been staring hard at the 
face of the magician. 

"There's something uncannily fa-
miliar about this Quorn's face," he 
said. "Somehow, even though I never 
saw him before, I feel that I've met 
him—and that we weren't friends." 

Joan suddenly straightened. Curt's 
quick ears caught the buzz from the 
tiny instrument in her pocket, a pocket 
televisor such as every agent of the 
Planet Police carried. She bent her 
head. Curt heard the metallic voice 
from the little televisor. 

"Agent Randall? Police Headquar-
ters speaking. You knew Professor 
Kenneth Lester, the archaeologist?" 

"Yes, I met him on Jupiter," Joan 
whispered into the minute transmitter. 
"He was involved in the Space Em-
peror case." 

"Lester has just been murdered in 
his study at the Institute. Since you 
knew him personally, you may be able 
to help in the investigation. I know 
you're on detached service, but will 
you help anyway?" 

"Of course," Joan agreed swiftly. 
"I'll be at the Institute in twenty 
minutes." 

She raised her eyes to Curt and 
Otho. Curt looked grim. 

"I'll go with you," he said tersely. 
"But this is your vacation—" she 

protested. 
"Lester and I became friends in that 

Jupiter case," Captain Future re-
minded her. "If I can, I'd like to see 
his murderer brought to justice. 

TWENTY minutes later, Curt and 
Otho followed Joan into the 

softly lit, crowded study of the mur-
dered archaeologist. A dark-uni-
formed officer of the Planet Police 
barred the way to the two men. 

"You may be with Miss Randall, but 
you can't enter," he said stiffly. "Only 
members of the police are allowed." 

Curt wordlessly took a large, curi-
ous ring from inside his belt. Around 
its glowing sun-jewel, nine planet-
jewels revolved slowly. 

"Captain Future!" gasped the offi-
cer. "I'm sorry. I didn't know. Go 
right in—" 

Inside, Curt saw Halk Anders, the 
bulldog-faced commander of the po-
lice, and Marshal Ezra Gurney, whose 
seamed old face lighted up at sight of 
him. 

"Future!" the v e t e r a n cried. 
"Danged glad you're here! But I 
thought you was on vacation way out-
side the System." 

"No, Ezra. I've been right here on 
Earth. I heard about Lester just now 
and came with Joan." 

"Captain Future, working on a mere 
murder?" asked the commander. 

"Lester was my friend," Curt re-
peated grimly. "You remember him, 
don't you, Ezra?" 

Ezra nodded. "Fine young fellow, 
and now look at him." 

Curt Newton turned. On the floor 
lay the horror that had been Kenneth 
Lester. It was a boiling mass of cor-
ruption—a body whose tissues sought 
to devour each other. 

"Most hideous thing I ever saw," 
came the commander's thick voice. 
"What could do a thing like this?" 

"I don't know just what was used to 
do it, but I know what it is," Curt 
Newton replied somberly. "The an-
cient Martian 'life disintegrator' de-
stroys the cooperation of the body's 
cells. They no longer work together, 
but seek to devour each other. How 
it was done isn't known. It was a se-
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cret of ancient Martian science." 
He was looking at Otho as he spoke. 

He saw in the android's narrowed 
green eyes the same speculation he 
had in mind. 

"Ancient Martian science?" Otho 
hissed. "There's something damned 
queer about this coincidence—if it is 
one." 

CHAPTER III 

The Third Space Stone 

BACK at the Inter-
planetary Circus, 
the big show was 
about to begin, and 
U1 Quorn, the 'Ma-
g i c i a n of Mars,' 
performed his last 
feat of scientific 
1 e g e r d e main. A 
roar of applause 
burst from the au-
dience. Then they 

began drifting toward the main pa-
vilion, from which music blared. 

U1 Quorn watched them from the 
wings. There was contempt in his 
keen black eyes as he turned to the 
girl who had come quietly to his side. 

"Performing tricks for gaping 
fools!" he gritted. "Degrading my 
knowledge to provide entertainment 
for stupid crowds!" 

"It will not be for much longer, 
Master," said the girl in her soft, slur-
ring Martian speech. 

She was pure Martian—and pure 
danger. There was an indolent, mock-
ing beauty in her perfect features, yet 
worry was apparent in her gaze as she 
anxiously watched U1 Quorn's hand-
some, brooding face. 

"Yes, N'rala, it won't go on much 
longer," he replied thoughtfully. "And 
this freak-show of mine was the best 
stratagem to raise funds and provide 
a cover for our activities. But when I 
have all the space stones—" 

He was interrupted by the blue-
skinned Saturnian who was called the 
Chameleon Man. "They are waiting 
in your pavilion, Master," the freak 
whispered. 

Ul Quorn, the Magician of Mars 

The cadaverous Neptunian called 
the Hearer also approached. 

"Master, there is something you 
should know." 

"Later," Quorn said impatiently. 
"Come, N'rala." 

The Martian girl glided after Quorn 
to his private dressing room. Three 
Martians were waiting in it. They 
were queer-looking men, hollow-eyed, 
tense. They sprang up as Quorn and 
N'rala entered. 

"Greetings, Sons of the Two Moons, 
said Quorn formally. 

"To you, too, Son of the Two Moons, 
greetings," answered the oldest of the 
three. Ul Quorn sat down, but his 
black eyes were angry as he spoke to 
the oldest Martian. 

"Why do you come here, Si Twih? 
Do you want everyone to know I be-
long to your organization?" 

"Doctor Quorn, the High Council 
of the Sons of the Two Moons sent us 
to you. The Council demands to know 
why you have not made more prog-
ress." 

"I told you it would take time." 
"You have had time," retorted Si 

Twih. "A year ago, you promised to 
bring complete success to the great 
purpose of our cult—the restoration of 
the glory that was ancient Mars. What 
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purpose should command more loy-
alty than that? What Martian would 
not give all to see our world regain its 
rightful position?" 

"Have I not devoted myself heart 
and soul to that great purpose since I 
joined the Sons of the Two Moons?" 
Quorn demanded. 

"Aye. You promised that you could 
restore the glory of Mars soon. You 
have done nothing but wander from 
world to world with this circus. Our 
members grow impatient." 

QUORN'S smooth face was cold 
as he answered. 

"The only thing that can restore the 
glory of Mars is the tremendous se-
cret power discovered ages ago by 
Thuro Thunn, greatest scientist of 
ancient Mars. I told you that until I 
have that secret, we cannot do any-
thing openly. The seven space stones 
on which Thuro Thunn wrote his se-
cret were scattered in later ages 
among the worlds of the System. 

"One of those space stones was on 
Mercury. I got that stone last month. 
Another was brought recently from 
Jupiter to Earth, That stone I secured 
today. There is a third one here on 
Earth, which I intend to secure to-
night. There is another stone on 
Venus, which I'll get when the Circus 
goes there. That will make four of 
the space stones. But where are the 
other three? Haven't our members 
located them yet?" 

"We are trying hard to locate those 
three," old Si Twih answered apolo-
getically. "We believe one is on Mars." 

"Then my freaks and I will stay 
with the Interplanetary Circus until 
it reaches Mars," Quorn stated. "It 
affords an excellent blind for my ac-
tivities." 

Si Twih stared at him gloomily. 
"I suppose we can trust you, Doctor 

Quorn. Yet there are many who say 
we should not. After all, you are only 
partly Martian." 

"My blood may be only part Mar-
tian, but that part is from the veins 
of the mightiest kings of old Mars," 
Quorn answered haughtily. 

"But you expose the secrets of an-
cient Martian science to make a show 
for the vulgar crowd!" protested an-
other fanatic. 

Quorn shrugged. "What would you 
have me do? I must have funds to 
search for the space stones. Anyway, 
those who see my feats think them 
merely cheap magical illusions." 

Si Twih rose to depart. But he 
turned at the door of the pavilion. 

"We hope to have definite informa-
tion on the location of the other three 
stones by the time you reach Mars, 
Doctor Quorn. Farewell till then, Son 
of the Two Moons." 

Quorn bowed. "Farewell, Sons of 
the Two Moons." 

When the Martians had gone, the 
handsome face of the mixed-breed 
scientist twisted in scorn. 

"The poor fools, to believe that I 
really have faith in their crazy plan 
to restore the glory of old Mars!" he 
said contemptuously to N'rala. Then 
he laughed. "But they and their cult 
are damned useful in helping me to 
find the seven space stones." 

"When we have all the stones, and 
the secret of Thuro Thuun is in our 
grasp, it will be ours alone!" N'rala 
cried eagerly. 

Quorn, still laughing, patted her 
shoulder. 

"It will be mine, N'rala, not ours. 
I trust no one completely. But you 
shall share my power when the secret 
of Thuro Thuun is mine. 

W T L QUORN went to the door of 
the pavilion. The cadaverous 

Saturnian called the Hearer was wait-
ing outside. 

"What had you to tell me?" the 
mixed-breed demanded. 

"Master, you ordered me to listen to 
our audiences, when I was not per-
forming, that I might detect any spies 
among them." 

"Yes, yes," Quorn said impatiently. 
"What have you heard?" 

"There were two men and a girl 
in the audience tonight," the Hearer 
continued hastily. "1 discovered from 
their talk that one of them was—Cap-
tain Future!" 

"Captain Future?" U1 Quorn gasped, 
his small fists clenching. 

"Yes, Master," said the freak. "The 
other man was the Futureman they 
call Otho, and the girl was a secret 
agent of the Planet Police." 

Quorums handsome face was dark 
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with passion as he stared past N'rala 
and the freak. 

"Captain Future," he muttered. "So 
he was here, and I didn't know. The 
one man in the System I hate most 
bitterly!" 

"Why?" N'rala asked wonderingly. 
"I never knew that you'd met Future." 

"I never did meet him, yet he and 
his Futuremen have a debt to me that 
they're going to pay some day," Quorn 
said between his teeth. "That debt 
goes back many years." 

He was silent, brooding. Neither 
the Martian girl nor the fearful, cad-
averous Saturnian freak dared his 
anger until he spoke. 

"What were they talking about? 
Why were they at our show?" 

"I gathered that they only came in 
from curiosity," the Hearer said 
quickly. "But the girl received a 
packet-televisor call from Planet Po-
lice Headquarters, asking her to help 
investigate the murder of Professor 
Lester. She left, and Future went with 
her. He said he would help investigate 
to bring the murderer to justice." 

"If that devil Future is mixing into 
Lester's death," said Quorn harshly, 
"he might learn about the space stones 
and the secret—" Quorn made a quick 
decision. "We've got to get the other 
space stone that's here on Earth, be-
fore Future can block us!" 

"Surely you are not afraid of any-
thing this Captain Future could do?" 
N'rala asked in amazement. "You, 
with your mastery of ancient and mod-
ern science?" 

"I never underestimate an oppo-
nent," Quorn said. "Too many smart 
men have been taken by that red-
headed devil because they made that 
mistake." The mixed-breed paced 
rapidly to and fro. 

"The other space stone on Earth 
is in the private collection of Har-
rison Yale, whose estate is a hundred 
miles north of New York. I sent Juho 
to examine the place. I'll need only 
the Hearer and the Chameleon Man 
for this job. Get a rocket-flier ready." 

TEN minutes later, Ul Quorn's 

_ swift little Tark flier rose with a 
growl of rockets from the field near 
Amusement City, and headed north-
ward. 

The main show at the Interplanet-
ary Circus had just ended, and the con-
cessions were closing. A few miles 
southward, the shining pinnacles of 
New York challenged the moonlit sky. 

Behind Quorn in the little cabin 
crouched the Hearer and the lanky 
Saturnian called the Chameleon Man. 
Both freaks were silent, peering anxi-
ously ahead. Quorn's face was dark 
and inscrutable as he steered. His 
thoughts were less on the task ahead 
than on the man against whom he 
cherished a blood-feud. 

He cut the rockets and opened the 
flier's metalloy wings, on which they 
swooped, down through the moon-
light, silently as a bat. Below was a 
big chromalloy mansion, set amid gar-
dens along the river. 

"Harrison Yale's estate," muttered 
the mixed-breed. "We'll land in that 
grove at the far edge." 

Softly as an alighting bird of prey, 
the flier landed amid the trees. Quorn 
and the two freaks emerged. 

"The collection is housed in a spe-
cial vault near Yale's mansion," Quorn 
whispered. "Follow me." 

He led the way through the shadowy 
grove, holding in his hand a watch-
like instrument he had taken from his 
pocket. They advanced five minutes, 
and then the thing in his hand buzzed 
weakly. Its sensitive detectors were 
warning of atom-traps ahead that 
would loose a terrific blast upon an 
unwary prowler. 

Quorn spent ten patient minutes 
using his detector to find the hidden 
trap. He disconnected the concealed 
guns before they risked continuing. 
Finally a massive structure only 
thirty feet in diameter stood before 
them. 

"Is anyone awake at the house?" 
Quorn asked the Hearer. 

They waited as the freak listened 
intently. 

"Not a sound, Master. But I can 
hear the breathing of two guards at 
the vault." 

"I expected that," Quorn said. He 
turned to the Chameleon Man. "Get 
those guards out into the open." 

The Saturnian silently glided for-
ward, keeping his hand on the mechan-
ism at his belt. He softly approached 
the door of the massive vault and 
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knocked. At once, the Chameleon 
Man faded from view as his skin took 
on the exact hue of the moonlit con-
crete wall. Two guards, armed with 
heavy atom-guns, came to the door. 
They looked around puzgledly. 

Quorn had put away his watchlike 
detector and held a small cube in his 
hand. He pressed its switch. A puls-
ing conical radiance sprang out and 
enveloped the two guards. They 
choked, fell, and lay in writhing heaps 
of dead-alive flesh. 

"Haul those bodies out of sight," 
Quorn ordered. 

As the two freaks obeyed, the 
mixed-breed entered the vault. Inside 
was one brightly lit room at whose 
center was an enormous cylindrical 
safe. Quorn bent and feverishly ex-
amined the complicated controls. 

"Permutation lock," he muttered. 
"I expected that." 

He applied a tubular eye-piece to 
the edge gf the lock, and prepared to 
use the penetrating vibrations of a 
little projector. It would enable him 
to see into the lock's interior and de-
cipher the permutation that would un-
lock it. 

"Master!" came a frantic whisper 
from the Hearer outside. "A rocket 
is flying straight toward this place!" 

Quorn stiffened. "Can it be Future? 
If it is, I'll have a chance to settle 
our old accounts!" 

CHAPTER IV 

Mental Message 

"I say it's damned queer that we 
should have just been talking about 
ancient Martian science and then find 
that Lester was murdered by an an-
cient Martian weapon." 

Old Ezra Gurney stirred uneasily. 
"I've seen men die in a lot of mighty 

bad ways, but I never saw anyone die 
like that." 

"Nobody else has, for ages," Curt 
Newton replied somberly. "Simon 
and I have read of a weapon, used by 
the old Martians during the wars of 
the Ninth Dynasty, which caused this 
horrible disintegration. The nature 
of the weapon is still a mystery." 

Halk Anders, the bulldog-faced 
commander of the Planet Police, 
turned to Future. 

"I had a call just before, from North 
Bonnel, the President's secretary. He 
says that Professor Lester had called 
him tonight, asking to contact you." 

Curt Newton's brows drew together. 
"Contact me? Why?" 
"Lester said he'd discovered some-

thing tremendous. He was excited." 
Curt felt that he was somehow 

touching the fringe of the mystery 
around this ghastly murder. His gray 
eyes swept the room, crowded with 
relics and unopened cases. 

"Lester had been studying the frag-
ments of Jovian civilization he 
brought back from the Cave of An-
cients of Jupiter," he said thought-
fully. "He told me he was eager to 
begin examining them." 

Captain Future's memory swept 
back to that strange cavern on the 
shore of the great Fire Sea of Jupiter, 
where he, Grag and Lester had been 
trapped by the Space Emperor. The 
relics of Jovian science there had been 
given into Lester's charge by the Sys-
tem Government. 

"Maybe we could find out from his 
notes just what he was up to, Chief," 
suggested Otho. 

Curt nodded. "That file looks as 
though it contained his observations." 

For half an hour, while the others 
watched, the scientific wizard and the 
android leafed swiftly through the 
dead archaeologist's notes. But when 
he had finished, Curt felt baffled. 

"Nothing there," he muttered. "Ap-
parently he was just making a routine 
examination of the relics. But wait 

S* C A P T A I N F U -
T U R E l o o k e d 

. Ir^rf^fc away f rom the 
^ j j W f l f hideous thing that h a d b e e n K e n n e t h 
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arourtd the softly 

murdered archae-
ologist. Joan, Ezra 

ISmsS/MiSmA^ Gurney and the 
Planet Police com-

mander were silent, waiting for the 
wizard of science to speak. But Otho 
spoke first. 
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a minute! Here's a list of all the things 
Lester brought from Jupiter. Let's 
just check it to make sure they're all 
here." 

Curt called off the objects while 
Otho, Ezra and Joan, who were 
familiar with Jovian relics, checked 
off each object in the study. 

"One space stone," Curt read at last. 
He waited for the others to find it. 
"Nothing like that here, Chief," 

Otho reported. 
Curt frowned. "Let it go for the mo-

when Jovians had contact with other 
worlds.' The space stot^e is the only 
thing that's missing. Could that be 
the reason for the murder?" 

ment. We'll see if everything else is 
here." 

All the other listed objects proved 
to be present in the study. Cap-
tain Future went baek to the matter of 
the missing space stone. He read the 
description on the list. 

" 'A space stone cut and faceted in 
the ancient Martian fashion, appar-
ently brought to Jupiter from Mars 

"Would it be that valuable?" Ezra 

The Futuremen laid the dead, f rozen form of 
Captain Future on a rocky crag 

asked skeptically. "I don't know much 
about 'em." 

"They're the most valuable jewels 
in the System," Captain Future de-
clared. "Only about half a dozen of 
them have ever been found. They're 
actually a rare isotope of carbon, 
found only in meteors that enter the 
System from outside." 

Halk Anders, the Police Comman-
der, looked interested. 

"There was a space stone involved 
in a murder case on Mercury a few 
weeks ago, Captain Future. A gem 
merchant was murdered and a space 
st@ne stolen." 

Curt stiffened. "Was the murder 
committed in the same ghastly fashion 
as this one?" 

"I don't know, but I can soon find 
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out from Headquarters." 
The commander went to the desk 

televisor, while Otho spoke to Curt. 
"That description says the space stone 
was cut and faceted in the ancient 
Martian manner. Ancient Mars again! 
What the devil does it mean, Chief?" 

"It may be just coincidence," Curt 
said slowly. 

"I know you don't think so!" Otho 
exploded. "You're thinking just what 
I'm thinking." 

The commander came back, his face 
excited. 

"The murder of the gem merchant 
was committed just like this! And the 
space stone stolen was also cut in the 
old Martian style." 

"You see?" Otho exclaimed, his 
green eyes sparkling. 

Curt was beginning to feel that the 
murder of Kenneth Lester was no 
mere isolated crime as he had at first 
thought. It seemed to be one ramifi-
cation of some vast interplanetary plot 
that was tied up somehow with the 
rare space stones. Lester had told 
Bonnel that he had discovered some-
thing tremendous. Had Lester been 
killed because he had found out some-
thing, or had it been merely a murder 
for theft? 

"Everything seems to revolve 
around the space stones!" Curt said 
ruefully. "We must find out more 
about them." 

"Best fellow for that would be 
Lockley, the specialist on interplanet-
ary jewels," Ezra Gurney answered. 
"We used to call him in whenever 
there was a gem question to be de-
cided, eh, Halk?" 

The commander nodded his mas-
sive head. "Call Lockley now," Curt 
ordered. "Get him here fast." 

Lockley proved to be a thin, be-
spectacled, fussy little Earthman of 
advanced age, irked at being routed 
out so late at night. 

"Couldn't it wait till morning?" he 
demanded resentfully. 

"I'm afraid it couldn't," Curt said. 
"We need information and we need it 
quickly." 

Lockley's alert eye noticed the ring 
on Curt's finger. The little jewel spe-
cialist looked up in awe at the big, 
pleasant red-haired young man. 

"Captain Future!" he cried. 

Curt quickly explained the problem. 
"Two space stones have been stolen 

and their owners murdered. One was 
a jewel merchant on Mercury, and the 
other an interplanetary archaeologist 
right here. I want to know how many 
other space stones there are and who 
are their owners. This whole murder 
mystery seems to revolve about those 
stones." 

The expert seemed eager to exhibit 
his knowledge. 

"As far as is known, only seven 
space stones have been found in the 
whole System's history. All seven are 
of different colors. They were appar-
ently collected from meteors by the 
ancient Martians, for it is known that 
they once belonged to the so-called 
Doomed Kings, more than two hun-
dred thousand years ago. But with 
the degeneration of Martian civiliza-
tion, the seven space stones were scat-
tered. Some of them seem to have 
vanished altogether." 

"How many are in known collec-
tions now?" Captain Future asked. 

Lockley shrugged. "The blue stone 
you say this archaeologist had wasn't 
known. Only three space stones are 
definitely listed. One was in the pos-
session of the Mercurian jewel mer-
chant you mentioned. A second is 
in the collection of Harrison Yale, 
a rich Earthman who lives near New 
York. The third is in the State 
Museum of Venus." 

"That makes four space stones," 
Otho pointed out. "What became of 
the other three?" 

"There's been no trace of them for 
centuries. They merely dropped out 
of sight." 

Curt Newton pondered. Confident 
that the space stones were somehow 
the clue to the mystery, he came to a 
rapid decision. "Otho and I are going 
to this Yale's home. I want to study 
his space stone." 

A FEW minutes later, Captain Fu-
ture and the android were zip-

ping north through the moonlight in a 
fast Rissman rocket flier he had bor-
rowed from the Planet Police. 

"Why do we have to creep along at 
a thousand miles an hour?" Otho 
grumbled. "We could have got the 
Comet." 
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"And advertised to the whole planet 
that the Futuremen were out," Curt 
said witheringly. Otho looked up at 
the full Moon sailing royally in the 
starry heavens. 

"Old Grag would be wild if he 
thought we were out on a trail with-
out him," he chuckled. 

"I wish Simon were here," mut-
tered Curt. "The Brain could shed 
light on this space stone mystery, if 
anyone could." 

He brought the streamlined Riss-
man down in a silent sWoop in front 
of the gleaming chromalloy mansion 
of Harrison Yale. 

Yale proved to be a distinguished-
looking man of sixty, a retired inter-
planetary shipping magnate whose 
gem collection was apparently his 
chief interest now. The magnate was 
astounded when he learned the iden-
tity and purpose of his caller. 

"Why, I'd be only too glad to show 
you the space stone, Captain Future," 
he blurted. "I'm proud of it. Paid a 
fortune for it." 

He led the way to the massive vault 
that gleamed silver in the Moon. The 
magnate exclaimed in horror. 

"The door's unlocked! The guards 
are gone!" 

"Maybe the man we're after has 
already b e e n here," Curt cried. 
"See if the space stone is gone." 

They burst inside the tower. Yale 
sprang to the massive metal vault and 
hastily touched the buttons of the 
permutation block. The door flew 
open. He hauled out neatly arranged 
drawers. Scintillating rays stung 
their eyes as jewels gave back the 
light. Milky Uranian opals glowed 
like misty little suns. Ice diamonds 
from far Pluto flashed and dazzled. 
Mercurian sarkones, blacker than 
outer space, glittered in somber splen-
dor. Moonstones from the satellites 
of distant Saturn shone placidly white. 

"Nothing seems to be missing," Yale 
was muttering as he frantically ex-
amined the trays. "The great fire 
ruby of Jupiter. The three green 
pearls of Neptune—" 

"But the s p a c e stone," Curt 
snapped. 

Yale drew out a small drawer and 
opened it, then uttered an exclama-
tion of relief. "It's still here!" 

A faceted green globe, it looked up 
at them like an alien eye. Its facets 
appeared sharp and clean, as though 
carved yesterday. But Curt, taking 
from his flat gray tungstite belt a 
small tubular instrument, applied his 
eye to it. The electronic microscope 
showed him minute, pitlike scars on 
the facets. 

"As though the thing had been 
bombarded with hard radiation for 
some reason," Curt mused. He 
brought out a small projector used for 
X-ray vision. "Let's see if the hard 
rays show any difference in it." 

Turning on the projector, he bent 
over the jewel. Curt received an 
electric shock of surprise. He heard 
a faraway, thin voice that was not 
speaking aloud. He heard it in his 
mind! 

"Thus had I put my own people in 
danger," that remote mental voice 
said, "for they wished me to lead them 
back whence I came. I pretended to 
agree, and said I would return with 
many such mechanisms as I wore my-
self. By thus beguiling them, I pre-
vailed on them to let me go. I re-
turned, resolved never again to un-
lock that danger. It would be better 
for my people to struggle against 
hardships than take such risk again. 
But not wishing altogether to destroy 
my great discovery, I put it into these 
gems." 

"Good Lord!" gasped Captain Fu-
ture. "The secret of the soace stones!" 

"Look out, Chief!" yelled Otho in 
alarm. 

There had been a clicking sound 
from the darkness outside the open 
door of the treasure vault. A puls-
ing cone of radiance shot into the 
room, aimed at Future's tall figure. 

BUT with the blinding speed that 
only the android possessed, Otho 

dived at Curt and knocked him clear 
of the path of the deadly cone. They 
snatched out their proton pistols al-
most as they hit the floor. But Curt 
felt a hand grab the space stone from 
his grip. 

A semi-invisible, flying shadow was 
darting out the door. Curt and Otho 
fired together. But the needle rays 
of their proton pistols were an in-
stant too late. 
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"After them!" Captain Future 
shouted. 

He and the android jumped for the 
door. Harrison Yale could only stand 
stupefied. Clouds flying across the 
moon obscured the trees and gardens 
around them. Fiercely Curt's eyes 
swept the darkness in search of their 
mysterious attackers. 

"This way, Chief!" Otho hissed. "I 
hear men running." 

Captain Future and the android 
plunged together through the shrub-
bery. A roar of rockets blasted from 
close ahead as a little Tark flier flashed 
up out of the trees into the moonlight, 
its rocket tubes spuming back a curv-
ing trail of fire. Rapidly it disap-
peared westward in the night. 

"We'll chase 'em down!" Otho cried. 
"Nobody's going to take pot shots at 
us and then rocket clear!" 

"Save it," Curt retorted. "We might 
catch them with the Comet's speed 
and instruments. But this little Riss-
man flier will never run them down 
when they have that much of a start." 

Curt was not as calm as his tanned, 
set face indicated. No more than any 
other man did Captain Future enjoy 
having his life threatened from am-
bush. But he was not one to let anger 
cloud his judgment. He led the way 
back to the jewel vault. Otho was 
still cursing audibly. Harrison Yale 
sprang to their side as they entered. 

"The s-pace stone?" cried the mil-
lionaire collector anxiously. 

"They got it," Curt gritted. "There 
was someone in this room when we 
entered. He grabbed the jewel from 
my hand." 

Yale stared. "Why, nobody could 
have been in this room when we en-
tered. We'd have seen him." 

"Then it was somebody we couldn't 
see," Curt said. 

"You mean somebody has an invisi-
bility secret like yours, Chief?" Otho 
blurted. 

"No. It wasn't quite invisibility. 
I could glimpse him as a sort of vague, 
flying shadow. It was someone who 
couldn't be seen as long as he crouched 
motionless against the wall—someone 
like that Chameleon Man in the freak-
show tonight." 

Before the android could speak, 
Curt went on rapidly. 

"This mystery is far bigger than I 
dreamed. It's no mere theft of space 
stones for their commercial value. I 
learned that while I was examining 
that incredible gem." He turned to 
Yale. "I'm afraid I can't promise the 
return of your space stone, but I'm go-
ing to do my best to run down the rob-
bers. Come on, Otho. We've got to 
hurry." 

CHAPTER V 

Home to the Moon 

WHEN they were 
in the little Riss-
man flier, rocket-
ing back to New 
York through the 
m o o n l i t night, 
Otho a s k e d eag-
erly : 

" W h a t ' s u p , 
Chief? A r e w e 
really going to hit 
t h e s p a c e trail 

again?" A gleam lit Otho's eyes. 
"We are," Curt said grimly. "And 

I have an idea that for once you may 
get your fill of danger." 

He made no further explanation 
until they were back in Lester's study 
in the Institute of Interplanetary Sci-
ence. Then, to Ezra Gurney and Joan 
and the Police commander, Curt spoke 
rapidly. 

"There's hell behind these space 
stone robberies. Those seven jewels 
contain a tremendous secret. If my 
guess is right, each stone contains a 
part of the secret." 

"How in time could seven jewels 
hold a secret?" Ezra asked. 

"It's recorded in the space stones 
by mental transcription," Curt de-
clared. He smiled at their puzzled 
faces. "Psychologists discovered, a 
long time ago, that thought is really 
an electrical vibration of the brain's 
electro-chemical neurone pattern. It 
can be transcribed in a permanent 
record like sound or light. Various 
substances will take a thought tran-
scription, and play it back when hard 
radiation stimulates the record. 
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Simon W r i g h t , the Living Brain 

"It appears that the complex car-
bon isotope which forms a space stone 
will take a thought transcription. 
Examining Yale's gem with X-rays be-
fore it was snatched from me, I re-
ceived the thought record in it. I am 
sure now that the other six space 
stones have similar thought records in 
them, together forming one vast 
secret." 

Otho uttered an excited yelp and 
pointed to the small X-ray projector 
that stood on Kenneth Lester's desk. 

"Look, Chief! Lester was using 
that projector! I'll bet he was using 
it to examine the space stone he had 
and accidentally got the thought 
record in it." 

"Just what did you hear in the 
thought message of the stone you ex-
amined?" Joan Randall asked. 

" 'Thus had I put my own people in 
danger, for they wished me to lead 
them back whence I came. I pre-
tended to agree, and—'" Curt went 
on to the end of the message, word for 
word, 

"What does it mean?" old Ezra 
queried puzzledly. 

"It doesn't mean much without the 
parts of the secret that go before it 
and after it," Curt Newton admitted. 

"Then how the devil do you know 
that this secret is such a tremendously 

important one?" Otho demanded skep-
tically. 

"Any of you ever hear of Thuro 
Thuun?" Curt asked, his gray eyes 
searching theirs. When they shook 
their heads, he said meditatively: 

"It's not likely you would have 
heard of him. Lester had, of course, 
because he was an archaeologist." 

"I don't get your wave at all, Chief," 
complained Otho. "Who was this 
Thuro Thuun?" 

"He's supposed to have been the 
greatest scientist of the ancient Mar-
tian civilization—perhaps the greatest 
scientist of the past. Thuro Thuun 
flourished during the Tenth Dynasty 
of Mars, about the time of the mysteri-
ous invasion by the unhuman Wallus, 
more than two hundred thousand years 
ago. According to legend, Thuro 
Thuun made a scientific discovery that 
could give him power over whole 
worlds if he desired it. 

"But he disappeared during the 
Wallu conquest, supposedly leaving 
his secret written down in some se-
cret way. I believe that legend, I 
think he transcribed seven sections of 
his secret on the seven space stones, 
and that someone is trying to collect 
the parts of that secret." 

"But what exactly is this tremen-
dous secret of the old Martian scien-
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tist?" Joan wanted to know. 

CURT shook his red head. "I don't 
know, and I can't know unless I 

can get all the space stones. But the 
murderer must have a good idea of 
the nature of the secret, to want it so 
badly." 

"Which brings us right back around 
the orbit to where we started from," 
growled Ezra Gurney. "Who's the 
murderin' devil that's after the secret 
of the stones?" 

"Chief, it's clear as space!" Otho 
yelled. "Our killer must know a lot 
about ancient Martian science. And 
the theory is clinched by the half-in-
visible fellow in Yale's jewel vault!" 

Curt Newton nodded. "We haven't 
a shred of real proof—but I'd bet a 
meteor against a sun that our man is 
Doctor Ul Quorn." 

"U1 Quorn?" cried Ezra Gurney. 
"That smooth-faced mixed-breed sci-
entist we sent out to Cerberus prison 
for illegal research? What makes you 
think he's the man?" 

"Several things," Curt retorted. "In 
the first place, Quorn is right here on 
Earth, running a freak-show down at 
Amusement City. That circus—and 
Quorn—were on Mercury when the 
space stone there was stolen. He's do-
ing stunts that are real feats of an-
cient Martian science. He undoubted-
ly would need funds for this plot of 
his. That's why he's running his show, 
I believe. The point is that Quorn 
is familiar with ancient Martian sci-
ence. Therefore it's a ten-to-one shot 
that he would have an idea of the na-
ture of Thuro Thuun's secret." 

"That still don't say he's the killer," 
Ezra drawled. 

"In Yale's jewel vault," Curt re-
plied, "a semi-invisible man snatched 
the space stone from me. He must 
have been the Chameleon Man, one of 
Quorn's freaks." 

"Here's another possible tie-up," 
Halk Anders said. "We've been watch-
ing a fanatic Martian organization, a 
queer secret cult of some kind. Its 
officers have contacted the Interplan-
etary Circus a couple of times." 

"Ah!" breathed Captain Future. 
"The mystery begins to clear a little. 
A fanatic Martian cult, backing Quorn 
in his quest for the stones' secret." 

"And look, Chief, here's something 
else," Otho said. "There's a space 
stone in the Venus Museum, Lockley 
told us. The Interplanetary Circus— 
and Quorn—leave tonight for Venus." 

"Clear as space is right!" Ezra Gur-
ney declared. "What'll we do—grab 
Quorn right away?'' 

"How long could we hold him?" 
Captain Future asked. "We haven't 
any real evidence that would hold up 
in Interplanetary Court." 

"But surely you'll do something!" 
Joan Randall protested anxiously. "A 
tremendous power in the hands of a 
man like Doctor Quorn—" 

"I'm thinking of that," Curt admit-
ted bleakly. "Quorn mustn't get the 
seven space stones. We've got to get 
the three he has, but first we must 
beat him to the other four. I'm pretty 
sure that without all the stones, he 
won't have the complete secret. It's 
going to be risky. Quorn is a brilliant 
scientist, perhaps the greatest in the 
System." 

"As if anybody in the System could 
surpass you!" Joan cried loyally. 

Curt grinned. "Thanks, lady. All 
the same, I'm not going to take any 
chances. We'll need all the cunning 
and knowledge we have to checkmate 
him. I want Simon Wright in this, 
and we're going home to the Moon 
for him." 

"Devils of space, Quorn will be on 
Venus, snatching the space stone there 
before we can catch up to him!" Otho 
protested. 

"I've thought of that," Curt stated. 
"Ezra, you and Joan must rocket for 
Venus right now. Camp down in the 
museum at Venusopolis, and guard 
that space stone till we get there." 

Ezra's faded blue eyes glittered. 
"We're blastin' off in ten minutes, 

Cap'n Future! We'll be there long 
before Quorn arrives." 

"And I'll be there with the Future-
men as soon as possible, to set a little 
trap that will smash his plot," Curt 
Newton promised. "See you on Ve-
nus. Come along to the Comet, Otho." 

A HALF-HOUR later, from a pri-
vate official landing terrace atop 

the great Government Tower, arose a 
small space ship. It was not a Cruh-
Cholo, Rissman, Tark, or any other 
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standard make. The queer little craft, 
shaped like an elongated tear-drop, 
rocketed skyward w i t h enormous 
speed. It was the Comet, flying lab-
oratory of the Futuremen, the swift-
est ship in the System. 

Comparatively soon, so tremendous 
was its speed, the Comet was swoop-
ing down toward the barren, glaring, 
airless surface of the Moon. As it 
sank into Tycho Crater, doors in the 
floor of the crater unfolded automati-
cally to disclose an air-lock hangar. 
The ship settled, the doors closed, and 
air hissed in. 

Captain Future and Otho emerged 
and strode through tunnels in the 
solid rock. They felt no lighter in 
weight here than on Earth, because of 
the flat gravitation equalizers at their 
belts. 

They entered a big room excavated 
from the rock, illuminated by a flood 
of softened sunlight from a huge 
glassite window in the crater floor, 
which formed the ceiling. Telescopes 
of large size and odd design, chemical 
and electric apparatus, paraphernalia 
of a dozen sciences, crowded this 
room. It was the home and laboratory 
of Curt Newton and the Futuremen. 
Here, Curt had been born. 

A strange creature turned its eyes 
toward them as they entered. It 
looked totally unhuman—a square, 
transparent metal case on which were 
mounted glass lens-eyes on flexible 
stalks. The queer case rested on a 
tall pedestal, from which it had been 
scanning a micro-film book. 

"Back so soon, lad?" came a rasping 
voice from the square metal case. 

"The vacation's over, Simon," Cap-
tain Future said quietly. 

The g l a s s lens-eyes of Simon 
Wright, the Living Brain, fixed in-
tently on him. 

"What's wrong?" asked the Brain 
sharply. 

Curt Newton explained rapidly. As 
he listened, the Brain's strange eyes 
never wavered from Curt's somber 
face. 

Simon Wright, one of the three fa-
mous Futuremen, was a wholly unhu-
man-looking being. Yet Simon had 
been a great Earth scientist whose liv-
ing brain had been taken surgically 
from his dying body and encased in 

this transparent cube. It now lived in 
circulating serums constantly repuri-
fied by apparatus inside the case. He 
saw by means of lens-eyes, hearing by 
microphone ears and speaking by a 
voice resonator. 

THE Brain spoke slowly in his me-
tallic voice when Curt had fin-

ished. 
"And you think Doctor Ul Quorn is 

behind it? I remember reading his 
monosonic theory and 'double-gene' 
experiments. He's brilliant, I must 
admit." 

"Simon, it's the weirdest thing," 
Otho broke in. "When I saw Quorn, 
I thought I knew him. I can't under-
stand it." 

The Brain paid little attention, for 
he was brooding. 

"So Quorn is after the ancient se-
cret of Thuro Thunn," he said finally. 

"Simon, what can that secret be?" 
Curt asked. "Have you any idea at 
all?" 

"No more than you, lad. The old 
Martian legends say that Thuro 
Thuun himself was appalled by what 
he discovered. If it's that big, Quorn 
mustn't get hold of it." 

Curt nodded vigorously. "That's 
why we've got to get to Venus and 
have a trap set when he tries to get 
the space stone in the museum. Then 
we'd have proof against him. We 
ought to start at once. Where's 
Grag?" 

"Down in the foundry room, repair-
ing a fracture of one of his fingers. 
He'll be here in a moment. Lad, do 
you remember what anniversary this 
is?" 

"Sure." Curt grinned. "The day 
that Grag was made by you and my fa-
ther. Grag's 'birthday'." 

"Of all the space-struck nonsense, 
this business of Grag's birthday is the 
limit!" Otho exploded. "A robot with 
a birthday!" 

Curt chuckled. "That's what you 
always say, Otho. But—" 

A clanking sound interrupted him. 
Grag the robot was hurrying into the 
laboratory, booming a joyful greeting. 

"I heard the Comet landing. Master. 
I'm glad you're back again." 

Grag stood seven feet high, on 
jointed metal legs. He was a huge 
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metal man, with a massive torso and a 
bulbous metal head in which gleamed 
two bright photo-electric eyes. There 
was affection in Curt's gaze. 

"This is your birthday, Grag," Cap-
tain Future said. "And here's a little 
present for you." He handed the ro-
bot a thick, short metal tube. "It's a 
projector I devised. Besides being a 
light tube, it can emit vibrations all 
along the electro-magnetic scale by a 
sliding control. I think you'll find it 
useful." 

"You need not have gone to so much 
trouble for Grag, Master," Grag's 
booming voice stammered in grati-
tude. 

"Listen to that mock-modesty," 
sneered Otho. "He was wondering for 
weeks what he was going to get." 

Grag turned indignantly. 
"You say that because you hate to 

admit I'm more human than you are, 
and having a birthday proves it." 

SIMON'S rasping voice stopped the 
argument. 

"Grag, for my present I've devised 
a new type of rubberoid padding for 
your feet. Your present foot-pads are 
always wearing away, you know." 

Grag took the new pads eagerly. 
"Thank you, Simon," he boomed. 
Otho came forward, elaborately 

bored as he handed a small package to 
the robot. 

"I suppose I will have to give you 
something to keep you from feeling 
hurt. Here, take it." The package 
contained a new set of detachable 
metal fingers for Grag's mighty hands. 
"See if you can break those fingers. I 
made them up of a special formula 
with super-tensile strength." 

Grag looked astounded. "Why, 
Otho! Thanks a lot—" 

"Don't thank me. I did it only to 
while away the time." 

Curt Newton smiled, thinking how 
characteristic it was of Otho to dis-
guise his deep affection for his fellow 
Futureman. 

"I'll try out all these things right 
now!" Grag exclaimed. 

"No time now, Grag," Captain Fu-
ture said. "We're rocketing along the 
space trail to Venus, and there may be 
hell at the end of it. Otho, bring Si-
mon along to the Cornet. There's no 
time to lose." 

"I'll have to get Eek," Grag said. 
He dashed away, returning soon 

with a small, gray, sharp-snouted ani-
mal, like a tiny bear. 

"I was hoping he'd forget that 
damned moon-pup," groaned Otho. 

"Why?" asked Grag injuredly as he 
followed the other Futuremen to the 
Comet. "I owe him the trip. He 
hasn't been to Venus in a long time." 

"Yeah, but Dr. Quorn will scare the 
little coward," sneered Otho. "He'll 
only get in the way." 

"No more than you!" roared Grag. 
"Cut your rockets," Curt ordered. 

"Save the fight for Quorn." 

CHAPTER VI 

Venusian Marsh Danger 

The moons of Mars outshine the stars, 
And Earth's Moon's fairer yet, 
And Saturn's night is gemmed with light, 
Yet still I can't forget 

Old Venus' moonless, cloudy sky, 
Down by the Western Sea, 
Where the night wind's damp from the inland 

swamp, 
And the one girl waits for me. 

r ^ l W f T f r n FUTURE sat in the 
control room of the 
flying Comet, h i s 
fingers touching 
the twenty strings 
of his favorite Ve-
nusian guitar. His 
lean, tanned f a c e 
was lazily relaxed 
as h e s o f t l y 
hummed the pop-
ular melody of the 

cloudy planet. The automatic con-
trols were set and the little tear-drop 
space ship was flying through the star-
flecked vault of space. Ahead, the 
white half-disk of Venus was growing 
larger. 

"Lad, you've hummed that song four 
times," rasped Simon, his lens-eyes 
speculatively watching Curt. "It isn't 
possible that you're thinking of Joan, 
is it?" 

Curt flushed. "Can't a fellow sing 
a tune? You're getting too analytical. 
I'm gomg aft and rouse out Grag and 
Otho. We'll soon reach Venus." 
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Putting away the instrument, the 
tall, red-haired scientific wizard strode 
into the astoundingly complete lab-
oratory of the Comet. Wherever the 
Futuremen might be in the System, 
they brought equipment that was sur-
passed only by Future's underground 
home upon the Moon. 

If a problem required astronomical 
investigation, the Futuremen had por-
table electro-telescopes and spectro-
scopes of advanced design and un-
equaled powers. If there was a point 
of astrography that needed checking, 
here were the files of star and planet 
spectra, the maps of the planets, moons 
and asteroids, the atmosphere-sam-
ples from every world. 

Similarly the physical apparatus 
held microscopes capable of seeing far 
into the infinitesimal. The biological 
cabinet held complete equipment for 
research, including botanical and en-
tomological specimens from many 
worlds. The surgical apparatus was 
a miracle of completeness and com-
pactness. The philological file con-
tained spoken records of scores of 
planetary languages. The cabinet of 
tiny micro-film books was an exhaus-
tive scientific reference library. 

In two space chairs with a folding 
table between them, Grag and Otho sat 
playing cubical bridge, the most com-
plex of card games. The "cards" were 
cubes, each face of which bore a dif-
ferent suit, making a total of six suits. 
The card on the upper side was the 
one that counted. But it could be 
"covered" by a matching card of an 
opponent's cube, so that the suit that 
was led might suddenly turn into a 
quite different one. 

"Come on and sit in, Chief!" Otho 
invited eagerly. "Even though we did 
adapt this for two-handed play, it's 
better with three." 

"Otho just wants to start a new 
game because he's losing this one," 
Grag accused. "I've taken nearly all 
the tricks so far." 

"Sure, robots always make good 
players," Otho sneered. "I'll tell you 
what I'll do, Grag, if you're so confi-
dent. I'll play you for real stakes. I'll 
put up my best proton pistol." 

"And what do you want me to put 
up?" Grag asked. 

Otho pointed to the corner of the 

cabin, where Grag's bearlike pet was 
gnawing idly at a stanchion. The 
moon-pup did not breathe air and was 
capable of eating metal or mineral, but 
the impervious metal of the stanchion 
was resisting his teeth. 

"You put up Eek," Otho said. 

GRAG rose to his feet indignantly. 

"It's just a plot of yours to get 
my pet! You'd cheat to get him, and 
then toss him out into space because 
you hate the poor little fellow." 

"Poor little fellow?" cried Otho. 
"That little beast is the curse of this 
outfit! I'm damned if I'll put up any 
longer—" 

"We're nearing Venus," Curt New-
ton interrupted. "Put away that 
darned game and quit bickering." 

They followed Curt back into the 
control room, Grag picking up Eek 
and protectively fondling him. Cap-
tain Future unlocked the automatic 
pilot and took the controls. He tested 
the braking rockets by depressing the 
throttles. The Comet shook to the 
roar and jerk of the blast. Venus was 
a glowing white half-moon in the 
heavens ahead. Curt sent the Comet 
curving around in a spiral toward the 
dark side of the planet. 

Bubos U um 



"Better if we reach Venusopolis at 
night," he mused. "We'll be able to 
visit the Museum secretly." 

Soon the Comet was screaming 
down through the clouds into the 
clear, moonless Venusian night. Curt's 
instruments had not misled him. Be-
low stretched Venusopolis, sprawl-
ing between the dark inland marshes 
and the tossing Western Sea. 

"The Interplanetary Circus is here 
already," Otho said, pointing to a 
spread of colored lights just east of 
the city. 

"I knew Quorn would be here," Fu-
ture said confidently. "But there's 
nothing to worry about, with Ezra and 
Joan guarding the space stone in the 
museum." 

But he awedly admitted them when 
Captain Future showed his ring. 

"Marshal Gurney and Miss Randall 
are waiting for you in the Room of 
Jewels." 

Curt nodded and led the way 
through the silent, dim halls and cor-
ridors. They entered a brilliantly 
lighted room containing glassite cases 
of rare planetary gems. Old Ezra 
Gurney and Joan Randall rose eagerly 
from chairs to greet them. The vet-
eran had his atom pistol in his hand. 

"The space stone's safe?" Curt 
asked quickly. 

"Quorn hasn't had a chance to get 
it," Joan said. "It's in there." 

She pointed to a big metal safe 
against a side of the room. Ezra Gur-

He cut the rockets to a purring hum, 
and the Comet glided lower over the 
coastline toward the lighted city. Ve-
nusopolis was a community of grace-
ful white structures, interlaced with 
the dark gardens of the esthetic Venu-
sians. He headed for an oblong, many-
pillared structure that he knew was 
the State Museum of Venus. Quietly 
he brought the ship down into the 
grooves around it. 

"Come on," he whispered. "Bring 
along Simon, Grag." 

They emerged into the balmy Venu-
sian darkness, heavy with the smell of 
rank vegetation drifting from the 
marshes. At the entrance to the great 
museum, a guard challenged them. 

Curt ' s keen eye saw Quorn ' s hand slide 

ney limped to it and unlocked the 
door. 

"Nobody's been near this safe since 
we got here," he stated flatly. "And 
we were here a couple of hours before 
Quorn reached Venus with that cir-
cus." 

"Good," Curt replied. "First thing 
I want to do is activate the jewel into 
transmitting its part of T h u r o 
Thuun's formula and make sure the 
stone's safe with me. Then we're go-
ing to set a neat little trap for Doctor 
Quorn when he comes for it." 

Ezra stopped pawing in the safe. He 
whipped around, his face stupefied. 

"Why, the stone is gone!" he cried. 
"It can't be!" Joan protested. "One 
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of us was watching that safe every 
minute. Its door was never opened!" 

>UT search soon disclosed that the 
space stone had somehow been 

taken. Otho gave a hissing oath. 
"Fire-imps of Jupiter, Quorn beat 

us to it! But how?" 
"I tell you, the safe wasn't opened," 

Joan insisted. 
"Of course it wasn't opened," Fu-

ture said angrily. "Quorn got the stone 
without having to open the safe. Why 
couldn't I have suspected it? It's ob-
vious enough." 

"How could he get the stone with-
out opening the safe?" Joan asked be-
wilderedly. 

"Don't you remember how he made 

plained. 
"Outwitted!" Otho yelled furiously. 

"This Quorn's a devil!" 
" I warned you he was a cunning, 

highly intelligent scientist," Curt re-
minded. "But I forgot my own warn-
ing." 

"It's not your fault," Joan argued. 
"You couldn't know the jewel would 
be in a safe like this. It's all my 
fault." 

"Self-accusation won't help now," 
cut in the Brain's rasping voice. " W e 
must plot our course of action." 

" W h y not let me go out to the Cir-
cus, find Quorn, break him in half, and 
take the space-stones?" Grag boomed. 

"Attractive, but impractical, Grag," 
Curt said. "Quorn will have his four 

under his Jacket (Chapter X V I ! ) 

a small animal pass through solid 
metal ? H e s p e e d e d u p i t s 
body's atoms so it w o u l d inter-
penetrate ordinary matter. That's how 
Quorn got this space stone. He simply 
dematerialized one of his freaks, sent 
him into the safe to rematerialize in 
there, grab the jewel, dematerialize 
again, and walk out through the 
metal." 

"But you can see a dematerialized 
man," protested Ezra. "I remember 
that from our case on Jupiter. W e 
didn't see anyone entering the safe 
at all." 

"Quorn would send him through 
the wall of the room and the back of 
the safe so you couldn't see," Curt ex-

37 

gems cunningly hidden, and he'll be on 
guard against any sudden attack we 
might make on him. Since we still 
have no real proof against him, we'd 
be breaking Interplanetary Law our-
selves by attacking him." 

"We're surely not going to give up 
and let him get away with Thuro 
Thuun's secret!" exploded Otho. 

Curt's tanned face hardened, and his 
gray eyes grew bleak. For one of the 
few times in his career, he felt almost 
inferior to a brilliant mixed-breed sci-
entist against whom he had matched 
himself. And Captain Future didn't 
like that feeling. 

"No, we're not going to give up," 
he gritted. "It's going to take time 
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and effort, but I have a plan. We're 
sure Quorn has the four space stones 
and that he's after the other three. 
But we haven't proof yet. He's travel-
ing with his freaks so he can use the 
circus as a blind for his activities. We 
must watch him if we're to checkmate 
his scheme and prove his guilt. 

"So the Futuremen are going to 
join that circus. We'll be able to stick 
to Quorn till we find out where he has 
the stolen space stones, and can pre-
vent him from getting the others. It's 
the only way we can watch him all 
the time, without arousing his suspi-
cion." 

OIN the circus as performers?" 
Otho blurted. "How can we get 

away with it. I don't get your wave 
at all, Chief." 

"Everyone would recognize us as 
the Futuremen," Grag boomed. 

"We'll be in disguise, you block-
heads," Curt retorted. "Otho can eas-
ily disguise himself as the 'Ultra-acro-
bat' from Ganyemede, or something. 
We'll dummy up Grag with some arti-
ficial rubberoid flesh to make him look 
wholly human, and he can be the 
'Strong Man of Space.' We'll hide the 
Brain inside a phony-looking machine 
and call it the Thinking Machine. As 
for me, I'll join as a wild animal tamer 
—Kovo, the Venusian Swap-man, and 
his performing marsh tigers." 

"Marsh tigers?" repeated Ezra Gur-
ney, his faded eyes widening. "Hell, 
nobody in the System can tame marsh 
tigers. They're the most ferocious, 
vicious, dangerous critters in the nine 
worlds." 

"I can tame them." Curt grinned. 
"After Otho's helped me bring them 
back alive." 

"It's more than likely you'll bring 
Otho back dead," bleated the android. 
Curt ignored him. 

"First thing is to fix up the disguises 
for Grag and Simon. W e others will 
join the circus separately, to avoid 
arousing any suspicion." 

Curt and the Futuremen, with Ezra 
and Joan Randall, went back to the 
Comet. There Otho, the master of 
disguise, rapidly concocted a mass of 
rubberoid flesh. While it was still 
warm, he smoothly applied it to Grag's 
giant metal body except the eyes and 

mouth. When the rubberoid cooled, 
it became firm, pink and elastic as real 
flesh. Otho put dark spectacles over 
Grag's shining photo-electric eyes, 
and then regarded him with satisfac-
tion. 

"You look almost human now, 
Grag," he said. 

"What do you mean —- almost?" 
roared Grag. "I am human, a lot more 
than you, you miserable son of a lab-
oratory retort!" 

"I'm through with Simon," Captain 
Future interrupted quietly. 

Curt had quickly constructed a 
small mechanism that looked like a 
rather phony machine, with arms, 
dials and blinking lights on the front 
of its cylindrical case. Small wheels 
stood beneath it. Captain Future put 
the Brain's square case inside the cyl-
indrical one, made necessary connec-
tions, and then closed the cover. 

"Hides you completely, Simon," he 
said. "You can still see through those 
concealed openings, and listen and 
speak. Also, I've made it possible for 
you to roil from place to place or use 
those flexible arms on the side of the 
case, whenever you wish." 

"That's something new — S i m o n 
with a body," said Otho, 

"I don't want a body," rasped the 
Brain. "It distracts the thought proc-
esses. But I'll try it this time." 

Curt gave Grag full instructions. 
"I understand, Master," boomed the 

disguised robot who now looked like 
a giant man. "I'm to call myself the 
Strong Man of Space, and say this 
Thinking Machine is a fake device I 
picked up, and get into the circus. But 
I'm not to know you or Ocho when 
you appear." 

"That's it," Curt replied. "You'd 
better get started now." 

Obediently Grag picked up the ap-
parently absurd Thinking Machine 
that hid the Brain, and disappeared 
into the darkness. 

"Now for the marsh tigers." Curt 
turned to Otho. "We'l l run inland in 
the Comet to the Great South Marsh. 
We'll find plenty of 'em there." 

"Too cursed plenty to suit me," 
growled Otho as he took the controls. 
"But I suppose a fellow can die only 
once." 

"What can Ezra and I do to help, 
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Captain Future?" Joan Randall asked. 
"I want the two of you to stay with 

the Comet, and trail the circus from a 
safe distance. You'll be in close touch 
then if I need the ship. You know 
how to operate it, Ezra." 

"Sure, but it's a very tricky craft 
to handle," drawled the veteran of 
space. "Touch a throttle, and you're 
out of the System." 

An hour later, Otho brought the 
Comet down on a muddy hummock 
in the dark, vast Great South Marsh. 
Curt had been tinkering with a tiny 
instrument. He held the dumb-bell-
shaped mechanism in his hand as he 
and the android opened the door. 

"Where's your proton gun, Chief?" 
Otho asked. 

"I'm not going to use any, Otho," 
Curt replied calmly. 

Otho recoiled. "Hunting marsh tig-
ers without a gun! Oh, well, why not? 
We're tired of living, anyway." 

They stepped out into darkness and 
oozy muck. Instantly, from the black 
swamp an enormous, green-eyed bulk 
charged, screaming.. It was a marsh 
tiger, a scaled, black creature with 
four thick legs that were armed with 
razor talons. Its hideous snouted 
head was distorted by a gaping mouth 
bristling with great fangs. 

A glimpse of that hideous maw as 
it bore down on them sent Curt and 
Otho leaping into the muck to avoid 
its rush. It thundered past, then 
turned with appalling speed to rush 
them again. 

"I knew it!" Otho yelled, drawing 
his proton pistol. "We're sunk!" 

"Don't fire, Otho!" Curt ordered. 
He was aiming his small, dumbbell-

shaped instrument at the marsh tiger. 
The instrument buzzed thinly as he 
pressed its button. The marsh tiger 
stopped. It made no threatening move 
when Curt boldly advanced and pat-
ted its scaly head. 

"Devils of space!' gasped Otho. 
"How in the Sun's name—" 

"Simple." Curt grinned. "This in-
strument is a 'will-dampener,' which 
Simon and I worked out a good while 
ago. It radiates a force that neutral-
izes almost completely the neuronic 
currents in this beast's brain-cells, 
makes him stupid and docile as a lamb. 
We'll collect a half-dozen of them in 

the same way." 
"All right," said Otho uncertainly. 

"But all hell's going to break loose if 
your lambs' suddenly recover." 

CHAPTER VII 
Interplanetary Circus 

GRAG the r o b o t , 
d i s g u i s e d as an 
Earthman of colos-
sal stature, strode 
heavily t h r o u g h 
the dark streets of 
V e n u s o p o l i s . In 
his enormous hand 
he carried the cyl-
indrical Thinking 
Machine that hid 
the Brain. 

"The Interplanetary Circus is out 
by the spaceport, so I think this street 
will take us there," boomed the. robot. 

"Not so loud, Grag!" cautioned the 
metallic voice of the Brain. "Are you 
sure you know your part?" 

"Sure, I'll be the Strong Man just 
like Master taught me," Grag an-
swered. "Only I hate to leave Eek in 
the Comet." 

"Ezra and Joan will take care of 
him," Simon assured him. 

Grag looked exactly like a hulking, 
giant Earthman as he tramped along. 
He had donned a loose zipper suit over 
his great frame. But the pink rubber-
oid artificial flesh that covered his 
metal head now made him look like a 
blank-faced, dark-spectacled giant. 

He avoided the bright central re-
gion of the Venusian city and kept to 
the quieter, darker streets of beauti-
ful white cement homes and dark, 
fragrant gardens. The scent of ex-
quisite flowers mingled with the faint 
tang of the sea and the strong, rank 
breath from the great inland marshes. 
The marsh smell made Grag think of 
Captain Future, somewhere in the 
swamps on his dangerous mission. 

Grag worried constantly about Curt 
Newton. To the robot, Curt was still 
the impish, red-headed little boy he 
had helped to educate on the Moon. 

They passed the edge of the space-
port, a vast lighted tarmac rimmed by 
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busy docks in which reared the high 
hulls of ships from all the nine worlds. 
Grag approached the adjoining field, 
where the Interplanetary Circus had 
pitched its pavilions. The circus trav-
eled from world to world in its own 
space ships, which were docked at the 
edge of the field. Grag saw that most 
of the ships were ponderous Cruh-
Cholo freighters, though there was 
one twenty-man Rissman cruiser that 
looked fast. 

Flaring krypton lights illuminated 
the pavilions of the circus. These pa-
vilions were conical, made of thin sec-
tions of light, strong metal that could 
readily be unbolted and stacked away 
inside the big Cruh-Cholo freighters 
for the trip to the next world. Grag 
trudged toward the little pavilion 
marked "Office of the Proprietor." A 
thin, blue Saturnian looked up as Grag 
entered. 

"What do you want?" the Saturnian 
demanded suspiciously, eying Grag's 
seven-foot figure and stupid face. 

"You the boss of this circus?" Grag 
demanded loudly. 

"Yes, I'm Jur Nugat, proprietor and 
manager," snapped the Saturnian. 
"And I'm a busy man, too." 

Grag struck his breast with his free 
hand. 

"Me, I'm the Strong Man of Space! 
I'm the strongest man in the whole 
System, bar none. You think any-
body's stronger, you bring 'em on. I'll 
break 'em in half!" 

JUR NUGAT looked annoyed at 

Grag's boasting. 
"You may be strong as a Jovian 

stamper, but why bother me about it?" 
"You want a good strong man for 

your circus, huh?" Grag demanded, his 
blank, pink face never changing ex-
pression. "You hire me, and you got 
the best strong man in the business. 
Steelite bars or logs of swampwood— 
I can break 'em all in half!" 

Jur Nugat shook his head. "Sorry. 
Can't use you." 

"You mean you think I'm no good? 
Why, I'll break you in half!" He 
started forward menacingly. Jur Nu-
gat hastily skipped back. 
" "Wait a minute!" bleated the Sa-
turnian. "I can't use you, but maybe 
the side-show that travels with us can. 

Go over and see U1 Quorn." 
Grag appeared to hesitate. 
"All right, I go. This fellow Quorn 

better hire me, or I'll break him in 
half." 

As Grag stalked away, carrying the 
Brain's machine, he heard Jur Nugat 
muttering behind him: 

"Damned if he hasn't got breaking 
things in half on his brain!" 

Grag chuckled. "Didn't I put it 
over, Simon? It would be swell if we 
could get right into Quorn's show." 

"Quorn will be a harder customer 
to fool," the Brain rasped in a low 
tone. "Don't overdo it." 

Grag threaded his way between the 
smaller pavilions. Toiling rousta-
bouts, a motley crew from all nine 
planets, were sweating to bolt on the 
last metal sections. A Jovian stamper, 
huge, round-headed, e l e p h a n t i n e 
brown beast, had been brought to push 
a cage into place. Calls and cries in 
a half-dozen interplanetary languages 
split the night. The roars of caged 
beasts being unloaded from the big 
Cruh-Cholo menagerie-ship were deaf-
ening. Grag strode in stupid placid-
ity through the uproar, toward the pa-
vilion of the "Congress of Nine World 
Wonders." 

The freak-show of U1 Quorn was al-
ready prepared for the next night's 
performance. Grag strode past it to 
the small private office of U1 Quorn, 
outside which a cadaverous gray Nep-
tunian was lounging. 

"That must be the freak_Master said 
was called the Hearer," Grag mused. 
"I must be careful what I say when he 
is around." 

"Where is the boss?" he asked the 
Hearer loudly. 

"Inside," answered the Neptunian. 
"But you can't see him." 

"He'll see me!" roared Grag. "I'm 
the Strong Man of Space, and I'm go-
ing to see him right now." 

The Hearer started to bar his way. 
Grag thrust him aside with a mere 
flick of his giant arm. The uproar 
brought a man and a girl from inside 
the tent. The girl was Martian, a dark-
eyed, supple red girl of wildcat 
beauty. But Grag's eyes swung at 
once to the man. U1 Quorn's smooth, 
handsome, red features and intelligent 
black eyes produced a tangible shock 
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inside Grag. 
"Why, I know this man," Grag 

thought bewilderedly. "Yet I'm sure 
I never saw him before." 

"What is all this commotion?" Ul 
Quorn was asking in a quiet yet some-
how menacing voice. 

GRAG put down the machine that 
hid the Brain, and snatched up a 

girder lying nearby. By a tremen-
dous exertion of his mighty arms, he 
bent the girder double. 

"See, I break 'em all in half!" he 
pretended to pant. "You'll hire me?" 

" W h y don't you get rid of this stu-
pid lout?" the Martian girl said im-
patiently. 

"Not so fast, N'rala," Quorn replied 
coolly. "A fellow with strength like 

plained. "It belongs to me. You ask 
it a question, Boss." 

Ul Quorn, staring curiously at the 
cylindrical machine, addressed it 
mockingly. 

"Wil l we have good luck when we 
go to Mars?" 

Inside the cylinder, the Brain spoke 
in a slow, hesitating, mechanical voice 
that sounded quite artificial. 

"You will—go to Mars soon—and 
meet new—sweetheart." 

"Not exactly an appropriate reply, 
but pretty good for a fake," Ul Quorn 
said. He looked sharply at Grag. "Did 
you make it?" 

"No, Boss, I couldn't make a thing 
like that," Grag answered hastily. 
"The last show I was with busted up 
on Pluto and the manager couldn't pay 
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that could be useful." He studied 
Grag's stupid pink face, and spoke to 
him carefully, to reach his ignorant 
mind. 

"If I hire you, you'll not only do a 
turn in the side-show but obey my or-
ders in everything else. Do you un-
derstand?" 

"Sure, I do what you say, Boss," 
Grag boomed cheerfully. "You don't 
like anybody, you tell me. I'll break 
'em in half." 

Quorn laughed quietly, apparently 
able to see the humor in Grag's loud, 
stupid boasting. 

"All right, you're hired. But what's 
this machine you've got?" 

"It's a Thinking Machine that can 
answer your questions," Grag ex-

us. I said, 'You pay me or I'll break 
you in half.' He said he'd give me this 
Thinking Machine for my back wages. 
He told me how it works, but I forgot. 
I think he said there are thousands of 
phrases on tiny voice records inside 
the machine. He said the words of a 
question automatically trip fairly ap-
propriate phrases to answer. Yeah, 
that sounds like what he said." 

"All right, you can use the thing as 
part of our show," the mixed-breed 
scientist said disinterestedly. "The 
Hearer will show you a cubicle that 
you can use for a dressing room." 

In the tiny room, Grag waited till 
he saw the Hearer stroll off across the 
grounds before he dared speak. 

"I think we've fooled Quorn, Si-
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mon," he whispered to the disguised 
Brain. "But the man puzzles me. He 
looks familiar." 

"I also felt as though I'd seen him 
before, though I know I never did," 
the Brain answered perplexedly. "And 
Otho felt the same thing. Well, watch 
him as closely as you can without rous-
ing suspicion." 

Next morning, Grag devoted him-
self to learning as much as possible 
about U1 Quorn's freak-show and its 
various performers. Besides the 
Hearer and the Chameleon Man, whom 
Captain Future had described, there 
were many other interplanetary odd-
ities in the show. There was the "In-
telligent Moon Wolf ," -a six-legged 
beast from Io, who could read, write 
and calculate with amazing skill. Ac-
tually, as Grag soon learned, U1 Quorn 
had transferred part of a man's brain 
into the Moon Wolf 's skull, giving it 
true human intelligence. 

Quorn had been responsible also for 
the "Eel Man," a Venusian whose skel-
eton structure had been cunningly dis-
solved, then replaced by a reticulation 
of elastic rods. As a result the Eel 
Man could compress his body to unbe-
lievable slimness, and literally tie him-
self into knots. Grag liked the pa-
tient, quiet Moon Wolf, and he saw 
that the Eel Man was timid. But he 
d i s l i k e d the so-called "Meteor 
Dwarfs," Juho and Luho, two hideous 
Plutonian freaks who stared at him 
with red-rimmed, hostile eyes. 

ALL the freaks seemed to fear U1 
Quorn. The softest word of the 

mixed-breed was obeyed with frantic 
haste. It made Grag realize the per-
ilousness of his own position, but he 
was careful to keep up a loud boastful 
front. 

"When other performers treat me 
right, I treat them right," he roared. 
"When they treat me wrong, I break 
'em in half." 

"You better not try threatening 
me," muttered the Hearer. 

"Let the Strong Man alone," the 
Moon Woli said hoarsely. "His loud 
talk means nothing. I think he is a 
good fellow." 

Lounging and watching everything, 
Grag later that morning saw a lean, 
cocky figure in a foppish zipper 

suit swagger through the grounds. 
It was a vain-looking, lithe, white 
Ganymedean. 

"That's the new acrobat Jur Nugat 
hired for the circus," said the Moon 
Wolf in his husky, slurred voice. "He 
calls himself the 'Ultra-acrobat'. They 
say he did some marvelous feats." 

"I don't like acrobats," Grag de-
clared. "They skip around like in-
sects. If they get in my way, I—" 

"You break 'em in half?" asked the 
Moon Wolf, looking up at him with a 
flicker of strange humor in his green 
animal eyes. 

In the early afternoon, a tremendous 
sensation rocked the circus. A rusty 
old Kalber rocket flier landed nearby. 
From it emerged a big Venusian 
swamp man, driving before him six 
shambling, black-scaled monstrosities. 

"Marsh tigers—and they're loose!" 
went up the terrified yell. 

Performers and roustabouts fled in 
all directions, yet the horrific beasts 
lumbered docilely along toward the 
main pavilion. Grag knew the swamp 
man driving them was Captain Fu-
ture. But Curt had disguised himself 
so well, he was totally unrecognizable. 
His curly red hair was now straight 
and black, his tanned skin the un-
healthy white of a swamp-dweller. 
He wore a soiled old zipper suit, and 
had one hand thrust idly into its 
pocket. 

Grag guessed that Curt had his will-
dampener in that pocket to keep the 
beasts in a submissive stupor by means 
of its radiations. He saw Captain Fu-
ture approach the office of Jur Nugat, 
the circus proprietor, who had locked 
himself inside. 

"Take those beasts away!" shrieked 
the Saturnian. 

"I can control 'em," Curt answered 
confidently in a soft Venusian dialect. 
"I'm Kovo, and I thought maybe you'd 
buy these marsh tigers." 

Fearfully Jur Nugat emerged, trem-
bling, but apparently reassured by the 
obvious docility of the ferocious 
beasts. Grag heard him ask: 

"You really have tamed these mon-
sters? But nobody has ever tamed 
marsh tigers!" 

"I have," the pseudo-Venusian re-
plied casually. "Watch me." 

Grag saw Curt playfully cuff the 
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monstrous beasts, wrestle with them, 
do everything possible to rouse them. 
They remained docile. 

"Say, if you did that in an act, it 
would be the sensation of the circus!" 
Jur Nugat yapped excitedly. "Will 
you?" 

"Well, I'd only figured to sell you 
the beasts," Curt answered with as-
sumed reluctance. 

"I'll pay any salary you ask—within 
reason," Jur Nugat offered. "But I 
won't buy the brutes unless you come 
with them." 

FOR the rest of that day, Grag 
heard of nothing but the Venusian 

who had actually tamed marsh tigers, 
and was going to work in an act with 
them in that evening's show. When 
evening came, lights and music flared 
and blared all through the circus and 
the side-shows. Crowds of curious, 
chattering Venusians began streaming 
into the grounds. 

"You'll go on fourth, after the Moon 
Wolf," U1 Quorn told Grag. "Your 
Thinking Machine will follow you." 

When the Moon Wolf had finished 
its turn speaking patiently in its 
husky voice to exhibit its human in-
telligence, it was Grag's cue to go on. 
He had already prepared an act with 
bars and weights. 

"I'm the Strong Man of Space," he 
roared at the audience. "See that bar? 
Watch me break it in half." 

A ripple of amazement came from 
the spectators as Grag seized a steelite 
bar and actually snapped it into two 
pieces. The applause mounted as 
Grag lifted colossal weights, bent 
girders, and concluded by lifting a 
light platform on which twenty men 
were standing. 

"Now the Thinking Machine!" 
shouted the barker. "The automaton 
that actually answers your questions." 

The cylinder that contained the hid-
den Brain was brought out and the 
audience began firing questions at it. 
It replied hesitantly in a deliberately 
artificial voice. 

"Why doesn't my husband get back 
from Earth?" asked a woman. 

"Husband — Earth — pretty girl," 
answered Simon. 

A roar of laughter went up. In re-
plying to questions, the Brain was 

careful not to make the answers too 
appropriate. He didn't want anybody 
there to think he was anything but a 
cleverly faked machine. Then he felt 
himself lifted off the stage to make 
way for the Chameleon Man's turn. 
Resting unnoticed in the wings, Simon 
heard the Hearer and U1 Quorn speak-
ing close beside him. 

"I tell you, it's Captain Future in 
disguise, right here in the circus!" U1 
Quorn was saying in a low tense voice. 
"That devil is on our trail. I'm going 
to put him out of the way right now." 

CHAPTER VIII 

Death Cage 

NOISILY blaring 
a raucous Martian 
march, the bril-
liantly uniformed 
band of the Inter-
planetary C i r c u s 
marched a r o u n d 
the big main pa-
vilion. K r y p t o n 
lights glowed on 
the metal walls for 
t h e thousands o f 

people who jammed the innumer-
able rows of seats. 

"Big show about to begin!" barkers 
outside could be heard shouting. 
"Hurry, hurry! Don't miss it, folks!" 

Jur Nugat, the thin, blue Satur-
nian proprietor of the Interplanetary 
Circus, stepped into a spotlight as the 
band's music ceased. 

"Introducing the greatest galaxy of 
interplanetary acrobats ever gathered 
together!" he bellowed at the mob. 

The crash of brass from the band 
and eager applause from the packed 
audience greeted the half-hundred 
men and girls who ran out and 
nimbly climbed to the high, swing-
ing trapezes and wires. 

"Each and every performer wears 
a standard gravitation equalizer!" Jur 
Nugat was announcing loudly. "A 
committee of reputable witnesses in-
spects them before each show. No 
gravitation fakery in this circus, 
folks!" 
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The band swung into a soft Earth 
waltz. The acrobats, Martians, Earth-
men, a few Venusians, and a great 
number of swarthy Mercurians, began 
the giddy leaps and swings above the 
copper-gauze safety nets spread far 
below. They somersaulted, hung by 
one finger, danced on wires. 

"Look at that bunch of amateurs," 
growled Otho, eyeing with disdain the 
feats that held the spectators breath-
less. "They ought to be ashamed of 
taking money for such childish stunts. 
Wait till I show that audience some-
thing." 

Otho, disguised as a white-skinned 
Ganymedean, was wearing tight-fitting 
trunks. He stood casually beside 
Captain Future, who lounged negli-
gently as a Venusian swamp man. 

"Quiet, Otho, don't seem to be talk-
ing to me," whispered Curt without 
moving his lips. "I think U1 Quorn 
is watching us." 

Future's keen eyes had noticed U1 
Quorn standing with the Hearer in the 
shadow of the pavilion entrance. The 
mixed-breed's handsome red face was 
imperturbable, but Curt saw him say 
something, and noticed the Hearer slip 
hastily away. 

Quorn's up to something," Captain 
Future mused. "If he has suspected 
us—" 

A thunderous crash of applause 
interrupted him. The acrobats had 
finished their performance. Jur Nugat 
was introducing the next act. 

"And now the greatest arcrobat in 
all circus history, making his first ap-
pearance. The Ultra-acrobat from 
Ganymede!" 

Otho stepped into the spotlight and 
bowed elaborately. Then he turned 
and spoke loudly to the circus labor-
ers nearby. 

"Take those nets away!" he ordered. 
"I don't need 'em." 

"But we always use nets—" Jur 
Nugat began to protest. 

"Not for me!" Otho declared, mak-
ing sure he was near the microphone. 
"Nets are for amateurs. Now watch a 
professional." 

As the laborers hastily rolled up 
the copper gauze nets, Curt swore be-
neath his breath. 

"That reckless android would have 
to show off to a crowd, just when 

Quorn may be getting suspicious." 
Otho started climbing a rope to-

ward the highest trapeze platform. 
He went up hand-over-hand so fast 
that the eye could hardly follow him. 
A cry of astonishment came from the 
crowd. The band played a pulsing 
Martian rhythm, and Otho went into 
his act. He dived straight toward the 
ground, a hundred feet below. 

A YELL of horror broke from 
thousands of throats. But ten 

feet from death, the android caught 
a hanging rope. He swung in a dizzy 
arc up toward another trapeze plat-
form, where he landed gracefully. 
Then he turned and bowed to the au-
dience. 

The crowd went wild. It was a feat 
such as no one had ever seen before. 
No human being could have performed 
it, of course. It required the utmost 
dexterity of even Otho, the fastest 
and most agile of all beings in the 
System. 

Gratified by the applause, the an-
droid went on with his spectacular 
act. He swung free on a rope, leaped 
toward another rope twenty feet 
away, did eight somersaults in mid-
air, and landed safely. He hopped 
loosely swinging wires on one hand, 
flashed between the ropes and wires 
so swiftly that sometimes he was 
hardly visible. When he finally slid 
down and stepped into the spotlight, 
the applause was terrific. 

"You big ham!" Curt Newton whis-
pered furiously as Otho paused be-
side him. "Showing off may make 
Quorn suspect you, too! He's been 
watching every move you made." 

Otho glanced quickly across the 
pavilion. Quorn was still standing 
there. At that moment, he was re-
joined by the Hearer. The freak had 
brought a small conical metal case. 

"I just wanted to show 'em what 
a real acrobat could do," defended 
Otho. "Didn't you hear that ap-
plause? Boy, did I go over big!" 

"Listen to me, you idiotic hunk 
of rubberoid," Curt hissed. "While 
Quorn and the Hearer are here, now is 
your chance to search Quorn's pa-
vilion. He may have the space stones 
stowed away in some hiding place 
there. Try to find them." 
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"Okay, Chief. But you be careful 
with those damned marsh tigers." 

"Get out of here—Jur Nugat's go-
ing to announce me," Curt warned. "If 
you and I seem too friendly, it'll ruin 
everything." 

As they conversed unnoticeably, 
the equestrian acts had been on. Star 
interplanetary riders had shown their 
skill in managing Earth horses, Jovian 
lopers, and bucking, fierce Saturnian 
stads. "And now our new attraction, 
ladies and gentlemen!" the Saturnian 
proprietor announced. "The greatest 
wild-animal act in interplanetary his-
tory. The ravenous beasts never be-
fore tamed by man! The man who 
tamed them—Kovo the swamp man— 
and his marsh tigers!" 

Curt shambled out like a typical 
swamp man and bowed clumsily to the 
crowd. 

"Let them into the cage," he ordered 
the waiting laborers. 

From the round main pen, con-
structed of stout steelite bars, a pass-
age led outside to the menagerie. 
Through this passage, prodded on by 
light touches with an atomic goad, 
the six marsh tigers charged. Roar-
ing deafeningly, clawing viciously at 
the bars of the big cage, the huge, 
black-scaled beasts reared up on their 
thick hind legs, raising their hideous 
snouted heads. Their small reptilian 
eyes were blazing, their great fangs 
and razor-like talons gleaming. 

Excited, fearful cries came from 
the audience. These Venusians knew 
that marsh tigers, the most terrible 
beasts of their world, had seldom been 
captured and never tamed. "Are you 
sure you want to go in there?" Jur 
Nugat asked Curt, and this time he 
spoke sincerely. His face was pale as 
he stared at the roaring monsters. 

"They won't hurt me," Curt said 
casually. "Take this atom pistol, any-
way," the Saturnian begged. 

HE insisted on thrusting the weap-
on into Curt's belt as Captain 

Future stepped toward the door of the 
cage. The entire audience was hushed, 
tense. The marsh tigers were snarling 
and quarreling at the side of the cage 
farthest from the gate. Curt Newton 
quietly slipped inside and quickly re-
locked the door. 

The scaled beasts turned at the 
click. Twelve reptilian eyes glared 
as the ferocious monsters crouched 
for the savage leap that no man could 
stop. 

"They're going to kill him!" 
screamed a hysterical Venusian wom-
an in the audience. 

"Look!" yelled another voice. "Gods 
of Venus, look!" 

Curt's hand had pressed the switch 
of the will-dampener instrument in 
his pocket. The instant the radiated 
neuronic electric force struck the vi-
cious brains, the crouching marsh ti-
gers relaxed. The will-dampener com-
pletely blanked out their natural fe-
rocity, making them as docile as kit-
tens. 

The audience gasped incredulously 
as two of the marsh tigers shuffled 
up to Curt. But when he patted the 
hideous monsters, the Venusians cried 
out. They burst into thunderous, 
frantic applause as Curt mounted the 
largest and most terrible marsh tiger 
and negligently pulled its ears. 

"Kovo! Kovo!" the audience yelled 
in frenzied applause. Curt Newton 
turned to bow to the audience. A 
terrific roar of fury behind him made 
him spin around. The marsh tigers 
were no longer docile and submissive. 
They were crouching again to spring 
at him. Ophidian eyes glared bestial 
hate at him, and deadly fangs glittered 
murderously. 

"Devils of space!" Curt muttered. 
"The will-dampener's out of order—" 

Then he realized that the instrument 
was still buzzing away in his pocket, 
radiating its neuronic vibrations. But 
suddenly the marsh tigers seemed to 
have become immune to it. 

Captain Future's e y e s flashed 
around the cage. He knew he was in 
the greatest peril. The marsh tigers 
were between him and the door of 
the cage. They would spring in 
another instant. 

His keen eyes, photographing every 
detail even in that ghastly moment, 
glimpsed Ul Quorn and the Hearer. 
Back in the shadows of the pavilion 
entrance, the Hearer was holding a 
conical machine. He was aiming its 
apex directly at the cage, and Ul 
Quorn was smiling faintly at Curt. 

"Neutralizing my will-dampener in 
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some way!" Future muttered. "I knew 
he suspected." 

Abruptly he shouted to the horror-
stricken circus laborers outside the 
cage. 

"Put the copper gauze nets around 
the cage. Quick!" 

The sound of Curt's voice acted as 
a trigger to the mindless ferocity of 
the six beasts. They charged. Then 
the audience saw something that none 
of them would ever forget. Curt New-
ton did not wait to be rended by fang 
and talon. There was one slim chance 
to escape death. As the marsh tigers 
sprang, he leaped to meet them! 

OVER the head of the foremost 
monster he sprang and landed on 

its back. Grabbing its neck with one 
hand, Curt Newton rode the marsh 
tiger, using his free hand to fire swift 
flashes from his atom pistol at the 
other beasts. 

rifled thousands. 
Suddenly the mad bucking and roar-

ing of the marsh tiger stopped. The 
beast quieted down, stood plaintively 
purring. The other reptilian mon-
sters had also grown docile again. The 
laborers outside the cage had suc-
ceeded in wrapping the copper gauze 
nets completely around the cage. 

"Just in time," Curt gasped. "Lucky 
those workers weren't Quorn's men, or 
he'd have countermanded my order." 

He still felt the reaction of the nar-
row escape, yet he let none of it show. 
He turned, dismounting from the quiet 
monster, and bowed again to the au-
dience. They applauded until the thin 
metal walls of the pavilion shook wild-
iy. 

"Kovo! Kovo!" the roar went up. 
Curt slipped out the door. Only 

when he was outside did he turn off 
the will-dampener in his pocket. 

" I thought they had you, Kovo," Jur 

C O M I N G IN T H E N E X T I S S U E 

STAR TRAIL TO GLORY 
Featuring CAPTAIN FUTURE and the Space-Rovers 

To the audience, the big cage was a 
whirl of black, scaled bodies in which 
the man could hardly be seen. To 
Curt, it was a mad riot. The marsh 
tiger he clung to was bucking and 
rearing in roaring fury to dislodge 
him. But his hideous mount kept the 
other marsh tigers from reaching him 
for the moment, and his atom gun 
tended further to bewilder them. 
Though he clung to the beast with all 
his great strength. Curt knew that 
even he couldn't last long. 

A cold sensation gripped the heart 
of Captain Future. To die beneath 
rending fangs in a steelite cage— It 
couldn't be! He had always known 
that scmeday one of his adventures 
must end in disaster. But he had al-
ways thought it would be out in the 
spaceways, with the white eyes of the 
familiar stars for witnesses, not in a 
trap like this beneath the eyes of hor-

Nugat stammered. "Gods of Saturn, 
you had me scared." 

Curt shrugged. "They were a lit-
tle unruly tonight." 

The Saturnian's blue jaw sagged. 
"A little unruly?" he bleated. 
Curt ran hastily to the dressing pa-

vilion entrance. Half along the cov-
ered way stood a curious-looking ma-
chine, as though left there by a care-
less worker. It was the cylinder that 
contained Simon Wright. 

"Lad!" rasped the metallic whisper 
of the Brain. "I came here to warn 
you. I rolled here in this fake body. 
I heard U1 Quorn speaking tonight to 
the Hearer. He suspects you're Cap-
tain Future!" 

"Your warning's a little late, Simon," 
Curt said with a grim chuckle. "U1 
Quorn nearly got me a few moments 
ago. I'm the only man who ever in-
vented and used a will-dampener. Re-
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member my demonstrating it last 
year to the Uranian zoologists? Quorn 
must have heard of my invention. 
When he saw me controlling marsh ti-
gers, he figured only a will-dampener 
could do it. Hence, I must be Cap-
tain Future. 

"Quorn figured to kill me without 
seeming to be implicated, as he would 
be if he used an atom gun. He in-
tended to neutralize my will-damp-
ener by using a conical generator of 
powerful electro-magnetic vibrations 
that blanked out my instrument's 
force. I guessed what he was doing 
at once. I had the Circus laborers put 
up the copper gauze nets around the 
cage to screen it from Quorn's blanket-
ing force. Then my will-dampener was 
able to function again." 

"That mixed-breed devil," rasped 
the Brain. "If we don't—" 

"Hush, Simon," Curt interrupted. 
"U1 Quorn is coming toward us now!" 

CHAPTER IX 

Challenge to the Futuremen 

UL Q U O R N was 
sauntering toward 
them, as t h o u g h 
casually returning 
to his own pavilion. 
The Hearer and the 
conical mechanism 
that had a l m o s t 
trapped Curt had 
disappeared. There 
was a cool smile on 
U1 Quorn's smooth, 

handsome red face and cold humor in 
his black eyes as he confronted Curt. 

"Let me congratulate you on your 
lucky escape, Kovo," the mixed-breed 
said softly. "1 was watching. You 
were indeed fortunate to escape 
death." 

Despite his anger, Curt Newton 
couldn't help grinning. U1 Quorn's 
audacity somehow appealed to him. He 
knew perfectly well that Quorn sus-
pected him of being Captain Future, 
and he knew that Quorn knew he knew 
that. Yet the mixed-breed faced him 
fearlessly. "The marsh tigers were a 

little out of hand tonight," Curt ad-
mitted negligently. "But I always 
manage to bring 'em around." 

He spoke in the Venusian swamp 
dialect, though he was sure that Quorn 
was not deceived by his disguise. 

Quorn laughed softly. 
"Yours is a dangerous career, Kovo. 

Haven't you ever thought you may 
some day tempt danger once too 
often?" 

Curt understood the subtle threat, 
but he smiled. 

"Taming wild beasts is my business. 
I've subdued a lot of them in my time." 

"No doubt," Quorn murmured. "Yet 
isn't there always a danger that you 
may meet one you can't tame?" 

Future recognized the veiled threat 
behind the innocent words, and his 
own reply was two-edged. 

"Why, yes Doctor Quorn," he ad-
mitted cheerfully. "I may run up 
against a wild beast too tough for me 
to handle. But—I've tamed them all 
over the System, and I'm looking for 
the kind you're talking about." A tiny 
shadow darkened Quorn's mocking 
black eyes and was gone. 

"Perhaps you have not pitted your-
self against an antagonist of your own 
caliber," he said quietly. "Perhaps it 
would be wise, when you meet such an 
antagonist, to withdraw from a useless 
struggle and save yourself from—" 

He was interrupted by a babel of 
yells and angry shouts from the direc-
tion of the Congress of Freaks. The 
Moon Wolf came loping up to Quorn. 
The human-minded animal's eyes were 
bright with frightened excitement. 

"A prowler has been caught in your 
private pavilion, Doctor Quorn! The 
Hearer detected him." 

Quorn stared suspiciously at Cap-
tain Future. Then the mixed-breed 
scientist hastened after the weird 
animal. 

"What shall we do, Simon?" mut-
tered Curt anxiously. "Otho must have 
been caught." 

Simon Wright had remained mo-
tionless and silent in his cylinder 
while Quorn and Curt had sparred. 
Now he spoke quickly in his muffled, 
metallic voice. 

"That fool android is a master at 
getting into trouble!" 

"I've got to see he doesn't," Captain 
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Future declared anxiously. "Other-
wise, Quorn may put him out of the 
way with that cursed life disintegrator 
he used on Lester." 

"He didn't try that ancient weapon 
on you in the cage tonight," reminded 
the Brain. 

"That was because he dared not use 
it in the open, before so many wit-
nesses. He wanted to make it seem 
that the marsh tigers had turned on 
me. But Otho's in real danger! You 
wait here, Simon. You mustn't be seen 
moving or talking." 

Captain Future hastened toward the 
motion of voices from Quorn's private 
pavilion. 

THE hideous freaks were gathered 
around Quorn and the Martian 

girl N'rala. His face dark and menac-
ing, Quorn was confronting a cocky 
white Ganymedean, at whom the 
Hearer a n d the Chameleon M a n 
trained atom pistols. 

"You're the new acrobat that joined 
the circus," Quorn was saying danger-
ously to Otho. "Why are you prowl-
ing in my private pavilion?" 

"It's nothing to blow your rockets 
about," Otho answered with assumed 
annoyance. "I'm new to the show and 
I blundered in here by mistake." 

"He's lying, Doctor," the Hearer 
grated. "When I came back with the 
—the instrument you told me to return 
here, I heard this fellow searching 
through your belongings." 

"A spy, then?" Quorn asked with 
murderous calm. "Of course, I should 
have known. The Ultra-acrobat, the 
only being in the System who could 
do those impossible tricks." 

"Good, weren't they?" Otho said 
blandly. "I sure gave the people in 
there a good show tonight." 

"Too good," replied Quorn, "You 
gave your identity away, too." 

N'rala's eyes flashed with feline 
fury. 

"You mean he's one of them?" she 
cried to Quorn. "Then why waste 
time?" 

From among the tense ring of freaks 
strode the huge figure of the Strong 
Man of Space. 

"You want me to take this snooper 
out and break him in half, Boss?" Grag 
bellowed. 

"No," Quorn said softly. "There are 
other ways." 

Curt thought it time to intervene, 
before Otho and Grag made a break 
and precipitated a crisis. He pushed 
past the freaks. U1 Quorn turned 
sharply. 

"You?" he exclaimed. Then he 
smiled thinly. "I might have known 

"I heard the Ultra-Acrobat was in 
trouble," Curt broke in coolly. "He's 
a friend of mine, you know. I'm sure 
he just blundered into your pavilion 
by mistake. I'd let him go, if I were 
you." 

'You would, would you?" Quorn 
murmured softly. "And if I don't?" 

Curt's tanned hand was near the belt 
of his swamp-jacket, where the proton 
pistol butt protruded. His level eyes 
clashed with Quorn's, meeting with a 
tangible shock. 

"If you don't," Curt said quietly, 
"your conscience may k e e p y o u 
awake." 

The freaks edged back. An electric 
tension had suddenly reared like a 
charged wall between the two men. 
N'rala's eyes glared pure hatred at 
Curt. 

"Are you going to let him take his 
spy out of your hands?" she accused 
the mixed-breed. 

"Of course," Curt said with a taunt-
ing little laugh, "if you wish to try 
stopping me— 

It was an open challenge to Quorn. 
Curt hoped fervently that the mixed-
breed would accept that challenge and 
draw his concealed weapon. It would 
give Curt a chance to have it out with 
him in a fair fight, once and for all, 
though Curt knew well that the deft 
magician might be even faster on the 
draw than he was. But U1 Quorn 
smiled inscrutably. 

"You'd take the risk of fighting it 
out, wouldn't you?" he said to Cap-
tain Future. "It won't work, I shall 
take no chances of losing such a fight 
with you. I won't draw my atom gun, 
and I know quite well that you, the 
champion of law, won't force me." 

Curt pretended puzzlement, though 
he understood perfectly. 

"Come on," he ordered Otho. "These 
fellows are space-struck, I guess." 

As he left the pavilion, Curt heard 
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Grag speak up loudly. 
"Say, Boss, somebody mislaid my 

Thinking Machine. If I find out who 
did it, I'll break 'em in half!" 

"Find your machine yourself and 
don't bother me," Quorn retorted. "I 
have other things to think of." 

CURT and Otho walked swiftly till 
they were well away from the 

pavilion of freaks, for they had 
learned the capabilities of the Hearer 
for eavesdropping. Not until they 
were approaching the dark main cir-
cus, where the Brain was, did Captain 
Future speak. 

"You certainly scrambled the orbits 
for us in there, Otho. How the devil 
did you let yourself be caught?" 

"That cursed Hearer!" swore the 
android. "I swear the fellow's un-
human. I wasn't making sound enough 
to be heard a foot away, yet somehow 
he heard and gave the alarm." 

"You didn't find Quorn's four space 
stones?" 

"No. They're not in his pavilion. I 
made sure of that. The damned breed 
must carry them on him. I'll catch 
him alone some dark night and snatch 
them from him. It'll be easy." 

"No use," Curt stated. "He doesn't 
carry the space stones on him. First 
thing I did when I got here was to use 
an X-ray scanner on him secretly, to 
see if he had them on his person. He 
doesn't." 

They had reached the dark entrance 
where the cylinder that contained the 
Brain still rested. Grag came hurrying 
up as Curt and Otho reached the 
Brain. In the darkness, Curt spoke in 
a quick whisper to the three Future-
men. 

"Mustn't be seen together, or you 
and Grag will be suspected, Simon. 
Quorn knows I'm Captain Future and 
that the Ultra-acrobat is Otho, but he 
doesn't suspect you two. Here's how 
it stands. The four space stones 
Quorn has already secured are not in 
his pavilion nor on his person. There-
fore they must be in his ship, the Riss-
man cruiser that transports his freak-
show from world to world with the 
circus." 

"Then, lad," said the Brain im-
mediately, "our best chance to find the 
stones will be when Grag and I are in 

that ship with the freaks, on the way 
to Mars for the next stop." 

"The circus leaves for Korak, on 
Mars, a week from now," Curt said. 
"Yes, I think you'd better not try any-
thing until you're actually on the way, 
Simon. Grag, you obey his orders ut-
terly." 

"Yes, Master," boomed the robot 
obediently. "But I am afraid for you. 
Quorn will use the life disintegrator 
or some other means to put you out of 
the way." 

"Otho and I will have to look out for 
ourselves," Curt answered. "Quorn 
may not try anything till we get to 
Korak. He must figure on getting the 
other three space stones somewhere on 
Mars." 

f f W OVERHEARD a few words 
.SL between him and N'rala," the 

Brain said. "I gathered that that 
fanatic Martian cult, the Sons of the 
Two Moons, are to tell him where the 
other stones are when he reaches 
Mars." 

"So that's it!" Curt muttered. "The 
cunning devil's using those Martian 
fanatics as his tools, eh? He mustn't 
get those other three stones. We can't 
allow the secret power of Thuro 
Thuun, whatever it is, to fall into the 
hands of that brilliant, unscrupulous 
fiend!" 

"Why in hell's name don't we just 
grab the whole crew of cursed con-
spirators and throw them into Inter-
planetary Prison?" Otho demanded 
furiously, 

"Can we prove one single charge 
against them?" Curt demanded with 
equal fury. "Not unless we actually 
find the four stolen space stones in his 
possession. As Simon says, our best 
chance to find them will be for him 
and Grag to search the ship en route 
to Mars. I'll televise Ezra Gurney and 
Joan to trail the circus in the Comet. 
We'd better not try to meet again till 
we reach Mars. Do your absolute best 
to find those space stones, Simon." 

"Aye, lad," rasped the disguised 
Brain. "And you take care, for Quorn 
will surely strike at you sooner or 
later." 

Yet in the week that passed, Quorn 
made no attempt on Curt Newton's 
life, nor had Otho been menaced. As 



the two brilliant, hurtling moons. Into 
the ancient Martian city of Korak 
blew that icy breath, searching the 
crumbling stone streets and time-eaten 
walls, domes and bulbous, unearthly 
towers. 

To the few Martian men and women 
abroad in the older part of the city, 
the wind was an unwelcome, frigid 
breath against which they wrapped 
their synthewool mantles more tight-
ly. Most of the red-skinned, stilt-
legged Martian men in the streets 
were heading southward toward the 
spaceport, where the brilliant diffrac-
tion sign of the newly arrived Inter-
planetary Circus already glowed in 
the moonlit sky. 

But a few citizens of the red planet 
were quietly moving toward a certain 
squat, ancient cement tower in the 
west part of Korak, near the great 
Main West Canal. In a small room 
high in that tower, illuminated by a 
feeble uranite bulb, U1 Quorn sat, 
wrapped in a heavy cloak, waiting. His 
handsome face was brooding. His eyes 
gleamed with disgust as he looked 
around the crumbling walls and the 
lifelike murals of ancient Martian 
combats. 

"Dead, like everything else on 
Mars," he mused ironically. "These 
people live in the past, in the forgot-
ten era when Mars was great and 
glorious. N'rala! Where in space are 
you?" 

the night approached for the circus to 
leave Venus, Future felt uneasy. 

"Quorn has something up his sleeve, 
to use against us," he muttered as he 
watched the mixed-breed's freaks and 
properties being loaded aboard the 
big, fast Rissman cruiser. "I wish I 
knew what." 

"We'll finish his tricks for him on 
Mars," Otho vowed. 

The circus ships began lifting with 
roaring rocket tubes. The ponderous 
Cruh-Cholo freighters clambered up 
first, followed by Quorn's Rissman. 
Curt looked after it with deep fore-
boding as it blasted off to Mars. 

CHAPTER X 

Sons of the Two Moons 

DOWN over night-
clad Mars, like the 
brooding, murmur-
ing voice of long-
dead glories, mur-
m u r e d t h e cold 
wind f r o m t h e 
polar s n o w s . I t 
wailed in a low, 
k e e n i n g d i r g e 
across the desert 
d r y l a n d s t h a t 

stretched in every direction beneath 
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The Martian girl entered, brilliant-
ly beautiful in her tight saffron bodice 
and slit skirt. But there was a hint of 
danger in the slumbrous depths of 
her dark eyes as she looked at the 
mixed-breed. 

"I am here," she said. "And I am 
no chulat to be called to heel like that! 
I've killed men for less." 

U1 Quorn smiled. "I've no doubt 
you have. That's why I'm so fond of 
you, N'rala. You're so damnably and 
single-mindedly wicked. At least 
there's no hypocrisy about you." 

The girl's passion faded. Her 
slender red hand touched his shoulder 
with possessive tenderness. 

"Where is that old fool Si Twih?" 
he asked. 

She shrugged her faultless shoul-
ders. "Down below, greeting the Sons 
of the Two Moons as they arrive for 
the meeting. He said he would give 
you the signal to come down and speak 
to them." 

"I was hoping I wouldn't have to 
reel off more nonsense to those fana-
tics," Quorn said wearily. "Why 
doesn't Si Twih tell me where the 
other three space stones are? He said 
he knew." 

"He'll tell you later," N'rala reas-
sured him. "He just wants to be drama-
tic about it." 

"Children, all of them, with their 
outworn pretense of restoring the 
glories of Mars," complained the 
mixed-breed. "And I have to act with 
them, to get possession of the space 
stones." 

"But is it not worth it?" exclaimed 
N'rala, her dark eyes aglow. "With the 
power of Thuro Thuun in your hands 
you'll have power, riches, pleasures— 
everything you want!" 

W T L QUORN looked at her, his 
mJ handsome face oddly disdainful. 

"You think that's why I seek power 
—for pleasure and fame? You don't 
know me yet. Power to me means 
power to break all laws, crush all ob-
jectors, sweep aside all obstacles, in 
the search for ultimate scientic truths. 
I tried it on Earth a few years ago, and 
the sentimental fools called my ideas 
'hideous' and sent me to Cerberus 
Prison. But wait till I have Thuro 
Thuun's power. Then I'll carry out 

my ideas on a planetary scale!" 
N'rala shrank from him. 
"I do not understand," she breathed. 
"Of course you don't. What would 

a super-beautiful wildcat, with a heart 
black as outer space, know of scienti-
fic ambition? But any great scientist 
would understand, even though my 
plans would horrify him. Even Cap-
tain Future, though he plans to des-
troy me, would understand." 

"Captain Future — that s h r e w d 
devil!" Hate and fear glittered in the 
Martian girl's eyes. "Why haven't you 
killed him before now? You know 
he's Kovo, the tiger tamer." 

"You don't kill a man like Future 
right after learning his identity," 
Quorn said regretfully. "Plenty of 
men have tried it in the past, and they 
no longer exist. He's too competent a 
scientist to be caught in simple traps, 
or to be surprised twice by even a wea-
pon like the life disintegrator. He 
and I are probably the greatest scient-
ists in the System's history. It's a pity 
that one of us must destroy the other." 

"You are contradicting yourself," 
N'rala said perplexedly. "You have 
told me that you carry an old grudge 
against him and the Futuremen, that 
an old feud demands their deaths. Yet 
you speak of them almost with ap-
proval." 

Quorn laughed. "That's the Earth 
attitude I inherited, N'rala. And that's 
something no other race has ever been 
able to understand—why Earthman 
are able to meet even their deadliest 
enemies with a smile and a pleasant 
word. But the Venusian in me tells 
me not to worry about enemies at all, 
to forget such unpleasant things and 
enjoy beauty. Yet the part of me that 
is Martian orders me never to forget 
the wrong done me long ago by the 
Futuremen. And I will not forget!" 

A thin, scrawny Martian stuck his 
head timidly into the room. 

"Si Twih bade me report that the 
Sons are all gathered and waiting for 
you," he blurted, and hastily departed. 

"Now for the play-acting," Quorn 
said ironically as he rose and removed 
his cloak. "I must toss these fools 
hope, as one tosses a chulat a bone." 

With N'rala following, the mixed-
breed strode down the dusky, chill 
stairways of crumbled cement, into a 
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big room in the base of the ancient 
tower. It was circular, its windows 
masked by curtains. A cluster of 
uranite bulbs in the ceiling shed a glow 
on more than a hundred Martians. 

Si Twih, the old, hollow-eyed Mar-
tian leader of the fanatic cult, stood 
on a low dais at one side of the room. 
Quorn stepped up beside him. Every 
eye turned hopefully on the hand-
some, straight figure of the mixed-
breed scientist as he faced them. 

"Brothers of the Two Moons," U1 
Quorn said in a low, clear voice, "the 
secret of Thuro Thuun shall soon be in 
our hands at last, if you continue your 
praiseworthy obedience. Then our 
common dream will be realized. The 
glory of Mars will blossom again!" 

QUORN saw the eager, almost 
pathetic emotion that shone on 

every face. He glimpsed N'rala, stand-
ing at the far side of the room, smil-
ing veiledly as she listened to him. 

Before Quorn could continue, a big, 
stalwart Martian with a grizzled, hard 
face stepped forward. 

"Is it permitted me to ask a ques-
tion?" he asked. 

"It is Mus Sigu, one of our brothers 
from Syrtis," Si Twih said. "What 
would you ask, brother?" 

Mus Sigu spoke challengingly to 
Quorn. 

"We Sons of the Two Moons in the 
equatorial cities grow impatient with 
your promises, Doctor Quorn. W e ex-
pected you to have this mysterious 
secret of Thuro Thuun before now. 
Maybe you have the formula and are 
trying to keep it for yourself!" 

Quorn felt cold fury at this shot 
that came so close to the truth, yet he 
knew better than to let his temper 
master him. 

"Your leader, Si Twih, knows that 
we do not have the secret yet. I have 
secured only four of the seven space 
stones, and must acquire the other 
three before the world-shaking power 
of Thuro Thuun will be ours." 

"It ts so, brothers," Si Twih assured 
the crowd. "But there is good news. 
W e have located the other three space 
stones. After this meeting, we will 
impart their location to Doctor Quorn, 
so that he may secure them as he has 
the others." 

"Unless Captain Future interferes," 
warned the girl, N'rala. 

An exclamation of fright went up 
from the fanatic throng. 

"Is Captain Future working against 
us?" cried one. "Then there's danger. 
The whole System knows that the 
planeteer and his Futuremen are death 
to have against you." 

"Don't worry," Quorn reassured 
them. "Future has met his match in 
me. He's been hanging on my trail for 
days without being able to accomplish 
anything. He'll soon be out of our way. 
I have an old score to settle with Fu-
ture and the Futuremen." 

The grizzled Martian, Mus Sigu, 
spoke loudly. 

"Tell me where Future is and I'll 
kill him. I am not afraid of him!" 

"Don't worry," Quorn repeated 
coldly. "I've already made plans to 
take care of our enemy." 

"You have heard the vow that soon 
the power of Thuro Thuun will be 
ours, brothers," Si Twih addressed the 
crowd. " W e must not continue this 
meeting longer, for the Planet Police 
are suspicious of us. Go now, and soon 
you shall be called together again to 
hear of our final success." 

The Martian cultists began to leave 
unobtrusively, one by one. Quorn felt 
a sense of relief. It was a strain to 
play his part with these fanatics. Be-
ing the shrewdest, most ruthless of 
realists himself, he could not under-
stand their intense devotion. 

"I'll be glad when all this is over," 
he mused. "It's bad enough keeping 
Future off my back without having to 
juggle with these monomaniacs, toa" 

SI T W I H and two other leaders of 
the Sons of the Two Moons ges-

tured to U1 Quorn. He followed them 
into a small chamber behind the dais. 
N'rala had returned to the tower room. 
In the small chamber, Quorn faced Si 
Twih and the others. 

"Well, you said you had located the 
other three space stones," he urged 
tautly. 

Si Twih nodded. "It took all the re-
sources of our organization to track 
them down. But it is going to take all 
your resources, Doctor Quorn, to get 
them." 

"Where are they?" 
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"One of the space stones," Si Twih 
replied, "is on Deimos. The jewel is 
in the possession of a Martian who has 
an estate on that moon. He poses as a 
retired shipping magnate, but he's 
really the retired space pirate, Rok 
Olor. Among the hoard of loot he still 
has is the space stone he took in a 
foray years ago." 

"Good," Quorn said. "It shouldn't 
take long to get Rok Olor's space 
stone, once I've put Future out of our 
way. Where are the other two space 
stones?" 

"They're on the Pleasure Planet— 
that asteroid gambling paradise out-
side the limitations of System law. 
Bubas Uum, the fat spider who fleeces 
all who come there, has the two space 
stones. They were lost to him by their 
former owners, who came there and 
gambled their fortunes away." 

"It'll be harder getting those two 
stones," Quorn said reflectively. "Bu-
bas Uum is no fool. But I'll do it, 
never fear. As soon as I get rid of Fu-
ture and his cursed partners, I'll get 
the space stone at Deimos. Then I'll 
leave the circus and visit the Pleasure 
Planet to get the last two jewels." 

"Doctor Quorn, can't you tell us 
what this secret power of Thuro 
Thuun is?" Si Twih asked hesitantly. 
"You're the only man in the System 
who even suspects what it is. I know 
you said you weren't quite sure of it 
yet, but I believe that the leaders of 
the organization should be told what 
you have surmised." 

Quorn shook his head. "No, Si Twih. 
I dare not give you misleading ideas. 
I will not be certain until I get all the 
stones and have Thuro Thuun's com-
plete formula. This much I will tell 
you. If my deductions are correct, the 
possessor of that secret will have ab-
solute power over worlds!" 

The three Martian fanatics looked 
at him in speechless awe. 

MEANWHILE, N'rala had be-
come restive as she waited in 

the chill, dimly lit tower room above. 
The lithe Martian girl shrugged im-
patiently and started down to the 
chamber. She stopped on the topmost 
step, stiffening like a Venusian swamp 
cat that scents peril. She drew a tiny, 
atom pistol from her bodice.^ 

"Mus Sigu!" she breathed. "But 
why is he here?" 

The big circular room into which 
she was looking down was almost de-
serted, for the Sons of the Two Moons 
had dispersed-rall but one. The ex-
ception was Mus Sigu, the grizzled 
Martian from Syrtis, who had dared 
to challenge Ul Quorn. He crouched 
against the door of the chamber in 
which was Quorn, Si Twih and the 
other leaders of the cult. 

"A spy!" whispered N'rala fiercely. 
No hunting panther of any of the 
nine worlds could have moved more 
silently than the Martian girl. Sound-
less as a shadow, she approached Mus 
Sigu as he listened intently at the 
door. N'rala suddenly thrust the tiny 
pistol against the Martian's back. 

"Turn around, and draw no weap-
on!" she ordered venomously. 

Mus Sigu turned, startled. In that 
moment of amazement, the grizzled 
Martian's hard face looked different. 
But at once he regained control of his 
features. That instant, though, had 
been enough to reveal an incredible 
fact to N'rala. 

"You!" she whispered. "You're not 
Mus Sigu. You're made up like him. 
You're Captain Future!" 

CHAPTER XI 

On the Martian Moon 

NSTANTLY Cap-
tain Future — for 
it was he in the 
disguise of Mus 
Sigu—felt the per-
il of his position 
as he faced the 
Martian girl. Be-
fore she c o u l d 
scream an alarm, 
he acted with all 
the audacity and 

unexpectedness that made the re-
sourceful wizard of science most dan-
gerous when cornered. In the art of 
echo ventriloquism, there was no 
greater master in the System. 

Future's eyes photographed in an 
instant the angle of the walls behind 
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N'rala. He turned slightly. Without 
moving his lips or throat, he spoke in 
the deep, booming voice of Grag the 
robot. That cunningly disguised voice 
seemed to issue directly behind the 
Martian girl. 

"Shall I kill her, Master?" 
N'rala's eyes flashed with startled 

fear. She turned with catlike swift-
ness. Then, remembering the famous 
tricks of Captain Future, she spun 
quickly back to Curt. But she was 
too late! Curt Newton grabbed her 
mouth and gripped the wrist of her 
gun hand. 

"Thought you'd fall for that one," 
he smiled. "Stop fighting, you darned 
wildcat!" 

N'rala was indeed struggling in his 
grasp with the fury of a trapped fe-
line. Curt hastily pressed a finger 
against a spot at the side of her fore-
head, numbing a vital nerve. The girl 
went limp all at once. Holding her 
sagging form, Curt listened intently. 
There was no sound of alarm from be-
yond the door. He had kept the 
pseudo-voice of Grag pitched low. 

"Better blast out of this cursed 
place at full rocket," Curt muttered. 
His gray eyes gleamed. "We're doing 
better, thanks!" 

He lifted the unconscious Martian 
girl in his stalwart arms, and strode 
hastily out of the old tower. The 
streets of old Korak were dark and 
silent, swept by the freezing polar 
wind. Few people were to be seen. 
Most of the Martians had been drawn 
to the Interplanetary Circus, which 
was setting up its pavilions near the 
spaceport. 

Captain Future knew Korak as he 
knew every important city in the nine 
worlds. He strode noiselessly but 
swiftly through dark alleys and crum-
bling arcades, keeping out of the light 
of brilliant Phobos and Deimos. He 
emerged into the open plain on the 
side of the city opposite the space-
port. Curt's keen eyes searched the 
moonlit plain as he moved on more 
slowly. Nothing was to be seen but 
whisking desert devils of wind-blown 
sand. Far in the north glittered the 
edge of the polar snows. 

"Ezra and Joan should be right here 
with the Comet," Curt said under his 
breath. "If Quorn somehow stopped 

them—" 
"Gettin' kind of careless, ain't yuh, 

Future?" 
The drawling voice behind made 

Curt spin sharply around, his proton 
gun leaping into his fist. Ezra Gur-
ney had risen from behind a conceal-
ing dune. The old man's withered 
face wore a grin of enjoyment. 

"Surprised you, eh? First time I 
ever managed to slip up on you." 

"I must be getting stupid," Captain 
Future said ruefully. "You're the 
second one who has pulled that trick 
on me tonight." 

"What's up?" Ezra asked eagerly. 
"That's Quorn's girl you're carryin', 
ain't she? Where'd you pick her up?" 

"She picked me up," Curt admitted. 
"Damned near got me. I was so busy 
eavesdropping, I let her surprise me. 
Where's the Comet?" 

"Right over here, between two 
dunes," Ezra said, leading the way. 
"Joan and I have been waitin' here 
since we trailed you and the circus in." 

CURT felt a vivid satisfaction at 
sight of the small, tear-drop craft 

concealed in the shadow between two 
ta'l sand dunes. As he entered the 
compact cabin-laboratory of the ship, 
Joan Randall eagerly ran forward to 
meet him. She stopped suddenly. 

"Who is that?" she asked, frowning 
at the Martian girl Curt was setting 
down in a chair. 

"Ain't jealous, are yuh?" Ezra asked 
significantly. 

"Of course not!" Joan denied, flush-
ing. She looked up at Curt. "What 
about Doctor Quorn?" 

Curt told them rapidly what he had 
done after joining the circus. 

"When I reached here with the cir-
cus, I found out from Police records 
that a certain Mus Sigu was known to 
be a member of the Sons of the Two 
Moons. I wanted to penetrate the 
organization, to be there when Quorn 
expounded his plans to it. So I had 
Mus Sigu arrested, made myself up as 
his double, and took his place. I did 
learn something, too, before N'rala 
surprised me. 

"Two of the three space stones 
Quorn hasn't acquired are in the pos-
session of Bubas Uum, proprietor of 
the Pleasure Planet. The other space 
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stone is on Deimos, owned by a cer-
tain retired space pirate named Rok 
Olor." 

"Rok Olor!" The name burst explo-
sively from Ezra Gurney's lips. "Why, 
Rok Olor disappeared thirty years 
ago. He's supposed to've died right 
after." 

"It seems he didn't die, Ezra. He 
went into retirement as a supposedly 
honest ex-planter on Deimos." 

"That blasted old space fox ! " Ezra 
Gurney swore. "He always was the 
most tricky devil in the System. 
Many's the time he gave me the slip 
in the old Patrol days, after I'd trailed 
him for weeks." 

"I'm going to Deimos at once, to 
get the space stone he has before 
Quorn can get it," Curt said. 

"And I'm goin' with you!" Ezra 
snapped. "Wait till that old buzzard 
sees me step in and arrest him, after 
all these years!" 

"It'll take us only a few hours to 
get to Deimos and back," Captain Fu-
ture added. "We'll take this girl 
N'rala with us for there's something I 
want to find out from her. In the 
meantime, I want you to carry a mes-
sage to Otho, Joan. Tell him to stage 
a big rumpus of some kind when he 
puts on his Ultra-acrobat act in the 
circus tonight." 

Joan nodded. "I'll tell him. Then 
I'll come back here and wait for you." 

She slipped out of the Comet and 
hastened across the moonlit dryland 
toward the lights of Korak. 

With Captain Future's hand on the 
throttles, the tear-drop ship zoomed 
up into the sky. Rushing out through 
the thin Martian atmosphere, it headed 
at terrific pace toward the hurtling, 
bright little sphere of Deimos. 

AS the little moon broadened out 
in the fore-port of the control 

room, old Ezra Gurney sat staring at 
it with fierce eagerness in his faded 
eyes. 

"Just wait till I get my hands on 
that old devil Rok Olor!" he kept re-
peating. "To run him down, after all 
these years—" 

"We've got to find him first," Curt 
reminded. "He'll be living under some 
false name. Call the Syrtis office of 
the Planet Police on Mars. Describe 

Rok Olor as you remember him, and 
ask them what planter of that descrip-
tion lives on Deimos." 

As Ezra obeyed, Curt rapidly re-
moved the disguise which had enabled 
him to assume the identity of Mus 
Sigu. Removing waxite pads from 
his cheeks, he washed off the red skin-
stain and discarded the cunningly de-
vised aids which had given him a stilt-
like Martian figure. Ezra Gurney re-
ported as Curt finished the task. 

"Retired planter livin' near the 
south pole of Deimos. He calls him-
self Xex Iza, but he answers Rok 
Olor's description. He's our man!" 

Soon the Comet was dropping to-
ward the surface of Deimos. The 
night side showed as a tiny green 
world of parklike estates. Having 
been given atmosphere and hydro-
sphere by synthetic air and water cre-
ators, the little satellite was a favor-
ite residence of wealthy Martians, 
whose gravitation equalizers enabled 
them to live comfortably there. Curt 
Newton landed not far from a gleam-
ing chromalloy mansion. Small, but 
exquisitely beautiful, it was set amid 
formal Martian gardens. 

"That's the house," Captain Future 
declared. "Come on, Ezra." 

"What about the girl?" Ezra asked. 
N'rala still lay unconscious in the 

space chair. 
"She won't come to till I bring her 

out of it," Curt replied. 
He and the veteran emerged into the 

soft night of Deimos. Mars hung in 
the sky like an immense, dull-red 
moon. Flower scents made the warm 
breeze fragrant. It was easy to see 
why rich Martians preferred this 
blossoming little world to Mars. Cap-
tain Future and Ezra strode rapidly 
toward the chromalloy house. Their 
gravitation equalizers had automatic-
ally adjusted to the lighter gravita-
tion. 

"Just watch Rok Olor's face when 
he sees me, and he realizes he's goin' 
to Cerberus Prison!" crowed Ezra. 

As they entered the vestibule, a 
Martian servant came into the dimly 
lighted marble hall to greet them. 

"Just two friends to see Xex Iza," 
Curt said easily. "We'd rather not 
give names. We want to surprise 
him." 
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They heard a limping step. A small, 
shriveled-looking Martian of advanced 
age, with a scarred, seamed face and 
proud, brilliant eyes, entered the ves-
tibule. When he saw Ezra Gurney, 
he went rigid. 

"Devils of Mars, Captain Gurney of 
the Patrol!" 

Cap'n Future here. He spotted you." 

ROK GLOR looked long and spec-
ulatively at Curt Newton. 

"So you're this Captain Future we 
all hear about," he said at last. "You 
must be all they say you are, to have 
tracked me here. Guess maybe you'd 
have outmatched any of us pirates in 
the wild days." 

"Sorry to have to expose you after 
all this time, Rok Olor," Curt said, 
uncomfortably. "But you realize the 
old charges against you still hold, and 
that Ezra must arrest you." 

"I know that. I ask no mercy." 
"You can help me out in a big case," 

Curt went on earnestly. "If you do, 
I'll see that you get the shortest pos-

A pulsating cone of radiance sprang f rom the 
cave and enveloped Lester (Chapter I) 

"Marshal Gurney now, Rok," 
drawled Ezra. "Surprised to see me, 
eh? Thought the Police never was 
goin' to find you." 

Rok Olor's shriveled figure seemed 
to sag for a moment. Then he raised 
his bald head defiantly. 

"No, Gurney. I always felt that 
some day you would find me. I kept 
trying to tell myself it was nonsense, 
that I was safe here till I died. But 
underneath, I wasn't sure. You always 
track a man till you get him." 

"Well, Rok," said Ezra in a some-
what softer tone, "the fact is that I 
stumbled on you by accident. This is 

sible sentence." 
Rok Olor shrugged. "I haven't so 

long to live. Even the shortest sen-
tence on Cerberus will finish me. But 
I'll help you, if I can." 

"You've got a space stone, haven't 
you?" Curt pursued. 
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Rok Olor drew back, surprised. 
"Yes, I have a space stone. Took it 

in a raid on the Venus shipping lanes 
years ago, before I retired. It be-
longed to some Venusian collector 
who was on board." 

"That was the raid you carried out 
off Earth's orbit, wasn't it?" Ezra 
yelped. "I remember it. How the hell 
did you escape that time? You just 
seemed to melt into thin space." 

"That was an easy one," Rok Olor 
retorted, a faint grin on his shriveled 
face. "We put out our 'haloes' for pro-
tection and ran beyond Mercury, right 
close to the Sun. Then we circled half 
around, and lined out for Mars and 
the asteroid zone." 

"I'll be damned!" swore Ezra. "We 
never figured you had halo equip-
ment, and that's where we slipped. 
Say, you remember the time I was 
chasing you out past Saturn, and 
you—" 

"First, what about the space stone?" 
Curt interrupted. "I'll get it," Rok 
Olor said. "It's in my safe." 

He came back in a few moments, 
holding out the jewel. Eagerly Fu-
ture took it. Yellow in color, faceted 
as sharply as if it were new, it blinked 
and burned in the palm of his hand. 
Curt hastily took his little X-ray 
scanner from his belt. He applied its 
radiation to the space stone, holding 
the gem close to his face. Into his 
mind, as the hard radiation freed the 
mental record in the gem, came that 
thin, remote voice of the past. 

"A small generator must be con-
structed which shall be capable of 
emitting vibrations within the thir-
teenth division of the eighth octave 
of the electro-magnetic spectrum. 
These are the carrier waves, which 
must be so projected by the generator 
as to enclose the subject and affect 
every atom of his body and clothing." 

Captain Future turned off his scan-
ner and stared at the space stone with 
deeply thoughtful eyes. Remember-
ing the other one-seventh of the secret 
he had learned from Yale's space 
stone, his super-keen scientific mind 
was trying to find a connection. Faint, 
dawning intimations of what Thuro 
Thuun's secret might be crept into 
Curt's mind. It seemed fantastic, yet 
it might be. And if Thuro Thunn's 

secret was that— 
"No wonder Quorn's so eager to get 

it," Curt muttered. "Good Lord, im-
agine power like that in any one man's 
hands!" 

He stopped pondering. Rok Olor's 
thin voice and the drawl of Ezra Gur-
ney recalled him to his surroundings. 

"Sure, you were far and away the 
best space fighter the Patrol ever had," 
the old pirate was telling Ezra. "You 
whipped that Uranian bandit, Ju 
Jimos, in fair space fight, and the 
'Falcon,' the greatest pirate of all. 
Nobody but you two saw that fight, 
but I sure wish I had." 

Ezra's faded eyes went bleak and 
strange for a moment, as the veteran 
looked far back into the memory of 
crowded years. 

"Yes, the Falcon was the greatest 
space fighter of all," he whispered. 
"God rest his soul." 

Rok Olor looked puzzled. But 
Captain Future understood the sud-
den tenderness in the old crime hunt-
er's voice. Only to Curt did Ezra ever 
reveal the fact that the Falcon had 
been his young brother.* 

"We've got to be going, Rok Olor," 
Curt said quietly. 

The old pirate nodded calmly. 
"Want to search me for atom guns 

before you take me in, Ezra?" 
Ezra looked dismayed. All the 

eagerness with which he had looked 
forward to arresting Rok Olor seemed 
to have evaporated. 

"Listen, Future," Ezra said. "After 
all, Rok is a pretty old man now. He 
hasn't been a pirate for years." 

Curt saw what was coming, but re-
frained from smiling. "I know," he 
said solemnly. "What about it?" 

Ezra squirmed. "Well, yuh said 
yuh was goin' to see he got mercy 
from the court for giving you the 
space stone, didn't you? They'll just 
let him off anyway, so why bother 
takin' him in?" 

"What, leave him here?" Curt asked 
in mock horror. "But I thought you 
were keen on arresting your old 
enemy!" 

"Cap'n Future, when yuh get old as 
me, and meet a feller yuh fought 
against in the old days when yuh was 
young, and talk it over with him, yuh 
— — — *See department The Futuremen. 
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don't want to arrest him. You—you're 
sort of glad to see him, in fact. Let's 
leave Rok alone, huh?" 

Curt grinned. "You sentimental old 
fraud! All right. That goes, Rok 
Olor. You've helped me considerably 
with this space stone. As far as we're 
concerned, you're still just Xex Iza, 
an ex-planter." 

Tears glistened in Rok Olor's eyes, 
but his voice was steady. 

"Thanks, both of you. Good-by, 
Ezra." 

"Good-by, Rok, you old devil," 
grinned the Police veteran. 

They gripped hands. 

CHAPTER XII 

Grag Gets Orders 

AGAIN in the Com-
et, clear of Deimos 
and rushing back 
toward the big red 
parent planet in 
t h e s k y , C u r t 
turned the controls 
over to Ezra Gur-
ney. 

"I have a few 
things to ask this 
girl of Quorn's," 

he explained. 
Curt pressed and massaged the tem-

ples of the unconscious Martian girl, 
using his skilful Venusian therapy, 
till she awoke. 

"N'rala, I won't waste time," he said 
crisply. "Quorn has four space stones. 
He has them hidden somewhere in 
that Rissman space cruiser of his. 
Where are they?" 

"Do you really expect me to tell?" 
she retorted mockingly. 

"You might as weli," Curt stated. 
"You'll tell eventually, anyhow." 

N'rala's mood seemed to change. 
She looked up at him with curious, 
speculative admiration in her dark 
eyes. 

"You are not the kind of man to 
threaten a girl, Captain Future," she 
murmured. "Especially a girl like 
me." She moved closer to him. The 
subtle, alien perfume of her midnight 

hair reached him. Her eyes had a 
soft, almost eager glow. "You are a 
strong man, Future—perhaps even 
stronger than Ul Quorn. I like men 
who blaze a great trail across the 
worlds, I could like you." 

"And your friend Quorn?" Curt 
Newton reminded her. 

She shrugged indolently, smiling 
up at him. 

"Ul Quorn wearies me. But no 
woman would ever grow weary of 
you." 

Curt laughed. "It's a swell act 
you're putting on, N'rala, but you 
might as well save it. I'm not falling 
for it." She recoiled furiously from 
him. 

"You're not human! You're cold as 
the robots who reared you! Or else 
it's that Earth girl agent—" 

"Never mind her," Curt snapped. 
"Where are Quorn's space stones hid-
den in his cruiser?" 

"You'll never learn from me." 
"No?" he asked softly. "I think I 

will. Look at this!" 
Suddenly he grasped her head, and 

held up the ring he wore—Captain 
Future's famous emblem-ring, the 
nine planet-jewels revolving around 
the glowing sun-jewel. The planet-
jewels began spinning and reversing 
in a bewildering way as Curt held it in 
front of N'rala's eyes. He was using 
the ring as a hypnosis-inducer, as he 
had used it many times before. 

N'rala tried to turn her head aside, 
but Curt held her so firmly that she 
had to look at the flashing jewels. 
Presently her struggle ceased and a 
dull, hypnotized glaze came over her 
eyes. 

"You will answer any question I 
ask," Curt stated. 

"I will answer," she said in a me-
chanical voice. 

"Where does Quorn k6ep the four 
space stones hidden in his ship?" 

"They are in the Rissman's Number 
One cyclotron." 

"They'd be annihilated in the cy-
clotron!" Curt exclaimed. 

"The space stones are in a small 
tube that is proof against the raging 
atomic force inside the cyclotron." 

"Damned clever," Captain Future 
admitted with grudging admiration. 
"All right, you will awake now." 
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N'rala came back to control of her 
own mind and instantly realized what 
had happened. 

"You hypnotized me, you red-
headed devil!" 

SHE began to beat at Curt's face 
with her small fists in raging, un-

tamed fury. Hastily Curt tied her 
into a space chair. 

"Whew, I don't envy Quorn his life 
with you!" he panted. 

"He'll see that you don't live long, 
Future!" she cried murderously. 
"You'll find you've met your match 
this time!" 

Ignoring her, Curt went back to the 
control room. Ezra was bringing the 
Comet down into the moonlit desert 
outside Korak. 

"Here's the place—and there's Joan 
waitin'," Ezra called out. 

Joan Randall came running toward 
Curt as he emerged from the little 
ship. 

"I saw Otho, and he said he'd put 
on an uproar they'd never forget when 
it was time for his act tonight," she 
reported. 

"Good, but it's almost time now for 
the circus to start," Curt said. "I'm 
going to be there and get into Quorn's 
ship when Otho stages his riot. I 
know where the four space stones are 
now. You and Ezra wait here, and 
keep N'rala quiet." 

Running across the moonlit plain, 
Captain Future made his way around 
the outskirts of Korak. He reached 
the spot near the spaceport where the 
lights of the Interplanetary Circus 
glowed. Brassy music told him the 
big show had started. He slipped 
shadowlike between parked ships to-
ward Quorn's streamlined Rissman 
cruiser. Its door was open. But as 
he had expected, two of Quorn's 
freaks—the Plutonian dwarfs—stood 
on guard. There was no sign of Quorn. 
Curt guessed he was at his pavilion. 

"Can't use my invisibility process 
to get in, with those two freaks right 
in the door," he muttered. "Hope Otho 
makes enough uproar to draw them 
away." 

Captain Future waited in the shad-
ow of a Cruh-Cholo freighter. An 
hour passed. Then from the main cir-
cus pavilion came a terrific clamor. 

The two freaks guarding the Rissman 
were startled. They edged toward 
the circus to listen. Curt slipped at 
once inside the Rissman. 

"Keep it up, Otho," he whispered 
prayerfully. "You're doing fine." 

He went to the cyclotron room of 
the cruiser, and soon was dissembling 
the big, squat Number One cyclotron. 
A curious sighing sound drifted al-
most unnoticed to his keen ears. Ab-
ruptly something struck the back of 
Captain Future's head, and he felt 
blackness swallow him. 

^ ^ ^ 

GRAG had felt worried and baffled 
ever since the circus had reached 

Mars. During the voyage from Ve-
nus, the disguised robot and the Brain 
had surreptitiously searched Quorn's 
cruiser for the four space stones, but 
had not found them. They had not 
dared press the search too far, lest 
the mixed-breed discover that two of 
his freaks were actually Curt New-
ton's Futuremen. 

With the circus set up in Korak and 
due to begin its first performance soon, 
Grag was with Quorn's other freaks 
in the show pavilion that was the scene 
of their performance. To the eyes of 
the other freaks nearby, it looked 
merely as though the Strong Man of 
Space were tinkering with his Think-
ing Machine. Actually Grag was 
whispering to the Brain inside the 
cylinder. 

"The space stones can't be in 
Quorn's ship, Simon. We'd have found 
them if they were." 

"Curtis said they must be there, and 
I believe him," answered the Brain. 

"Careful, here comes that cursed 
Hearer," Grag warned. 

The Hearer, always distinguishable 
by his enormous cuplike ears, glared 
suspiciously. But he went on, to 
speak to the Moon Wolf and the Cha-
meleon Man. Grag dared not do any 
more talking to Simon with the Hearer 
in the neighborhood. He lounged un-
til U1 Quorn himself appeared. The 
mixed-breed's handsome face held an 
expression of worry as he looked 
sharply around the pavilion. 

"Where's N'rala?" he demanded. 
"Isn't she here?" 
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"I haven't seen nor heard her," the 
Hearer replied. 

"Strange," Quorn muttered. "She 
wouldn't leave without explanation, 
unless she got on the trail of some-
thing." 

Quorn beckoned the Hearer and the 
Chameleon Man. He spoke to them in 
a whisper, but Grag's microphone ears 
picked up the words. 

"Estate on south Deimos—Name of 
Xex Iza—Get the space stone from 
him—Return by show-time—" 

Grag saw the Hearer and the Cha-
meleon Man slip away to the parked 
circus ships. Then he saw a four-man, 
fast Kalber flier take off, zooming up 
with a thunderous burst of rockets 
toward the swift, small moon. 

"What are we to do, Simon?" Grag 
whispered anxiously. "Quorn's sent 
them to Deimos for a space stone." 

"Look out, here comes Quorn now," 
cautioned the Brain. 

The mixed breed approached. For 
a moment, he eyed Grag peculiarly. 
Grag. his mighty metal body perfectly 
disguised by the pink artificial flesh 
that covered it, got to his feet. 

"Hello, Boss," he rumbled. "How's 
my act going in the show?" 

"Pretty well," Quorn said. "But I 
have a more important job for you. 
Do you know the Ultra-acrobat?" 

"That crazy Ganymedean who does 
such daffy stunts in the main circus 
show?" Grag boomed disdainfully. 
"Sure, I've seen him around." 

"He's no Ganymedean," Quorn said 
emphatically. "He's an enemy of mine, 
in disguise. I want to get rid of him 
tonight, and I want to get rid of Kovo, 
the swamp man tiger tamer." 

"That's easy, Boss. I'll go right 

now and find 'em both and break 'em 
in half." 

"No, you blockhead!" Ul Quorn 
said angrily. "Nothing as crude as 
that. It would be traced right back 
to me. It must look like an accident." 

Grag pretended perplexity. 
"How do you mean. Boss? I'm not 

good at tricks and stuff like that. I 
just break 'em in half." 

"Listen carefully," Quorn ordered. 
"Tonight, the Ultra-acrobat repeats 
that leap from the top of the pavilion 
to catch a rope ten feet from the 
ground. You are to stand against the 
center mast of the pavilion. Just as 
the Ultra-acrobat leaps, you push the 
mast a little, without letting it be no-
ticed. It'll bring the rope a little out 
of line. The Acrobat will miss it and 
be killed." 

" I can do that easy, Boss," Grag 
boasted. "What about Kovo?" 

"Kovo carries an instrument in his 
right pocket that controls those marsh 
tigers. Just as he is entering their 
cage, you bump against him. Squeeze 
that instrument without his noticing 
it. The marsh tigers will finish him." 

"Consider it done, Boss," Grag as-
sured loudly. "Only I'd rather break 
'em in half. It's more fun." 

HEN Quorn turned away, Grag 
muttered anxiously to the 

Brain. 
"Simon, Quorn's planning to blast 

out Master and Otho tonight. What 
shall I do?" 

"Get to Otho and Curtis and tell 
them," the Brain directed. "But be 
careful Quorn doesn't see you. Wait 
till after our show." 

At that moment, the barker outside 
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Quorn's freak-show was beginning his 
familiar spiel. 

"The Congress of Nine World Won-
ders, folks! The Magician of Mars 
and his mysterious feats! The Strong 
Man of Space!" 

Grag broke his steelite bars and 
lifted his enormous weights without 
giving heed to the amazement and ap-
plause of his Martian audience. The 
big robot's mind was a fever of anxiety 
and alarm. As the so-called Thinking 
Machine started its jerky replies to 
questions, Grag moved out of the pa-
vilion. He stopped in the shadow out-
side as he saw the Hearer and the 
Chameleon Man with Quorn. 

"I tell you, Future has been there 
and got Xex Iza's space stone," the 
hearer was repeating. "The descrip-
tion fitted Future perfectly. We se-
cretly searched Xex Iza's house with-
out finding the stone." 

"That devil!" muttered Quorn. 
"How in the name of all the planetary 
hells did he learn about the space 
stone on Deimos? Anyway, he and 
that damned android of his are going 
to be killed tonight by the Strong 
Man. We'll get the space stone from 
Future's body." 

"That's what you think," Grag whis-
pered. 

It was almost show-time for the big 
performance. The band began play-
ing. The audience of festive Martians 
was pouring in, and the performers 
were hastening to their dressing pavil-
ions. Grag found Otho. 

"Where's Master?" he demanded. 
"The chief's rocketed for Deimos," 

Otho replied. "Joan told me." 
"I know he went there and got a 

space stone, but he should be back by 
now," Grag declared. 

"He's around somewhere," Otho 
said confidently. "He sent me a mes-
sage to create a rumpus when I put 
on my act. That means he wants to 
draw attention to the show, for some 
reason." 

"By the way," Grag said casually, 
"I'm supposed to kill you tonight." 

"What the devil do you mean?" 
howled Otho. 

Grag uttered a booming chuckle. 
"Don't get worried. Much as I'd 

like to do it, I won't. Here's the sit-
uation." 

He went on to tell Otho of U1 
Quorn's orders. The android's green 
eyes flashed. 

"That checks swell with what I 
want to do—create an uproar! Listen, 
Grag. You pretend to follow Quorn's 
orders and displace that rope. I'll 
pretend almost to miss it, and I'll ac-
cuse you of doing it deliberately. 
We'll stage a fake fight that'll create 
a real uproar." 

"All right," Grag agreed. "We'll 
put on a fuss that'll have the place in 
a riot." 

Band music was already blaring as 
the "Pageant of the Planets" opened 
the show in the main pavilion. Otho 
skipped away, and Grag entered the 
big pavilion. He leaned negligently 
against the main steelite mast of the 
pavilion, apparently watching the 
show. 

"The Ultra-Acrobat from Gany-
mede, greatest acrobat in circus his-
tory!" announced Jur Nugat. "He 
works entirely without safety nets!" 

CHAPTER XIII 

Funeral in Space 

OTHO ran into the 
spotlight, b o w e d , 
and then swarmed 
up to the highest 
trapeze platform. 
He poised there for 
his terrific dive to 
the swinging rope, 
which a l w a y s 
stunned t h e au-
d i e n c e s . G r a g 
leaned his h u g e 

weight hard against the big mast, just 
as Otho dived. 

A cry of horror went up from the 
audience as the rope Otho was diving 
for swung out of line. He made what 
looked like a superhuman effort. Ac-
tually the disguised android had cun-
ningly calculated it in advance. He 
barely managed to seize the swinging 
rope. A roar of voices from the au-
dience told of their relief at the Ultra-
Acrobat's escape. Jur Nugat ran for-
ward in alarm. 
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"Gods of Saturn, you nearly missed 
the rope!" he bleated. 

"It was the Strong Man's fault!" 
Otho accused furiously, pointing at 
Grag. "He pushed the mast and rope 
out of line purposely!" 

"You're crazy," Grag retorted loud-
ly. "You say that again and I'll boot 
you clear out of this pavilion." 

"You'll what?" O t h o shrieked. 
"Why, you thick-headed, w e a k -
minded excuse for an Earthman, I'll 
tie you into knots!" 

The android leaped in at Grag and 
struck him a furious blow in the face. 
He pulled his punch, but Grag pre-
tended to stagger. 

"I'll kill him for that!" Grag roared. 
"Let me at him. I'll break him in half!" 

He lunged heavily at Otho, but the 
android skipped nimbly aside. Snatch-
ing up a pavilion stake, he belabored 
Grag with it. The blows seemed 
heavy ones, but they were so shrewdly 
calculated by Otho that Grag scarcely 
felt them. But to the audience, it 
seemed that Otho was really trying to 
kill the Strong Man. 

"Stand still and fight like a man!" 
Grag yelled, his huge hands grabbing 
vainly for the android. "When I get 
you, I'll break you in half!" 

"Catch me first, you big lummox!" 
taunted Otho. 

He brought the stake down on 
Grag's head again in what seemed to 
all onlookers a killing blow. 

"Separate them before they kill each 
other!" Jur Nugat was yelling wildly 
to his men. 

The whole great pavilion was in a 
wild uproar. Under his breath, as they 
fought, Grag muttered. 

"You're doing swell, Otho. Better 
let me catch you now." 

"All right, you grab me and I'll pre-
tend you're murdering me," Otho 
whispered. 

Grag swiftly noticed that the battle 
had brought Ul Quorn and the Hearer 
to the main pavilion. That encouraged 
him. He and Otho wrestled a n d 
scrapped between masts, stages and 
cages. Jur Nugat's men leaped in to 
separate them, but Grag's mighty arm 
knocked them back. Roaring, he con-
tinued to pursue Otho. 

"The Strong Man's gone crazy!" a 
man shouted. "Keep out of his way!" 

Otho purposely skipped in a little 
too close, and Grag succeeded in 
grasping his arm. 

"Here's where I break him in half!" 
bellowed the disguised robot. 

"Help, the Strong Man's killing 
me!" Otho yelled. As he pretended to 
struggle with Grag, Otho glanced 
quickly under his opponent's mighty 
arm. He saw that N'rala, the Martian 
girl, had suddenly appeared at the 
edge of the crowd and was speaking 
excitedly to Ul Quorn. At once Quorn 
and the Hearer hastily left with the 
girl. 

"Something's wrong, Grag!" Otho 
hissed. "N'rala just showed up. She 
was a prisoner in the Comet, Joan said, 
so she must have escaped. She warned 
Quorn about something, I think. We'd 
better stop this and find the chief!" 

"All right. You pretend to slip out 
of my grip and I'll chase you out of 
the pavilion." 

OTHO pretended to break from the 
Strong Man's grasp and fled 

through the crowd, out of the pavilion. 
Grag plunged after him. Planet Police 
who had been called tried to stop him, 
but he brushed them aside and tore on 
after Otho. The whole circus was in 
uproar. Outside, under the light of 
hurtling Deimos and Phobos, Grag 
found Otho looking tensely around. 

"No sign of the chief," the android 
groaned. "We'll find Simon." 

They rushed to the freak-show 
pavilion. All the freaks had disap-
peared, but the Thinking Machine 
stood neglected in a corner. From in-
side the fake machine, the Brain spoke 
swiftly. 

"Grag — Otho — something's hap-
pened! Quorn came running in and 
gave orders to the freaks to board his 
cruiser at once. They didn't wait to 
pick me up. Quorn seemed excited." 

At that moment came a roar of 
rockets. Through the door of the 
pavilion they saw Quorn's big Riss-
man cruiser flash starward. 

"Quorn's blasted off!" Otho cried. 
"What in hell's name has happened? 
Where's the chief?" 

"Maybe at the Comet with Joan and 
Ezra," Simon W r i g h t suggested. 
"We'd better head there at once. Take 
me out of this silly device. I think 
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Quorn's finished with the circus now, 
and our disguises aren't going to be 
any more good to us." 

Grag lifted Simon Wright's square, 
transparent brain-case from the cyl-
inder disguise. The three Futuremen 
hastily departed from the clamor at 
the circus, heading out of Korak to-
ward the drylands northward. They 
found the Comet in the prearranged 
location, gleaming like a silvery dream 
ship in the light of the moons. Ezra 
Gurney and Joan came running to 
meet them. The girl had a bruise on 
her temple. 

"The Futuremen—thank the space 
gods!" Ezra panted. " W e were just 
starting for the Circus. N'rala escaped 
from us. By now, that wildcat musta 
warned Quorn that Cap'n Future was 
searchin' his ship for the space 
stones. 

"Smoking comets!" swore Otho. 
"Was the chief searching Quorn's 
cruiser? Then the chief's been dis-
covered and captured. The Rissman 
just took off into space!" 

For a heart-beat, there was silence 
among the five comrades. 

"That's bad," Ezra mumbled at last. 
"Cap'n Future right in Quorn's hands 
—and Future had the fifth space stone 
on him." 

"Who cares about the space stones?" 
Otho cried. "It's the chief himself I'm 
worried about. Quorn will enjoy kill-
ing him. He hates all us Futuremen 
like poison, for some reason." 

"I ought to quit the Patrol," Joan 
said huskily. "N'rala pretended to be 
in agony from the Venusian nerve-
stunning trick Future used to make 
her unconscious. I loosened her bonds 
to help her. She struck me down sud-
denly and escaped from the Comet 
while Ezra was standing watch out-
side." 

Simon Wright's cold, rasping voice 
cut in sharply. 

"We're wasting time. We must fol-
low Quorn and his outfit to free Cur-
tis. Where would they be going?" 

"I know that," Ezra Gurney cried 
eagerly. "Future said the last two 
space stones are on the Pleasure 
Planet, owned by that fat crook, Bubas 
Uum. That's where Quorn'd head, all 
right." 

"The Pleasure Planet—the gam-

bling asteroid that's outside System 
Law?" Simon repeated. It's not far 
around the asteroid zone from here. If 
we lay a course straight toward it in 
the Comet, we should overtake Quorn's 
cruiser before he reaches there." 

"Sure we can!" Grag cried. "Who 
ever heard of any Rissman cruiser that 
could travel as fast as the Comet?" 

"What're we waiting for, then?" 
Otho yapped. "Let's get going!" 

THE Comet flashed skyward from 
the moonlit Martian plain. Curv-

ing sharply across the brooding sec-
tion of old Korak, she arced skyward. 
A trail of rocket-fire streamed behind 
as the cyclotrons roared to their full 
capacity. 

Grag held the controls. They picked 
up speed, flying out into the star-blaz-
ing black vault toward the great belt 
of asteroids that circles between the 
orbits of Mars and Jupiter. Otho had 
removed his Ultra-acrobat disguise. 
He relieved Grag at the controls while 
the robot discarded his own make-up. 

"Glad to get that cursed artificial 
flesh off," grunted Grag as he finally 
stood, massive and metallic as ever. 
"Give me a good metal skin that 
doesn't bruise or cut at every little ac-
cident." 

Eek, Grag's moon-puppet, had been 
badly baffled by the disguise of his 
master. Now it clambered joyfully to 
Grag's shoulder. Hour followed hour 
as the Comet flew deeper into space. 

They were threading their way now 
between the tumbling planetoids and 
swarming meteors that make the zone 
the wilderness of space. As they ar-
rowed toward the Pleasure Planet, 
Otho swept space with the electro-
scopes, seeking to locate Quorn's ship 
ahead. Finally he uttered a cry. 

"Something floating ahead, but it's 
not a ship. It's a body! We'd better 
stop and check. Maybe the chief 
managed to get Quorn." 

Grag stopped the Comet. With a 
grappling bean, Otho skillfully fished 
the frozen, floating body into the air-
lock. 

"Good Lord!" Ezra Gurney shouted 
in unbelieving, gasping horror. "It's 
Cap'n Future's body!" 

"The chief," Otho whispered, star-
ing. "The chief—dead!" Curt New-
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Marshal Ezra Gurney 

ton's empty gray eyes stared up at 
them. The planeteer still wore his 
drab synthesilk zipper suit. Upon his 
finger was still his unique emblem-
ring. But in his breast was a gaping, 
charred wound. 

"He's dead," the Brain said dully. 
"Master can't be dead!" Grag bel-

lowed. "We can bring him back to life 
some way, Simon!" 

"Nothing can bring back a man 
whose cells have been frozen in space, 
even if he didn't have that terrible 
wound. Quorn killed him and tossed 
his body into space." 

Joan Randall's face was agonized. 
She seemed unable to speak. Old Ezra 
Gurney's faded eyes were wild. 

"I still can't believe it," he choked. 
"Cap'n Future, the greatest planeteer 
of them all. He went through more 
dangers than any other man—" 

They were silent, for there was 
nothing to say. The glamorous career 
of the most audacious figure in Sys-
tem history was over. Their minds 
were unable wholly to understand that 
fact. It was Simon who roused them. 

"There is something for us still to 

do," he rasped somberly. "Quorn 
killed Curtis. We shall take vengeance 
on Quorn such as the System has never 
seen before." 

"I'll tear him atom from atom!" 
Otho raged. 

Grag sat still stunned. 
"Master can't be dead," he muttered. 

SIMON WRIGHT'S lens-eyes were 
looking at the inert face of the 

man in the air-lock. The voice of the 
Brain grew thin and cold. 

"Before we start on the vengeance 
trail, there is something we must do. 
We cannot let Curtis' body drift end-
lessly in space." 

"GiVe him space funeral, like the 
old space pirates did, on one of these 
asteroids," Otho suggested hoarsely. 

"Aye, space funeral for Cap'n Fu-
ture would be best," Ezra said. 

"I agree," the Brain replied. "Run 
the Comet up to that little planetoid 
yonder, Grag." 

The hurtling world was only a few 
miles in diameter, a harsh, barren, air-
less rock. In space suits, the Future-
men, Ezra and Joan emerged from the 
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Comet and laid the dead, frozen form 
on a rocky crag. In the starlight, Cap-
tain Future's rigid face seemed to be 
looking up at them. Otho gently took 
the emblem-ring from his finger. 

"So it ends," Simon whispered. "The 
boy we reared on the Moon, the man 
who brought law to the System— It 
all ends here." 

They returned to the Comet and cast 
loose from the planetoid. Grag turned 
to Otho, who stood at the breech gf 
the ship's proton gun. 

"Now," rumbled the great robot. 
Otho unloosed a proton beam of ter-

rific intensity that struck the plane-
toid on which the dead man lay. The 
rock began blazing up in dazzling bril-
liance. Consuming itself and the dead 
man on it, the mighty funeral-pyre of 
space was like a new little sun. 

"They'll see merely a new star on 
all the worlds," the Brain said brood-
ingly. "They won't know it's the pass-
ing of their champion. Head toward 
the Pleasure Planet, Grag. There's 
nothing left now but vengeance." 

CHAPTER XIV 

In the Meteor Swarm 

SLOWLY Captain 
Future came back 
to c o n s c i o u s -
ness. His head was 
t h r o b b i n g with 
pain, for he had 
been knocked un-
c o n s c i o u s at the 
circus. Now he felt 
he was tied to a 
metal stanchion of 
some kind. F r o m 

the steady drone of rocket tubes, he 
knew he was on a space ship. Curt 
Newton was an expert on interplane-
tary craft. He could tell one make 
from another by the sound of their 
rockets. The deliberate pounding of 
a Cruh-Cholo was far different from 
the staccato rattle of a fast Kalber, or 
the continuous shriek of a Tark. He 
recognized the drumming drone that 
was characteristic of a Rissman 
cruiser. At once, remembrance came 

to him. He had entered U1 Quorn's 
Rissman cruiser, had been searching 
in the Number One cyclotron for the 
space stones, when— 

"Knocked out and captured, like a 
green space boy!" Captain Future 
groaned disgustedly, "How the devil 
did they do it without my hearing 
them come up behind me?" 

He forced his eyes open. He was 
tied to a stanchion in one corner of a 
small, bare, metal cabin. One small 
porthole window gave a limited view 
of the star-jeweled vault of space. 

"Heading t h r o u g h the asteroid 
zone," Curt muttered, observing the 
positions of stars. "Straight for the 
Pleasure Planet. I mightVe known." 

As the door opened, Curt stiffened 
in his bonds. U1 Quorn and N'rala 
entered, followed by the cup-eared 
Hearer and the Chamaleon Man. 
Quorn's handsome red face was com-
posed, but there was a gleam of exul-
tation in his eyes. He greeted Curt 
with ironical courtesy. 

"Feeling better, Captain Future? 
I've been unable to look in until now. 
Had to lay a course through the as-
teroid zone." 

"How did you knock me out so ef-
ficiently?" Curt asked coolly. "Just as 
a matter of scientific interest, I'd like 
to know." 

"I'm glad to tell you," Quorn said. 
"My Plutonian dwarfs are experts in 
the use of the Plutonian sound-spear, 
the boomerang that's attracted by 
sound. It always hits its mark, even 
around corners. Also just as a matter 
of scientific interest, Future, why 
wasn't I able to kill you in the circus? 
I turned the life disintegrator force 
on you several times when you weren't 
looking. It hadn't the slightest effect 
on you." 

Curt smiled. "That was easy. I real-
ized from my examination of Lester's 
body, that a certain chemical paint 
would be proof against the life-disin-
tegrator force. I painted myself, un-
der the swamp man make-up. Otho 
didn't need any, for the force wouldn't 
affect synthetic flesh." 

"You are a brilliant scientist, Fu-
ture!" Quorn exclaimed. 

"And now that the exchange of com-
pliments is over, what next?" Curt 
asked calmly. 
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"First, the space stone you got at 
Deimos from Rok Olor," said the 
mixed-bred almost pleasantly. "You 
beat me to it nicely there, Future, but 
I know you have that stone on you 
right now." 

CURT wished he didn't have the 
space stone in his belt, for a 

search by the Hearer soon discovered 
it. U1 Quorn's eyes were bright as he 
took the brilliant stone and stared at 
it. 

"Five," he muttered. "Five parts of 
Thuro Thuun's secret. Only two 
more—" 

"Two more space stones, yes," Curt 
remarked calmly. "Unless I am wrong, 
there is only one more part. The 
seventh space stone isn't part of the 
formula, but it is the crux of Thuro 
Thuun's secret, neverthless. Am I 
right?" 

Quorn looked startled. 
"You've guessed Thuro Thuun's 

secret? You're the only man beside 
myself who's ever done so!" 

N'rala had watched with smoldering 
eyes. Now she cried impatiently: 

"Why don't you kill him at once?" 
"Soon, my dear," Quorn soothed 

ironically. "I want to be sure that this 
space stone isn't a clever fake of Fu-
ture's. Also, I want him to know just 
who I am, before he dies." "I know 
well enough who you are, Quorn," 
Curt said contemptuously. "You're a 
renegade scientist who's willing to 
bring disaster to whole worlds." 

"My name is not Quorn at all," said 
the mixed-breed quietly. "Does that 
surprise you? It's a fact. My mother's 
name was Quorn, but my Earthman 
father's name was Victor Corvo." 

"Corvo?" Captain Future stiffened 
with amazement. "You don't mean 
that your father—" 

"Was Victor Corvo," Quorn re-
peated softly. "He was killed by your 
robot, android and Brain on the Moon 
years ago, when you and I were in-
fants. Do you understand now why I 
hate you and your Futuremen so deep-
ly, my dear Captain Future?" 

"So that's why Simon, Grag and 
Otho thought there was something 
familiar about you," Curt Newton 
muttered. Then the tanned face of the 
captive wizard of science hardened. 

"Your father deserved to die, Quorn. 
He murdered my own parents to steal 
their scientific secrets. He was a ruth-
less criminal." 

"Despite that, he was my father," U1 
Quorn replied. "We Martians carry 
feuds from generation to generation. 
I've waited a long time to settle this 
account with you and your Future-
men." Quorn turned to the Chameleon 
Man. "Watch him while I check this 
space stone with the others. If it's the 
real stone, we'll delay no longer the 
pleasant task of ridding the system of 
Captain Future." 

Quorn left the cabin with N'rala and 
the Hearer. The Chameleon Man re-
mained. Standing with a drawn atom 
pistol, he watched Curt with an alert, 
nervous gaze. Captain Future thrust 
aside his amazement at discovering 
that U1 Quorn was son of Victor Cor-
vo, who had murdered his own father. 
That explained a lot of things, but it 
wasn't important now. What was im-
portant was the necessity of getting 
out of his cell, and at once. 

But how? He was tied to a stanch-
ion in the corner of the cabin, by stout 
strips of Plutonian leather. He might 
be able to work himself loose, for he 
knew tricks with ropes and knots. But 
if he tried it, the Chameleon Man, only 
a few feet away, would stop him. Curt 
Newton attacked the problem with all 
the resources of his powerful mind, 
exactly as though he faced some puz-
zling problem of scientific research. 
His racing brain examined and rapidly 
discarded several possibilities. 

THE Chameleon Man, the hollow-
eyed blue Saturnian who could 

change color at will, watched Curt 
every moment. Now and then the 
sharp signals of the meteor alarm 
could be heard from the control room, 
followed by a blast of rocket tubes to 
avoid the meteors of the asteroidal 
wilderness. Each time the cruiser 
veered, the standing Chameleon Man 
lurched to one side or the other, 
thrown off-balance. 

Curt noticed that. The fact that his 
legs were not tied to the .stanchion 
gave Captain Future the opening he 
had been looking for. He waited, 
listening tensely for the meteor alarm. 
It buzzed three times, indicating 
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meteors ahead and to the right. The 
cruiser veered sharply to the left. Curt 
groaned inwardly. Why couldn't those 
meteors have been on the other side? 

Then his fervent prayer was an-
swered. The distant meteor alarm 
buzzed twice, warning of meteors to 
the left. Curt drew up his knees 
slightly. An instant later, as he had 
expected, the cruiser veered sharply to 
the right. The Chameleon Man was 
again thrown off-balance. He lurched 
a little to one side—toward Curt! 

Captain Future's legs suddenly shot 
out, caught the guard in the pit of the 
stomach. The Saturnian freak was 
hurled back, gasping for breath and 
unable to shout. His head struck the 
cabin wall so sharply that he fell un-
conscious. Instantly Curt was busy 
with the strips of Plutonian leather 
that held him to the stanchion. Shrink-
ing his arm muscles and slipping his 
wrist temporarily out of joint proved 
painful. But Curt set his teeth and 
persisted until he had loosened one 
hand behind him. 

The Chameleon Man began return-
ing to consciousness. Curt worked 
frantically to release his other hand. 
The freak staggered dazedly to his 
feet, just as Future succeeded in free-
ing himself. The Chameleon Man 
grabbed up his atom pistol and leveled 
it at Curt's breast. Captain Future 
leaped in at the freak, diving under 
the weapon and against it to force it to 
fire upward. The Chameleon Man had 
been pressing the trigger. Curt's lunge 
knocked his weapon back. The streak 
of force from the gun tore into the 
freak's own breast. He crumpled, 
dead. Captain Future realized the 
peril of his predicament. He must get 
out of this ship, taking Quorn's five 
space stones with him if possible. But 
escape was more important, to beat 
Quorn to the Pleasure Planet and the 
last two space stones. Overcoming 
Quorn and his crew of freaks was out 
of the question. Curt knew that too 
vast an issue depended on him to take 
such a mad risk. He must use some 
stratagem. But what? His eye fell on 
the dead Chameleon Man. 

"That's it!" he breathed. 
Curt Newton still wore the belt 

which contained his emergency scien-
tific kit and m a k e - u p case. He 

snatched out the case and began apply-
ing his art of disguise to the dead 
freak. 

WA X I T E pads changed the shape 
of the Chameleon man's fea-

tures. Artificial curly hair, stained 
red, went onto his skull. A smooth 
cream made his face tan instead of 
blue. Curt put his own zipper suit on 
the dead freak, and slipped his em-
blem-ring on the finger of the corpse. 

"Can get it back later, if my little 
plan succeeds," he muttered. "Have 
to risk the ring, though, or everything 
may fall through." 

The transformation was uncanny. 
The dead Chameleon Man was now an 
exact duplicate of Captain Future 
himself. Curt tied the corpse to the 
stanchion. Then he went to work with 
the make-up on himself, staining his 
face blue, dyeing his hair, changing 
his features, donning the freak's 
clothes. When he had finished, Curt 
was a double of the dead Chameleon 
Man. He had exchanged identities 
with the freak! 

"It may work," Curt whispered 
tensely. "It has to." 

The tread of feet outside told him of 
Quorn's return. Curt thrust the 
freak's atom pistol into his own belt. 
He looked up with assumed nervous-
ness as Quorn, N'rala and the Hearer 
entered the cabin. Quorn saw the 
dead man tied to the stanchion. The 
mixed-breed turned stormily on Curt. 

"You fool, why did you kill him?" 
"He was trying to escape," Curt an-

swered in the whining voice of the 
real Chameleon Man: "I had to stop 
him." 

"You could have c a l l e d me," 
snapped U1 Quorn. "I wanted the 
pleasure of seeing him squirm before 
he died." 

"He w o u l d n ' t have squirmed," 
N'rala said thoughtfuly, looking at the 
dead pseudo-Future. "He was too 
strong for that." 

Quorn's rage faded as he stared mus-
ingly at the dead man. 

"You are right," he admitted. 
"There was real genius to that man, 
foolish as were the altruistic ideals he 
followed. Even now that I have set-
tled part of the old feud between his 
family and mine, I almost regret hav-
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ing extinguished so great a scientist." 
The mixed-breed shrugged. "Well, 
there is no profit in being sentimental 
about it. Toss his body out into 
space." 

Curt helped the Hearer cast the 
dead body out through the air-lock. 
It gave Captain Future an uncanny 
feeling to see what looked like his own 
dead body drifting off into the starry 
void. Quorn gazed ahead through the 
swarming specks of light that were the 
numberless a s t e r o i d s and meteor 
swarms of the zone. 

"Now for the Pleasure Planet—and 
the last two space stones," the mixed-
breed said to N'rala. "We have five of 
them. Just these last two to get, 
N'rala!" 

"They may be the most difficult," 
the Martian girl warned. "Bubas Uum 
is wily. It will be hard to trick him." 

"I beat the unbeatable Captain Fu-
ture," Quorn reminded her. 

Casually Captain Future sauntered 
back along the passage from the air-
lock vestibule, and entered the cyclo-
tron room. The six squat, massive ma-
chines were droning steadily, produc-
ing the atomic energy which was re-
leased from the rocket tubes to drive 
the swift Rissman. Since the mechan-
isms were almost completely automa-
tic and controlled from the pilot room, 
no one was on duty there. Curt 
grabbed up a wrench and sprang to-
ward the Number One cyclotron. 
Again he began removing its radia-
tion-proof cover. 

"If I can get the stones and escape 
from this damned ship, things will 
look up," Curt panted. "The asteroid 
of the Hermit of Space isn't far from 
here. I could contact the Comet 
there." 

"What are you doing?" demanded 
a voice from the door. 

CURT spun in alarm. The Hearer 
stood at the door. The uncanny 

freak had detected the sound Curt 
made in dissembling the cyclotron, 
and he had come to investigate. Curt 
knew he was about to shout an alarm, 
for suspicion was flaring in his eyes. 
Captain Future leaped in and brought 
his gun butt down on the Hearer's 
head. But the freak uttered a broken 
cry! 

Shouts from the fore part of the 
ship answered it. Curt knew it was 
too late now to get the space stones. 
Quorn's suspicions would soon expose 
the trick of imposture he had played. 

"Must get out of here now, or not at 
all!" Curt gasped. 

He plunged toward the air-lock ves-
tibule, grabbed a space suit and an im-
peller. Hurriedly he scrambled into 
the suit, for he realized that the para-
mount necessity was to beat Quorn to 
the Pleasure Planet. Getting the last 
two space stones was vital. It was too 
late now to try to get the other five 
stones. Quorn already knew those 
parts of the formula, anyway. 

Curt glimpsed Quorn, the Plutonian 
dwarfs and the other freaks rushing 
down the passageway. Captain Future 
touched the stud that sent the outer 
air-lock door flying open. The air in 
the lock whiffed out into space. Curt 
made a powerful spring into the void, 
away from the traveling ship. 

His leap sent him flying far out into 
the empty, star-jeweled blackness, car-
rying him entirely clear of the ship's 
gravitational attraction. L o o k i n g 
back, he saw the Rissman rocketing on 
at high speed. But a moment later, 
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he bit his lip worriedly. The ship was 
turning around. 

"Coming back after me!" he ex-
claimed. His keen mind attacked the 
problem swiftly. "That swarm's my 
best bet—if I can make it." 

Not far from him rushed a cluster 
of glinting specks of light, one of the 
largest of the hurtling, tumbling 
meteor swarms of the zone. 

Curt turned on his impeller, using 
the rocket flash of the tube to kick him 
through space toward the massed 
planetoids. If he could get into the 
swarm, Quorn wouldn't dare follow 
him in with the ship. The fact that he 
would also be in deadly danger 
scarcely mattered to Curt. Facing 
danger was a habit with him. 

He used the impeller continuously 
to urge him on toward the swarm. 
Now he could plainly see it as a great 
field of whirling, zipping meteors, 
from sand-grain size to enormous, 
jagged masses. 

He glanced back again. The Riss-
man was coming after him with all 
rockets blasting. Quorn had seen and 
understood the maneuver. He was 
using every erg of the cruiser's enor-
mous power in trying to cut off Cap-
tain Future before he could enter the 
swarm. . . . 

CHAPTER X V 

The Hermit of Space 

hundred feet away. With a sudden 
flash of his impeller, he flipped aside. 

The Rissman grazed past, its rocket 
blast glaring in his eyes. The cruiser 
curved up sharply to avoid the meteor 
swarm, rolled over in a sharp space-
spin. It came around in a broad curve 
to repeat the maneuver. 

"Not this time, Quorn!" Captain 
Future gritted. 

The minute the cruiser had passed 
him, Curt had turned on his impeller 
full force to carry him to the very 
edges of the rushing, tumbling, hur-
tling, whirling planetoids that 
swarmed between Jupiter and Mars. 
An instant later, he was flying along 
with the pack. All he could do was 
pray for fast reflexes. If one of those 
jagged rocks hit him, he knew his 
career was finished. 

He chuckled as he saw the Rissman 
veer sharply away from the meteor 
swarm, ending its pursuit. Ul Quorn 
apparently was of no mind to risk 
suicide by following Curt into the 
swarm. With visible regret, the Riss-
man turned and moved away, disap-
pearing in a counter-sunward direc-
tion through the asteroid zone. 

"Continuing to the Pleasure Planet, 
to get Bubas Uum's two space stones 
before I can interfere," Curt guessed. 
"Now where is the Hermit of Space's 
worldlet? If I can call the Future-
men from there to come in the Comet, 
I can still scramble Quorn's orbit." 

No man could know the entire com-
plex wilderness that made up the as-
teroidal zone. But Captain Future 
knew that maze of tiny worlds and 
meteors better than any other man. 
He had friends on some of the little 
planets. One of those friends was the 
Hermit of Space. Curt had figured, 
before escaping from the Rissman, 
that the Hermit's asteroid was nearby. 

Emerging with intense relief from 
the dangerous meteor swarm, Curt 
Newton floated in space. He peered 
through his helmet till he located the 
small green speck of the Hermit's 
worldlet. He used the impeller to 
kick himself toward that small point 
of light. Before long, he was floating 
down to its surface. 

It was a green, forest-covered, park-
like little planet, with a clear, thin 
atmosphere, shining little streams and 

LOOKING b a c k , 
C a p t a i n Future 
had seen the Riss-
man cruiser thun-
dering down on 
him, plumed with 
tails of fire from 
its blasting rocket 
tubes. Now he re-
alized that Quorn 
was trying to run 
him down in space, 

smash him against the cruiser's bow! 
Curt floated in space, waiting, as the 
ship rushed toward him. It took steel 
nerve to let that monstrous murder 
craft boom toward him. But he made 
no move until the Rissman was a few 
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lakes, and an abundance of strange 
animals and vegetable life. Captain 
Future fell toward an open glade in 
the forest. Though he used his im-
peller to brake his fall, he rolled over 
and over when he landed. He got to 
his feet, gasping for breath. 

"Now where is the Hermit?" he 
mused. "I suppose the old fanatic is 
as opposed to science as ever, but he 
must have a televisor stowed away 
somewhere for emergency use." 

CURT started traveling through 
the forest in a widening spiral. 

Presently he found a well worn path. 
It led from a fishing place on the shore 
of a small pond through the forest. 
After taking time out at the pond to 
remove his now useless Chameleon 
Man disguise, Captain Future fol-
lowed the clearly marked path. 

Pale sunlight flickered down 
through the queer, flat fronds of the 
green-trunked trees. Grotesque little 
furred, winged creatures like flying 
rabbits flitted to and fro, nibbling on 
the high branches. Curt noticed other 
forms of the strange indigenous life 
of this isolated little world. Borers 
inserted their serpentine bodies into 
tree-trunks and hollowed them out 
from within. Asteroid bees flew in a 
compact conical formation at such 
speed that they could drive through 
obstacles like a bullet. 

"Well, here we are!" the wizard 
of science exclaimed gladly. 

He stepped into a small clearing 
where stood a rough, sturdy cabin of 
green tree-trunks, with a thatched 
roof. There was a wattled chimney, 
and a small garden, and a number of 
queer little animals lounging in front 
of the heavy plank door. 

"Hello, Hermit!" Curt shouted 
cheerily. "You have a caller!" 

The door of the cabin burst open. 
Out of it bounded an irascible, elderly 
Earthman with a long white beard and 
mane of white hair. Dressed in tanned 
skin jacket and trousers, he waved a 
club threateningly. 

"You get the hell off this asteroid!" 
the old man roared angrily. "I won't 
have curiosity-seekers from all over 
the System coming here to bother me, 
and—" 

He stopped, peering more closely at 

Curt Newton. He recognized the tall 
figure, red hair and good-humored 
face of the young scientific wizard. 
The Hermit's anger disappeared. 

"Captain Future!" he cried in wel-
come, dropping the club. "Well, that's 
different. Don't mind you stopping, 
but this flood of visitors I've been hav-
ing lately has got me good and mad." 

"How many visitors have been 
here?" Curt asked him. 

The Hermit scratched his head. 
"Well, there was one Mercurian ex-

plorer two years ago, and two Jovians 
hunting metals last year. I might as 
well be living back on one of those 
crowded, crazy worlds, if I'm going to 
have hordes of people like that drop-
ping in here." 

"Three visitors in two years?" Cap-
tain Future repeated. He chuckled. 
"That's a lot, all right." 

"It's a lot too many!" shouted the 
Hermit. "If people keep swarming in 
on me like that, I'll have to find 
another asteroid." 

Captain Future had known the Her-
mit of Space for several years. The 
Hermit was an old Earthman who was 
fanatically anti-scientific, passionately 
convinced that mechanical progress 
was all wrong for the race. Disgusted 
with the super-scientific civilization 
of Earth and the other planets, the 
Hermit had sought out the remote 
little asteroid, where he had made a 
solitary home. Curt had once chased 
away a crew of space bandits who 
wanted to make the asteroid their 
base. Because of that, he was the one 
person the Hermit would tolerate. 

"But where's your ship?" the Her-
mit asked puzzledly. 

HEN Curt told him the story, 
the Hermit roared with rage. 

"I always told you your gallivant-
ing around in space would get you into 
trouble! That's what happens when 
people take up with these scientific 
ships and machines, instead of living 
a natural life." 

"I've got to call the Futuremen to 
come here in the Comet," Curt told 
him. "Haven't you a televisor here?" 

The Hermit looked outraged. 
"A televisor? I wouldn't have no 

such machine on my world! Why, I 
caught myself using a stick to pry out 
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a stone with one day. I realized that I 
was using a lever, the first of all ma-
chines-, so I threw it right away. Yes, 
sir. I wasn't going to get that curse 
of machinery started here." 

"All right, don't blow your rockets 
about it," Curt soothed hastily. "I 
guess I can make a televisor. I have 
the tools in my belt. It's lucky I took 
it off my dead double and put it under 
my jacket." 

"Hate to see any machinery built 
here, but I guess it's all right if you're 
really in trouble," growled the Hermit. 

The old man watched with dour dis-
approval as Captain Future began 
building a televisor transmitter from 
raw materials. It was a task that only 
the wizard of science would have at-
tempted. Curt first took from his belt 
the super-compact tools and instru-
ments he habitually carried in it. Then 
he assembled the materials he needed. 
His tiny atomic torch melted certain 
minerals down into glassite, which 
he carefully fused for his two big 
vacuum tubes. Metal from his space 
suit he used for tube-elements and 
wire-strips. 

He did not attempt to create a visi-
screen transmitter. He would be sat-
isfied to get a vocal message through 
to the Futuremen. As he worked, the 
Hermit's queer asteroid pets gathered 
around to watch, and the Hermit lec-
tured him severely. 

"All this space flying and talking 
across the void and other scientific 
nonsense—how much happier has it 
made people?" the old fanatic de-
manded. "Weren't people happier in 
the old days on Earth, when they 
didn't know any science and lived a 
normal, natural life?" 

"According to that argument"— 
Curt grinned as he worked deftly— 
"people were happier still when they 
were just ignorant savages long ago, 
and didn't even use fire." 

"Now you're twisting my words 
around," complained the Hermit. 
"You're like everyone else. You 
won't argue reasonably." 

Presently Captain Future straight-
ened, his task finished. He had created 
a crude but powerful, efficient trans-
mitter, powered by a chemical battery 
he had compounded of natural chemi-
cal salts. 

"Ought to work," he mused. "As 
near as I can calculate, it's tuned to the 
wave the Futuremen and I always use. 
Here goes, anyway." He spoke loudly 
into the makeshift microphone. "Cap-
tain Future calling the Comet! I'm on 
the asteroid of the Hermit of Space. 
Come at once!" 

He repeated the message at intervals 
of five minutes, for an hour. Then he 
turned off the rough transmitter. 

"Nothing to do but to wait now," 
he explained. "Hope they got it." 

"It won't work, you'll find out," 
prophesied the Hermit. "Machinery 
always fails you when you depend on 
it. But while you're waiting, how 
about something to eat?" 

SHADOWS were falling across the 
small clearing as the brief day of 

the spinning little asteroid came to 
an end. The Hermit brought out fruit 
and odd cooked plants. He and the 
wizard of science ate at a little table in 
front of the cabin. Curt looked up into 
the heavens, blazing with a jungle of 
stars and spanned constantly by the 
fire-flashes of meteors. Far away in 
the starry wilderness, he saw a tiny 
yellowish point of light that he knew 
was the asteroid called the Pleasure 
Planet. 

"Quorn's nearly there by now, pre-
paring to take the last two space 
stones—the last trick of the game," 
Curt muttered worriedly. "Why 
don't the Futuremen come?" 

"Don't have any meat, because the 
animals of this place are so tame, I 
can't bear to kill any of them," the 
Hermit was saying. "Look at that one 
there. It's a meteor mimic. Ever see 
one before?" 

The meteor mimic was a small ani-
mal, so named because it was found 
only on some of the larger bodies of 
the asteroid zone. It was a fat, bul-
bous white creature with a doughy-
looking body on four shapeless legs, 
and two solemn, staring big eyes. It 
had the unique ability of controlling 
the shape and appearance of its body 
at will. It could cause its cells to as-
sume new forms with protean quick-
ness, enabling it to mimic anything its 
size. 

It was sniffing around Curt's tele-
visor. Suddenly its body spun and 
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changed—and there seemed two tele-
visors resting on the ground! Then 
the one of them flowed back into the 
fat little animal. 

"See, isn't the thing clever?" 
chuckled the Hermit. "It's always 
fooling me, mimicking something or 
other. Pesky nuisance!" 

Curt declined the Hermit's offer of 
a bunk in the cabin, and slept under 
the meteor-blazoned sky that night. 
He awoke with thin pale sunlight of 
the asteroid dawn in his eyes. He 
looked anxiously into the brassy 
heavens, but there was no sign of the 
Comet. Reaching down to pick up his 
belt from the ground, he discovered 
there were two belts, exactly alike. 
The one he tried to pick up writhed 
and changed in his hand. Instantly 
it became the meteor mimic. 

"Your friends didn't show up, eh?" 
said the Hermit, emerging from the 
cabin. His beard waggled in satis-
faction. "I knew it. Machines al-
ways let you down. Now you can 
stay here with me and live a natural, 
normal life without scientific non-
sense." 

"Not me!" Curt exclaimed, his eyes 
lighting. "Here comes the Comet 
now!" 

HIS ears had detected the thin, 
buzz-saw w h i n e of rockets 

which came from only one ship in the 
System. Around from the right side 
raced the Comet, landing with a roar-
ing rush in the little clearing. 
Otho, Grag, the Brain, Joan and Ezra 
Gurney poured from the ship and ran 
toward Captain Future. 

"Chief, we couldn't believe our 
ears when we heard your call!" bab-
bled Otho, his green eyes gleaming 
joyfully. 

"We thought you dead, Master," 
Grag boomed. "We found your body 
in space and gave it space burial. What 
happened?" 

Curt rapidly told them what had 
occurred. Ezra Gurney slapped his 
knee in delight when he heard. 

"You sure tricked that devil Quorn 
this time, Cap'n Future," the veteran 
cried. "That double trick was the 
best yet." 

Joan's expression was soft with hap-
piness. 

"We are glad you escaped, lad," 
said Simon. 

That was all, but all knew what the 
words meant, coming from the austere 
Brain. Otho handed Curt the unique 
emblem-ring. 

"Took this from your body, Chief, 
as a memento of you." 

"I'm certainly glad you did," Curt 
said thankfully. "I hated to risk los-
ing the ring. But Quorn would have 
noticed if it hadn't been on my dead 
double. I meant to go back later, if 
possible, and find the body in space. 
I'd mentally marked the location ve-
locity and direction. But we're blast-
ing now for the Pleasure Planet! I 
think the last round of this contest 
for the space stones and for Thuun's 
secret is going to be fought there." 

"Say, what in the Sun's name is that 
thing?" Otho blurted. 

He was looking at the little meteor 
mimic. It had been mimicking & fly-
ing rabbit which had alighted nearby. 
After perfectly impersonating it, the 
mimic casually changed back into its 
own form. Captain Future explained 
to Otho, who had never seen the spe-
cies before. 

"Why, that creature's the best dis-
guise artist in the System, outside of 
myself!" Otho exclaimed. His eyes 
sparkled mischievously. "Wouldn't 

fit give Grag's moon-pup a fight? 
Eek wouldn't have a chance against 
a creature as clever as that." 

"You're space-struck!" bellowed 
Grag. "Eek would wipe up the floor 
of the Comet with that disgusting lit-
tle beast." 

"May I have it for a pet?" Otho 
asked the Hermit. 

"Sure, take it. The damned thing's 
a nuisance to me." 

Otho picked up the meteor mimic. 
The little animal looked up with 
solemn, friendly eyes. Suddenly he 
changed himself into a replica of the 
square gravitation equalizer on Otho's 
chest, and as quickly changed back 
into his own form. 

"You see, he likes me!" Otho said. 
"I'll call him Oog." 

"You're just adopting him because 
you think he'll be able to whip Eek!" 
Grag accused loudly. "It won't work. 
You'll find out that Eek will chew him 
to ribbons." 



74 CAPTAIN FUTURE 

"I'll stand your watches for a year 
if Oog doesn't knock Eek silly in five 
minutes," Otho challenged. 

"And I'll stand a year's watches for 
you if Eek doesn't send your Oog 
howling in two miuntes," Grag said 
furiously. 

"All right, you're on," Otho said. 
"Come and watch me win my bet, 
folks." 

The android and the angry robot 
hastened toward the Comet, Otho car-
rying his new pet. As the others fol-
lowed, Joan asked Curt worriedly: 

"Won't the two pets really hurt each 
other?" 

"I'll separate them before they can," 
Curt assured her. "Let's see who's the 
best scrapper, Oog or Eek." 

THEY entered the Comet. Eek, 
the small, gray, bearlike moon-

pup, had been gnawing on a fragment 
of copper. It came trotting eagerly 
forward when Grag called out in his 
booming voice. The moon-pup stif-
fened and stared with beady, bright 
eyes at Oog as Otho put the meteor 
mimic down. The fat, little, white 
protean beast stared back solemnly at 
Eek. 

"Go ahead, Oog—tear him apart!" 
Otho urged. "Give him the works. 
That moon-pup's a big coward, any-
way." 

Grag was speaking loudly, too, voic-
ing the message he was also communi-
cating by telepathy to his pet. 

"Mop up the ship with that fat lit-
tle monster, Eek!" Grag boomed. 
"Don't show him any mercy." 

All watched intently as Eek and Oog 
slowly approached each other. They 
came face to face, crouched and eyed 
each other. Then, to the surprise of 
all and the consternation of Grag and 
Otho, the two little animals began to 
rub noses in friendly fashion. They 
gamboled about on the floor, playfully 
chasing each other. 

"Devils of space, they're playing!" 
Otho moaned in dismay. "Go ahead, 
Oog. Knock that moon-pup even 
crazier!" 

But all the attempts of Grag and 
Otho to incite the two pets to battle 
failed. Oog and Eek behaved like 
long-separated brothers. Finally, in 
an ecstasy of happiness, Oog used his 

mimicking ability to make himself 
into into an exact double of Eek. 
Ezra Gurney shouted with laughter. 

"You've got two pets now, Grag— 
both alike." 

"Which of them is Eek?" Grag 
boomed bewildeTedly. 

Oog solved the problem by return-
ing to his normal form. He gam-
boled up to Otho and rubbed against 
his leg. 

"You're a disgrace, Oog," growled 
Otho disgustedly. "How you can as-
sociate with that miserable moon-pup, 
I can't imagine." 

"All right, you two," Captain Fu-
ture interrupted. "We have to blast 
for the Pleasure Planet." He called 
out the door of the Comet, before he 
closed it. "See you again, Hermit. 
I'll bring you a new power plant." 

"You know damned well I don't 
want any of your confounded machin-
ery!" yelled the old man. 

As the Comet rose from the little 
asteroid, they saw that the Hermit 
was already using a big stone to de-
molish the televisor transmitter that 
Curt had built. 

"Won't have any science on his 
world," Ezra chuckled. 

Grag took over the controls. The 
rockets blasted full power as the 
Comet laid a course through the 
crowded asteroidal zone toward the 
Pleasure Planet. 

CHAPTER XVI 
Pleasure Planet 

The authority of the Solar System Govern-
ment and its laws shall extend to every celestial 
body that revolves around the Sun. 

THE framers of the 
Constitution of the 
Solar System Gov-
ernment supposed 
that that provision 
would insure the 
reign of order on 
every speck of mat-
ter in the System, 
be it planet, aste-
roid, moon or me-
t e o r . But t h e y 

reckoned without the devious, subtle 
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ingenuity of a certain Jovian named 
Bubas Uum. He saw in that para-
graph a gaping loophole. 

Bubas Uum was a notorious inter-
planetary gambler whose semi-crim-
inal activities had already won him a 
term in the dreaded prison on Cerbe-
rus, the moon of Pluto. He had started 
a hidden gambling resort in the jun-
gles of his native world. But after the 
Planet Police raided it and he was 
convicted, he had decided not to defy 
the law. Evading it was more profit-
able and less wearing. 

Through a dummy company, Bubas 

orbit. Instead of moving on in its 
orbit, the little planetoid remained 
stationary in space—relative to the 
Solar System. 

Thus the Pleasure Planet, as he 
called it, did not revolve around the 
Sun but remained in one position in 
space. And thus, according to the 
Constitution, the law of the Solar Sys-
tem Government did not extend to the 
Pleasure Planet. The Planet Police 
had no authority there. The only au-
thority was the word of fat, wily 
Bubas Uum, its owner. 

The Pleasure Planet was, in fact, a 
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Uum bought sole title to a small as-
teroid lying on the extreme outer edge 
of the asteroidal zone. He had it fitted 
with air and water creators, and built 
on it gambling palaces and pleasure 
gardens—all quite openly. The Planet 
Police had watched, ready to raid him 
as soon as he started operating. 

Then Bubas Uum had sprung his 
surprise. Secretly he had had the lit-
tle asteroid fitted with rocket tubes of 
gigantic power, enough to move it 
in space like a great ship. He turned 
on those tubes. Their blast impelled 
the little world against its normal 

lawless little world in the very heart 
of the System. Gambling flourished 
there on a lavish scale. Illicit inter-
planetary drugs could be purchased 
openly. The only restrictions were 
the discreet ones imposed by Bubas 
Uum's yellow-uniformed g u a r d s . 
From all the nine worlds came the 
rich, the bored, the dissipated, to en-
joy themselves without restraint on 
the Pleasure Planet. 

It was this notorious little world 
that loomed up now before the swift 
Comet. Curt Newton looked thought-
fully toward the asteroid, glittering 
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like an alluring golden globe in the 
starry heavens. 

"Cut around to the night side, 
Otho," he ordered. "The City of 
Chance, as Bubas Uum calls his resort, 
is there." 

"Still don't see just what you and 
Joan can do alone against that fat 
Jovian spider and Quorn," complained 
Ezra. 

In the last few hours, Curt had again 
changed his appearance completely. 
Staining his red hair black, making his 
face white, pallid and weak-looking, 
and donning a silken suit made him 
look like a typical idle young Earth-
man. Joan had similarly made up as a 
sophisticated, spoiled terrestrial girl. 

"Bubas Uum has the last two space 
stones that we must get before Quorn 
does," Curt explained. "It would be 
almost impossible to steal the stones 
from Bubas' vaults. He guards them 
with devilish ingenuity, as plenty of 
thieves have found out. The best 
chance for me to get the space stones 
is to win them from Bubas Uum—to 
gamble at his place till I take every-
thing he has including the space 
stones." 

"You got a great chance of breaking 
Bubas Uum!" Ezra snorted. "Why, 
everybody that comes to this poison-
ous little world of his goes away with-
out a cent. His crooked games fleece 
them all." 

"I know that," Curt admitted. "But 
ingenious as Bubas' crooked games 
may be, maybe I can be a little more in-
genious." 

OTHO began to laugh. 

"I get it now, Chief. You're 
going to go Bubas one better—out-
crook his crooked games!" 

"That's the general idea," Captain 
Future said. "It's fighting fire with 
fire. I want only the space stones. 
Anything else I win from him can go 
into interplanetary charities, where 
it'll do more good than in that fat 
crook's vaults." 

"What about us, Master?" Grag 
asked. "Don't we go with you?" 

"Grow up, Grag," jeered Otho. 
"That would be a fine giveaway for the 
chief, to have you come clanking in 
there with him." 

"While Joan and I are in there," 

Curt said to Otho, "I want you to try 
to find out where Quorn and his cursed 
freaks are, and what they're doing. 
The chances are that Quorn is trying 
to steal the space stones. That mustn't 
happen. And you, Simon. Will you 
check a scientific point for me? Re-
member our old atomic compression 
experiments? Will you see if you can 
deduce just how far that process could 
be carried? Grag will stay here and 
help you." 

The Brain's lens-eyes fixed intently 
on him. 

"Lad, do you mean that Thuro 
Thuun's secret formula is connected 
with a process like that? Why, it's 
fantastic!" 

"Perhaps, but I fear it's quite pos-
sible," Captain Future retorted, his 
face somber. "You know now why 
I'm so worried, Simon." 

"Yes," muttered the Brain. "That 
means whole worlds—" 

It was as though a cold breath of 
alien menace blew over them. The 
others, puzzled, watched Curt and 
Simon. 

"Coming round to the night side, 
Chief," Otho called from the controls. 
"We'll hit the City of Chance in half 
an hour." 

"Land secretly outside the city's 
spaceport," Curt ordered. 

The Comet was now flying low over 
the dark side of the Pleasure Planet. 
Starlit gardens and parks showed 
vaguely underneath. They passed 
over a gigantic atomic power plant. 
At the center was a cluster of colossal 
rocket tubes that projected straight 
out from the planetoid's equator, and 
were steadily streaming fire. 

"Them's the tubes that keep the 
Pleasure Planet hangin' motionless in 
space," commented Ezra. "Confound 
that wily Bubas Uum!" 

"And there's the City of Chance," 
Joan said eagerly. 

It showed far ahead as a mass of 
fairy towers, blazing with red, blue 
and golden light. Hotels, theaters, 
houses of amusement gathered around 
the central tower of the Palace of 
Hazard, as Bubas Uum grandiloquent-
ly called his main gambling hall. The 
Comet came down in a quiet park not 
far from the green lamps of the space-
port. Captain Future made sure the 
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little instrument he had fastened un-
der his jacket was functioning cor-
rectly. Then he turned to the girl. 

"All right, Joan," he said. "Remem-
ber your part." 

"I've always wanted to be a spoiled 
daughter of the rich," said his pretty 
companion. "This is my chance." 

"You know what you and Grag have 
to do, Otho," Curt said as he opened 
the door. "And Simon, work hard on 
that problem." 

THE wizard of science and the girl 
agent stepped out into the soft, 

summery night of the Pleasure Planet. 
The air was balmy, spiced with scents 
of flowers and strange shrubs that hid 
the faint chemical tang characteristic 
of synthetic atmosphere. Curt and 
Joan moved over the soft turf, skirting 
the spaceport that was crowded with 
passenger ships and luxurious space 
yachts which had brought pleasure-
seekers from every world. 

The two entered the City of Chance 
as if having come from the spaceport. 
A broad avenue, paved with mosaic 
marble from Uranus, and bordered by 
tall, graceful, feathery piam trees 
from Venus, led straight through the 
city toward the golden Palace of 
Hazard. 

Richly dressed men and women 
from every planet elbowed Curt and 
Joan on the walk. Rocket cars purred 
softly through the streets. Music was 
gay from many of the pleasure-houses 
along the way, and there was a great 
amount of chattering and laughter. 
Under the splendid night sky of flash-
ing and fading meteors, the brilliant 
City of Chance seemed indeed a mag-
ical place. 

But Captain Future's keen eyes dis-
cerned the haggard strain on many of 
the faces, the false note in much of the 
laughter. He knew how many peo-
ple came to the Pleasure Planet for an 
exciting vacation, and left it as pau-
pers, stripped of all their possessions 
by the games of Bubas Uum. 

"It's time something was done about 
this place," he muttered, "no matter 
whether System law is helpless or 
not." 

Yet as he thought this, Curt Newton 
was careful to maintain the expression 
of a bored, sophisticated young Earth-

man. He and Joan looked around 
negligently as they approached the 
Palace. 

"I feel lucky tonight," Curt said, 
loud enough to be overheard. "Let's 
try the radium-roulette game." 

"It's pretty steep, even for you," 
drawled Joan. 

"What if I do drop a few thou-
sands?" Curt replied casually. "I'll 
simply televise Dad for more. The old 
boy will send it." 

They were going up the steps into 
the splendid vaulted foyer of the 
Palace. Here and there stood keen-
eyed, brawny men in gold uniform, 
with holstered atom pistols—Bubas 
Uum's private guards. 

"Welcome to the Palace of Hazard," 
an unctuous yellow Uranian official 
greeted them. "The radium-roulette 
room? Right ahead." 

Curt Newton and Joan passed 
through other gambling halls. From 
the rooms of planetary slot machines, 
in which small-time gamblers were 
trying to make all nine planets appear 
in a row and win a big stake, they went 
through the "quantum-dice" rooms 
and their clicking tahles. 

The radium-roulette salon was big-
gest of all, for at this game was the 
highest play in the System. It was a 
circular silver chamber with a vaulted 
ceiling in which artificial stars winked 
softly. At the big table in the center 
was gathered a dense little throng. 
Curt pushed his way through. 

"Do you mind letting us at the 
table?" he grumbled. "I want to play, 
not watch." 

"Better not play now, Earthman," 
warned a Venusian onlooker. "There's 
some Martian here who's winning mil-
lions. You can't buck him." 

"Nobody can scare me," Curt said 
disdainfully. 

He reached the edge of the table. 
Then Curt received a shock. U1 Quorn 
and N'rala sat across the table from 
him! 

THE Martian mixed-breed's hand-
some red face was smooth and 

composed as he played. In front of 
him was a stack of silver thousand-
dollar chips, and a small pile of golden 
hundred-thousand chips. 

Bubas Uum, the notorious pro-
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prietor of the Pleasure Planet, sat at 
the end of the table, watching Ul 
Quorn. He was obese to a repulsive 
degree, his great puffy body overflow-
ing his chair, his bald head and green-
skinned face glistening with perspira-
tion, his small eyes alarmed. 

"Bubas Uum is badly worried," 
chuckled the Venusian behind Curt. 
"That Martian has won millions, and 
he keeps playing." 

Ul Quorn glanced up as Curt and 
Joan seated themselves. But he did 
not penetrate their disguises. 

"One million even on Twenty-
eight," said the Martian softly. 

The thin, blue Saturnian croupier 
looked at Bubas Uum. 

"Take the bet," said the obese 
Jovian in a harsh voice. 

A few others around the roulette 
table laid smaller bets. Then the 
Saturnian touched the starting button. 
The apparatus of the game was a hem-
ispherical cup three feet across, in the 
middle of the table. This cup was 
lined with one hundred small num-
bered pockets. At the center of the 
cup was a tiny pivot on which rested 
a minute grain of pure radium. 

Curt Newton knew the principle of 
the game quite well. The pivot which 
bore the grain of radium was spinning 
swiftly. After two minutes, a mechan-
ical control unloosed a neutron ray 
from the ceiling. It struck the grain 
of radium in such fashion as to smash 
just one single atom of the radium, 
producing alpha particles. Which-
ever numbered pocket the particles 
entered was the winning number. It 
was, in theory, absolutely impossible 
to cheat in a game so scientifically 
contrived. 

The alpha streak flashed from the 
radium grain suddenly, as an atom was 
smashed. And the little streak struck 
a pocket near Quorn. 

"Number Twenty-eight wins," said 
the croupier dazedly. 

A low murmur of amazement went 
up from the spectators. 

"Pay the winner thirty million-dol-
lar chips," ordered Bubas Uum harsh-
ly, sweat rolling from his chin. 

The croupier pushed the platinum 
chips onto the numbered square on the 
table. But Ul Quorn let them remain 
there. 

"All thirty-one million on the same 
number," he said calmly. 

This time the cries were loud and 
unconcealed. 

"Thirty-one million on a single 
number! If the Martian wins two 
more like that, he'll win the Pleasure 
Planet itself from Bubas!" 

"And that," Captain Future re-
flected tensely, "is just what Quorn 
is trying—to break Bubas Uum and 
get the Jovian's two space stones. The 
same game I came here to play my-
self, and he's using the same scientific 
means I brought, to make sure he 
wins." Curt surreptitiously touched 
the little instrument under his jacket. 
"We'll see if we can't change Quorn's 
luck." 

CAPTAIN FUTURE laid a small 
pad of interplanetary banknotes 

on the table. 
"Fifty thousand on Number Seven-

teen," he said loudly. 
Ul Quorn didn't even look up at 

him. The Martian was too sure of 
winning. As the croupier started the 
radium grain spinning, Curt pressed 
the little instrument under his jacket. 
It was a small, specially designed 
mechanism that could project a power-
ful magnetic field along a narrow 
beam. Magnetic force deflects alpha 
particles in flight. Curt meant to use 
that principle to win, as he knew that 
Ul Quorn was using it. The alpha 
particles flashed. 

"Number Seventeen wins!" was the 
cry. 

A million and a half in chips was 
pushed on Curt's number. And Ul 
Quorn's thirty-one millions were gath-
ered by the banker. Quorn looked up, 
he and N'rala plainly amazed. 

"They can't understand why his de-
vice failed that time," Curt mused. 

Staring at Curt and Joan more 
closely, Ul Quorn's dark eyes nar-
rowed. Recognition leaped into them. 

"Hello!" he said coolly to Curt. 
"Didn't know you at first." 

"Glad to see you." Curt grinned. 
"It seems we're playing against each 
other, eh?" 

"Place your bets," the Saturnian 
croupier was calling. 

Captain Future and Ul Quorn be-
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gan playing against each other for 
stakes that meant the fate of worlds! 

CHAPTER XVII 

The Last Space Stones 

QUIETLY Captain 
Future allowed a 
million in chips to 
remain on Number 
Seventeen. Not to 
be o u t d o n e , U1 
Quorn p l a c e d a 
similar amount on 
Twenty-eight. The 
croupier p r e s s e d 
the starting button. 
The radium grain 

began to spin. The crowd around the 
table watched in hushed, taut silence. 
None watched more closely than fat, 
sweating Bubas Uum. 

Curt used his elbow to direct the in-
visible narrow-magnetic field from the 
instrument under his jacket, so the 
alpha discharge would be drawn into 
Number Seventeen pocket. He knew 
Quorn was using a similar field, so he 
made his own as strong as possible. 
The alpha streak flashed as an atom 
was automatically smashed in the ra-
dium grain. The streak flashed 
toward Curt's side— 

"Number Seventeen wins again!" 
bawled the croupier. 

"Pay him," said Bubas Uum in a 
strangled voice. 

Thirty million-dollar chips were 
pushed on Curt's number. 

"I'm letting it ride," he said coolly. 
Quorn pushed out a mass of chips. 
"Ten millions on Twenty-eight." 
The crowd gasped. Again the alpha 

particles flashed. And again, drawn 
in by Curt's stronger, invisible mag-
netic field, they hit Pocket Seventeen. 

"Gods of Venus, this Earthman has 
won nine hundred millions!" blurted a 
spectator behind Curt. 

"Bring chips and pay him," Bubas 
Uum ordered, his voice rising to a 
shrill, knife-edged tone. 

Guards came hurrying with masses 
of chips. There were not enough mil-
lion-dollar ones. A mass of smaller 

denominations was placed in front of 
Captain Future. U1 Quorn was glar-
ing at him with pure hatred in his 
eyes. Curt knew that Quorn was curs-
ing inwardly because his own secret 
alpha deflector field had not the power 
of Captain Future's and could not 
buck it. 

"Let it all ride on Seventeen," Curt 
stated. 

"Nine hundred million on one num-
ber?" gasped the croupier. "It's im-
possible!" 

Curt looked coolly at Bubas Uum. 
"You've always bragged that no 

stakes were too high at the Pleasure 
Planet. What about it?" 

Bubas Uum looked as though he 
were about to have apoplexy. But he 
finally managed to reply. 

"I'll—I'll take the bet. You can't 
win again. But I can't cover the odds 
with cash. I—I'll have to put up the 
Pleasure Planet." 

"I'm in on this play, too," U1 Quorn 
interrupted. He pushed all of his re-
maining chips forward. "There's over 
six hundred million here, It all goes 
on Twenty-eight." 

"Gods of Jupiter, I can't cover that 
bet either, except with the Planet!" 
exclaimed the Jovian hoarsely. "The 
odds are fifteen thousand to one!" 

Curt's keen eye saw Quorn's hand 
slide smoothly under his jacket. He 
realized the mixed-breed was setting 
his own magnetic deflector to highest 
possible strength, so it might over-
power Curt's field. 

"Maybe he can make it this time," 
Curt thought despairingly. "My own 
field's at its top strength." 

There was nothing to do but go 
ahead. The croupier already had 
touched the starting button. The ra-
dium was spinning. Every watcher 
was wire-tense. This single play was 
for the highest stakes in history, for 
the Pleasure Planet itself. Yet only 
Curt and Quorn knew the real stakes 
—the last two space stones which 
held the mighty secret of Thuro 
Thuun! The neutron beam flashed 
down. As another atom was smashed, 
the alpha streak flared out. 

"Look!" someone yelled wildly. 
"Seventeen has won again!" 

It was true. Curt's powerful mag-
netic field had overpowered Quorn's. 
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Again he had forced the alpha par-
ticles into Pocket Seventeen. 

"This Earthman h a s w o n the 
Pleasure Planet from Bubas Uum!" 

But Bubas Uum scrambled to his 
feet. 

"Guards!" he bellowed. 

Go l d - u n i f o r m e d men came 

running, atom pistols in their 
hands. Bubas pointed furiously at Ul 
Quorn. 

"Hold this Martian and the Earth-
man! There's something crooked 
about this. I just saw the Martian 
fumbling under his jacket!" 

Captain Future, realizing the im-
minent peril of discovery, jumped up 
and reached for his own concealed 
proton pistol. He was too late. 
Guards behind seized him. Other 
guards had seized Joan, N'rala, and 
Ul Quorn. Bubas Uum waddled for-
ward and tore open the mixed-breed's 
jacket, revealing a small, flat, quartz-
lensed instrument. 

" I thought so," grated the fat Jo-
vian. "He's been cheating." 

"So has the Earthman," retorted 
Quorn, glaring at Curt. "Look under 
his coat too and you'll see." 

Curt's zipper-jacket was torn open, 
exposing an instrument similar to the 
one worn by Quorn. 

"They've b o t h b e e n cheating!" 
Bubas Uum cried hoarsely. "Take 
them and their companions down to 
our prison. We'll teach them what 
happens to people who try to get 
crooked with our honest games." 

Manacles of steelite were dapped 
on Captain Future's wrists. He and 
Joan, with Ul Quorn and N'rala, were 
hustled out of the radium-roulette 
room, down a narrow stairway to the 
sub-level basement carved out of the 
rock under the Palace of Hazard. 
The guards hauled them into what 
was evidently one of the cells of 
Bubas Uum's private prison. A rock-
walled chamber without windows, and 
with a heavy, steelite door, it was lit 
by one feeble uranite bulb. 

The four manacled prisoners were 
fastened to fetters in the rock wall. 
Captain Future looked across the cell 
at Quorn and the Martian girl. 

"You certainly scrambled the orbits 
for us all, Quorn," he said coolly. 

" W h y couldn't you h a v e been 
shrewder?" 

"I denounced you myself rather 
than let you win everything," stated 
Ul Quorn. "You will never get those 
space stones." 

Curt laughed, though he did not 
feel mirthful. 

"You're too sure, Quorn. You were 
just as sure you had killed me on your 
ship." 

"That," Quorn conceded, "was a 
clever trick, Future. Maybe we could 
think up another like it to get out of 
Bubas' clutch." 

"I know how far I could trust you," 
Curt said calmly. "There'll be no deals 
between you and me, Quorn." He 
turned to the girl. "Chin up, Joan. 
We're not blasted out yet!" 

"You would be now if I had a pistol 
and could use it," snapped N'rala. 

The door opened, and Bubas Uum 
waddled into the room with two of 
his guards. The fat Jovian's puffy 
green face was working with indigna-
tion as he surveyed his prisoners. 

"So you would cheat, would you?" 
he shrilled. "You'd use your scientific 
tricks to swindle an honest radium-
roulette game?" 

"Cut your rockets, Bubas," scoffed 
Curt Newton. "Your game is crooked, 
and I knew it. You have a syn-
chronized timing device built into 
your radium-spinner, so you can call 
your winners at will. But it wasn't 
good enough against the tricks Quorn 
and I used, that's all. Cheating a 
crooked swindler like you isn't a 
crime." 

BUBAS UUM'S jaw dropped in 
surprise. Then a look of eager 

interest livened his flabby green face. 
"How did you do it, Earthman?" 

he asked. "This new method of cheat-
ing you've worked out—if I knew 
that, I could be sure of absolute con-
trol over the winners at the game. 
I will make a deal for your freedom 
if you tell me the secret of it." 

"So you can fleece more deluded 
people of even more money?" Curt 
sneered. 

"He'll never deal with you, Bubas," 
interrupted Ul Quorn. "It's Captain 
Future himself you're talking to ! " 

Bubas Uum recoiled from Curt as 
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though he stood on the edge of a 
deadly pit. 

"Captain Future!" he rasped in ob-
vious fright. "What are you doing 
here?" he demanded nervously. "Sys-
tem law doesn't apply to this plane-
toid. You've no right to be here. I 
can have you executed, and nobody 
can do anything to me for it." 

Curt looked at the Jovian with con-
tempt. 

"You fat green toad, I'm glad I came 
here. It's time this place was cleaned 
up." 

"Future's trying to deceive you, 
Bubas," explained Quorn. "He didn't 
come here to investigate your place, 
but to get these two space stones you 
own." 

"How do you know that?" Bubas 
Uum asked suspiciously. 

"Because I want those space stones 
myself," Quorn admitted. "That's why 
I was trying to win everything you 
had, including the stones, since rumor 
has always said you wouldn't sell 
them. I will make a deal with you, 
Bubas. Give me those two space 
stones, and I'll fix up every gambling 
game here with such scientific tricks 
that you can never lose unless you 
want to. I can do it. You've heard 
of Doctor Quorn, the scientist." 

Bubas Uum considered. 
"I'd hate to give up the space stones, 

they're so rare and valuable. I could 
torture all your knowledge out of you, 
Quorn." 

"Torture a secret out of a Mar-
tian?" jeered U1 Quorn. "It's never 
been done in the System's history, and 
you know it." 

"All right," Bubas Uum reluctantly 
agreed. "You get my two space stones, 
Quorn. But first you have to prove 
that your devices will give me absolute 
control of my games." 

"I'll make sketches of instruments 
that'll enable you to control all your 
games," U1 Quorn proposed quickly. 
"You give me the two space stones, 
and you can keep me locked in here 
till you're satisfied my controls work. 
Isn't that fair enough?" 

"It sounds fair," Bubas said cau-
tiously. "If you're locked in here, 
there's no way in which you can trick 
me." 

"Of course," Quorn declared, a 

shadow of mockery in his eyes. "I 
only stipulate that you allow N'rala to 
return to my ship now, and that you 
give me a space suit, which I shall 
need for a certain purpose." 

"Don't be a fool, Bubas," Captain 
Future broke in. "Quorn is planning 
something with those space stones 
that will put you and all the rest of 
us in his power." 

"What could I do with a few 
jewels?" Quorn asked scornfully. 
"Ignore Future, Bubas. You know 
he's the enemy of your kind." 

"I know," feubas Uum muttered, 
"and I'm going to work out some way 
to dispose of him and his pals with-
out having it traced to me. You draw 
your sketches now, Quorn, while I 
get the space stones." 

Quorn and N'rala were unmanacled. 
The Jovian and his guards left. 

^ ^ " ^ O and wait in our cruiser with 
the freaks, N'rala," Quorn or-

dered. "All hell will break loose when 
Bubas Uum finds me gone from this 
cell." 

"How can you go anywhere, with 
guards outside?" N'rala protested. 

Quorn smiled. "I'm not really going 
out of the cell. I'm going into another 
universe. And when I come back—" 

The Martian girl departed. The 
guards let her pass, as Bubas had in-
structed. Quorn, ignoring Curt and 
Joan, began drawing sketches on a 
small pocket pad. Captain Future 
watched helplessly. How was he to 
thwart the cunning scheme that Quorn 
had developed? 

There was a sudden uproar in the 
distance. Bubas Uum came running 
in, disheveled and excited. Behind 
him were four of his guards. Bruised 
and battered, they dragged in Otho 
the android! 

"Sorry, Chief," Otho panted as he 
saw Curt and Joan fettered to the wall. 
"I was down in Bubas' vault after the 
space stones. Like a fool, I let them 
take me by surprise." 

"Fasten him to the wall near the 
other two," Bubas ordered furiously. 
"The cursed demon, he knocked three 
of my best men cold!" 

"You'd better send out men to hunt 
for Future's ship and the other Fu-
turemen," U1 Quorn warned. He 
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handed the Jovian the sketches. "Here 
you are. Have instruments made ac-
cording to these designs and attach 
them secretly to your games. They'll 
do the work. You can pick your win-
ners every time. Now how about the 
stones and the space suit?" 

Bubas Uum, after doubtfully exam-
ining the sketches, brought in a space 
suit, and then handed over the last 
two space stones. One was brilliant 
red in color. The other jet-black. 

Captain Future stiffened at sight of 
that black space stone. He could 
glimpse something tiny imbedded in 
its surface — something that looked 
like a single grain of ordinary Martian 
red sand. Curt knew that that sand-
grain was the very core of Thuro 
Thuun's tremendous secret, the pivot 
on which Quorn's vast, menacing plot 
revolved. 

Bubas Uum departed with the 
sketches, after posting guards outside 
the door. Quorn smiled mockingly at 
his fettered enemies. 

"You're about to see my final vic-
tory, Future. That will be your last 
sight." 

"I never admit defeat until the last 
hand is played out," Curt Newton 
said, with a coolness that belied his 
inward despair. 

Quorn laughed. "The last hand is 
played out, and you know it. Watch 
me, as I wring the last of the ancient 
secrets from the space stones—and go 
where Thuro Thuun went two hun-
dred thousand years ago to win the 
mastery of worlds." 

Captain Future saw Quorn range 
the first six space stones in a row, set-
ting apart the black seventh stone. 
Blue, green, white, yellow, violet, red 
glittered the six stones. Quorn 
brought out a tiny X-ray generator, 
turned its radiation on the stones, 
listened. Curt knew the stones were 
giving up the entire formula to Quorn. 
Quorn crouched, listening to the men-
tal message from past ages. Finally 
he straightened triumphantly. 

"The last of the formula!" he ex-
claimed. "Now I can follow the trail 
of Thuro Thuun into the infinite!" 

RAPIDLY t h e m i x e d - breed 
donned the space suit. Then he 

fastened to its belt a flat, disk-shaped 

instrument of blue metal, from which 
sprayed tiny wires in a hemispherical 
cup. He smiled at Curt. 

"I've had this mechanism ready for 
weeks, Future. Built it according to 
the directions in the first space stones. 
But I had to have the part of the for-
mula in the last stones, to know how 
to operate the process safely." 

"I know what that mechanism is," 
Curt retorted. "And I tell you that 
you can't succeed in this mad plan." 

"Thuro Thuun succeeded ages ago. 
So will I ! " 

The mixed-breed was like a man 
transformed by overpowering emo-
tion as he put on the glassite helmet 
of the space suit. 

"What's he doing?" Joan whis-
pered awedly to Captain Future. 

Quorn, garbed in the space suit, 
reached and touched one of the 
switches on the back of the queer blue 
mechanism at his belt. An aura of 
golden radiance sprang from it, en-
veloping him. He seemed to flinch 
and shudder from the shock of that 
glowing force. Then an incredible 
thing happened. 

"Devils of space, he's getting 
smaller!" yelled Otho. 

Ul Quorn's space-suited figure was 
shrinking in size. He was now only 
four feet tall, and growing even 
smaller. 

"It's impossible—we're dreaming!" 
Joan gasped. 

"No, he's using Thuro Thuun's 
secret formula, which enables one to 
change size at will," gritted Curt. 

Ul Quorn was a foot high, but he 
continued to shrink till he was only 
an inch high. A tiny space-suited 
pigmy, he ran toward the black space 
stone lying on the floor. They saw 
the infinitely tiny, still shrinking 
figure climb up on the seventh space 
stone and run toward the red sand-
grain imbedded in it. Then the 
homunculus became too small for them 
to see. 

"He's disappeared into that grain 
of sand!" Otho yelped. 

"He entered the sub-atomic uni-
verse inside that sand grain," Cap-
tain Future explained hoarsely. 

Otho stared. "You mean—that the 
speculations of the old scientists were 
right—that there exist sub-atomic uni-
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verses, each atom of which is—a 
miniature solar system?" 

Curt nodded, his face drawn and 
haggard. 

"Yes. That sand grain is a tiny 
galaxy of such atomic systems. Thuro 
Thuun long ago found the secret of 
changing size. He went down into 
that sub-atomic galaxy. Now U1 Quorn 
has used the old Martian's secret to 
follow him down into that tiny galaxy. 
Quorn means to unlock a forgotten 
threat in that miniature universe." 

CHAPTER XVII I 

The Subuniverse 

READILY Captain 
Future understood 
the malefic possi-
bilities of the situa-
tion, while Otho 
or Joan were com-
pletely baffled. But 
they read in his 
drawn face the des-
perate nature of the 
peril. 

"What c a n we 
do?" Joan whispered. 

"If I could also get the whole for-
mula from those space stones and 
build a size-changing mechanism like 
Quorn's, I could go after him into that 
atomic galaxy," Curt declared. 

Joan paled. "That would be aw-
ful—to go down into another uni-
verse, and risk all its unguessable dan-
gers." 

"No use worrying about it, for we're 
chained here, and we'll soon be 
quietly murdered by Bubas Uum," 
Curt muttered. "And Quorn will 
come back from the sand-grain uni-
verse, with—" 

"Curse it, if I could just get my 
hands out of these manacles!" swore 
Otho, twisting furiously. 

The android's words gave Curt an 
idea. Faint hope dawned in him. 
Maybe Captain Future wasn't counted 
out yet! They were hanging from 
the wall-fetters to which their man-
acled wrists were hooked, but their 
legs were free. Curt raised his legs. 

Hanging by his wrists, he touched 
Otho's belt with his feet. 

"What the devil, Chief J" said the 
android mystifiedly. "This isn't any 
time for acrobatic tricks." 

"This particular acrobatic trick 
may get us out of this cell," Curt said 
rapidly. "Listen, Otho. If I could 
get the chemical oil that softens your 
flesh out of your make-up kit, I could 
use it on your wrists. You could 
slip out of your manacles." 

"Blazing meteors, I never thought 
of that!" Otho cried. 

"Hold still, while I try it," Captain 
Future said. "Have to get these shoes 
off. Can't grip anything with my 
feet unless I do." 

Curt kicked off his low space shoes. 
Then, hanging by his fettered wrists, 
he raised his legs until he could fum-
ble at Otho's belt with his bare feet. 
His toes worked feverishly till he got 
Otho's make-up pouch open. By skil-
ful manipulation, Captain Future 
pawed out of the pouch the flat 
sprayer flask of pink oil he wanted. 

Otho's synthetic flesh could be soft-
ened by application of this oil, then 
molded like plastic. The android took 
advantage of that phenomenon in mak-
ing up his marvelous disguises. Cap-
tain Future meant to use the oil now 
for another purpose. 

Holding the sprayer flask between 
his feet, he raised it up near Otho's 
fettered wrists. Curt pressed the bulb 
with his ankles, and a fine spray of the 
pink chemical oil covered Otho's 
wrists. Quickly the the synthetic 
flesh of the android's forearms began 
to soften to puttylike consistency. It 
would remain in that state for only a 
few minutes, but that was enough for 
Otho. He pulled his wrists and hands 
until they easily slipped through the 
handcuffs. 

"Good work, Chief!" he applauded 
as he stepped away, free. "I'll have 
Joan and you out in a minute." 

Otho had to wait a few minutes for 
the flesh of his wrists and hands to re-
harden. Then, with a tiny tool from 
his belt, he began to work on their 
manacles until both Curt Newton and 
Joan were freed. 

"Now what?" Otho w h i s p e r e d 
tensely. "The door's locked and 
guards are still outside." 



84 CAPTAIN FUTURE 

"Make up as Bubas Uum," Curt or-
dered. "It may take them by surprise 
and get us out." 

SW I F T L Y the android, the greatest 
master of disguise in the System, 

used the softening oil on his head and 
body. He remolded himself into the 
puffy figure and face of Bubas Uum. 
Then, with his stains and dyes, he 
made himself the exact replica of the 
fat green Jovian. 

"How's it look, Chief?" he asked in 
Bubas' voice. 

"Disgusting but good," Curt said 
quickly. He had been gathering up 
the seven space stones and thrusting 
them into his belt. "Now call the 
guards. Pretend you've been in here 
all the time." 

Otho went to the little loophole in 
the door and called to the guards out-
side, using Bubas' harsh, shrill voice. 

"All right, men. You can let me out 
of here now." 

A guard peered in and seemed thun-
derstruck at sight of Bubas Uum. 
Otho stood so the guard could not see 
Curt or Joan. 

"Why, I thought you had left, Mas-
ter." 

"You fool, you're seeing things," 
Otho snapped. "Open up!" 

The guard wonderingly obeyed. As 
the door swung open, Otho and Curt 
leaped out on the two gold-uniformed 
men. The guards, taken by surprise, 
went down under h a m m e r l i k e 
punches. Curt and the android 
dragged the stunned men in and 
locked the door. 

"Now out of here to the Comet," 
Curt cried. "Lead on, Otho." 

They hurried down the passage and 
up a back stair. Another guard at the 
top drew his atom pistol. He replaced 
it when he saw what seemed to be 
Bubas Uum leading the other two. 

"It's all right," Otho said harshly to 
the man. "Stand aside." 

They emerged into the soft, sum-
mery night of the Pleasure Planet. 
Hastening away from the brilliant 
Palace of Hazard, the three com-
panions left the City of Chance by 
dark back streets. Soon they were 
skirting the space port, racing away 
from a sudden clamor behind them. 

"Found out we escaped," Curt 

panted. "Hurry!" 
He grabbed Joan's hand, half-drag-

ging her along. The Comet loomed 
out of the darkness. Without pausing 
to look back, they rushed into the ship. 

"No time to explain now—they're 
after us!" Curt panted to Grag, Simon 
and Ezra. "Blast off the Planet at full 
rockets, Grag!" 

The big robot jumped for the con-
trols. Abruptly the Comet screamed 
up into the darkness. When it was 
clear of the planetoid's atmosphere, it 
zoomed out of the night-shadow into 
clear space. 

"That's far enough," Curt ordered. 
"Hold her here and keep circling the 
Planet." Then he looked at the Brain, 
and his face was grim as he spoke. 

"It's what we guessed, Simon—a 
sub-atomic u n i v e r s e , that Thuro 
Thuun entered long ago. Quorn's 
down in it now." 

"What are yuh talkin' about?" Ezra 
asked, mystified. 

Curt brought out the seven space 
stones. He pointed to the black jewel 
on the face of which was imbedded the 
red sand-grain. 

"A tiny universe is in that grain of 
sand, Ezra. And a sleeping threat lies 
in it. Quorn's trying to unloose it for 
his own purposes. He's down there, in 
that sand grain, this very minute. He 
mustn't succeed. Which means that I 
have to go after him." 

"Are you crazy, to talk about goin' 
into a sand grain?" Ezra Gurney 
blurted. 

PAYING no attention to the old 
man's bewilderment, Captain Fu-

ture was ranging the first six space 
stones on the laboratory table of the 
cabin, beneath a swinging X-ray pro-
jector. 

"These six stones contain Thuro 
Thuun's mental record of how he went 
down into the sand grain universe," 
Curt muttered abstractedly. "The sev-
enth stone contains the sand grain it-
self. First we've got to hear the for-
mula of Thuro Thuun—all of it, at 
last." 

He started the hard radiation pour-
ing down on the space stones, one after 
another. As the superpowerful radia-
tion hit the gems, it seemed to all of 
them that the mental voice of the long-
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dead Martian scientist was speaking 
clearly in their mind. A section of his 
message was coming from each of the 
six stones. 

"I, Thuro Thuun, am a scientist of 
Mars. Our world is dying, our civili-
zation withering. I sought to find a 
new universe—a sub-atomic solar sys-
tem—to which we could migrate. 
Having found a way to increase or de-
crease size at will, I believed there 
must be many habitable sub-atomic 
planets in the atoms of our world. 
With the aid of my discovery, I be-
came small and went down into a grain 
of desert sand. As I had expected, it 
contained a whole galaxy of atomic 
systems. But only one of them, the 
system of a great red sun, was habit-
able. 

"I found peril there, for the red 
sun's worlds were inhabited by atomic 
people who desired to migrate upward 
—into our System! Thus had I put 
my own people in danger, for the ato-
mites tormented me to lead them back 
whence I came. I pretended to agree, 
and said I would return with many 
such mechanisms as I wore. By thus 
beguiling them, I prevailed on them 
to let me go. When I returned, I re-
solved never again to unlock that dan-
ger. It would be better for my people 
to struggle against the death of their 
world than to risk being crowded off 
it. 

"Naturally I do not wish to destroy 
my great discovery, and therefore do 
I put it into these stones. It may be 
that in some future day the people of 
my world will face absolute disaster. 
Through this formula, they may take 
refuge in some different sub-atomic 
universe. Great care will have to be 
employed in selecting a world, how-
ever. In order to enter the infinites-
imal, it was necessary for me to slow 
the rotation and revolution of every 
celestial body in the grain of sand. 
Since their days and years are now 
much the same length as ours, the in-
evitable death of that universe has 
been partially averted. 

"I leave my secret to be used only in 
the last extreme, in the hope that the 
atomic peoples have solved their dif-
ficulty. If they have, then the size of 
men may be increased or decreased by 
a simple process of force-condensa-

tion, or accretion. The sub-electron, 
the ultimate unit of matter, is really 
only a particle of force. It can be con-
densed or expanded by draining its 
force or adding force to it, by using 
positive or negative charges. 

"A small generator must be con-
structed, which shall be capable of 
emitting vibrations within the thir-
teenth division of the eighth octave of 
the electro-magnetic spectrum. These 
are the carrier waves, which must be 
so projected by the generator as to 
enclose the subject and affect every 
atom of his body and clothing. These 
carrier waves must be used to transmit 
a pure charge of negative undimen-
sional force to his atoms, when he 
wishes to reduce size. 

"The stronger the negative charge, 
the smaller be becomes. Similarly a 
positive charge must be used when one 
wishes to grow larger. But should 
you use this process, be sure not to 
enter the sand grain universe. The 
pitifully crowded people of its last 
dying worlds, who begged me to lead 
them up into my own System, might 
use force to make you do so. Sad as is 
their plight, we cannot allow them to 
enter our own System." 

CAPTAIN FUTURE switched off 
the X-ray projector and looked 

around at the faces of Joan, Ezra, and 
the three Futuremen. 

"Now you know Thuro Thuun's 
story," Curt declared. "The irony of 
it! He went down into the sub-uni-
verse, looking for worlds to lead his 
people to. Instead, he found worlds 
whose people were in even worse 
plight than his. No wonder he was 
afraid to use the process again." 

"It's unbelievable," Joan whispered. 
"A race struggling against extinction, 
down in a dying universe in that 
grain!" 

"And U1 Quorn is down there, too," 
Curt reminded. "His plan is perfectly 
clear. He can bargain with that 
wretched, hard-pressed atomic race, 
agree to lead them up into our System 
if they obey all his commands. And 
they're apparently in such dire strjaits 
that they'll do it." 

"Say, it'll be easy to get Quorn 
then!" Otho cried. "He's down in the 
sand-grain universe. We'll just de-
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stroy the grain with a flash of force, 
and that's the end of Doctor Quorn!" 

Curt looked at him sternly. 
"It would be the end of the atomic 

race, too—a race that's making a piti-
ful last fight for life in a dying uni-
verse." 

"No, we couldn't destroy them," the 
Brain rasped. "Thuro Thuun couldn't 
bring himself to a crime like that. 
That's why he must have imbedded 
the sand grain in the seventh space 
stone, hoping, perhaps, that some day 
he could help the atomic race." 

"The only way to stop Quorn from 
playing on that wretched people's dis-
aster is for me to go down after him," 
Captain Future said. "Simon, we've 
got to build a generator like the one 
Thuro Thuun's record describes. 
Quorn took weeks to build his. W e 
must build ours in minutes." 

"We'll try, Curtis," rasped the 
Brain. "Though whether or not we 
can do it—" 

"There's nothing the four greatest 
scientists in the System can't do!" 
cried Ezra Gurney loyally. 

They began a period of tense, un-
ceasing toil in the laboratory-cabin of 
the Comet, as the little ship circled 
the Pleasure Planet. Captain Future, 
renowned wizard of science, and the 
three Futuremen, were racing against 
time and using every iota of their un-
paralleled scientific abilities. 

Ezra and Joan Randall watched, si-
lent and a little awed. They had seen 
the Futuremen work together before, 
but even they had never seen such 
swiftness, such machinelike coopera-
tion and sureness, as Curt Newton and 
his three companions now displayed. 

The disklike generator took shape 
on the laboratory table. Grag and 
Otho brought separate parts of it for 
assembly. The keen lens-eye of the 
Brain watched each detail of the 
process, and his rasping voice spoke 
in terse monosyllables, as Simon ex-
amined the work of Curt's flying 
hands. 

"Now the test," the Brain muttered 
at last. "Hook it to the gages, lad. 
The carrier wave first. Good, it 
checks." 

"How about the force charge?" Curt 
asked. "Negative, Otho." 

"Not truly undimensional," rasped 

the Brain. "Tune it again." 
Curt touched a screw lightly. 
"Now?" he asked tautly. 
"Checks," rasped the Brain suc-

cinctly. "It's finished, lad." 
Curt straightened wearily, his eyes 

swimming blearily from the hours of 
labor with the machine's tiny parts. 

"I'm going at once," he rapped out. 
"Get me a space suit and an impeller, 
Grag." 

"Why the space suit?" asked Ezra 
puzzledly. 

"There's no air between the worlds 
of any universe, Ezra." 

THE space suit was brought, and 
Curt donned it. He attached the 

disk-shaped generator to his belt. 
Before putting on the helmet, he spoke 
to the Brain. 

"If I fail to come back, Simon, don't 
let Quorn emerge from the sand 
grain." 

"We won't, lad," promised the 
Brain. "But be careful." 

"I have an idea how to beat 
Quorn, if I can get to those atomic 
people," Curt said. "I can offer them 
a chance for life, without the neces-
sity of their crowding our own Sys-
tem." 

The others looked curious, but Curt 
did not explain. He had put on the 
helmet hurriedly, and was swiftly 
turning on the generator at his belt. 

He felt the terrific shock of the neg-
ative force as the golden aura of car-
rier waves enveloped his body. The 
shock passed quickly. Curt looked 
around. The cabin and the people in 
it were all growing vastly larger. 
Then he realized that it was he who 
was shrinking. 

Outward expanded the cabin walls. 
Huger grew his friends. They were 
like giants now, bending over him. 
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He guessed he was only a foot high 
when he motioned Grag to put him up 
on the table, which seemed a vast 
metal plain. He was only inches high. 
He ran toward the black space stone. 
By the time he reached it, it was like 
a huge, polished black mound as high 
as his head. Curt knew then that he 
was less than an inch in height. 

He clambered up on top of the 
smooth jewel. It was like crouching 
on a low, rounded, black hill. At the 
center of its summit was what seemed 
to be a big, jagged rock. It was the 
sand grain! Curt climbed up and 
stood on the jagged rock. He could 
barely make out the misty, colossal 
figures of his friends. They were 
shadowy giants, growing larger and 
more indistinct. The rock below him 
was expanding outward into a craggy 
plain. He knew he must be completely 
invisible to the others. 

As he grew still smaller, the rock 
plain under him was expanding fur-
ther, becoming rougher and rougher. 
He tumbled down into a small gully, 
which, a few moments later, was a 
deep abyss. The abyss deepened until 
he was falling. The rock walls had 
become tenuous, had changed into a 
swarm of widely separated, spinning 
globes. The whirling globes were the 
atoms of the sand grain, he knew. He 
was floating in space—interatomic 
space. 

No, interstellar space! For he saw 
now that each atom was truly a star 
system, with worlds revolving around 
a central sun. A universe of suns and 
worlds swarmed in the sand grain. 
But it was a dead universe. The suns 
were black and burned-out cinders, 
the worlds barren, airless, lifeless, a 
universe that had long ago entered its 
last, dying phase. Then, far away 
across the galaxy of dead suns, Curt 
Newton saw a spark of somber red. 
One red sun still burned with faint 
life! 

"That's it," he breathed. "The sun of 
the atomic people that Thuro Thuun 
described. And Quorn is there!" 

He checked his shrinking, turning 
off the generator. With his impeller, 
Captain Future started projecting 
himself like a giant through the inter-
stellar spaces, toward that distant red 
sun. 

CHAPTER XIX 

Giant from the Stars 

MINUTE as he was, 
Curt was still co-
lossal in size, com-
pared with the sub-
universe into which 
he had come. But 
he meant to re-
frain from dwin-
dling down to com-
paratively normal 
size until he was 
near the red sun 

whose worlds must hold the atomic 
people Quorn was seeking. It gave 
Captain Future an uncanny sensation 
to float past dead suns that seemed 
hardly larger than his own head. 

Then Curt stiffened as he perceived 
a great black mass approaching him 
from the red sun. At first he thought 
it was some vagrant dead star roaming 
the interstellar spaces. Then he re-
alized that it was man-shaped—that it 
was a man wearing a space suit! As 
colossal as himself, in comparison to 
the universe around them, the vast 
human body, as it came on through 
space, was growing! 

"U1 Quorn," Curt gritted inside his 
helmet. "I might have known he'd 
see me." 

He understood everything in a flash. 
U1 Quorn, on the worlds of the red 
sun, would inevitably see the vast 
form of Captain Future shrinking 
down into this sub-universe, and 
would realize he had been followed. 
Now the mixed-breed was advancing. 

"Means to get me right here!" Curt 
mused swiftly. "That's why he's using 
his mechanism to grow larger. But 
he mustn't get any bigger!". 

Turning his impeller on to full 
power, Captain Future hurled himself 
through the interstellar spaces toward 
the oncoming figure. Two giants, 
rushing between the dead suns, were 
about to meet in deadly combat! That, 
Curt knew, was how it must look to 
any awe-stricken beholders on the 
tiny atomic worlds. 
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Then there was no more time for 
thought. Quorn loomed just ahead, 
his anger-contorted face clearly vis-
ible through his glassite space-helmet. 
The mixed-breed was letting go of his 
impeller, snatching an atom pistol 
from his belt. The streak of white 
fire blasted toward Captain Future. 

But Curt had already sent himself 
lunging to one side by a blast from 
his impeller. The fire streak grazed 
past him, struck a dead little star sys-
tem behind him. It sent the dark, 
cindery, lifeless worlds blazing up in 
leaping flame. 

Curt Newton had his own proton 
pistol in his belt, but he dared not use 
it to fire at Quorn. If he missed the 
mixed-breed, he might hit the tiny 
red sun and the worlds that lay be-
yond his ruthless enemy. And so huge 
was their comparative size, the pistol 
blast might well destroy the sun and 
worlds of the atomic people. 

"Must stop him from getting big-
ger," Curt reflected. 

He swung the tubelike impeller fas-
tened to his belt, sent himself curving 
upward and then down again. The 
rocket blast of the impeller hurled 
him in a looping lunge toward the 
nixed-breed. Quorn fired hastily 
again, but Curt's unexpected curve 
upward had upset his calculations. 
He missed. 

Next moment, Captain Future hit 
the mixed-breed's floating figure. 
They grappled there, two men float-
ing in space between the tiny star 
systems of the sub-atomic universe. 
Two unthinkably colossal giants, 
measured by standards of the uni-
verse around them. 

tffcuORN hammered at Curt's hel-
^ V met with his pistol, seeking to 
crack the glassite and let the air es-
cape from the suit. Yet Captain Fu-
ture, for a moment, made no attempt 
to resist that assault. He was fum-
bling at the disk-shaped size-changing 
mechanism which the mixed-breed 
wore at his belt. Quorn was already 
larger than Captain Future. He must 
not continue to grow! Curt's hand 
found the switch and turned it. The 
golden aura of force that had envel-
oped Quorn vanished. The Martian 
ceased to grow. 

"Always knew I'd kill you some 
day!" Quorn was panting. 

His voice reached Curt by conduc-
tion through their contacting suits. 
Quorn had desperately turned his pis-
tol against Curt's breast, intending to 
fire and risk the danger that the atom-
ic flash would scorch himself at these 
close quarters. 

"No you don't!" Captain Future 
cried. 

By a convulsive twist of his body, 
he raised his arm in time to knock 
Quorn's gun-hand away. The glaring 
bolt from the pistol flared off into 
space between the tiny suns. Curt 
twisted the gun from Quorn's hand 
by a cunning trick of super-ju-jutsu 
Otho had taught him long ago. He 
hurled the pistol off into space, saw it 
attract a dead sun that was hardly as 
large as itself. 

Quorn seemed to have gone mad 
with hate and fury. He tore at Curt's 
helmet, trying to unfasten it. Grap-
pling as they floated in space, they 
were drifting toward a small, dead 
system that revolved around a tiny 
dark star. They blundered into that 
system—and shattered it! The worlds 
and their dead sun flew in all direc-
tions, smashed apart by the battling 
giants. 

Curt knew he must end this quickly 
or they would blunder likewise into 
the system of the tiny red sun, and 
destroy the atomic people. He got his 
hand behind Quorn's neck, feeling 
through the flexible fabric for the 
right spot. Quorn was unscrewing 
Curt's helmet, but Future continued 
to press through the fabric, locating 
the exact spot at the base of Quorn's 
skull. Then he pressed hard through 
the heavy material. 

It was the old Venusian nerve-
stunning trick, a pressure upon a vital 
nerve-center that paralyzed all nerv-
ous activity and made the body abso-
lutely helpless. Curt felt Quorn stif-
fen suddenly in his grasp. The furious 
attack of the mixed-breed instantly 
ceased. 

"Devils of space, it was time I got 
him!" Captain Future panted. 

His helmet was almost completely 
unscrewed. His first act was to screw 
it tightly again. Then he looked about. 
He and the unconscious Quorn were 



CAPTAIN FUTURE AND THE SEVEN SPACE STONES ' 89 

still floating in space between the 
tiny, dead sun systems of the sand-
grain universe. The one glowing sun 
was still near. 

Curt impelled himself toward the 
red star, keeping a grip on Quorn. 
As he approached, Captain Future 
turned on the size-changing genera-
tors of both Quorn and himself, to 
make both of them shrink in size. 

Six planets revolved around that last 
dying sun of the dead universe. Each 
world, Curt saw, was completely cov-
ered by a transparent roof or shield. 
He impelled himself and Quorn to-
ward the biggest world. By the time 
he and the unconscious mixed-breed 
fell toward it, they were both normal 
in size, by the standards of the world 
on which they were landing. 

"Maybe should have gone back to 
our System without risking coming 
here," Curt muttered. "But I couldn't 
leave these people without hope." 

HE and Quorn landed on the trans-
parent world-roof, the blasts of 

the impeller braking their fall. Curt 
dropped the senseless mixed-breed, 
and looked down through the roof. 
He saw that, even though shielded by 
the transparent ceiling, this was a 
frigid, dying world. 

Bleak, barren tundras of drab grass 
stretched in the ominous bloodlike 
glow of the dying sun. Here and 
there were tiny frozen lakes. Far 
away, he glimpsed an ancient, tower-
ing black city of grotesque architec-
ture. 

"Dying, all right," Captain Future 
thought. "The last sun of a waning 
universe—so far gone toward death 
that its rays, even through this shield, 
can't keep this world or the others 
warm." 

He glimpsed a door in the transpar-
ent roof opening, miles away. Small, 
swift rocket fliers zoomed up and 
rushed toward him. 

"Now I'm in for it," Curt thought. 
"I may have got myself into a devil 
of a fix by trying to help these people." 

The fliers rushed down on him, and 
landed on the roof a short distance 
away. From the enclosed craft 
emerged a score of men who wore 
thick, wadded garments against the 
bitter cold of the surface. 

"A human race!" Curt exclaimed in 
surprise. "Long ago, some forgotten 
people of our own System must have 
come down and colonized this sub-
universe." 

The men were tall, fine-looking in-
dividuals, with thick, dark hair and 
large-pupiled eyes, and the whitest 
skins Curt had ever seen. They car-
ried rods that he guessed were weap-
ons. The eldest among them, a mas-
sive-faced man whose hair was gray 
and whose face was deeply lined with 
the years, spoke bewilderedly to Curt. 

"You are another Giant from the 
Stars. We saw you fight and over-
come the other one. Yet he said that 
he was the true Giant. He spoke this 
tongue the first Giant taught us." 

Captain Future realized that this 
man was speaking to him in an an-
cient, queer-sounding form of the 
Martian tongue. 

"We should slay this new Giant!" 
one of the other men was arguing. 
"Has he not slain the true Giant who 
promised us new worlds?" 

"Wait!" ordered Captain Future in 
Martian. "This man who lies at my 
feet. . . . Did he promise to lead you 
up into a greater, younger system?" 

"Aye, that he did," answered the old 
leader. "He said, when we asked him, 
that he was the Giant from the Stars, 
whose coming the ancient prophecy 
predicted." 

"The prophecy?" Curt repeated. 
"You have remembered for so many 
centuries?" 

"There was no other hope for us. 
Ages on ages ago, when the Giant vis-
ited our universe, we were dying out, 
for our universe was almost dead. He 
went back to his universe, but he had 
promised to return and lead us to new 
worlds. Most of us have hoped in-
wardly, though outwardly scoffing at 
the legend, for our savior did not re-
turn. We thought it the superstitious 
wishful-thinking of the ancients, but 
we hoped in our hearts. All we have 
done to save our race has served only 
to prolong its miserable existence, 
without correcting the fundamental 
cause—the death of our stars." 

The pathos of it struck to Captain 
Future's heart. These courageous 
people had built a roof for their world, 
tapped the internal fires for warmth, 
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huddled together, though they con-
stantly faced inevitable extinction! 

"Only a short time ago came the 
man who lies at your feet," the old 
man said. "When we asked him if he 
were the Giant from the Stars, he said 
he was. He told us to make weapons, 
and obey him, and he would lead us 
into a new universe." 

"He lied, for he was not the Giant 
of the prophecy," Future explained. 
"He sought to take you into war and 
disaster to serve his selfish ends. The 
system into which he would have led 
you would have repulsed you, had you 
followed him into it." 

ALOW wail of despair went up 
from the atomic men. 

"Then our last hope is gone? Our 
race must die, despite all we have 
done?" 

"No!" Curt Newton said emphati-
cally. "I'm going to return with this 
man to my universe. But I promise 
you that before long your dead uni-
verse will become a vast new universe 
of countless young suns and habitable 
worlds." 

They looked at him doubtfully. 
"How can a mere man cause that?" 

the old man whispered. 
"Trust me, for I shall do it," Future 

replied. 
"they looked into his steady eyes. 

The power that had won for Captain 
Future the trust of scores of different 
planetary races, won again. 

"We trust you," said the old leader. 
"We believe that you are indeed the 
Giant from the Stars, whom we have 
long awaited." 

Captain Future picked up the un-
conscious form of Ul Quorn, and 
donned again the helmet he had taken 
off in order to speak. 

"Stand a little away from me, for 
now I return with this captive to my 
own universe," Curt said. "And you 
may be sure that you will not wait 
long before this universe of yours is 
revivified." 

In awe, they moved back as Curt 
turned the switches of the generator 
at his own belt and then Quorn's. The 
bright aura of force enveloped them. 
The transparent-roofed world, and the 
men standing nearby, seemed to grow 
rapidly smaller. Captain Future and 

his senseless prisoner were towering 
up rapidly in size. 

A powerful blast of his impeller 
sent them floating free from that little 
world. Floating out into the inter-
stellar space of the tiny universe, they 
were two ever-growing giants. Curt 
moved rapidly away from the little 
red sun, to avoid all chance of harm-
ing its worlds as he and Quorn grew. 
Now he and his unconscious prisoner 
were again colossal in size, and the 
dead suns about them seemed but 
swarming specks. 

Those swarming specks were con-
densing into glittering spheres—mol-
ecules! And the molecule spheres, 
drawing together into a solid mass, 
were forming solidity around them. 
He used the impeller to drive them 
upward, till they were in a deep abyss 
between walls of jagged rock. The 
walls were closing in on them with 
terrifying rapidity, as they continued 
to grow. 

He scrambled up to the lip of the 
abyss, drawing Quorn with him. He 
stood upon a great mass of rock that 
was steadily appearing to shrink in 
size as the two men grew. The rock 
mass shrank until it was a boulder set 
atop a smooth, rounded black hill— 
the sand grain imbedded in the black 
space stone! 

Captain Future slid with his cap-
tive down the side of that hill, onto a 
smooth metal plain that he knew was 
the table in the laboratory-cabin of the 
Comet. He and Quorn were now an 
inch high. He looked up and saw the 
huge figures of Otho and Grag, Ezra 
and Joan Randall, bending over him. 
He waved his hand to them. 

A F E W minutes later, both Curt 
Newton and his unconscious 

prisoner were normal-sized men, as 
big as the others who crowded around 
them in the laboratory of the flying 
Comet. 

"Chief, you brought Quorn back!" 
cried Otho exultantly. "What was it 
like down there?" 

"It was a dying universe, as Thuro 
Thuun described it," Curt answered. 
"I have promised its people it will be 
restored." 

"How can you do that, Master?" 
asked Grag puzzledly. 
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Instead of answering directly, Curt 
told them briefly what had happened. 

"We've got Quorn and we're going 
to get those freaks of his on the 
Pleasure Planet," he declared. "With 
the evidence we have, and what those 
poor freaks will give to save their own 
skins, Ul Quorn is going to Interplan-
etary Prison for life." 

"Let's kill Quorn!" Otho protested. 
"He'll always be a danger, for he'll 
always know that size-changing se-
cret." 

"No, he won't," Captain Future said. 
"Simon and I are going to take that 
secret out of his brain, by the mental 
eraser." 

"Aye, lad, that would be a wise pre-
caution," rasped the Brain. 

They stretched the senseless Quorn 
on the table. Joan and Ezra watched 
fascinatedly as Curt and the Brain 
utilized the mental eraser, one of Cap-
tain Future's greatest inventions. 
The device could rearrange the neu-
rone patterns which constitute mem-
ory in the brain, and thus wipe out 
any specific memory. 

"That's done it," Curt said finally. 
"He'll remember everything he ever 
knew—except the secret of the size-
changing formula." 

CHAPTER XX 

New Universe 

HE touched Quorn's 
neck, to release the 
pressure on nerve 
centers and let the 
mixed-breed awake. 
As he waited for 
the prisoner to re-
gain consciousness, 
C a p t a i n Future 
turned to the lithe, 
tense android. 

"Otho, you and 
Grag rig up a big damper-beam pro-
jector, a hundred times the power of 
our small one. It shouldn't take you 
long. And, Ezra, call Planet Police 
Headquarters for a strong force to 
raid the Pleasure Planet and seize 
Bubas Uum and Quorn's accomplices." 

"But Cap'n Future, we can't do 
that!" Ezra protested. "The Pleasure 
Planet doesn't come under System 
law." 

"It'll be under System law by the 
time the Police get here," Curt re-
torted. "Ah, our friend is awakening." 

Quorn, returning to his senses and 
realizing what had happened, looked 
as if he would burst into livid denun-
ciation of Curt. Surprisingly, though, 
the mixed-breed folded his arms and 
smiled. 

"You win the game, Future," he said 
calmly. "My congratulations. What's 
it to be for me—Interplanetary Prison 
on Cerberus?" 

"Yes, Quorn," Curt answered. 
"You'll be sent to Pluto's prison moon 
for life." 

"Life is a long time." Quorn 
shrugged. "I don't think any prison 
can hold me that long. We may meet 
again." 

"Cerberus will hold you," Curt pre-
dicted grimly. 

"The damper projector's ready, 
Chief!" Otho reported a little later. 

He and Grag had built a heavy, cyl-
indrical machine. 

"Good. Turn its damper beam full 
power on that big rocket-propulsion 
plant of the Pleasure Planet." 

Ezra slapped his knee in delight. 
"I understand now! At last Bubas 

Uum's little hell-world is going to 
feel the law!" 

They watched from the control 
room as Otho sent the invisible, pow-
erful damper beam lancing down 
through space toward the flaring 
rocket tubes which kept the Pleasure 
Planet motionless in space. That 
beam of invisible force, tuned to in-
hibit completely the production of 
atomic force, began operating for 
only a few minutes. Suddenly the 
giant rocket-tubes of the planetoid 
ceased to flame. The damper beam had 
smothered the cyclotrons! 

As they watched, they saw that the 
Pleasure Planet was beginning to 
move. No longer restrained from a 
natural orbit, it was drifting away, 
falling into an orbit. 

"The Pleasure Planet is now re-
volving around the Sun, and therefore 
comes under System law," Captain 
Future stated. "When the Planet Po-
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lice get here, they can take over every-
thing." 

"And one of the worst little hell-
spots in the System will be wiped out 
forever!" Ezra cried. 

U1 Quorn had watched with the 
others. There was a ring of real ad-
miration in the mixed-breed's voice 
when he spoke to Curt. 

"Future, you and I together could 
have conquered the System. The 
praise they give you so unreservedly 
is all merited. 

Curt Newton grinned faintly at the 
arch-enemy he had finally trapped. 

"I don't mind admitting, Quorn," 
he said, "that you nearly had me under 
a dozen times. I'll never feel com-
pletely safe till you're out on Cerbe-
rus." 

IN the laboratory-home on the Moon, 

weeks later, Curt Newton straight-
ened from the labor upon which he 
had been engaged. A flood of sun-
light penetrated the glassite ceiling 
and drenched his unruly red hair and 
tall figure. Then it glittered off a 
bulky, tubelike instrument suspended 
in a metal frame on the table. Captain 
Future raised his voice, calling into 
the rooms that opened off the main 
laboratory. 

"Grag! Otho! Bring Simon here. 
I want you all to see this." 

Grag came clanking into the room, 
carrying Eek upon his metal shoulder. 

"Otho will have to get rid of that 
meteor mimic pet of his!" the robot 
boomed indignantly. "I can't keep 
Eek away from him." 

Eek's body underwent an astound-
ing change, metamorphosing suddenly 
into a fat, white little animal with sol-
emn eyes. „ 

"It seems Oog has fooled you again, 
Grag," chuckled Curt. 

Angrily Grag dropped the meteor 
mimic to the floor. 

"He's always mimicking Eek, and I 
don't know which is which!" 

Otho had entered, carrying the 
Brain's square case. He put Simon 
down on his pedestal by Curt, and 
wrathfully turned on Grag. 

"Can't you keep that damned moon-
pup of yours away from Oog?" he 
stormed. "He's a bad influence." 

"A bad influence?" bellowed Grag. 

"Why, you thick-headed rubber 
doll—" 

"Cut your rockets," Captain Future 
ordered. "I want to show you some-
thing. I told you that I had promised 
those people of the sub-universe I 
would restore their universe to life." 

"Sure, I remember, and I still don't 
see how you can ever do it," Otho re-
plied. 

"I've been making a new type of 
electro - microscope, using Thuro 
Thuun's carrier wave principle," Curt 
Newton said. "It's strong enough to 
permit clear vision of sub-atomic par-
ticles." 

"Say, that is something!" the an-
droid declared, impressed. 

"Take a look through it at the sand-
grain universe of the atomic people," 
Captain Future invited. 

He had placed the space stone that 
held the imbedded sand grain under 
the bulky microscope. Through the 
instrument, they could clearly see into 
the tiny universe of dead, dark suns. 

"It is an extinct universe," Grag 
boomed. "Nothing could restore it to 
life, Master." 

"Now look at this little crystal 
cube," Curt directed. 

He had placed a little inch-square 
cube of gleaming crystal under the 
microscope. They stared down at it, 
one after the other. Through the mi-
croscope, the crystal cube seemed to 
be another sub-atomic universe. But 
this was a new, young universe of tiny, 
flaming white suns and many planets. 

"Now watch," Captain Future said. 
He carefully picked the sand-grain 

from the black space stone and placed 
it on top of the crystal cube. From a 
small copper tube, he loosed a tiny 
flash of force upon the sand grain. 
The grain of sand was instantly fused 
into the substance of the crystal cube, 
entering into chemical combination. 

LOOKING through the electro-
microscope, they saw that the 

dark suns of the sand grain universe 
were now scattered amid the flaming 
young stars of the crystal-cube uni-
verse. The red sun of the atomic peo-
ple was now surrounded by countless 
hot stars and warm worlds. 

"By all the imps of space, you have 
given those atomic people a new uni-
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verse!" Otho cried. "One that they 
can expand into forever!" 

"It's a good deed that you've done, 
lad," rasped the Brain, 

Curt smiled at the crystal cube. 

^•W^ETELL, their prophecy has 
WW come true at last. The Giant 

from the Stars kept his promise." He 
picked up the crystal cube. "I'll put 
this with the space stones in the tro-
phy room." 

"That's the biggest trophy we've 
brought back yet," Otho yapped. "A 
whole universe, eh?" 

Curt took the crystal cube and the 
seven space stones into the heavily 
locked room that had been excavated 
from the solid rock behind the lab-
oratory. He put the items down 
amid the strange, unfamiliar objects, 
each of which represented one of his 
past exploits. 

When he returned, he found the 
Brain looking up with his lens-eyes 
through the glassite ceiling, at the 
great green sphere of Earth that 
bulked in starry space. Captain Fu-

ture stood for a moment looking 
thoughtfully up at it. 

"They've no idea what you did this 
time," Simon rasped gently. "They 
know only that the Pleasure Planet 
is now under System law, and that a 
certain Doctor U1 Quorn is in Cerbe-
rus Prison for life." 

"Better for them not to know," Curt 
breathed. "The North Pole signal 
didn't flash this time. They need 
never suspect the Futuremen were 
out." 

The Brain eyed the white, icy North 
Pole of Earth. From it always flashed 
the red signal to Captain Future on 
the Moon, when urgent peril de-
manded the aid of the wizard of 
science. 

"No, the signal didn't flash this 
time," muttered the Brain. "But it 
will flash again. As long as there are 
unscrupulous men to plot against the 
peoples, as long as dark evil spawns 
danger to the System, just so long will 
that red beacon call to us for help. 
And just so long, while we live, will 
we answer." 
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M A R S , T H E C R I M S O N S P H E R E 

MARS, the third planet from the Sun, is 
the oldest world in the whole System. 

The crimson sphere has an ancient history 
that antedates that of any of the other 
planets. 

Scientists agree that human civilization 
rose on Mars long before it did so on any 
of the other worlds. Planetary archaeol-
ogists calculate the date of the first appear-
ance of real civilization on Mars as at least 
290,000 B.C., reckoning by Earth chronology. 
That date marks the beginning of the First 
Dynasty—the era of the first kings who ruled 
over all the known, inhabited parts of the 
red planet. 

Our information concerning the first five 
dynasties of Martian rulers is very vague. 
We know that even in that prehistoric time 
Mars was a drying, desert world, its life 
maintained only by the periodical melting of 
its polar snow-caps. Scientists speculate 
that the sharpening of adverse conditions 
probably stimulated the first real upburst 
of Martian scientific progress. That atomic 
power was known by the time of the Fifth 
Dynasty is a fact of which we are certain. 

The Sixth Dynasty, circa 234,000 B.C., is 
known in history as that of the Canal Build-
ers. It was the great kings of that regime 
who initiated and carried to completion the 
vast project which doubled the habitable 
area of Mars by bringing the water of the 
snow-caps carefully far south and north in 
underground aqueducts. Even with the prim-
itive atomic power they possessed, the proj-
ect must have been one of Herculean under-
taking. 

Next followed a period of prosperity in 
which occurred the most glorious epoch of 
Martian history—that of the Seventh Dy-
nasty. Known to legend as the Great Kings, 
those rulers reared titanic structures and 
cities whose remnants in the desert now 
form ruined cities which still awe the curi-
ous interplanetary traveler. Martian scien-
tific progress reached its peak during the 
Seventh Dynasty. 

The Land of Storms 
The Eighth Dynasty, of the Lesser Kings, 

attained a magnificence unrivaled by previ-
ous generations. It was during the reign 
of the Lesser Kings that Martian exploring 
expeditions were sent to Jupiter, Saturn and 
other worlds of the System. So was inaug-
urated the first period of interplanetary com-
merce and travel. This period lasted for 
a few centuries. Then, unaccountably, it 
faded and was completely forgotten until 

the Earthmen, long later, re-opened the 
space-ways. 

It was in the Ninth Dynasty that disaster 
interrupted Martian progress. Out of the 
unknown reaches of the area in the south 
called the Land of Storms—a vast region 
considered impenetrable because of the ter-
rific sandstorms which scouTge it—came a 
mysterious race of invaders, the Wallus. 

W e know very little now about the Wallus. 
W e do know that they were not of human 
stock at all, but an alien race evolved in that 
hidden land who developed a strange science 
of war. 

The Wallus sacked Rylik, the legendary 
capital of the Great Kings then, within ten 
years, they drove the Martians back north 
of the equator. A half century later, the 
Wallus were supreme over the Martians, 
unhuman masters ruling the human Martians 
as slaves. 

The Wallus are listed as the Eleventh 
and Twelfth Dynasties in the formal chro-
nology of Mars. They were overthrown 
about 198,000 B.C. by the human Martians, 
who set up a new capital at Syrtis, near the 
equator. The remaining Wallus fled back 
into the mysterious Land of Storms and are 
supposed to have died out there, though 
there are legends that they still exist in the 
unconquerable recesses of that unexplored 
region. 

The Thirteenth, Fourteenth and Fifteenth 
Dynasties of the Martians all reigned from 
Syrtis. Attempts were made to revive Mar-
tian scientific progress, with partial success, 
but the glory of the science of the Great 
Kings was never attained. 

The Polar Kings 
The Sixteenth Dynasty is called the Polar 

Kings. They were usurpers who seized con-
trol of the canal system in the north polar 
region, and by cutting off the flow of the 
precious water forced all northern and equa-
torial Mars to bow to them. A revolution 
brought the rule back to Syrtis, in 145,230 
B .C. The attempt to revive scientific prog-
ress continued during the Seventeenth, 
Eighteenth and Nineteenth Dynasties. 

This constant attempt at a renaissance 
ended in strange catastrophe. Mechanical 
inventions multiplied so rapidly toward the 
end of this period that there rose a follow-
ing, the Cult of the Machine. They main-
tained that machines could not only work 
more efficiently than men, but could also 
think more efficiently. They devised unbe-
lievably intricate and semi-intelligent, con-
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scious mechanical robot brains, who were 
to give impersonal analysis and advice on 
every problem. 

The system worked well at first. But 
toward the end of the Nineteenth Dynasty, 
the machine-advisors, who had constantly 
sought to intensify their own intelligence 
and powers, calmly took over active rule 
of the human Martians. The machines 
crushed all opposition and dispassionately 
directed all human activities, as rulers. 

curate prophecies as to the future decay of 
all Martian civilization and the coming of 
strange new races. 

The Martians rose finally and, in a sur-
prise coup, destroyed the Machine Kings. 
The constructing of additional robot-brains 
was forbidden. Machines were still used, 
of course, and from the next dynasty dates 
the wonderful Machine City of the south 
which is the most striking relic on Mars— 
a city whose mechanisms still operate per-
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These Machine Kings, who rank as the 
Twentieth Dynasty, seem actually to have 
ruled their human subjects with utter effi-
ciency and justice. On the other hand, men 
could not and would not remain subservient 
to such cold, alien mentalities. 

End of the Thinking Machines 
There was born in the Martians a passion-

ate hatred of their mechanical masters. It 
was fostered by the wild prophet Dorotho, 
a half-mad visionary whose so-called "Chant 
of Dorotho" contained some amazingly ac-

petually, long after their makers' deaths. 
But the prohibition on thinking machines 
was always kept in mind, for fear they 
would attempt to seize power once again. 

The next five dynasties of Mars mark a 
rapid decline of Martian science and art. A 
last attempt was made to revive the old 
glory of Mars in 109,445 B.C., under Kames 
the Restorer, at a rebuilt Syrtis. But with 
his death the effort flickered out, the em-
pire split into small warring nations and 
then into half-civilized desert tribes who 

(Concluded on page 100) 



NOT YET 
THE END 

By 
FREDERIC CROWN 

Author of "Little Green Men," 
"Number-Bug," etc. 

The Roamers of the Cosmos 
Sought Intelligent Life —But 
They Found That Earth's 
Bipeds Didn't Make Sense! 

THERE was a greenish, hellish 
tinge to the light within the 
metal cube. It was a light that 

made the dead-white skin of the crea-
ture seated at the controls seem faint-
ly green. 

A single, faceted eye, front center 
in the head, watched the seven dials 
unwinkingly. Since they had left 
Xandor, that eye had never once wav-
ered from the dials. Sleep was un-
known to the race to which Kar-388X 
belonged. Mercy, too, was unknown. 
A single glance at the sharp, cruel fea-
tures below the faceted eye would 
have proven that. Humor, too, was 
lacking, utterly. 

The pointers on the fourth and sev-
enth dials came to a stop. That meant 
that the cube itself had stopped, re-
lative to its immediate objective. 

Kar-388X reached forward with his 
upper right arm and threw the stabil-
izer switch. Then he rose and stretch-
ed his cramped muscles. He knew 
that at that exact instant all the other 
cubes of the Xandor horde had stop-
ped. Before him, a thousand cubes; 
behind him, almost three thousand 
more. 

Kar-388X turned to face his com-
panion in the cube, a creature similar 
to Kar himself. 

"We are here," he said, although 
he did not speak aloud. "The first 
stop—Star Z-5689." 

Lal-16B, who had sat in rigid im-
mobility during the journey, rose and 
stretched also. 

"Good, Kar," he replied soundless-
ly. "Let us hope we find the slaves 

Zar and Lai studied the specimens 

we need here. Then we can go back 
to Xandor quickly." 

"Hope, but not too strongly," Kar 
replied. "The chance of life on any 
of the planets of Star Z-5689, or any 
other star, is remote. And that life 
should be such that we could take 
slaves back to Xandor is doubtful. 
We'll probably explore a thousand 
systems before we find what we need. 
To meet with success at the first place 
we look would be a miracle." 

Lai made a weaving motion of his 
shoulders that indicated resignation. 

"So," he replied. "We shall seek 
on. Now that the Lounacs are dying 
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off, we must have slaves. Else our 
mines must close and our race die." 

Kar resumed his seat at the controls. 
This time Lai stood behind him. Soon 
orders would come through from the 
master cube. 

Upon all sides of the cube were 
transparent panes covered by metal 
plates. Neither Kar nor Lai made a 
move to take away the coverings. The 
cubes were static in the F-dimension; 
nothing would be visible from those 
portals. Not even darkness. 

The green glow that lighted the in-
terior of the space-time cube flickered, 
a signal for attention. There was no 
sound, but Kar and Lai heard and lis-
tened. 

"Cube 1. We are now static in a 
position relative to Star Z-5689, 
known to have a planetary system. 
Cube 1001, pilot Kar-388X, assistant 
Lal-16B, to reconnoiter and report. 
Attempt no single action. Reconnoi-
ter and report within ten trals." 

KAR-388X acknowledged. Then 
the three-fingered hand on his 

upper left arm made certain adjust-
ments among the controls. His lower 
left arm threw a switch. For an in-
stant there was a sensation of rapid 
spinning. Then Kar opened the sta-
bilizer switch. He turned. Lai had 
already removed the metal covering 
from one of the transparent panes at 
one side of the cube. He was wheel-
ing instruments toward the pane. 

They worked together in utter si-
lence, until three trals had elapsed. 
Then Kar spoke. 

"You make the preliminary report 
to the master cube, Lai," he said. " W e 
know what instructions will be. I'll 
be setting the controls." 

Lai sat down and became rigid. It 
took full concentration to speak from 
space-time into the F-dimension. 

"Cube 1001. Reporting to Cube 1. 
The third planet and only the third 
has conditions of atmosphere, tempe-
rature and gravity which sufficiently 
approximate those of Xandor for the 
possible existence of intelligent life 
suitable for our needs." 

The green glow within the cube 
flickered again. Lai and Kar got the 
answer faintly: "Cube 1. Secure spe-

cimens of race inhabiting third planet 
of Star Z-5689. Report at once." 

Lai acknowledged the order. Kar 
threw the final switch. The sensation 
of rapid spinning was longer this time 
as the cube entered and left the noth-
ingness of the F-dimension. Kar ad-
justed the relative stabilizer, and rose 
from the controls. 

" W e are on the night side of the 
third planet. W e are within the up-
per atmosphere at a point seventeen 
thurs above the surface. I chose a 
random point within one of the zones 
our instruments revealed were tem-
perate in climate. The race, if any, 
will be most civilized there." 

Lai had replaced the metal covering 
on the transparent side plate of the 
cube. He was now removing the one 
on the bottom. 

"We're going down at once?" he 
asked. "I presume you'll use the ma-
nuals from here. I'll have weapons 
ready. The force-shield is on. Un-
less the civilization is very high, the 
four-ray is all we'll need." 

Kar had bent down and was staring 
through the pane in the bottom of the 
cube as Lai swung back the cover. 

"Lights!" The intensity of his 
thought-waves showed excitement and 
Lai joined him quickly. "Regularly 
spaced lights. A city. Possibly our 
search is ended." 

Lai's single eye gleamed redly. 
"Slaves! Xandor is safe again. W e 

can bring back two in each cube. That 
will be sufficient. And then—" 

The red gleam of Kar's eye took on 
a light from hell. 

"Then we shall destroy the planet 
utterly. There can never be reprisals 
from a race progressed to the point 
where inferior emotions are possible." 

LAL was peering d o w n w a r d 
through a small tapered tube. 

"There is nothing for us to fear. 
Not even the vestige of a force-field 
about the city. The scientific knowl-
edge of the race is crude. One blast 
of our four-ray could wipe out the 
city if we are attacked." 

Kar again seated himself at the con-
trols. 

" W e shall use caution, nevertheless, 
until we are certain. I'm turning on 
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the megrafield. We'll be invisible un-
less the eyes of the third planet race 
see far into the ultraviolet. And from 
our analysis of the qualities of the 
light from their sun, I doubt that they 
do." 

As the cube descended, the light 
within it changed from green to vio-
let, and beyond. The air about it 
crackled as the cube passed through it. 

Down. Presently Cube 1001 came 
to gentle rest. 

"Lights?" asked Lai, as he began to 
unfasten a doorplate in the cube's side. 

" W e won't need them, probably. 
Wait." 

Kar joined La! and helped him move 
aside the heavy door. 

Then, too excited for great caution, 
he stepped outside, 

"Look, Lai! Two of them!" 
"Bipeds," said Lai, "with two arms, 

two eyes." He looked more closely. 
"Not greatly dissimilar to Lounacs. 
They have similar hearing apparatus, 
probably communicate by s o u n d 
waves." 

He raised his lower left arm, whose 
three-fingered hand held a thin rod 
wound with wire. He pointed it at 
first one, then the other of the two 
creatures. Nothing visible emanated 
from the end of the rod, but they froze 
instantly into statuelike figures as the 
rod pointed. 

Lai hung the rod back on a hook on 
his belt and stepped forward to exam-
ine his victims more closely. 

"They're not large, Kar," he signal-
ed. "I'll carry one back, you take the 
other. We can study them better in-
side the cube." 

Kar looked about him in the dim 
light. There was water nearby, just 
beyond the farther boundary of the 
cube. And twenty elthurs to his left 
was a small wooden structure with un-
paned windows and open doorways. 

"The buildings are smaller than 
they looked from above," he said. 
"We can get more specimens of the 
race easily if we wish." 

"These will do," said Lai. "Our 
orders were to secure two. And one 
seems to be male, one female. Let us 
ascend and examine them before we 
report." 

A moment later he was replacing 

the fastenings on the inside of the 
door of the cube. Kar again seated 
himself at the controls. The cube rose 
to a height of seventeen thurs, and 
poised there. 

Lai had continued his study during 
the brief ascent. Now Kar joined him. 

"Viviparous," said Lai. "Five-fin-
gered, with hands suited to reasonably 
delicate work. Moderately strong— 
that is but natural as this planet has 
1.4 Xandor gravities. There remains 
but one test—the most important of 
all. Intelligence." 

Kar had already obtained the hel-
mets. There were three available. He 
put one over the head of each of the 
two-armed creatures and handed the 
third to Lai. 

"Make the test," he ordered. "I'll 
prepare to contact Cube 1." 

Lai adjusted a dial on the outside 
of his helmet, and put it over his nar-
row ovoid head. 

Kar's eye gleamed and his shoulders 
writhed as he watched Lai. Until the 
helmet was again removed, he could 
not read his assistant's thought. 

AT length the helmet was removed. 

Kar saw that Lai's eye was dull, 
unglowing. "Failure," he read in Lai's 
mind. "Shall I save time by reporting 
direct to the master cube?" 

"The way is open," said Kar. His 
own eye, too, had gone dull with dis-
appointment. 

"Cube 1001. Lal-16B reporting to 
Cube 1. We have obtained specimens, 
but the race that inhabits the third 
planet of Star Z-5689 will not serve 
our purpose as slaves. 

"Physically they are moderately 
well adapted. Intelligence is too low. 
They are a degenerate race, apparent-
ly, as they live in a city which re-
quired a moderate degree of intel-
ligence to build. Obviously they have 
retrogressed. 

"Spoken, language is rudimentary. 
They are incapable of understand-
ing but the most simple instructions. 
Operation of our mines would be far 
beyond them." 

The lights within the metal cube 
flickered. 

"Return to F-dimension," came 
(Concluded on page 129) 



No* 4-MARSHAL 
STRICTLY speaking, Ezra Gurney is not 

one of Curt Newton's famous Future-
men—the famous trio composed of Otho, 
the android; Grag, the robot; and Simon 
Wright, the Living Brain. Gurney is tech-
nically a member of the Planet Police, that 
far-flung organization which maintains or-
der throughout the Solar System. 

But actually, Ezra Gurney, like Joan Ran-
dall, is always listed in Police Headquarters 
as on "special detached service," for he and 
Joan always hold themselves in readiness to 
aid Captain Future and his band whenever 
occasion requires. 

Ezra is a valuable addition to Curt New-
ton's loyal band. For the veteran of the 
Police, in his long years of service, came to 
know the System's space-lanes and ships and 
the ways of its evildoers better than anyone 
except the Futuremen themselves. He was 
one of the first officers in the Patrol, the 
space-branch of Police. 

For four decades Ezra sailed in space as 
an officer of the Patrol. When he first joined 
it, the laws of the System Government were 
unknown on all the worlds. The planetary 
boom towns opened up by interplanetary 
travel were sinks of violence and crime. 
Space was infested with swarms of space 
pirates who made merchant traffic between 
the worlds a precarious business. 

Ezra Gurney helped smash the great bands 
of the pirates, winning promotion from 
cruiser-captain to squadron-commander in 
the process. He was in the thick of the 
terrific fighting that broke the fleet of Ju 
Jimos, the Uranian corsair. He was squad-
ron-commander when the asteroid base of 

MEET THE EUTUREHEN! 
In this department, which is a regular feature 

of C A P T A I N FUTURE , we acquaint you further 
with the companions of C A P T A I N FUTURE 
whom you have met in our complete book-length 
novel. Here you are told the off-the-record 
stories of their lives and anecdotes plucked from 
their careers. Follow this department closely, 
for it contains many interesting and fascinating 
facts to supplement those you read in our fea-
tured novels. 

EZRA GURNEY 
the notorious Rok Olor, the Martian, was 
destroyed forever. And it was Ezra Gurney 
who brought to an end the greatest of all 
the old pirates, an exploit which will be 
described presently. 

That last exploit, which ended the activi-
ties of the great organized pirate bands on 
a big scale, caused Ezra Gurney to ask for 
transference from space-duty to frontier-
duty. He was promoted to the rank of 
marshal, second highest in the Police, and 
sent to maintain the law in Kha Khalu, wild 
new radium-mining boom town deep in the 
great mountains of northern Uranus. 

Gurney Vs. Zorzo 
Kha Khalu was famous at that time as the 

wildest place in the System,, thronged with 
interplanetary criminals, the scene of in-
cessant bloodshed and robbery. One Zorzo, 
a brutal, cunning Jovian criminal, was the 
undisputed tyrant of the evil place. 

"I keep a graveyard here especially for 
Planet Policemen—and there's plenty of 

graves in it," was Zorzo's boast, 
Ezra Gurney knew that. And he acted 

with the grim ruthlessness characteristic of 
him. He gave Zorzo no time to set traps 
for him, but landed secretly and strode into 
Zorzo's "Palace of Happiness" unexpectedly. 

"Hear you've been planning a grave for 
me," drawled the veteran Police officer. 
"I 'm ready to fill it. All you got to do 
is beat me to it with your atom-pistol—if 
you've got the nerve." 

Thus challenged, without time to call his 
men or use his cunning, Zorzo was forced 
to draw. He was too slow, and, after that, 
Ezra Gurney's word was law in Kha Khalu. 

The Law of the Planet Police 
Yet, soon after, Ezra characteristically ap-

plied for transfer on the ground that Kha 
Khalu was too tame. 

From one boom town to another, from 
one savage world to another, Ezra Gurney 
carried the law of the Police. He came to 
be known as the most famous marshal in 
the System, and was offered the highest rank 
in the Police, the post of commander. 



"Think I'm goin' to sit in a shiny office 
on Earth and watch other men go out and 
have fun?" he demanded. "Give somebody 
else the commandership—I don't want it." 

Ezra Gurney was already a gray, grim 
veteran of the service, when he first met Curt 
Newton and the Futuremen. 

That was when Captain Future and his 
three unhuman comrades were first bursting 
dramatically upon the System, blazing a 
crusade against the most dangerous inter-
planetary criminals. 

Curt Newton and Ezra Gurney were 
drawn to each other at first meeting. The 
brilliant red-haired youth and the grim, 
aging veteran had two things in common— 
unrelenting courage and unrelenting hate of 
evil. They came to know: each other well. 

Gurney Joins the Futuremen 
It was the famous "Space Emperor" case 

on Jupiter, that amazing plot which almost 
smashed the System law on its greatest 
world, which brought Curt and Ezra into 
work together. Since then, Ezra has par-
ticipated in most of Curt's exploits. 

Beside his deep affection for Curt, Ezra 
admires the Wizard of Science tremendously 
as a fighting-man. He swears by Curt's abil-
ity as a space-fighter. But he sometimes 
gets impatient with Curt's deep scientific 
researches. Ezra is a fighting-man, not a 
scientist, and inclines to think science can 
be a nuisance. 

"Didn't go in for all these researches and 
laboratories in my day," he will grumble. 
" W e just unhitched our atom-guns and 
hunted 'em out and blazed away." 

He knows, quite well, that only the un-
paralleled scientific ability of Curt and the 

Futuremen has brought retribution to the 
super-scientific criminals Captain Future 
quelled. But he likes to pretend he thinks 
it all a waste of time. 

The Coup That Gurney Won—and 
Lost 

Ezra can tell great yarns of his unrivaled 
experiences in the old wild days, though 
the crusty veteran seldom thaws enough to 
tell them to strangers. But there is one story 
of his past that Ezra never told to anyone 
but Curt Newton. 

That is the story of how he destroyed the 
third of those great space-pirates of past 
years. That pirate leader, known as The 
Falcon, was considered the deadliest corsair 
in space. He was known to be an Earth-
man, but that was all. After one squadron-
leader after another of the Patrol had met 
defeat trying to destroy him, Ezra Gurney 
was sent out against him. 

The saga of Ezra Gurney's fight against 
the Falcon is still told in the System wher-
ever space-men meet. Ezra brought the 
Falcon to bay off Saturn, and destroyed him 
in one of the most terrific cruiser-action 
battles ever seen. Immediately after, Ezra 
requested to be transferred from space-duty. 
Everyone wondered why, but he never told 
the reason to anyone but Curt. 

No one in the System but Curt knows 
that the Falcon was Ezra's own younger 
brother, gone wild in their early space-days 
and drifting into piracy as his brother en-
tered the Patrol. And no one but Curt can 
quite appreciate the grim, bleak strain in 
the crusty old veteran's make-up, and the 
reason for it. 

THE WORLDS OF TOMORROW 
(Concluded from page 95) 

roamed the banks of the great canals. 
By 100,000 B.C., Mars was a desert world 

of fighting tribes who dwelled among the 
mighty ruins and near the scant oases along 
the canals. A number of cities, notably Syr-
tis,! did survive and keep some of the old 
Martian traditions and knowledge alive. But 
such places were few. 

It is believed that the Jovian civilization 
which flourished about 88,000 B.C., Earth 
chronology, sent explorers in crude rocket-
ships to Mars, and that the Jovians gained 
much of their own ephemeral glory of sci-
ence from study of Martian relics. But the 
Jovian magnificence was even shorter-lived 
than the Martian. 

Landing of the Earthmen 
It was not for nearly a hundred thousand 

years later that organized space-traffic began 
again. Then the vigorous new civilization 
of Earth, rising with unprecedented rapid-
ity, sent forth its first explorer, the immortal 
Gorham Johnson. When he landed on Mars, 
an epoch was ended and another epoch be-
gan. Since then planetary archaeologists 
from Earth and other planets have unraveled 

many of the mysteries of the ancient, mighty 
Martian civilization, though there are even 
more enigmas at which we cannot even 
guess. 

The Martians are, even now, perhaps the 
most strange people psychically in the whole 
System. Consciousness of a mighty past, a 
lost greatness, makes them tend to look 
down on other races with a scorn perhaps 
not unmixed with envy. The great ruins 
of the past that dot Mars incite them to 
brood too much upon the dead glory of their 
race. 

Inherited ability, perhaps, explains their 
remarkable aptitude for scientific research. 
Their art is severely geometrical and func-
tional, lacking the aesthetic sense of the 
Venusians. Similarly, their music is a com-
plicated harmonics that other planetary peo-
ples are inclined to consider soulless. 

They live on their world, enwrapped in 
the past. And whoever has traveled to 
Mars and stood at night, in the desert, and 
seen the two moons of Phobos and Deimos 
hurtling low over the mighty ruins of the 
Martian cities of hundreds of thousands of 
years ago, must feel with them the grandeur 
and sadness of their planet's history. 
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Elbert Calderayne 

C H A P T E R I 

Crew of the Silver Star 

THE rocket ship Silver Star was the 
third of her line to try the hazardous 
voyage to Venus. The first, leaving 

in the spring of 1981, collided with a passing 
meteor more than thirty times her mass, 
somewhere beyond tbe orbit of the Moon. 
She became a permanent part of an infinite-
simal, irregular world. Even now she may 
be spinning off toward Aldebaran, accom-
panying her destroyer on an elongated path 
that might eventually lead to the ends of the 
Universe. 

The second, built two years later, con-
tained apparatus, based on the action of the 
photo-electric cell, to ward off such wan-
derers in space. If they were too large to 
deflect, it would avoid them by automatically 
turning off the course. This ship, with five 
men aboard, swept outward too far in her 
journey. Missing the planet for which she 
had been aimed, she came to a horrible end 
by plunging into the fiery envelope that sur-
rounds the Sun. 

It was five years later before Captain Wal-
ter Ledyard, designer of both the earlier 
ships, could enlist enough capital and assist-
ance to construct a third. She was nineteen 
months in the building. When she was fin-
ished, in midsummer of 1989, she weighed 
eighty thousand pounds loaded, and gave 
room—though hardly palatial quarters, how-
ever—for eight men, including the captain. 

This time Captain Ledyard himself deter-
mined to accompany her. Twice before he 
had been denied the privilege of command-
ing his own ships by Governmental order, 
because he was too valuable to risk on the 
venture to Venus. He had prepared against 
the possibility of another order to make him 
remain behind. By resigning from all gov-
ernmental commissions before construction 
was begun, he had removed Government 
control of his activities. 

Ledyard was a spare, sincere man of thir-
ty-nine. For fourteen years he had been in 
the Federal Astronautical Service. He had 
been a member of the crew, as a young man, 
that succeeded in establishing the first col-
ony on the Moon. The first successful flight 
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The SHrer Star Was a 
Cosmic C o f f i n That 
Housed Seven Rebel 
Souls and an Eighth 
Whose Spirit Would Not 

Be Vanquished! 

to the Moon and return had, of course, been 
made more than ten years before. 

At thirty-one, he had designed his first 
space ship, a forerunner of the passenger 
and freight craft that now ply regularly be-
tween the lunar satellite and the Earth. He 
was the discoverer of the famous rocket fuel, 
ledyardol, which made space flight a com-
mercial success and paved the way to final 
dominion over the Moon. 

IT was with that same fuel, bumed in com-
bination with liquid oxygen, that he pro-

posed to propel the Silver Star to Venus. 
He had devised the special and efficient ap-
paratus that shielded the second of the 
Venus ships from meteors, for he had 
learned his lesson from the fate of the first 
voyager into space beyond the Moon. The 
Silver Star was likewise equipped with this 
device. 

Unfortunately there was no way to steer 
the ship by an automatic pilot. Guiding 
would still depend, as it had in the earlier 
two, upon the skill of the navigator and the 
accuracy of his calculations. 

On these points, though, Ledyard had no 
fear. For twenty yeaTs he had dreamed of 
this voyage. His vision of the conquest of 
Venus caused him to join the Astronautical 
Service in the first place. Flying to the 
Moon was already tame routine to him when 
he was thirty-five. His restless soul sought 
new worlds. 

His eyes had caught the vision of a clean 
planet, never before touched by men—a 
place in which might occur the miracle of 
the millennium. On Venus, all nature would 
smile upon mankind. Her warm, moist air 
would bring forth food in plenty. Her 
metals, minerals and wells would yield in-
exhaustible stores of the substances which 
were already becoming scarce on Earth, 
thanks to the wastefulness of men and gov-
ernments. 

There, in that new world, the race might 
start again. Profiting from the lessons it 
had learned in the old, it would conserve 
what it did not need for future generations. 

He now found himself on the brink of this 
adventure of discovery, with his ship built, 
her launching runway ready, fuels assem-
bled, and plans made for her departure. 
There remained only the matter of selecting 
the crew. 
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This was no small task. Despite the dis-
astrous failures of the earlier attempts, there 
were thousands of men who were eager to 
try the voyage to Venus. Some wanted to 
go for glory, others for money. Many had 
a sincere desire to aid science. It required 
the wisdom of a Solomon, the patience of 
a Job, the firmness of a Lincoln to select 
the seven who were to go along. 

Captain Ledyard knew he would have 
plenty of opportunity to scrutinize that crew. 
In space, there would be more time for scru-
tiny than he now had opportunity to reject 
and change. But in the period when all the 
world, it seemed, was clamoring at his door 
for acceptance, he was aware that he 
dreamed too much about the future world 
on Venus. He realized he could not be firm 
enough nor shrewd enough to perceive the 
weaknesses in the men he chose to accom-
pany him. 

THEY were all of the finest caliber, judg-
ing by their previous civilized experience. 

One was his colleague in the Astronautical 
Service—Robert Spence, the physicist, a man 
of remarkable accomplishments. Meeting 
Spence in his laboratory or at a social affair, 
anyone would have marked him immediately 
as a brilliant mind and a gentleman. Yet 
Spence, for all his preoccupation with sci-
ence, was continually involved with women, 
despite everything he seemed to do to avoid 
them. 

In taking him along, Captain Ledyard was 
doing both Spence and science a favor. He 
was making it possible for this brilliant man 
to do his work in a place far removed from 
his greatest distracting influence. 

The second to be selected was Elbert 
Calderayne, the Pasadena engineer. Cal-
derayne's fame as an engineer was second 
only to his reputation as an architect and 
planner of cities. 

The third was Lemoyne, the French ma-
thematician, a man of great personal vanity, 
but indisputably the foremost astronomical 
mathematician of his time. It was Lemoyne 
who had plotted the meteor-free course to 
the Moon. Though he had never before 
taken a voyage into space, the unerring ac-
curacy of his famous astro-charts had guided 
many a harassed astrogator from the Earth 
to her satellite. 

Three others were space-craft experts, se-
lected for their experience and skill. Two 
of them were only high-grade mechanics. 
The third, Gurdel, had once been captain 
of a Moon liner, before he had been taken 
from the controls for drinking while on 
duty. Despite that one slip, there was no 
question but that he would be a valuable 
man on the voyage to Venus. Captain Led-
yard arranged that throughout the trip Gur-
del would be deprived of access to the ship's 
medical store of liquor. 

The seventh and last member of the crew 
was Brunkhorst, the noted European nat-
uralist. No man applied himself more as-
siduously to his science than Brunkhorst. 
Squat, pudgy, vigorous, he interested him-
self in biology and botany throughout a 
prodigious range. 

Even while Captain Ledyard's ship lay in 

Captain Walter Ledyard 

the ways, almost ready to be hurled into 
space on its eventful journey, Brunkhorst 
carried on the researches in biology that 
have since come to be remembered as his 
greatest work. He established a temporary 
laboratory on the grounds that sheltered the 
Silver Star. There he drove his assistants 
ceaselessly to get the work done before the 
time came for him to leave the Earth. 

Captain Ledyard congratulated himself 
when he completed his selection and realized 
that he had obtained an all-star crew. Such 
an aggregation of first-rank scientists had 
never before gone on an extra-terrestrial 
exploration trip. Their unanimous accept-
ance of his invitation was taken by the com-
mander as a good omen for the complete 
success of the journey. 

THE Silver Star had been on her way 
three hours by terrestrial time. Captain 

Ledyard, completing a thorough inspection 
of the craft, ordered all rocket motors shut 
off. Then he called the entire crew into the 
control cabin for their first orders and a 
lecture. 

Brunkhorst was the quickest to respond. 
He clumped in heavily and settled into one 
of the chairs fastened beside the door, plant-
ing his magnet-shod feet firmly on the floor, 
which attracted them. 

From the instant that the rocket power 
had been cut off, everything in the ship had 
been weightless. The change had been par-
ticularly disturbing to the naturalist. He 
had not been able to take time to prepare 
for it adequately by means of the rigorous 
but efficient calisthenics prescribed for all 
first fliers before actual flight. Physically 
he was plainly uncomfortable. But he was 
bearing up under his discomfort, cheerfully 
realizing that he should not complain. 

It was a great new adventure to Srunk-
horst—a first glimp.se into the huge mystery 
of tremendous space and super-velocities, 
after so many years of studying the in-



finitely little. Captain Ledyard spoke to him 
reassuringly, and Brunkhorst answered with 
smiling eagerness. The commander wanted 
to speak longer with the naturalist. Brunk-
horst was the one man in the crew with 
whom he had not been able to get well ac-
quainted before the start of the trip. But 
the others were already arriving. 

Calderayne and Spence came in together. 
Both had flown many times before and were 
used to the sensations of weightless journey-
ing. Calderayne was in his most jovial 
mood. He called out as soon as he came 
into the room: 

"Congratulations, Commander, on that 
splendid take-off! I feel as though we were 
on Venus already, with you in charge." 

Spence nodded at these words. Coming 
over to Ledyard, he warmly shook the hand 
of his former colleague. 

"It was great," he declared sincerely. "If 
we can land as easily as we got away, this 
trip will be safer than a transatlantic night." 

Even the t h r e e technicians, as they 
clumped in, were in high good humor. The 
dangers and uncertainties of the takeoff 
were well past. Now they were all prepar-
ing to enjoy the period of rest and compara-
tive lack of responsibility that lay before 
them, until the space ship began to approach 
its target. 

Only one incident marred the reception. 
Gurdel had received a nasty cut over one 
eye. It was bleeding. He dabbed at it re-
peatedly with a soiled handkerchief instead 
of a bandage. He had not found time to tie 
one in place. The blood had already smeared 
the side of his face. 

CHAPTER II 

The Conference in Space 

LEDYARD eyed Gurdel sharply, as soon 
as he perceived the wound. 

"What's this?" he demanded. 
Gurdel smiled somewhat foolishly. 
"I forgot to fasten my launching s t r a p -

fell from my hammock—" He spoke thick-
ly, as if the blow had dazed him a good deal 
more than he would admit. 

"Gurdel, you're no beginner at flying. 
You've no right to be careless. You might 
have been killed, falling out of your ham-
mock during maximum acceleration." 

Ledyard was plainly annoyed. But after 
all, it was hardly the occasion for sternness. 
The tension passed over quickly—too quick-
ly. Ledyard knew the matter should have 
been settled right there. But at that mo-
ment Lemoyne came in, and all eyes turned 
toward him. 

The mathematician's face was white and 
drawn. Within the space of three hours, he 
had experienced for the first time in his life 
the crushing weight of maximum accelera-
tion, then the shocking cessation of all feel-
ing of weight. Both experiences are ter-
rifically upsetting. 

Lemoyne, none too robust at best, had 
been completely unnerved. Now, as he 
looked around and saw everyone else at 
ease and even gay, he managed a smile and 
took a new grip on himself. 

Captain Ledyard began to speak immedi-
ately. 

"We have attained a speed of approxi-
mately ten miles a second, or thirty-six thou-
sand miles an hour, relative to the Earth. 
In five more hours, we shall have cleared the 
orbit of the Moon. Then we will be farther 
out into space than any man has been be-
fore and lived to notice the fact. We will 
be heading toward the orbit of Venus and 
flying almost toward the Sun. 

"We shall intersect the orbit of the planet 
in nine hundred and eighty-two hours, or 
approximately forty-one days, terrestrial 
time. We have calculated to touch the orbit 
at such a point and at such a time that the 
planet will be there to meet and receive us 
when we arrive. We shall then go immedi-
ately into the landing maneuvers. They 
have been worked out mathematically for 
the gravitational and atmospheric conditions 
we expect t-o find on Venus. 

"When we have found a suitable spot, we 
will drop down to the surface and plant the 
flags and markers we have brought along to 
symbolize our success. It will then be neces-
sary to set up our oxygen-liquefying machine 
and convert a supply of oxygen for our use 
on the return journey. Spectroscopic an-
alysis of the planet's atmosphere has shown 
that the air has about the same proportion 
of oxygen as our own. 

"Therefore, since we shall have an ample 
supply of ledyardol remaining in the tanks, 
our return will be as easy and simple as the 
outward journey. In the meantime, we have 
about forty days in which—" 

THE booming voice of Calderayne broke 
in. 

"Just a minute, Commander! Do I under-
stand you rightly when you say that we are 
not aiming at Venus at all, but only at the 
spot where we hope she will be when we 
get there?" 

"Not where we hope she will be, Dr. Cal-
derayne. Where we know she will be." 

"And what gives us this remarkable fore-
sight?" 

The commander smiled faintly. He real-
ized that Calderayne, like many other ex-
perts in specialized fields, knew little of sci-
ences outside his specialty. 

"Mathematics," was the laconic reply. 
" W e know the laws that control the move-
ments of the planetary bodies." 

Calderayne's face, which for the moment 
had seemed genuinely serious, relaxed once 
more into its customary optimistic smile. 

"Those laws are mighty complex," he said. 
"I hope for our sakes that you have cal-
culated them accurately, Commander." 

Ledyard nodded. 
"We have." Clearing his throat, he began 

again. "We will employ ourselves aboard 
ship as much as we can, to relieve the 
monotony that is inevitable on such a long 
trip; Of course there will be plenty of neces-
sary work to do. Our lives and the suc-
cess of our journey depend on the regular, 
faultless operation of the delicate machinery 
surrounding us. 

"There must be continual inspections of 
the apparatus, particularly the air-renewal 



machines. We will also be careful to watch 
the devices that protect us from stray mete-
ors. Astrogation and course corrections will 
be of constant and increasing importance and 
delicacy. Nevertheless, we may find time 
somewhat heavy on our hands before the 
trip comes to an end. 

" I want you to begin occupying your-
selves while off duty in some pleasant recrea-
tion or study. Two of the three telescopes 
of the ship are at your service. The third 
will be needed for astrogation. I ask only 
that there be immediate and implicit obedi-
ence to the officer on watch at all times. We 
will have three watches of eight hours each. 
The first will be taken by myself and Dr. 
Calderayne. 

"Gurdel, detail one of your mechanics to 
stay on with us. Then get below and repair 
that damaged head. For God's sake, quit 
mopping it with that rag! Don't you knew 
there are such things as bacteria? Spence, 
it would be a good idea if you also went 
below and slept. I want you to take charge 
of the next watch, with Gurdel and the other 
mechanic." 

IMMEDIATELY the conference began to 
break up. The mechanics slapped each 

other on the back and tossed a coin for the 
right to join the first watch. Gurdel fol-
lowed Spence and Brunkhorst out, stepping 
a little uncertainly and still dabbing at his 
forehead. 

Calderayne, responding to an order from 
the captain, went below to see how the 
oxygen tanks had come through the stresses 
of acceleration. 

Ledyard turned from his instrument pan-
els to observe with surprise that Lemoyne 
had remained where he was. 

"Commander, isn't there anything that I 
can do?" the mathematician asked suddenly. 

Captain Ledyard's voice lost its imper-
sonal tone. It became kindly, perhaps even 
somewhat reverent, when he answered the 
famous mathematician, 

"There is nothing right now," he said. 
"In fact, I think it would be best if you were 
to retire for a few hours. You are too much 
of a man and a scientist to admit it, Profes-
sor, but I think you are suffering from a 
touch of space-sickness. A good sleep ought 
to help that, and you will enjoy your trip 
immensely afterward. I think I'll need you 
a little later in correcting some navigation 
calculations I have made. But for the time 
being, there is really nothing for you to do." 

Lemoyne did not stir from his rather de-
jected position. 

"Perhaps you are right," he replied shak-
ily. "The fact is that I feel—I feel as if we 
were falling—as if this rocket and all it con-
tains were rushing in a free fall back to 
the Earth. I have a feeling that at any mo-
ment we will strike the crust of our own 
planet with terrific force, grinding the life 
out of every one of us." 

Ledyard laughed reassuringly. 
"That's a perfectly normal illusion, Pro-

fessor. It's due to the lack of weight, which 
naturally suggests falling, the only weight-
less condition we know on Earth, It will 
soon wear off, and probably never trouble 
you again." 

Robert Spence 

"All my life," quavered Lemoyne, "I've 
been preparing curves and equations for 
space flight. But do you know, Captain, 
I've never before this minute really under-
stood—emotionally, I mean—what depends 
upon the accuracy of our calculations and 
their premises? It is a startling experience 
to me." 

BEYOND the Moon, far from Earth! 
They were now already nothing but an 

infinite speck in the limitless universe. 
Behind them, the planet which had given 

them birth could still be seen. It looked 
about as large as a lopsided baseball, for 
it was not quite in full-phase. The surface 
markings were indistinguishable, even 
through the telescopes. The gleaming day 
side appeared to be completely covered with 
clouds. The remainder was dark, or only 
faintly luminous. 

At that distance, the Earth and Moon 
looked like parent and child, the Moon hard-
ly larger than a marble. But the two bodies 
were still the brightest jewels, save for the 
blinding Sun, in a heaven studded with mil-
lions of points of brilliant light. The sky 
that hemmed them in on every side was not 
black. It was a deep, velvety purple that 
seemed almost palpable in its closeness. 

The stars and planets appeared to be 
swimming near and far in this heavy ichor 
of darkness. It had a three-dimensional 
quality which even blackest night on Earth 
does not have. It was at once close and 
oppressive, yet infinitely distant and imper-
sonal. 

Despite the blinding glare of the ever-
shining Sun, seemingly right ahead of them, 
it was never daylight, except in the cabin of 
the ship and wherever the sunlight pene-
trated aboard. The vacuum of space reflected 
and diffused nothing. In any direction other 
than that precisely toward the Sun, there 
was always the night of space. 

These effects, of course, were not un-
known. In an ordinary trip to the Moon, 



the darkness, the velvety closeness and re-
moteness of space are experienced. But the 
Moon journey is over almost as soon as it 
begins. Even the heavy freight ships make 
it in thirty-four hours. 

Iti such a brief period, the terrifying huge-
ness of the cosmos and its hostility toward 
men never really pass the stage where they 
are wonderful, exciting and curious. By the 
time the traveler has begun to grow accus-
tomed to the strangeness of his surround-
ings, or to be troubled by them, his ship 
has already begun to go into its landing 
maneuvers. Almost instantly the oppressive-
ness of the outer universe is forgotten. 

But even if the crew of the Silver Star 
met no ghastly accident in space, they had 
to look forward to months' of travel through 
the frightful emptiness. . . . 

CHAPTER III 

Mutterings! 

BEFORE they had been on the way two 
days, terrestrial time,-, the unchanging 

panorama of the s'taurs had become an old 
story. The only man besides Ledyard, who 
would have been interested in the astfonomi-
cal opportunities presented by the trip, was 
ilL ' 

Lemoyne, from the fourth hour after they 
had taken off, had been lorcted to remain in 
his berth by a ba"d case of "space-sickness. 
He had been virtually unable to eat. His 
moans had kept the others awake, causing 
a growing feeling of resentment toward him 
aboard. 

Captain Ledyard personally attended his 
needs, alternately encouraging and cajoling 
him. When time could be spared from the 
control room or the endless calculations 
necessary for astregating, the commander 
passed it with the mathematician, talking 
about anything that seemed to interest the 
sick man. Those things had, much to Led-
yard's surprise, little to do With navigation 
or astronomy. Lemoyne seemed most in-
terested in talking about his boyhood in 
Alsace, of his early triumphs in technical 
school, and of the little farm he owned in 
northern Italy, where he had always spent 
his vacations in the summer. 

It was Calderayne who passed most of 
the time at the ship's telescopes. His astro-
nomical background was scanty, but the 
millions of pin-points of light fascinated him. 
He swept the telescopes up, down, all di-
rections, trying to orient himself. 

It was like trying to determine east or 
west while precariously seated on a spinning 
disk. There was no east or west, no up 
or down, under or over in the overwhelm-
ing infinity. 

Even the Earth and Moon, which they had 
left, were no longer behind them. As they 
approached the Sun, it had been necessary 
to turn the bow of the rocket, to catch the 
greater portion of the hot rays on the pol-
ished surface of one side. This kept the 
heat of the interior more moderate for the 
time being, though it made the apparent mo-
tion of the craft extremely puzzling to Dr. 
Calderayne. 

"This rocket is like a cross-eyed m a n -

it doesn't look where it's going," he 
complained. Into his booming voice there 
had crept a slightly troubled note that was 
not missed by Captain Ledyard. "How can 
you tell where it is going, when it isn't aimed 
that way?" 

"As long as our power is not on, we will 
pursvie our original course, regardless of the 
direction of the ship's bow," the commander 
explained. "If, however, we keep the bow 
off our course and then turn on the rocket 
power from the stern, we will be pushed 
into a new course. It will be the resultant 
of the two forces." 

"Of course. But how do you calculate—" 
"As a matter of fact, we cannot calculate 

our exact position with absolute accuracy. 
But we can calculate it closely enough by 
sighting our instruments on the fixed stars. 
The fact that the bow is off the course 
makes no difference." 

"Not to you, Commander," declared Cal-
derayne with an attempt at gaiety. "But to 
me it does, and it matters a lot!" He man-
aged <-. grin. "Some day I'll have to ask 
yOu to show me just how you use those 
instruments of yours." 

"Certainly, any time." 
It was about Gurdel that Ledyard was 

really worried, though. The nasty cut on 
the ex-captain's head had not healed at all. 
By using the soiled handkerchief as a swab, 
instead of applying a disinfectant and a 
sterile bandage, he had infected the wound 
Unable to work efficiently, he remained in 
his hammock practically all of the time he 
was not on duty. Sometimes he slept, but 
more often he stared sullenly at the parti-
tion over his head. 

Ledyard knew what he was thinking. In 
the medical stores aboard the ship were two 
quarts of Scotch whisky. A little of that, 
perhaps, would have helped Gurdel to bear 
his pain. But the ex-captain would not have 
been satisfied with only a Httle. 

THEY had been fourteen days out. A 
third of the journey was over. 

The Earth was now no longer a planet, 
a round, visible and comforting world. Only 
a large, yellowish star, it looked infinitely 
distant. It seemed, in fact, that the entire 
Universe, with the single exception of the 
Sun, had been drawing steadily away from 
them. The stars that had appeared close at 
first were all incredibly remote now. The 
other planets were even smaller than the 
dwindling Earth. 

All sense of direction and motion had long 
been lost. They felt as if they were sus-
pended by an invisible thread directly above 
the heart of an abyss of velvety blackness. 
The cold, hard points of light staring at them 
from above, below and every side were 
mocking them. Everything was aloof ex-
cept the Sun. But it had begun to concen-
trate upon them with a curious and sinister 
intensity, as if to bore through the polished 
side of their projectile. 

The coldness of space seemed to the crew 
of the Silver Star to be a myth, for there 
was no coldness in the particular portjon 
through which they were traveling. The 
darkened side of the rocket could hardly 
give up the heat of the Sun as fast as the 



pol ished side transmitted it. 
Spence announced, after an inspection 

trip during the second watch of one day, 
that the heat was seriously beginning to 
affect the liquid oxygen supply. Somp evap-
oration from the double-walled vacuum fuel 
containers had been expected and calculated 
for. But now the oxygen was boiling much 
too freely, though it was true that they 
stood in no immediate need of it. 

If their course were sufficiently true, the 
rocket power—which depended upon the 
combustion of oxygen with ledyardol— 
would not be turned on. They could re-
plenish their supply on Venus any time after 
landing. But if the aim were not true, and 
some maneuvering in space became neces-
sary to reach their goal, they would be help-
less without the precious, blue, cold liquid 
they had carried with them from Earth. 

Captain Ledyard heard the news without 
undue anxiety. He had expected the rise 
in temperature as they approached the Sun. 
There were still ways to keep the rocket 
from becoming too hot. 

"Turn on the gyroscopes that revolve the 
ship along its lateral axis," he ordered. "We 
will begin spinning like a shell from a rifled 
gun. The heated sides of the ship will have 
an opportunity to drop their temperature 
as they pass from light to dark." 

"But what will it do to us inside?" Spence 
asked uneasily. 

"Nothing whatever. We may be troubled 
a little at first, but the revolution will not 
be fast. We'll soon be adjusted to it." 

The commander's assurance of manner 
was greater than he felt. But it had the 
desired effect on Spence, who immediately 
went below to carry out the order. In a 
moment, the drone of the great lateral rotor 
came up into the control cabin to Ledyard's 
ears. 

Gazing out of his double-quarter window, 
he saw the stars begin to move. Swinging 
themselves slowly upward and to the right, 
they passed the edge of the sill. New 
myriads of them appeared below, describing 
the same path. 

A book, which he had left on the table in 
the cabin, began to creep uncertainly but 
steadily toward the edge. He saw his pencil 
suddenly take life. Rolling off the table, 
it dropped on the floor to continue its way. 
It ended against the wall. 

FOR a moment or two, he did not feel 
any unusual sensation. But when he 

took a couple of steps across the room, he 
felt the pull of centrifugal force, caused by 
the turning of the ship. On Earth it would 
have been a small, almost unnoticeable drag. 
But in space, with no gravity to compete 
with it, the pull seemed great. 

The muscles of his body, for fourteen days 
accustomed to no opposition except the at-
traction of the floor for his magnetized 
shoes, seemed momentarily unable to cope 
with the new situation. He lurched, caught 
himself by throwing both hands upon the 
table. He stood uncertainly, leaning on the 
surface from which his book, ink, pen, pencil 
and slide-rule had already slipped in their 
journey toward the wall. 

The new motion had abruptly changed his 
entire perspective. He had been uncon-
sciously considering the floor as ddton, be-
cause it had been toward the Earth at the 
launching, and because he walked on it. 
Now, with a noticeable pull outward toward 
the walls, the floor was no longer down. 
Toward the wall was down, for the fioorwas 
at the side. 

The instrument board, the panels of dials, 
the levers and switches which controlled the 
great ship, were now either down or up, 
depending on what part of the room he was 
in. As he approached them they became 
down. They were ranged against the walls, 
between the eight quartz windows that gave 
views of every side. He had difficulty, 
standing over them to take a reading, from 
falling upon them. When he had crossed 
the room, he had to look up at them as if 
they were affixed to the ceiling. 

He clung desperately to the table, which 
was near the center of the floor and there-
fore approximately in the neutral zone where 
all centrifugal pulls were equal. Abruptly 
he heard the crashing of dishes in the galley 
below. There was a terrible howl, and 
sounds of scuffling. Someone bawled out 
furiously at the top of his voice. Evidently 
he had been thrown out of his hammock by 
the sudden change of orientation. 

Had Captain Ledyard expected any such 
havoc, he would have awakened all hands 
and issued warnings. But he could have 
known the effect of this centrifugal force, 
which by calculation was almost unnotice-
ably small. As it was, he permitted himself 
a short burst of laughter. The loud, exas-
perated voice had been that of Brunkhorst, 
the irascible naturalist, whose temper had 
grown increasingly vicious in the last few 
days. 

CHAPTER IV 

The Iron Hand 

FROM the general nature of the sounds, 
it appeared that when the berths turned 

over, Calderayne had fallen heavily on 
Brunkhorst. The engineer was trying to 
apologize in his usual cheery way at the 
same time inquiring loudly what had hap-
pened. Had they struck a meteor? 

Lemoyne, the space-sick mathematician, 
was the first, oddly enough, to find his way 
toward the hole in what was now the wall 
of the control room. He staggered in to 
demand an explanation. 

After him came Brunkhorst, still sputter-
ing and apoplectic, dazed at being awakened 
so suddenly and rudely. Behind him stum-
bled Calderayne. All three sought grips on 
the table that was supporting their com-
mander." 

"What the hell is happening; to the damned 
ship?" Brunkhorst yelled. Stop it imme-
diately or we'll do it ourselves!" 

Lemoyne was shaking. It seemed to Led-
yard for the first time that something more 
serious than space-sickness, which should 
have worn off long before, was affecting the 
mathematician's health. His eyes were fev-
erish. They had a haunting stare. 



All four were watching the thermo-dial, 
now that the reason for the ship's rota-
tion had been explained. Ledyard saw with 
satisfaction that it had already become a 
trifle cooler. The maneuver would be suc-
cessful, despite the difficulty it had caused. 
At least they would not roast as long as the 
craft revolved, nor would all the oxygen boil 
away. The temperature in the fuel tanks 
was going down, too. 

His three companions, less used to the 
dials, stared at them longer to read their 
meaning. Captain Ledyard had an oppor-
tunity to study their features for the first 
time in several days. 

Lemoyne, during his period of illness, and 
Calderayne, for the last ten days through 
carelessness, had allowed their beards to 
grow. Both scientists now looked totally 
different from the Lemoyne and Calderayne 
who had first come to the hangar of the 
Silver Star. 

The mathematician was haggard, plainly 
ill physically and mentally. 

On the face of Calderayne was the ex-
pression of a man who has received a great 
shock, from which he can recover only with 
difficulty. A great deal of his hearty assur-
ance had disappeared from his voice. This 
puzzling, baffling world of intangibles and 
loneliness was wholly foreign to his nature. 
He could not orient himself, nor control his 
environment as he had been accustomed to 
do in the world of human beings. He could 
not adapt himself. 

Brunkhorst alone had kept up the niceties 
of civilized dress. At the beginning of every 
ship-board day, he shaved scrupulously, 
washed, combed his hair, filed his nails, and 
made certain that his linen was clean. Had 
he been anywhere in the Universe, he would 
have continued these habits. They were in-
grained in him, the most important part of 
his mechanism of defense against the reality 
of his puniness. 

In other respects, he had changed as much 
as the rest. Always a hard man to become 
acquainted with, he had now withdrawn 
completely into himself. Every attempt to 
commune with him brought out nothing but 
his resentment. His temper had already 
caused three or four spats of considerable 
graveness among the crew. He had once 
announced with heat that he carried a knife 
for the purpose of protecting himself against 
encroachment. At the slightest provocation, 
he promised he would use it. 

Captain Ledyard was thinking of these 
things as he stared across the table at his 
men. Here were three scientists, foremost 
in their lines, among the most respected on 
Earth. Now, cut off from their accustomed 
routine, they were not so much scientists 
as men. It was strange, but it had not oc-
curred to him before that such monumental 
figures in the intellectual world were, never-
theless, human. Like everybody else, they 
were subject to the same frailties that gov-
ern all human life. 

"How long," queried Lemoyne in a thin 
voice, "will you have to keep rotating us, 
Commander?" 

"Perhaps all the rest of the trip, I'm sorry 
to say," Ledyard replied. "We must keep 
our oxygen and our cabin cool, at all cost." 

"Now let me understand that, Comman-
der," Calderayne put in. "As we approach 
the Sun, it gets hotter. Therefore we have 
to spin to cool off?" 

"Yes." 
"And since our path lies directly into the 

face of the Sun, the farther we go the hotter 
it will get?" 

"That's quite correct." 
It was Brunkhorst who brought the con-

versation to an end. 
"And we are now less than half-way, and 

we are already storing up too much heat?" 
Captain Ledyard nodded. 
"Mein Gott." 
The naturalist shrugged his shoulders with 

a vicious motion. Then he turned craftily, 
as if he had already mastered the changed 
conditions made for the entrance to the gal-
ley and crept out. The others followed him 
without a word. 

Gurdel's delirious cries penetrated every 
chamber of the ship. They came even into 
the control cabin, though Ledyard had 
closed the door to keep them out. They 
were distracting his mind, upsetting his cal-
culations. 

"My head—my head! Oh, my God, my 
head—" 

The shrieks came rhythmically, mechan-
ically. Yet each one held such heart-rending 
agony that there was no ignoring them. At 
times it seemed that they were not uttered 
by a human voice, but by some mechanism, 
like a distant wheel that needed oiling. But 
nobody could dismiss the world of pain from 
which they sprang. They were like the 
cries of an injured child, frightened and 
lost, calling for aid. 

It was the first watch of the twenty-first 
day. Captain Ledyard was in the control 
cabin, though it was not his turn on duty. 
He had not slept for more than thirty hours. 
Not once in those thirty hours had Gurdel 
ceased to cry out regularly. The supply of 
narcotic that had kept him quiet before had 
been exhausted. Their meager surgical and 
medical skill had done everything that was 
possible. 

Gurdel's careless treatment of his wound, 
and the consequent infection, had made him 
dangerously ill. They had been forced to tie 
him to hig hammock, with his hands trussed 
at his sides. His face was swollen until it 
was unrecognizable. He seemed hardly con-
scious of anything but his pain, yet there 
was nothing more that anyone could do. 

SPENCE pushed the door open wearily 
and came into the room, closing it with 

weary deliberation. 
"You can't get away from it—even here, 

Captain Ledyard." 
The commander thought he detected a 

trace of mockery in his former colleague's 
voice, certainly in his use of the full title. 
But he dismissed the thought abruptly. 

"No," he said. "The poor devil. I wish 
we had brought some more cocaine." 

"No good. He's beyond even that. He 
can't live, Ledyard. You know that." 

"Perhaps not. I don't know. Men have 
(Continued on page 127) 
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Grant Stockton Fills the 
V o i d of Space wi th Hate 
i n H i s Search t o So lve 
the E)eep Mystery t h a t 

Sullies His Name! 

YO U N G Stockton watched 
moodily as they warped the 
big silvery Cerulean into her 

berth. Even here, where he stood in 
the door of his tiny office at the ex-
treme end of the great field, the wild 
acclaim of the crowd which had gath-
ered to welcome this first ship in from 
Venus since the signing of peace 
could be heard. 

The general public, of course, 
would express satisfaction at this evi-
dence of the resumption of friendly 
relations. It hadn't been a popular 
war here. But there were Terres-
trians who had been hard hit when 
their planet had been a declared but 
hardly active belligerent. These Ter-
restrians still harbored resentment. 
And none of them for better reason 
than Grant Stockton. Tomlinson had himl Alive! 
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Dusk was closing down over the 
huge Long Island Spaceport as Grant 
Stockton shrugged his broad shoul-
ders and walked into the dim recesses 
of the office. 

The crowds outside were breaking 
up; the arriving passengers gone their 
many ways. All thoughts of Venus 
and the Venusians were erased from 
his mind as he saw the wizened, 
gnomelike figure of old Tewi, still 
hunched over his sixty-card game of 
Martian solitaire. 

"Didn't you beat the old boy yet?" 
Stockton asked jovially. 

"Twice, Master Grant." The crin-
kled bald pate of the drylander 
bobbed up from the cards and the 
parchment of his narrow face fluted 
into a grin. "Ready to go home now, 
please?" 

"Yes," Stockton replied wearily. 
"The show's over." 

Tewi wiped the grin from his fea-
tures as he followed the young Earth-
man's gaze. Over the broad desk in 
the corner hung a portrait of an older 
edition of Grant Stockton, a great 
Viking of a man with proud massive 
head, sternly powerful jaw and keen 
but kindly eyes. Anybody could 
easily see that these two were father 
and son. The aged drylander made a 
considerable ado getting his cards to-
gether and into the case which he 
tucked carefully into his girdle. 

HIS eyes carefully avoided the 
portrait. For had he not loved 

the old Master Stockton too? Had he 
not served him faithfully ever since 
young Grant had started to toddle? 
And now, since the father had de-
parted, was he not to serve the son as 
well ? 

"We go now, please?" Tewi asked 
with forced cheerfulness. 

Young Stockton swung around and 
chuckled. But the sound died on his 
lips as his glance flicked from Tewi 
to the graveled drive outside the door. 
In the swiftly gathering twilight sev-
eral figures were welded together in 
a violent scuffle. A quickly choked 
off cry reached his ears. Stockton 
was through the door in nothing flat, 
the withered, four-foot-tall drylander 
at his heels. 

"Keep out of this, Tewi," he hissed, 
as he leaped into the battle. 

Between them, two thugs were 
rough-housing a slim youth who 
fought furiously. No, it was a girl! 
Stockton couldn't really tell what she 
looked like but he knew she was 
young, slender and athletic. A big 
hand was clamped over her mouth. 

Other hands were engaged alter-
nately in warding off her kicks and 
punches and endeavoring to snatch 
her clothing from her body. The 
young spaceman choked a thick neck 
in each of his huge paws and dragged 
the thugs from their intended victim, 
who slumped to the gravel in a limp 
heap. Instead of vises, his fists be-
came battering rams now. 

One of the toughs reeled into the 
shadows, blood spurting profusely 
from his smashed mouth. The other 
rushed at Stockton with head down 
and arms flailing. The spaceman gave 
ground as hard fists smashed against 
his body. Then with an uppercut that 
rocketed from his knees he straight-
ened up his antagonist and lashed out 
for his face. The fellow staggered un-
der a rain of blows that might have 
been dealt from a trip hammer. He 
went down in a heap. 

"Master!" Tewi squealed. "Behind 
you! The other!" 

Stockton saw the glittering arc 
sweep over his shoulder and ducked. 
A searing pain in his side and the 
rending of his shirt told him just how 
close his escape had been. He whirled 
and clamped down on the wrist just 
back of a murderous blade. 

All of his strength went into the 
twist that followed. Bones crunched 
under his steel fingers. The would-be 
killer let out a screech of pain as the 
knife went spinning. And then the 
two muscle men scooted off into the 
thickening darkness, beaten. 

The girl was on her feet, disheveled, 
trying to dust off her soiled and dis-
arranged traveling costume. "Thank 
you," she said simply. 

The spaceman froze at sound of the 
softly blurring accent. "Oh," he said 
shortly. "Venusian. Well, come in-
side and tell us what it's all about." 

This end of the field was deserted 
now. There were only the great gob-
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lin shapes of the cradled tugs looming 
overhead and the dimming rows of 
straggling huts that housed the offices 
of their owners. A take-off blast 
howled across the spaceport from the 
far end as Grant Stockton ducked into 
his own shack and switched on the 
light. Then he turned to face the girl. 

"Sit down and get your breath," he 
told her ungraciously. 

Tewi regarded him with disapprov-
al as he went for a towel and basin. 

The girl laughed throatily. "The 
war's over," she said, as if that ex-
plained a great deal. "And you're 
Grant Stockton, aren't you?" 

"Yes. How'd you know?" The 
spaceman showed his amazement. 

"It's a long story," replied the girl, 
removing her jacket and taking the 
articles proffered by the grinning 
drylander. "Mind if I clean up a 
little?" 

"Go ahead," grunted Stockton, not-
ing the sway of her lithe body as she 
moved to the mirror. 

The girl was tall and graceful, like 
most Venusian women. She was al-
most as tall as the spaceman. Her 
skin was cream colored and her eyes 
and hair of the arresting blue-black 
peculiar to her race. By any standard 
of Earth, Venus, or the canal cities of 
Mars, she was beautiful. To a dry-
lander from the red planet, she was a 
goddess. The spaceman could see that 
from the worship in Tewi's beady 
eyes. But she was a Venusian. 

Either her loveliness or some post-
war resentment might account for the 
assault. Stockton wondered about 
that. 

She smiled dazzlingly when she re-
turned from inspecting herself in the 
mirror. Grant Stockton draped his big 
frame over the edge of his desk as she 
sank in his chair, his leonine blond 
masculinity as sharp a contrast to her 
dark beauty under the lights as was 
Tewi's shriveled ugliness. 

"You came in the Cerulean?" he 
asked her finally. 

THE girl nodded. "And I came 
right here, as soon as I could learn 

where you were located. I'm Lindi 
Tefra." Peering into the gray eyes 
of the Terrestrian, she could see this 

meant nothing to him. She went on 
breathlessly: "I know what you're 
thinking. I'm Venusian. And the 
Venusians blasted the Achilles. Get-
ting Terra into the war, ruining your 
firm financially and causing your fa-
ther's death. You were left high and 
dry. So you hate the planet Venus 
and everything on it. You hate me 
and—" 

"Wait a minute. I didn't say that." 
Grant Stockton's brows drew to-
gether. "How does it happen that 
you — a Venusian — know so much 
about my personal affairs? And what 
do you know about the Achilles?" 

Lindi Tefra lowered her voice. "I 
know where the wreck is," she said 
huskily. 

"You what!" The spaceman clat-
tered to the floor, quickly closed the 
door and lowered the window shades. 
"You have proof?" 

"I have." The girl turned her back 
to him, wriggled a bit with elbows 
raised, then faced about, flushing em-
barrassedly. She handed a disc of sil-
very metal to Stockton. A blaster 
photo-record! 

Stockton's jaw dropped as he gazed 
at the well-remembered lines of the 
Achilles so sharply defined here. The 
finest merchant ship of space, she'd 
been. Property of Stockton and Son. 
And here was the proof of Venusian 
deviltry. She was centered in the 
crosslines of the blaster's electric eye, 
a geyser of destructive energy erupt-
ing from her nose. Indisputable evi-
dence of a direct hit! 

Stippled around the edge of the 
disc was the data recording her speed, 
direction, and precise position in the 
heavens. Her graveyard orbit could 
easily be calculated and the wreck lo-
cated. That would mean financial sal-
vation to Grant Stockton, unless she'd 
been looted, but it came too late. It 
could not bring back his father. 

"Where'd you get this?" he de-
manded. 

Lindi Tefra's eyes were round and 
frightened at his tone. "From—from 
my brother's ship," she stammered. 
"But you must let me explain. He 
never—" 

"Skip it," growled Stockton. "I'd 
rather not know the details. Only why 
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did you bring this to me? And what 
about the two who attacked you out 
front? Were they after this? Any-
one else know about it?" 

"I—I don't know. I don't see how 
anyone could know." 

"Not much you don't!" he snapped. 
"What's your game?" 

A blow could not have jolted the 
girl more. She swayed, then stiffened. 
"I told you all I'm going to. Now you 
have the disc, isn't that enough? You 
can go for your old ship." 

Stockton steeled himself against 
the girl's physical appeal. She was 
gorgeous with her temper aroused. 
Deliberately, he added fuel to the 
flame. 

"Perhaps you're trying to atone for 
your precious brother's criminality," 
he sneered. "Well, thanks for the 
disc." 

Blue-black eyes flashed dangerously 
as the beautiful Venusian drew her-
self up haughtily. "If that's the way 
you feel about it, I—" 

Then she had flung open the door 
and disappeared into the night. Old 
Tewi looked reproachfully at young 
Stockton and sped after her. 

Gripping the disc tightly, Grant 
Stockton dropped heavily into his 
chair and stared up at his father's por-
trait. 

His mind flashed back to the begin-
ning of things. The Mars-Venus war, 
in three years of blockading and coun-
ter-blockading, surface bombings and 
reprisals, alternately victorious space 
fleet battles, had not affected Terra 
greatly. They had kept out of it— 
wisely, until the war had reached a 
stalemate. 

IT had been well known that both 
sides wanted Terra in with them. 

Her vast wealth and resources thrown 
in with either combatant would be the 
deciding factor. But Terra stayed 
wise; she had steadfastly avoided em-
broilment. Until the incident of the 
A chilles. 

Neutral shipping had been safe un-
til then. Of course, there were the 
routine challenges in space, the halt-
ing and searching for contraband 
which was allowed by Interplanetary 
Law. There had been but few intern-

ments, as only outlaws would risk the 
carrying of contraband. And there 
had been no blasting until the 
A chilles. 

Loaded with a rich cargo for Euro-
pa, carrying no munitions whatsoever, 
the Achilles had been blasted out of 
the heavens by a Venusian scout ship. 
Her own radio had so reported to 
nearby Terrestrian shipping but had 
been cut off before being able to re-
port her position. This was the sig-
nal for Terra's entrance into the con-
flict. In three months Venus had sur-
rendered. 

Meanwhile, Stockton and Son were 
the victims. On the basis of propa-
ganda to the effect that the Achilles 
had been armed and carried muni-
tions, her insurance was cancelled. 
There was no real proof, but the court 
had upheld the contentions of the in-
surance company lawyers. It was one 
of those things. And it had ruined 
the ship owners. Almost their entire 
capital was tied up in the Achilles, 
besides which there was more than 
seven million dollars in cargo they 
had to make good to the shippers. 

Broke, and with huge obligations 
still outstanding, a heart ailment of 
long standing had claimed the beaten 
elder Stockton. Grant was trying des-
perately to get back on his feet with 
the single tug he had been able to buy 
on long term credit. And he was de-
cidedly lucky to get that. 

Now this Tefra woman had showed 
up, unaccountably handing over the 
very evidence against the Venusian 
space force and her own brother! A 
friendly gesture, perhaps, or was it? 
There was something else in back of 
this, it occured to Stockton. 

The assault on the girl might mean 
much or it might mean nothing. More 
likely it meant a great deal. Grant 
Stockton frowned, wishing he had not 
let the girl leave. But he was more 
than determined to go out after the 
Achilles. Salvaging her cargo would 
at least put hirn back in the running. 
And he could easily prove that there 
was no contraband aboard! That last 
thought sent him to the vision-phone 
in a hurry. 

He called Dick Rawlins, his engi-
neer, instructing him to hire three 
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space wranglers for an early morning 
take-off. Then he called a little heard-
of government bureau and, after much 
persuasion, had the promise of a pas-
senger who would come in an official 
capacity. 

Tewi had not returned yet. Happy, 
Stockton went home. 

Breakfast next morning was served 
in gloomy silence by Tewi. 

"What became of the girl?" Stock-
ton asked impatiently. 

"Tewi take her to hotel in M'Yawk. 
She get room." He snorted angrily. 
"What for you not nice with her?" he 
demanded. 

The spaceman laughed uproari-
ously. Tewi was his privileged critic. 

"Good Lord, Tewi, she's Venusian. 
Her own brother blasted the Achilles. 
You hate them yourself." 

"Tewi not war on women." Dishes 
clattered noisily as the little dry-
lander stamped off angrily to the 
kitchen. 

Stockton grinned placatingly when 
he returned. "Anyway," he said, "I'm 
going out after the wreck today." 

"Tewi go along, please?" 
"Of course. Finish up here and be 

at the field by nine." Rising from the 
table and dropping his napkin, he 
prodded the drylander's ribs with a 
thick thumb to restore his good hu-
mor. 

It worked. "Good-by please, Mas-
ter," the drylander chuckled, his face 
crinkling into a mirthful grin. "Tewi 
not be late." 

STOCKTON left the apartment, a 
ray of hope shining in his tired 

eyes. This was the beginning of his 
vindication. 

At the field, he found Rawlins boss-
ing three husky wranglers as they 
loaded fuel into the Atlas. His eyes 
traveled the ninety-foot length and 
thirty-foot diameter of her. The At-
las was one of the most powerful of 
the modern tugs, crammed to the in-
ner plates with machinery, her pro-
pulsion jets as huge as those of a liner. 

No cargo space was needed, only 
blasting power. Without a tow, she 
was as fast as anything in space. And 
some day he'd own her completely, 
without strings. Though, if his hunch 

about the Achilles was wrong, he 
didn't know how he'd make the next 
payment. 

Dick Rawlins was standing beside 
him now. "You didn't say where we're 
going," he ventured. 

Stockton looked at the wranglers 
his engineer had hired. They were a 
tough looking trio. But then, all 

«wranglers were like that. 
"Sorry, Dick," he said apologeti-

cally. "This is a very special trip. 
Can't tell you about it until we're 
safely off." 

Rawlins, a chubby, perpetually smil-
ing roly-poly, winked a knowing eye. 
"Salvage?" he whispered. 

"Shut up!" hissed Stockton com-
mandingly. "Once any of the vultures 
around this field get that idea, it'll be 
too bad for my purposes." 

The engineer sobered quickly and 
nodded toward the three men who 
were tumbling out of airlock for a new 
load. 

"They're all right, I think," said 
Rawlins. "Best I could get at what we 
can pay." 

"I suppose so," Stockton agreed. 
"But mum's the word—all the way. 
Is Sparks on board yet?" 

The engineer shook his head. "Not 
yet. But he'll be here. Told me he 
could just make it." Rawlins chuckled 
to himself. "Funny, it's a hundred 
years since there was any spark wire-
less on the ocean and yet they still 
call our space ethertype boys 'Sparks.' 
Seems to fit, at that—they're pretty 
smart guys." 

"Yeah." Something about the swag-
ger of one of the wranglers had caught 
Stockton's eye. But a second look 
convinced him he'd never seen the 
husky fellow before. "Anyone else 
show up yet?" he asked Rawlins. "A 
guy named Tomlinson?" 

"No," Rawlins said, scratching his 
head in thought. "Who's he?" 

"Tell you about that later, too, Dick. 
Get your duffel aboard while I go to 
the Port Office to file clearance pa-
pers. And, if this Tomlinson shows 
up, tell him to wait for me in our 
office." 

"Okay. And no questions." Dick 
Rawlins winked over his lasting grin. 

"No questions," Stockton said. 
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It lacked just ten minutes of nine 
o'clock when Stockton returned from 
the Port Office. There'd been some 
difficulty—no one seemed to take his 
word for anything any more, since the 
Achilles disaster. But he had gotten 
his clearance papers without too much 
difficulty and now greeted Tomlinson 
in his own little shack of an office. 

The Bureau man was tall and skinny 
and solemn. There was nothing much 
about his features to make you remem-
ber him by, except that he was as bald 
as a billiard ball. But you wouldn't 
soon forget his eyes, which were a 
sort of washed-out color and seemed 
to look right through you. He was 
without enthusiasm over the trip and 
told Stockton so in no uncertain terms. 

"You know, of course, this will cost 
you money if you're not right about 
the Achilles?" he said sourly. "It 
might get you in serious trouble as 
well." 

"I'm taking that chance," snapped 
Stockton. "But I'd like to know why 
in hell Stockton and Son paid taxes 
all these years if it wasn't to merit the 
help of their own government when 
needed." 

TDMLINSON stuck out a warning 
finger. 

"Don't go off half-cocked, young 
fellow," the Bureau man advised him 
calmly. "I don't doubt you're all right. 
But I've seen a lot of phoney deals in 
my time. And I'm just warning you." 

The spaceman eyed him narrowly. 
"You know something you aren't tell-
ing me?" he asked. 

Tomlinson shrugged. "Maybe. Any-
way, I'm here. Are we ready to go?" 

"Do you know whether everybody's 
on board?" Stockton asked. 

"Yes; Rawlins said to tell you. 
Your little drylander and the ether-
type man just went through the lock 
a few minutes ago." 

"Then, let's go." As Stockton pre-
pared to lock the office, Tomlinson 
handed him a hand-size neutron blast-
er. "What's this for?" he asked won-
deringly. 

"You never know," the Bureau man 
told him without a smile but with a 
look that both drilled and chilled him. 
"Put it in your pocket." 

The agent did know something then. 
Tewi was fluttering around in the 

control room when Stockton slid into 
the pilot's seat, his button eyes alight 
with anticipation. 

"Sit down before you're knocked 
down, Tewi," he cautioned. Then the 
spaceman fed the bright metal disc 
the girl had given him into the calcu-
lator before he turned to the controls 
of the Atlas. 

The machine started chittering and 
clucking at its task of integrating the 
present orbit of the shattered Achilles 
from the data on the disc's rim. Their 
take-off siren shrieked outside then 
and the Atlas blasted away from the 
field to the stuttering roar of her atom 
jets. 

In the shock cushions beside him, 
Tewi was grinning delightedly. 

"Never saw you so tickled over a 
take-off," grunted Stockton. 

"Tewi never on trip like this," was 
the drylander's reply. 

"No, and maybe you'll wish you 
hadn't come." A grim sense of fore-
boding assailed the spaceman. Even 
the drylander's grin was not natural. 

Stockton swung the Atlas around 
into the escape curve which would 
sweep them out of the earth's gravity 
along the plane of the ecliptic. The 
landscape below them slid away in a 
receding blur that merged into vast, 
relief-map rotundity. The calculator 
clunked triumphantly and snicked out 
a printed solution. 

Stockton studied it carefully and 
set up the figures on the three dimen-
sional coordinating wheels of the ro-
bot pilot. The Achilles was swinging 
in its endless path two degrees twenty 
minutes off the ecliptic somewhere 
between the orbits of Mars and Ceres. 
Their own course would be set auto-
matically to intersect that path at the 
precise time, as determined by the ve-
locities and curvatures, when they 
would meet up with the helplessly cir-
cling wreck. 

The robot computator set up its in-
terminable chatter and the Atlas was 
taken over, swinging of her own ac-
cord on the newly laid course. 

The spaceman wheeled from the 
controls to gaze into the chilling, ac-
cusing eyes of Tomlinson. 
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"What're you doing with a Venu-
sian girl in the ethertype cabin?" the 
Bureau man asked him sternly, 

"Venusian girl! Why—" Stock-
ton had not noticed Tewi trying to 
slip out of the control room. "Lindi 
Tefra!" he bellowed. "How'd she get 
aboard?" 

HE clattered up the companionway 
to find out, with Tomlinson hard 

at his heels. Sure enough, there was 
the girl, looking smart but rather 
scared in Sparks' uniform. Tewi was 
there, interposing his insignificant 
form between her and his angry 
"Master." 

With an effort, the spaceman held 
his temper in check. "What's the 
idea?" he demanded of the girl. "I 
don't need anyone to tell me that 
Tewi's in on this. But what did you 
do it for?" 

Lindi Tefra dropped her long lashes 
and it stirred Grant Stockton. 

"You wouldn't let me talk last 
night," she explained. "And there are 
so many things—well, I just had to 
come along. I paid Sparks and I'm a 
first rate operator—so isn't it all 
right?" 

"I—I suppose so." Stockton was 
confused now by this unexpected 
development as he was by the girl's 
fragrant nearness and the menacing 
presence of Tomlinson. " W e couldn't 
turn back now anyway and—well— 
just as long as you stay put here and 
tend to your own knitting, okay." 

"Thank you," said the beautiful 
Venusian girl relievedly. 

"And you'll stay here with her, 
Tewi," Stockton ordered the grinning 
drylander, despising himself for going 
soft. But, after all, it was no fault of 
the girl that she had a murdering rat 
for a brother. 

Tomlinson nodded grudging ap-
proval. . . . 

Something was screwy about all 
this, Stockton knew. He told Dick 
Rawlins all he thought necessary to 
make the facts known without result 
beyond the engineer's usual jovial 
yes-yessing. He tried without success 
to get the impassive Tomlinson to open 
up, feeling sure the agent had formu-
lated certain suspicions. He sized up 

the three space wranglers at close 
range and made nothing out of that. 
Stockton began to think himself a 
superstitious fool. Yet, his apprehen-
sions persisted. 

He couldn't understand why the girl 
had come to him in the first place, nor 
how she knew so much. It wasn't just 
to help out an Earthman she had never 
seen before, that was certain. And 
where was her brother? Who were 
the toughs that had assaulted her? 
And why? There must have been 
something she hadn't told him. But 
that was his own fault—he should 
have let her talk. And now she'd 
smuggled herself aboard! With the 
impressionable Tewi to help her. 

Tomlinson was prowling around the 
ship like a ghoul. That made Stockton 
jittery, too. He'd have been better off 
without the snooper. Or would he? 
From the deadly little blaster in his 
pocket, it was obvious the Bureau man 
shared some of his misgivings—or had 
others he'd not thought of. Funny 
that Tomlinson hadn't questioned him 
more. 

They were nearing the end of their 
quest now and nothing unusual had 
happened. With the A tlas decelerating 
and the robot compensator working 
overtime to correct the approach curve 
for constantly changing velocity, 
they had made good time, though 
using only about half the acceleration 
of which the tug was capable. There 
was no need for extreme haste. 

Suddenly Grant galvanized into 
action at the tinkling of the approach 
alarm. He swung around to the disc 
of the detectoscope and moved the 
image finder in the direction indicated. 
A fast ethership was swinging past 
them on the same course! It was im-
parative that he get ethertype contact 
at once. He jabbed at the radio room 
signal. 

There was no response! 
Taking the companionway steps two 

at a time, Stockton burst into the 
cubby. It was empty! No. A human 
form lay twisted grotesquely under 
the table, crumpled up like an old 
paper bag. Tewi! 

Stockton rolled him out onto the 
floor, a rigid, eramped up little bundle. 
Relievedly, he found he was only in 
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the cataleptic state induced by a pa-
ralysis ray. But he would be this 
way for more than two hours and he 
wouldn't be able to tell what had hap-
pened. 

The spaceman rose up, his jaw set 
grimly. The girl had done this. 
Why? Where was she now? Un-
doubtedly she had ethertyped their 
course to that ship which just passed 
some time back. And she would be in 
on the salvaging of the Achilles, with 
the Atlas left out in the cold. Not if 
he could help it, he swore to himself. 

Picking up the tight form of Tewi, 
Stockton started back toward the little 
drylander's cabin. Tomlinson came 
panting down the corridor. 

"Well," he sneered. "Your Venusian 
darling has jumped ship. And one of 
your wrangler's went with her. What 
is this you're pulling, Stockton?" 

"Jumped ship!" Stockton exclaimed. 
"What do you mean?" 

"Just that. They've gone off in one 
of the lifeboats, the two of them." 

"Wait." Grant Stockton entered the 
sleeping cubby and placed the uncon-
scious Tewi tenderly on his bunk. 
Bitterly, he came out to face the 
angry-eyed Tomlinson. 

"So you've knocked out your own 
manservant, too," the Bureau man 
growled. "Nice goings-on." 

"That's a lie!" Stockton shouted. "If 
you're half as good as the Bureau said 
you were, you'd see something's being 
put over on me. And after all, the only 
reason you're along is to witness that 
there was no contraband on the Achil-
les. Otherwise, you can keep your 
nose out of my business. Get me?" 

Tomlinson grinned sourly as the 
spaceman whirled angrily and stalked 
off to the control cabin. . . . 

The Atlas was circling in now, 
under complete control of the robot 
pilot. In the. detectoscope screen, 
Stockton studied a tiny speck that 
alternately glittered in the sun and 
vanished as they swung around it. It 
drew rapidly nearer. I* was the Achil-
les! 

Another speck swung into view at 
the same instant. The ship which had 
passed him! Because of its greater 
speed, it hadn't been able to close in 
as swiftly as he, had passed and been 

forced to swing out into a wider orbit. 
Stockton chortled gleefully to him-
self. If someone was trying to beat 
him to the salvage, they'd been too 
late, girl or no girl. He'd have his 
grapples on the wreck first. Unless— 

Grimly he tightened his spiral, hold-
ing to the shock seat, fighting against 
four gravities deceleration. Then he 
swung in directly astern of the wreck, 
blasted mightily forward and was soon 
drifting alongside. He gloried in the 
clank of the magnetic grapples as they 
took hold. 

Tomlinson was already slipping into 
a space suit when he came into the 
exit lock aft. Fully accoutred, both 
carrying blasters, they went out 
through the lock. 

Stockton groaned into his helmet 
radio as he shoved himself across the 
narrow space separating the two hulls. 
The lifeboat from the Atlas was cling-
ing to the hull of the A chilles up near 
the bow. The girl and her accomplice 
had beaten him to it! But that 
wouldn't affect the salvage award. It 
was his; even the lifeboat was Stock-
ton property. 

"More funny business!" grunted 
Tomlinson. 

"Oh, shut up!" Stockton flung back 
into his helmet mike. "You stick to 
your job and I'll stick to mine." 

They were inching along the hull, 
shuffling their heavy magnetic shoes. 
A black ship swooped in—a Terrestria 
tug! Second best in the race, but ob-
viously preparing to come alongside. 
None of it made sense to the puzzled 
spaceman. 

THEN they were inside. A lump 
was in young Stockton's throat as 

he made his way through the well-
known corridors of the Achilles. A 
crumpled mass here and there showed 
how the men had died when their air 
swooshed out into space and the cold 
crept in. 

"Better stick together," suggested 
Tomlinson tremulously. 

"Right," the Spaceman said, leading 
the way down into the cargo hold. 

They had seen nothing o£ the girl 
or the space wrangler. There came 
faintly to them the vibratory shock 
of the other ship laying hold with her 
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grapples. Then Tomlinson had 
stopped alongside a couple of boxes 
that were pushed in back of crated 
plows consigned to Europa. In the 
light of his atom lamp, the lettering 
on those boxes stood out in bold relief, 
engraved themselves on Stockton's 
brain. It made his head swim. 

"Not carrying contraband, eh?" 
Tomlinson sneered softly. "Right 
here—already—two thousand disin-
tegrator exciter capsules designated 
for the Planetary Expeditionary 
Force of Mars." 

"I swear," faltered Stockton, "those 
were not aboard when the Achilles 
left. They—oh, to hell with it. I'm 
going to find that girl!" 

He started forward and lost Tomlin-
son in the maze of passages. Stock-
ton's heart was sick but rage mounted 
swiftly. He snapped off his light. 

Stumbling up toward the control 
room, he was halted by the blinding 
glare of an atom lamp that bored 
steadily into his eyes. 

"Keep your hands away from your 
belt, Grant Stockton," a cool, clipped 
voice warned. Lindi Tefra! "Up— 
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(Continued from page 117) 
get them up. That's it. I've got you 
covered." 

"You rotten traitor!" he gritted. 
"All right, you have me. So now 
what? 

"Just walk toward the light—toward 
me," Lindi ordered. "That's all." 

The spaceman walked, hands held 
high. He could see nothing but that 
blinding glare. But there was no doubt 
o£ the sincerity of the girl's words. 
Her voice was crisp, deadly. When 
he was almost into the blaze of the 
atom flame a hand reached out into 
the dazzling light and flicked his neu-
tron blaster from his belt. The light 
swung away and he could see. 

"Now," said the girl, "follow me." 
Raging inwardly, but wondering 

amazedly, Stockton followed her. 
Instead of going to the control room 

she led him to the ethertype cabin. 
Wordlessly, Lindi pointed to the two 
bodies. One was the Achilles' oper-
ator, a gruesome, flattened object on 
the floorplates, the haft of a Martian 
knife projecting from his back. 

The other, draped sickeningly over 
the ethertype desk with a knotted 
hand still at the controls of the appa-
ratus, was dressed in the remnants of 
civilian clothes. On the extended 
wrist was tattooed the red circle in-
signia of the Martian espionage organ-
ization. The tape in the machine was 
that of the Achilles' final message— 
which had been sent out by a Martian 
spy! 

"Now," said the girl more gently. 
"I want you to see something else." 

She led the way across the bridge to 
where a great hole gaped in the hull of 
the helpless vessel. Lindi Tefra 
swung the beam of her atom lamp 
along the iron edges of the hull plates, 
completely blotting out the view of 
the starry heavens. The plates were 
not fused, as they would have been 
from the energies of a blaster, but 
were bent and twisted and sprung out-
ward! The Achilles had been blasted 
from within by a high explosive bomb. 
A Martian trick throughout. Suicide 
spies. 

"This is what I wanted to prove," 
said the girl. 

"Hold it," came the stern voice of 
Tomlinson. 

THE debris-littered compartment 
sprang into light as a half dozen 

space-suited figures showed up. The 
girl dropped both blasters to the floor-
plates. 

"I 'm afraid I'll have to arrest you 
two," said Tomlinson. 

Stockton caught what he thought 
was a note of regret in the Bureau 
man's voice. "What for?" he de-
manded. "On whose charges?" 

A big man stepped from the group, 
his face florid through the glassite 
helmet of his suit. He was Arthur 
Henderson, President of the Acme In-
surance Co. 

"On fraud charges, Stockton," he 
boomed. "Attempted fraud. We have 
proved there was contraband on the 
Achilles. The records o f—" 

"I'm sorry to differ," Lindi Tefra 
spoke up. "There was no contraband 
on the Achilles until an hour ago. I 
can prove it." 

"What?" exclaimed Grant Stock-
ton. "How, Lindi?" 

"Just follow me, all of you," Lindi 
bade them. 

"I object to this, Tomlinson," Hen-
derson spouted. "You saw the cases 
yourself. Isn't that proof enough?" 

But they all followed the waddling 
figure of the girl, ridiculous in her 
bloated space suit. They followed her 
to one of the exit ports of the wreck, 
followed her to the lifeboat from the 
Atlas, where it was clamped to the 
hull by its grapples. 

Inside its narrow confines was a 
twisted, unconscious form. The space 
wrangler Stockton had been doubtful 
of. Beside him was another case of 
disintegrator excitation capsules. 

"When I saw what he was up to," 
explained the girl, "I fixed him. He 
could only carry two cases at a time 
and came back for this one. One of 
your employees, isn't he, Mr. Hender-
son?" 

"Planting the stuff, eh?" growled 
Tomlinson. "It'll be you I'll have to 
take in, Arthur. I had an idea that—" 

Henderson made a swift break, 
shambling off along the hull of the 
Achilles toward his own ship, his men 
trailing after him. But the Bureau 
man was equal to the occasion. His 
neutron blaster spat soundlessly in the 
vacuum of space and the President of 



Acme Insurance was floundering 
about against the hull of the wreck, 
his magnetic shoes blown out of com-
mission. Just as his form started 
drifting into the void due to the force 
of one of his energetic shoves, Tom-
linson had him. Alive! 

And that was that. . . . 
Later on board the Atlas, which was 

towing both the Achilles and the 
Acme tug earthward, Arthur Hender-
son and his men were prisoners of the 
World Government of Terra. Stock-
ton, Lindi Tefra, Tomlinson and Tewi, 
who had recovered, thrashed it out at 
dinner. 

"If it hadn't been that we've had our 
eyes on Acme for a long time pre-
viously," the Bureau man said, "I'd not 
have been along on the trip. They've 
reneged on too many claims lately and 
it was beginning to look fishy to the 
Bureau. But the Venusian girl here 
complicated things in my mind. And 
I wasn't so sure of you, either, Stock-
ton, as we knew the desperate straits 
you were in. The whole thing was 
screwy at first. 

"But it's clear now. The girl's 
brother was tried on Venus by a tri-
bunal of the Peace Conference, sen-
tenced to life in prison. Acme had 
agents snooping around that trial and 
when the girl tried to defend her 
brother they learned somehow that she 
had that disc. Of course she didn't 
dare spring that at the trial as the 
disc would make things look blacker 
for him than ever. Thanks to the Mar-
tian spies timing their suicidal sab-
otage just right for that purpose. But 
they got wise to the disc and that's 
why Acme thugs assaulted her when 
she got to Terra. They wanted the 
disc." 

TOMLINSON paused, went on: 

"Failing in that, they put a man 
on the Atlas with the contraband to 
plant on the Achilles. They didn't 
need anyone to radio our course; all 
they had to do was stick to searching 
ray indications. So they followed in 
one of their own tugs to try two 
things. 

"If they eould get to the Achilles 
first, they'd win salvage rights besides 
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(Concluded irom page 119) 
having the evidence of the contraband 
to save the insurance definitely. Fail-
ing to get there first, they'd be on hand 
for the pay-off anyway—and they 
were. Nice scheme, only it didn't 
work out." 

Stockton turned to the girl, whose 
dark eyes were softly luminous. "Why 
didn't you tell me about your brother's 
trial in the beginning?" he asked her. 

"You wouldn't let me," she re-
minded him. "You hated Venusians 
so. 

Grant Stockton felt the color spread 
to the roots of his hair. "That's right," 
he admitted. "I was a fool." His hand 
went out to take hold of hers. 

Tewi's grin crinkled from ear to 
ear. "Miss Lindi play smart one on 
wrangler, too," he gloated. 

"She sure did," agreed the spaceman. 
"How on earth, Lindi, did you get him 
to take you along in the lifeboat? And 
what was he doing in the ethertype 
cabin, anyway?" 

The girl dropped her long lashes. 
"I—I vamped him, I guess. You see I 
was afraid you wouldn't let me on the 
Achilles. And then he asked to send 
a message to the Acme ship. Suspect-
ing something, I let him do it, figuring 
it couldn't do any harm that late in 
their game and that I might be able to 
do something to fool them. 

"It worked. I told him I hated you 
on account of the war, that I was try-
ing to keep you from getting the 
Achilles too. I did that just to egg 
him on to take me along so I'd be sure 
to learn what I wanted. I didn't know 
he'd paralyze Tewi." 

"So sorry," said the imperturbable 
drylander, grinning. 

"You are not," said Stockton, feel-
ing like a fool. "You old rascal, I think 
you had a lot to do with some of this 

yourself." 
"Maybe so, Master." The fluted 

parchment straightened solemnly. 
"Anyway," the girl interposed has-

tily, "I have the evidence to free my 
brother and to release Venus from the 
reparations payments. This will make 
a new peace treaty imperative—know-
ing now that Mars pulled the stunt 
deliberately to get Terra in on their 
side against Venus. You see, I knew 
all this beforehand—except knowl-
edge about the insurance people's ac-
tivities. My brother knew there was 
no contraband on board. He'd used 
the x-search ray. He was only taking 
a picture when the Achilles blew out 
from inside. But that picture would 
only convict him. I just had to prove 
he was right by actually getting to the 
Achilles wreck. Investigating, I 
learned of your troubles. So I came to 
you to try and right two wrongs at 
one time. 

"And now you have the Achilles 
and her cargo, Grant. The insurance 
people will have to repair her and pay 
any difference between salvage value 
and what she and her cargo were in-
sured for. And you—" 

Lindi's dark head was so close to 
Stockton's he could catch her elusive 
fragrance. Tomlinson slipped out of 
the dining salon unnoticed. Tewi con-
tinued to grin and goggle. 

"And I?" The spaceman leaned 
nearer, forgetting everything else in 
what smote him so overpoweringly. 

"Well—you—" Anything said after 
that was with lips so closely locked 
you wouldn't have understood it any-
way. 

Dick Rawlins looked in just then 
with his perpetual grin expanded 
wider than ever. 

"Doggone it; I'm never in on any-
thing," he muttered. 
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UNDER OBSERVATION 
(Continued from page 12) 

Bergey is a splendid aptist, I will not deign 
to accept the kind of work he chooses to dole 
out to CAPTAIN FUTURE. His humans are 
especially well drawn, and his last few cov-
ers have portrayed nothing else but people. 
A hit of imagination would help immeasura-
bly. Comic supermen do not fill this descrip-
tion. His silhouette-style is especially pleas-
ing, and it is a shame he does not use it to a 
good advantage. 

The Pall issue cover did not depict accu-
rately any scene in the story. I presume the 
action is supposed to be inside the museum 
(which in turn is in the center of a city—not 
on a cliff-bordered desert) when Grag, Future 
and the Brain were surrounded by planetary 
fauna. The human figures were very good, 
but the animals were "fiat" and without form 
or believable color. Wesso should draw all 
the CP covers and Paul should do at least one 
instalment cover in the serials. With the 
inauguration of the two-part serials, now, it 
will give a nice balance to the covers to have 
a Wesso-CF-cover followed by a Paul-serial-
eover, etc. 

I'm glad to note that you did not listen to 
the few anti-serial readers and discontinue 
those grand novels of years past. Keller's 
Human Termites was truly good literature, 
and I cannot wait to read the next ones on 
the list. Anyone who insists upon reading a 
story over a period of nine months is helpless. 
Save the instalments and read a serial like 
a book—you enjoy it better. 

The many controversies make the reader's 
department so interesting—like the old Won-
der letters. Here are my selections: instead 
of a body, the Brain should have about a dozen 
flexible tentacles attached to the base of his 
"box" which would take the place of legs and 
hands to work with. Grag's body is a very 
corny one as illustrated—Just an empty suit 
of armor and very clumsy at that. I suggest 
a copy of Pinley's robot in the Wellman TWS 
yarn Day of the Conquerors. No other vital 
changes are needed except in story-—every one 
has had the same "murder by whom plot." 
Stay Quarterly.—New York City, N. T. 

So w e print on ly the best letters, d o w e ? 
W e l l , if that pair above are the best y o u 
birds can o f fer in the w a y of gripes, I 'd 
f rankly say y o u are s l ipping Y o u should 
read s o m e of the l ove and mash no tes I see 
in Startling Stories and Thrilling Wonder Sto-
ries. I have t o wear asbestos g l o v e s t o open 
them. S o send m e in s o m e fuel with w h i c h 
I can charge m y r o c k e t s — s o m e t h i n g an o ld 
space d o g can sink his teeth into, and I ' l l 
g ive y o u b a c k blast f o r blast that will shake 
y o u junior pi lots l o o s e f r o m y o u r dandruff . 
W h i l e I never w o r k e d o n the same ship 
with Captain Future—he never was in the 
S M M (Space Merchant M a r i n e ) — w e ' v e c o v -
ered a l o t o f the same So lar system, and I 
feel like standing up o n m y hind l egs t o de-
f e n d him. 

But w h y should I, w h e n I o p e n letters 
like this o n e ! 

BEST ISSUE YET 
By Aaron Hamber 

Have just finished reading the fall issue of 
your great magazine CAPTAIN FUTURE, and 
I think that this is the best issue yet printed 
of your magazine. The feature novel "The 
Triumph of Captain Future" is the best yet 
writen by Mr. Hamilton in this series. Please 
tell him to keep up the good work. After 
reading your department "Uhder Observa-
tion" I would like to add my vote to give 
Simon Wright a body, because Simon given a 
body could greatly help Capt. Future in many 

(Continued on page 122) 
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(Contimied from page 121) 
different ways and he would not have to be 
alirays carried around by either Grag- or Otho. 
My suggestion would be to m o u n t on his 
brain case a small rocket motor and a gravity 
neutralizes both being controllable by tele-
pathic thoughts. I also think that the de-
partment that you propose describing games 
of the future will be greatly appreciated by 
all your readers. 

Please find herein enclosed $.25 for which 
will you please send me the 8 scientifiction 
booklets as advertised. Thanking you in ad-
vance.—19 06 Chestnut St., Philadelphia, Pa. 

And while we are at it, let's slip in a little 
super-charger soup for Artist Bergey. Take 
a televise at this praise. 

WE'VE GOT SOMETHING 
By David Edward Schroer 

Say, Editor! To-u've got something in Ber-
gey 1 The Fall cover was magnificent. Keep 
Bergey on your three magazines. He is swell. 
Much better tbg,n Brown. The Fall c o v e r is 
the best I've seen on CAPTAIN FUTURE. 
More like it, please. But the next time fea-
ture Otho. 

Crayomedilon K a f a derik Cakk Swerdlow! 
Or, in case you haven't studied Venusian this 
is, "You've got something thsre, Mister 
Swerdlow!" in Terrestrial. Let's compromise 
about the Brain and do what Mr. Swerdlow 
suggests. Give him a rocket engine and a 
degravitrzer which he can control telepathi-
cally. Then he will not have to be carried 
and will not be spoiled by a robot body. 

W h y not skip the short stories in one issue, 
have an eighty-page novel and get Hamilton 
to write a Captain Future novelette dealing 
with the oct©p-us-men? 

Hamilton seems to be getting better as he 
goes along. T H E T R I U M P H OF CAPTAIN 
F U T U R E beats all Future novels yet pub-
lished. 

Curt Newten shouldn't travel in time. This 
would spoil our favorite character. He was 
meant to be an interplanetary crime fighter 
and should stay that way. 

By the way, Editor, where is Jack Binder? 
Both " I f " and "Do you Believe" are missing. 
I would like to see them again. 

Here's to the Three Musketeers of Science 
Fiction, THRILLING W O N D E R STORIES. 
STARTLING STORIES and CAPTAIN FU-
T U R E with the hope that the latter will sopn 
be published more often. Another letter com-
ing next month. This is your eleven-year-old 
correspondent signing off. — 1 4 9 6 Monroe 
Street, North East, Washington, D. C. 

That's telling us, David. And a quite ob-
servant and intelligent tell. It was with a 
certain amount of delight and respect that 
I noted the age you so proudly slapped onto 
yourself. There is neither time nor space 
nor the moment of propriety for me to eulo-
gize here on our youth and the future and 
destiny of our world and of mankind. But 
I want to shout out loud right here to you 
and to all the other young Davids that we 
are inordinately proud you read our maga-
zines and understand them. You'll never read 
anything printed over our name which will 
hurt your morals or your genuine patriotism. 

All right, all right, I'm shoving in the 
tremulo stop. Here's a note from a Chicago 
pilot. 

WORLD PROGRESS 
By Nicholas Car r 

I would consider it a favor if you would 
publish my letter as I never had one pub-
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lished. I think the Brain should NOT have a 
body. Wish you would use Venus, Mercury, 
or Uranus as the scene of Captain Future's 
adventures, 

I like the idea of having a small picture at 
the beginning of each chapter. Don 't always 
U3e the same pictures. 

It makes me mad when anyone says any-
thing is impossible. I am referring to Mr. 
Thompson and his remark about the "solar 
fish." It is not war which holds back the 
world's progress, it is the doubt of human be-
ings in anything new.—1308 N. La Salle St., 
Chicago, 111. 

Nick, there are a lot of things holding 
back progress today. I don't know who is 
right, but here at this spaceport at this mo-
ment it seems that the Republicans are lay-
ing it on the Democrats, and the Democrats 
are laying it on the Republicans. All of 
which has. little to do with space travel. 

And here's another vote on what to do 
with Simon Wright's brain. 

ANOTHER SWERDLOW 
ENDORSER 
By Edward Wall , Jr. 

I have just finished reading the Fall issue 
of CAPTAIN FUTURE. I do not think it rates 
with the third issue. But they're all good. 

Can't wait to hear about Oog, let's hope he 
is as good as Eek. Why do I have to wait 
three whole months to read another issue of 
CAPTAIN FUTURE? Couldn't we have at 
least a bi-monthly? 

If "The Brain" must stay in his present 
case, why net have some sort of a mentally 
run machine attached so he could at least 
move around without help? 

Enclosed is 25c for my sight scientifiction 
booklets.—61 Edwin Place, Asheville, North 
Carolina. 

And still another suggestion re the Brain. 

BRAIN TROUBLE 
By Allan Taplin 

I am sending you a coupon and the name-
strip of this magazine. I want to join your 
club. Could you enroll me? I think CAP-
TAIN FUTURE is pretty good. I'd like to see 
a story in which a crook builds a time ma-
chine and Captain Future gets trapped in it 
and goes into the future. Why don't you get 
trimmed edges? It'd help a lot. Also get bet-
ter pics on the cover. I'd like to see the Brain 
with small rocket tubes and guns, so Grag 
wouldn't have to carry him around.—3412 
Winter Street, Los Angeles, California. 

Awfully sorry, Brother Schneider, but we 
just don't have any back copies of any of 
our scientifiction magazines on hand. W e 
print only so many—and out they go on 
sale. If you were a reader of T H R I L L I N G 
W O N D E R and STARTLING STORIES, 
two swell companion magazines to CAP-
TAIN FUTURE—you'd have known all 
about the Futuremen and would not have 
missed any issues. By the way, Bert, if this 
is your introduction to science fiction—don't 
fail to look over our companion magazines. 

ONE HERO ENOUGH? 
By Berf Schneider 

I have just finished reading: my first copy 
of the CAPTAIN FUTURE Magazine and I am 
astonished that such a "swelr' s.f. magazine 
missed me. Can I make up my loss by getting-
previous issues? If so, how much will it cost? 
PLease answer when returning the enclosed 
envelope with my membership card. 

I tnink that Captain Future should be 
(Continued on page 124) 
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(Continued from page 123) 
printed about bi-monthly. The present sys-
tem makes one wait too long for each copy 
while a monthly edition would become a prod-
uct of mass production. Why not have the 
cover illustrate an actual scene from C .P.? 

Why ia Captain Future always the hero of 
every story? I think Otho, Grag or even 
Simon could sometimes solve the mystery. 

This Pall copy which 1 have just finished 
is a honey. The two short stories are clas-
sical. Let us have more of them. The Cap-
tain Future story kept me interested every 
minute.—7 Second Avenue, Long1 Branch, N. J. 

I might repeat here, in passing, that I 
hope all you pilots are getting your Kttle 
batch of booklets. If you don't, just cut 
loose once with a reminder blast to your 
space sergeant, aad I'll set off an atomic 
rocket under somebody's chair around here. 
I was about to use more forceful language 
when I saw this letter from Pilot Robb. 

FEWER SLANG WORDS 
By William R o b b 

I like your CAPTAIN FUTURE Magazine 
very much. Any story that has anything to 
do with rocket ships or the world of tomor-
row is just what I like. I plan to buy every 
issue or this magazine. What months does it 
come out, and wtece could I get the second 
issue of CAPTAIN FUTURE? I missed the 
second, but I have the first and third issues. 
The Captain Future stories are the same, but 
the short stories in the first issue, are better 
than the ones in the third issue, although they 
are all good. I don't think Captain Future 
should have a fifth person join him, but he 
could have another pet. The aerial is good 
and Just the right length. The serial should 
not be longer than four or five issues of the 
magazine. If you left out all or nearly all 
of the slang words in the whole magazine, 
it would greatly improve it. They are un-
necessary. I want to read good literature aJid 
except for that one thing it is good literature. 
I am just making suggestions for a better 
mag.—Peoria, Illinois. 

There! I guess that'll teach Captain Fu-
ture to use Sen-Sen or something. And 
here's a gentle blurb from Wisconsin, Re-
freshing as a wind sweeping through those 
northern firs and pines. Or maybe we are 
prejudiced. 

OOGi OOG! OOG! 
By Arden Parry 

I have just finished reading the Fall issue 
of CAPTAIN FUTURE and think it is the 
sweilest magazine on the market. You sure 
have something there, but you can make it 
better by at least making it a bi-monthly. 

Hurrah for Oog! And may his fights with 
Eek be both humorous and numerous. But 
let's have no more futuremen. 

I think Ralph Swerdlow's idea in the Pall 
issue in giving "The Brain" a small rocket 
motor and a aegravitizer is swell. Then he 
will not be such a burden to his companions 
and he could soar around anywhere under his 
own power without any apparent means of 
locomotion (Edmond Hamilton please note). 
It would be eerie—yet scientific! 

Keep up the good work.—151 Ceape Street, 
Oshkosh, Wisconsin. 

Ed Hamilton—please, please, take note of 
this letter. Not much more we can say—• 
our young friend's said about everything. 

BOYS AND GIRLS TOGETHER 
By William Novak 

In the first place I wish you would publish 
Captain Future's adventures more often, at 



least every two months. And substitute short 
stories to make up the rest of the magazine. 
No serials. Leave the long stories for the 
other s - f magazines in your group. Whi le 
on the subject of Captain Future, ean't the 
author make up a story which won't give one 
the impression of being a detective fiction 
yarn with a futuristic setting? How about 
an ordinary interplanetary war or an out and 
out invasion of the Solar System by strange 
creatures from "outside"? 

Now for the main object of my letter and 
now r i l probably tread on somebody's toes! 
As he is now, Simon W r i g h t has no special 
glace in the Futuremen. Although he is 

Down as The Brain, the author frequently 
brings out the fact that Captain Future pos-
sesses a more brilliant intellect. A long time 
ago I suggested that he be given some sort 
of body but the objection has been voiced 
that this would make him too much like 
Grag. True, if he were given a mechanical 
body of human shape. But has the imagina-
tion of the author gone oil a vacation in re-
gard to mechanical bodies? 

Naturally I have some ideas about what 
might be done in this regard. Now The Brain 
is usually delegated to make experiments and 
conduct scientific research in connection with 
facts discovered by Captain Future. H o w -
ever, all he can do is give orders to someone 
else, watch results and draw conclusions. In 
this way, he ties up the services of at least 
one of the Futuremen when their efforts 
might be more urgently needed elsewhere. 
Therefore, The Brain should be able to per-
form these experiments alone and should have 
a body specially suited for that purpose. I 
would suggest an oval-shaped body, contain-
ing gravity neutralizers so that in' effect it 
would resemble a small space flier. (And o f 
course capable of traveling through space 
unassisted.) 

Secondly, this body should be equipped with 
a number of flexible tentacles sufficiently 
strong to enable Simon W r i g h t to open draw-
ers, measure out chemicals, hold test tubes, 
handle books and perform similar tasks. 
However, I would not have these tentacles 
endowed with superhuman strength like 
Grag's, nor lightninglike speed such as pos-
sessed by Otho. Rather, they should be ca-
pable of utmost precision and be extremely 
delicate, I mean capable of doing very deli-
cate operations. 

Nevertheless, I am convinced that The 
Brain would be a thousand times more use-
ful if he had some sort of body and perhaps 
the suggestions listed here may overcome 
some of the objections against this change. 

Now as to Captain Future and Joan Ran-
dall. Can't something be done to bring these 
two together in a romantic setting, long l - l i l g , l u u g 

3? I can't enough at least so he can propose? 
think of the word to describe how these 
stories should go on, but possibly I can ex-
plain and leave the word up to you. The 
author should take into consideration the fact 
that time exists. Each adventure of Captain 
Future's therefore will find him a little older 
and more grown up. This should be taken 
into consideration. Now if (and I hope so) 
Captain Future and Joan marry, then nat-
urally we can expect children. Now these, 
of course, ought to grow up and here I think 
Is a© excellent opportunity for the author. 
In fact it "creates opportunities enough for 
several authors. The life of a boy or girl in 
Captain Future's time ought to be very in-
teresting and an account of it would prob-
ably appeal to many of the boys and girls of 
our own time.—314 Nelson Avenue, Saratoga 
Springs, N. T. 

Well, cut all rockets and grab your 
space phones, pilots! I was just about to 
sign off for this issue, or, to phrase it more 
in keeping with the heading of this depart-
ment—put the specimens away and cover up 
the microscope, when I plucked this final 
prize out of the mail chute. It is no less 
than a letter from a self-styled "Captain Fu-
ture." It is, I think, an appropriate way to 
finish off this department this month, 

(Continued on page 126) 
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16x20-inch enlargement sent G.O.D. 78c pins postage 
or send 80c and we pay postage.' 
tpe- offer now. Send your photos 
STANDARD ART STUD! 

Takeadvantage of this 
photos today. Specify size wanted. ART8TUDI0S. IISS. Jefferson St., Dept. 401 -A, Chicago 
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MANY 
STYLES 

TO 
SELECT 

FROM 

GLASSES 16 DAYS TRIAL 
| AS LOW AS SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 

$ 1 * 9 5 6 r Money Back. Attractive styles. Low prices. 
BROKEN CLASSES REPAIRED. 

Just send your cams fot 
FREE Circular today. S E N D N O M O N E Y 

ADVANCE SPECTACLE CO., 537 S. Dearborn. Dent T-l. Chleago 

F R E E S A M P L E S O F R E M A R K -
A B L E T R E A T M E N T FOR 

Stomach U lcers 
Due to Gastr ic Hyperacidity 

H. H. Bromley, of Shelburne, Vt., 
•writes: "I suffered for years with 
acid-stomach trouble. My doctors told 
me I had acid stomach ulcers and 
would have to diet the rest of my 
life. Before taking your treatment X 

I had lost a tot of weight and could eat 
nothing but soft foods and milk. 
After taking Von's Tablets, I felt 
perfectly well, ate almost anything 

and gained back the weight I had lost." If you suffer from indigestion, 
gastritis, heartburn, bloating or any other stomach ttouble due to 
gastric hyperacidity, you, too, should try Von's for prompt relief. 
Send for FREE Samples of this remarkable treatment and details 
of trial offer with money back guarantee. Instructive Booklet is 
Included. Write: 
PHILADELPHIA VON CO. Dept. 430-H 

Fox Building, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Complete home-study courses 
and educational books, slfgl " tightly used. 

d. All sub-Sold, rented, exchanged. 
Ject». Money-back guarantee. Caati 
- n i d for used courses. Full de-

ill* and Illustrated 72-page bar-
Write today! 

paid for used courses, 
falls and illustrat " " " 
gain catalog; FREU 

NELSON CO. 
500 Sherman, Dept. A-227, Chicago 

CHEAP OIL BURNER AMAZ-
ING 

WHY COOK OR HEAT With COAL w W O OD 
J S t S S R •SSf-'SrlKWi 'ya&tMSSS-
cry. Burns low-priced, f r e d r ? - •w.T. 
flowing oil—no clogging up.rtJCV{Ki 
G U A R A N T E E D . frjjl-a-f:TT  SENI ON TRIM. - ^ P r ^ ^ ' I ' T 

(Uency, conve- 111 

ulence and economical operation. Write for SPECIAL 6FFER T 0 ACENTS—who win demoMttate and 
take orders. Wonderful Money Haker. 

Write quick—a postal card will do. UNITED FACTORIES, 
A-912, Factory Building, Kansas City, Missouri 

ASTHMA TREATMENT mailed On 
Free Trial. If satisfied 
send $1; if not, it's Pree. 
Write me for your treat-
ment today. 

W. K. STERLINE. 830 Ohio Ave., Sidney, Ohio 

Write today for free Booklet Nit. | 
lining profit sharing plan, 

ALLIED MUSIC 
Dept. 32, Box 507, Cincinnati, Ohio 

M u d d y S k i n 

B l e m i s h e s 

B l a c k h e a d s 

B lo t ches 
Cine, skin peel, diet, etc. 

OR, W. 0. TRACY 

H O M E L Y S U R F A C E 

P I M P L E S 
To the thousands of folk! suffering from 
Burface pimples, acne, muddy complex-
ion. skin engrtinus, etc,, we will send 
FREE booklet of a simple method of 
treating the skin. A noted dermatolo-
gist's private method. No harmful medl-

Sorne thing different. Send to 
CO., 1637 E, New Haven, Coo* 

(Continued iiom page 125) 

A N A U T H O R I T A T I V E P R O T E S T 

By "Captain Future" (Huh?) 

Here on the Moon I've lately been picking 
up brain waves from Earth which tell me 
that the readers of CAPTAIN FUTURE are 
not correctly acquainted with the tacts about 
me that Edmond Hamilton has transcribed 
into "fiction" after I telepathed them to his 
mind. These readers seem to think that 
Simon Wright, The Brain, should be given a 
body, that Otho and Grag should not rasp-
berry each other, and that Captain Future 
should acquire more companions. Now, all 
these assumptions and ideas are wrong, and 
I've been trying to impress that upon the 
mind of Hamilton, but he seems to be swayed 
by his reader public, inclined to do what they 
would have him do. Since I am Captain Fu-
ture, I should be acquainted with the facts 
surrounding my adventures back in the "good 
old days" when crime and dictators nearly 
destroyed the Universe on several occasions. 
But that's all gone now . . . since Earth was 
evacuated on nearly being destroyed by a huge 
star that no Earthman had control over like 
Dr. Barro did the "black star." There are no 
more wars out here on the Moon and the 
other planets and their moons, for we have 
immortality, and that part of the brain which 
generates hate and crime has been removed 
from our minds. 

But to get back to the questions which are 
disturbing your readers: I never had any 
companions other than Otho, Grag, and Simon. 
That is, not constant companions, for Joan 
Randall and Marshal Gurney were always 
showing up When 1 got into high adventures. 
But they were not the close companions that 
the others were. I was perfectly satisfied 
with the three loyal companions I had, be-
cause they were masters at their arts, far 
above the ability of the average, and they 
always were able to help me rid society of 
criminals. To have acquired more Compan-
ions would have necessitated more watchful-
ness on my part and on their parts, and in-
troduced a chance of spy work, whereas I 
knew they would remain true to me and my 
purposes. And Simon never had a body. He 
didn't want one, not even as an experiment. 
He had been a man long enough and had 
come to hate man's emotions, of which he 
retained only that of loyal affection for me. 
Too, he was less conspicuous the way he was, 
and on numerous occasions I was able to hide 
him and thus bryag about escapes and learn 
secrets that would have been impossible oth-
erwise. And to deprive Otho and Grag of 
their quarrelsome attitude toward each other 
would be to alter history, for our adventures 
are history, not fiction. Even disregarding 
that, I could never have gone through what 
I did if I hadn't had their welcome but some-
times annoying habit of friendly quarreling 
to keep me cheered up in times of dire dan-
ger. And to have taken this trait from them 

! T H E FUTUREMEN", 
! 23 w . 48th S t , New York, N. Y. 

5" I wish to apply for membership in ; 
. THE FUTUREMEN. I pledge myself to ! 
• abide by all rules and regulations. J 
I I : Name ! 
I (Print Legibly) ! : s 
I Address A g e . . . . • 

C i t y State. 

• I am enclosing a stamped, self-ad-
• dressed envelope and the name-strip 
! from the cover of this magazine (tear off 
! name-strip so that the name CAPTAIN 
• FUTURE and the date can be seen). Tou 
• will send me my membership certificate 
• and a list of rules promptly. 
• 1-41 



would have destroyed their true characters. 
Antlior Hamilton has done a magnificent 

jab of portraying nue and my companioTie as 
we were, through my telepathic messages to 
him. And if he continues to ignore my tele-
pathic warnings about changing our adven-
tures and characteristics, I shall be forced 
to discontinue my aid to him, and he will be 
unable to write more accounts of our fight 
against crime and scheming madmen. But 
he lias slipped up on only one account thus 
far: That of saying good-by to Joan Randall: 
Instead of impersonally shaking her hand, I 
always kissed her good-by. After all, I'm a 
man, you kaow, and, unlike Simon, I experi-
ence the age-old emotions of man, even to 
that of a wildly beating heart in the close 
presence of a beautiful girl!—Tycho, Luna. 

And so I leave it with you junior pilots 
until next issue. Your old Space Dog navi-
gator signing off! 

—SERGEANT SATURN 

MUTINY IN SPACE 
(Continued from page 108) 

pulled through worse injuries." 
Spence shrugged his shoulders purpose-

fully. 
"We might as well look at the truth with-

out flinching," he declared. "The man can't 
live. Neither can the rest of us, if he keeps 
up that screaming. Not one of us has slept 
a wink for two days. Some haven't slept 
for a week. First it's the confounded heat. 
Then it's the spinning of the ship. The heat 
has increased just the same, in spite of your 
attempt. Now it's the heat and Gurdel's 
yelling." 

He paused to eye the captain narrowly. 
"And the food's bad, too. Nobody can 

eat anything. The concentrates are getting 
dry and nearly impossible to swallow. I 
think the special vitamin foods are no good. 
Wouldn't be surprised if we all came down 
with scurvy in a day or so. We've got to 
get sleep, Ledyard!" 

"I know, I know," the commander said 
wearily. "But don't worry about the food. 
The vitamins are all right and you won't 
get scurvy. As for Gurdel—" Ledyard bit 
his lips nervously, the first sign that he was 
also feeling the strain—"we'll move him up 
here with me. I'll stay with him, and you 
fellows can go to sleep below." 

Spence met the eye of his superior with 
insolent defiance. 

"That won't do it, either," he stated. "If 
you can't keep the noise from coming 
through the door this way, how are you 
going to keep it from going out the other 
way? Nobody can sleep with that dying 
man on this ship. We've all agreed on it 
down below. I've come up to ask you to 
do it. You've got to pitch him out!" 

Human scientists at bay with each other 
in the void! What grim tragedy is to 
occur on the Silver Star as its lone crew 
battles the greatest danger of the ether-
lanes—space-madness? The next install-
ment of MUTINY IN SPACE, in our 
next issue, brings you the startling drama 
of men against the stars who rebel 
against the man who would save them! 

Including all 
exams, correcting 

TRAINATHOMEINSPARETIME 
NOW—for the first time—an amazing plan is made 
available to sincere men whereby they may train right 
at home in preparation for a better job ,ind bigger pay 
by learning Blue Print Reading. . . . There are no eon-
tracts to sign. . . . You are under no obligation to con-
tinue unless you desire. The entire course consists of 
48 simple, easy-to-understand lessons and is usually 
completed tn 12 weeks or less. 
The I.T.I, course has been especially designed to help 
you obtain a thorough knowledge of nitre Print Read-
ing in easy stages. . . . You need no technical training 
. . . no particular education. . . . All you need is the 
ability to read and write the English language in 
order to understand this simple and practical method 
of Blue Print Reading. No matter what type of job 
you hold now, or what your future plans may be, the 
ability to read Blue Trints will help you to qualify 
more quickly for a better job and bigger pay in any 
industry. 

AMAZING T R A I N I N G P L A N FOR Y O U 
Our sensational low price of 25c a lesson (including all exams, 
correcting and grading) Is based upon the assumption that you will 
co-operate with us in bringing this training to you. In order NOT 
to DELAY your training, and to reduce handling ajid mailing costs 
wliich might be incurred by sending only one lesson at a time, we 
send you FOUR lessons at a time with examinations which you 
return to ue for correcting and grading by our instructors. There 
are no extra charges at any time. 
E n r o l l N o w ! ^ ^ out raa-il the coupon below together with One Dollar. We will immediately send you your am FOUR LESSON'S and examination, so that you can get started to train at once. 
NHTF- Wo guarantee to refund to you the One Dollar In full In 
" w 1 " the event you are not entirely satisfied with the 4 iessons. 

I INDUSTRIAL TRAINING INSTITUTE 
! Industrial Bldg., Dept. T.G.I2, Newark, N. J. J 
I Kindly enroll me in your 4S lesson Home Study Course in I BLUE PRINT READING. I enclose One Dollar for the first 

FOUR LESSONS and examination. I further understand that 
I am not obligated to complete course unless 1 wish to, and that 1 I may cancer my enrollment at any time. It Is further understood 

1 that In the event I am dissatisfied I may return the above men-
Itioned four lessons within 5 days, and you will refund my 

One Dollar In full. 

NAME Age. 

ADDRESS 

CITY STATE. 

127 



K I D N E Y T R O U B L E 
Stop Getting Up Nights 

To harmlessly flush poisons and acid from kid-
neys and relieve irritation of bladder so that you 
can stop "getting up nights" get a 35 cent pack-
age of Gold Medal Haarlem Oil Capsules and take 
as directed. Other symptoms of kidney and blad-
der weaknesses may be scant, burning or smart-
ting passage — backache — leg cramps — puffy 
eyes. Get the original GOLD MEDAL, Don't ac-
cept a substitute. 

H A N D - C O L O R E D in Oi l 

PHOTO ENLARGEMENT 
Beautifully mounted in 7 x 9 
white frame mat. Made from any 
photograph, snapshot or nega-
tive. Original returned. Send 
25c and stamp—no other charges. 

COLORGRAPH, Dept. TF-10 PLUS 3e STAMP 
17 N. LeClaire, Chicago. for Mailing 

25c 
LIVER Medicine 

RegoJ contains scientific 
liver medicines including 

a very effective cholagogue (bile flow stimu-
lant). Head all about Regol and its aid to Nature 
in relieving functional disorders of the liver 
and gall bladder, also intestinal indigestion, 
bloating, gas, sick headaches, nausea and bil-
liou«ness due to sluggish flow of bile. Write for 
free booklet today. CLEVELAND BEGOL 
COMPANY, 1410 Old Arcade, Cleveland, Ohio. 

WANTED ORs'oG^AL POEMS 
any subject, for immediate con-
sideration. Don't deldy—send 
your poem at onee to 

BICHABD BROS., H Woods Building, Chicago, HI. 

DICE • CARDS • GAMES 
Magicians', Conjurers* specialties. Special 
Dice, Weights, Flats, Tops—Card Readers, 
Papers, Strippers, Inks, Supplies of all 
binds. Blue Book FREE. 

H. C. EVANS & CO. 
1530 W. Adams St., Dept. 15, CHICAGO 

THE TRUTH ABOUT 

Stomach Ulcers 
Caused by Gastric Hyperacidity 

f p r p Booklet era simple home treatment. Many report they 
were saved from expensive operations. Leam all 

about this amazing in expensive home treatment. Pain relieved from 
the start. No rigid or llanld diet. This valuable booklet sent FREE 
with Information aa to guaranteed trial offer. TWIN CITY VON 
CO.. Dept. 209. Saint Paul. Minnesota.—Adv. 

The Newest All-Picture Magazine 

C O - E D S 
Now on Sale 1 0 c at A l l Stands 
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THE FUTURE 
OF 

CAPTAIN FUTURE 

T HE Rocketeers are 
coming! 

And you'll thrill to 
the power fu l thrum-
ming of t h e i r rocket 
ships as they blast off 
on the m o s t exciting 
v o y a g e in the Solar 
System's hi-story — a 
race around the Sun! 

The Rocketeers — an 
expert group of space 
pilots, the cream of all 
the interplanetary acad-
emies. Men who were 

born to navigate the starry skies, brave un-
charted horizons. Veteran pilots and kiwi 
pilots—but all courageous. Out of their 
ranks come the skilled navigators of the 
great luxury liners, the pilots of the stellar 
mail-express. 

YouH see the colorful Rocketeers in ac-
tion in STAR TRAIL TO GLORY, Ed-
mond Hamilton's new novel featuring the 
latest adventures of Captain Future and his 
band of space-rovers, the Futuremen. This 
great novel, dedicated to the trail-blazers of 
the spaceways, makes an epic masterpiece of 
scientifiction that will thrill you from the 
very first chapter to the last. 

An Armada of Space Ships 
You witness a spectacular armada of the 

finest space ships in the Universe, manned 
by the greatest pilots, rocket away from the 
starting line in a non-stop race around the 
Sun—a race that grim Death transforms into 
an orbit of doom! 

Drama and tragedy are the satellites of 
each mighty ship in the cosmic race as the 
super fleet of contesting craft dart by in 
their mad cycle of despair. Each ship be-
comes a world of its own for its pilot—a 
world that is likely to end at any moment. 
But the pilots speed on relentlessly in their 
quest for fortune and glory. 

Racing Against Death! 
And then Captain Future and his loyal 

comrades enter the race—but theirs is a race 
against death! Their goal is to crush a sci-
entific criminal genius bent on dominating 
the space-lanes. Their job is to administer 
the laws of the Solar Government to a sin-
ister outlaw. 

A multi-million miles of stellar speedway 
—and a spatial thrill for you along every 
one of those miles. This is the most dra-
matic flight of the centuries . . . a cosmic 
grind that makes junk out of million dollar 
rocket-engines and breaks men's hearts. 

And throughout this chronicle of solar-
girdling you'll see Captain Future and his 
boys, as you like them, in dynamite action. 



GUARANTEED TIRES! 

LAN Tf R N 
With Every 

2 Tires ordered 

GOODYEAR*GOODRICH 
FIRESTONE * U.S. and 
Other Standard Makes 
WORLD' 
T I R E P R I C E S i 

Thousands of A m e r - 1 
ie&n customers can I 
voaeh f o r the long, 1 
hard service given b y ' 
onr Standard Brand 
reconditioned tares, service t U o-z\ 

jOĉ pUSwithUt; I t!„ 
experts befora shipping. 2 4 years ' Ex-
pedience enablee asto^iote lowest prices 
with legal agreement to replace at H 

price any tire that fails to give complete 
— —itiafactfon. Tiree returned 

JUaat bo prepaid; prices quoted 
and replacements fob Chisago 

VER V TIRE GUARANTEED 
LAR CORD TIRES 
_Ty£«>9|Size., Tire^Tubes 

lilt 1:11 « j 
"4x4 3 . 2 S u e 33x5 J . 7 ' I ' l l 

! x i » 3 . 3 5 L4!i35x£ 3 . 9 S l . /S HEAVY DUTY TRUCK TIRtS 
_ IHIgh Pressure) 
Tires TubeslSire Tires Tubes 
S 4 . 2 S tlM 84x7 $ 1 0 . 9 5 M.65 

I ' l l I S 1 0 . 9 5 4.65 
T i l l $96 30x3 . 1 1 . 4 5 4.95 
0 . 3 5 4.45*0x3 13 .25 4.95 

TRUCK BALLOON TIRES 

25-20 8 . 9 5 
...00-20 10 .95 
KS35-20 1 3 . 9 5 

'.00-20 
3.75 1.7EULL OTHER 

„ . . 3 . 7 5 L45 SIZES ' 
W D O N L Y $1.0C» B E P 0 S ! T on each tiro ordered. 
1.00 on eaeh Track Tire.) W e ship balance C. O. D. 
duct S per cent if cash Is Bent in foil with order* To 
order promptly we may substitute brands if neces-

sary. a l l tube ! b rand new - Guaranteed— 
• P E R R Y - F I E L D T I R E & R U B B E R C O . H 

IF NOT SATISFIED! 
Orderbvmail—a wide 
^selection of styles. 
Order by 
^selectic 

Now^-adental plate (Up-
p e r o r l o w e r ) As LOW A s 6.50. Our order*by-mail 

I N D I V I D U A L L Y 
M a d e f r o m Y O U R 
Mouth Impression thod insures yoor money 

back i f not satisfied. Actual 
6 0 DAYS' WEARING TRIAL lete you judge tot 

E ^ S M & S E N D NO MONEY 
Send a postcard or letter for free descriptive etr-
cularshowingdifferentstyles and Free impression 

material. You follow directions. Don't delay! — Write now! 
Ward Dental Lab., 936 W. 63 rd St., Dept. 2 6 A, Chicago. I1L 

Lemon Juice Recipe Checks 
Rheumatic Pain Quickly 

If you suffer from rheumatic or neuritis pain, try this 
simple inexpensive home recipe. Get a package of Ru-Ex 
Compound, a two week's supply, mix it with a quart of 
water, add t i e juice o f 4 lemons. Often within 48 hours 
— sometimes overnight — splendid results are obtained. 
If the pains do not quickly leave you, return the empty 
package and Ru-Ex will cost you nothing to try. It is 
sold under an absolute money-back guarantee. Ru-Ex 
Compound is for sale by drug stores everywhere. 

STAR T R A I L T O G L O R Y is as new as 
tomorrow, and you'll enjoy seeing Captain 
FutuKe, the Man of Tomorrow, cross the fin-
ish line of a darrger-packed race and a star-
spangled novel. 

Other Features 
In addition to S T A R T R A I L TO 

GLORY, the next issue of C A P T A I N FU-
T U R E brings you another installment of 
Gawain Edwards' unusual interplanetary 
novel. T H E M U T I N Y IN SPACE. 

Many other short stories and special fea-
tures in the next number, including T H E 
W O R L D S OF T O M O R R O W , T H E FU-
TUREMEN, and U N D E R O B S E R V A -
TION. It's a "must" issue from cover to 
cover! — T H E E D I T O R . 

NOT YET THE END 
CConcluded from page 98) 

their answer. "Bring specimens you 
have taken for Xandor museum. W e 
shall proceed to Star M-192." 

Kar had been glaring down through 
the pane in the floor of the cube. 
Briefly he cut in. 

"Kar-388X. May Cube 1001 destroy 
third planet? It will take but a mo-
ment." 

There was a longer pause before the 
lights flickered. At length the answer 
came through. 

"Our search may be long. Do not 
waste power needlessly. Return to 
F-dimension. When you have resumed 
position, report so fleet may proceed 
to M-192." 

Reluctantly, Kar closed the floor 
portal and returned to the controls. 
He made adjustments and threw the 
switch. Cube 1001 seemed to spin 
dizzily an instant as it slipped out of 
space time. . . . 

TIHE make-up editor of the Mil-
waukee Star was in the composing 

room, supervising the closing of the 
local page. Jenkins, the head make-
up compositor, was pushing in leads 
to tighten the second last column. 

"Room for one more story in the 
eighth column, Pete," he said. "About 
thirty-six picas. There are two there 
that will fit. Which shall I use?" 

The make-up editor glanced at the 
type in the galleys on the bank. Long 
practice enabled him to read the head-
ings upside down at a glance. 

"The convention story and the zoo 
story, huh? Oh, hell, run the conven-
tion story. Who cares if the zoo di-
rector thinks two monkeys disap-
peared off Monkey Island last night?" 

S T O P P E D 
/ft ct t/iffi/ -

•or Money Back 
For quick relief from itching of eczema, pimples, athlete's foot, 
scales, scabies, rashesand other externally causedskin troubles, 
use world-famous, cooling, antiseptic, liquid D. D. D. Prescrip-
tion. Greaseless, stainless. Soothes irritation and quickly stops 
the most intense itching. 35c trial bottle proves it, or money 
back. Ask your druggist today for D. D. D. PRESCRIPTION. 
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CAN'T COMPETE WITH 

MACHINE GUNS ! 
No sane person would tackle a machine-gun nest armed with a 
smoothbore musket! • Yet thousands of men try to get ahead in 
Business and Industry armed with training as obsolete as a flintlock 
—and wonder why they don't succeed! • You can storm the fortress 
of Success—and achieve it!—only if your training is sound, practical 
and up-to-the-minute. One way to get that kind of training is through 
the International Correspondence Schools! Thousands of I. C. S. 
graduates have "moved up" into positions of leadership and larger 
rewards, because they knew that, other things equal, learning 
means earning! • This coupon will bring you complete information 
that's vital to your success! Mail it—not tomorrow, but right now! 

I N T E R N A T I O N A L C O R R E S P O N D E N C E S C H O O L S 
BOX 3967-R» S C R A N T O N , P E N N A . 

Without coat or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, "Who Wins and 
Why," and full particulars about the course before which I have marked X: 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
• Cotton Manufacturing Q Agriculture • Air Brake 

• Air Conditioning 
• Architectural Drafting 
• Architecture 
• Auto Engine Tune-up 
E3 Auto Technician 
D Aviation • Boiler making 
• Bridge Engineering 
• Building Estimating 
0 Ohemwtry 

CS^ ii Engineering 
•"boal Wining 
• Concrete Engineering 
D Contracting and Building 

0|AccouDtiiac • Advertising 
• Bookkeeping 
• Business Correnpondenoe 
• Bus mess Management 
• Cartooning • Civil Service 

• Qieeel Engines 
• Electrical Drafting 
• Electrical Engineering 
Q Electric Lighting 
• Fire Bosses 
• foundry Work 
• Fruit Growing Q Heating 
• Heat Treatment of Metals 
D Highway Engineering 
• House Planning 
D Locomotive Engineer 
• Machinist 
• Management of Inventions 

• College Preparatory 
• Commercial 
• Cost Accounting 
• C. P. Accounting 
• First Year College 

• Mfg. of Pulp and Paper 
Q Marine Engines 
• Mechanical Drafting 
P Mechanical Engineering 
• Mine Foreman 
• Navigation e Pattern making 

Pharmacy • Plumbing 
• Poultry Farming 
Q Practical Telephony 
• Public Works Engineering 
• Radio, General 
• Radio Operating 
• Radio Servicing 

BUSINESS COURSES 
D Foremans&ip 
• French O Grade School 
• High School • Illustrating 
• Lettering 8h©*r Carda 
O Managing Men at Work 

Q B . R . Section Foreman 
• R. R. Signalmen's • Refrigeration 
D Sanitary Engineerina: 
D Sheet Metal Work 
• Steam Electric • Steam Engines 
• Steam Fitting 
O Structural Drafting 
• Structural Engineering 
• Surveying and Mapping 
• Telegraph Engineering 

B Textile Designing 
Tool ma king 

• Welding. Electric and Gai 
• Woolen Manufacturing 

• Railway Postal Clerk 
0 Salesmanship 
• Secretarial 
Q Sign Lettering 
• Traffic Management 

• Spanish 

[3 Advanced Dressmaking 
• Foods and Cookery 

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES 
• Home Dressmaking 
• Professional Dressmaking and Designing 

• Tea Room and Cafeteria 
Management. Catering 

Name— „..Age -Address..*..-
City.. i ...>State Present Position.. 

Canadian residents tend coupon to International Correspondents Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada 
British residents send coupon to I. C. &., 71 Kinotnoay, London, W. C. X, England 



O R I G 
Buy direct from us and 
save over #70.00 on 
genuine Royal No . 10. 

Beautifully rebuilt and 
u n c o n d i t i o n a l 2 y e a r 
guarantee. N o Money 
Down—10 Day T r i a l -
Pay on easiest terms. 

Thousands paid 
-$105.00 for this 

model, bat it's 
yours for only 
$34:85(cash price) 

EXTRA VALUE! 
ROLL-A-WAY SECRETARIAL 
TYPEWRITER STAND 

For those who have no typewrit-
er stand or handy place to use a 
machine, I make this special of-
fer. This attractive stand that 
ordinarily sells for $4.85 can be 
yours for only $2.00 extra adcked 
to your account. Quality built. 
Note all its convenient features. 

(See Coupon) 
P P g P A complete home study 

course of Famous Van 
Zandt Touch Typing system. Learn to 
type Quickly and easily. 

AMERICA'S No. 1 
TYPEWRITER VALUE! 
Royal—the king of all typewriters! A 
heavy duty office typewriter recognized as a leader 
the world over. Think of this value! Famous 
Royal No. 10 completely rebuilt with late improved 
features—Yours at less than 1/3 mfrs. orig. price. 
Has all standard equipment—84 characters, key-
board. two color ribbon, back-spacer, automatic re-
verse, etc. A perfect all purpose typewriter; stand3 
hard, long service. Can be used for correspondence, 
card writing, label writing, billing statement work, 
etc. Remember there is no risk! You see before 
you buy. Fully Guaranteed and backed by 30 years 
of Fair Dealing. 

EXTRA —WIDE CARRIAGE ROYALS 
14 inch Carriage takes paper 14" 

wide, has 12" writing line. Only $3.00 ex -
tra with order. 18 
inch Carriage takes ( 
paper 18" wide, has 
16" writing line. Only 
$5.00 extra with order. 
Accept this offer 
ited quantity and 
they're gone. Send no money. Try 
machine for 10 days—Pay on easi-
est terms. 2 yr. Guarantee. Avoid 
disappointment—Mail Now. 

I N T E R N A T I O N A L 
T Y P E W R I T E R E X C H A N G E 
231 W. Monroe St.. Chicago, III. 

sOver 200.000 Satisfied Cus-
tomers All Over the World 

NO O B L I G A T I O N . 
SEND NO M O N E Y . Try 
Royal for 10 full days in your 
home without risk. See for your-
self the neat, perfect work it 
does. Decide without salesman's 
pressure—without hurry. 

10 DAY TRIAL 
S E E B E F O R E Y O U 
BUY — T e s t , I n s p e c t , 
Compare. This Royal is shipped 
to you on its merit alone. It 
must sell itself—must convince 
you of its tremendous value. 

2 YEAR GUARANTEE 
Our 2 yr. guarantee is your as-
surance of satisfaction. You must 
be satisfied thai this is the biggest 
value ever offered in a typewriter. 

EASIEST TERMS 
ONLY 60c A W E E K ! 

O N L Y 6 0 e A W E E K 
soon pays for your typewriter at 
this low price. Use machine as 
you pay for it. Only $2.50 a 
month — less than the cost of 
renting a typewriter. Order 
your Royal now! 

I N T E R N A T I O N A L T Y P E W R I T E R E X C H A N G E 
Dept. 188, 231 W . Monroe St. , Chicago, 111. 

Send Royal No. 10 (F.O.B. Chicago) for 10 
days' trial. If I keep it, I will pay $2.50 per 
month until easy term price, $39.35, is paid. If 
not satisfied. I can return it express collect, 
• 10" Carriage • 14" Carriage ($3.00 extra) 

• 18" Carriage ($5.00 extra) 
• Check for typewriter stand ($3.00 extra). 
Stand sent on receipt of first payment on Royal. 

CAUTION — F O R QUICK SHIPMENT 
GIVE OCCUPATION AND REFERENCE 

Name Age 

Typewritten signatures not acceptable 

Address 

City State 



BLEEDING GUMS 
PYORRHEA 

TRENCH MOUTH 
,,'iv . \ 

* f 

A DOCTOR WRITES:— 
A we l l -known phys ic ian . . - -a member of the 

American Medical Assn. . and many other pro fes -
sional organizat ions , s a y s : " I do not hesitate to 
state that this solution has saved me from the 
n ightmare of false teeth." 

Don't Lose Your Teeth 
Order Now! 

W e have 4S pages of aff idavits attesting to the 
wonder fu l powers of P Y R O . So posit ive are we that 
it will Ijring you the health and happiness you have 
been seeking, that we will send it to you without a 
s ing le .pemiy of risk. Send $2 today f o r the ful l h o m e 
treatment or we will send C.O.D. f o r $2 p lus postage . 
Use P Y R O as directed and If not 1(K)% del ighted 
with results, return the unused bottle and we wil l 
re fund the purchase pr ice in full . 

CABLE PRODUCTS 
D e p t . H O I 

501 W e s t 1 3 9 t h S t r e e t , N e w Y o r k , N . Y . 

' f A B L K P R O D U C T S . 
I Dept. 1701—501 W . 139th St., 
J N e w Y o r k , K . Y . 

Semi me your regular size bottle of F T H O and simple , 
| instructions for homo use. 

ID Send C.O.IX I will pay postman $2.00 plus postage. 
• Enclosed find $2.00 in rull payment. 

I I will return empty bottle ami you win refund my money 1 

| - ' ' I 
j Name, ^ ^ j j w | 

I I 
J State - j " / Canadian orders 52.25, cash with order. ££ - J 

Don't wait until it's t oo late and lose your teeth. 
Science has discovered a s imple h o m e remedy called 
P Y R O which has astounded the medical pro fess ion . 
P Y R O gets r ight at the t r oub le and kills the po i son -
ous germs. One reason w h y P Y R O w o r k s so effica-
c iously is because it actually penetrates the gums, 
thereby ki l l ing the germs inside and out. R e m e m b e r 
pyorrhea and. trench mouth . If unattended, permits 
the infection to spread quick ly , and be fo re you k n o w 
it, teeth are rotted and boree construct ion is destroyed 
and teeth fall out. 

PYRO SAVES 
YOUR TEETH 

Mrs. W . H. K i r b y , 45 East 
(With Street, N e w York , wr i t es : 
" F o r a number of years I suf-
fered with an advanced case of 
pyorrhea , constant treatments 
seemed ouly to arrest the dis-
ease. I was to ld I would lose 
my teeth. Then I heard of this 
new remedy. Be ing desperate, 
decided to try it. Am very 
happy now. M y g u m s are 
healthy, teeth t ight , and write 
this h o p i n g that others suffer-
ing as I, wi l l t ry i t . " 

or NO COST! 
Y o u can believe the sworn affidavits of doc tors and 

dentists w h o have tried this new discovery on most 
s tubborn cases o f pyorrhea , trench mouth and bleed-
ing gums. 

P Y R O was Used with startl ing success many times, 
in cases that seemed hopeless . . . where everything 
else failed. P Y R O is a lmost uncanny in gett ing quick 
and sure results. It gets to the root of the t rouble 
because P Y R O has a penetration of inch in 5 min -
utes and it corrects and heals as it penetrates the dis-
eased areas. If y o u r g u m s are sore or bleed when 
brushed. . . . If y o u r teeth are loose or pus pockets 
have formed, order P Y R O today for qu i ck correct ion 
. . . act n o w be fore y o u lose y o u r teeth entirely. 

ReadThisProof! 


