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and as a resalt of that little talk with God,
a strange Power came into my life. After
42 years of dlsmul, sickening failure, every-
thing teak s & brighter hue. It's fascinat-
ing te talk with God, snd it ean be done
very easily, emece Ton learn the secvet. Aud
ahen ¥04 do—well —there will eame imto
Tour life the same dynamie, pushing Power
whith entne inmto ¥ lite. The shackles of
defert Bind fewr which bound me for years
weat a.shimmering —aad now ! — weld, [
own econiral of the largext circulsting
afterneon Jaily newspaper in North Idahe.
The largeit and mast wodern office build-
ing in wy City, tes. 1 drive & woaderful
Cadillae limousine, and 1 o wn my own
honie which has & lovely pipeergan in it.
Mareover. my beauiifwl family are abun.
dantly prosided for after I'm gone. And
all this hay been made poamidle because one
day, zbeut 13 years ago, I sctuslly and
literally talked with @ed.

You, teo, may experience that simmage
myetical Power whieh comes from tatking
with God, and when You dn, if there is pev-

erty, anrest, unhappiness, i
bealth. or materiul laek im
yaur Jife — well — this same
Power is able to do for you
what it il for me. No mat.
ter huw hopelrsa vyour life
wrems 10 be—all this ean be

ebanged, For this is NOT & human power
I'm taltking aboat—i?’y & God-Power. And
there are no limitations to the (lod Powes,
are there? @f course not. You probably
would like to know kow you. too. may 1alk
with @aod, so that 1his same 1’ower whick
brought thewe good thingz to me, wight
eome into your life, teo. Well, ¥ have
written two booklets and 1 have given
them awsy, PRERL by the millivna. s 3
matter of fact, my strange, almosl unbe.
lievabls story has been told in €7 different
countries, asd in every city, town, village
and haslet in Ameriea. It has been writ-
ten up by surh nutatending perisdieals as
TIMEBE, NEWS WEEK, MAMAZINE DI
GEST, and scores of other magszioes annd
rewspapers. You may have thes® twe bask-
lets, and you @may 2lso have lastratest
eitculars and letters telling what in beiny
aceomplished hy yeur fellow men ami
women, who, too, have foand the Power
wkiek comes from talking with God. T»
gt theer, witheat asy obligatioe at afl,
fil} ;o and mail 0 me your nsme and ad.
doces an the form belon. ‘The name and
addyvwa is Dr. Frank B. Robineon, Dept.
968, daseow, ldpbo. I yow ank fur your
evpiee of these beollets todav, they will
be senl you &3 sooh AS We feceive yoar Te-
quest bere in Moscow, Idahe.
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Play the melody of
/1SS THE BOYS GO

—right now
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Just strike the notes indicated above, and you'll
be #ctuall® playlog the melody of the pogular bit
aramount's pleture, “Kise tne Bo

34 ]
Goodbye,"” atarring Mary Martino and Don Am che.

Prove to yourseif how easy it Is

to play the plano or any
other instrument

for as little as 7¢ a day

IT DOWN st a plano Tight now and see how
easily you can pick out the melody of “Kias the
Boye Goodbye.” following the simple diagram
above. And you can do the same thing with other
opular melodies, too, when you use the wondertul

‘Note-Fi der” that guides your hands ou the key-
board

This invention of the U. §. School of Mualc takes
the mystery out of the piano keyboard, does away
with sedious study and practice, ensbles anyone to
play » real tune almost froni the stert. And that’a
the way thie modern method works. You learn to
ﬁiay by playing. 8oon Youv will be thrilled and de-

ghted to find that you c2n pick up almost lns
plece of Popular music and play it st might. An
that applies to the plano or violin, the saxophone
or guitar, the accordion or whichever instrument
You choose for your own |
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‘M ‘“trading-in” old bodies for

new! I'm taking men who
k ow that the condition of their
arms, shoulders, chests and |
their strength, “wind,” and endur-
ance—-is not 100%. And I'm mak-
ing NEW MEN of them. Right
now I'm even training hundreds of
soldiers and sailors who KNOW
they’'ve got to get into shape
FAST!

Only 15 Minutes a Dag

Are you ALL MAN—tough-mus-
cled, on your toes every minute,
with all the up-and-at-'em that can
lick our weight in wildcats? Or do
you want the help I can give you—
the help that has already worked
such wonders for other fellows,
everywhere?

All the world knows I was ONCE a
skinny. scrawny 97. pmd. weakling. And

NOW it knows that I won the titie, “The
Warld's Most Perfectly ped Man.
Ageinst all comers! How did Idoit? Row

o [ work miracles in the bodirs of other
men in only 16 minutes a day. The anawer
is Dyaamic Tengion, the amaring method I
discovered and which changed me from a
W‘—pound weakling into the champlon you
sce here!

In just 16 minmteg a day, rigbt in the
privacy of your own rcady to
prove that Dynomic Tengon ean ll! a new
outfit of salid musele over every inch of
your body. Let me put new, smashing power
into your arms and shoulders—give you an
armor-ghield of ssomach muecle that langhs
at punehes—etrengthen your legs into real
eolumns of surging stamina, If lack of
exercise or wrong living has weakened you
inaide. ['l] get after that coodition, too, and
show you how it feela to LIVE|

This Fomous Book #haé Tels Youw How to Get
a Body that Mea Respect and Women Admlire

5 Minutes a Day!

and Tl prove I ;:;'-

ANEW MAN!

actual photo
of the man 5
who lmk!n the
title, “"The
World's Most
Perfeetly De-
g veloped n."

Charles Atlas—America’s
Groatest "'Bullder of Mea''

Among all the physical in-
structors ami “conditioners o
men” ONLY ONENAM
STANDS OUT. That nomo is
Charles Atlas!

 thousands have put their
physical devalopment into his
capable hands!

And now that the eall is for
men capable of helping America
meet and conquer any national
emorgency, meny thousands of
others (evem those already in
their country's Army and Navy)
are calling upon C| Atlas
to build the kind of
men America witally
npeds.

- ——— - -
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 77 M

Almost two million men have sent for and read my book.
“Everlasting Heakh and Strength.” It tells you emactly what
Dynamic Tengion can do. And it'a packed with picteres that SHOW
you what it does. RESULTS it bas Produced for other men.
RESULTS I want to prave it can get for YOU!I If you are
eatisfied to tske a back seat and be pushed around by other
fellows week-in, week-out, you don’t want this book. But if you
want to learn how You can ectually become a NEW MAN, right
in the privary of your own bome and in only 16 minutes a dsy.
then mant!--get this coupon into the mall to me as fast as Yoor
fegs can Ret to the Jetterbox! CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 7T M,
116 East 23rd St., New York City.
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vestigation, no red tape. This rcmarkable Tnple Indemnity policy sold by mail
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Remember, you do not send one cent with coupon—just )ggr name and address;
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FALSE TEETH

95

to $35

by
MAIL

SEND NO MONEY!

HEFORE AFTER

Mrs. Eisle Boland of Nortoa, Xansas, writes:

“Ebalsidd @nd two Dicturea Oge abaws Bow I looksd be-
fore 1 got my lesid i the othee one anearwards, Your teeth
are canalaly beauttful § have
[t bsd mine out xinco the
day I s’ them, eimot (o
cieap thamn ™

Mrs. Geo. 6. cﬂllln.
Bridgeport,

Connecti-
<vt, wrlm:

1 received my eet of
teeth, T wear them day
and alsbt 1 have good
Twusao Lo De wall pleased
with them. Thank you
very much.”

Harry Wllloughby, Adelr
ville, Kentucky, writes:

“! have received my teetb
and am PROGD OF THEM “

The foregoing are a few of thougands of
unsolicited letters. We do not imply that you
will obtain the aame resulta. What is im-
portant to you 18 WE GUARANTEE YOUR
MONKY BACK IF YOU ARE NOT 100%
SATISFIED.

MADE - TO - MEASURE

DENTAL PLATES DI-

RECT FROM OUR LAB-
ORATORY TO YOUL

We make to meaaure for you
individually;=BY MAIL—Dcotal
Plates for men aud women—
from an impression of your own
month taken by you at Your
home. We have theusands of
customers nll over the country
wearing teeth we made by mai}
ble pcicea

AT ROCK-BOTTOM
PRICES

12 yor fiod out what others
have paid for theirs, you wilt be
sstounded when you see Iww
little ours will eost you!

reading our catalog, you ‘1{1
learn how to save half or more
on dented Dlates for yaurself.
Monthty pay'ments possible,

ON 60 DAVYS’ TRIAL

‘6 us prove every word we
ng{ ear our tecth on (rial !or
sslongas60days. Then,ifyousre
not perfectly satlefled with them,
they will not cest Fou a cent.

WITH MONEY - BACK
GUARANTEE OF
SATISFACTION

We take this Tisk. We guar-
antee that if you are not cvm~
pletely eailsfied with the teeth
we make for you, then any time
within €0 daya we will immedi-
nwg refund every cent you have

aid us for them. We take your

ou are the judge.

HIGH-GRADE MATERIAL AND EXPERT
WORKMANSHIP

TRY our prartically vobreakable ROOFLESS, PARTIAL and
TRANSLUCENT platea Ouor dentures are set with pesrty-whit n
gonuive, porceinin seeth: copstructed from bigh-geade

rlmnans| We make all styles of plates. A donnst
supervisés the making of aach

IMPREESION MATERIAL, Catalos -na

our new low
rices and_infoemaiioe. Don't b this off. Do it
ul.m‘i‘t CLIF COUFON OR A ans cent
u. nams snd address plamly writlen is all

FRE

We alse Repeir or Reproduce Old Plates—48-hour Service

UNITED STATES DENTAL COMPANY

135S Milwaukee Ave., Dept. C-82, Chicago, Il

. MATL THIS COUPON NOW =y

UNITED STATES

FREE DENTAL COMPANY

Dept. C-82, 1066 Milwaukes Ave,

CHICAGO, ILLI 0I18.

Send. withoot ohligstion, your FREE impres-
gion msterial, catalog, 2o0d information.

NAME.....

ceissinessateetitaibiaesecaniabenne

ADDRESS.........
!




THE FUTURE

Or

CAPTAIN FUTURE

Forecast for the Next Issue

LASH! Captain Future is dead! This
I‘ news penetrates the ether from world

to world. A big Jovian space-sailor
tells it in a spacemen’s café on Venus. Al-
bert Wissler, Earthman scientist, repeats it
to the rather frightened pilot of the little
two-man space ship. All Earth mourns.
The Solar gystom is desolate.

Yet, in view of his marvelous and miracu-
lous exploits, it is strange that Captain
Puture has not been reported dead a thou-
sand times before, This time he has been
missing for weeks and months. Unknown
to nearly everybody in the System, Captain
Future and the Futuremen have been away
on that epic voyage to the birthplace of
matter.

Of course we know now that he is far
from death, being very much alive. But
prior to his final return from the stellar
deeps the peoples of the Solar System did
not know this. Just what would happen if
that gallant champion of mankind and
other forms of intelligent life scattered
on the planets and moons and planetoids
and satellites were declared dead?

Invasion of the Moon

This is exactly what happens. And a
powerful combine immediately high-pres-
sures the head of the System Government
and gets a franchise to invade the Moon,
Captain Future's inviolable citadel. White
Curt Newton is away on a mission ¥which
makes the saga of Ulysses, the Argonauts,
and the Quest of the Holy Grail mere
afternoon jaunts in the park, and all in
the interest of sentient life, his own pri-
vate fortress is stormed and invaded.

Intrigue — greed — murder — mystery
—and high adventure on the Moon! Right
in Captain Future’s own backyard hellish
trouble is brewing, a trouble which orig-
inates on Earth and reaches back into the
womb of time to reveal the age-old his-
tory of Luna.

Outlawed

Declared dead, outlawed when he re-
turns, Captain Future has to fight for the

System Government and for his own very
life in an unequal battle which should
never have evolved. Unequal, because he
has pitted against him the very forces of
law and order which he has always upheld.
What matter it if they are misled and
misguided! Their orders are to capture
or kill Captain Future on sight. And he
has to evade them, circumvent them, save
them from themselves, and win back his
Lunar citadel of science—without injury
to his pursuers.

In OUTLAWS OF THE MOON Cap-
tain Future and the Futuremen rise to
meet their greatest trial, gird themselves
to face their severest test, summon all their
fortitude to surmount the terrible barrier
of difficulties and odds and hate imposed
before them. A Fifth Column to end all
Fifth Column activities!

Secrets of Science

Radium! A still magic element of Cap-
tain Future’s day, radium has been dis-
covered on the Moon in unbelievable
quantities. And Captain Future is post-
humously accused of having hoarded this
precious element for himself. Nor is this
all! There are many greedy and unscrupu-
lous scientists who would give their all
to possess the secrets of the Futuremen’s
hidden laboratory of science, secrets below
the crater of Tycho—if they can find it.

Against these human wolves Captain Fu-
ture pits his strength and science, and
the result is a terrific story of science and
combat and history on the Moon which all
but shatters the silvery satellite which has
faithfully circled Earth for untold thou-
sands upon thousands of years,

Along with this epic novel OUTLAWS
OF THE MOON, we are happy to offer
you the opening installment of that Hall of
Fame Classic by Jack Williamson, THE
ALIEN INTELLIGENCE. And in addi-
tion, there will be two or three short
stories and departments. One of the finest
issues we have yet offered you readers of

science fiction!
—THE EDITOR

READ OUR COMPANION SCIENCE-FICTION MAGAZINES
THRILLING WONDER STORIES and STARTLING STORIES
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The Quest Beyond

the Stars
By EDMOND HAMILTON

Author of “The Lost World of Time,” “The Magician of Mars,” eic.

.\_-'ﬁ:

These were not men. Their faces were flat and unhuman.

(Chap. V)

Ride With Curt Newton, the World's Greatest Space-Farer,
and the Futuremen as They Leave the Known Star
Trails to Penetrate the Source of Cosmic
Rays, the Very Core of the Universe!

CHAPTER I
Waning World

HE unchanging dusk of a dy-

I ing planet reigned over the som-
berly silent city. The huge red

orb of the Sun hung perpetually at the
horizon, peering like a giant eye at
the tragedy that was being enacted in
this ancient metropolis of the little
planet Mercury. Thin and cold was

the air. It was so thin, indeed, that
the lungs had to gulp it feverishly to
secure enough oxygen to maintain
life. And it was so dry that its touch
seemed to wither the skin. Year by
year, the air and water of the little
world had failed, until now—

A pathetic parade was winding
through the gleaming chromaloy
towers of this city of the Twilight
Zone. Mercurian men and women
and children, swarthy small-statured

A COMPLETE BOOK-LENGTH NOVEL
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Captain Future Struggles to Save a World

people, clutched bundles of their most
precious possessions as they dully
shuffled toward the spaceport.

“Move along, please,” came the con-
stant quiet urging of uniformed offi-
cers of the Planet Police.

The tragic-eyed marchers made no
answer. And the throngs of their fel-
low Mercurians who lined the streets
and watched them pass also main-
tained a dead silence in which an
aching agony was implicit.

“Move along!”

The shuffling throng wound on to
the edge of the big spaceport on which
a score of mammoth, cigar-shaped
space-liners lay waiting.

Then the heavy silence of tragedy
was abruptly broken. A pallid Mer-
curian man in the forefront of the
marchers, who had been leading his
wife and two small children, suddenly
stopped and turned.

“Why should we go?” he cried, his
voice raw with desperation. “Why
should we be the ones who have to
leave our home world?”

A sad-eyed old man answered.

“We were chosen in the great lot-
tery, Than Thabar. We must be the
ones to migrate to Ganymede this
time.”

“But why should azny of us have to
leave Mercury?” Than Thabar cried
rebelliously. “Our ancestors have
lived here for ages. We know no other
world. Yet each few months, the
System Government holds the ac-
cursed lottery that condemns thou-
sands of us to migrate to distant
Ganymede, to leave our native planet
forever.”

An officer of the Planet Police, a
handsome Venusian, hurried up. His
face showed sympathy as he cautioned
the desperate Mercurian.

“You can’t help feeling like that,
I know,” the officer admitted. “But
there’s no help for it. You know as
well as I do that these migrations
must continue, that the air and water
of the planet are waning so constantly
that it can support fewer and fewer
people.”

Than Thabar was unappeased. He
pointed agitatedly toward a group of
massive cubical structures near the
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spaceport. They wereimmense build-
ings from which giant nozzles speared
into the dusky sky.

“The artificial atmosphere-plants
are still operating!” he declared.
“They have for many generations kept
our people from perishing, and they
have not failed. There’s no reason
for these forced migrations!”

IS words were a spark in tinder,

to the throng behind him. The
Mercurian emigrants grasped at a
last straw of hope that might save
them from leaving their world. They
took up Than Thabar’s cry, desperate
for any chance to avoid the sundering
of ancient ties.

“Than Thabar is right! The at-
mosphere plants are still operating
and there’s no reason for forcing us
to leave Mercury!”

“It’s all a scheme of the System
Government—they want to have
Ganymede colonized, so they force
us Mercurians to emigrate there by
this excuse!”

Younger, wilder spirits raised a
new cry.

“Let’s refuse to go! Let’s wreck
those ships to show them we mean to
stay here!”’

A chorus of shouts roared approval.
Not only the desperate migrants, but
also their fellow Mercurians, who had
gathered to watch the tragic exodus,
now flamed into rebellion.

“No more migrants for Ganymede!
Mercurians, hold together and do not
let them force us from our world!
Wreck the ships!”

The migrants dropped their bun-
dles. Clubs and stones were snatched
up and brandished as weapons. A few
atom-guns appeared in the crowd.
They began surging in a menacing
tide of humanity toward the big space-
ships parked out on the tarmac.

A thin line of Planet Police tried in
vain to hold them back. The Ven-
usian commander of the officers
looked badly worried. . He could not
order his men to use their atom-
guns on these people. Such an action
would set Mercury aflame with revolt.
Yet if he did not quell this mutiny,
the orders of the System Government
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would be henceforth ignored.
“Mercurians, listen to me!” he cried

to the shouting crowd. “You can’t
do this. The decision of the Govern-
ment—"

He was swept aside like a straw.
The Mercurian crowd poured out onto
the tarmac, bent on destroying the
ships.

A single man was running toward
the ships from a different direction,
from the big atmosphere-plants west
of the spaceport. He reached the
ships first, and, with a bound, sprang
up onto the stern of one of the

-
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craft and faced the coming crowd.

He was a striking figure, his tall,
stalwart young form clad in a drab
zipper-suit, his red hair bathed in the
fierce brilliance of the brooding sun.
That red hair marked him as an Earth-
man.

He cried out in a clear, ringing
voice.

“Mercurians, do you want your
wives and children to die?”

That question caught the crowd.
These rebellious men were husbands
and fathers. They stopped, looking
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up at the tall dauntless Earthman.

They saw a young man, whose
bronzed, handsome face bore the
stamp of powerful intelligence, whose
clear gray eyes possessed an earnest
sincerity, whose magnetic quality held
them.

“Do you want your families to die
of asphyxiation and thirst?” the red-
haired young Earthman repeated forc-
ibly. “It’s what will happen if you
halt the migrations ordered by the
Government. There won’t be enough

air or water on Mercury for all your
people.

Your weakest, the old and

FUTURE

the very young, will be the first to
die.”

The man Than Thabar, whose ac-
tion had precipitated the mutiny,
made answer.

“Why should that happen? The
artificial atmosphere-plants are oper-
ating the same as they have always
done in the past!”

The tall young Earthman shook his
head vigorously.

“The plants are failing. They are
failing for lack of sufficient raw ma-
terials.”
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The red-head’s voice rang out.

“You all know the peculiar prob-
lem of Mercury. You know that
this little planet has such small mass
and such consequent low velocity of
escape for molecules of air that its
atmosphere tends constantly to dis-
sipate into space. That process has
been counterbalanced by the atmos-
phere-plants that produce air and
water synthetically from mineral
oxides. But now the supply of avail-
able oxides on this planet is becom-
ing exhausted.

“It is impractical to bring oxides
from other planets. All the space-
ships in the System could not bring
enough. Therefore the only course
possible at present is to remove part
of your population to Ganymede un-
til some way of increasing the arti-
ficial supply of air and water can be
found. Then you can all return to
Mercury.”

“How do we know that the System
Government will ever find such a
way?” demanded one still mutinous
Mercurian.

“It is marshalling all its powers to
solve that problem,” assured the
Earthman earnestly. “We will find a
way. I promise you that I will not
rest until I have discovered the
means of replenishing the exhausted
atmosphere and hydrosphere of Mer-
cury.”

“And who are you that your promise
should mean anything to us?” skep-
tically cried one doubtful mutineer.

The tall young Earthman answered
simply.

“My name is Curtis Newton. Some
of you may have heard of me under
another name, that of Captain Fu-
ture.”

“Captain Future!”

It was a low cry of wonder that
broke from the lips of the Mercurian
throng. They stared up at the man
whose tall figure stood outlined in the
red blaze of the enormous Sun.

This man was one of the great mys-
teries of the Solar System. Every-
one had heard of him, but few had
seen him. Everyone had repeated
tales of Captain Future’s incredible
exploits as a scientist, as a space-farer,
as the most audacious of all planeteers.

FUTURE

Everyone knew his name and that of
the three strange Futuremen who
were his comrades.

But probably never béfore had so
large a throng heard him announce
his identity. Wonder replaced their
desperation for the moment. And
Curt Newton took quick advantage of
the opportunity.

“I came here to Mercury at the
Government’s request, to try to find
a way to revive its wasted atmos-
phere,” he told them earnestly. “Some-
how, somewhere, I will find that way!
And when I do, Mercury will live
again, and you will all be able to
return here.

“Until then,” he went on rapidly,
“You must obey the orders of the
Government. Those of you chosen for
migration must go to Ganymede. You
and your families will be safe there
till you can return to Mercury.”

A doubtful silence reigned. The
crowd looked up at the man who had
just made that promise. And some-
thing in Captain Future’s strong face,
something in his quiet gray eyes, con-
vinced them.

“We will go, Captain Future.,” It
was Than Thabar who spoke. “We
have heard of the great feats you
have accomplished on other worlds
and we know that you will keep your
promise to revive Mercury.”

He turned to his companions.

“Come, men—we had better get
aboard the ships.”

N A half hour, all the migrants had
embarked. The space-ships lifted
one by one into the dusky heavens,
and arrowed out into the void toward
Jupiter’'s moon to the echo of thun-
dering rockets.

Curt Newton watched them depart
from the side of the spaceport. He
had been joined by a curious-looking
individual who seemed a man of no
known planetary race.

He was a lithe, rubbery-looking,
white-skinned man with oddly slanted
green eyes in a keen, mobile face.
His head was quite hairless, and his
voice made a curious hissing as he
spoke anxiously to Curt. ,

*Chief, you were crazy to make that
promise! Oh, it got them quieted
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down to promise them that you’d re-
vive Mercury’s atmosphere, but how
in the name of ten thousand sun-imps
are you going to do it?”

“I wish I knew, Otho,” Curt an-
swered ruefully. There was a quirk
of humor in his gray eyes as he added,
“It’s going to make a nice little prob-
lem.”

“A nice little problem!” groaned
Otho. “Devil take such problems.
Now we’ll have to sweat in labora-
tories and workshops when I had a
jaunt to Pluto all planned.”

Otho was one of the Futuremen.
He was almost the strangest of that
strange group, for he was a synthetic
man or android. Otho’s body had
been created in the laboratory, long
ago. He had mental genius of high
type, he had physical skill and agility
and swiftness beyond any human in
the System, but he was different from
other men.

He was different, and deep down in
his mind he brooded over that basic
difference. The gay, mocking hu-
mor, the devil-may-care recklessness
of Otho, were a psychic shield for
that brooding.

“How can you restore Mercury’s
atmosphere?” he was expostulating.
“You agreed with me that those at-
mosphere-plants can’t solve the prob-
lem—can’t produce enough synthetic
air or water for lack of oxides.”

“Yes, that’s so,” Curt Newton ad-
mitted, gazing thoughtfully across
the dusky spaceport. “There aren’t
enough oxides in the System to pro-
vide Mercury with synthetic air and
water for an indefinite time.”

“Then where are you going to get
your air and water for this world?”
Otho demanded exasperatedly. “You
can’t make matter out of nothing!”

Curt’s gray eyes suddenly gleamed.

“No, you can’t make matter out of
nothing,” he muttered slowly. “Or
—can you?”

He turned, pulling the bewildered
android with him across the tarmac to
a small space-ship parked at its farth-
est edge.

“Otho, you’ve given me an idea.
We're going home at once to consult
Simon and Grag. I think I have a
glimmer of the answer.”

“Where is that answer, then?” Otho
demanded puzzledly.

Curt pointed into the dusky sky.

“Out there, Otho—out beyond
everything we know, if I'm right. Out
where even we have never ventured
before! Come on—we’re rocketing
home in a hurry!”

CHAPTER I1
Cosmic Secret

In their unigue
home beneath the
surface of the
Moon, the four
greatest scientific
adventurers of the
age held a confer-
ence. Curt New-
ton lounged back
in his chair, his
space-bronzed face
bathed in the flood
of softened sunlight from the glassite
ceiling window overhead. He spoke
with almost casual calm.

“There you have it, boys,” he fin-
ished quietly. “Mercury’s atmosphere
must be replenished, or that agony of
enforced migrations will go on to a
bitter end. I've given my word that
we would find a way to do it.”

“But you still haven’t told us how
you expect to accomplish that!” ex-
claimed Otho.

The android, always restless, had
been pacing up and down the room as
he listened. It was a big room, big-
gest of all the chambers hollowed out
of the solid rock here beneath the sur-
face of Tycho’s crater. Telescopes,
generators, transformers, scientific
equipment of bewildering complexity
of design, crowded this room. It was
the main laboratory of the Futuremen.
The other two of Captain Future’s
famous three comrades had listened
intently. They were even stranger
looking than Otho. One of them was
Grag, the metal robot, and the other
was Simon Wright, the living Brain.

Grag’s great figure would have
caught the eye first. He was a metal
giant, seven feet tall, with ponderous
limbs hinting unmatchable strength.
His bulbous metal head, with its
gleaming photo-electric eyes and lip-
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less speech-resonator, masked a
spongelike metal brain whose powers
of reason and initiative equalled the
human.

The Brain was different. He had
no real body at all. Once he had had
a human body, once he had been Doc-
tor Simon Wright, famed Earth sci-
entist. But his living brain had been
taken surgically from his aging, dy-
ing body, and had been implanted in
the square case of transparent metal
that he now inhabited. Inside that
case circulated the serums that kept
him Mving, and on its face were his
glass lens-eyes, his microphone-ears
and artificial voice, and the orifices
from which he could jet traction-
"beams so that he could poise or move
at will,

“Otho is right,” the Brain said in
his rasping, metallic monotone. His
lens-eyes held Curt’s face. “You must
have some plan in mind for reviving
Mercury, lad.”

Captain Future hesitated.

“I have a plan. You may think it
fantastic—"

“Let’s hear it,” rwinbled Grag. The

Curt triggered the fire-rod. The bolt of energy

giant metal robot’s booming voice
shook delicate instruments around the
room.

Curt’s gray eyes were deep with
earnestness. For Curt was a dreamer,
at bottom. Beneath his love of danger
and excitement, beneath his gay hu-
mor, throbbed an aching earnestness
of purpose—to use the powers given
him by his unique birth and education
to help the struggling System peoples.

“It’s not only Mercury we must
think of. Mercury faces today the
grim prospect of planetary death from
failing atmosphere. But other worlds
will face it tomorrow. And no make-
shift expedients such as have been
unsuccessfully tried on Mercury will
solve this problem. No attempt to
manufacture oxygen from mineral
sources by chemical conversion can
meet this situation,

“What is needed,”—his brilliant
eyes swept them—“What is needed
is a way of making limitless supplies
of oxygen and nitrogen out of noth-
ing. And I think there is a possibility
that we can find an expedient way of
doing that.”
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struck Larstan’s head and breast. (Chap. XVI)

Simon Wright, the Brain, listened
to Curt with a strange feeling of
pride. For to the Brain, as to the
other two Futuremen, Curt was not
only a leader but a son. The three
unhuman beings had reared him
from helpless babyhood to brilliant
manhood.

Years ago, Roger Newton, young
Earth scientist, had come to the Moon
to establish a hidden laboratory. With
him had come his youthful bride and
his scientific colleague, the Brain.
They had built this laboratory-home
beneath Tycho crater. Here they had
labored at their great experiment of
creating artificial life. Here they had
created Grag, the intelligent metal
robot, and Otho, the synthetic man.
And here, too, Curtis Newton had
been born.

It was in this very laboratory, soon
afterward, that Curtis Newton’s
young parents had been slain by ene-
mies. And in this citadel on the bar-
ren, airless satellite, the Brain and the
robot and the android had reared the
orphaned infant. They had given him
an education of unparalleled depth

and scope. That education and his
inherited genius made Curt Newton
the audacious, brilliant scientific ad-
venturer and crusader whom the
whole Solar System knew as Captain
Future.

“Make unlimited supplies of matter
out of nothing?”’ Otho was echoing
incredulously to Curt. “How in the
sun’s name is that pogsible?”

“All matter,” Curt reminded, “is
electrical in nature. Electrons are
really particles of immaterial elec-
tricity. Why couldn’t matter be syn-
thesized out of units of immaterial
electric force?”

“It might be theoretically possible,”
Grag rumbled unbelievingly to Cap-
tain Future. “But actually, it has
never been done.”

“It has never been done by any sci-
entist,” Curt corrected quietly. ‘“But
is has been done, and is being done
right now, by the forces of nature.”

He pointed upward at the big glas-
site window in the ceiling, which
framed a circle of burning stars and
space in which swam the great green
bulk of Earth and the dazzling Sun,
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“Far in the central depths of our
galaxy of stars, thousands of light-
years away, matter is constantly be-
ing created out of electrical energy
upon a gigantic scale.”

“You refer to the Birthplace of
Matter?” rasped the Brain, startled.

Curt nodded. “That’s what I'm
thinking of, Simon. If we could learn
the secret of the Birthplace—"

“The Birthplace? What are you
talking about, chief?” rumbled big
Grag puzzledly.

Curt countered with a question.

“You know the theory that Millikan
first proposed away back in the 20th
century, that was later proved—the
theory of the cyclic change of radia-
tion and matter?”

“Sure, even a dumb robot like Grag
knows that,” Otho cut in impatiently.
“The matter of the galaxy’s suns
tends constantly to melt away into
radiation, into heat, light and other
electromagnetic energy. It was
thought for a while that the process
would go on until all matter disap-
peared. Then Millikan guessed the
truth, that somewhere in the galaxy is
a point where radiation is somehow
retransformed into matter, and that
the so-called cosmic rays are the
‘birth-cry’ of newborn matter.”

“That’s right,” Captain Future
nodded. “And it was found that that
Birthplace of Matter is somewhere at
the center of our galaxy, in the region
of thick star-clusters and nebulae be-
yond Sagittarius, From that point
stream out the tides of cosmic dust
which are the new-born matter, and
from that point emanate the cosmic
rays, their ‘birth-cry’.

“We have no idea of how radiation
is built into matter at the Birthplace,”
Curt went on, as calmly as though he
were not about to make the most auda-
cious proposal in the history of the
System. ‘“‘But there is a chance that
if we went to the Birthplace we could
learn how. With that secret, we could
create unlimited matter from radia-
tion, could solve the problem of re-
viving Mercury’s wasted atmosphere.”

@O®PS that your idea?” Otho

yelped unbelievingly. The an-
droid’s slitted green eyes were wide
with amazement. "You must be space-

struck, chief. That point in the gal-
axy where the Birthplace is located
is thousands of light-years away!”

“How would we ever get there?”
Grag chimed in. “Our Comet may be
the fastest ship in the System, but its
rockets would never take us across
all those millions of millions of miles.
Even at the fastest speed it would
take centuries!”

“Not if we used the vibration-drive
we experimented with last year,” Curt
retorted. “You remember—Simon
and I designed it to propel the Comet
by the reactive push of high-fre-
quency electromagnetic vibrations
projected from a drive-ring at the
stern of the ship. We calculated it
would build up velocities many times
the speed of light.”

“You calculated, yes,” replied Otho
significantly. “But you didn’t dare
try the vibration drive once you had
it built, lest living creatures couldn’t
stand such acceleration.”

“Otho is right, lad,” rasped the
Brain. “We had to give up the vibra-
tion-drive because our first tests
showed that the acceleration neces-
sary to build up to velocities faster
than light would first ‘black out’
brains, then crush vital organs and
finally pulp bodies.”

“I know,” Captain Future admitted
impatiently, “but you must remember
that I figured out a way to overcome
that objection, by throwing our bodies
into a stasis of force that would pro-
tect them completely from the accele-
ration pressure. Before I could build
and try out such a stasis projector,
the case of the Magician of Mars
broke, and I’'ve not had a chance since
then. But I'm sure it will work. And
with it, we’ll be able to force the ship
to speeds so many times the velocity
of light that we can fly across the
whole starry universe.”

The android, always most reckless
and adventuresome of the quartet,
kindled.

“Devils of space, what an adventure
if we could do it!” he said eagerly.
“To get clear out of our Solar System,
to explore the hidden heart of the uni-
verse, new suns and worlds and
nebulae—"

“It wouldn’t be any wild, hair-rais-
ing pleasure jaunt, you cockeyed son
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of a test-tube,” Grag growled at him.
“It’s those poor Mercurians and their
dying world that the chief is thinking
of.”

Simon Wright had been silent. Naw
the Brain’s rasping, metallic voice
gave utterance to his doubt.

“Lad, I fear this stupendous voyage
you propose is beyond our powers. I
don’t think that even such a stasis of
force as you designed can withstand
that terrible acceleration pressure.
And then—"

“And then we’d be corpses some-
where out in interstellar space,” Curt
Newton admitted. His expression be-
came earnest. “Simon, I know the
danger you speak of is real. But I

hope that I can guard against it. Shall
we risk it? Or shall we let a world
die, let its people be driven homeless
to alien worlds?"”

“We go, ‘of course,” came the
Brain's cool answer. “I only wished
to point out the possibilities. For
myself, the scientific value of finding
the secret of the Birthplace outweighs
all risks.”

“Then we begin work at once,” Curt
declared eagerly. “It'll take plenty
of it to fit up the Comet.”

N THE days that followed, the
matchless scientific ability of the
four Futuremen focused unceasingly
upon the task of preparation. The
deft skill of Otho with tools, the un-
human strength and precision of
Grag, the supreme technical knowl-
edge of the Brain~~these were the in-
struments unerringly wielded by the
genius of Curt Newton.
The underground hangar of the
Comet was the chief scene of activity
as the long lunar evening waned to

night. The four heavy cylindrical
generators of the vibration drive were
installed in the cabin of the stream-
lined space-ship. The terbium drive-
ring was fitted around the tapering
stern of the craft, just forward of the
tail rocket-tubes, and linked to the
generators by coaxial cables.

Captain Future himself labored
upon the stasis projector. It was the
very heart of their plan, for without
its shield of force their bodies could
not for a moment withstand the stu-
pendous acceleration they meant to
exact of the ship. He recessed the
projector beneath the control-room
floor, so that it showed only the flat
silver disk from which the protective
force would emanate.

“It seems to work perfectly,” Curt
declared when he had tested the stasis
effect.

“We’ll soon know if it doesn’t
work,” Otho muttered. “The pressure
will splash us all over the ship if the
stasis breaks down.”

The Brain said nothing. But Curt
read from his silence the doubt that
still haunted Simon’s mind.

While Grag and Otho stocked the
Comet with the last cases of supplies
and tanks of oxygen and water, Cap-
tain Future made a final anxious
check of instruments.

“No, you don’t, Grag!” he exclaimed
suddenly. “You're not going to smug-
gle Eek aboard--I told you that he
and Oog stay home this time.”

Grag stopped guiltily. The robot and
concealed his pet, a small, gray, bear-
like moon-pup, in some cases he was
carrying aboard.

“Eek will be lonely here,” Grag pro-
tested worriedly.

“He’ll have Oog to keep him com-
pany,” Curt retorted, pointing to a fat
little white “meteor-mimic” that was
Otho’s pet. “The automatic feeder
will take car of their food. And those
two would be in our way on a crowded,
dangerous trip like this.”

As Grag reluctantly carried his
cherished pet out of the ship, the
Brain looked inquiringly at Captain
Future.

“Lad, should we have told our
friends on Earth what we plan? Joan
Randall, and Marshal Ezra Gurney,
and the others?”
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“I thought it wiser not to tell
them,” Curt said soberly. “They're
working night and day with the other
Planet Police to handle the migra-
tion from Mercury. And I didn’t
want to raise their hopes.”

The last supplies were aboard. As
casually as though about to start an
ordinary interplanetary voyage, the
four entered the ship. In a moment
the great roof-doors of the hangar
folded silently back, and the Comet
rose on roaring rocket-tubes from the
surface of the Moon.

Captain Future was in the control-
chair. He drove the roaring ship up
on a steep slant across the barren lunar
plains and peaks, that lay bathed in
the soft green glow of the hanging
Earth. He was looking beyond the
planet, toward the glittering star-
streams that flowed together near the
constellation Sagittarius.

“Tens of thousands of suns, planets,
dark stars, nebulae, bunched there to-
gether at the galaxy’s heart,” he mur-
mured. “The densest, most danger-
ous part of the universe, hiding the
supreme mystery of the Birthplace.
It’s mad, perhaps, to think we can—"

“To think we can penetrate that
secret?” rasped the Brain. “It's on
the knees of the space-gods now, lad.”

PIYHE ship flew outward through

the Solar System under the full
power of its rockets. Curt had not
as yet touched the switches of the
vibration drive. There were ten such
switches, for the vibration drive
could be used in ten different stages
of power and speed.

At last they were beyond the orbit
of Pluto, running infinity itself. Be-
hind the Sun and its planets were a
small bright disk circled by gleam-
ing dots. Ahead glittered the bunched
star-clouds of Sagittarius, unthink-
able light-years away.

Curt’s hand moved to the switches
of the vibration drive.
“All ready,” he said calmly. “Stand
by"!
“We’ll know in a few minutes
whether the protective stasis works,"”
muttered Grag. “Feeling jumpy,
Otho?”

“What are you trying to do, you

FUTURE

perambulating junkpile, scare me?”
Otho demanded belligerently.

Curt closed the switch. The great
generators back in the cabin began
throbbing in a low murmur that
mounted to a loud drone.

A dim blue force flooded the whole
interior of the ship. It emanated from
the silver floor-disk of the stasis pro-
jector, which was designed to go into
operation automatically when the
drive was turned on.

The pervading blue force of the
stasis had a strange effect upon the
Futuremen. They felt as though sub-
merged within a dense, super-elastic
medium, a force that tended to “fix”
every atom in the ship, should cushion
them against acceleration.

“Stasis seems okay,” Captain Fu-
ture murmured. “Here goes.”

He shut a switch that turned the
propulsion vibrations back into the
drive-ring. The Futuremen, cradled
in their stasis of elastic force, felt
almost no pressure. But the pointers
on the accelerometers leaped as
though suddenly gone mad. The
Comet, under the terrific reactive push
of the vibrations streaming back from
its stern, was being flung forward
through outer space at a velocity no-
body in the System had ever before
attained.

“One quarter light-speed already,”
Curt muttered, reading the meters.
“Half-light-speed now—Lord, what
acceleration! And the stasis is work-
ing perfectly.”

“It seems that my fears concern-
ing it were groundless,” admitted
the Brain.

The Comet, within an unbelievably
short time, was traveling faster than
light itself toward the distant star-
clouds of Sagittarius. Yet its veloc-
ity continued steadily to build
higher. To the eyes of the awe-
stricken Futuremen, they seemed
hardly moving. The glittering star-
streams and nebulae and clusters
bunched in Sagittarius seemed as far
away as ever. For the first time, Curt
Newton and his comrades realized the
truly awful immensity of the universe
into whose great depths they were
flying on their desperate and pétilous
quest.
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CHAPTER III
Nebula Danger

“Chief, look at
that!” cried Otho,
pointing ahead. “It
makes me almost
afraid!”

Curt had just en-
tered the control-
room. He strained
his keen gray eyes
against the glare
ahead.

“We're getting
close, all right,” muttered Captain
Future. “It’s time we changed course
to avoid that nebula.”

The other two Futuremen came into
the control-room to peer at the bril-
liant spectacle ahead. The Comet was
now approaching the boundaries of
the congested region in which their
destination was hidden. Across the
heavens ahead flamed thousands upon
thousands of stars, blazing points of
light, each point a great sun. Masses
of these suns were gathered in
gigantic clusters that looked like
swarming bees of light. Between and
beyond the clusters and their trailing
star-streams shone the glowing
clouds of nebulae. Deep in this great
wilderness of the galaxy they could
make out the black bulk of a cloud of
cosmic dust.

Their ship was a tiny midge crawl-
ing toward this vast cosmic jungle.
They were heading toward a giant
glowing nebula whose shining gases
stretched for billions of miles across
their path, partly hiding the starry
wilderness beyond.

“We’ll have to veer around that
nebula,” Curt declared. “It contains
meteoric debris, according to our
meteorometers.”

“But according to the cosmic ray
compass, our course lies right through
it,” Otho objected, pointing to the in-
strument.

Straight toward the glowing
nebulae ahead pointed the needle of
the apparatus. It was an instrument
that Captain Future had devised for
their expedition, an electroscopic de-
vice sensitive to cosmic rays. Its

needle pointed always toward the far,
mysterious source of the radiation,
their unguessable goal.

Days passed as they followed the
needle across interstellar space. The
vibration drive flung them on at con-
tinually mounting velocity until they
were traveling at fully two thousand
times the speed of light. Yet they
had small sensation of speed, so per-
fectly had the cushioning stasis of
force protected them from the pres-
sure of acceleration.

Nor had there been any sun or star
in the vast void near enough to show
their progress. The shoreless empti-
ness stretched unbroken to the sector
of the heavens far ahead, where the
great star-streams converged in the
starry whirlpool of suns and nebulae
whose outer edge they were now at
last approaching.

“If we go around that nebula, we’ll
get off the course the cosmic ray com-
pass indicates,” Otho objected. “It’ll
waste a lot of time.”

“Sure, why don’t we run the ne-

bula?” Grag demanded. “It would
be a real thrill.”
Captain Future hesitated, then

shrugged and grinned.

“I guess there’s not much real dan-
ger. The meteorometers will keep
us warned of debris. All right, you
excitement eaters, here goes.”

The Comet plunged on toward the
vast sea of glowing light. Curt had
already begun to decelerate their tre-
mendous velocity, since they could
not safely use such an outrageous
speed inside the clusters and star-
streams of this region. The stasis
force, operating perfectly, continued
to cushion them against the great
pressure.

LL the firmament ahead flamed

A with pearly white light. They
were now too close to the nebula to
distinguish its limits. A twinge of
regret at his decision tugged Curt’s
mind. This vast ocean of glowing
gas was much more awesome at close
hand. But already the ship was rac-
ing into it. They sped through a uni-
verse of flaming light. On every side
stretched leagues of glowing, bril-
liant gas. Curt’s keen eyes alertly
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Otho

watched the dials on the control panel
for signs of possible danger.

The intrinsic heat of a gaseous
nebula is not great. It consists of a
great cloud of very tenuous gas illu-
minated to a flaming glow by reflected
and refracted light of nearby stars.
The gas was too tenuous to cause dan-
gerous frictional heat, even at the
great velocity at which they were
traveling. But the meteorometers
buzzed frequently, indicating the
presence of solid debris in the gas.
Captain Future’s quick hands kept the
Comet swerving to avoid these pos-
sibly dangerous masses. He had to
rely on instruments for he could see
nothing but the flaming glow of white
light that seemed to fill all space
around him,

Curt Newton noticed that the
needles of the electroscopes were
bobbing wildly.

“There’s some queer radiant force
inside this nebula,” he said uneasily.
“I can feel it.”

A strange tingling sensation was
running through him. At the same

time Captain Future hbecame aware
that he possessed an exhilarating
clearness of mind. He had never be-
fore felt his brain so powerful, so
capable of solving any problem.
Simon Wright and Otho and Grag
were showing a similar reaction. The
Brain spoke rapidly, in answer to
Curt’s statement.

“I feel the force too, lad. It must
be that continuous atomic collision
here in the nebula releases radiant
energy high in the spectrum.”

The Brain stopped.

“But how did I figure that out?”
he said surprisedly. “My mind seems
to be working better than ever be-
fore.”

“I see now what’s happening to us,
Simon!” Curt exclaimed excitedly.
“This freakish force is one that stimu-
lates the brain to more rapid func-
tioning. That’s why we feel more in-
telligent, capable of more brilliant
reasoning. You others feel it, don’t
you?”

“I’ll say I feel it!” Otho cried.
“Why, chief, I could solve twelfth-
order equations in my head. We
ought to hang around in this nebula
awhile. We'd soon know everything
there is to be known.”

Grag spoke sharply, with an author-
ity and confidence that was foreign to
the big robot.

“No, we must get out of the nebula
at once!” he declared. “It will be
fatal to us if we linger here long.”

Captain Future stared.

“What makes you say that, Grag?”

“Isn’t it clear to you?” Grag de-
manded. “This super-stimulation of
our brains will cause a rapid neuronic
disintegration that will end in com-
plete mental collapse, by crushing of
the synaptic web.”

“I can’t quite follow your reason-
ing, even though I feel I have more
mental power than ever before,” Curt
admitted puzzledly.

“Neither can I,” Otho said be-
wilderedly. “Devils of space, this
force has made Grag the smartest of
all of us!”

..“Of course, I thought you already
understood that,” Grag boomed au-
thoritatively. “My brain, being of
sponge metal instead of living tissue
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like yours, conducts the stimulating
force more readily and is thus more
stimulated. Your minds have been
doubled in power, but mine has been
quadrupled.”

Captain Future’s preternaturally
clear mind perceived the strength of
the robot’s reasoning. This freakish
nebular force had temporarily made
big Grag the greatest mental genius
of them all.

URT, realizing their peril, in-

stantly sought to take advantage
of Grag's sudden brilliance. That
their danger was great was evidenced
by the dim blackness that was begin-
ning to creep across his mind.

“Can you estimate the shortest way
out of the nebula, Grag?” he asked
thickly. “Should we try to turn back
out of it?”

Grag bent over the electroscopes,
studying their readings, and then
stood for a few seconds in deep
thought.

“To turn and back out would be
risky,” he said sharply. “We're so
deeply in the nebula that our brains
would burn out before we got clear.
I calculate that the nebula is an ir-
regular ovoid and that we are nearest
its northeastern limb. Steer in that
direction.”

Captain Future hastily changed the
course of the Comet. The unnatural
clearness of their minds was begin-
ning to fade before a creeping tide of
unconsciousness against which they
struggled desperately.

The reckless speed at which Curt
was driving the ship through the
nebula hinted at disaster. There was
no time to heed the ominous alarms
of the meteorometers. His darken-
ing mind sensed the greater peril
of mental annihilation threatening
them. Abruptly the ship burst out of
the nebula into the black void of space.
They had quartered one end of the
gigantic sea of light. And the force
that had been destroying their minds
now faded away.

“Thank the space-gods we'’re out
of that!” Captain Future breathed.
“Even though I don’t feel like such
a mental giant any more.” He looked
to Grag. “If it hadn’t made you a su-

permental giant, Grag, it would have
been the end of us. We'd never have
got out in time.”

Grag seemed vastly pleased by the
fact that for a short time his had been
the most brilliant mind of the four.

“Aw, that was nothing, chief,” he
boomed grandiloquently. “It just
happens my mind is more capable of
learning, I guess.”

“Listen to the big son of a tin can!”
Otho blurted. “Now he’ll go around
thinking he's a great unsuspected
genius.”

“Are you kidding?” Grag retorted
to the android.

As he spoke, Captain Future had
been sharply decelerating their speed
for they were now well inside the
region of great clusters. There,
stretched before them was the deeper
interior of this awesome Sagittarius
wilderness. Ponderous balls of gath-
ered suns that trailed banners of scat-
tered stars across trillions of miles
stood out against the dark, brooding
cosmic cloud behind them, The im-
mensity of this starry jungle silenced
even the dauntless Futuremen. Un-
utterably grand and solemn seemed
this crowded heart of the universe
into which they were audaciously
penetrating. It was a long time be-
fore Curt Newton spoke

“Well, we’ve reached the region
of the universe in which the Birth-
place of Matter is located. But that's
only the first step.”

“Where does the Birthplace lie
from here?” Otho asked.

Curt checked the cosmic ray com-
pass. Its quivering needle pointed
slightly to the left, deeper into the
jungle of sun clusters, nebulae and
star-streams that clogged space ahead.
The needle pointed toward the vast,
brooding black cloud beyond.

“The Birthplace must be some-
where behind that cloud,” Curt ob-
served thoughtfully. “Check the in-
tensity reading, Simon.”

The Brain utilized an improvement
of:- the old Geiger device to test the
intensity of the cosmic rays whose
guidance they followed.

“That’s very strong, lad,” he com-
mented. “We must be nearer the
Birthplace than I thought.”
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Curt nodded seriously.

“We’ll have to be on the alert every
minute now. We don’t know what
we're going to find, but we do know
that it must be at the center of in-
conceivable cosmic forces.”

He steered the Comet forward along
the course indicated by the quivering
needle of the cosmic ray compass.
They skirted the flaming coast of the
gigantic nebula for some hours, flying
at a steady velocity of more than a
hundred light-speeds.

CHAPTER IV
Dark Mystery

Nervous ten-
sion gripped Curt,
suchashehad
never felt before.
It was not alone
the numbing maj-
esty of the great
stars and glooms
about him which
caused his feeling.
It was his knowl-
edge that they
were fast approaching the mysterious
place of their search, the so-called
Birthplace of Matter that was the very
core of the whole universe.

What would it be like, that un-
known wellspring of creation in
which new matter for the universe
was somehow ceaselessly built up
from radiation? What was the secret
of that miraculous natural creation?
And could they hope to snatch the
innermost riddle of the cosmos? For
many hours, they flew through ap-
parently empty space toward the vast
black cosmic cloud. The cosmic ray
compass pointed always toward it. It
bulked here amid the thronging suns
and nebulae like a great, brooding
presence of awesome ebon majesty,
extending for at least twenty billion
miles across space in front of them.

Surprisingly, the friction-alarms be-
gan sounding again. A rapid check
of instruments disclosed to Curt and
the Brain that, as they flew onward,
space was becoming ever thicker with
streaming cosmic dust.

“It's what we might have expected,
lad,” the Brain rasped thoughtfully.

“We knew that matter is born in the
Birthplace as tiny particles of cosmic
dust, which are carried out in streams
to all parts of the galaxy by light-
pressure. As we near the Birthplace,
the streams of outflowing dust will
become ever denser and stronger.”

Captain Future nodded agreement.

“It means that we’re very near the
Birthplace, comparatively speaking.
It may be on the other side of that
black cloud.”

He was forced to throttle down
their velocity further, to avoid heat-
ing the hull. The cosmic cloud now
blotted out half the starry universe
ahead.

“Time we started detouring around
the cloud,” Captain Future remarked,
veering the flying ship onto a new
course.

“Why don’t we just go through it2?”
Grag inquired.

“Listen to Grag, the genius, talk-
ing!” jeered Otho. “A dark cloud like
that might have anything in it from
a dark-star to a meteor swarm, you
bucket-head. It'd be suicide to go
blundering in there.”

As the Comet crawled around the
edge of the gigantic area of blackness,
it was tossed by increasingly stronger
dust-streams. The vast black mass
to their right was an even more awe-
inspiring spectacle than the gaseous
nebula. Its darkness was impenetra-
ble. Scattered along its borders were
a few bright suns, whose rays luridly
illuminated the coiling fringes of
dust and an occasional dark star, a
burned-out ember of the universe.

“It’s strange,” came the uneasy
voice of the Brain, “but according to
my observation, these dust-streams
seem to come from the cloud itself.”

“There’s something a lot stranger
than that,” Curt Newton rapped.
“We’re halfway around the cloud, but
the cosmic ray compass still points
right toward the center of the cloud
itself.”

E HAD been watching the quiv-
ering needle, closely, and had

felt an increasing astonishment as it
crept steadily to one side of its card.
It was Otho who blurted out the sus-
picion that had come to all of them,
“Is it possible that the Birthplace
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of Matter is somewhere inside that
cosmic cloud?”’

“It couldn’t be!” Grag declared.
“Or ceuld it? Jumping moon-demons,
I don’t know what to think!”

“It’s logical,” muttered the Brain.
“That unprecedentedly huge black
cloud is composed of cosmic dust. If
the Birthplace is somewhere inside it,
that would account for the existence
of the dust—it is born in the Birth-
place itself and streams out from it,
but great masses of it remain clus-
tered around the Birthplace.”

“Just as though they were hiding
the core of creation from the rest of
the universe,” Otho murmured
awedly.

“We don’t know yet that the Birth-
place is inside the cloud,” Curt New-
ton reminded them. “Let’s keep on
until we reach the other side.”

But in his own mind, little doubt
remained. As he guided the flying
Comet around the cloud, the cosmic
ray needle continued to veer further
to the right, so that it still pointed
back into the cloud. There was no
doubt whatever in Curt’s mind when
they had finally reached the other
side of the vast black mass. The cos-
mic ray needle pointed back in the
direction from which they had orig-
inally come.

“So the Birthplace is in there, all
right,” muttered Simon Wright, his
lens-eyes surveying the enormous,
swirling wall of blackness. “This
complicates things, lad.”

“T’ll say it does!” Otho remarked
gloomily. “How in the name of all
the space-devils are we going to find
anything in that universe of dust?”

Captain Future did not share their
gloom. Pleasant and good-humored
when all went well, he acquired a
steely quality when confronted with
opposition. To the red-haired plane-
teer, the challenge of either natural
or human forces was an invitation to
battle that he accepted almost gaily.

“The Birthplace is in there,” he
shrugged. “All we have to do is go
in and find it. It’s simple.”

“Sure, it’ll be easy,” said Grag loud-
ly. “However, I just remembered
that I've got a date over on’ the other
side of the galaxy, so I guess I'll have
to be leaving the party—"

Otho turned on him with withering
scorn.

“Trying to back out, huh? I always
knew you hadn’t any backbone inside
that iron carcass.”

The android swung toward Captain
Future.

“Don’t let Grag run out on you,
chief. I'd stay with you myself, only -
I just recalled that I left my favorite
proton-pistol on the Moon, so I'll have
to go back for it.”

URT NEWTON grinned under-
standingly at the two. He knew
very well that neither of them had a
trace of apprehension over the dan-
gerous adventure ahead. But they
were pretending to be shaking with
fear. Simon Wright moved restlessly.
The Brain had little appreciation of
humor in his austere mentality.

“If you two idiots are through pre-
tending, we can go on,” he rasped
caustically.

“Let ’em have a good laugh, Simon,”
Curt rejoined. “They may have little
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30 CAPTAIN FUTURE

enough left of this life to enjoy.”

“Ouch, that sounds too near the
truth,” said Otho ruefully. “Okay,
chief—let’s make the plunge.”

Captain Future scanned the edges
of the cloud. He perceived one point
where a deep bay ran into the vast
mass of dust, and he steered the Comet
toward that.

S THE ship crawled through bil-
lions of miles toward the cosmic
blackness, it was rocked ever more
violently by the almost invisible dust-
streams flowing out of the cloud. The
pitching and tossing of the craft be-
came so pronounced that they were
forced to strap themselves into the
space-chairs.

“It’ll be worse the further in we get,
I suppose,” Curt thought. “It’s as
though nature itself were trying to
keep us away from the Birthplace.”

That uncanny thought deepened as
the dust-streams became more violent
with each million miles. By the time
they were proceeding up the empty
bay of space that indented the cloud,
it required all the power of the vibra-
tion-drive to hold the Comet steady.
They passed not far from a large dark
star that floated on the edge of the
cloud, accompanied by two small
planets. They finally reached the
very edge of the area of blackness.

“We'll try the fluorosopic search-
lights but I doubt if they’ll do much
good in dust this dense,” Curt called
to the others. “Otho, take the cover
off the cosmic ray compass, so that
we can check it by touch.”

Otho removed the glassite face of
the instrument. It was difficult work,
for the ship was now lurching drunk-
enly.

“Goodbye, universe!” exclaimed
Grag. “Here's where poor old Grag
gets blacked out for good.”

Next moment, the filying ship had
plunged into the dust of the cloud.
At once, they were surrounded by an
impenetrable blackness. Curt hastily
switched on the fluoroscopic search-
lights, whose beamns were designed to
penetrate fog or dust. But the beams
made only a thin red glow for a few
hundred yards ahead. Even they could
not penetrate far through the choking
area of swirling particles,

The Futuremen could barely make
each other out in the control-room.
The currents of streaming dust hurled
the Comet about like a chip in a mael-
strom as Curt fought to keep it on
its course. They seemed to have pen-
etrated the bellowing, violent, primal
forces of the cosmos. The hull and
struts of the ship creaked, boomed,
shuddered and screeched beneath the
impact of currents. A strut snapped
with a crash back in the cabin.

“This is worse than bucking a bliz-
zard over Pluto!” called Otho over
the uproar. “If it’s this bad near the
Birthplace, what'll it be like when we
actually find it?”

“It'll be like catching a Jovian
moonwolf- but if you find one, it
tears you to bits,” Grag boomed.

Captain Future paid them little
attention for he was definitely wor-
ried by the pounding the Comet was
taking. The ship was the staunchest,
strongest craft in the Solar System—
but even it could not challenge with
impunity the blind fury of interstel-
lar forces.

The stubborness of purpose that
was Curt’s dominant trait rose to meet
the intensified challenge. He held the
ship grimly on its course, bringing it
back each time it was hurled spinning
away by the roaring dust-streams.
The throbbing vibration-drive con-
tinued to push it forward, but it was
like breasting the tide of a super-
Niagara to force a way against these
appalling currents.

E sought to find an easier path

between the more violent dust-
currents, but each time was sucked
back into the raging stronger tides.
The cosmic ray compass needle was
shuddering spasmodically, for its
mechanism was bearing the full ter-
rific impact of the cosmic radiation
whose unimaginable source they were
fighting to approach.

Crack-crash}) A scream of tortured
metal told of a slight warping of the
Comet’s stern hull plates. An instant
later, the controls went dead under
Captain Future’s hands, and the ship
was batted helplessly this way and
that like a powerless derelict.

“What's the matter?” Grag yelled,
¢linging to his space-chair as the ship
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rolled and spun madly in the current’s
grip.

“The drive ring around the hull
must have snapped!” Curt cried. “The
vibration drive’s useless. Now the
currents have got us.”

“Could we put on our space-suits
and go out and repair it?” Otho called.

“Not a chance. The currents would
tear you off the hull in a minute!”
Curt shouted back. “I'll try to use the
rocket-drive, It won’t buck these cur-
rents, but it may get us out of this
devil’s storm to where we can repair
the drive-ring.”

The roar of the rocket-tubes
sounded thin and ineffectual when he
threw them on. Their comparatively
low power was puny against the rag-
ing dust-currents, but they helped to
keep the ship from being tossed about
too violently as the currents carried it
outward.

Captain Future allowed the millrace
tides of dust to sweep them out of the
cloud. Further attempts to penetrate
to the Birthplace were useless until
the vibration drive ring was repaired.
They were swept finally out of the
vast black cloud into the clear vault
of space again. Neighboring star-clus-
ters and nebulae blazed brightly to
their eyes after their sojourn in the
roaring darkness.

“Never saw a sun look so good to me
as those do!” Grag vowed fervently.
“Where’ll we go to repair the ship,
chief?”

“All those suns are too far for us to
reach with the rocket-drive,” Curt es-
timated. He pointed toward the dark
star they had passed on their inward
journey. “We'd better land there—it’s
the nearest world!”

The violence of the currents was
less now that they were outside the
cloud. Curt was able to steer toward
the cinder-like dark star by means of
the throbbing rockets. Limping on,
the Comet approached the burned-out
sun. A quick telescopic inspection
showed that its two small planets were
ice-sheathed.

“We’ll need terbium for repairs and
it'll be hard to get on those icy little
worlds,” Curt decided. “We’d better
land on the dead sun itself and see if
we can find any there.”

Somber, black, desolate in death,

loomed the burned-out star as they ap-
proached for a landing. In the star-
light stretched cindery plains that
rose to low hills of ashen drabness.
There was a thin atmosphere of gase-
ous elements that remained after the
solidification of the cooling star.

Curt brought the Comet to a land-
ing on one of the desolate plains. He
exhaled a long breath as he turned off
the rockets. It was the first landing
they had made since leaving the Moon
in their own System, far across the
universe.

“The air is breathable,” reported the
Brain, from his check of the atmos-
phere tester, “but has a high percent-
age of inert gases.”

They emerged from the ship and
tramped cindery ashes underfoot as
they moved aft to view the damage.

As Captain Future had guessed, the
terbium drive-ring had been snapped
when the hull was warped by impact
of currents. Half of the ring was now
missing.

“We can soon repair the drive ring,”
he declared, eyeing the damage, “if
we find terbium on this dark star. But
terbium is an unlikely element on a
dead sun like this—"

He had turned to wave across the
starlit, deathly plain as he spoke, but
suddenly stiffened, his voice dying
away. Unbelievingly, Curt stared.

From Otho came a gasp.
“Gods of space, what are they?”
Across the dim, ashen plain, a group
of incredible figures advanced toward
them.

CHAPTER V
Castaways of the Stars

The grotesque
creatures ap-
proaching them
bore a dim resem-
blance to human-
ity. In the starlit
distance, they
looked like stoop-
ing, shambling men
with stocky bodies
and preternatural-
ly long arms.
Then Captain Future’s keen eyes
apprehended their full strangeness‘
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These were not men. Their bodies,
even the hairless heads, were of gray,
mineraline substance resembling as-
bestos. Their arms each ended, not in
a fingered hand, but in a great curved
claw like that of a pick. And their
faces were flat and unhuman, with
huge-pupiled shining eyes and wide
mouths equipped with enormous
grinding-fangs.

“I can’t be seeing these things for I
haven’t been drinking!” gasped Otho.
“Last time I saw anything like these
was when I had too many radium
highballs that night on Uranus.”

“They look as though they may have
been human once,” Curt muttered.
“But look at that one!”

He was calling attention to the pe-
culiar action of one of the mineral-
men. The group of creatures was
steadily approaching the Comet, their
blank, shining eyes fixed upon the
Futuremen. But one of the gray min-
eral-men had stopped and with a quick
motion, had used his claw-like “hand”
to dig out a chunk of gleaming ore
from the cindery plain. The creature
thrust it into his mouth, ground it
between his massive teeth, swallowed
the pulverized rock and came on with
the others.

“Good Lord, they eat rock, just like
Eek!” yelped Otho. “Let me out of
here! I don’t crave to tangle with
guys who chew up a nice piece of iron
ore for breakfast.”

The Brain’s rasping voice came,

- coolly interested.

“Obviously, these creatures can in-
gest their food-elements in the rawest
forms. They’re an extreme instance
of adaptation to an unusual habitat.”

“They’re a lot of nightmares!” Grag
declared. “I don’t like the way they’re
coming on.”

The mineral-men were now advanc-
ing in a rapid, shuffling trot, low hum-
ming cries came from their throats,
and that the Comet and the Future-
men were the object of their advance
could not be doubted.

“Stand by for trouble!” Curt said
tersely. “I think they’re after some of
the chemical elements, either in our
ship or ourselves.”

He raised his proton-pistol in a
warning gesture. But the shining-
eyed caricatures of humanity ap-

peared not to comprehend the menace
of the weapon. They only quickened
their advance. Curt sensed the weird-
ness of the scene—these gray human-
oid horrors shuffling toward them
across the starlit, ashen plain of the
dead sun. But it was time to act. He
drew aim on the foremost of the min-
eral-men and triggered swiftly. The
thin blue beam of the proton-pistol
lanced through the shoulder of the
creature like a bolt of lightning. But
the thing did not even flinch. It came
on with the others, its two claw-like
hands raised toward the Futuremen.
Curt shot again, this time into the
breast of the mineral-man. The crea-
ture did not stop or fall.

“Holy sun-imps!” yelped Otho as
he too shot without effect. “Their
bodies are so different, they don’t even
feel our beams!”

“Back to the ship!” yelled Captain
Future, now thoroughly alarmed.
“We’d better get out of here.”

T was too late. With a final rush,

the mineral-men reached them.
Two of the gray horrors seized big
Grag and endeavored to tear his metal
body apart with their huge claws.

Grag, bellowing furiously, balled
his mighty fists and hammered his at-
tackers with blows that would have
felled a Jovian elephant. The crea-
tures were knocked away, but they
and others leaped back on the robot,
bore him to the ground.

“Pull them off Grag!” Curt yelled
to Otho, springing forward.

With indomitable courage, Captain
Future seized the rough, mineraline
body of one of the attackers and
sought to tear him loose.

The creature appeared not even to
feel his efforts. And a moment later,
great claws seized Curt from behind,
and he was torn away by another of
the creatures. With a yell of warn-
ing to Otho, Captain Future twisted
skillfully free before those grotesque
claws could rip him to shreds. But
Otho was hard put to keep himself
from being torn apart. The mass of
the creatures still piled upon Grag,
clawing at the metal body of the
angry robot. At this desperate junc-
ture, a loud cry in a human voice
smote Curt Newton’s ears. He glanced
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in the direction from which it came,
and saw two men running toward the
battie over the starlit plain.

They were men such as he had never
seen before—men with brilliant crim-
son skins, stiff black hair and gar-
ments of black leather secured by red
belts. The foremost of the pair was a
giant in size, and both he and his com-
panion brandished light metal spears
tipped with a sticky, shining sub-
stance. The mineral-men uttered
humming cries of alarm at sight of
the two newcomers. The gray monsters
hastily halted their attack on the Fu-
turemen and started a rapid retreat.

“Who are they?” blurted Otho be-
wilderedly, staring at the advancing
crimson men.

“The mineral-men seem to know and
fear them,” Captain Future rejoined.
“Look at that!”

One of the gray mineral-men, more
daring than his companions, turned
to attack the crimson-skinned new-
comers instead of fleeing. The red
giant met the attacking monster with
a roar of rage. The crimson man
evaded the clutching claws by a quick
movement and stabbed at the gray
creaturewith his seemingly punylittle
spear. The point of the spear hardly
more than touched the mineral-man’s
breast. But that was enough. The
sticky, shining substance smeared on
the point of the spear acted like an
inconceivably rapid poison. A spread-
ing, shining stain crept quickly across
the breast of the monster. It hummed
in mingled pain and rage, tore at its
breast and then fell prone. By this
time, the other mineral-men had dis-
appeared.

“Demons of Pluto!” swore Otho,
gaping. “These crimson lade know
how to deal with those gray fiends.”

“Those monsters were trying to tear
my body apart and eat it!" roared
Grag furiously as he got to his feet.

“A nice lunch you’d have made for
them,” flipped Otho. “That old iron
carcass of yours would have given
them indigestion they’d never forget.”

Curt Newton paid no attention to
them. His whole interest was focused
on the two crimson-skinned men who
were now ‘approaching them. The
hulking giant of the two stopped a
few feet from Curt. He was a bris-

tling-haired, massive-faced individual,
with bleak, tawny-yellow eyes and the
look of a veteran adventurer. His com-
rade, obviously of the same race, was
slighter and younger-looking.

“They’re obviously of a human race,
but one from some other star than
our own Sun System,” rasped the
Brain, studying them.

HE crimson giant and his com-

rade gaped in astonishment at
hearing the voice emanate from the
floating case of the Brain. They stared
at Simon Wright and then at Grag
and Otho, in open wonder. Captain
Future spoke clearly, holding out his
hand in sign of friendship.

“We thank you for your aid. Can
you understand me?”

The crimson giant shook his head
puzzledly. He spoke to Curt, but it
was in a language Captain Future had
never heard.

“Might have known our languages
would be completely different,” Curt
muttered disappointedly. “I suppose
there’s nothing for it but to pick up
their speech, if we can.”

The crimson giant seemed to under-
stand when Curt made signals of in-
quiry to him. He pointed to his own
breast and said loudly, “Hol Jor.”

Curt having responded, naming
himself. Hol Jor repeated the name,
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“Captain Future,” several times, then
grinned in understanding. Then he
pointed to his companion and said,
“Skur Kal.”

Then Ho! Jor, the crimson-skinned
giant, pointed to himself and his com-
panion and then up into the western
heavens. His finger stabbed in the di-
rection of the distant red star Antares.

“Holy sun-imps, he means they're
from Antares!” ejaculated Otho. “It
isn’t so far from here as interstellar
distances are measured, but how did
they get here? And why did they
come?”

Curt already had a suspicion of the
answer to the latter question. But he
concentrated now upon learning Hol
Jor's language.

Captain Future was an expert with
strange languages. Through long ex-
perience on strange worlds, he had
perfected a method of learming an
alien tongue in the shortest possible
time. He now put it into effect. Squat-
ting down with the two Antarians,
Curt began a rapid process of vocabu-
lary building. He pointed to objects
and Hol Jor gave the Antarian names
for them. He performed actions in
mimicry, and thus rapidly acquired a
stock of verbs. Curt’s phenomenal
memory retained each word. By the
time they had spent a few hours at
this, Captain Future and the Future-
men had acquired a working knowl-
edge of the Antarian tongue.

Haltingly, Curt asked Hol Jor the
question that was uppermost in his
mind.

“What are you two Antarians doing
on this dead sun?”

“We were wrecked and cast away
here,” was Hol Jor’s emphatic re-
joinder, accompanied by something
that sounded like an oath. “Twenty-
eight quals ago we drifted onto this
accursed dark star.”

“We are amazed to learn that there
is a human race on Antares and that
they possess star-ships,” Curt asserted.

“There are human civilizations on
the planets of many stars in this part
of the galaxy,” Hol Jor assured him.
“It is our tradition that long ago the
worlds of many stars were colonized
by a parent human stock that had its
or l%m on the planets of yonder star.”

ol Jox pointed toward a faint yel-
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low star low on the horizon, which
the Futuremen recognized instantly.

“Deneb!” exclaimed Otho, excited-
ly. “Chief, remember what we learned
on the lost world of Katain—that the
original human stock of our System
came from Deneb!”

“Aye,” rasped the Brain. “It is
clear that the Denebians of long ago
spread the human seed far and wide
through the galaxy. What a race of
adventurers they must have been!”

URT NEWTON felt a new glow

of excitement at the thought that
there were on the worlds of perhaps
countless stars, human races who, in
many cases; might have reached an ad-
vanced stage of civilization and sci-
entific progress. Hol Jor was asking
a question. “From what star do you
come?”

Curt pointed to the tiny spark of
his own Sun, barely visible in the low
eastern sky.

“From that star. We call it Sol.”

Hol Jor's jaw sagged in astonish-
ment. “You came from there? But
that sun as far away across the galaxy.
Why, none of us castaways came from
so remote a system.”

Curt seized on his reference.

“You mean that there are other
castaways here beside you two An-
tarians?”

“Three others—survivors of differ-
ent wrecks who managed to reach this
cursed sphere,” Hol Jor affirmed.
“One is a Vegan, one is from Fomal-
haut, and another is a native of one
of the stars here in Sagittarius.”

Hol Jor gave his own names to the
stars, but by pointing them out or
describing them, made it possible for
Curt to identify them.

“We two Antarians have been cast-
away here the shortest time,” he con-
tinued. “We are the sole survivors of
an expedition of ten. We managed to
drift to this dark star in space-suits,
but the rest of our crew perished when
our ship was wrecked trying to enter
that cursed cloud.

He pointed, as he spoke, toward the
vast black blot of the cosmic cloud
that covered the bigger part of the
firmament above — the cloud from
which the Futuremen had just escaped
perilously.
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Curt stiffened.

“Why were you trying to enter the
cloud?” he asked keenly.

“To find the Birthplace of Matter,
of course,” Hol Jor replied. *“Isn’t
that why you came to this part of the
galaxy?”

“It is,” Curt admitted. “But we
did not dream that men of other stars
might be on the same quest.”

Skur Kal, the younger Antarian,
spoke to Captain Future.

“We desired to find the Birthplace
and learn how to make matter from
radiation, so that we could revive our
dying worlds. Antares is a fading,
aging sun. Life is hard on our worlds,
and the .secret of matter-mastery
would make it easy once more.”

“We are after the same secret for
the same reason,” Curt Newton ad-
mitted.

“Of course,” commented Hol Jor
unsurprisedly. “The other castaways
here were on expeditions with the
same purpose. The secret of the hid-
den Birthplace is a lure that has
brought star-explorers here from dis-
tant suns for ages, or so old Ber Del
says.”

The big Antarian rose to his feet.

“Speaking of Ber Del, he and our
other friends will be wondering where
we are. Let's go back to our camp,
and you can talk to the others your-
selves.”

APTAIN FUTURE at once ac-

cepted the invitation. He led the
way into the Comet. The two Anta-
rians looked around the crowded ship
in amazement, and Hol Jor uttered a
whistle as he surveyed the great gen-
erators of the vibration drive.

“It looks like terrific motive power
you’ve got here, even though I can’t
fathom its design,” he declared. “Our
own ship used a form of electron jets
for propulsion, but we could never
have got up to speeds capable of com-
ing as far as you have.”

“Our drive ring is broken and will
have to be repaired—that’s why we
landed here,” Curt explained. “But
we can travel on rocket drive to your
camp.”

When the Comet rose into the dusky
sky, Hol Jor tersely explained the di-
rection of the camp. Grag, at the con-

trols, drove the ship low across the
cindery plain.

In the eternal twilight, the surface
of the dark star lay infinitely deso-
late and deathly. As they scudded
above the rolling plains and hills of
dun-colored slag and cinders, they
sighted a small group of gray mineral-
men digging in the ground.

“What are those creatures, any-
way?” Otho demanded of the Antar-
ions. “They look like men, but curse
me if I ever saw men who could eat
raw rock.”

“Ber Del, my old Vegan friend
here, has a theory about them,” Hol
Jor replied. “He thinks that long ago
they were ordinary humans who
peopled the two planets of this sun.
Then when the sun died, and the
planets became sheathed in eternal
ice, the humans must have moved to
this dead star itself, given it a thin
artificial atmosphere and used chemi-
cal conversion to make food from
the rock elements.

“It’s Ber Del’s idea,” he went on,
“that during the coutse of ages those
people gradually evolved the power
to ingest the raw rock elements di-
rectly into their bodies, and developed
claws and teeth capable of digging and
grinding the richer rock. Of course,
their intelligence would degenerate—
they’re little more than brutes, now.”

“What’s on those spears of yours
that kills them so quickly?” Curt
asked.

Skur Kal, the younger Antarian,
answered.

“We castaways discovered that a
certain radioactive substance here was
poisonous in an extreme degree to
the mineral-men. So we made spears
tipped with the radioactive poison, to
repel them when they attacked us.”

Hol Jor interrupted, pointing
ahead.

“There’s our camp. Won’t the
others be surprised?”

The camp of the interstellar cast-
aways was in a hollow in the rock
plain. The hollow had been gouged
by the crash of a large, cylindrical
shaped vessel that had been shattered
into a total wreck.

“That’s the ship of Ber Del—the
other Vegans in his expedition were
all killed in the crash,” Hol Jor ex-
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plained. “Later, when we others
drifted here from wrecks, we found
Ber Del living here and joined forces
with him. We've lived ever since,
using the rations in the wreck and
utilizing a chemical conversion unit
to make water from the rock-ele-
ments.”

The Comet landed nearby, and the
Antarians led the Futuremen into the
camp. From the shattered wreck,
three men came wonderingly forward
to meet them. Hol Jor hailed them.

“A ship at last, mates! Maybe it
means we can finally get off this
cursed globe!”

He named the three men, one by
one. Ber Del, the old Vegan, was
a small, withered, blue-skinned man,
completely hairless, with a bulging in-
tellectual-looking skull, and colorless,
faded eyes. Taunus Tar, the man from
Fomalhaut's worlds, was a pink-
skinned plump, genial looking man of
middle age whose small black eyes
peered at them incredulously from
between crinkling rolls of fat. Ki
Illok, the castaway whose home was
one of the suns of this Sagittarius
region, was a brown man. The Sagit-
tarian was compact, stocky, clipped of
speech, brusque of manner. All three
star rovers seemed astounded when
Hol Jor told them how far across the
galaxy the Futuremen had come.

“These friends all understand my
language—we’ve learned each other’s
tongue, in the time we’ve been here,”
he explained to Curt.

“You came that far across the uni-
verse?” Ki Illok, the brown Sagit-
tarian, repeated unbelievingly to Cap-
tain Future. “It’s hard to believe.
Yet your companions certainly look
alien.”

“They came looking for the Birth-
place of Matter as we did,” shrugged
big Hol Jor. “Only they were luckier
than we, and didn’t get completely
wrecked when they tried to enter the
cloud.”

Ber Del, the withered old Vegan,
shook his head. “Many men from
different stars have met their deaths
in this part of space, drawn by the
lure of the Birthplace and the power
its secret would give. And who knows
—maybe all in vain. Maybe even if
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we could penetrate the cloud, we
wouldn’t be able to reach the Birth-
place against the will of the
Watchers.”

“The Watchers?” Curt repeated
sharply. “Who are they? And what
do they have to do with the Birthplace
of Matter?”

Big Hol Jor shrugged.

“It’s just an old tradition that Ber
Del mentioned—probably only a base-
less legend.”

“l wish I were sure it’s only a
legend,” muttered the old Vegan nerv-
ously. “For if it should be true, the
man who finally finds the Birthplace
will enter a peril beyond anything ever
dreamed.”

CHAPTER VI
City Beneath the Ice

Dim in the dark-
ness stretched the
rolling ashen
plains of the
dark-star world.
Wrapped in the
somber obscurity
of eternal death
and night lay this
once -mighty
sphere. Only at
one point did
ruddy light beacon through the dusk.
Captain Future and his friends had
set up an atomic glower in the camp
of the castaways. They sat around it
now, the wrecked star-sailors eagerly
sharing a meal of frozen Jovian beef
and Earth bread and Uranian fruits
that Curt had brought from the frozen-
storage compartment of his ship. The
bright radiance of the glower dis-
pelled the chill and darkness. It
gleamed off the hull of the Comet,
wavered over the shattered hulk of
the nearby wreck and picked out the
strangely assorted group around it—
Curt Newton, tanned, handsome, keen-
eyed, Grag’s mighty metal limbs, and
Otho's lithe white figure, the brooding
lens-eyes of the Brain and the faces of
the old Vegan, the two Antarians and
the Fomalhautian and Sagittarian.
They talked for hours, these strange-
ly-met star-captains from far-separ-
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ated parts of the galaxy. Fascinating
to Captain Future were the tales these
men could tell of exploration and ad-
venture and dire peril and marvellous
beauty which they had met with in
intrepid voyages through this region
of the starry universe.

“—and so we combed sun after sun
in that part of the star-cluster.” It
was Ki Illok, the brown Sagittarian,
who was speaking in his clipped, curt
way. “We saw wonders on some of
those weird worlds!
I'll never forget is the night sky of
those worlds—all the suns of the clus-
ter blazing in the heavens like a mil-
lion moons.”

Old Ber Del, the withered blue
Vegan, nodded his hairless head.

“I was through some of those star
clusters, years ago. It's crazily dan-
gerous piloting, picking your way
through those thousands of swarming
suns. I remember we’d picked up a
load of rare metal in there and were
heading back for Vega when we got
into trouble running between the two
suns of a double star. We were lucky
to see our own worlds again.”

Otho’s green eyes were sparkling
with excited interest.

“If you chaps have been going and
coming between stars here for so long,
why is it you’ve never visited our
own sun, Sol?” he asked them.

Hol Jor, the giant Antarian, an-
swered.

“Your sun is too far across the
galaxy! No ship of ours could make
it in less than many years. In this
part of the universe, where the stars
are much closer together, interstellar
travel has been feasible.”

Taunus Tar, the fat pink star-cap-
tain from Fomalhaut, nodded agree-
ment.

“It is so,” he told Captain Future.
“That is why we were so awe-stricken
when we learned how far across the
universe you had come.”

“We had a strong motive for the
voyage,” Curt Newton said earnestly.
“One of the worlds of our System is
dying from failing atmosphere. Only
the secret of complete matter-mastery
can revive it. And only at the Birth-
place of Matter can that secret be
learned.”

But the sight

Old Ber Del nodded understand-
ingly.

“I came searching for the Birth-
place with the same motive. My na-
tive world at Vega is dying. And it
was a similar purpose that brought
Hol Jor and the others on their sep-
arate quests, which ended in disaster.”

Curt’s jaw hardened.

“My quest isn’t ended yet. It has
to go on, somehow. For the life of
a world, the future of a people, depend
on it.

“You were telling me something
about a legend or tradition connected
with the Birthplace of Matter—some-
thing about the Watchers. What is
the story?”

Hol Jor snorted.

“It’s just a crazy yarn you hear
from many star peoples. They've
been telling it for ages.”

“I don’t know—there may be truth
in it,” muttered old Ber Del. “Maybe
someone, long ago, did penetrate to
the Birthplace and brought out this
story. That’swhat they say, anyway.”

The old Vegan bent toward Curt.

“The story was to the effect that
the Birthplace does exist far inside
the cosmic cloud, but that it is guarded
by mysterious wardens with unhuman
powers, who are called the Watchers
and who allow no one to gain the
secret of matter-mastery from the
Birthplace.

“It is a fact,” he continued
thoughtfully, “that no star-rover who
went into the cloud has ever re-
turned.”

Captain Future’s brow knitted.

“It’s a queer legend, this story of
the Watchers. But we’ll worry about
that when—and if—we get inside the
cloud.” He looked at the castaways.
“We're going on, if we can find ter-
bium to repair our ship. But what
about you five?”

Hol Jor made an eager proposal to
Curt.

“Why don't you take us with you, as
crew? We're all willing to try buck-
ing the cloud with you. We can help,
maybe, with our small knowledge of
the currents, and, once inside, you
may need five star veterans like our-
selves.

“We’re all after the same thing,”
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the big red Antarian went on earnest-
ly. “We all want to secure the secret
of matter-mastery from the Birthplace
to help our worlds and peoples. To-
gether, we’d have a better chance of
winning that secret. And if we did
get out with it, you could help us
reach our own stars before you start
home to yours.”

URT looked at the other cast-
aways.

“Do you all feel the same way about
it?”

“I do,” replied Ki Illok curtly.

The fat, good-humored face of Tau-
nus Tar bobbed in agreement.

“Anything is better than starving on
this forsaken globe.”

Old Ber Del also nodded.

“We have nothing to lose and much
to gain by joining you if you’ll have
ush’

“Then it’s settled,” Captain Future
said calmly.

“So now we've got a foreign legion
of the stars!” grinned Otho.

“The first and biggest problem fac-
ing us,” Curt told his new partners,
“is the finding of terbium to repair
the driving ring of the Comet. With-
out the vibration drive, we can’t buck
through those currents into the cloud.
Is there any terbium in your wreck?"

Ber Del shook his head.

“Not a scrap of it. I never heard of
terbium being used in any ordinary
space-ship.”

“That makes it tougher,” Curt New-
ton admitted. “Simon, what do you
think of our chances of finding ter-
bium on this dead sun?”

“It's a very slim chance, lad,” rasped
the Brain. “This dark star contains
only the gaseous elements of its orig-
inal solar life, now solidified. Ter-
bium would not be among them. But
I’ll check with the element-resonator
and make sure.”

Curt yawned, feeling the reaction
of many hours of strain.

“I need sleep. Grag will help you
with the job, Simon.”

Captain Future slept with the other
star rovers around the cheerful flare
of the atomic glower, as deeply as
though he were not slumbering on a
dead sphere.

FUTURE

7HEN he and the others awak-
ened, they saw Grag and Si-
mon hovering over a complicated in-
strument they had brought from the
Comet. It was an element resona-
tor, that could detect the presence of
any element at extreme ranges. It
operated by emitting narrowly-tuned
vibrations that were reflected back
only by the selected element, no mat-
ter what the distance.

“Any luck?” Curt asked, rubbing
his eyes as he joined them.

“None, lad,” replied the Brain suc-
cinctly. *“As I feared, there is no
terbium on this sun.”

Otho swore.

“There wouldn’t be, just because we
need it so badly.”

“Now what, chief?” Grag asked
anxiously, while Hol Jor and the other
star rovers waited anxiously for Curt’s
decision.

Captain Future shrugged.

“If there’s no terbium on this dead
star, we have to look elsewhere. We
can’t go far without the vibration
drive. The only possible nearby source
is one of the two planets of this an-
cient sun.”

“But they’re covered deep with ice,”
objected Hol Jor.

“We’ll have to get down through
the ice, if we locate terbium on one
of them,” Captain Future replied.
“That ought to be possible—if the ter-
bium is there.”

An hour later, they had all entered
the Comet, ready for the search for
the vital metal. The ship blasted sky-
ward with comparative slowness on
the rocket drive. Grag steered it to-
ward the innermost of the two planets
that circled the burned-out star. The
small world was a forbidding spec-
tacle as they circled over it. It was
covered to a great depth by solid ice
—ice which was not only frozen water
but frozen air. It presented a blank,
barren white surface.

“Some place to go terbium mining!”
muttered Otho. “What does the res-
onator say, Simon?”

The Brain was intently directing
the instrument to and fro across the
icy surface of the frozen world. His
lens-like eyes watched the floating
bubble of light that was its indicator.
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“The resonator indicates the pres-
ence of terbium not far northwest of
here,” he rasped. “Fly slowly in that
direction.”

The Comet moved at reduced speed
over the icy plain. The Brain watched
his instrument, calling directions to
Grag. Presently, at Simon’s request,
the ship was brought to a halt.

“There is positive resonance from
terbium directly underneath us,” the
Brain announced. “The terbium is
under the ice.”

“So now all we have to do is clear
the ice away,” said Otho. “Well, give
Grag a shovel and let him go to it.”

Hol Jor looked astonished.

“But it’ll take years to clear away
that great depth of ice by such
methods!”

Curt Newton smiled.

“Otho was only joking. Our proton-
beams can disintegrate ice as swiftly

'Unutterably gradand solemn seemed the heart of the universe into which the Futuremen
were audaciously penetrating.
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as any other matter. We’ll have to
fan them out so as to cover a wide area
at one time.”

Adjustment was quickly made of
the big proton-cannon used ordinari-
ly as the armament of the Comet. Then
they jetted their powerful rays, not in
their ordinary highly concentrated
beam, but in broad fans of force that
combined to sweep a great area.

The ice began to melt over an
area of half a square mile. It was
not melting into water—it was melt-
ing into nothingness.

Down and down sank the level of
the square area. After a half hour,
they had cut down through two thou-
sand feet of the ice.

The ship continued to sink slowly
downward into this great square well
in the ice, keeping its fanned beams
playing. At last, brown rock appeared
as they melted the last of the ice,
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Grag landed the ship on the rock,
playing its searchlights about in
the semi-gloom of this deep well they
had cut.

“This rock doesn’t look like ter-
bium-bearing mineral at all,” mut-
tered the Brain. “But the resonator
can’t have erred.”

They emerged in their space-suits.
Curt made a quick examination of the
rock beneath them. Puzzled, he and
Simon extended their investigation.
Finally, they stopped, baffled.

“There’s no terbium in this rock!”
the Brain exclaimed, chagrined. “I
must have misread the resonator.”

They went back into the ship and
again consulted the element-resona-
tor. And then their bewilderment in-
creased.

“The resonator still shows terbium
right here!” Simon cried. “Why, this
is impossible.”

At that moment came a cry from
Hol Jor, who with the other star
rovers and Otho had been roaming the
surface of the rock.

“Come here!” came Hol Jor's call,
heard over the audiphones that inter-
connected their space-suits.

Captain Future and Simon hastened
to the others. They found them
gathered in an excited group.

“Look at that, chief!” Otho cried.

In the brown rock at their feet was
a massive circular door of corroded
metal that fitted with hermetical
tightness into an aperture in the rock.

“This was made by human hands,”
Curt muttered. “Must have been long
ago, though.”

Old Ber Del nodded.

“Probably it’s a relic of the people
of this planet who fled to the dark
star when this world froze up—the
ancestors of those grotesque mineral-
men.”

They brought tools from the ship
and pried at the door. Finally they
loosed the massive disk of metal, and
heaved it aside.

They exposed a round shaft in the
_ rock, in which a graceful spiral stair

of metal dropped into dim obscurity.
And air was rising slowly from the
opening in a perceptible current.

“The terbium indicated by the res-
onator must be down here some-

where,” muttered the Brain.

“We’re going to see,” Curt declared.
“You and Otho and Hol Jor come with
me. The rest of you guard the ship.”

Flashing the ray of a hand torch to
guide his path, keeping his other upon
the butt of his proton-pistol, Captain
Future started down the spiral stair.
The others followed closely.

They descended for several hundred
feet through the vertical shaft in the
solid rock. Then the rock walls dis-
appeared, and they perceived that be-
neath them lay a very large, dimly
illuminated cavernous space to whose
floor fell the spiral stairway. They
reached the floor and stared about in
awe. They had penetrated a vast
cavern, obviously hollowed out by
artificial forces and approximately a
quarter-mile square. Dim blue ceil-
ing lights of perpetual radioactive de-
sign shed a thin illumination over the
air-filled cavern. And the floor of
this whole vast underground space
was covered by rows of thousands of
oblong stone slabs. Upon each slab
lay a motionless body.

ONDERINGLY, the adventur-
ers approached the nearest slab
to the stair. The man who lay upon it
was young, smooth-skinned and of al-
most girlish prettiness. He was
curiously gray in complexion, with
dark hair upon which he wore a metal
coronet. His garment was a long
robe of white, and his eyes were
closed. Similar men and women and
children occupied all the other slabs.
“A place of the dead!” murmured
Hol Jor awedly. “A great mausoleum
of the people who once inhabited this
world.”

“There’s something mysterious
about this,” muttered Otho. “Where’s
the terbium that the resonator indi-
cated was down here?”

“Listen!” exclaimed the Brain sud-
denly. “Do you hear a sound of bells?”

They could hear nothing. But the
supersensitive microphone ears of the
Brain had not deceived him.

“It's getting stronger,” he whis-
pered. “A queer, rhythmic ringing—"

The others began to hear it then—
fairy bells of unutterable sweetness—
echoing from a great remoteness came
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the sound. There was a curious tone-
pattern in the ringing. It was rous-
ing, stimulating.

“I don’t like this!” Otho exclaimed
uneasily. “A city of dead people, and
bells beginning to ring—"

Captain Future’s eyes narrowed.
He too felt a growing uneasiness.
That tintinnabulation was growing
louder and faster by the minute. Fi-
nally it reached a crescendo of ringing
sound, halted for an instant of breath-
less hush, and then was followed by
a single tremendous bell-note of al-
most deafening timbre.

“It must be some automatic mech-
anism actuated by our entrance here
that made the sound,” Curt guessed
rapidly. “But what could its purpose
be?”

“For the love of the space-gods,
look!” yelled Otho wildly, pointing.
“The dead—they’re awaking!”

CHAPTER VII
Into the Cosmic Cloud

With a shock of
unbelieving amaze-
ment, Curt Newton
saw that the people
on the slabs were
stirring. Those
motionless figures
were twitching
and turning and
beginning to sit
upright, like ordi-
ary sleepers roused

to wakefulness.

“Those bells brought them back
to life somehow!” yelped Otho. “Let’s
get out of here!”

“Wait, I think I'm beginning to un-
derstand this!” Curt exclaimed. “Go
back and close that door of the shaft
to prevent too much of the air in
this cavern from escaping.”

Otho raced up the stair upon the
errand. Captain Future and the others
stood watching the amazing trans-
formation taking place around them.
Every man, woman and child upon the
slabs had awakened. At first they
looked around bewilderedly at each
other. And then they burst into a
frantic chorus of joyful shouts, a ba-
bel of cries. -

“Why, I can understand their lan-
guage,” Hol Jor declared. “It’s much
the same as our own star languages.”

“Hear what they're shouting?” Curt
asked. “My guess about this was
right.”

The newly-awakened sleepers were
exclaiming in mad joy, “The Thou-
sand have succeeded! Our sun has
been rekindled, and our world has
awakened to new life!”

Suddenly, as their first frantic joy
quieted a little, the awakened sleepers
became aware of the presence of Curt
and Hol Jor and the Brain, watching
them from the foot of the spiral stair.
The rejoicing multitude recoiled a lit-
tle, in surprise and alarm. Though a
handsome, graceful race, these gray-
skinned folk appeared of no great
courage by the way they shrank back.
From their midst finally stepped the
young man who wore the coronet of
authority on his dark hair. Doubt-
fully, he approached Curt.

“You are not of our people,” he said
wonderingly to Captain Future.
“Whence do you come?”

“From another star,” Curt answered
quietly. “We found the door down
into your cavern here only a few min-
utes ago.”

“You found the door?” echoed the
young ruler of the sleepers. His eyes
flashed with joy. “Then it is certain
that the ice is gone from above, and
that our sun has been rekindled by
the Thousand.”

“We do not understand your refer-
ence,” Curt told him. “Why have you
slept here, and how? And who are
the Thousand?”

The young ruler of the gray sleepers
explained.

“We are an ancient race, native to
this world. We were so civilized that
we had no more need of scientific
progress, but could live a life of aes-
thetic ease and pleasure, happily pur-
suing the arts and served in all our
needs by the machines our scientists
had created. Only a thousand scien-
tists were required to be trained each
generation to keep our mechanical
system in good operation.

“But after ages of this happy life,
death faced us. Our sun had long
been dying, and it cooled so rapidly
that this whole world became frozen.
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The Brain

The sun became a mere giant cinder,
and only by dire means did we manage
to keep alive.

“Then our thousand scientists said
to us, ‘Means must be found of rekind-
ling the sun. It is possible that we
can do that in time by long experi-
ment with atomic explosions. We
shall go to the dead sun and set up
laboratories there and begin the at-
tempt. But it may take many genera-
tions, and long before then you would
all be dead. So you must all sleep
while we carry out the attempt to re-
new the sun’

“So our thousand scientists,” con-
tinued the young ruler, “prepared for
us this place beneath the crust of our
planet. They installed in it an ap-
paratus which could cast us into a
perpetual hypnotic trance through
auditory stimulation of bells. They
told us that a similar apparatus would
automatically awake us from the hyp-
notic trance, when our sun was re-
kindled.

“Melting of the ice on our world
overhead would automatically start
that awakening apparatus. For the
thousand scientists themselves, if they
succeeded in rekindling the sun,
would surely perish in the very mo-
ment they succeeded, and so would
not be able to return to awake us.”

The young ruler concluded eagerly.

“They must finally have succeeded

FUTURE

in rekindling our dead star by atomic
explosion, as they hoped! So when
the new warmth of our sun melted all
the ice over this place, the apparatus
of bells automatically awoke us.”

URT NEWTON felt his heart

wrung by the unutterable pathos
which lay hidden in the young ruler’s
eager words—pathos of a thousand
men and women who long ago had
gone to their dead sun to try to awaken
it to life, and who had known that they
themselves would perish if they suc-
ceeded. The pathos of these frantic-
ally rejoicing people who thought
that the attempt had succeeded—was
almost as tragic.

“They don’t guess the truth!” whis-
pered Hol Jor pityingly. “It was our
proton-rays that melted the ice over
this place and started the apparatus
that woke them up—but they think
their sun has been revived to new
life.”

The young leader of the gray
sleepers faced Curt anxiously.

“It is true that our sun is rekindled,
that we can go back up to take up life
again on the surface of our world?”

Captain Future evaded.

“The thing is not yet complete,” he
said gently. “You must wait a little
longer.”

The faces of the gray folk fell some-
what.

“But the Thousand are still work-
ing at the problem on our dead sun?”
he pressed.

“The irony of it!” muttered the
Brain in low tones. “The beastlike
mineral-men on the dead sun—they
must be the evolution-adapted descen-
dants of the Thousand who went there
long ago.”

“Gods of space!” murmured Hol Jor,
aghast. “Great scientists, attempting
that colossal, degenerating through
the generations into those beasts! And
these people don’t suspect—”"

Curt Newton was speaking gently
to the young ruler.

“The descendants of the Thousand
are still on the dead sun. And the
problem of rekindling it will soon be
solved, I feel sure.”

The gray sleepers seemed more
cheerful at this.
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“Then we will return into the hyp-
notic sleep until that happens,” their
ruler declared. “I can operate the ap-
paratus that will again cause us to
enter the trance.”

“First, tell me this,” put in Curt
urgently. ‘“Have you any store of
metals here? We badly need one called
terbium. It is essential to the success
of the great plan.”

The young ruler answered eagerly.

“We have a store of machines and
metals in an adjoining cavern. The
Thousand stored them there so that
we would have them with which to
begin life anew when we awakened.”

He led the way across the mauso-
leum-like cavern to a portal that gave
entrance to a much smaller adjoining
cavern. Here were stored with sci-
entific precision a great mass of in-
struments, tools and machines, as well
as bins and cases of almost every valu-
able or rare element and compound.
Curt Newton was first to find a case
of colorless metal bars.

“This is terbium — and there’s
enough,” he said thankfully. “We can
carry it between us, Hol Jor.”

They returned to the main cavern.
The ruler was addressing his people.

“We must sleep again, but next time
we awake, our world will surely be
smiling again beneath the warm sun.”

Dutifully, the gray folk lay down
upon the slabs. The young ruler was
last, and before he lay down he
touched a lever near the foot of the
spiral stair.

“You will do all in your power to
help the Thousand or their descend-
ants rekindle our sun?” he asked Curt
anxiously.

“I promise you that,” answered Cap-
tain Future gravely.

“Stop your ears, unless you wish to
be cast into the sleep with us,” warned
the young ruler as he lay down upon
his slab. “The bells begin.”

LREADY, a faint ringing pattern
of bell-tones was becoming au-
dible. They could hear it clearly, for
Curt and Hol Jor had removed their
space-helmets to converse with the
young ruler.
Hastily, Captain Future and the An-
tarian and Simon closed their ears
with waxite plugs from Curt’s bell-kit.

They were none too soon, for the
growing strength of the bells was hav-
ing an overpoweringly drowsy effect
upon them before they cut it off in this
manner. The long-dead scientists who
had devised that cunning instrument
of super-hypnosis had been masters of
their art. Now, unable to hear the si-
ren bells, the three adventurers
watched as the gray folk again became
motionless in sleeping trance. The
powerful hypnosis that had operated
on them by auditory stimulation ap-
peared to slow down every vital func-
tion of their bodies almost to the halt-
ing point, and again they seemed ly-
ing in death. Curt signalled to Hol
Jor, and they carried the heavy case
of terbium up the spiral stair. When
they emerged onto the rock surface,
they replaced the heavy round metal
lid in the opening of the stair.

“There’s a tragedy of the cosmos,”
Curt said gravely when they had re-
moved the ear-plugs, inside the Com-
et. “A people sleeping for all these
ages, dreaming of a day when their
sun would be refired.”

“And now they’ll sleep like that for-
ever,” muttered the Brain.

“Not forever,” contradicted Curt
Newton. “I made them a promise. If
we gain the secret of matter-mastery
from the Birthplace, we could keep
that promise by reviving their frozen
world. And we will.”

They flew back to the dead sun,
landing the Comet again at their camp
by the wrecked ship. And at once they
plunged into the task of repairing the
ship. Most important was the repair
of the broken drive-ring. The terbium
they had secured from the sleepers be-
neath the ice was melted and cast into
a section of ring to replace that lost
in the cloud. Also they repaired the
warped stern-plates and straightened
the bent girders of the stern.

“All set to go,” reported Otho at the
end of their third “day” of work.
“When do we start, chief?”

“In the ‘morning’,” Curt decided.
“We need a few hours real rest after
all this toil.”

Strange dreams came to Curt in his
slumber, dreams of the Birthplace as a
mighty heart, ceaselessly throbbing,
and of cowled figures that watched
it and warned him threateningly away.
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He woke to a yell ringing in his
ears. Two of the gray mineral-men
had ventured to approach the camp,
and Hol Jor, whose watch it was, was
charging the creatures with his poi-
son-tipped spear. The gray horrors
who were the remote descendants of a
once dauntless band of scientists,
scuttled off into the dusk.

“The cursed creatures are getting
bolder,” Hol Jor declared angrily as
he returned.

Disturbed by his uncanny dream,
Curt Newton looked around. “We’ve
had enough rest. Let’s get started
at once.”

An hour later, the Comet rose from
the dusk-shrouded surface of the dead
sun and arrowed skyward toward the
vast black blot of the cosmic cloud.

Curt’s five new allies crowded the
interior of the ship cabin and control-
room. Old Ber Del had taken the
space-chair next to Captain Future’s
pilot chair, and the veteran Vegan
star-voyager peered anxiously toward
the cloud as they again approached its
limits.

“The currents seem strongest where
that bay of clear space indents the
cloud,” Ber Del commented. “I sug-
gest that we attempt to enter at some
other point.”

They cruised along the edge of the
vast, rolling mass of cosmic dust. It
was the keen lens-eyes of the Brain
that finally picked a spot where the
dust seemed less intense.

“Try it there, lad,” proposed Simon
Wright. “There where a slight back-
tide of the dust seems to flow inward.”

Curt assented.

“I suggest that before we try it, we
all get on our space-suits. We hope
the ship will take the battering of the
currents, but we can’t be sure.”

His five new allies had brought their
space-suits. They climbed into the
protective garments—all except the
Brain and Grag, who did not breathe
and needed no such precaution.

ITH increasing tenseness, Cap-

tain Future sent the little
space-ship flying directly toward the
brooding cloud. They plunged
through the millrace currents of dust
into the denser dust of the cloud itself
and were at once engulfed in utter
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darkness. As before, the fluoroscopic
searchlights were almost useless. And
as before, the Comet was tossed and
batted about by the violent currents
streaming out from the mysterious
center of the cloud.

Curt Newton’s hands flew over the
controls with miraculous speed and
deftness, striving to keep the ship
out of the more violent currents. He
knew very well that these stronger
currents could rip the ship apart, that
their only hope was to creep deviously
inward through less stormy areas of
the cloud. It was nightmare flight and
battle, this—battle against blind
forces of nature that seemed malig-
nantly intent upon crushing the puny
humans who sought to attain nature’s
greatest secret! The hearts of ordi-
nary men would have quailed with
dread before this appalling manifesta-
tion of brute power. But Captain Fu-
ture and the Futuremen and their new
star-captain allies were not ordinary
men. They were, all of them, men ac-
customed to braving the perils of out-
er space. And in all their minds was
the urgent knowledge that if by a
miracle they could achieve their goal,
they would bring back to their peoples
a secret that would mean life.

The Comet was sucked by whirling
tides of dust into a dark maelstrom of
currents. Curt fought desperately to
break free. The hull of the ship was
creaking and grinding ominously, and
the new reinforcing girders were
buckling slightly from the violent
stresses.

“If that drive-ring snaps again,
we’re goners!” Otho exclaimed.

“I'm doing my best to get out of
this devil’s eddy,” Curt answered be-
tween his teeth.

A wrenching, cracking sound was
followed by the whistling shriek of
escaping air, A hull plate had been
wrenched open, and the air inside the
ship was rapidly hissing out into
space.

“Good thing we put on the space-
suits,” Curt thought. “But the ship
can’t take this battering much longer.”

He came to a desperate decision. It
was better to risk destruction at once
than to remain in the maelstrom of
dust-currents until they were pounded
to fragments.
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“Hold tight, all of you,” he gritted.
“We’re going to break out of this
whirlpool or crack up here and now.”

He slammed on the full power of
the vibration drive. The pressure of
that too-great acceleration crushed
them for a moment, and the generators
back in the cabin roared as though
about to break loose from their mount-
ings. Feeling blackness assail his
brain, Curt cut the power. They had
broken from the maelstrom by that
momentary surge.

“Don’t do that again,” begged Otho.
“I think I left my stomach back there.”

They had escaped the deadly eddy,
but currents of dust hardly less dan-
gerous continued to batter them. Rac-
ing tides of cosmic dust streamed
ceaselessly out from far within the
cloud where they had somehow been
created!

HEY lurched, plunged, spun, yet

always Captain Future kept the
Comet heading deeper into the cloud,
his eyes glancing each few moments
at the quivering needle of the cosmic
ray compass. Space had become a
roaring obscurity of dust and force,
and time had become a meaningless
thing as they struggled deeper and
deeper into dark enigma.

“Even if the Birthplace is some-
where in here, how can we approach
it or study it under conditions like
these?” muttered Grag.

“There must be some way,” Curt
retorted. “Someone once approached
and studied it, if that legend of Ber
Del is true.”

The old Vegan shook his head.

“Someone tried to approach it,” he
corrected, “but was stopped by the
Watchetrs. That is the legend.”

The currents of outstreaming dust
were becoming less violent as they
penetrated deeper into the cloud. En-
couraged, Captain Future drove the
Comet steadily onward through the
swirling dust.

The dust grew thinner and thinner
until finally they emerged from it into
a vast, hazy space. It was a space of
billions of miles, filled with a strange
sparkling haze through which glowed
a few scattered stars.

Otho exclaimed in disappointment:

“We’ve got turned around somehow

and have come back out of the cloud.”

Curt’s heart jumped. With a feeling
of awe, his eyes travelled around the
great vault of hazy space that lay
ahead.

“You're wrong!” he said.
space lies inside the cloud.”

They were silent in stupefied sur-
prise as they perceived what Captain
Future’s keen eyes had already
grasped. The vast cosmic cloud that
covered so many tens of billions of
miles of space was holiow. Here at its
center was an open area many billions
of miles across, centaining a half-doz-
en scattered stars and permeated by
that shooting, sparkling haze. The
glittering haze appeared to stream out
from the remote central region of this
interior void, toward the surrounding
dust-cloud. And they seemed to feel
the impact of those hazy currents as a
subtle yet tangible shock of force
through their bodies.

“But where does the dust that feeds
the cloud come from?” cried big Hol
Jor. bewilderedly.

“I think I understand a little,” mut-
tered the Brain. “Away off there in
the haze at the center of this hollow
space is the Birthplace of Matter. In
the Birthplace, radiation is somehow
transformed into free electrons and
protons that are radiated outward in
all directions. Those ceaseless waves
of electrons cause the haze we see. The
electrons and protons unite, out here,
to form atoms of cosmic dust which
are wafted out through the whole
galaxy.”

“Then why doesn’t the newly-
formed dust out here drift back and
fill up this hollow space?” Otho de-
manded puzzledly.

“Pressure of the radiated electrons
from the Birthplace itself would keep
forcing the dust always outward in
currents,” Curt declared.

He was feeling a thrilling excite-
ment at having penetrated to this un-
suspected marvel of the universe. He
had come far across the perils of in-
terstellar space to reach this goal! He
peered through the telescopes at the
remote central region of the hazy hol-
low space. The source of the shooting
haze of electrons was the Birthplace
of Matter itself. If he could see it—
But he could see nothing. Whatever

“This
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lay at the center was shrouded by the
sparkling haze that was very thick at
that remote central region. The Birth-
place still guarded its mystery.

“I feel an awful itching,” plump
Taunus Tar was complaining. The
pink star rover looked puzzled, was
scratching himself in his suit.

Curt Newton also became aware of
a growing irritation of his skin that
was making his space-suit very un-
comfortable. He realized the danger-
ous nature of the phenomenon at once.

“The electron-waves radiating out
through this void are penetrating our
ship,”” he declared sharply. “We’ll
have to reinforce the Comet’s hull
rayproofing or these shooting elec-
trons will tear us to pieces before we
get near the Birthplace.”

His gaze swung over the void ahead.

“We’d better land at one of these
stars and rayproof the hull at once.
A coating of copper over the hull
would proof it against those electron-
waves.”

AGER as were the others to go

on, they saw the force of Curt’s
reasoning and acceded. They tore
their fascinated gaze away and looked
about at the few stars scattered inside
the hollow cloud. Nearest them in the
sparkling haze shone one small green
sun which proved to possess a planet.
Farther away were several dimmer
stars, one of them a small red sun deep
within the central haze.

“The planet of this green sun has
an atmosphere that we could all
breathe, and its spectra shows plenty
of copper,” reported Otho from the
spectroscope.

“Then we’ll make a landing there,”
Curt Newton decided.

He steered the Comet through the
haze toward the green star, whose
planet was two-thirds the size of
Earth. Rushing down through the
world’s atmosphere, they saw its sun-
light side clearly beneath them. A
parklike landscape of rolling bright
green plains was studded by tall,
graceful trees. Ahead loomed tower-
ing cliffs of solid copper, that flashed
brightly in the strange green sun-
shine. Curt landed the Comet at the
foot of the copper cliffs. They were
glad to discard the space-suits and
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step out into the deliciously warm air.

“The atmosphere here is proof
against the electron-barrage,” Curt
commented. “Now to proof the hull.
Plenty of copper in these cliffs.”

With the aid of an atomic blast, the
Futurmen rapidly melted sufficient
copper from the solid cliffs to coat the
whole hull. They were starting the
work when Hol Jor pointed into the
sky, exclaiming aloud. A strange con-
ical copper ship had appeared low in
the western sky. It curved overhead,
then hummed away out of sight again.

“So there’s intelligent life on this
world,” Curt muttered. “It may not be
as peaceful as it looks. Let’s hurry up
this job.”

They redoubled their efforts. With-
in an hour they had almost finished
spraying the molten copper on the
hull. Then Otho suddenly straight-
ened as his keen ears detected a louder
humming.

“Chief, look at that!” exclaimed the
android.

A dozen conical copper ships had
suddenly appeared from the west,
were diving down over the copper
cliffs straight toward the Comet.

CHAPTER VIII
World of the Green Sun

The Futuremen
and their star rover
allies had no time
to formulate a plan
of action with
which to meet this
unforeseen situa-
tion, Before they
could even retreat
inside their ship,
the dozen copper
craft had landed in
a circle around the Comet.

From the ships, slim black tubes
that appeared to be some kind of
formidable weapons swung to cover
the ship of the Futuremen. And at
the same moment, men poured out of
the strange vessels and approached
Curt Newton and his band.

“Don’t start anything—Otho, take
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your hand off your proton-pistol,”
Captain Future ordered sharply.
“We're in a bad spot.”

Inwardly, Curt felt chagrined at
having thus been taken by surprise.
They should have known that the first
ship would report their presence, that
others would come. But there was no
time now for self-reproaches. He
braced himself to meet these inhabi-
tants of the green star’s world, hoping
that they might prove friendly.

“They’re green!” Grag was mutter-
ing amazedly. “Melt me down if I ever
saw men like these before.”

“It’s a natural result of the green
sunlight—this pigmentation,” rasped
the Brain.

Curt was keenly surveying the ad-
vancing men. His hand was ready to
flash to his own belted proton-pistol,
but he hoped it would not come to
that, as he and his comrades were
badly outnumbered.

The advancing men were tall and
vigorous - their pale green skins
looked quite natural in the streaming
green sunshine. They were all dark-
haired, except for one who seemed
their leader, whose hair was gray with
age.

They wore short, kilted garments of
black silken fabric, and black leather
sandals. Over the upper part of their
garments, each man wore a silvery
breastplate that Curt guessed to be a
ray-shield of some kind. These alien
warriors carried black metal tubes
mounted on gunlike stocks, which they
kept trained on the Futuremen.

“Energy-projectors of some kind,”
Curt Newton said under his breath to
his comrades. “They look like dan-
gerous weapons.”

The gray-haired man stopped a few
paces away and eyed Curt with open
curiosity.

The pale green face of this oldster
bore the stamp of cunning intelli-
gence, and there were shrewd, sly
lines around his hooded black eyes.
Captain Future distrusted him at
once.

“Who are you, strangers, and why
do you come to Kor?” the green olds-
ter demanded.

Curt felt a shock of amazement. He
understood the language of the other.

It was similar in most words and
phrasings to the tongue of Antares
which he had recently learned from
Hol Jor.

“Gods of Antares, he speaks my
language!” ejaculated Hol Jor dumb-
foundedly. “I wasn’t surprised to find
that Ber Del and Ki Illok and the rest
spoke it, for there’s long been com-
merce between the stars in our part
of the galaxy. But for these men in-
side the cloud to speak it—"

“They must have come from outside
the cloud originally, to colonize this
star’s world,” Curt muttered. “That
doesn’t matter now.”

Captain Future spoke out clearly
to the green leader.

“We have come from outside the
great dust-cloud to this world of Kor.
Damage to our ship forced us to land
here, but we come as friends.”

HE sly-eyed old leader appeared

to consider this, his shrewd gaze
running over Curt Newton’s tall
figure, the floating Brain and alert
white android, the towering robot and
the five star rovers.

One of the green Korian captains,
eyeing Curt suspiciously, spoke to the
gray-haired commander.

“They may be lying, Uzhur,” he
suggested. “They may be spies from
Thruun,”

The hooded eyes of Uzhur, the old
Korian commander, flashed. But his
manner was as smooth as his voice
as he asked Curt a question.

“Do you come here from Thruun?”

Captain Future expressed an honest
puzzlement.

“We don’t know who or what
Thruun is.”

“It is the world of that small red
star that lies deep within the central
haze,” Ushur informed him. “The men
of Thruun are white-skinned like
yourself. Are you sure you are not
one of them.”

Curt sensed peril behind the ques-
tion. “We never heard of Thruun un-
til now,” he asserted emphatically.
“This wold of Kor is the first place
we have landed since entering the cos-
mic cloud.”

“Why did you enter the cloud at
all?” Uzhur wanted to know.
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Again, Captain Future divined dan-
ger. He parried the question. “We
are star rovers and explorers, from far-
separated suns, who wish to know
more of the secrets of the universe.”

“Ah, yes,” smiled Uzhur, his face
a mask of cunning. “Well, strangers,
you have come to a place where there
are many secrets, and one that is the
greatest of all the secrets of the cos-
mos. But we shall talk of all these
things later.”

His voice took on a note of polite
urgency. “Now you must give me the
honor of conducting you to visit our
lord and master, Larstan, King of Kor.
Indeed, it will be such an honor to all
us Korians that I cannot permit you
to refuse.”

Curt Newton divined the threat be-
hind these smooth words. During the
colloquy, fully fifty of the green war-
riors had emerged from the conical
ships to form a circle around the Fu-
turemen. The Korians all carried the
gun-like tubes, and held them ready
for action.

Captain Future turned and whis-
pered to his companions.

“I think we'd better go with them.
We’re badly outnumbered. It’s evi-
dent that these Korians and the people
of Thruun are hostile. These green
men are doubtful about our own sta-
tus. We may be able to turn the
situation to our advantage by learning
something about the Birthplace of
Matter and how to approach it.”

“I don’t like being pushed around
like this,” complained Otho. “Let
them start a fight if they want one.
Those tubes of theirs don't look like
much to me.”

As though divining the nature of
their whispered conference, the sly
old Korian commander, Uzhur, broke
in upon them with a remark.

“You will be interested in many
things in Kor,” he said carelessly to
Curt. “Our buildings, our ships, our
weapons. They are quite powerful, as
you can see.”

ITH the words, Uzhur made a
gesture to one of his followers.
The Korian at once discharged his
tubular weapon toward the copper
cliffs. A bolt of white fire sprang

from the tube and struck the distant
cliff,

“Say, I don’t want to tangle with
fifty of those things,” muttered Grag.

Curt smiled at the old Korian.
“Your weapons are very interesting.
We shall be pleased to accept your
invitation and visit your city and rul-
er. If your ships will lead the way, we
will follow in our craft.”

Uzhur smiled slyly. “We would not
put you to so much trouble. You can
leave your craft here under safe
guard, and come with us. I insist upon
it.”

Captain Future disliked this pro-
posal strongly, but saw no way out of
it.

“That is kind of you,” he told
Uzhur. “We will leave our ship here
as you suggest. I will only close its
door to prevent rain or wind from
entering.”

As Curt stepped toward the door of
the Comet he was aware that the Kor-
ians raised their fire-rods toward him.
He knew that any attempt on his part
to enter the ship would be the signal
for them to fire at him. But he made
no move to enter. Instead, Captain
Future casually closed the air-lock
door. As he finished doing so, his
hand rested for a moment on a group
of small numbered studs that were the
key to the ingenious lock of the door.
He turned back toward Uzhur.

“I have locked our ship,” he said
pleasantly. “The lock is one that re-
leases a blast of destroying force at
anyone who attempts to open it.
Please tell that to the guards you
leave here—I would be desolated if
any of them came to harm.”

Admiration showed in Uzhur’s cun-
ning face. “You are indeed a clever
man, stranger—to have devised such a
lock. Our ruler will be deeply inter-
ested in meeting one so intelligent.”

They trooped to one of the conical
ships, entering by an air-lock door.
The design of the craft made it evi-
dent to Curt Newton that these coni-
cal copper vessels were space-ships.
Their motive power appeared to be
a modified form of electron-jets.

“Almost the same design as our
ships at Antares,” muttered big Hol
Jor to Curt. “These people came origi-
nally from outside the cloud, no doubt
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of that. Their language and ships are
too similar.”

The star-rovers followed Uzhur
into a cabin near the prow of the coni-
cal vessel. Uzhur spoke an order. The
propulsion-mechanisms somewhere in
the stern broke into humming activity,
and through the small windows of the
cabin they saw that they were rising.
Two of the Korian ships had remained
with their crews to guard the Comet.
The other ten, with Uzhur’s ship lead-
ing their formation, flew rapidly west-
ward in a steep climb.

They shot through the green sun-
shine over the towering copper cliffs.
The cliffs were obviously a great out-
crop of solid copper which had been
forced up by a seismic convulsion.
Many miles to the right rose a similar
and parallel copper range. Between
the two ranges lay a long, wide valley.

REEN and blossoming was that

valley, with rich pastures slop-
ing down to flat expanses of cultivated
land. Orchards of yellow fruit trees
and fields of bright green grain were
fed by irrigation ditches with water
from a clear river that ran down the
center of the valley. As they flew
southward over the valley, Captain
Future glimpsed men or women work-
ing in the tilled fields.

“This valley is cultivated by the
worker class to provide food for the
city of Kor,” Uzhur informed him.
“Kor, which is the name of our capital
as well as our world, is the largest of
our cities. From it, our august master
rules all this world.”

“You must visit other stars inside
the cloud, do you not?” Captain Fu-
ture asked. “These ships seem de-
signed for space flights.”

Uzhur’s eyes narrowed. “It is true
that we visit the worlds of the other
stars here, at times,” he answered
guardedly.

“Are you at war with that world
Thruun which was mentioned by one
of your friends?” Curt asked him.

Uzhur smiled. “We are not exactly
at war with Thruun. King Larstan
will tell you about that.”

“What is the origin of the strange
electronic haze inside the cloud, and
of the cloud itself?” Curt asked with
assumed innocence.

A dozen conical cop
stralght for the

er ships were headed

omet.

(Chap. V1)
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“The king will speak with you of
that also,” evaded old Uzhur. “I am
not privileged to talk of these things.”

“Doesn’t want to tell anything about
the Birthplace of Matter,” Curt
thought keenly. “Yet he must know a
lot about it. There’s something queer
about it.”

After some minutes of rapid flight
down the valley, old Uzhur pointed
ahead. “We approach the city of
Kor,” he said.

The land ended ahead, and beyond
it stretched a heaving sea whose waves
flashed vivid green in the brilliant rays
of the sinking emerald sun. The val-
ley between the copper ranges ran
right down to the sea, and at its end
along the shore was built the city of
Kor.

“It is heautiful,” murmured big Hol
Jor, the Antarian. ‘““Not even at my
own star is there a city more lovely.”

Magically beautiful indeed seemed
Kor, glittering in the green sunset.
It was a city of red metal, built of
solid copper brought from the nearby
ranges.

The city was semi-circular in plan.
The baseline of the semi-circle was a
massive sea wall which held back the
tossing ocean. Just inside that wall
rose an oblong copper palace, a big
three-storied pile that dominated the
whole city. The south facade of the
palace fronted directly on the sea, and
its other sides were belted with deep
green gardens. From the oblong pal-
ace, a dozen wide streets radiated like
the spokes of half a wheel through the
smaller copper structures of the town.
The lavish use of red metal gave the
whole city a glittering, otherwordly
glamor. The impression was height-
ened by the gleaming conical ships
that cruised above Kor in the green
sunset.

Uzhur’s smooth voice broke into the
fascinated inspection of the place by
Curt Newton and his comrades.

“The large building is the palace of
King Larstan. We go directly there.”

Curt nodded carelessly, concealing
his tense interest. “We shall be glad
to meet your ruler.”

They passed over landing fields on
which were parked an amazing num-
ber of the conical ships—hundreds,
at least. Then they slanted down over

the low, domed copper roofs of Kor
toward the massive oblong red metal
palace. Uzhur’s ship landed ina small
court in the palace gardens, coming
to rest among a dozen other ships. As
the old Korian led Curt Newton and
his comrades toward an entrance of
the palace, the guard of Korian war-
riors followed closely. Other soldiers
of Kor, similarly garbed in black kilts
and silver breastplates, and armed
with the same type of fire-rods, were
drawn up outside the entrance. They
saluted sharply to the old nobleman
as he conducted Captain Future’s
party inside.

HE star-rovers looked about them

wonderingly as they passed along
wide, high halls whose copper-panel-
ed walls bore beautiful silver bas-
reliefs of battle and sea-scenes. They
were stared at in turn by the Korian
men and women they passed. The
women wore long silken gowns of
brilliant hues.

“Nice looking wenches, even with
those pale green skins,” remarked fat
Taunus Tar appreciatively. “Now if
I had a chance—"

“Forget it—we’ve worries enough
without you meddling with the women
here,” growled big Hol Jor.

Uzhur signaled the guards to halt,
and turned to Captain Future. “If
you will wait here while I inform
King Larstan of your visit—"

The old noble hastened away. The
stiff Korian guards kept an alert watch
on Curt Newton and his comrades. In
a few moments, Uzhur returned.

“The king will give you audience
before the feast tonight,” he told Curt.
“He bids me offer you the hospitality
of Kor until then.”

Curt did not like the delay, but he
assumed an air of indifference.

“It is as well—-we need rest,” he an-
swered.

Uzhur and the guards took them up
a magnificent silver staircase to the
topmost level of the palace. There
they were conducted to a suite of large
chambers in the northeast corner of
the palace.

“You will be comfortable here, I
hope,” the old noble said politely. ‘I
will return later to conduct you to the
king. I am leaving my guards in the
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corridor here, to act as your escort
of honor wherever you may care to
go.'.

Captain Future thoroughly under-
stood the veiled intimation that he and
his comrades were prisoners. But he
pretended not to.

“Your thoughtfulness overwhelms
us,” he told Uzhur ironically.

With a smile, the old Korian noble
left them. When the door was closed,
Curt Newton turned to face his com-
rades.

They had been inspecting the cham-
bers. They too were copper-paneled
and decorated by fine silver bas-re-
liefs. The chairs, couches and tables
were of fine, dark wood. The windows
gave views of the palace gardens and
scopper roofs of Kor, and also of the
sea southward. But outside the win-
dows was a strong, close latticework
of silvery metal.

“This cursed place is a trap,” swore
Otho. “And we walked right into it
like Martian pimul birds into a snare.”

“You're always complaining,” Grag
reproved him. “Anyway, if these
green men try any tricks on us, we’ll
simply blast them down.”

“I don’t like it, Captain Future,”
confessed big Hol Jor. The Antarian
star captain shook his head, his bluff
red face uneasy.

“It was either come with them or
fight at odds of ten to one,” Curt re-
minded them. His gray eyes gleamed.
“And I wanted to come here! I want
to find out what these Korians know
about the Birthplace. They surely
know something about it. They may
even have learned from it the secret
of creating matter, the secret we’re
all after.

“They’ve brought us here, I'm sure,
because they want to learn something
from us. That’s why they’ve showed
this pretended friendliness. Very
well, what we must do is learn every-
thing we can from them without tell-
ing them anything until we know just
how things stand.”

“Sounds like a precarious situation,
to me,” Otho muttered. ““These green
men are no fools.”

“I’'m aware of that,” Curt nodded.
“We’ll have to be careful. Let me do
the talking when we're taken to their
king.”

The rasping voice of the Brain in-
terrupted. “Lad, I think that I could
get out of here if I wished. Come
here and look at this.”

Curt hurried across the chamber.
The Brain indicated a small square
aperture high in the copper wall—a
ventilation opening from which came
a constant flow of cool, scented air.

“My ‘body’ is small enough to get
through that ventilation tube.” Simon
declared. “Do you want me to try it?”

“Not now, Stmon,” said Curt New-
ton rapidly. “You remain here in the
chambers when the rest of us go down
tonight. TI'll make excuse for you.
Then try it, and if you can do it, find
a way out and return. It might be a
card up our sleeve in this game.”

HE brilliant green sun was sink-

ing behind the copper range. As
its last rays died away, night came
quickly on the palace and city of Kor.
There was no moonlight, but the dark-
ness was relieved by the shooting radi-
ance of the electronic haze that fllled
the heavens.

Light came on softly in their cham-
bers from hidden sources. They saw
many other lights blossoming in the
streets of the city, and heard the dim
murmur of the crowds of green people
in those streets. Conical ships cruised
like dark fish over the city, seemingly
in watch. The door opened without
warning, and old Uzhur stood on its
threshold. The noble now wore bril-
liant jewelled belts over his dress.

“King Larstan will not grant you
audience before the feast begins,
strangers,” he told Curt.

Captain Future gestured toward the
Brain. “My friend here does not eat,
and therefore does not enjoy feasts.
He wishes to remain.”

“Is he really a living being?” asked
Uzhur, staring curiously at the square,
transparent case of the Brain. “He
looks more like an instrument or ma-
chine. But he may remain here if
he wishes.”

They went back down the great sil-
ver stair with the old Korian noble,
entered a hall of truly kingly dimen-
sions. Its copper walls towered the
full three levels of the palace, and it
was crowded with ranks of the green
Korian men and women, brilliantly
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garbed and jewelled. They stared
with intense interest at Curt’s com-
pany.

Down the hall toward the throne-
dais at its farther end strode the eight
star-rovers. Upon one side of Captain
Future marched Otho, insolently star-
ing around the crowd. On his other
side stalked the mighty metal form of
Grag. Close behind them came the
swaggering star captains—hulking
Hol Jor and his Antarian companion,
fat, waddling Taunus Tar, tight-faced,
brown Ki Illok, and old Ber Del, the
blue Vegan. Curt Newton halted be-
fore the throne-dais and looked up
calmly at the man and woman who
sat in silver chairs facing him.

“The star-strangers from outside
the cloud, highness!” Uzhur was an-
nouncing. “Strangers, King Larstan
and Queen Liane!”

Curt felt a shock of amazement as
he looked at the king. He had ex-
pected some agressive, bullying, half-
barbarian ruler. But Larstan was a
handsome young man, his dark hair
brushed sleekly back from his high
forehead. His pale green face wore
an almost sleepy expression, his lids
drooping over dark eyes that studied
Curt Newton and his comrades with
apparent disinterest.

“Intelligent—too intelligent,” Cap-
tain Future thought sharply. “It
won’t be easy to fool this man!”

He bowed politely to Larstan and
his queen. The woman was hardly
more than a girl, her perfect, pale-
green face extraordinarily beautiful
in its frame of dark hair, her haughty
eyes showing a flicker of interest as
they rested on Curt Newton’s tall
form and tanned face. Larstan’s hand-
some face was smooth and impassive
as he considered Curt’s group. His
voice was velvety.

“Uzhur says that you have come
here in search of secrets of the uni-
verse, strangers. Just what secret is
it that you seek”

“He thinks we’re hunting the Birth-
place!” Curt thought quickly. “But
he can’t be sure—"

Aloud, Captain Future spoke bland-
ly. “We had heard vague rumors of
marvelous things here inside the
cloud and wished to see if they were
true. So we came, from different out-
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side stars, into this place.”

“Was one of the tales you heard a
tale of the Birthplace of Matter?”
Larstan suddenly asked him.

“Yes, that was one of the tales. Can
you tell me, is there any truth to it?”

Larstan laughed softly. “I like you,
stranger—you are not stupid. Yes,
the Birthplace of Matter exists here
within the cloud.”

“Have you Korians been able to
learn the secret of matter-creation
from it?” Captain Future asked. He
hung tensely upon the answer.

Before Larstan could answer, Ber
Del, the old Vegan, made a fatal in-
terruption. He whispered loudly to
Curt.

“Ask about the Watchers.”

Larstan and Uzhur and all the othen
nearby Korians heard. And the effect
upon them of the old Vegan’s words
was astounding. They were stricken
into a dead silence, an unnatural hush
falling on the hall. Then Larstan
jumped to his feet, his dark eyes
blazing in tigerish suspicion at Curt.
“What do you know about the Watch-
ers?”

CHAPTER IX
In the Palace Dungeons

The Brain waited
for some time after
Captain Future
and the others had
left, before moving
from the table on
which he rested.
Then he rose
smoothly into the
air.

“Now to see if
there’s a way out
of this trap we’re in,” Simon muttered
to himself.

The Brain detested action. His icy
mentality, almost completely divorced
from ordinary emotions by his lack of
a human body, took its chief delight
in scientific speculation and experi-
ment. He would often remain motion-
less, brooding for hours on end,
wrapped in some intricate problem.

But one emotion still beat strongly
in the mind of Simon Wright. That
was his utter devotion to Captain Fu-
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ture. Since the long-dead day upon
the Moon when he and Grag and Otho
had undertaken the guardianship of
the helpless infant who then was Cur-
tis Newton, the devotion of the Brain
to his brilliant pupil had never
wavered. It was anxiety for Curt’s
safety that now spurred Simon into ac-
tion. He glided softly across the room,
moving with a smooth effortless-
ness upon his traction beams. Those
magnetic beams, which Simon could
jet from apertures in his square case
in any direction, not only gave him
great powers of free movement, but
could also be used as arms and hands.
He made a weird sight as he softly ap-
proached the door, opened it by means
of one of his beams and peered down
the corridor outside with his lens-like
eyes.

“As I expected,” he murmured to
himself, closing the door. “These
Korians are taking no chances.”

A dozen Korian guards were still
on duty in the corridor outside. Exit
by that way was impossible. So Simon
turned toward the windows.

He examined the latticework of sil-
very metal outside the windows. Its
interstices were much too small to per-
mit him to pass through. Investiga-
tion showed him that the metal bars of
the lattices were extremely heavy,
composed of an unknown alloy of
great hardness and strength which
would resist almost any force.

“This suite,” the Brain decided, “is
a disguised prison, as we thought. But
there still remain the ventilation
tubes.”

He directed his effortless movement
toward the square opening high in
the copper wall of this corner cham-
ber. Hovering outside it, he peered
and listened intently for a few
minutes. The aperture was obviously
the mouth of a ventilating tube. A
constant current of cool, fragrant air
poured out of it.. The aperture was
not barred, for it was too small for
a man to enter. But the Brain could
enter it! He found by cautious test
that his square case would pass
through the opening into the squared
tube behind it, with a few inches of
room to spare.

“There must be a network of such
tubes inside the walls of this palace,”

he thought. “And if I can find a way
outside—"

Without hesitation, he glided into
the darkness of the tube. It dropped
vertically, inside the wall. The Brain
sank cautiously down its shaft upon
his traction beams, hearing the rush
of air pumped upward all around him.
The tube joined a larger, horizontal
duct. Simon entered this, proceeding
in a westerly direction somewhere
within a wall that he estimated was on
the ground floor of the great palace.
Then he heard an ever louder whistle
of air, and detected a pumping sound
from ahead.

“Just what I was afraid of,” he
thought annoyedly. “Perhaps I can'
get past, though.”

He had come to two of the power-
driven fans which pumped the air up-
ward through the ducts. The whir-
ring fans completely blocked the tube,
being set side by side in the large duct.

IMON cautiously glided along the

duct until he was a few feet from
the left fan. He peered toward it.
The darkness was absolute, yet the
Brain could see a little even in utter
darkness, for his lens-eyes embodied
an ingenious infra-red sensitivity.
The whirring fan was powered by a
small atomic motor sunk in the side of
the duct. Simon used two of his
tractor beams to take the cover off
this motor. A turn of a screw was
sufficient to close the injector valve
of its tiny cyclotron unit. The motor
gradually died and the left fan stop-
ped its whirling.

The Brain approached and began
to disassemble the left fan from its
mounting. He made a strange picture,
hovering in the dark duct within the
palace wall, working deftly with his
tractor beams. He finally got the
whole left fan and housing out, leav-
ing one half of the big duct open.

“Better leave the right fan work-
ing,” he muttered to himself as he
glided forward in the duct. “They’d
soon notice if the pumping of air
through these tubes stopped com-
pletely.”

Twenty feet farther along the duct,
the Brain emerged suddenly into the
open night. At once, he darted back
into the concealment of the duct.
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From that point, he studied his situa-
tion. The mouth of this duct was in
the northern facade of the palace, near
ground level. The tube was designed
to suck in fresh air at this point, by
the help of the fans. Before the
Brain lay the obscurity of the palace
gardens. Tall, graceful trees and
beautiful flowering shrubs were sil-
hlc:uetted against the hazy, glowing
sky.

From the palace above him came
a~ distant sound of laughter, song,
clinking glasses.

“It’s a way out, but only for me,”
Simon thought. “I don't see how this
is going to help much.”

He decided to retrace his way to
their chambers and report his findings
to the others when they returned.
The tubes along which he returned
were now less noisy, due to his stop-
ping of the fan. As he glided over
the mouth of one of the branch tubes
leading downward, the Brain heard
an unexpected sound. A low sobbing
came from one of the downward tubes,
so faint as to be almost inaudible even
to his keen microphone-ears. Tbe
Brain, intrigued, decided to investi-
gate.

He dropped softly down that par-
ticular tube, found that this venti-
lation duct opened into the ceiling of
a small, windowless cell deep in the
underground levels of the palace.
Faint light came from a door loophole.
He could dimly make out the interior
of the cell. In one corner, a slim girl
lay sobbing. But some consciousness
of watching eyes made her suddenly
spring to her feet and look around.
She instantly glimpsed the square case
of the Brain, floating above her.

“Make no sound,” warned Simon
quickly in a rasping whisper.

He had divined at once, from the
fact that this was a dungeon, that the
girl was a prisoner. She stood now,
looking up at him, wide eyes peering
incredulously.

“What—who—are you?” she whis-
pered, awed by the unhuman appear-
ance of the floating Brain, whose lens-
eyes were fixed on her.

Simon Wright was thinking swiftly
as he took in her appearance. Thia
girl was white, not green-skinned like
the natives of Kor.

ER bright yellow hair, cut short

at her shoulders, glimmered
through the semi-darkness. He could
hardly more than glimpse her pale,
strained face and dilated eyes. Her
garment was a knee-length white
kirtle and tunic that left her legs and
arms and shoulders bare.

“You're some new device of Lar-
stan's to torture me,” she said bitterly
after a moment, in the language of
Kor.

“You are Larstan’s prisoner?” the
Brain asked her.

She paid him no attention. "So the
Korians try now to torment me with
speaking machines,” she said. “Do
they think such a childish device will
shatter my resistance?”

“Listen to me, girl,” rasped the
Brain. “I am no machine. My hu-
man brain lives and speaks to you
from within this case. Nor am I a
friend or tool of the king of Kor. I
and my comrades are ourselves de-
tained by the Korians, upon whose
world we landed for the first time to-
day.”

"I"he girl seemed unconvinced. “If
you are strangers to Kor, where did
you come from?” she demanded un-
believingly. “I know that you are not
from Thruun.”

“We never heard of either Kor or
Thruun before today,” Simon assured
her. “We come from outside the great
cloud, from far across the universe.”

Wonder struggled with doubt in
the girl’s tone when she finally spoke.

“It cannot be! No ship could win
through the awful currents of the
cloud! Yet it is true that no being
like yourself has ever been known
here.”

“It is true, girl.” The Brain’s chill,
emotionless voice carried conviction.
“We landed upon this world to repair
our ship. The Korians surprised us,
led by a noble named Uzhur.”

“That plotting old fox!" the girl
spat at the name.

“We accompanied them to this city,
Kor,” the Brain continued, “but doubt
their intentions. I was seeking a way
out of the palace, through the ventila-
tion ducts, when I heard your sob-
bing.”

There was a long silence. Then the
girl spaoke abruptly. “I believe you,
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stranger. No such living Brain as
yourself has ever been heard of in-
side the cloud, so you must be telling
the truth.
“I am Thyria, princess of Thruun
—I've been Larstan’s prisoner here.”
“Thruun?” repeated the Brain

sharply. “That is the world of the

red sun we glimpsed far within the
central haze, is it not?”

Thyria nodded her yellow head
quickly. “That is my world. We of
Thruun are deadly enemies of Larstan
and his Korian nobles.”

“How did they come to capture
you?” Simon asked.

“A party of us Thruunians came to
this world of Kor in a secret expedi-
tion to get copper. We need it badly,

Curt Newton covered the others as they scrambled into the COMET. (Chapter Vi)

for only copper will proof a space-
ship against the electron-barrage of
the haze. That's why the Korians use
copper outer walls on their space-
ships. But we of Thruun have little
copper, and our need for it is great
now that we are building more ships.
Each ship must be copper-coated.
“So I led an expedition to this
world to get copper from the metal

mountains of Kor. But Korian scouts
saw us, and before we could escape
they captured us. They killed the
others, but kept me to torture from me
all that they could learn of the secrets
of Thruun.”

Thyria’s quivering voice became
urgent. “You too are in dreadful dan-
ger. The fact that you strangers came
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from outside the clouds puts you in
the shadow of doom while you’re in
Kor!”

CHAPTER X
Feast in Kor

Captain Future
was momentarily
taken aback by the
profound effect
upon Larstan and
the other Korians
of old Ber Del’s
question about the
Watchers. All the
assumed boredom
and languidness
left the handsome
Korian king. His smooth face was a
mask of suspicion as his dark eyes
blazed down at Curt Newton’s group.

“What do you know about the
Watchers?” he repeated in a voice
that was almost a hiss.

Curt saw that the whole court was
hanging in tense silence upon the
answer. Uzhur’s eyes had narrowed,
and the old noble had made a sur-
reptitious signal to the Korian guards
around the throne.

Curt answered bluntly. “We know
nothing at all about the Watchers, ex-
cept the name.”

“Where did you learn that name,
then?” Larstan asked suspiciously.

Captain Future shrugged. “As I
told you, there were vague rumors in
the outside universe of marvelous
things inside the cloud. One rumor
was the tale of the Birthplace of Mat-
ter. Another vague legend was of
mysterious beings called the Watch-
ers. That is all we know.”

For a long minute, Larstan’s eyes
bored into Curt’s face. Captain Fu-
ture faced that fiery gaze unflinch-
ingly. Gradually, Larstan’s handsome
green features smoothed into their ac-
customed lines. He relaxed, laughed
softly.

“It seems that I have startled you,
strangers. But you need not be
afraid.”

“We’re not in the least afraid,” Cap-
tain Future retorted coolly, “but we
are interested. Who or what are these
Watchers?”

Larstan waved his hand carelessly.
“It is only an old legend or tradition
without basis. I would not bore you
with such a fantastic and foolish tale.”

The tense silence of the nobles,
ladies and soldiers of the court re-
laxed also. There was a low buzz of
whispering voices across the great
hall. It seemed to Captain Future
that that brief interval of tension had
had in it a queer, shadowy element of
fear.

Otho had detected it also. “Looks
like the way to get unpopular quick
here is to talk about the Watchers,”
he muttered under his breath. “For
space’s sake, ask no more questions,
Ber Del.”

The old Vegan star-captain nodded
nervously. “I did not think. Next
time I will keep silent.”

The verbal fencing between Cap-
tain Future and Larstan was going on.
The Korian king leaned forward to-
ward the red-haired planeteer.

“Uzhur tells me that your space-
ship is of very greatly different de-
sign than our own,” he said. “Indeed,
it must be of far greater power and
speed than ours, to be able to pene-
trate the cloud.”

Curt Newton sensed a hidden mean-
ing behind the question. Something
in Larstan’s bearing disturbed him.
Nevertheless, he could see no point in
trying to deny the obvious.

“Our ship uses a different method
of propulsion than yours,” he con-
ceded. “Even so, it was only by good
luck that we were able to get through
the currents of the cloud.”

In Larstan’s eyes appeared a mo-
mentary gleam of triumph. It was
gone in a moment, but it increased
Curt’s uneasiness. What was Larstan
driving at with this talk about the
Comet? Captain Future returned to
the attack.

“You said that the Birthplace of
Matter does exist here within the
cloud. What is it like?”

E ASKED the question as
though only in curiosity, but he
waited tensely for Larstan’s answer.
“I cannot tell you much about the
Birthplace, strangers,” said Larstan
slowly. “For we Korians have never
been able to reach it. We have always
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heen prevented by certain—obstacles.”

“Then you don’t know the secret
of matter-creation?” Curt pressed
politely.

“No, we do not have that secret—
yet!” answered the Korian king, his
voice rising sharply on the last word.
He brooded, chin in hand, his eyes
fixed on Captain Future’s face. When
he spoke, his voice was soft and deli-
berate. “Strangers, I think you have
not been entirely frank with me. I
think that you fought your way
through the cloud to this place, not
from idle curiosity about the un-
known, but for the purpose of finding
the Birthplace of Matter and posess-
ing its secret of creation.”

“He's got our number,” murmured
Grag uneasily. “Stand by for trouble.”

Curt Newton made as though to
answer, but Larstan went quickly on
before he could speak.

“You need not deny it, stranger!”
the Korian ruler told Curt. “I do not
blame you men of the outside universe
for seeking to attain such a colossal
secret. I, too, have wanted that secret
for long. With it, I could do great
things!” Larstan leaned forward al-
most eagerly. “We both want the
same¢ thing-—you strangers from out-
side stars, and we Korians. We both
seek to attain the Birthplace of Mat-
ter. The obstacles to that attainment
are great and might well baffle either
of us. But together we could win the
secret of creation from it!”

Captain Future had guessed what
was coming. Yet he was none the less
surprised by the proposal. “You're
suggesting that we become partners
in an attempt to reach the Birth-
place?” he said slowly.

“I do suggest it,” Larstan declared
promptly. “We could help each other
very greatly. For we of Kor know
much about the perils surounding the
Birthplace which you cannot know.”

“I concede that,” Curt said keenly.
“But in what way would we be able to
help you? You have hundreds of
ships, plenty of men and resources.
Why should you need us?”

“I do not really need you,” Larstan
replied a trifle haughtily. “But I ad-
mire the bold spirit that has brought
you on this odyssey into the unknown.
And also, your alien science might

complement our own in many ways
for this venture.”

“In just what ways could we help
you?” Curt asked directly.

“The obstacles that have always pre-
vented us Korians from winning the
secret of matter mastery are human
obstacles. It is the people of the
world Thruun who stand in our
way. Those Thruunians have always
prevented us from reaching the
Birthplace. The Thruunians believe,”
the green king continued contemptu-
ously, “that it is their duty to guard
the Birthplace. They have supersti-
tious legends about superhuman be-
ings who watch over the Birthplace,
who charged them with the sacred
duty of guarding it.”

“I see,” Captain Future said slowly.
“Those legendary superhuman beings
are the Watchers, then?”

“Yes, that is the legend of the
Watchers. It is a silly superstition.
Oh, there may once have been alien
beings who watched over the Birth-
place, but if so, they are gone long
ago. But the Thruunians and their
senile King Kwolok heed the old
legend and will not allow us Korians
to reach the Birthplace.”

URT NEWTON began to under-

stand the situation a little bet-
ter. “Do the Thruunians themselves
possess the secret of matter creation?”
he asked.

“We have never been certain as to
whether they do or do not possess the
secret. That doubt has always held
us back from a direct attack on their
world, since if they actually
possessed the secret, it would give
them an irresistible weapon against
us. But now—" Larstan’s dark eyes
flashed—“now at last we feel sure that
the Thruunians do not possess the
secret. Hypnotic questioning of a cer-
tain Thruunian we took prisoner in a
recent raid has convinced us of this,
So now we are ready to attack
Thruun, conquer that world and be
free to attain the secret of the Birth-
place.”

Curt Newton’s mind was racing
from the impact of this revelation but
he kept his face indifferent. “Where
do we come in?”
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“The Thruunians will be no easy
conquest,” Larstan returned. “Their
ships and fire-rods are as good as ours,
and their number two thirds as great.
But if we could make our ships as fast
and powerful as your ship must be to
have penetrated the cloud, we could
conquer them easily, Doubtless, also,
you could devise more powerful
weapons for us.”

“And if we agree to help you in this
way, what would we get out of it?”
Curt asked, masking his true emotions
with assumed interest.

“We would share the secret of mat-
ter mastery with you, once we had

‘won it from the Birthplace,” promptly
rejoined the Korian king. “That is
what you star-rovers came here for,
and this is the only way in which you
can secure it."”

Captain Future appeared to con-
sider earnestly. “The proposal is
certainly attractive,” he admitted.

“Then you agree to it?” Larstan
asked quickly.

“I shall have to consult my men be-
fore I can do that,” Curt evaded.
“They are my partners in this venture,
not merely followers.”

Larstan frowned. “I do not like de-
lays,” he rapped. “After all, it would
be simple enough for me to seize your
ship and weapons without your con-
sent.”

Captain Future shrugged. “Cer-
tainly you could do that. But could
your scientists discover the secrets of
design and operation of our devices
without long and possibly intermin-
able delay?”

Again, Larstan’s green features re-
laxed into the smooth mask. “I was
only jesting,” he smiled. “We two
must not become at odds—we who can
help each other so much.” He rose to
his feet. “We shall talk more of this
later, when you have had time to con-
sult your comrades and make your de-
cision. Now it is time that we forget
these things, and begin this evening’s
feast.”

The Korian king laid his harnd on
Curt’s shoulder in friendly fashion,
But Captain Future was not deceived
by the winning manner. He had
glimpsed the true tigerish nature of
the young king and realized to the full

FUTURE

the precarious situation of himself
and his companions. The Korian
nobles in the great hall had remained
at a respectful distance while Lar-
stan had conducted his low-voiced
discussion with Captain Future. Now
the brilliant throng turned expect-
antly as their king arose.

“We begin our festivity now, my
friends,” announced Larstan in his
clear, musical voice. “And tonight
our honored guests are these stran-
gers from the outside stars who are
soon to be our allies.”

A buzz of excited voices greeted
the announcement, and every eye
turned upon Curt Newton and his
strangely assorted companions. Dur-
ing the conference, the girl-queen
Liane bad sat silently watching Curt
with her unfathomable eyes. Now she
rose, supple in her black silken gown,
and moved proudly through the bow-
ing throng with Larstan.

E Korian king motioned Cur
Newton and his comrades to fol-
low. As the star rovers did so, Uzhur
and other nobles fell in behind them,
followed by the whole brilliant court.
Otho whispered worriedly to Cap-
tain Future. “Chief, we're not really
going to ally ourselves with these
green men. I don’t trust that king.”

“I don't like it, either,” Grag mut-
tered troubledly. “We don’t want to
get mixed up in their wars here inside
the cloud—especially when it means
using our weapons to attack a people
who may be innocent.”

“Will you two keep quiet and let
me handle this?” Captain Future de-
manded.

They subsided, though Otho still
looked worried. But Taunus Tar,
the fat Fomalhautian beside him, was
exclaiming in delight.

“This is going to be some feast!
Look at that-—and I'm perishing from
hunger!”

“I’d rather be gnawing crusts back
on the dark star,” muttered Ki Illok.
The Sagittarian star captain’s brown
face was frowning with distrust.

They entered a regal banquet hall
with shimmering silver walls and soft
lights, whose broad windows looked
out upon the flowering palace gar-
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dens. A long table laden with tall
flagons and gleaming metal dishes
piled high with fruits and roasts ex-
tended along the hall. Larstan as-
signed Captain Future the place of
honor beside himself and Liane. Soft-
footed servants filled their white
metal goblets with a thick black wine
of pungent fragrance. Larstan raised
his goblet toward Curt Newton.

“To our new friends from the great
outside universe!”

All along the long table, the Korian
courtiers drank. Curt tasted the wine.
It was sweet and heady, and he drank
little of it. Above all, he must keep a
clear head tonight! But no such
scruples oppressed Hol Jor. The big
red Antarian captain downed his wine
with a gulp and wiped his lips.

“Good stuff, though a trifle over-
sweet,”” he approved loudly. “This
isn’t a bad world.”

Otho and Taunus Tar and Ber Del
joined him, though Ki Illok curtly re-
fused the wine. But the chief atten-
tion of the Korians along the table
was centered upon Grag. They had
never seen a being like the great metal
robot before and watched him with in-
tense interest. Grag had seated him-
seld with ponderous dignity. His
photo-electric eyes keenly surveyed
the viands, and then he pointed his
mighty metal arm toward a copper
platter of fowl farther down the table.

“Pass me that dish, Ber Del,” the
robot boomed to the old Vegan.

Wonderingly, the Vegan did so.
And the whole Korian assembly
craned their necks along the table to
stare puzzedly at Grag.

“Does the metal man eat food?”
they murmured wonderingly.

Grag took the copper platter and
emptied the fowl upon it into another
dish. Then, with his powerful metal
hands, he calmly tore the platter it-
self into fragments. While all gaped,
Grag reached down and opened a
small door in the front of his metal
torso. Behind it was the fuel-cham-
ber of the atomic power plant which
supplied the energy of his mechanical
body. Grag stuffed the copper shreds
into the niche, closed the tiny door,
then looked around satisfiedly.

“Well, I've had my dinner,” he
boomed loudly. “What are we sitting
around here for?”

“You bucket-headed refugee from
a machine shop, do you think we’re
all built like you?” Otho retorted.
“That’s a terrible display of company
manners—eating the dishes instead
of the food.”

Even Larstan looked startled. “I
thought at first this metal follower of
yours was only a clever machine!”

URT asked the Korian king a

question. “This world of Kor
seems a rich, fruitful planet. When
that is so, why do you want the secret
of matter-mastery so badly? You
don’t really need it here.”

“This is not the only world inside
the cloud. We Korians feel that if
we had the secret of the Birthplace we
could use it to bring law and order
and happiness to all these worlds
within the cloud.”

The green king then turned the sub-
ject. But his remark had been suffi-
cient to give Captain Future an in-
sight into the motives which obsessed
Larstan with ambition to secure the
secret of the Birthplace. Curt was
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beginning to feel the strain. He
clearly perceived how precarious was
their position here in Kor.

Larstan, he knew, was displaying
all this friendliness for a shrewd rea-
son. The Korian king coveted the
scientific secrets of their ship and
weapons to strengthen his space fleet
for the attack on Thruun. That was,
Curt knew, his only real card. So far,
he had played it skillfully. But he
was well aware that a man of Larstan’s
powerful intelligence could not be put
off long. The green king would de-
mand a decision. Captain Future was
resolved under no circumstances to
become Larstan’s ally. It was utterly
against Curt’s code to let his scientific
powers be used for war against a pos-
sibly unoffending people. But as soon
as Larstan learned this, a dangerous
crisis would be precipitated.

“We’ve got to get out of this trap as
soon as possible,” Curt thought.
“Even if we have to fight our way out
of Kor!”

He wanted very much to confer
with Simon Wright and chafed in-
wardly at the length of the feast. But
Otho and all the star captains except
Ki Illok appeared to be enjoying it
thoroughly. Their goblets had been
constantly refilled with the heady
black wine as they ate. Now fat
Taunus Tar, industriously devouring
a roasted fowl], was winking invitingly
at a Korian girl across the table, while
Otho and Hol Jor and Ber Del argued
loudly about past adventures. These
hardy space-rovers already felt com-
pletely at home.

“I tell you, you’ve never done any
real space piloting unless you’ve
tried running the short course across
Scorpio to Antares,” Hol Jor was ex-
claiming. The big red Antarian
wagged his head solemnly. “Dead
suns and meteor swarms and comets
thick as flies all the way—a sweet
mess that is to find a way through.”

O!d Ber Del nodded his hairless
blue head in agreement. ‘“That Scor-
pio passage is bad, I know. But it’s
nothing beside the big Sagittarian star
clusters. I'd rather take my chance
on anything than to thread my course
through those crazy swarms of suns.
What worlds they have are usually

FUTURE

covered with the most devilish,
menacing creatures you ever saw. If
you have to make a landing, it’s too
bad for you. Eh, Ki Illok?”

The brown Sagittarian nodded
curtly, “The clusters are bad,” he
said in his clipped way.

KUR KAL, the younger Antarian,

put in a word. “I’ve never seen
anything worse than the worlds of
that double star Intbor, over by Al-
tair. The creatures on those planets
aren’t event solid, they’re liquid hor-
rors that look like something out of
a nightmare.”

Otho regarded them all with scorn.
“And you think you chaps have been
through dangers? Why, all that would
be just a picnic back in my part of the
galaxy.”

“Is space voyaging so dangerous
back there?” old Ber Del asked him.

“Is it dangerous!” Otho cried. He
laughed scornfully. “How would you
like to have gone through the things
we Futuremen have run up against?
How would you like being prisoned by
fish-men down at the bottom of Nep-
tune’s sea, or flying your ship toward
an invisible world in an extra-dimen-
sional plane, or racing out straight
toward a runaway dark star that was
threatening to smash up a half dozen
planets?”

“Have you done all that?” Ber Del
asked Otho, with considerable awe.

“Have I done it?” Otho repeated.
He smiled in superior fashion. “I
don’t like to talk about myself. You
tell them, Grag—tell them what I did
to the winged men of Saturn when
they attacked me.”

“You didn’t do anything that I re-
member,” Grag said flatly in his loud
voice. “All you did was get your-
self tied up by them, and we had to
come and rescue you.”

“Why, you double-crossing hunk
of old iron!” exclaimed Otho en-
ragedly as a shout of laughter went
up from the others.

Curt Newton was glad when the
feast finally came to an end. Larstan
smiled at him in friendly fashion as
they left the banquet hall.

“Uzhur will see you back to your
chambers,” Larstan asid. “In the
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morning we will begin planning the
attack on Thruun.”

“In the morning,” Captain Future
replied non-committally.

Uzhur eyed him cunningly as they
climbed the silver stairs. “You are
wise to cast your lot with us Korians,”
commended the sly-eyed old noble.
“Only thus could you ever reach the
Birthplace.”

Curt made no answer. He noticed
the guards still were on duty in the
corridor outside their suite. When
they entered the softly lit rooms,
Uzhur stepped in with them and
looked sharply around.

“Where is your other follower—
the one you call the Brain?” the old
noble asked sharply.

“Captain Future saw with dismay
that Simon was nowhere in the rooms.
He knew the Brain must not yet have
returned from his venture. And he
could see that Uzhur’s suspicions were
definitely aroused.

“This smacks of conspiracy against
the king!” snapped Uzhur to Curt.
“If your comrade has fled—"

CHAPTER XI
The Fight in the Palace

Curt Newton
saw that Uzhur
was on the point
of giving an alarm.
It would ruin
everything. Curt
resolved to over-
power the noble
and fight it out
with the guards,
here and now. But
this resolution was
averted. At that moment a chill,
rasping voice spoke above them.

“What is wrong?”

They looked up. The Brain was
floating near the ceiling, hovering
upon his traction beams and survey-
ing them with cold lens-eyes.

Uzhur was all apologies at once.
“I did not think of looking up there
for him! I thought he had fled.”

“Why should Simon flee when we
are among friends?” Curt demanded
coolly.

“Of course—of course,” sweated
Uzhur. “It was all a mistake on my
part. I beg you will not mention it
to the king.”

Bowing nervously, the old noble
took his leave. The moment the door
closed after him, Captain Future
turned toward Simon. The Brain had
come gliding down toward them.

“That was close, Simon!” breathed
Curt. “You weren’t up there all the
time, were you?”-

“No, I heard Uzhur’s voice as I was
returning here through the ventila-
tion tube, and I hastened to slip out
of the tube when he wasn’t looking.”

“Just what did you learn from
Larstan?”

“Plenty, and none of it good,” Curt
answered soberly. “There’s a nest of
intrigue and war in this space inside
the cloud, and we’re right in the mid-
dle of it.”

He went on to narrate to Simon
Wright what Larston had told him
about the Birthplace of Matter, the
proposal of the Korian king that they
use their scientific powers as his al-
lies to attack Thruun. Simon did not
seem surprised.

“I guessed that Larstan would make
some such proposal, from what Thyria
told me.”

“Thyria? Who is she?”

“A princess of Thruun, imprisoned
in one of the dungeons of the palace,”
answered the Brain. He told how he
had discovered the girl captive.

“Then she must be the Thruunian
captive whom Larstan mentioned,”
Curt guessed.

“Aye, lad,” corroborated the Brain.
“She told me they used hypnotic ques-
tioning upon her. Thus they learned
from her that the Thruunians do not
possess the secret of matter-mastery,
and ever since he learned that, Lar-
stan has been making preparations to
attack Thruun. ,Once Thruun is con-
quered, he can reach the Birthplace
and win its secret. Larstan has plans
of conquest in case he secures the
secret.” Captain Future said soberly.
“He cherishes an ambition to conquer
the other worlds of stars here inside
the cloud.”

He told of the Korian king’s signi-
ficant remark on that subject.
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“But could he hope to conquer a
dozen planets?” Otho exclaimed.

“If he had the secret of the Birth-
place of Matter,” Curt reminded,
“he’d have a terrific weapon—power
to create matter instantaneously out
of sheer radiation. Think of the ships,
machines, instruments of war the Kor-
ians could create with that secret!”

Otho looked thoughtful, and the
other star-rovers seemed uneasy.

“We ought to do anything we can
to prevent Larstan from getting that
power!” Hol Jor exclaimed.

“Why don’t we join forces with the
Thruunians?” said Ki Illok.

Otho objected. “We don’t know any-
thing about the Thduunians. They
might be utterly hostile to us.”

“Not if we freed their captive princ-
ess and took her to Thruun with us,”
Captain Future declared.

HEY looked at him sharply, sur-

prised by the idea. Curt spoke
rapidly. “We want to do two things
—we want to win the secret of the
Birthplace to aid our own worlds, and
we want to prevent Larstan from get-
ting it and using it for conquest here.
I think we can best achieve both of
those ends by joining the Thruunians,
as Ki Illok suggests. The Thruunians
would surely welcome us as friends if
we rescued and restored their princess
to them.”

“A good idea, but how are we going
to do it?” Otho objected gloomily.
“The girl is locked in one of the pal-
ace dungeons, we’re kept under guard
here and the Comet is many miles
away.”

Captain Future looked at the Brain.
“Simon, you could get out of here
through the ventilation-ducts. Do you
think you could reach the Comet and
bring it back here?”

“I believe so,” replied the Brain.
*“It shouldn’t be too hard for me to
get at away from those guards and fly
it back. But where would I land?”

“On the palace roof,” Curt told him.
“We’ll be waiting for you there with
this girl Thyria—if we’re successful.
I suggest you start at once. You
should be back in about an hour if
you make it.”

“Very well,” replied the Brain. He
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hesitated a moment then added, “Be
careful, lad.”

This evidence of emotion in the
ordinarily coldly unemotional Brain
brought a warm smile into Curt New-
ton’s tanned face.

“We will, Simon.”

The Brain glided upward on his
traction beams toward the square
opening of the ventilator duct. In a
moment, he had disappeared inside the
tube.

“Simon can fly at high speed when

he wants to,” Otho muttered thought-
fully. “His main danger will come
when he tries to steal the Comet from
the Korians guarding it.”
“What about ourselves?” Grag re-
torted. “How are we going to get
past those guards out in the corri-
dor?”

“Why, we’ll rush them and blast
down those who won’t surrender!”
Hol Jor exclaimed. There was a bat-
tle light in the big red Antarian’s
bleak eyes as his hand caressed the
butt of his atom-pistol.

“That would be fine, except for the
fact that the fight would rouse the
whole palace,” Captain Future com-
mented dryly. “We've got to get past
those guards and down to the girl’s
dungeon without an alarm.”

“I've got it!” Otho exclaimed, his
green eyes gleaming excitedly. “How
about having the guards take us down
to the dungeon?”

“How in the name of the star devils
of Betelgeuse are you going to work
that?” demanded Taunus Tar, the fat
Fomalhautian.

“Ha, you lads don’t know my abili-
ties,” boasted Otho. “I’m the greatest
master of disguise and make-up that
ever lived. I-"

“Quit bragging and tell us your
idea,” growled big Grag.

“I get your wave, Otho!” Curt ex-
claimed, understanding the android’s
plan. “Go ahead!”

At once, while all the star rovers
except Captain Future watched him
mystifiedly, Otho set to work. He
drew from his belt-pouch a compact
make-up kit and with it commenced
to disguise himself. Otho’s statement
that he was a supreme master of make-
up had been no idle boast. The and-
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roid had many times demonstrated his
mastery of the art of disguise. Now
he worked with expert rapidity.

ROM his little kit he took a tube

of green stain that he spread
smoothly over his white face and
hands. A drop of harmless dye in
each of his eyes made them dark.
False black hair formed a close-
cropped wig on his scalp. Finally,
waxite pads inserted in his cheeks at
once changed the whole appearance
of his features.

“Do you recognize me?” he asked
in a shrill-edged voice totally unlike
his own.

“Gods of Fomalhaut!” gasped Tau-
nus Tar. “It’s Uzhur, the old Korian
noble.”

Otho had in fact made himself into
an exact replica of the sly old Korian.
He now tore a dark silk hanging from
the wall and ripped from it a piece
that he wrapped around himself like
a Korian cloak.

“You’ll do,” Curt approved tersely.
“But keep behind the guards on the
way down to the dungeons. We'll
make the break down there.”

“I still don’t understand — ” mut-
tered Hol Jor bewilderedly.

“Just follow Otho’s lead and be
ready to turn on them,” Captain Fu-
ture told them. “But not until we
reach the dungeons.”

Otho, walking a trifle stiffly, went
out into the corridor. The Korian
guards on duty there, eight men in all,
sprang to attention and looked as-
tonished.

“Lord Uzhur!” their captain ex-
claimed incredulously. “Why, I
thought we saw you leave here an
hour ago!”

“That shows how faithful is the
watch you keep,” Otho snapped in
Uzhur’s voice. “I did start to leave,
but .then went back to examine the
strangers further.” He lowered his
voice. “The king wishes these
strangers arrested and taken down to
the dungeons. It is to be done with
the greatest secrecy, which is why I
waited until now to give the order.”

The captain stiffened. “Yes, high-
ness, I understand.”

He muttered a word to his men.

Raising their fire-rods, they went back
to the door of the star rovers’ cham-
bers and burst inside.

“Raise your hands, strangers!”
snapped the Korian captain to Curt
and his associates.

Pretending surprise and dismay,
Captain Future and his comrades com-
plied with the order.

“Disarm them,” the Korian officer
ordered his men. But Otho quickly
intervened.

“You can do that down in the dun-
geons,” he snapped. “Don’t delay
here a moment longer. March the
strangers down by the most secret
way, at once.”

The officer looked surprised, but
did not for a moment question the
authority or identity of the pretended
Uzhur.

“You wish me to use the secret stair
inside the wall, Highness?” he asked.

“Of course, of course!” snapped
Otho, who had not dreamed of the ex-
istence of a secret stair until now.
“But be quick!”

Forcing Captain Future and his
comrades to keep their hands high,
the Korians marched them toward a
section of the corridor wall.

The Korian captain touched a hid-
den spring. A panel in the wall swung
silently open, disclosing a narrow
stair leading downward. The green
guards marched their prisoners down
this stair, keeping each of Captain
Future’s group always between two
Korians. Otho followed behind them
all. A sourceless dim light illumin-
ated the narrow stair-well. They
passed down some scores of steps,
and then at the bottom of the stair
were confronted by a blind corridor.
Again the Korian officer touched a
hidden stud that opened a panel-door
beside them.

HE Korians and their prisoners

filed out into a gloomy hallway
of corroded copper roof and walls.
Along it were massive locked doors,
each with a tiny loophole as its only
opening.

“Open the door of the Thruunian
girl’'s cell,” Otho ordered. “The
strangers are to be confined with her,
by the king’s order.”
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More puzzled than ever, the captain
of guards went to one of the cell doors
and twirled the knob on its lock in a

certain combination. The lock
clicked, and the Korian swung the
door open.

“Now disarm the—"

Abruptly, the Korian officer stiff-
ened. Until now, he had been toco
rushed by Otho to take time to inspect
the prisoners. But now, as his eyes
swung over them, the man had de-
tected something wrong.

“Why, two of the strangers are not
here!” he exclaimed. “The strange
bodiless one they called the Brain, and
the hairless white one. There is
something wrong, Lord Uzhur!”

The alarmed officer was turning to-
ward Otho. And Otho knew discovery
was imminent. He shouted to the
Korians in Uzhur’s voice.

“Put down your fire-rods!”
snapped.

The Korian soldiers, bewildered by
the order, but trained to obey a noble,
started to lower their silver tubular
weapons.

“Now!” Captain Future cried to his
comrades.

Curt drew his proton-pistol with
phenomenal swiftness as he uttered
the exclamation. Big Hol Jor, and
the other four star rovers snatched
out their own atom-pistols at the same
moment.

“Drop the fire-rods if you want to
live!” snapped Curt, prodding the
nearest Korian with his weapon.

The green man falteringly dropped
his weapon. But some of the Korians
did not. And one of the latter was
the Korian captain. Ragingly, he
aimed his weapon at the disguised
Otho.

“Tricked!”
not Uzhur—"

A flash of blazing white energy like
a lightning bolt crackled from the
officer’s fire-rod. It grazed past Otho
and struck the breast of Taunus Tar,
the fat star captain of Fomalhaut.
Taunus Tar collapsed. With an oath
of fury, Ki Illok fired his atom-pistol
across his comrade’s falling body. The
green captain tumbled dead as the
atomic blast tore into his breast. Two
other Korians made an attempt to use

he

he yelled. “You're
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their weapons. But Captain Future
and Grag, triggering with blurring
speed, knocked the men from their
feet with needle-like proton beams.
Unnerved, the other Korian soldiers
dropped their weapons. In a few
minutes, they had been bound and
gagged with strips torn from their
own garments. They were dumped
into an empty cell, and locked in.

Curt Newton turned to find Ki Illok
and Hol Jor bending over the prone
form of Taunus Tar. The fat Fomal-
hautian’s side had been terribly with-
ered by the fire-rod blast, and his
plump face was now gray.

‘“Here’s an end of star roaming for
old Taunus Tar,” he sighed. “I'll never
again run the Scorpio passage or coast
Agquila nebula.”

“Why, Taunus, you're talking
wildly!” Hol Jor exclaimed. “An old
star captain like you can’t fade out in
a place like this.”

“No use,” muttered Ki Illok, his
brown face tight and expressionless.
“He’s gone,”

The fat star rover from Fomalhaut
had reached the end of his voyaging.
His eyes were closed in death. Curt
Newton turned away to hide his own
strong emotion. He came face to face
with a girl who had emerged hesitant-
ly from the cell which the Korian cap-
tain had unlocked.

HE was white-skinned and pale

from confinement, but very love-
ly. The thick, bright yellow hair that
fell to her shoulders framed a youth-
fully beautiful face whose wide blue
eyes stared incredulously at Curt
Newton’s tall figure and at the wild-
looking crew behind him.

“You're Thyria?” Curt said swiftly.
“We've come to get you out of here.
I’m Captain Future, and these are my
friends.”

The girl's blue eyes brightened.
“You are the comrades of the strange
one who called himself the Brain?
You are enemies of Larstan?”

“We are from here on,” Curt re-
plied grimly. He seized her bare arm.
“We've got to get up to the palace
roof. Our ship will be landing there
at any moment, and if we can break
clear we can get to Thruun.”
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“To Thruun?” cried Thyria. Tears
glistened in her eyes. “If only we can
reach my world—" :

“We’ll never reach it by babbling
here!” Hol Jor exclaimed. “One good
man has died here already, and there’ll
be more if we linger.”

“Come on — we’ll use that secret
stair to get back up through the palace
to the roof,” rapped Curt Newton.

He led the way toward the opening
in the wall. *At that moment came a
faint outcry from far above in the
sleeping palace, a cry of rage and hate
that was echoed in a moment by other
voices. A gong began to clamor in
brazen notes of alarm. The uproar
seemed growing by the minute.

“Something’s wrong—space knows
what, but the whole palace is rousing !"
Captain Future cried, his face taut
with alarm. “We’ve got to reach the
roof before we're cut off!”

CHAPTER XII
Into’ the Mystery

The Brain glided
unhesitat-
ingly through
the dark tubes of
the ventilation sys-
tem when he left
Curtand the others
upon his urgent
mission. Simon
now knew his way
and was not de-
tained by any ob-
stacle in the ducts. He reached the
point where the main intake duct
opened low in the palace wall. He
poised in the mouth of the duct for
a moment’s inspection of the scene
outside, before venturing forth. The
dark gardens before him were quite
silent except for the occasional tramp
of a Korian sentry along the paths.
The great palace which loomed behind
him was a black, brooding mass,
wralpped in slumberous stillness.

“I hope there’s no hitch in the lad’s
scheme,” the Brain thought worriedly.
“If Larstan should discover what's
going on—"

He could well imagine the rage and
hate of the tigerish Korian king

il

should he discover Captain Future's
party was attempting departure.

Urged by that thought, the Brain
rose smoothly into the darkness upon
his almost invisible traction-beams.
A guard, trudging his post along one
side of the palace, heard a faint stir
in the darkness overhead and glimpsed
a black shape flitting by.

“A night-bat,” thought the Korian
soldier and wished that dawn would
come.

Higher and higher rose the Brain.
The city of Kor lay beneath him as a
black mass bordering the dim sea,
showing a scattered pattern of lights.
Overhead glowed the strange night
sky of this world, a soft, shooting
radiance of eldritch bars and banners
of light.

“These electron streams and the sur-
rounding cloud and almost everything
else here come from the Birthplace of
Matter,” he thought. “And we still
don’t know the nature of the Birth-
place.”

He felt a deep misgiving that more
than once had oppressed him during
their odyssey of adventure across the
universe. On and on he flew, travel-
ing now at high speed. The cold was
extreme, but neither heat nor cold
meant anything to the Brain inside
his perfectly insulated case. His peer-
ing lens-eyes, moving constantly on

-their flexible metal stalks to survey

the terrain beneath, descried the
gleaming bulk of the copper ranges
eastward and westward. He flew on
up the valley of Kor, following the
shining thread of the river at its cen-
ter. Finally, the Brain recognized a
bend in the river. His photographic
memory never deceived him. He
turned eastward at once and flew over
the gleaming scarps and ridges of the
copper range. :

On the plain beyond the range,
Simon described a point of light. He
sank silently and hovered above it. I't
was the camp of the Korian soldiers
who had remained to guard the Comet.
The glimmering shape of the ship was
clear to the Brain’s eyes, resting on
the ground near the two conical Ko-
rian ships.

The Korians were all gathered
around a small atomic “glower.”
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The Brain moved beyond the
camp, glided soundlessly toward the
three parked ships. The doors of the
two Korian craft were open. It was
one of these ships that Simon first
approached.

None of the green soldiers, yawning
in the cheerful warmth of the glower,
turned as he silently entered one of
their ships.

“There mustn’t be any pursuit when
I leave here,” Simon muttered to him-
self.

He did not fully understand the
electron-jet propulsion mechanism of
the Korian craft. The ship itself was
empty of occupants, and the Brain
poised in its dark interior, studying
the machinery. His scientifically
trained mind came rapidly to the con-
clusion that certain heavy cables con-
necting various parts of the machin-
ery were vital to its operation. At
once, the Brain used his tractor beams
as hands with which to disconnect
those cables. He took the cables with
him when he left that vessel and en-
tered the other Korian ship. It was
the work of moments to sabotage it
effectively in the same way, and he
dumped the vital cables some distance
away in the darkness.

Then he returned cautiously to the
Comet. Its locked door was on the
side facing the Korian soldiers. Their
backs were toward it, but the quiver-
ing light of their glower illuminated
it strongly. The brain glided like a
shadow toward the Comet’s door. A
series of quick pressures upon the
numbered studs of the lock operated
its ingenious mechanism. The door
swung open with a low sighing sound.
The sound reached the ears of one of
the Korians around the glower. The
green soldier saw the Brain gliding
into the open door.

“The strangers are stealing their
ship!” he yelled. He and his comrades
scrambled to their feet, levelling their
fire-rods.

Simon had already touched the stud
that slammed shut the outer air-lock
door. He flashed forward through the
familiar interior of the Comet to the
control-room. He rested himself in
the pilot chair and jetted the magnetic
tractor beams that were his limbs, in
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different directions. One pressed the
stud that started the cyclotrons roar-
ing. Then it shifted to grasp the
space-stick and pull it back, as the
other tractor beam shoved the cyc-
pedal inward. With the full force of
its powerful rocket drive, the Comet
roared steeply skyward. The Brain
felt it shudder slightly as crashing
streaks of energy struck it from the
fire-rods of the Korians. But he knew
that no weapon of such comparative-
ly small power as those hand fire-rods
could penetrate the heavy walls. An
acidly humorous thought occurred to
him.

“I am becoming a disciple of ac-
tion, after all these years. Otho will
be proud of me.”

HE Brain could handle the Comet
skillfully, though ordinarily he
avoided piloting the ship as he
avoided other purely physical activi-
ties. Now he turned it southward to-
ward the city Kor. He did not at-
tempt to use the vibration drive. And
he kept the rockets muffled to a low
drone as he flew on through the night.
The scattered lights of the city of
Kor came into sight. The Brain
glimpsed several conical ships cruis-
ing in patrol over the city. He steered
at once to a lower level, and the
Comet glided like a dark shadow low
above the rooftops toward the palace.
Simon kept the rockets throttled
down to their lowest possible power
as he sank toward the palace roof.
He hoped fervently that the dull
drone would not be noticed by the
guards around the palace. His hopes
were quickly shattered. As he landed
the Comet on the flat copper roof, he
heard a distant cry of alarm.

“A strange ship on the roof! Call
the captain of the palace and signal
the patrol!”

“Where can Curtis and the others
be?” fretted the Brain.

There was no sign of Captain
Future or the others on the flat roof.
And now a rising clamor of shouts and
alarm gongs was rising from the great
pile underneath. Simon knew the
guards would be emerging in a few
minutes onto the roof, but he remained
cool.
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Down out of the hazily glowing
sky swept two conical Korian
cruisers. The black muzzles of their
heavy fire-rod batteries jetted streams
of raving energy that barely missed
the ship of the Futuremen. Before
the Korian attackers could dive closer,
the Brain had struck back. One of the
proton-cannons of the Comet swung
skyward as he took rapid aim with it.
He pressed the firing trigger and the
pale proton beam lanced upward and
tore through the two attackers. Both
Korian ships staggered and lurched
in mid-air, then whined through the
darkness to crash in the palace gar-
dens.

“There’ll be more in a minute,”
thought the Brain. “This is going to
be a hot place if Curtis and the rest
do not come soon.”

It never occurred to the Brain to
flee. Unperturbed, he waited for the
next attack. Then he glimpsed a trap
door in the roof being violently flung
open. Men poured out of it, dim fig-
ures in the darkness. Simon swung
the proton cannon to blast them off the
roof, refrained from firing when he
perceived that these men were firing
atom-guns and proton pistols back at
other men who were following them
out onto the roof. It was . Captain
Future and his comrades engaged in a
hot battle with Korian guards who
had pursued them.

“There’s the Comet!” rang Curt’s
voice. “This way, quick!”

The Brain sped to open the door of
the ship for them. Captain Future’s
group backed toward it, triggering
fiercely at the Korians, who were still
pouring out onto the roof. Crackling
bolts of fire-rods and pale proton
beams criss-crossed on the dark roof.
All the city around the palace was
arousing itself in a growing uproar.

The hoarse, defiant yell of big Hol
Jor and the fierce battle cry of Ki
Illok the Sagittarian rose into the
darkness as they and the other star
rovers shot shoulder to shoulder with
the Futuremen. Advancing Korians
stumbled and fell as beams found
their mark. But Otho clapped hand
to his shoulder with a cry of pain and

rage as a bolt burned past him, and -

one of the star rovers beside him fell.

Captain Future bent to pick up the
fallen man. It was Skur Kal, the
younger of the two red Antarians.

“Into the ship, for space’s sake!”
yelled Curt, dragging the fallen man
with one arm and shooting with his
other. “Where’s Thyria?”

“I have her, chief!” boomed Grag.

The giant metal robot appeared out
of the darkness with the white-faced
Thruunian girl. Curt Newton and
Otho and Hol Jor covered the others
as they scrambled into the Comet.
They heard an ominous drumming
roar as Korian cruisers dived out of
the night for mass attack.

“Catch the strangers!” came a hiss-
ing, furious cry from beyond the
charging Korians. “They must not
escape!”

“That’s Larstan!” exclaimed Otho.
The android flung a chance beam into
the darkness but without result.

He and Curt and Hol Jor jumped
into the ship, and slammed shut the
airlock door.

“Take her up, Grag!” Curt yelled
urgently.

The robot had already reached the
control room. The Comet jerked sky-
ward with a bursting roar of rocket
tubes.

APTAIN FUTURE and Otho

leaped to the breeches of the pro-
ton cannon. The ship was now scream-
ing out of the atmosphere of Kor into
the radiance of open space. After them
raced a half-dozen conical Korian
cruisers, firing all their batteries of
fire-rods in fierce attemtp to destroy
the Comet. Grag was avoiding the
bolts of energy by a series of hair-
raising spins and twists. Otho pressed
the trigger of his heavy proton can-
non, then uttered an exultant exclama-
tion.

“That’s one less of them!”

The powerful proton beam from his
weapon had torn through one of the
Korian craft, and the crippled ship
was sinking.

“Throw in the vibration drive, and
we can get away from them!” Captain
Future called to Grag.

As he shouted, Curt was triggering
his own heavy weapon. It ripped away
part of the stern of a Korian cruiser
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that was executing a fast space-spin
to bring its main armament to bear
upon them. The other Korian ships
recoiled a little from this unex-
pectedly hot resistance. Then came
the loud drone of the vibration drive
generators. The Comet jerked vio-
lently forward as Grag threw in
enough of the super-powerful drive to
out-distance the Korian ships. Even
though Grag used but a fraction of
the power of the drive, the accelera-
tion crushed Curt and the others
against the walls. The pressure lifted
as Grag quickly cut the acceleration.

“That did it—we've left them be-
hind,” Otho called.

The Comet had completely shaken
off the Korian pursuers, and was fly-
ing at frightening speed into the
glittering electronic haze.

“Head toward Thruun—that small
red sun far ahead,” Curt Newton
directed the robot. “They can’t catch
us now.”

He mopped perspiration from his
brow as he went back into the cabin.
Curt found the others gathered
around the prone body of Skur Kal.
Ber Del intercepted Curt's question-
ing sglance, and the old blue Vegan
nodded solemnly.

“He is dead. I think he was already
dead when you dragged him into the
ship, Captain Future.”

“Yes, he’s blasted off on his last
voyage,” muttered Hol Jor. The big
Antarian’s massive red face was som-
ber with grief. “And he was my own
sister’s son, was Skur Kal.”

“It’s another score to settle with
Larstan when the time comes,” said
Ki Illok between his teeth,

They gave Skur Kal space bwrial
befitting a star rover, wrapping and
lashing his body and setting it afloat
in the void. Then Curt took stock of
the situation. They were flying ever
deeper into the glittering auroral haze
of flying electron streams which filled
this vast space inside the cosmic
cloud. Ahead of them, deep within
the shining haze, glowed the little red
sun of Thruun. The shrouding haze
still concealed what lay beyond the
red sun, still veiled the central region
in which the Birthplace of Matter
guarded its mystery. A check of in-
struments assured Captain Future
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that the copper skin with which they
had coated the Comet was effectively
preventing the streaming torrents of
electrons from affecting the ship.

A soft hand touched his arm. It was
the girl Thyria, her blue eyes glowing
with gratitude.

“You are really taking me to
Thruun?” she cried eagerly. “Lar-
stan's men cannot overtake us?”

“Not a chance,” Curt Newton re-
assured her. “Their ships haven’t the
speed of the Comet. You’re quite safe
now."”

“It’s not my own safety I'm think-
ing of !” cried the Thruunian princess.
“l want to warn my father Kwolok
that Larstan is preparing to attack
Thruun. For it is my fault that that
attack is coming.”

“Your fault?” Curt’s brows drew
together.

HYRIA explained. “The Korians

have always wanted to conquer
Thruun, so that we could no longer
prevent them from reaching the Birth-
place. But they feared we possessed
the secret of the Birthplace, the secret
of matter mastery. It would be a ter-
rible weapon. When I was captured,”
Thyria went on self-accusingly, “Lar-

stan took me to Kor and subjected
me to hypnotic questioning. I ad-
mitted to them that my people do not
possess the secret. So now Larstan
is not afraid to attack us.”

“It’s not your fault, Thyria,” Curt
consoled. “You wouldn’t have told
them if it hadn't been for hypnosis.”

His gray eyes flashed. “Beside, we
are on the side of Thruun now. We
can lend our science to improve your
ships and weapons so much that the
Korian attack can easily be beaten
back.”

“But Larstan will
Thyria exclaimed.

know that!”
“He will surely

_——_
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make his attack on Thruun now before
there is time for you strangers to give
effective help to my people.”

“Say, the girl is talking sense,” mur-
mured Otho. “Larstan was figuring to
use our help to make his conquest of
Thruun a sure thing. Well, he’s now
lost our help, so he’ll jump on Thruun
before we can help the other side.”

“You’re right,” Captain Future said
slowly. “It looks as though our com-
ing here has precipitated a final
struggle.”

The Brain directed a question at the
Thruunian princess. “You Thruunians
have always prevented the people of
Kor from reaching the Birthplace, you
said. Yet you have never gone there to
secure its secret for yourselves.
Why?”

“It was the command of the Watch-
ers,” answered Thyria solemnly.
“Long ago, they decreed that none of
us inside the cloud should seek to
secure the secret of the Birthplace.
We of Thruun have always obeyed
that command, and when the Korians
sought to disobey it, we prevented
them.”

“The command of the Watchers?”
Captain Future repeated puzzledly.
“Larstan said that the Watchers were
only a baseless legend.”

“Larstan lied,” Thyria assured him
with fervent conviction. “The
Watchers are no legend.”

At that moment came a startled cry
from Grag, who was still on duty in
the control room. “Chief, come here
and look at this!”

With a bound, Curt Newton reached
the control room. The others fol-
lowed. Grag was pointing his metal
arm at space ahead.

“What's that?” the big robot asked
perplexedly.

The Comet had traversed a great
distance on its swift flight into the
deeper central haze. The glowing red
sun of Thruun, with its single planet,
was clearly visible not far ahead. But
it was beyond the red sun that Grag
was staring. There in the remoter
central haze there vaguely loomed an
awe-inspiring object none of these
star roamers had ever seen before.

“Is that the Birthplace?” gasped
Otho.

CHAPTER XIII
Epic of the Past

The radiant elec-
tronic haze ahead
was almost blind-
ing in its intensity.
Its shaking ban-
ners of auroral
brilliance, stream-
ing outward like
great winds of
force from a cos-
mic storm, so com-
pletely veiled the
vast object at the center that only its
vague outline could be glimpsed. It
looked like a colossal spinning spiral
of white flame, its titanic arms mil-
lions of miles across. But it could
not be flame, Curt knew. It was a
focus of unimaginable forces upon
which they gazed, a cosmic maelstrom
that ceaselessly threw off the terrific
currents of streaming electrons whose
glittering veils shrouded it.

“And we were going to find out the
secret of that!” exclaimed Otho with
a mirthless laugh.

“We can still do it,” Captain Future
replied steadily. “The thing is more
terrible than I had imagined, but we
can find a way to approach and study
it.”

But the other Futuremen and the
star captains continued to look with
doubt and awe at the monstrous, half-
concealed object.

“The Birthplace of Matter!” Hol
Jor muttered solemnly. “The beating
heart of our universe, that pumps out
new matter to all the farthest spaces!
It makes me feel afraid.”

“Remember the need of your worlds
for the secret of matter creation,”
Curt urged. “In that spinning storm
of force is the secret that will save
Mercury from death, and I mean to
find it if it’s humanly possible.”

Thyria looked up at Captain Future,
her white face distressed. “But you
dare not try to approach the Birth-
place!” she protested. “It is against
the ancients laws—my people will
never permit it.”

“But we’re friends of your people,
Thyria,” Curt pointed out. “We
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mean to help them against Larstan and
the Korians.”

The Thruunian princess shook her
yellow head forebodingly. “I fear
that even so, my father and the nobles
of Thruun will not permit you to
transgress the ancient command of
the Watchers.”

“Here’s new trouble!” Otho ex-
claimed angrily. “Maybe we’d better
not go to Thruun at all. We could go
right on to the Birthplace.”

Curt shook his head. “I promised
the girl I'd take her back to her
world.” He turned to her. “Thyria,
will you try to see that we're not pre-
vented from going on to the Birth-
place?”

“I’ll use my influence, but it may
avail little,” she admitted. “My people
reverence the law of the Watchers.”

“Ships ahead, coming down on us
fast!” Grag exclaimed loudly.

They were long, slim needle-like
craft that traveled like speeding
arrows. And they were coated with
copper like the ships of the green men,
to proof them against the electron-
barrage. There were four of them.

“They are part of the patrol my
people maintain in space around the
Birthplace!” Thyria exclaimed.
“Flash them this signal at once or they
will open fire on you.” She rapidly
told them the code of long and short
flashes by which Thruunian ships
recognized each other. Using the
fluoroscopic searchlights, Curt New-
ton hastily flashed the signal. The
Thruunian patrol craft slowed down,
and approached more deliberately.

“What kind of communication do
you have between your space-ships?”
Curt asked her. “If electromagnetic
signals, what frequency?”

Thyria gave him the frequency
figure. “We can change the Comet’s
televisor audio transmitter to that
frequency,” he said quickly.

He and Otho rapidly altered the
coils of the transmitter. Then Thyria
was able to speak to the two Thruun-
ian ships. After a short colloquy, she
turned a bright face.

“They are overjoyed at my return,”
she told Curt, “and they are relaying
my warning of a possible quick attack
by Larstan, to my father in Thruun.”

FUTURE

Less than an hour later, the Comet
and its escort craft swept in through
the thin atmosphere of the single
planet that circled the red sun.

HRUUN was a withered world.

Dull red, arid steppes formed a
monotonous landscape, varied occa-
sionally by low, rolling hills. Only
at a few places did mossy red plains
and valleys show the glitter of a small
watercourse. The escorting cruisers
led the way toward the capital. It was
a circular city of dark marble, its main
avenues radiating from a central plaza
which appeared to contain the main
government buildings.

“Metal is much scarcer here than
upon Kor,” Thyria told Captain
Future. “We cannot afford to use it
as building material.”

“I cannot understand this,” rasped
the Brain. “You Thruunians could
secure the secret of matter creation
from the Birthplace and revive your
whole world.”

“But that would be against the com-
mand of the Watchers,” answered
Thyria with a little sigh.

Curt Newton felt misgivings as to
the attitude of the Thruunians toward
his quest. There were two landing
fields outside the city of Thruun, each
bearing a number of copper-coated
cruisers, parked in rows. But Thyria
directed them to land the Comet upon
the central plaza.

“My father will be waiting if he
received the news of my return,” she
said eagerly.

The city was one of dark marble
domes, each crowned by a curved and
crested roof. The public buildings
were of similar design, but towered
above the rest. Curt saw crowds in
the streets around the plaza. White-
skinned Thruunians of both sexes ap-
peared, dressed in short white tunics
such as Thyria wore. Despite their
dissimiliarity in complexion and in
dress, the Thruunians and the Korians
seemed to resemble each other in their
way of living. The Comet had al-
ready been switched to rocket drive
by Grag, and the robot brought it
down skillfully upon the dark stone
plaza. A group of Thruunians wear-
ing glittering badges of honor or
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authority approached as they emerged
from the ship. A tall, grave-eyed man
with iron-gray hair and beard led the
Thruunians. With a little cry, Thyria
ran toward him. “It is my father,
King Kwolok,” she said happily.

The Thruunian ruler, when he had
heard Thyria’s hasty recital, clasped
Curt’s hand strongly.

“You are doubly welcome, strangers
from the outer stars, for you bring
back one we deemed lost,” he said.

One of his councillors interrupted.

“Highness, if Princess Thyria is
right about Larstan attacking us
quickly—"

“Yes, we must prepare,” muttered
Kwolok. “Give orders to double the
space patrol and have every ship in
Thruun ready for instant action. Send
out scout craft toward Kor to recon-
noiter.”

Night swept over Thruun as the
red sun set. But the night sky
was filled with an incredible aurora.
Even more brilliant than the night of
Kor was this glowing sky, for this
world was much deeper in the elec-
tronic haze. Up from the horizon rose
a stupendous object. It was the
colossal spiral of spinning light, its
whirling arins reaching half across
the firmament. Shrouded as it was by
the glowing haze, it was a tremendous
spectacle.

“I don’t see how the Comet can ever
get near or in it,"” Otho muttered.

“The protective coating we gave the
ship should keep out the electron tor-
rents,” Captain Future murmured
doubtfully. “Anyway, we’'ve got to
try it.”

A mellow bell sounded from the
lower level of the marble castle.
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The bleak eyes of Hol Jor glistened.
“We’ll soon have a chance to hit back
at Larstan,” exulted the big Antarian.

The largest of the domed buildings
in the plaza was the palace of the
kings of Thruun. Thither Kwolok
and Thyria led Curt and his comrades.
The place lacked the luxury of the
copper mansion of Larstan, but the
austere simplicity of the shadowy
stone rooms and halls was appealing.

“I like these people,” Otho an-
nounced, when they had been escorted
to wide-windowed chambers on an up-
per floor. “They look you in the eye.
They're worth a dozen such of those
green devils of Kor.”

“Unless I'm mistaken,” commented
the Brain, “these Thruunians and the
Korians came originally of the same
race. They are identical in certain
anthropological factors.”

“Let me do the talking with Kwolok
about the Birthplace,” Curt said
hastily as they started to descend.
“These people are superstitious about
it, and it will take tactful handling.”

But when they entered the small,
simple dining hall where the ruler of
Thruun and his daughter awaited
them, there was sternness in Kwolok’s
greeting.

“Thyria has informed me that you
strangers cherish ambition to seek the
secret of the Birthplace,” the king
told Captain Future abruptly when
they had seated themselves.

Curt shot a look at the girl.

“I have been trying to gain my
father’s consent to aid your venture,”
she said.

“It is out of the question!” Kwolok
declared firmly. “The command of the
Watchers was that no one, no matter
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whence he came, might approach the
Birthplace. For ages, we have obeyed
that command.”

“But we expect to help you against
Larstan’s attack,” Curt Newton
pointed out. “We will, if there is
time enough, use our science to im-
prove your ships and weapons. Surely
you would not prevent your own allies
from seeking a secret that means life
for our worlds, a secret that we have
come through great dangers and hard-
ships to secure?”

“If my own brother were to seek to
approach the Birthplace, I should be
forced to order his death. For upon
the kings of Thruun devolves the
duty of enforcing the ancient com-
mandment of the Watchers.”

“Who or what are the Watchers?”
Captain Future asked. “Are they
more than legend?”

“Much more than legend, my son,”
replied Kwolok, his bearded face
grave. “We know that, though we
ourselves have had no contact with
the Watchers since our ancestors first
entered this space inside the cloud.

(4 ES, our ancestors came long

ago from outside the cosmic
dust cloud. Tradition has it that they
were natives of a great planet whose
people colonized the farthest regions
of the universe.”

“Deneb,” muttered the Brain. “The
ancestars of these folk must have
come from Deneb just as all our own
ancestors did, long ago.”

“But how did your ancestors man-
age to get through the cloud?” Curt
cried to the old king. “Even our own
super-powerful ship could hardly win
through those currents!”

“The cloud sometimes shows rifts
or gaps, for a brief interval, when the
currents tear its veil open. Our an-
cestors came through such a tempor-
ary rift, after long watching and wait-
ing.

“They entered this space,” the king
continued, “and found the Birthplace
of Matter and recognized it for what
it is.

“They sought to approach the
Birthplace and attain its secret. But
out of the Birthplace itself came
strange superhuman beings such as

my ancestors had not dreamed existed.
They did not describe them except
to say that they were awesomely alien,
of vast mental power, and that they
called themselves the Watchers of the
Birthplace, The Watchers told my
ancestors, ‘The secret of the Birth-
place is too mighty a power to fall
into the hands of those who might
misuse it for evil ends. You must not
again #ek to secure it. We could
destroy you but we prefer to warn
you. And our warning is—never
again approach the Birthplace nor
allow others to approach it.” That was
the command of the Watchers. They
then withdrew to their home within
the Birthplace itself, and my ances-
tors did not again seek to approach
it. The command of the Watchers
became the law of this world.

“But after ages had passed, Thruun
began to wither. Then many of our
people, who had lost faith in the
ancient law, desired to disregard the
traditional warning, enter the Birth-
place and use its secret to revive our
wasting world. They were forbidden
to do so. So the malcontents left
Thruun and built themselves a new
city upon the world of a green star
which, until then, had been too hot
for habitation. They called that world
Kor, and they themselves came to be
green of skin after some generations.

“Since then, the Korians have lusted
after the secret of the Birthplace, but
always we of the true blood of Thruun
have abided by the ordainment of the
Watchers and prevented them. But
the Korians have increased more
rapidly than we on our wasted world.
Only their fear that we had relaxed
our former severe attitude and had
secured the secret of the Birthplace
for our own use has kept them from
attacking us to penetrate the constant
patrols that we maintain around he
Birthplace. But now,” he concluded,
“Larstan has learned that we do not
possess the secret. Very soon, I fear,
he will launch his forces upon us.
The help of you strangers and your
science would be invaluable in repel-
ling that attack. But I will not delude
you with false promises. Even if you
help us, we cannot and will not allow
you to approach the Birthplace!”
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CHAPTER XIV
Struggle of Worlds

Curt Newton
had listened in
growing wonder to
the old king’s
story. He broke
the ensuing silence
with a question.
“Do you Thruun-
ians believe that
the Watchers still
exist inside the
Birthplace?™

“We do,” afirmed Kwolok solemnly,
“Even though not for ages have they
manifested themselves.”

Otho wat openly incredulous. “How
could any beings live inside that storm
of force?”

“Tradition tells us,” answered the
king, “that there is a world somewhere
inside the Birthplace.”

“A planet in there?” echoed Grag.
“It sounds impossible.”

*“It might be possible,” murmured
the Brain thoughtfully. “There might
be a calm area within that spinning
tempest.”

Kwolok looked at Captain Future,
“I havebeen frank with you, strangers.
You know now that we can never per-
mit you to approach the Birthplace.
Knowing that, do you still wish to
help us against Larstan?”

Curt's decision was already made.
“We're going to help you,” he said
quietly. “Larstan must not gain pos-
session of the power of matter mas-
tery, for if he did, he might carry con-
quest to our own outer universe. Once
he has been thwarted, we can discuss
our own plans.”

“There will be nothing to discuss,
for I repeat that we shall never allow
you to enter the Birthplace,” warned
Kwolok. “But I gladly accept your
help, for I fear that we will need it
badly.”

“Will Larstan’s forces be so
superior to your own?” Curt asked.

“I fear they will be. We can muster
no more than four hundred space
cruisers fit for battle, and the Korians
must have nearly six hundred. To
make matters worse, half our own

1}

ships are required to maintain the
space patrol around the Birthplace.”

Captain Future nodded understand-
ingly. “But if your ships had the
speed and armament of our Comet,
they’d be more that a match for Lar-
stan’s superior numbers. We must
lose no time in beginning the refitting
of your fleet.”

They stood up. Kwolok thrust his
hand impulsively toward Curt New-
ton. “Strangers, I think you were
sent by providence in this hour of our
need. I am only sorry that we are
forced to deny your wish respecting
the Birthplace.”

“Time enough to argue about that
later,” Curt smiled. “Good night, sir.
Goodnight, Thyria.”

Back in their own chambers, Otho
vehemently expressed his dislike of
the proceedings to Captain Future.

“This is a one-way alliance!” the
android declared. “The Thruunians
get our help but what do we get—
nothing! And if the Thruunians don’t
get our help, the Birthplace will be
penetrated by Larstan.”

Curt explained.

“Our most pressing problem is to
keep the Korians from getting the
power of matter creation, Otho. Think
what disaster Larstan could spread in
the universe with that power. We can't
allow that to happen. Once Larstan’s
attempt has been crushed, we can get
away from here and enter the Birth-
place—with or without the permission
of the Thruunians.”

Hol Jor loudly approved. “It’ll
give us a chance to settle our score
with those green devils of Kor. 1
haven't forgotten Taunus Tar and
Skur Kal.”

I ILLOK’S brown face was al-
most eager.
“You’ll find we know something
about space fighting,” he told Curt.
(o)1 | ger Del looked worried. “But
even if we defeat Larstan and get to
the Birthplace, will it do us any good?
What if the Watchers still exist?”
“Bah, we're not going to let an old
legend stop us if we get that far,”
declared Otho.
*Old legends usually have a basis of
fact,” muttered the Brain. “The
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Watchers sound incredible, but who
knows? More than one scientist be-
lieves there were prehuman races of
great powers in the past.”

“We’ll face that possibility when it
arises,” yawned Curt. “Time to turn
in, you space lawyers. We’ve got to
be up early to start refitting the
Thruunian ships—and a sweet job
that will be.”

T seemed to Captain Future that he

had only slept a few hours before
he was awakened by a hard hand
squeezing his shoulder. He opened
his eyes, instantly alert. Grag’s
great metal figure towered over him
in the dim light of earliest dawn that
filtered through the window. The ro-
bot’s booming voice had an excited
tempo.

“Chief, it's come already! An audio
message just received from a scout
cruiser—the Korian space fleet is on
its way toward Thruun.”

Curt sprang to his feet, his gray
eyes flashing.

“I might have known it—Larstan’s
not going to give us time to strengthen
the Thruunian ships with new weap-
ons.”

The others were rising. The whole
royal castle was in an increasing up-
roar.

From outside the large building
came the roar of space ships hastily
landing or taking off. Hol Jor was
exultant, his red face flaming.

“Habh, this is what I’ve been hoping
for! If they’ll give me a cruiser, I'll
show Larstan how an Antarian fights.”

They had buckled on their proton-
pistols and atom guns. They made
a formidable group as they trooped
hastily down the stairs after Captain
Future.

In the great marble hall of the
castle, Thruunians were coming and
going excitedly.

Kwolok stood amid a little knot
of his officers. The old king wore
an impressive crested helmet, a fire-
rod at his belt. His bearded face was
blazing with excitement as he greeted
Curt Newton.

“This is a day of fate for either
Larstan or ourselves!” he exclaimed
tensely.

CAPTAIN

FUTURE

“The audio message came an hour
ago from one of our scout ships cruis-
ing toward Kor. They are coming
full speed.” '

“How many ships, and in what dis-
position?” Curt asked rapidly.

“Their whole fleet is in battle for-
mation, with a fringe of fast scouts
ahead,” replied the Thruunian king,
“Their course is straight toward
Thruun.

“I've already called all our patrol
cruisers to rendezvous with the rest
of our forces a million miles off
Thruun. We’ll give battle there.”

Thyria caught at Curt’s arm. The
Thruunian girl was a slim, martial
figure, wearing a short fire-rod at her
belt, her eyes shining.

“I go in my father’s flagship!” she
exclaimed. “You will be with us?”

“We’'ll take our own Comet,” Curt
answered. Kwolok, Hol Jor and Ber
Del and Ki Illok are veteran space
fliers and fighters. If you could give
them cruisers—"

“They shall each command one of
our best ships,” Kwolok replied. “We
can use their abilities, for no battle of
such magnitude has ever been fought
between Thruun and Kor.”

An officer came running up to the
king;

“Patrol cruisers all report on the
way to the rendezvous, sir.”

“Good—we go!” exclaimed Kwolok.
He led the way out.

HE crimson sun had risen, and its
brilliant rays smote their faces as
they emerged from the castle. A
dense crowd of Thruunians surged
around the plaza and split the air with
a cheer as the ruler and his daughter
and officers moved toward the royal
flagship. Other ships were parked on
the plaza—needle-like Thruunian war
cruisers with grim batteries of fire-
rods along their sides. Kwolok as-
signed three of the cruisers to Hol Jor
and Ki Illok and Ber Del, and the
three star captains hastened to assume
their new commands. The Thruunian
king paused by the door of his ship
for a last word with Captain Future.
“Set your audio transmitter and re-
ceiver to this frequency,” he said, giv-
ing Curt the figure. “It is our secret
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wave which permits our ships to com-
municate with each other without the
Korians being able to overhear. And
remain near my flagship—1I count on
your experience to aid us.”

Then Kwolok made a reverent ges-
ture toward the eastern sky.

“Now pray the Watchers that for-
tune favor us this day."”

Up from the city of Kor into the
red sunlight rose two hundred war
cruisers of Thruun. In a T formation
they flew steadily into space. At the
head of the fleet moved Kwolok’s
flagship, easily identifiable by the in-
signia on its bows. Close behind it
trailed the Comet.

Curt’s tanned face was grave as he
sat in the pilot-chair. “They got off
well,” he murmured, looking back.
“But these Thruunians have never
fought a real fleet action before.
This organization of theirs around
one central command is faulty. There
should be sub-commanders for ease
and quickness in tactical handling of
units.”

Otho shrugged. “So what'’s the dif-
ference? The Korians haven’t had
any more experience than they in real
space battle.”

“No, but Larstan and Uzhur are
cunning devils who will plan well,”
Curt muttered. “Also, they’'ve got a
heavy numerical superiority and pos-
sess the initiative.”

They were flying through the glit-
tering haze in the general direction of
the green spark that was the sun of
Kor. Behind them, the red sun of
Thruun was a drop of blood hanging
against the appalling background of
the wvast, haze-shrouded spinning
flame of the Birthplace. The voice of
Kwolok came from the audio speaker,
ordering them to halt and formupina
hollow cube. They assumed the for-
mation, the flagship and the Comet
lying a little in front of it. Then they
waited for the patrol cruisers to reach
the rendezvous. Captain Future
listened intently to the messages con-
stantly coming in from the Thruunian
scout cruisers that were fleeing back
before the advance of Larstan’s fleet.
They reported the Korian armada
still massed solidly and driving at top
speed toward Thruun,

“Larstan must figure his superiority
in numbers will give him a sure vic-
tory, to use such simple tactics,” Curt
commented. “He must know the
whole Thruunian force has had time
to gather to meet him.”

Swarms of dots appeared to right
and left in space. They were the pa-
trol cruisers of Thruun, coming from
their watch around the Birthplace to
join the rest of the fleet. Kwolok
ordered the newly arrived ships to re-
inforce their present cubical forma-
tion. The Thruunian feet thus be-
came a cube of four hundred cruisers
hanging motionless in space.

“We shall await the Korians in our
present formation,” Kwolok’s voice
rang confidently. It isarock against
which their attack will shatter itself.
Then we can easily rout them.”

“I don’t like this,” murmured Otho
uneasily. “You can’t win a space bat-
tle by standing on the defensive.”

Captain Future shrugged. “Kwo-
lok’s giving the orders.”

“There comes the Korians,” Grag
exclaimed suddenly.

R out in space, tiny racing dots
were becoming visible. There
were a dozen of them — speeding
Thruunian scout cruisers which were
blasting backward with their fire-rods
as they fled. After them came the big
Korian fleet. The conical ships of the
green men were holding a ring forma-
tion, their own fringe of scouts hotly
pursuing the fleeting Thruunians.

“Here they come!™ cried Otho, his
green eyes aglow as he sprang to the
breech of a proton cannon.

Curt's keen eyes were taking in
every detail. Space actions were
fought at such high speed that only
a trained eye could comprehend ship
movements before it was too late.
The massive ring of Korian cruisers
was deliberately advancing toward the
Thruunian cubical formation. As it
swept closer, the ring began to re-
volve.

“They're going to cut in!’ Curt
yelled, suddenly understanding. He
shouted into the audio. “Kwolok,
order our forces to spread into col-
umns before it’s too late!”

“It’s too late already!"” Grag cried.
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The ring of Korian ships, spinning
ever more rapidly, was at the same
time sweeping on toward the motion-
less cube of Thruunian ships. The
spinning ring cut into the cube like
a buzz-saw biting into wood. A wild
melee took place in the left of the
cube. As the Korian cruisers pene-
trated their formation, the Thruu-
nians were letting go with all fire-
rods in position to bear on the enemy.
Bolts of white energy criss-crossed
like weaving lightning between rac-
ing ships, blasted through metal hulls.

Curt Newton sent the Comet racing
into the thick of the battle with Kwo-
lok’s flagship. Grag and Otho were
already triggering heavy proton can-
non. The pale, deadly beams flashed
out through the spinning ships and
fire-bolts like dim fingers of death,
ripping Korian cruisers into wreck-
age with uncanny accuracy. Captain
Future’s attention was divided. One
part of it concentrated on maneuver-
ing the Comet to avoid enemy fire-
bolts, and to bring it in to position
to loose its beams effectively. But
the other part of Curt’s mind was ap-
prehending the general plan of battle.

“They’re cutting in further!” he
groaned. “They’ll split us to pieces.”

The Korians had a great tacticat ad-
vantage. The fact that their ring of
ships was constantly revolving made
it possible for them to bring a con-
tinuous fire to bear on the few ships
of Thruun directly ahead of them.
The rest of the Thruunians, stretched
out in the cubical formation, could not
get into the fight.

“Kwolok, for space’s sake order our
ships to drop back into columns!”
Curt yelled into the audio. “A fifth
of our cruisers are facing the fire-
power of the whole Korian fleet this
way.”

“Kwolok’s ship has been hit!”” Otho
cried. “Look at that!”

The royal flagship of Thruun was
limping through the battle confusion
not far away. Its bow was badly
ripped and crushed.

Thyria's frantic voice came from
the audio. “Captain Future! My
father is hurt, unconscious!”

Curt sensed a wavering of the
Thruunian ships around him as their

officers also heard this news. He
divined imminent disaster to a leader-
less, broken fleet.

“Then I'm taking over command
for Kwolok!” he shouted into the
audio. “All cruisers attention! Spread
out and fall back at once! Form up
into three columns!”

HE formidable ring of the Korian

fleet had almost split the disor-
dered ships of Thruun asunder. But
Curt’s order was followed by a sud-
den retreat through space in the direc-
tion of Thrunn. The cruisers of the
Thruunians spread out as they re-
treated. The green men, balked of ex-
pected victory, changed formation.
Their ring compressed into a trian-
gular formation that came hurtling
in pursuit of the withdrawing Thruu-
nians like a flying spear.

“There’s Larstan’s flagship!” ex-
claimed Otho fiercely, pointing to a
heavy conical cruiser at the apex of
the enemy triangle. It bore a complex
insignia. “If we could just get
that—""

Captain Future was barking orders
into the audio. “Hol Jor, take com-
mand of our left column, Ki Illok of
our right. TI'll command the center
column. And whatever I do, you
stand firm on the wings when the
Korians hit us.”

“I hear I thundered Hol Jor's ex-
cited voice. “Close up that column,
you dunderheads, and swing broad-
side to face the enemy!”

The Thruunian fleet, sadly
diminished by the damaging Korian
attack, had formed three columns
which now presented their broadsides
to the oncoming Korian triangle. The
crippled flagship that bore Thyria and
her wounded father had limped away
toward Thruun at Curt’s order. Now
Captain Future watched tensely as
Larstan’s revolving wedge of ships
rushed on.

“If Larstan will only select our
column for his point of attack—,”
he muttered tautly.

“Holy sun-imps, I get it now!” cried
Otho, his eyes blazing. “A chance to
‘box’ them!”

The Korian triangle came on. Curt
felt a thrill of hope as he perceived
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that its apex was directed toward his
own center column.

“As I thought—he plans to rip up
our center first,” Curt rapped. “We’ve
got to stand up to his first shock.”

The wedge of Korian ships came on.
Fire-rods blazed all along the line,
crackling blasts of raving energy
licking out from ship to ship. Then
the Korians hit. A dozen ships on
either side were crumpled to wrecks
by outright collision. The rest bat-
tered furiously at each other with all
their fire power. To Captain Future’s
eyes, space seemed choked with whirl-
ing ships and blinding fire-bolts.
Ships on each side were being torn
and mauled by the blasting streaks
of energy. Otho and Grag were pump-
ing the proton-cannon furiously.

“They’ve too much weight for us,”
Otho gasped. “We can’t hold them—"

Almost the whole mass of the
Korian fleet was: pressing against
them. Only a light holding force
of Korians were engaging the Thru-
unian wings.

“Give back slowly, center column
ships!” Curt shouted into the audio.
“Slowly, and keep fighting—"

The Thruunian center fell back as
ordered, fiercely striking back at the
Korians, who now pushed exultantly
harder against them. Back fell Curt’s
column until it was its own length be-
hind the two wings that still held
their places. Captain Future glimpsed
the opportunity for which he had
planned and grasped it.

“Hol Jor! Ki Illok!” he com-
manded. “Bring in your wings against
the Korian flanks with all your
power!”

The Korians, triumphantly pushing
back the central column, were slow to
perceive what followed. The two
Thruunian wings, under command of
Hol Jor and the Sagittarian suddenly
dashed forward. They smashed aside
the light enemy forces detailed to
hold them and swung as on pivots
toward the flanks of the Korian tri-
angle, and around its base.

Before the Korian command com-
prehended, the Thruunians com-
pletely encircled its massed ships.
And Curt and his two lieutenants
had flung out flies of cruisers above

and below to prevent any escape.

“We've got them ‘boxed! ” Otho
yelled exultantly.

Curt’s brilliant maneuver had suc-
ceeded in effecting a “box,” most diffi-
cult yet most dreaded of all space
battle tactics. }

“Pour it on them, men!” Hol Jor’s
voice could be heard roaring. “Let
go with every fire-rod you’ve got!”

The Korian ships were the target
of fire poured in from every direc-
tion. Milling confusedly, their or-
ganization shattered by Curt’s auda-
cious stratagem, they made wild at-
tempts to break free. But the net
moved with them, continuing to hold
them in its meshes of fiery death.
Balled in a hopeless jumble, the Ko-
rians could not use a fourth of their
own weapons. More and more of their
cruisers were drifting away, shattered
wrecks. Captain Future switched the
audio to an all-wave band and called
into the instrument.

“Larstan, will you surrender and
stop further bloodshed?”

Back from the audio came a shaking
voice.

“We surrender, Thruunians.”

IRING ceased at Curt’s order. He

commanded the Korian cruisers to
maintain position while Thruunians
boarded and disarmed them.

“That wasn’t Larstan who sur-
rendered!” Otho was exclaiming.

“Then he must have been killed,
thank space,” Grag declared.

Captain Future drove the Comet
toward the Korian flagship. It was
battered but not badly damaged, he
noticed. In their space-suits, the Fu-
turemen boarded the enemy craft.
Sullen, scared green Korian soldiers
stood with hands raised in surrender
as they strode toward the bridge of
the conical cruiser. Curt saw noth-
ing of Larstan. But he recognized
the gray hair and wizened, raging face
of the commander of the fleet.

“Uzhur!” he muttered. “So you
were in command. Where is Larstan?”

Uzhur’s rage seemed to abate a lit-
tle, and the old green noble laughed.

“You’ve won this battle with your
tricks, stranger, but you’ve lost every-
thing else, Thruun is doomed, and so
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will your outside worlds in time fall
beneath our conquest.”

Curt felt sharp alarm. He strode
forward and took the sly Korian’s
neck between his hands.

“Tell me what Larstan is doing or
I'll choke it out of you!” he snapped.

Uzhur gasped, choked, nodded in
wild assent. The old noble panted
vindictively. “Very well, I'll tell you,
and may it make you happy. Larsten
did not come with our battle fleet at
all. He knew the Thruunian patrol
around the Birthplace would be called
in to meet our fleet, and that the way
there would be open. So Larstan and
a small crew sailed for the Birthplace
while the rest of our forces attacked
here. The old noble’s eyes glared in
triumph as he pointed through a win-
dow at the great spinning thing of
light. “Our king is there in the Birth-
place now, seeking the secret of mat-
ter mastery on the world of the
Watchers. He will emerge with that
power in his grasp and will sweep
you Thruunians and your forces from
existence!”

CHAPTER XV
World of the Watchers

Curt Newton’s
heart bounded
with alarm. He
realized that he
had made the fatal
mistake of under-
estimating Lars-
tan’s cunning. The
Korian king had
sent his space fleet
out with the dou-
ble object of crush-
ing the Thruunians and of drawing
away their patrol so that he himself
could enter the forbidden Birthplace.

“When did Larstan start there?”
Captain Future demanded fiercely of
Uzhur.

“At the same time our fleet started,”
replied the noble. “By now, the king
is inside the Birthplace and has
reached the world of the Watchers.”

“I thought you Korians said that
the Watchers were only a myth!”
Otho accused ragingly.

FUTURE

Uzhur smiled scornfully. “We said
that, but we lied. We think thhe Watch-
ers did once exist, and our astrono-
mers have detected inside the Birth-
place the world upon which they must
have dwelt. We believe that the
Watchers perished long ago, but the
secrets of their power of matter mas-
tery may still remain upon their
world.”

Curt Newton had swift, appalling
vision of the dread possibilities of this
unforeseen situation. If the crafty,am-
bitious Larstan already were laying
hands upon the greatest secret of the
universe— He turned quickly. “We're
going into the Birthplace after Lars-
tan! He mustn’t succeed in what
he’s attempting.”

“You’re too late, strangers!” mocked
old Uzhur. “Larstan has been in there
for many hours. By now he must al-
ready have learned—”

Curt paid the old Korian no further
heed. He bounded back across the
narrow gulf of space to the Comet
with the Futuremen.

Into the audio he gave command to
the Thruunians to take Uzhur and the
other Korian leaders into custody and
proceed with all the captive ships to
Thruun. Then he called his star rover
allies.

“Hol Jor! Ki Illok! Ber Del! Come
aboard the Comet!”

“What’s up?” cried Hol Jor when
he and the others were aboard. He
gasped when he heard. “Larstan in
the Birthplace, now?”

“We’re going after him,” Curt
rapped. “This is the showdown.”

Captain Future was already in the
pilot chair. He sent the Comet driv-
ing through space straight toward the
Birthplace. As they tore through the
electronic haze toward it, the mys-
terious heart of the universe seemed
an incredible spiral nebula of blazing
light. From its spinning, gigantic
arms streamed the torrents of free
electrons that choked space with their
glittering haze. Invisible currents
rocked the ship as it drove on toward
the appalling thing. This place was a
swirling maelstrom of unimaginable
cosmic forces, sucking in radiation
from far away and mysteriously trans-
muting it into the swarming electrons
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that it pumped outward to form the
dust of the universe.

Curt Newton perceived that the ter-
rific currents of force were affecting
the operation of the ship. The cosmic
ray compass was a wreck, the meteoro-
meters had gone wild. But the copper
coating of the hull was screening out
the electronic barrage.

“Look at it!” breathed old Ber Del.
“We’re approaching it at last—the
flaming heart of the universe.”

“The secret that so many star rovers
have sought and never found—it's in
there!” muttered Hol Jor, his eyes
burning. Like the others, a trembling
eagerness that was almost superhuman
possessed him.

URT NEWTON felt that same
terrific tension as they drove
toward the goal that had beckoned
daring men from all the stars for ages.
But it was not only that wild hope, but
the fear of what Larstan might be do-
ing in there now, that made him drive
the ship recklessly onward.

“Gods of space, we can’t go through
that storm of force!” gasped Otho,
staring wildly ahead. “It’ll tear the
Comet to bits.”

“We'’re going to try to slip be-
tween the whirling arms of the spiral,”
gritted Curt, gripping the controls.
“If Larstan could make it, we can.”

Now the Comet was driving fairly
between two of the vast curved arms
of the glowing spiral. The ship was a
tiny midge in comparison with the
cosmic object it was seeking to pene-
trate. And the wild waves of energy
on which it tossed threatened to hurl
it directly into one of the spinning
arms. Captain Future fought to keep
the lurching craft on a steady course.
The tingling of their bodies was be-
coming an itching irritation. Des-
perately, he threw in more power. At
almost suicidal speed the ship swept
onward.

The Birthplace of Matter now lay
clear before their dazzled eyes. It
was a titanic sphere of flaming force
from which curved the long, brilliant
spirals. Both the central sphere and
the spirals were rapidly rotating Its
glare was so terrific that he knew
rather by sense than by sight that

they were rushing closer to it.

“Here’s where we hit that sphere of
force!” he called. “Stand by for any-
thing.”

“We’ll never get through!” came
Ber Del’s choking cry. “Gods of
Vega, what a place to end up in!”

Next moment, the Comet was flung
about by roaring, awful forces that
seemed to choke space with a blaze as
of a thousand suns. The Futuremen
were hurled violently against their
chair-straps. Curt felt his head spin.
Blindly, his fingers clung to the con-
trols. Then as if by magic, the tumultu-
ous roaring around them died. The
Comet raced easily on an even keel.
And Curt perceived that they were
now moving through a void. He
looked wildly around. They were
surrounded by the brilliant shell of
energy that constantly spun like a
gigantic centrifuge—

“A centrifuge?” thought Curt. An
electric thrill stabbed his mind as the
comparison occurred to him. He
looked up with dilated eyes at the
spinning shell of energy. Could that
be the mysterious secret of the Birth-
place?

“Simonl|” Curt’s voice rang with
quivering excitement. “Simon, it’s be-
ginning to dawn on me—the nature of
the Birthplace secret—"

The others were petrified by the
words. The metallic voice of the
Brain chattered with unprecedented
excitement as he answered.

“Lad, what do you mean?” he cried.
“What have you learned?”

“It’s only a guess—a wild, crazy
guess, but maybe a true one!” Cap-
tain Future exclaimed, the words
tumbling from his lips, his gray eyes
brilliant.

“Electrons of matter are simply tiny
charges or droplets of electricity,” he
went on excitedly. “This spinning
Birthplace is a natural whirlpool of
force that sucks in electrical energy
from all over the universe. I believe
that its whirling currents act as a
giant centrifuge to coagulate the elec-
trical energy into tiny charges or elec-
trons, which are thrown off in streams
to combine with the cosmic dust!”

“Lad, I believe you've guessed it!"
whispered the Brain awedly. “I be-
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gin to see now—yes, you must be
right.”

Hol Jor and the others looked at
Curt incredulously, numb with won-
der. “I still don’t understand—,” mut-
tered the Antarian bewilderedly.

“There’s a planet!” cried Grag,
pointing ahead. At the heart of the
Birthplace hung a small world that
looked like a round blue jewel.

“It must be the world of the Watch-
ers!” Curt exclaimed. His eyes flared.
“Larstan must be there now!”

E drove the Comet headlong to-

ward the blue planet. In his
overpowering urge to come to grips
with the Korian king before it was too
late, Captain Future forced back into
his mind the stupendous scientific
secret which had just begun to dawn
upon him. The blue planet had atmos-
phere. And, amazingly, it was a
geometrically perfect sphere. Its
glassy blue surface curved smoothly
away beneath their descending ship,
unbroken by even the most minute ir-
regularity. This little planet was in-
deed a jewel world.

“It’s some illusion!” Hol Jor
gasped. “No planet was ever such a
smooth, perfect globe as this.”

“No naturally created planet ever
was,” rapped the Brain. “Don’t you
see—this world must have been arti-
ficially built!”

“How could a planet be created
artificially ?” cried Grag.

Captain Future spoke tensely. “The
secret of matter mastery could create
even a world, I think. The Watchers
must have used it to create this planet
for themselves long ago.”

Ol1d Ber Del’'s hands were shaking,
his eyes wild. “The core of the uni-
verse, this world !’ he breathed. “And
somewhere on it is—"

The Comet was scudding over the
blank, shining surface of the globe at
a height of a few miles,

“Watch for Larstan’s ship,” ordered
Curt Newton tautly. “It’s here some-
where—unless he’s found what he
wanted and left.”

“I see something ahead but isn’t a
ship!” announced Ki Illok. “It looks
like a city!”

He pointed. Captain Future felt

heightening excitement as he dis-
cerned a distant cluster of glittering
pinnacles that rose from the surface
of this glassy blue world. He drove
the Comet screaming down to lower
altitude. The Futuremen and star
rovers peered fascinated at the
strangely beautiful city ahead.

It seemed a city of translucent glass
towers. Shimmering, fairylike spires
of incredible slenderness and grace
were clustered around a central cita-
del whose flashing tip was the summit
of the city. Airy, high-flung bridges
joined the upper levels of the pin-
nacles, and a high, translucent wall
enclosed the whole metropolis. But
all this was dead. There was no sign
of movement in or about the magic
place. Glittering as brilliantly as if
created yesterday, this city of the blue
jewel world was shrouded by an at-
mosphere of somber lifelessness.

“The city of the Watchers!”
breathed Otho. “It must be that. But
there is no one there.”

“The Watchers must long ago have
passed away, as the Korians guessed,”
muttered the Brain. “This artificial
world and city of theirs would en-
dure unchanged for indefinite ages.”

“I see a ship!” cried old Ber Del.
“A Korian ship!”

Captain Future had seen the craft
at the same moment. It was parked on
the glassy blue plain, just outside the
wall of the city.

“That’s Larstan’s cruiser,” Curt
said rapidly. “We’re going to jump
them at once. Be ready to move when
I land.”

Curt was counting on a surprise at-
tack. He sent the Comet screaming
down on a dizzy slant for a speed land-
ing that almost no other pilot would
have dared attempt. The ship of the
Futuremen hit the blue, glassy plain
on flaming keel-rockets, skidded wild-
ly over the smooth surface and
caromed into the side of the parked
coppery cruiser with hard impact.

“Get them before they recover from
that!” Curt Newton yelled, scrambling
up and drawing his proton-pistol as
he plunged outside.

The Futuremen followed hastily,
all but the Brain slipping and stag-
gering on the polished blue glass sur-
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face. The door of the parked Korian
cruiser had been left open to the soft
warm air. The Futuremen and star
rovers charged through it into the
enemy ship.

OUR green warriors had been left

to guard the ship. But the unex-
pected impact of the Comet against
their craft had hurled them about in-
side the main cabin, and they picked
themselves up to face the nerve-shat-
tering sight of the charging Future-
men and their allies.

“The enemy strangers!” yelped the
Korian captain. “Kill them!”

He and one of the other men raised
their fire-rods. But Otho and Hol Jor
were already charging, the Antarian
roaring his battle yell. They knocked
the two resisting men from their feet
before they could act.

“Don’t kill them!” Curt yelled to
the battle-mad red star rover and
equally fierce android. “They’re sur-
rendering!”

Appalled by the overwhelming sur-
prise, the Korians were dropping their
weapons and raising their hands. In
a few moments they were manacled
beyond possibility of escape to stanch-
ions of their ship.

“Where’s Larstan and the rest of
the crew?” Curt demanded then.

A scared green captive stammered
answer. “The king and the other
twelve of our crew are in that strange
city. They have been in there for
many hours. We were left to guard
the ship.”

Curt swung to his followers, his
eyes brilliant with purpose. “We're
going in—all except Simon, who can’t
be of much help in a fight. For it’s
going to be a fight in there—a finish
fight with Larstan.”

Hol Jor brandished his atom pistol
in the air.

“Good!” cried the Antarian. “A
fight for the greatest prize in the
whole universe!”

They hastened out of the ship and
started on a run across the smooth
blue plain toward the wall of the city.
Futuremen and star-rovers were fol-
lowing Captain Future toward the
citadel of cosmic power, eager for the
battle that must soon climax an age-

old quest. Curt Newton, as he led his
variegated followers, became aware
that the Brain was gliding beside him.

“Don’t tell me to stay behind,”
warned Simon Wright. “I’d risk life
itself to get inside this alien city.”

They hurried toward the gate of the
high, translucent wall. It was a broad
portal, whose tall leaves were opened
inward. Inside, Captain Future and
the others stopped involuntarily. Fac-
ing them on either side of the entrance
towered two incredible statues. They
were not statues of men or of any man-
like being. They were black, shape-
less masses of unidentifiable sub-
stance. In the front of each amor-
phous figure, two great, round yellow
eyes without pupils stared solemnly
at the adventurers. Curt’s voice was
a whisper.

“If those are statues of the Watch-
ers, then the Watchers were indeed
alien to our universe.”

“They were apparently liquid of
body,” muttered the Brain. “No
ordinary evolution could produce in-
telligent creatures like that.”

They started forward between the
two weird statues. An unnerving thing
happened. A solemn voice seemed to
speak inside their minds.

“Strangers who come at last to
enter our ancient city, be warned!”

CHAPTER XVI
Star Trails

Curt started
violently, and the
others recoiled.
But after a mo-
ment, the explana-
tion came to Cap-
tain Future.

“It’s some me-
chanism that auto-
matically projects
a recorded tele-
pathic message,
when you come within its aura,”
he said hoarsely.

“We, the last of the race whom you
call the Watchers, are natives of a
different universe. We came here to
study this Birthplace of Matter of
your universe. But we did not create
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this Birthplace! No living beings
could do that, for this pulsing heart of
your universe was created by the
Force that created the universe itself.
We merely tapped its wondrous
powers and thus brought into being
this world and city and devised the
instruments that embody the secret.
We leave one of those instruments for
you to possess and utilize, believing
that when you attain sufficient knowl-
edge to reach this place, you will be
too wise to misuse the power. For
not lightly may the cosmic secrets of
creation be utilized for selfish ends.
Should you attempt that, you may
well destroy yourselves and all your
race!”

The solemn thought-message ceased
to beat into the minds of Curt New-
ton and the others as they hastily
moved on between the statues.

“Warning of the Watchers!” cried
Ber Del shakenly, looking wildly
back at the strange statues. “It’s weird
frightening—"

“It didn’t frighten Larstan and his
men,” rapped Curt, looking feverishly
around. “They must be somewhere
here.”

“The big citadel!” exclaimed Otho,
pointing at the great spire that
towered from the center of the city.
“That might be where the Watchers
left their instrument, and if so—"

“Larstan would be there now!” Curt
finished. “Come on!”

They started on a run through the
streets, between the fairylike trans-
lucent towers that glistened beneath
the flaming sky like transfixed dream
palaces. They entered the street lead-
ing to the great citadel. Flash! The
fire-streak struck like a bolt of light-
ning from behind a translucent build-
ing and just grazed Otho as he leaped
wildly.

“Take cover!” Curt yelled, his
proton-pistol leaping into his hand.
“Larstan’s men have set an ambush
for us!”

Futuremen and star rovers dived
behind corners of adjacent buildings.
Criss-cross of proton beams and fire-
bolts wove a pattern of death through
the street as the Korians and Curt’s
followers swiftly shot at each exposed
head.

FUTURE

“We've got to get on!” Curt ex-
claimed. “They’re holding us up here
while Larstan searches for the secret
of the Watchers.”

He made a movement to charge for-
ward, in his superhuman anxiety. But
Grag held him back.

“No, chief!” boomed the robot.
They’d blast you down in a second—
they’re only waiting now for you to
show yourself.”

“Devils of Antares—can’t we find
some way to get around them and
take them from behind?” raved Hol
Jor furiously.

There seemed no way. The long
street that had followed was without
cross-streets, was merely a straight
avenue leading to the central citadel.

“Fiends of Pluto, I think I see a
way!” Otho hissed. “That window!
If I could get through the building—"

HE window of the tower behind

which they crouched was twenty
feet over their heads. Yet Otho,
doubling himself and then springing
upward with inconceivable agility,
reached it. He disappeared inside the
translucent building.

“Be ready to make a frontal rush at
them when Otho surprises them!”
Curt warned the others, gripping his
weapon.

A few moments dragged by like
eternities. Then they heard a crackle
of fire-rods, and Otho’s high, fierce
battle yell from beyond the buildings.

“Now!” Curt yelled, plunging out
and up the street.

The others were only a shade less
swift than he, Grag booming out a
deafening shout, Hol Jor's eyes blaz-
ing, all of them triggering as they
ran at the Korians ahead. The Korians
were confused, some of them facing
Curt’s party, others firing at Otho who
was turning his proton beam on them
from behind the other angle of the
building. It became a mad whirl of
fighting men and blazing streacks of
death. Three of the dozen Korians
had dropped, and Ki Illok had cried
out and fallen upon one wounded
knee, in the first moment.

“The citadel, 1ad!” came the Brain’s
high cry to Curt. “Larstan—in
there—"
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“Go on, chief!” cried Grag, wha had
gripped one of the green men in great
metal hands. “We’ll hold these devils
off !”

Captain Future plunged through
the melee, triggering his proton at Ko-
rians who fiercely sought to bar his
way, fighting toward the entrance of
the towering citadel. He burst through
the entrance of the building, closely
followed by the Brain. In one quick
glimpse, Curt got an impression of
the awesome interior of this shrine
of the Watchers. A vast, cathedral-
like room of circular cross section, its
translucent white walls soared in lofty
curves up into dim immensity. And,
like the altar of a cathedral, was the
massive oblong mechanism at the cen-
ter of this great fane. Upon its top
were banks of hundreds of small keys,
and from its face protruded a hundred
nozzle-like spouts.

Larstan was crouched over this
mechanism. The Korian king’s hand-
some green face was tigerish as he
looked up at Curt’s entrance.

“Somehow I knew you would get
here, devil stranger!” snarled the Ko-
rian ruler. “But you’ll never—"

Curt shot! The proton beam from
his pistol leaped forward like a lance
of light—but was stopped by a barrier
ten feet away. Larstan’s fingers had
pressed down certain keys of the me-
chanism over which he crouched in
the instant before Curt fired. The ob-
long machine had vibrated strongly,
and from its nozzles had spurted a
cloud of shining particles that in-
stantaneously crystallized into a high
wall of transparent glassy substance
that completely surrounded and im-
prisoned Captain Future and the
Brain.
cry and battered with the butt of his
pistol against the glassy wall. The
thin substance utterly resisted his
blows. From beyond it, Larstan’s
triumphant laugh sounded.

“It’s no use,” mocked the Korian
king. “That wall around you is real,
solid matter, even though I just
created it out of nothing!”

Larstan’s eyes flamed with triumph.
“This instrument of the Watchers
embodies the long-sought secret of
the Birthplace, the secret of matter-

Curt dashed forward with a .

creation. I've been studying it for
hours, with the aid of the directions
left by the Watchers in an easily de-
ciphered code. I've mastered its
operation.” The Korian king seemed
intoxicated with triumph over his ad-
versary. His whole bearing was one
of mad exaltation. “I'm going to kill
you, Future! But to make your death
more bitter, I'll first prove to you how
I can use this wondrous instrument
for conquest of all the worlds inside
the cloud. Watch!”

Larstan swiftly pressed other keys
of the oblong machine. From the
spouts on its face, another shining
cloud spurted.

T crystallized into a block of solid

gold, just outside the transparent
wall that imprisoned Curt and Simon.
Again the Korian touched the keys.
This time the cloud formed a heavy-
duty, perfect fire-rod mounted on a
swivel. Again, the machine operated
instantaneously brought into being a
miniature space-ship.

“You see, Captain Future?” flared
Larstan’s triumphant voice. “With
this creator I can produce weapons in
limitless quantities!”

“Lad, we’ve lost!” came the Brain’s
hopeless whisper. ‘“The secret—in
Larstan’s hands—"

“Get behind me, Simon,” gritted
Curt. “I'm going to try to break out
of here.”

“Now you’re going to die, Future,”
came the Korian’s snarl. “I need
only—"

Curt acted. He had noticed that
his proton beam had faintly cracked
the glassy wall around them. So he
thumbed the intensity-ratchet to the
highest notch and loosed the intensi-
fied beam at the slight crack. The
blinding splash of the thin ray
widened the crack! Curt instantly
flung himself with all his force at that
part of the wall.

“No, that won’t work!” cried Lars-
tan, his hands darting over the keys
of the creator.

Captain Future’s hurtling figure
crashed through the cracked wall. But
even as he did so, the creator-machine
was spurting forth another shining
cloud. This cloud crystallized in-
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stantly into a similar but much thicker
wall of transparent substance that had
a larger diameter. Its larger circle
again held Curt and Simon prisoners.
Captain Future ripped at this new bar-
rier with his proton beam. But the
beam could make no impression on
this much thicker wall. Larstan’s face
was livid.

“You thought you’d best me at the
last! You have one moment to live.
I'm going to create a huge block of
metal that will crush you both be-
neath it!” His hands hovered over
the banks of keys with deadly pur-
pose.

Simon’s rasping voice came calmly

to Curt. “I think this is goodbye,
lad.”

“No!” panted Captain Future.
“Larstan made a slip! We've still

got a chance—"

Near him were the gold block and
miniature space-ship and heavy fire-
rod that Larstan had created in boast-
ing demonstration of his power. They
were inside this new, larger-diameter
wall. Curt Newton jumped to the
fire-rod. It was apparently as perfect
as though created by human hands.
He swung it toward the section of
the thick glassy wall facing Larstan.
Larstan glimpsed his movement. The
Korian’s eyes flashed wildly, and his
hands clawed down toward the keys
of the creator. But Curt triggered the
heavy fire-rod in the same second.
Blasting flare of energy exploded in-
side their prison, the shock hurling
Captain Future violently backward.
Stunned and groggy, he staggered to
his feet, drawing his own proton
pistol.

“You won’t need it, lad,” came the
Brain’s sharp voice. “That did it.”

The bolt of energy from the heavy
fireerod had torn a gaping hole
through the thick wall around them.
It had blasted on, following Curt’s
unerring aim, to strike Larstan’s head
and breast. The man who had dreamed
of conquest through creation lay a
scorched corpse, sprawled behind the
undamaged mechanism. Curt paid the
machine no attention in this first mo-
ment, as he squeezed out of the hole
torn in their prison wall.

“The others!” he exclaimed, run-

FUTURE

ning back again to the entrance.

His worries were relieved. Grag
and Otho, with the three star cap-
tains, were approaching the build-
ing. Grag’s metal body was seared
by fire-blasts, Otho had a burn on his
arm, and Ki Illok was limping on his
wounded leg, supported by Hol Jor
and old Ber Del.

“The Korians?” Curt cried.

“Those whom we didn’t kill in that
melee lost their nerve and sur-
rendered,” Otho said grimly. “Chief,
what of Larstan?”

For answer, Curt pointed toward
the altar-like mechanism behind
which the Korian king lay dead. But
it was not on the dead man, but on the
wondrous mechanism that the eyes of
all of them fixed. Slowly, reverently,
the Futuremen and star captains ap-
proached the thing across the awe-
some, soaring white cathedral of
which it was the shrine.

“Its secret of creation—is it as you
guessed?” asked Hol Jor in a low
whisper.

"YAPTAIN FUTURE was examin-
ing the machine. His hands trem-
bled slightly as they touched this
thing of power incalculable which had
been the goal of so many star-quests
for long ages. Finally, after long
study, he stood back. His eyes were
shining, as he turned to the others.
“This creator is built after the pat-
tern of the Birthplace itself! My
theory about the Birthplace, that it
whirls electrical radiation into drop-
lets of electricity or electrons by cen-
trifugal action, must be correct. For
this machine apparently sucks in the
omnipresent radiation of the universe,
coagulates it into electrons that com-
bine into the atoms of the ninety-six
elements and then spurts controlled
clouds of those atoms to join in anW
desired combination to form any typ®
of matter.”

Ki Illok asked a breathless, quiver-
ing question. “Then with this thing
limitless air and water can be created
for our arid planets?”’

Captain Future nodded soberly. “It
will take study to learn the instruc-
tions for its operations. But once we
have learned them and have studied
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the design, we can make as many other
creators like it as we wish.”

There was a hush, as the star rovers
looked tremblingly at the object of all
their dreams, this thing that. could
bring life to faraway wasted worlds,
this incalculable treasure that thou-
sands of men from far stars had died
vainly seeking. And then a strange
scene took place. As though in a
shrine indeed, old Ber Del knelt upon
his knees before the mechanism. Ki
Illok and Hol Jor unconsciously fol-
lowed his example. Tears were stream-
ing down the old Vegan’s face.

“I am giving thanks,” choked the
old star captain. “Thanks for this
thing of power. that means life for our
dying worlds.”

ON the sunlit central plaza of
the city of Thruun rested four
ships. One was the Comet. The others

were Thruunian cruisers which had .

been equipped with vibration drive in
the days that had passed and manned
by volunteer crews of Thruun. The
Futuremen and their three star-roving
friends were preparing to depart for
their home stars. Curt Newton stood
with Grag and Simon and Otho and
the three star captains, facing Kwolok
and Thyria and a great host of the
people of Thruun.

“You will come back through the
cloud some day?” Thyria cried eager-
ly to Curt.

“Who knows?” said Captain Future.
“You’ll no longer be isolated here at
any rate. The cruisers and crews you
are lending my friends will be the be-
ginning of new trade and travel be-
tween your worlds here and the uni-
verse outside the cloud.”

0O1d Kwolok showed strong emotion
as he bade Curt farewell. Curt had
presented to the Thruunian ruler the
cieator machine they had brought
f om the world of the Watchers, after
studying and copying its design so
that he and his friends could build
others.

“l know not what to say,” stam-
mered the old king. “The machine
will enable us to bring new life, new
air and water to Thruun. Yet the com-
mandment of the Watchers—"

Captain Future reassured him. “The

Watchers left their secret to be used
for the benefit of men, as I told you.
It was only evil and ignorant races
whom they sought to bar from that
power. We are going to build other
such creators for the benefit of our
own withering planets. But rest as-
sured that we will never allow the
power to be misused.” He had told
Kwolok of the world of the sleepers
beneath the ice, at the dark star out-
side the cloud. “We are going to stop
at that world on our way homeward,”
Curt explained. “We shall wake those
sleepers once more, and build for them
a creator-machine. It won’t rekindle
their sun, but it will enable them to
build a great fleet in which they can
migrate to another star.”

Now Captain Future and his three
comrades turned toward Hol Jor and
Ki Illok and old Ber Del. All the
others were silent as these men from
far separated stars, who had adven-
tured and struggled side by side for
so long, now faced each other in fare-
well.

“I hate goodbyes,” rumbled big Hol
Jor. The Antarian’s red face was un-
comfortable. “And I hate trying to
thank people. But I'll say this—
you've given us new life for our own
planets, and you'll be conquering
heroes if you ever come to Antares.”

“Or to my own star deep in the
greatest cluster of Sagittarius!” cried
Ki Illok.

They gripped hands, there in the
brilliant red sunshine.

“You'll surely return to this part
of the universe in time?” pressed old
Ber Del, eagerly facing Curt. “You'll
always find friends here.”

“Sure they’ll come back,” predicted
Hol Jor confidently. “Once they’re
back in their little System, they’ll get
to thinking about the great star trails
of outer space, and they’ll have to re-
turn.”

“Say, you've got something there,”
exclaimed Otho. “It’'s going to be
pretty dull in the System after all this,
in a way.”

“I doubt it,” boomed Grag. “You
can make a cosmos full of trouble on
one little moon, just by yourself.”

They moved toward their waiting
ships. Together, the ships rose from
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Thruun and arrowed through the glit-
tering haze toward the inner surface
of the cloud.

Together, they fought their way
out through the currents of roaring
dust, flung on by the power of the
vibration drive.

They burst together out of the

cloud, into the blazing beauty of the
nebulae and stars and sun-clusters of
the outside universe. And then the
four racing ships moved away from
each other on diverging courses—
four captains of the great deep spaces,
roaring down the star trails to their
homes.
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His hands were on the controls of the intricate machine

Once a Robot Gets Ideas of His Own, He Has to Think
Twice as Hard to Prove He's Not a Scientific Impossibility!

GGY ES, this is all he’s good
for now,” the factory
guard said. “It’s the end
of his service.”

The visitor to the noisy metalwork
factory watched the giant robot in
awe.

“What’s his name?” he asked.

“Georg-L, but don’t let him hear it.
That might upset him. He only has
a work number now.” The guard was
holding a weapon alertly trained upon
the huge robot. He shifted it to his
other hand and expertly rolled an ar-

rant cylinder, lighting it and puffing
its blue-green smoke. “Have to watch
him every minute. He looks docile
enough, but you never can tell. Can’t
see why they don’t put him away. He
needs three guards for this twenty-
four-hour work. I should think their
time was worth more than his.”

His voice was almost drowned by
the clanking, hissing roar of the mon-
ster drill machine which Georg-L was
operating. He was big even for a
robot, yet the visitor could see that
he was immensely powerful.
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He stood with great metal feet
planted wide at the base of the con-
trol rail. His arms were outstretched,
his hands on the controls of the in-
tricate twenty-foot drill machine. Its
white-hot blades were hissing down,
eating through the clanking slabs of
fiery metal as they were fed through
the rollers.

Fascinated, the visitor watched the
process. At irregular intervals of a
second or two, Georg-L would lunge
with a powerful shove at bar lever,
twisting it, holding it through the
shower of red-green electroidal
sparks. After relaxing for a second,
he plunged with another deft twist.

The sparks and smoke enveloped
him as he rhythmically stuck to his
task.

Six separate, intricate opera-
tions, one followed instantly upon the
other in a cycle of a minute. Then,
beginning again, he performed the
same six motions, and again and again
as the minutes ticked away.

It made the visitor shudder to watch
the smoke, the glare, the flying sparks
and that intricate cycle of alert, deft
movements. The ghastly, repetitious
rhythm made each minute-cycle seem
like every other.

“Good Lord,” the visitor muttered
at last, “what do you suppose he’s
thinking about, standing there like
that?”

The guard grinned and spat on the
oil-grimed metal floor.

“Well, I guess that’s a puzzle, for a
fact. I don’t know much about him,
but they say he used to be pretty
smart. He had the best training—cost
adevil of a lot, too. He was a big loss.
I don’t know much about his history
before they put him in here. I just
know he went crooked and killed a
man. Important man, at that. And I
heard he killed half a dozen others
right on top of it. He sure has the
strength, if he takes the notion to
turn it loose.”

“Yes. I can certainly see that.”

The guard gestured with his
weapon.

“Ain’t much except this projector
would subdue him, unless you could
get a grab at his chest. I woulda’t
want to try it.”

FUTURE

The drill machine clanked on. With
feet planted wide, Georg-L bent to his
rhythmic task with horrible, endless
repetition. Seconds adding into min-
utes finally became hours, but the
hours never became days and night.
The guards changed. He went on
working.

This was the end of his service. . . .

EORG-L had come originally

from Mars. Like all other robots,
he had an alumite metal body, mon-
strous in pseudo-human form, with
head and wide, square shoulders, rec-
tangular torso and long, joined arms
and legs. His face was carved in
metal in the mechanically frozen like-
ness of a young man. Somber red-
green eye-beams glowed from the
electroid grids deep within the sockets
of his artificial eyes.

Perhaps he was more intricately en-
dowed with pseudo-human intelli-
gence than most of the models built
in the big robot factories of Earth.
No one knew, because he had been
built to react to the Martian language
and he was helpless when he arrived
on Earth. His previous history was
little known, save that he had been
built in Ferrok Shahn by a young
Terrestial scientist, from whom he
was confiscated by the Martian Gov-
ernment. Later he was shipped to a
Dyne robot factory, near Great New
York, where he was put on sale.

But he needed training in English
and in Earth ways. Often the gray-
haired, keen-eyed John Dyne—him-
self a genius in robot building—had
despairingly studied this Martian
model. But a masterpiece like Georg-
L was far beyond even Dyne’s great
skill.

There were a hundred other big
robots in the training buildings of the
Dyne factory. Mostly they worked
indoors, but when the weather was
clear, their instructors took them out
to the parade ground. It was a rec-
tangular, level area, striped with sun-
light and shadow. There Georg-L
would march up and down with the
others, learning to turn at command,
to bow and salute, to raise stones and
put them down again, or build them
into pyramids.
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The work indoors was harder, but
the rooms were huge and wunob-
structed, so that Georg-L was able not
to bump anything as he moved his
clumsy, ponderous, clanking bulk to
and fro.

At first he learned the most simple
tasks such as carrying things to a
named destination, bringing other
things at command. And then, far
more intricate, he began learning to
obey abstract commands. In this he
showed the vast difference between
himself and other robots. He was al-
most capable of initiative. Dyne often
mourned the early death of the in-
ventor., Given a few more years, he
might have produced a really sentient
robot.

Georg-L seemed proud of his prog-
ress. He drew hiinself up with a stiff
salute of his mailed hand to his im-
passive metal face, the day his com-
mander told him that his training was
finished and that now he was ready to
be offered for sale.

For a time it seemed that Georg-L
might fail to find a purchaser. Be-
cause his training expenses had been
added to his original cost, his price
was high.

It seemed then that possibly the
Dyne Company would alter his train-
ing and send him to war. There was
a good deal of war talk that year,
rumors that the Martian Government
was threatening the Earth Federation
and open conflict between them ap-
peared imminent.

No robot could understand anything
so abstruse, of course. Georg-L was
naturally incapable of learning the
facts of political astronomy. He knew
only that Mars was some place far off.
Evidently even his memory scroll held
no clear record that he had himself
been built in Ferrok Shahn, the cap-
ital city.

But the war didn’t come. The Mar-
tian Union elected a new and better
government in Ferrok Shahn. There
was talk of Black Rebels in the Cave
Country of Mars, who were causing
the new Ferrok Shahn Government a
lot of worry. The Martian Union
wisely cooperated more closely with
the Earth Government and the war
talk stopped.
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NE day a thin, gray-haired old

man, with a kindly face and a
gentle, fussy manner, came to the
Dyne factory with his young son and
his daughter, whom he called Alan
and Dorothy. They stood in a cor-
ner of the parade ground, watching
Georg-L. At once they liked him.

“Martian model, you say?” Profes-
sor Kent asked John Dyne, who was
with them.

“Yes. He was built in Ferrok
Shahn by a young Earth inventor
named Lawton who got into some
trouble with the Martian Government.
Lawton was arrested, tried and con-
victed, condemned to torture and final
death. After that the Martian Gov-
ernment confiscated all his belong-
ings. This robot was among them—
his prized possession, I imagine. At
any rate, my agent in Ferrok Shahn
heard of it and bought it. You’ll like
Georg-L, Professor Kent. He's very
capable, well trained, loyal in service.”

Did Georg-L remember anything of
his ill-fated young Martian builder?
There was nothing to indicate it. His
impassive, frozen metal face could
yield no emotions and no one was
greatly interested. Even a marvel-
ously intricate work of genius like
Georg-LL was only a machine, from
which human beings expected and
looked for no more than mechanical
obedience. Certainly nobody would
think of analyzing the mind of a robot.
It would be a waste of time and effort.

Georg-L seemed pleased when his
personal commander at the Dyne fac-
tory told him that he had been pur-
chased for a big cash sum by old Pro-
fessor Kent. For another week he
worked hard with the new specialized
training, which would fit him for his
service as a domestic in the Kent
home. Then he was shipped there.

It was a one-story house in the
country, with trees and flowers scent-
ing the air around it. But to Georg-L
it must have seemed impossibly small.
After the big training rooms and the
parade ground, Professor Kent’s little
garden and the rooms of his home
visibly dismayed Georg-L. His huge
size made him clumsy. His giant
strength was out of place among so
many small and fragile things.
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But old Professor Kent was patient,
though he and his son had little to
do with the robot. Alan Kent was a
handsome young man, who had in-
herited his father's patience. The two
men worked constantly in their big
chemical research laboratory, which
occupied one whole side of the house.

That left the robot mostly under
the command of Kent's daughter,
Dorothy. She was a small, slim girl
with brown hair. Her smile was gen-
tle. She was always patient. But her
voice, though gentle also, had a crisp,
concise ring to it. That made things
easy for Georg-L. His reactions
worked best when the command was
clear and concrete. Of the three peo-
ple in the household, undoubtedly he
liked Dorothy best.

Suddenly Professor Kent died.
Alan, after that, began working in the
laboratory harder than ever. Georg-L
had heard that Alan was carrying on
his father’s work — something about
the isolation of a catalyst to operate a
radioactive flash generated from pitch-
blende. Alan was doing it for the
Earth Federation Government and it
was secret and valuable.

Then came the momentous night
when the big robot first saw Set Mok,
a friend of the family, who had come
to live in a house only a mile across
the wooded country. Now he would
be here often. He was an important
man, Georg-L soon heard, the official
ambassador from the Martian Union
to the Earth Federation.

Set Mok was only an inch or two
shorter than Georg-L. himself—a
heavy-set, swaggering, gray-skinned
man of about forty Earth-years. He
wore tan flaring boots and generally
a big black and white cloak, with a
big plumed hat. He spoke English
perfectly, but his voice was heavy and
guttural.

E came in, that first night, met

Dorothy in the hall, took off his
cloak and hat and tossed them casu-
ally at Georg-L. The robot was
standing against the wall in his ac-
customed place, his mailed, pointed
feet planted wide, his metal face im-
mobile as ever. Only his twin red-
green eye-beams were alive as they

ranged the hall. Then they fastened
upon the big Martian, clinging to him,
illumining his heavy gray face with
their eerie glow.

Georg-L’s hands caught the hat
and cloak as they flew through the
air at him.

“Hang them up,” Set Mok com-
manded gruffly. He turned to Doro-
thy. “You look beautiful tonight, lit-
tle one.”

The robot had not responded to the
command. As though confused, his
towering metal body stood swaying
slightly, while he held the cloak and
hat to his vast chest.

“Repeat, please,”" his voice intoned.

“He didn't understand,” Dorothy
said. “Take them down the hall,
Georg-L. Hang them on the rack
there.”

“Yes, Miss Dorothy.”

His eye-beams swung. His huge
body turned and with a stiff, mechani-
cal tread he clanked away.

Dorothy and Set Mok went into the
living room. Georg-L served them
with a little tray of food and a globe
of alcoholite beverage. After that he
had nothing to do. He went back to
his dim corner in the hall. Suddenly
to his listening car-grids came the
sound of Dorothy’s raised voice. She
spoke with a sharp note of resent-
ment and fear.

“I don't want to kiss you, Set Mok !"

“But, little Dorothy, you are so
beautiful.”

“Please leave me alone.
gO!l,

From where he was standing in
the hall, Georg-L’s eye-beams could
cover a portion of the sitting room.
Dorothy was in a big leather chair.
Set Mok was sitting on its arm, lean-
ing down over the girl, his hand grip-
ping her slim shoulder. It seemed al-
most as though she were struggling
to get out of the chair and he wouldn't
let her.

In the shadowed corner of the
hall, Georg-L stood peering, his feet
planted wide. No one was ordering
him to do anything, so he stood im-
passive. But the great metal body
was twitching. It was as though
within the electroidal brain-cells there
was a vague realization that things

Let me



THE END OF

were wrong here, as though perhaps
the big robot ought to make some
action without command.

Set Mok’s guttural, intense voice
was murmuring on and on, his head
coming closer to Dorothy’s.

“Let me go, I tell you!” she cried
suddenly.

Georg-L was swaying now on his
planted feet. His eye-beams were on
Dorothy as she struggled in the Mar-
tian's arms. Then Georg-L, without
command, took a single step forward.
He took only that single step. The
eye-beams wavered, swung like a con-
fused pendulum about the hall.

“Oh, hello, Georg-L.” It was the
voice of young Alan as he came into
the hall from the corridor which led
to the laboratory.

“Good evening, Alan, sir.” The ro-
bot’s hand went to his forehead as he
turned. His eye-beams strengthened.
His body steadied. And then abruptly
he added: ‘“Miss Dorothy is there in
the living room.”

Alan was so startled that he stood
for a second with his surprised gaze
studying the towering Georg-L. He
had never heard of a robot making a
voluntary statement. Like any other
machine, they were incapable of inde-
pendent operation.

“Uh—thanks,” he stammered.

“Yes, sir,” Georg-L responded.

HERE had been a momentary

silence in the living room. Evi-
dently the voices in the hall had been
heard by Dorothy and the Martian.
Set Mok now was out of the chair,
lighting an arrant cylinder.

Alan went in and joined them. Per-
haps he did not notice that there had
been anything wrong. If he did, he
said nothing about it, nor did Dorothy.
Presently the Martian departed.

There was no one to know what
strange reactions might be within the
huge, impassive, amazingly intricate
machine which was Georg-L. These
human beings in the little household,
with their human passions, their work
with brains and hands, their motives
conflicting one with the other—all
that appeared remote from the huge
robot. Yet his great metal body
seemed to twitch whenever, during
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other evenings, Set Mok came to visit
the Kents. The eye-beams quivered,
flared with a pulsating glow from red
to violet and back again. Weird little
windows, they showed only dimly
what might be behind them.

Then there came an evening when
Alan and Dorothy had gone to an
amusement place. Set Mok again ar-
rived. Georg-L was standing in the
hall when the buzzer sounded. He
went with his stiff, clanking tread and
opened the door.

“Oh, you,” the Martian grunted in
surprise. “Is Mr. Alan here, or Miss
Dorothy?”

“No, sir.”

“When will they come back?”

“About twelve o’clock,” Georg-L
repeated the information that had
been given him.

It was strange that the robot’s re-
sponse omitted the “sir.” It had been
built into his response scrolls, but
apparently they had gone awry. Set
Mok did not notice it. Even if he had,
doubtless he would not have guessed
at its ominous significance. He went
into the living room and the towering,
glistening alumite figure stalked after
him, waiting for orders.

The Martian turned, startled to
find the robot standing close behind
him.

“What do you want?”’ he demanded.

“Your orders.”

“You—what do they call you?”

“Georg-L.”

“Bring me some food and a beverage
globe. 1 will wait here for your
master and mistress.”

“Yes, sir.”

The robot departed, came back in
the hall with a tray of food and drink.
He reached the beginning of the long,
dim corridor, bending as he entered
through the small door. The figure
of Set Mok for an instant was visible,
darting across the hall and racing
back into the living room.

The robot stopped suddenly and
stood staring. Set Mok had been into
Alan’s dark, closed laboratory room.
To any human being that would have
been obvious. It seemed now as
though some vague consciousness that
it was wrong for Set Mok to go there
must have been stirring within
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Georg-L. He knew that no one ever
went there except Alan and Dorothy
and that Alan’s work there was
secret.

With his tray of food and the bev-
erage globe in his hands, the robot
stood in the dimness of the hall,
stricken into immobility, as though he
had forgotten the order which the
Martian had given him. He had gone
inactive, orderless, stranded in the
hall with the tray, without the re-
sponse action which would enable him
to move.

ET MOK came out of the living
room.

“Georg-L!” he called sharply.

“Yes. I am here.”

The Martian’s dark cloak enveloped
him now, his tan leather boots showing
beneath it. His big plumed hat was in
his hands.

“Tell Mr. Alan I was here,” he said.
“l won’t wait any longer. I may
come again tomorrow night.”

“I will tell him that you were here
and that you cannot wait any longer
and that you may come again tomor-
row night,” Georg-L repeated obe-
diently.

“Correct.”

Set Mok strode to the front door
and was gone. With the tray still in
his outstretched hands, Georg-L stood
in the corner of the hall, waiting at
his resting post.

It was midnight when Alan and
Dorothy came back. The robot stirred
with the reaction to his orders from
the Martian, but suddenly there was
a commotion outside the house. A lit-
tle air-car with a screaming siren had
landed on the stage just beyond the
garden. The door burst open and uni-
formed men rushed into the hall.

The robot had taken a step forward,
but again he stood motionless, con-
fused by these milling, excited human
beings. Nobody gave Georg-L any
orders, or seemed to notice him. The
visitors were Federal ofhicers. They
were taking Alan away with them
somewhere, to lock him up for awhile
so that he could be questioned.

Somebody said that Alan was a trai-
tor to his government. Then there
was a lot of talk about Martian Black

Rebels and a Catalyst A which you
used so that pitchblende would be-
come a fuel for internal combustion
engines. Alan was accused of giving
or selling the secret to the Black
Rebels of Mars.

Under the unnoticed eye-beams of
the staring, silent robot, Alan was
white-faced as he protested his inno-
cence. Dorothy was crying.

“It’'s all right, Dot, don’t worry
about me,” Alan said. “Good-by, sis.”

Then they had taken Alan away.
Dorothy, pallid and trembling, was
left alone in the hall with Georg-L.
The robot set down his tray.

“Miss Dorothy,” he intoned sud-
denly.

“Oh, is that you, Georg-L? 1
didn’t notice you there.”

“Miss Dorothy —” The toneless
voice seemed to quiver. Then the ro-
bot added slowly: “Set Mok was here
and I saw him coming out of the lab-
oratory.”

Dorothy stood gazing
startled amazement.

“Why, Georg-L, who commanded
you to tell me that?”

“I decided to tell you,” the robot
said. “Did I do right, Miss Dorothy?”

“Good heavens, yes!”

“I was thinking,” he continued,
“that you would want to know it.”

“Of course, Georg-L! Thank you.
Set Mok went into. the laboratory?
And he came here tonight, when he
knew perfectly well that Alan and I
were going to be out.”

Suddenly she turned and hurried
into the little corridor. The robot
stalked after her. At the laboratory
door he stood watching her as she
switched on a green tube-light. Then
she began rummaging with trembling
hands in Alan’s desk.

“Gone!” she exclaimed. “It’s gone.
Set Mok must have taken it!"

“He took something?” Georg-L
asked. “Is that bad?”

in blank,

OROTHY whirled and saw him.
This time she forgot to be
startled.

“It's the secret formula for Catalyst
AB plus,” she cried. “Alan just fin-
ished it today. That’s the important
one, the formula for the pitchblende
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radio-flash to
guns!”

“I do not know what that means,
Miss Dorothy.”

“No, of course you don’t. There
were two formulae. The first one
wasn’t so important, just for internal
combustion engines. But somehow
the Black Rebels of Mars have got it.
The government of the Martian Union
is protesting and Alan is accused of
being a traitor. Now, if the Black
Rebels begin using this Catalyst AB
plus for their long-range guns—"

“That would be bad for Mr. Alan?”

“Oh, Georg-L, he’d be condemned to
death! He won’t be able to prove—"

“l was thinking,” the robot said
slowly, “that we should tell Mr. Alan
about Set Mok.”

“But there’s no proof. Set Mok is
a very influential man. I can’taccuse
him. He’d just laugh and they’d say
I did it only to protect my brother.”

A numbed amazement struck her
that she should be talking like this
to a thing that was only an intricate
machine. She stared at the towering
George-L.

“This is impossible,” she gasped.
“It’s just a night mare.”

“Is there something else wrong,
Miss Dorothy?” he asked anxiously.

“Alan couldn’t be accused of treason
and you can’t talk voluntarily.”

His mailed hand tapped his chest-
plate with a gesture of pride.

“I am trying to think without
orders,” he explained. “I want to do
you very good service, Miss Doro-
thy. Please give me some commands.”

“Later, Georg-L. Not now.” She
stood pondering. “Wait at your post
in the hall.”

“Yes, Miss Dorothy.”

From. his post, where he stood im-
passive, his eye-beams clung to her
as she donned her hat and coat. Her
tight, gray-black trousers shimmered
like ancient satin. Her brown hair
was tousled, her face pale and grim.
She seemed almost frightened, yet
fiercely determined.

“Wait there until I come back,” she
ordered.

“Yes, Miss Dorothy.”

The front door closed and she was
gone. In the hall the big robot stood

operate long-range

motionless, but his eye-beams were
restless, roving. He seemed to be lis-
tening. There was no sound of her
air-car departing, nor her surface
roller car. Evidently she had gone on
foot. In the shadow of the hall the
huge, metal figure of Georg-L still
stood with wide-planted feet. He re-
mained at his post, where he had been
told to wait. But he remained there
only a moment, twitching as inde-
pendent thoughts conflicted with the
orders he had been given. Then he
reached a decision. {

The front door opened and quietly
closed as the giant robot went outside.
The night was dark, the air oppres-
sively heavy. With stiff strides the
monstrous figure swiftly went along
the narrow path, down the declivity
under the trees, across the wooded val-
ley. Georg-L’s memory scroll had
heard and recorded where Set Mok’s
home was located. Inspite of thedark
he did not seem bewildered. His eye-
beams lighted a path and his memory
scroll chose the direction without fal-
tering.

RESENTLY the dark outlines of

the building grew visible through
the trees. There was one small glow
of light shafting out from a side win-
dow. Georg-L headed for it, found a
latticed window quite near the ground.
The lattice was open, trying to escape
the heat and oppression of the night.

He stared into the Martian’s
strangely furnished sitting room.

“Of course I am pleased, little Doro-
thy,” said Set Mok’s suave voice.
“Why shouldn’t I be?”

“And you will give me back the
formulae? Oh, Set Mok, surely you
wouldn’t let my brother be condemned
to death!”

Georg-L could see them plainly.
Dorothy was seated agitatedly on the
very edge of a low, draped couch. The
big Martian stood before her, with a
black super-silk robe covering his col-
orful, handsomely tailored pajamas.
He was smoking an arrant cylinder
and gazing down at her with an ironic
smile.

“But why did you come to me?” he
asked.

“I had to! They—they won’t do
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anything to Alan, just because the
secret of that other catalyst got to
Mars, will they?”

“You needn’t worry about him, lit-
tle Dorothy,” he soothed. “They’d
merely question him and then set him
free.”

His smile grew broader, but his eyes
were cold and narrowed as he stared
down at her. Slim and beautiful,
twisting her hands in her lap, she sat
nervously on the couch, trying to
avoid his searching gaze.

“But these other papers are more
important,” she cried. “Alan will be
sentenced to death for selling them to
an enemy. Please give them back to
me! You stole them—"

“That, my lovely one, is too harsh
a statement. Let us say that I took
them in the interest of the Black
Patriots. Under my leadership, they
are preparing a great crusade to de-
stroy your Earth Federation’s effete
policy of cooperation among the
planets. Mars must take its rightful
place in the System, and that rightful
place is domination of all the worlds!"”

She cringed beneath his ferocity.

“Then you won’t give them back to
me?” she whispered in horror.

“I want to help the cause of the
Black Patriots,” he said, his ironic
smile returning. “But you mean even
more to me.”

Outside the window, the huge metal
figure of therobot crouched as his eye-
beams peered and his ear-grids lis-
tened.

“We can reach an agreement,” the
Martian was saying in a low, intense
voice. “No one need ever know. I
shall use all my influence to release
Alan, of course. But giving up the
cause of the Black Armies of Mars
means a great deal to me. Only you
can compensate for that.” .

There was terror on Dorothy’s face
as be seized her hand and pulled her
to her feet. Tantalizingly he dangled
the stolen papers before her eyes.

“You can make me forget even the
power that these would give me,” he
breathed.

His powerful arms enveloped her,
crushed her to him.

“Let me go, Set Mok !”’ she gcreamed.
“I hate youl”

FUTURE

Like a swift shadow the giant alu-
mite robot swarmed over the window
ledge and dropped with a crash into
the room. As he straightened, glar-
ing, Set Mok pushed the girl aside
and stood in trembling fear.

“You!" the Martian blurted.
out of here!”

“Get

LOWLY George-L advanced, with
his great hands outstretched,
reaching for Set Mok’s soft neck.

“Get away from me, I tell you!” the
Martian shouted.

“Stop!” shrieked Dorothy.

But the huge machine was beyond
response to her orders now. Inexor-
ably he was moving forward. Ter-
rified, Set Mok backed against the
wall. He tried to jump sideward and
escape, but Georg-L’s great arm
reached out. His mailed hand gripped
the Martian by the throat, squeezing
it and lifting him off the floor.

“Don’t kill him!” Dorothy was
screaming.

The papers had fallen to the floor.
For a second the robot swung Set
Mok in the air, as though he were a
child, then flung him away. His body
hurtled across the room and crashed.
Other noises were springing up in
the dark house now. Servants were
shouting. There was the rush of run-
ning footsteps.

Georg-L stooped and seized the
papers, shoved them at the girl.

“You go home,” he said. “No one
will know you have been here. I will
never tell anyone.”

“Oh, Georg-L, thank you—"

He hurried her to the window.
Swiftly but carefully he lifted her,
dropped her to her feet outside.

“Run, Miss Dorothy, and no one
will ever know you have heen here.”

There was a noise in the room be-
hind him. He swung. Set Mok was
on his feet, trying to get out of the
door. The robot’s monstrous metal
body lunged and knocked him down,
then knelt on him. When Georg-L
stood up, there was only mangled
flesh and broken bones sprawled in a
red pool on the floor.

Men burst into the room. A flash
gun sizzled its bolt at Georg-L, but he
only shook his vast shoulders as he
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plunged to the attack. Some of the
men were escaping, but others were
clawing, trying to snatch at the ro-
bot’s chest to pull out his fuse-plug
and disconnect him. They couldn’t.
His huge hands lifted them, hurled
them.

The furniture crashed as he swung
men around like human clubs. Sud-
denly his giant metal body sank down,
his jointed legs buckling. Clattering
to the floor, the robot lay twitching.

E visitor at the metal factory
stood watching in awe as the huge
alumite figure of Georg-L toiled at the
controls of the monster drill machine.
Though only a product of man’s engi-
neering genius, he had proved that he
could talk and think independently.
The murderous deeds recorded on his
mechanically perfect memory scroll
at any moment might tempt him to
further killing. He was a mad robot,
a murder machine that could not be
trusted for a single moment.

The sparks and the smoke en-
veloped Georg-L as with deft, pow-
erful movements he worked at his end-
less task. He seemed unaware of his
guards, the clanking factory, the
curious visitor—even his memories.

“He must have been here for years,”
the visitor said. “He doesn’t make one
mistake.”

“That’s the advantage of robots,”
replied the guard. “You can train 'em
in practically no time. They put him
here only this morning. He’s been at
it for eleven hours. Have to stop him
about once a week for oiling, that’s all.
Even so, he was a big loss. With his
training expenses he must have cost
pretty near three hundred thousand
gold dollars, but he’s no good now,
except for work like this under
guard.”

A nearby door of the big factory
room opened and two men came in.
One was Kennedy, the production
manager. The other was Robert Dyne,
the son of John®*Dyne, the robot manu-
facturer who now was dead.

“Is that the one they
Georg-L?” asked young Dyne,

“Yes,” Kennedy said excitedly.
“But, good Lord, are you sure you’re
right, Dyne? Shall we—"
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Their voices fell. In the factory
roar, the visitor could not hear them.
But he was an influential man, a Gov-
ernment official on a leisurely tour of
inspection. With curiosity stirred, he
joined Kennedy and Robert Dyne.

“What’s up?” he asked. “I’ve been
watching this robot. He’s a weird
monster, isn’t he?”

“Sure is, Mr. Wakefield. Come
over here. That—that robot mustn't
hear us.”

They drew away. The gray-haired,
distinguished visitor stared blankly
as Kennedy explained.

Robert Dyne had been in Europe
when his father died. Returning, he
had found a sealed letter addressed to
him by his father, containing a
strange secret which only John Dyne
and Professor Kent had known. Now
both of them were dead.

“So I traced the robot, Georg-L, and
found that he had been put here
under guard,” young Dyne concluded
hastily. “So he killed that Martian,
Set Mok, eh? Well, Set Mok was a
spy for the Black Rebels of Mars.
Nobody could prove it, though. Kill-
ing him was a service to the Martian
government and ours. But I don’t see
why Georg-L didn’t say when he had
done it. How could he accept this
toil in silence?”

Young Dyne started forward.

“Easy!” Kennedy warned. ‘“If you
startle him, anything might happen.
Get him away from this drill first.”

The giant robot had been waver-
ing, as though tired, or confused.
Suddenly the huge metal hand slipped
at its task. The body went off-bal-
ance. There was a ghastly instant as
its jointed legs buckled.

Georg-L’s impassive metal face
seemed to turn toward the distant
group of men. Emotionless as ever,
his frozen metal features were
smeared with oil and grime, pitted and
scarred by flying sparks.

The big robot crashed. At the
shock of the fall, its bulging metal
breast-plate burst open. A human
face was behind it—the ghastly white
face of a young man!

The four men in the factory rushed
forward, bent down.

(Continued on page 126)
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THE MOON

THE Moon, wild and forbidding satellite
of the Earth, is unique in many ways
among the worlds of the Solar System.

First, of course, it is famous as the home
of Captain Future and the Futuremen. The
four redoubtable adventurers are its only
inhabitants, and can truly call it a world of
their own. No spaceship ever ventures to
land there without Captain Future’s per-
mission. .

Also, the Moon is unique for its size as
compared with its parent planet. It is true
that some of the moons of Jupiter and
Saturn are bigger. But no planet in the
System has a satellite so near its own size
as the Earth has in the Moon.

The craters of the Moon are also un-
matched in weirdness of aspect by any
other world. It was once thought that
these craters were produced by volcanic
action of the Moon or by the fall of me-
teors. It was not until the 21st century
that it was learned that the origin of the
craters was due to the smashing of a
smaller, second Moon that Earth possessed
in the far past. The fragments of that
shattered second satellite, falling upon the
Moon, produced the great craters.

The craters are indeed enormous in size.
They are so large, and the radius of curva-
ture of the Moon is so small, that a man
can stand in the center of one of the bigger
craters and imagine himself in an open
plain, since he will be unable to see the
ring of surrounding peaks due to the near-
ness of the horizon.

No Air, No Water

The Moon has no air and no water. It
lies in an eternal silence. During the
lunar “day” of two weeks, the glare of the
Sun heats one side of it to tremendous tem-
peratures, while during the long “night” the
temperature falls almost to absolute zero.

The gravitational pull of Earth has so
warped the Moon that it always presents
the same face toward the Earth. Hence,
when you stand on the Earthward side of
the Moon, you always have the Earth hang-
ing in the sky above you.

For many centuries, men speculated
about the other side of the Moon, the side
they had never seen. It was not until 1971,
when the famous explorer and pioneer,
Gorham Johnson, made the first of all
space-flights to the Moon, that the hidden
side was viewed by human eyes.

Of course, it is hardly necessary to state
that even from Earth men had seen a small
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fraction of the other side, due to the libra-
tion of the Moon. But Johnson was the
first man to see the whole of the other side,
and he it was who first mapped and named
the natural features there.

The other side, as was expected, largely
resembled the Earthward face. There were
great craters, towering mountain ranges,
and large “seas” or flat plains, just as on
the Earthward face. But Johnson, as he
flew over that other side, discovered many
unexpected features about it.

A Sea of Glass

Most astonishing of these was the so-
called Sea of Glass. It is a roughly square
sunken plain, whose whole surface is cov-
ered by a glittering coating of fused min-
erals resembling glass. It was at first
deemed certain that this had been produced
by accidental volcanic forces.

But many planetary archaeologists have
lately adduced evidence that the Sea of
Glass might have been artificially created
by a lost lunar race who lived many ages
ago when the Moon was still a young and
habitable world. They point to the as-
tonishingly geometrical outline of the
“sea” as too perfect for accident, and sug-
gests that the thing might have been in-
tended as some sort of interplanetary
signal.

This view is partly supported by the
archaeological evidence discovered in the
Great North Chasm. This is an enormous-
ly deep cleft in the Moon, in the far north-
ern part of the other side. In it have been
found remnants of carved stones and bits
of worked metal that seem to prove that
an intelligent race did once inhabit the
Moon.

It is argued that this race was doomed
by the steady dissipation of the lunar at-
mosphere. The low surface gravity of the
Moon would permit its atmosphere to es-
cape at a comparatively rapid rate, and
life would become progressively more diffi-
cult for the lunarians.

They would be forced to retreat to the
deepeT craters and clefts in which air still
was fairly dense, and their final retreat
might well have been the Great North
Chasm that would have retained a pocket
of air long after the rest of the Moon was
desolate.

These theories grew up in later days, of
course, years after Gorham Johnson’s first
flight. Johnson, in fact, did little more
than chart and name the main features.
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He gave the “seas” classical names, n m.
ing one the 8ea of Visions because a freak-
ish mirage had made him think for a time
thet it actually contained water, and pam-
ing another one the Sea of the Dragon
because of a fanciful resemblance to that
mythical beast. A dry river that may at
one time have flowed into the Sea of {i
ions, he gave the very appropriate name of
the River of Death.

Scientists' Names

Johnson nemed many of the craters and
mountain ranges after scientists whose re-

pionecr explorer called one northern ¢haln
of peaks the Denver Range, because he
had taken off on his flight from near that
Colorado city.

"He Was too Great—"

It is an index to Gorham Jobngon’s aver-
sion to self-glorification that he n med
nothing after himself. And that example
was followed by the other great first pio-
neers, Mark Carew and Wenazi and the rest.

There is not a mountain, lake, continent,
or sea in all the System’s worlds that bears
Gorham Jobnson’s name. As Carew said

SEA:
OF S REHE:
DRAGON:

'Uu OTHER SIDE
oi"’ THE MOON

searches in atomic power had enabled him
to make his flight.

The greatest range, and one which con-
tains higher peaks than any other on the
Moon, he called the Viray Range 1n honor
of Henri Viray, the immortal figure wha
first made atomic power really practicable.
A very huge crater that is by far the larg.
est of all the lunar craters, Johnson named
after that Sven Thorgon who perished in
1962 in an experiment with a primitive
cyclotron.

And, with a curiously homcly touch, the

eloguently, “He was too great to need it.”

Johnson never returned to the Moon,
that first milestone of his epochal career.
His next expeditions were to Mars and
Venus and Mercury, and then followed the
tragic last voyage to Jupiter that ended in
his death and burial in space.

Becsuse it waa an airless and savage
world on which life seemed impossible, no
one except a few scattered explorers vis-
ited the Moon in the years that followed,
until finally destiny brought to the forbid-
ding satellite the parents of Captain Future.
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Pierson Knew the Date He Was Going to Die-but He Had

TwentyVYears to Stop Fate From Keeping th e Appointnent!

ITHER Frank Pierson was
E crazy, or something terrifying
and awesome had happened to
ali the street, buildings and people of
New York City. He saw the Empire
State Building finally, but the flaring,
crazily colored spires of other build-
ings dwarfed it. For all their height,
the structures were nightmares out of
Asia.
Doctor Larkin, treating Pierson for
abdominal cancer, had assured him
that nothing would go wrong. Can-
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cer was no longer a killer. When he
left the operating table, said Larkin,
he would be a new man.

Pierson couldn’t exactly remember
having left the table, nor when the
rays had been turned off. But that he
had left the table was evident by what
he was seeing. Was it a dream? He
held up his right arm, pinched it. It
hurt.

He looked again at the arm. The
cloth was brighter than any he had
ever selected. Oriental, it was strange
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With three Buriat-Mongolian slugs in him, Frank Pierson feit his life slip away

mixture of Bond Street and Hatamen.
The suit fitted well enough, but it
couldn’t possibly be his.

The Empire State Building, inci-
dentally, seemed to have aged since
Pierson had gone under the ether. Its
bright gray had given way to a dull,
dirty brown.

He began to observe the people on

the street. They were mongoloid, all
of them. The men wore clothing that
was the acme of comfort, yet looked
utterly weird. What in the world had
happened to everyone?

Something was wrong with his
hands. They were the hands of a man
at least fifty years of age, and Frank
Pierson was exactly thirty. A sus-
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picion began to grow in him that time
had played a grim trick on him.

Pierson moved up to one of the
huge windows on Broadway and For-
tieth Street, looked at his face. “Two
hours ago,” thought 'Frank Pierson,
“I was thirty years old. Now I ap-
pear to be fifty, and I'm looking at
New York as it will be twenty years
Ffrom pow.”’

He remembered a question some-
one had asked, only yesterday, about
Manhattan.

“Is there any danger that skyscrap-
ers, being built higher and higher in
New York, will be too much weight
for the island and perhaps sink it?”

An engineer, who should have
known, gave the answer.

“There is no danger. The bigger
the skyscraper, the more material has
to be moved to find a foundation. The
material will always weigh more than
the completed skyscraper. The big-
ger the buildings on Manhattan, the
less the weight of the island.”

OW it really looked like that to
Frank Pierson. He put out his
hand, touched a passerby, an inoffen-
sive-looking Chinese in a long gown.
“Am I crazy,” he asked, “or is this
New York?” -

The result of the simple question
was amazing. The answer came in
some Asiatic dialect he had never
heard before. Moreover, the man
whipped a police whistle from his
pocket and blew a swift blast. Then
he grabbed at Pierson, who turned
and ran, as a man in a nightmare must
run. Brown men all along Broadway
whirled at the whistle. Broadway was
a screaming bedlam of whistles. Pier-
son actually felt fifty years of age
as he strove to elude his converging
pursuers. They carried long-barreled
pistols in their hands. He was pant-
ing like a spent runner. His breath
came out of his lungs like the fiery
breath of a dragon. People were all
shouting at him—and every one of
them was shouting in that unearthly

dialect, even the few scattered white

ones!

But whence "had all the Mongols
come? What right had they to run
him down?

CAPTAIN FUTURE

His ears were keened for other
sounds as he ducked through mobs of
people who, not sure he was pursued,
allowed him to escape. Broadway
was echoing to the singsong shouts,
to the skirling of whistles. He de-
cided to cut across Seventh Avenue,
at Forty-second Street, duck down

in the subway and lose himself among
people wibo wowlde't dwowm wikse it

was all about.

But as he ran he noticed that some-
thing strange had happened to the
Times Building. It was four times its
normal height. No longer did a
band of lights, blinking out the news,
run around the building. Instead,
from top to bottom, each of the three
faces was a great newspaper page,
printed in Asiatic ideographs!

He couldn’t find the subway en-
trances! There were no street-cars,
no cars of any kind. Roller skates
had become individual cars! There
were, he discovered for the first time,
no sidewalks, either. Streams of hu-
manity traveled at any speed they
wished, up and down the streets.

“Well,” thought Pierson, “let’s see
if I can glide along without effort.”

He began to move. Out in the mid-
dle of the street he decided to go
downstown. Instantly he swung south
and his speed increased as he sped
down Seventh Avenue. People began
to stare at him. Someone shouted a
wariing. A yellow man in gray uni-
form, at an intersection, shouted at
him and held up a warning hand.

“I’d better slow down,” Pierson
thought.

The face of the traffic cop was a
mask of fury as he rushed over. Pier-
son could not understand his words.

“Speak English,” he said. “Let me
know what you’re talking about.”

“Speak Buriat, slave,” retorted the
officer, “or die for treason!”

Frank Pierson had had enough.
Blistering insults smoked from his
lips. But he never finished what he
had started to say. The face of the
cop had gone wooden. His black eyes
bored into Pierson’s eyes. He drew
a pistol and shot Frank Pierson three
times.

The life went out of Frank Pierson
in a great glare of light.
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T didn’t stay out. He regained
consciousness on the operating
table, under those fantastic lights of
Doctor John Larkin, perfecter of the
ultimate cure for cancer. Larkin was
bending over him. Pierson heard him
say:

“Amazing! I never saw anything
like it. I've heard of the stigmata, of
course, but it wasn’t that.”

“What, then, was it?” whispered
Pierson.

“Just as I finished the treatment,
Pierson, three wounds appeared on
your body. Two in your stomach, one
on the bridge of your nose. Bullet
holes, I would have sworn. But they
vanished as soon as they appeared.
I don’t know what to make of it!”

“Maybe I do,” said Pierson grimly.
“Doc, what is the date?”

“July Seventh, 1980. For heaven’s
sake, why?”

“I just got a look at a Chinese news-
paper, Doc. The date on the one I
saw, as I ran to escape death was Au-
gust twelfth, two thousand!”

“That’s strange. I never knew pa-
tients undergoing this treatment to
remember their delirium when they
recovered.”

“Doc, I have a hunch that that’s the
day I'm going to die, with three
bullets in me, near the southwest cor-
ner of Seventh Avenue and Twenty-
third Street!”

A Manhattan occupied by Mongols
who had so completely brought the
citizens under control that they spoke
English on pain of death? It was
fantastic. But was it? Mongols
would come out of the east like lo-
custs, to find Europe prostrated by
the Second World War.

If they won Western Europe,
which they had seemed bent on do-
ing with their limitless armies, noth-
ing could stop them. Enlistment
would be compulsory in the armies
of the Great Khan—who called him-
self Ghengiz, after his forebear—for
all conquered adults. Those adults
would be so sandwiched in among
fanatical Mongols, who saw Mongolia
becoming greater than any Empire
the world had ever known, that
treachery would be impossible. Ghen-
giz would believe himself invincible
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and would swiftly be proving it.

Sweat broke out on Pierson’s face
as he went out onto Broadway, which
was the right Broadway now. He
looked toward the bright gray of the
Empire State Building, the word’s
tallest. But so recent had been his
experience, fancied or otherwise, he
thought he could see the monstrous
shapes of buildings which dwarfed
the Empire State until it looked like a
toy.

Pierson blinked his eyes and the
vision vanished. But he knew, in that
instant, what had happened. By some
trick of Dr. Larkin’s curative rays, he
had been catapulted into the future,
apparently for the sole purpose of be-
ing informed exactly where and by
what means he was to die. On August
12, 2000—slightly more than twenty
years hence!

“So,” thought Pierson, stepping ab-
sent-mindedly into the intersection of
Broadway and Forty-second Street,
“I'm scheduled to die, provided I'm
there when my time comes. But since
I know, do I ever have to go to that
spot? But no, it’s only an ether
dreamt!”

Totally unconscious of where he
was going, he had been walking from
the southeast corner to the northwest
corner, near the Times Building. His
ears were being assaulted by screams,
sirens, horns, the yells of drivers of
countless cars. Not a car had touched
him, though he had walked right into
the thick of them! Cab-drivers were
calling him names. An Irish cop
was bearing down on him.  He ob-
viously would never learn Buriat-
Mongol, even if threatened by a doz-
en leather truncheons and all the guns
in Mongolia.

“Where would you be going now,
dolt?” yelled the traffic officer.

WARM feeling coursed through
Pierson’s veins. He knew he
should have been ground to a pulp
under the wheels of a dozen cars, yet
something had prevented his death.
Frank Pierson, pushing his luck,
told the bluecoat to go soak his head.
It was an unwise remark to make to
any cop, Irish or not. The officer
lost his temper. He sent a smashing
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right to Pierson’s jaw, knocked him
sprawling directly under the tracks
of a clanging street-car that had
swung into Forty-second Street from
Seventh Avenue.

The wallop stunned Pierson. The
wheels of the street-car kept right on
coming. But a freakish thing hap-
pened as the conductor braked to keep
from running over Pierson. The
trucks simply nudged his legs out of
the way as the street-car passed over
him.

The Irish policeman, his face white
as that of a ghost, helped the conduc-
tor pull him from under the street-
car. Pierson was unhurt, save for a
rising lump on his jaw.

“Say nothing about this, pal,”
begged the cop, “and TI’ll give ye half
my salary for two years!”

“T'll say nothing,” said Pierson,
grinning twistedly, “if you’ll just be
good enough to have this cigar on me.
It’s a little broken up, but that’s your
fault!”

“Y mane ye won’t reporrt me?”

“Why should I? I wanted to find
out something. I've found it out.
What’s your name?”

“Liam Murphy,” quavered the law.

“Then I've something to be afther
tellin’ ye, Liam Murphy. I can’t be
killed, see? Not until August twelve,
Two thousand, at the corner of
Twenty-third Street and Seventh
Avenue, at three minutes past four in
the afternoon exactly—by a Buriat-
Mongolian traffic cop!”

“A Chinese traffic cop, is it? Ye're
daft, man! Who can know when he’s
to die?”

But Frank Pierson, grinning, had
vanished into the crowd. He did not
hear Liam Murphy grumble to the
conductor of the street-car.

“Drunks can’t ever seem to get
killed, or babies. I should have run
him in. I would that, even yet, if I
dared leave me post. And you, me
man, get going with that screechin’
Juggernaut, or I'll run you in for al-
most running over a citizen I'm paid
to protect!”

Pierson crossed the street to the
corner of Forty-first and Broadway,
where a building was under construc-
tion. Just as he would have started
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under the protective shed over the
sidewalk, he pulled up against the
building to light a cigarette. As he
did so, a tremendous beam came
crashing through the shed, end-first,
to bury itself in the concrete side-
walk. If Pierson had not stopped
to light that cigarette, the beam
would have pinned him to the side-
walk.

“No,” he told himself, “I can’t die.
That’s obvious. What I imagined
was the straight goods. I've had
enough proof of it. I know when
I'm going to die. However, I'll make
a fool of time, for I'll never be at
Twenty-third Street and Seventh
Avenue on August twelve, Two thou-
sand. My life will be dedicated to
one thing—making sure that no Mon-
gol will be there, either! I recall
that I was in pretty good shape phys-
ically, so I can’t be badly damaged
during the twenty years still left to
me.”

HAT night he entrained for Can-

ada. At Montreal he offered his
services to Canada in any capacity
whatever, though he said he preferred
to fly a fighting plane. He made just
one stipulation, that he be sent over-
seas the very moment he was ready.

“Why?” asked an officer. “What
is your reason, an American, for wish-
ing to join us?”

He was about to say, “to keep the
Mongols out of New York, if I can,”
but he realized how that would sound.
It would probably mean being placed
instantly under observation.

“I’'m one of the growing number
of Americans who think it’s inev-
itable that we enter the war on the
side of the Allies. The more of us
who have active experience when we
do enter, the better off our country
will be.”

“Germany’s old Trojan Horse
idea?” said the Canadian officer, smil-
ing.

“An adaptation of it.”

“We’ll take you if you can pass
the physical examination, but don’t
fool yourself, Yank. The Huns
haven’t a ghost of a show to win this
war!”

“I wish,” said Frank Pierson soft-
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ly, “that I were as sure of that as the
fact that I cannot die.”

The officer, bending his head over
some papers, straightened up. His
mouth popped open. He glanced at
the medico, who was ready to ex-
amine the enlister. Pierson grinned
pleasantly.

“Doesn’t every soldier kid himself
that he will live through it? That
his buddies may die, but he won’t?
Isn’t it better than feeling certain
he's going to die?”

“Who can really be sure of either
one?” asked the officer.

“I,” said Frank Pierson calmly, “am
quite sure of both!”

Six weeks later he stepped into the
pit of a British pursuit, which was
one of some forty that were to con-
voy seven bombers across the Chan-
nel to conquered France. The Brit-
ish were doggedly bombing every
port that faced England. If the Ger-
man invasion bases could pour men
across the channel in great numbers,
the teeming cities of England were
certainly doomed.

As the armada of planes shot into
the sky and sped out to a grim and
ghastly rendezvous with death, Pier-
son smiled. His smile was like the
snarling of a hydrophobiac cur. He
was utterly without fear.

LMOST ten years after that, to

the day, Frank Pierson, a grim,
unsmiling man, climbed into another
pursuit plane, ready to leap eastward
over the blue waters of the Atlantic.
He recalled, as he waited for the take-
off signal with the hundreds of other
American fliers, the first morning
when he had fought the real Huns—
the Japanese-trained, modern Mon-
gol hordes. For almost ten years he
had fought the locust forces of the
Great Khan.

And all that time England, France,
Italy and Germany had their backs
to the wall, fighting grimly, desper-
ately, without hope and without glo-
ry, to stem the yellow tidal wave.
The Khan, with the biblical “mark
of the beast” on him, had grown to
monstrous proportions. Russia was
Mongol completely, where for cen-
turies she had been only partially so.
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Italy was Mongol next, then France,
then England.

The world was still divided into
two great hemispheres. The Huns
needed the West to rule the entire
world. Therefore the Huns were out
to handle the Western Hemisphere
exactly as they had ridden rough-
shod over Scandinavia, Russia and
the Balkans. When they had realized
that the cause of the Allies was ut-
terly hopeless,* Canadians, citizens of
the United States and of Latin Amer-
ica, had come home. They had started
forming the nucleus of an army of
the Western Hemisphere.

Frank Pierson, ace of aces, stuck
with the Allies until there was no
hope left. He reached the United
States so close ahead of capture that
it had been a little funny. But that
had been two years ago. Now a vast
army faced the east, to repel invaders.

Napoleon had said: “give me a
coalition to fight”” The Little Cor-
poral had been right. Coalitions
didn’t always coalesce. That had been
true of the Allies and they had been
roundly trounced, then thoroughly
assimilated by the brown-yellow my-
riads. So it wasn’t a combination of
all the European countries that was
invading the combined forces of Can-
ada, the United States and Latin
America, but the largest single nation
in the history of the world.

The Khan, in spite of countless at-
tethpts on his life, still lived. He
appeared to have become more ven-
omous, more certain that he rated
higher than any god men had ever
worshiped. He had launched his ter-
rific fighting forces against the West-
ern Hemisphere.

First there had come great forces
of bombing planes. These the Hem-
ispherean Forces had fought off,
though not without great cost. Hun-
dreds of cities had been leveled by
bombs. Millions of people had been
slaughtered. Through it all, like a
demon of destruction, had flashed the
wings of Frank Pierson. A dozen
planes had been shot to pieces around
the ace of aces, yet always he had
come down safely. His enemies
might have been notoriously bad
shots—which they were not—or he
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must have borne a charmed life.

Now, according to the latest infor-
mation, monster submarines would
rise from the deep, five hundred miles
at sea. They would begin discharg-
ing armadas of planes.

E signal came. Frank Pierson,

a gray-faced man with murder in

his eyes, slid into his pit as naturally

and easily as he breathed. The date,
he noticed, was August 12, 1990.

“I’ve still got ten years in which to
blast Huns,” he told himself grimly.
“It will be interesting to see what
they do if they ever capture me.”

He knew that there probably wasn’t
a schoolboy in The Great Khan’s re-
alm who didn’t know the wild history
of Frank Pierson, hadn’t seen his pic-
ture in their newspapers, wouldn’t
have known him on the street. Fab-
ulous rewards had been offered for
his life, Frank Pierson grinned as
he remembered all the Huns who had
tried to collect.

“In my case it’s not sport, for I
can’t die. I should feel guilty, being
a mass murderer. But I wish that
there were a hundred thousand others
just like me and that we had planes
enough, munitions and supplies
enough—"

It was useless to make such wishes.
They would never come to anything.
He could do what he had always done
—go out and run riot.

The great armada flashed into the
sky, wave on wave of grim, deadly,
bullet-swift fighters, and hurtled
straight into the east. Not one out
of a thousand among the countless
crews but was willing and eager to
lay down his life, if by so doing he
could make the Western Hemisphere
safe for those who had for centuries
occupied it.

America knew she faced an enemy
now that didn’t make victory easy.
America had taken herself for
granted for decades, because she had
never lost a war. She was outnum-
bered ten to one. Her one advantage
was in her oceanic protection, after
all. Huns were in the Philippines
and the Hawaiian Islands. When and
if they occupied the Western Hem-
isphere, they would hold all the
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Earth.

Now the Huns were seen, black
wings against the sky. Beyond them
a rampart was rising and falling,
monster submgrines, the products of
combined conquered factories and
white slaves, with which the Western
Hemisphere had not even tried to
compete.

The battle joined with brutal, sav-
age ferocity. The yellow fighters
were inured to death and destruction.
They were robots of horror. They
attacked and won, or attacked and
were defeated. It did not seem to
matter. Their man-power, their sup-
plies, seemed utterly limitless.

Frank Pierson promised himself
that as long as he was conscious, he
would not blink his eyes, for it would
waste the time he had left in which
to slay Huns. He had given up hope
of keeping Ghengiz out of America.
If one part bf that future he had seen
had been true, then the rest of it must
be. He had no lust for life, no real
fear of death. He had seen too much
of both. He was simply tired of kill-
ing, tired of living, yet intent on es-
caping the fate he knew was in store
for him.

Frank Pierson was diving almost
absent-mindedly, caring little who
fired at him, or from what direction.
He shot down the flier in his sights,
hunted another, shot him down. He
stood on his tail to get someone over
him. Diving into the middle of a
formation of the enemy, he fired as
he went, knowing that somehow they
would make way for his blood-red
plane to get through.

He was invincible and he knew it.
The Huns were coming to realize he
was. The skies were filled with fall-
ing debris, hurtling bodies, broken
things that had been men. Motors
hit the sea, geysering water high in
the air.

Like a robot he streaked back and
forth through it all, forgetting every-
thing except that he must not endan-
ger his own comrades with his end-
less spraying of lead.

And then, that strange afternoon,
an Asiatic plane as red as his own
was sliding down on him, hammering
his plane to pieces, filling him with
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lead. He plunged down to the sea
with smoke and flames trailing out
behind him. As he felt consciousness
ooze out of him, he had a vague feel-
ing of wonder and relief. He wasn’t
going to wait till August twelve, Two
thousand to die. He was dying now,
would be dead even before he hit the
surface of the Atlantic. That vision
of the future he had seen had been
a fake.

Instinctively he fought the con-
trols. He tried to level off with his
wheels drawn up, hoping to hit the
water a glancing blow. He smacked
the surface like a ton of dynamite
exploding. Darkness blotted out his
world.

“H—IEN he regained conscious-
ness, a Chinese doctor was
staring at him.

“How did I fall into your hands?”
he demanded grimly.

“Speak Buriat, slave!” snapped the
doctor.

“I don’t know any. Talk enough
English to tell me what it’s all about.”

“You’re a prisoner and a slave,”
said the doctor. “You have been for
five years. No more English. It is
the death penalty to speak anything
but Buriat-Mongol.”

“Am I in Asia?”

“In a manner of speaking.” The
man’s grin was vulpine. “Specifically
you are in the Asiatic Province of
New York, in the prison especially
constructed below the city for the
safe-keeping of important prisoners.
For reasons, the Great Khan wishes
you kept alive until he is ready to
see you.”

Frank Pierson caught his breath.

“The date?” he blurted. “By our
calendar, I mean.”

“March seven, Nineteen ninety-six.
Now, no more English. I'd advise
you to talk only Buriat. Even a pris-
oner as honored as yourself, because
of your war record, must obey Im-
perial Decrees.”

“I’ll never speak Buriat, no matter
what is done to me,” Pierson retorted.
“Why should I? Nothing can kill
me. I can take punishment. I'll be
safe here until well past August
twelve, Two thousand!”
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Never, Frank Pierson made it clear
from the beginning, would he make
the ultimate gesture of surrender by
swearing allegiance to The Great
Khan. He would be a free man as
soon as he did, he was told. Because
of his glorious record, more glorious
than that of any living soldier of any
nation, he would be forgiven for re-
fusing to learn Buriat-Mongolian.
He laughed.

He could get no news from outside.
They fed him, clothed him, treated
hirh well enough. But they tortured
his soul from the very beginning.
They refused to give him news. What
had happened to the United States?
Had any of it survived? What of
Canada, of the Latin American coun-
tries? They simply shrugged, shook
their heads. He was not to know
anything, unless he took the oath of
allegiance.

His mind became a blur, save that
he still kept the date, August twelve,
Two thousand, in his mind, glowing
there like a bright flaming cross. He
nourished his determination to es-
cape.

That his prison was what had once
been the impregnable vaults of the
City Bank he eventually discovered.
It was impossible for one to blast
one’s way out, even if one knew how
to enlist the sexvices of confederates.
As far as he knew, he was the only
prisoner. He had been held incom-
municado from the beginning. He
had only his wits, his burning desire
to be free, entirely free, in time to
escape his destiny. Then he would
continue to fight against the Huns.

And if he were able to survive past
the fatal August twelve, Two thou-
sand, when would he die? There was
no way of telling, until he had passed
that point.

He set himself to planning, allow-
ing himself four years in which to
make his escape. It had taken the
Count of Monte Cristo twenty years
of incessant, furtive digging. Pier-
son couldn’t dig his way out of here,
nor could anyone be bribed. His
jailers were too fanatically faithful
to the Khan. All it took to lose a
man his life was a hint that he was
untrustworthy. Knowing this, Frank
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Pierson didn’t make the mistake of
trying to bribe anyone.

E had to use his wits, think his

way out. A year of it and he
knew that to be alone with one’s
thoughts was the most dreadful pun-
ishment to which a man could be con-
demned. He could think only of the
vast urge to escape and no possible
way to make it come true, the neces-
sity for escaping a date with August
twelve, Two thousand, which seemed
literally to be racing to meet him.

Once, in despair, he actually
hanged himself with his own shirt.
But his jailer found him in time, cut
him down. After that he had to battle
his personal despair, try to think
about the unknown world outside.

What was happening in the fields
of medicine, surgery, physics, chem-
istry, agriculture? He asked, and
they turned a deaf ear on him. Once
in awhile someone made the state-
ment he had come to dread.

“Swear allegiance and you will
know everything any of us know.”

. But he couldn’t do that, never
would. That was an obsession, too.
Finally they refused to let him know
the dates. That was a frightening
thing, especially since he couldn’t be
sure he had been told the truth in the
first place.

The urge to escape became stronger,
the longer opportunity was post-
poned. Days, weeks, months, sped on
the swiftest wings even the “Ace of
Aces” had ever ridden. What was
the date? 1997? 1998? 1999° How
could he be sure of anything, save
that his food was brought to him reg-
ularly every day, three times a day,
and that the food was of the best?

For a year he was fed by a new
deaf-mute jailer, his only connection
with a world he had utterly lost. For
ages he had heard intermittent muf-
fled explosions that had shaken his
prison and had been sure that the war
was still going on. But the explo-
sions were too regular. Buildings
were being erected, he decided. He
shut out the sounds, forgot the trem-
bling of the ground. Naturally, hav-
ing conquered New York, the Huns
would reconstruct it.
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The jailer, he noticed, began com-
ing to him on roller skates of a new
design, which seemed to move with-
out effort. But it was useless to ask
questions.

Frank Pierson lost all track of
time. For ages he had seen no news-
paper, heard no radio, exchanged no
words with a living person. Though
he had not known it, people didn’t
even remember his name, nor his pic-
tures which had once flashed across
the newspapers of the world. That
was why, when his chance finally
came, it was so simple. For years he
had been waiting for the jailer to
make a mistake, to come too close to
him.

It was absurdly simple. He reached
out of the cell, caught the man by
the neck, choked him. Quickly he
snatched the keys, let himself out,
dragged the jailer into his own cell,
exchanged clothes with him. Then
he bound and gagged the deaf-mute.
Pierson used the gag because he was
unwilling to take a chance. He was
trying too desperately to escape des-
tiny.

He reached the street furtively.
His mind was shocked almost into a
blur by the changes which had oc-
curred in the city he had known. He
could not have been more shocked had
he been catapulted into the future
and seen the changes of twenty years.
Memories were vague. The past a
blur, too. It wasn’t good to have an
obsession for so many years. He put
out his hand, touched a passerby, an
inoffensive-looking Chinese in a long
gown.

“Am I crazy,” he asked, “or is this
New York?”

The result of the simple question
was amazing, The answer came in
some Asiatic dialect. The man
whipped out a whistle, blasted a shrill
call. Other men, everywhere, began
to blow whistles. Frank Pierson,
fearing capture, began to run awk-
wardy, tiredly. He wasn’t accustomed
to running. He ran like a man in a
paralyzing nightmare.

ROM that moment on there was
something familiar about his race
through the Asiatic City of New
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York. The tall buildings, dwarfing
the Empire State Building, should
have reminded him of something!
The Times Building’s outer walls
were one vast electric newspaper, but
in Buriat. There was a date on it. It
didn’t register, though it, too, had
something vaguely familiar about it.

Ponderously he ran over the in-
evitable route, to escape capture or
return to his prison. As he went he
kept thinking:

“I shouldn’t be doing this! Some-
thing tells me not to. What? Why?”

Not until the yellow traffic officer
rushed toward him, as he slowed up
at Twenty-third Street and Seventh
Avenue, did realization begin coming
back to him. Then the date he had
seen on the face of the Times Build-
ing, August 12, 2000, fell into its
proper place, with its proper mean-
ing.

“This is the day I am to die!” Frank
Pierson almost shrieked in English.

But he couldn’t escape. His nerves
were frozen, his legs without volition.
He heard the officer order him to
speak Buriat, heard himself using the
familiar words, even as his brain
sought frantically for a way to escape
destiny. . . .

Right then, when Frank Pierson
should have taken the first two bul-
lets in the stomach, he remembered
that Mongol dates were different from
American dates. Whatever day this
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was, it couldn’t be August 12, 2000
A.D. If it were earlier, it was too
soon to die. If later, he had passed
the danger point.

Just as the cop would have pulled
the trigger to blast him with three
bullets, he side-stepped instead of
gliding and let the cop have a swift
left hook to the belly. The gun ex-
ploded. The bullet hit a yellow man
who had stopped to watch proceed-
ings. Before the copper fell on his
face, he fired the other two shots.

But he didn’t know he did it and he
didn’t kill Pierson. He killed a cou-
ple of other people, but Pierson had
escaped his destiny. He had sent such
a terrific uppercut to the man’s jaw,
after the left hook, that he almost
tore the yellow man’s head from his
shoulders. Even Frank Pierson knew
when a man’s neck had been broken.
Behind those two blows had gone two
decades of hatred.

Then, whirling to fight off anybody
who wanted to take up the fight,
Frank Pierson yelled in English at the
top of his lungs.

“What’s the matter with us, that we
let thousand-to-one odds keep us in
slavery? Why do we knuckle under
even when it comes to speaking our
own language? Isn’t there just one
more man who’s ready to take a chance
and slug a yellow master on the but-
ton?”

(Continued on page 124)
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No. 7=THE MOON LABORATORY

DOWN from the black vault of space, a
small space-ship cautiously sank upon
blazing keel rocket-tubes toward the bar-
ren airless surface of the Moon. It was a
ship that would look ludicrously clumsy
and obsolete now, but it was the last word
in design at that time.

It landed in Tycho crater, a vast circular
plain of rock glaring in the Sun, surrounded
by titanic, jagged peaks. From the ship
emerged a man and a woman in space-suits.
The man carried a square, transparent case
of metal.

“This looks like a good place,” the man
said eagerly. “The rock is soft, and it
woun’t be hard to excavate an artificial
cavern.”

His serious, studious face was alive with
keen interest and anticipation as he looked
around. But the face of his young wife
paled inside her helmet as her wide gray
eyes took in the savage, wild scene.

“It seems a terrible place to live, Roger,”
she murmured to him over the connecting
phone. “A terrible place for our child to
be born.”

A voice came from the square case car-
ried by the man, a metallic, alien voice.
“You will become accustomed to it,
Elaine,” it encouraged. “And we can work
here in complete concealment and safety.”

The Flight

The man was Roger Newton, the girl
was his young wife, and the voice from the
square case had come from Simon Wright,
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the Brain. It had been Newton, with his
scientific genius, who had on Earth not long
before removed Simon Wright’s living
brain from his aged, dying body and im-
planted it in that serum-case.

They three, fleeing from enemies who
coveted Newton’s scientific secrets, had
fled here to the uninhabited, airless satellite
of Earth to work in peace upon Newton’s
great ambition of creating artificial life.
They had brought with them in their ship
every tool, instrument and device that they
would need to make life possible here.

Among these tools were several powerful
atom-blasts. With these, Roger Newton
went to work on the soft Moon-rock of the
crater floor. The terrific energy of the
blasts ate away the rock like butter, and
within a comparatively short time, he had
hollowed out a great circular chamber
under the surface of the crater. His next
work was to fuse certain lunar minerals
into liquid glassite which he cast into a
great round window that he set in the ceil-
ing of the underground room.

He had left a small passage down into
the strange chamber. In this passage he
installed an efficient air-lock. Then he set
up in the chamber a powerful apparatus for
chemical conversion of lunar mineral ele-
ments into the elements of air and water.

Sub-Lunar Life

Until then, they had lived in the space-
ship. Now they moved into the sub-lunar
dwelling. Newton toiled to bring all the
equipment crammed in the ship down into
their new home. He excavated adjoining
caverns to serve as sleeping rooms, supply
rooms, and the like. The big main chamber
was to be their laboratory, and in it he
and the Brain arranged the complex scien-
tific equipment they had brought.

In this unique dwelling beneath the sur-
face of the Moon, the scientific genius of
Roger Newton and the Brain created Grag.
the robot, and Otho, the android. And
in this wild place was born to Roger New-
ton and his wife the infant son whose name
was one day to be blazoned across the
whole Solar System—Curtis Newton.

It was here in the Moon-laboratory, after
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the tragic death of his parents, that Curt
Newton spent his strange boyhood and
youth under the tutorship of this three
unhuman guardians. To him, the place was
home, and he knew and loved every corner
of it as he knew and loved the wild, sun-
scorched lunar wastes around it.

A Citadel of Science

When he had reached manhood and had
attained the full stature of his scientific
genius, Curt enlarged and improved the
Moon-laboratory. He made it into that
marvellous citadel of science that is now
so famous throughout the System, but
which few vigitors have ever entered.

Captain Future’s Moon-Laboratory is the
only dwelling of any kind upon the Moon,
and the Futuremen are the only inhabitants.
Few others in the whole System could or

would live on that wild, airless world, but
the four greatest planeteers of all time re-
gard it as a cherished home.

The Moon-Laboratory is built upon a
circular plan. The inner circle is the large
main laboratory originally excavated by
Curt’s father. Its great glassite ceiling
window gives a marvellous view of the
starry sky, and of the bulky green globe
of Earth that always hangs almost directly
overhead. When the lunar *“day” dawns,
an ingenious photoelectric cell comes into
action which turns on a device that makes
the big window glare-proof against the
unsoftened blaze of the Sun.

Tt is in this great main room that the
Futuremen are most often to be found at
home, for it is alike their workshop and
favorite lounging quarters. The work ta-
ble of Captain Future, upon which so many
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miraculous scientific achievements have
been accomplished, is directly beneath the
window.

Ranged around the walls of the room are
the bewildering masses of scientific equip-
ment — massive telescopes and spectro-
scopes that are connected photoelectrically
with lenses on the lunar surface, racks of
atomic tools, chemical, electrical and
other equipment.

In a coencentric circle around the main
laboratory are the separate chambers that
open off it. Starting at the entrance and
working clockwise around the circle, these
separate chambers are as follows:

First, the frozen storage room in which
perishable specimens are preserved, the
room being refrigerated by an efficient
atomic device. The next room is the com-
pact kitchen, used only by Curt and Otho
since neither Grag nor the Brain eat ordi-
nary food.

Fresh Oxygen

The room beyond this contains the air
generator that assures a ceaseless supply
of fresh oxygen derived by chemical con-
version of mineral oxides. It also contains
the atomic heater which automatically
warms the air when the lunar “night” has
come and the temperature inside the dwell-
ing begins to fall.

The next room is Captain Future’s own
sleeping room, an almost austere chamber
that contains only his bunk, clothing, and
a few treasured mementoes of his dead
parents.

The room beyond Curt’s is the private
laboratory of the Brain. It is sound-
proofed, and into it the Brain will often
retire for long periods in which he will
rest utterly motionless, brooding in strange
reverie. Here are Simon’s data on pet ex-
periments, and here too is kept the small
apparatus which emits stimulating vibra-
tions that are the Brain’s occasional “food.”

Next is the reference library, which con-
tains tens of thousands of scientific refer-
ence works in every planetary field, reduced
to microfilm.

There is next a large supply room, and
then the chamber that the Futuremen call
the “trophy room.” That is perhaps the
most interesting part of the whole Moon-

laboratory. In that room, Captain Future
keeps the most dangerous and most valu-
able objects and instruments that he has
acquired in the course of his crusading ad-
ventures on other worlds.

There are powers here, such as the
atavism-apparatus of the Space Emperor,
the “illusion-machine” of the famous Doc-
tor Zarro, and the legendary Water of Life
from Saturn, which are beyond all price.

This room of secrets is guarded by an'
invulnerable metal door that is always se-
curely locked.
~ Beyond the trophy room is Otho’s cham-
ber. Thén comes the underground passage
that leads to the underground hangar of
the Comet, the space-ship of the Future-
men. This hangar is so equlpped that
when the Comet begins to rise from its
floor, the doors overhead automatically
fold back to allow the ship to emerge.
When it re-enters the hangar, the doors
automatically close and at the same time
a fresh air-supply is automatically pumped
into the hangar.

The doors themselves are camouflaged
on l:helr upper surface to resemble lunar
rock.

Grag Never Sleeps

Beyond this passage is Grag’s room.
There is not much real reason for Grag to
have a sleeping-room, since he never sleeps.
But the fact that Otho had a room made
him jealous, and he demanded one also.
The two pets, Oog and Eek, usually are to
be found sleeping there.

There is, next to this, a special sealed
laboratory in which any condltxon of gravi-
tation, atmosphere pressure and atmos-
phere content can be reproduced. This en-
ables Captain Future to test out an instru-
ment or experiment under the theoretical
conditions of any planet.

Beyond this is another large supply
room, and then the cyc-room which con-
tains a great battery of powerful cyclo-
trons and motor-generators capable of de-
livering almost unlimited power. And, fin-
ally, there is the stair leading up through
an air-lock to the lunar surface.

Such are the wonders of the Moon-la-
boratory, citadel of the Futuremen and
home of the greatest of planeteers.
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The Man Who Awoke

Concluding a Great Scientifiction Novel
By LAURENCE MANNING

Disappointed and Disillusioned, Norman Winters Decides
That the Future Is Not the Answer to His Quest?

WHAT HAS HAPPENED BEFORE

ORMAN WINTERS, a forty-six-year-old scien-
tist of the twentieth century, perfects a method
of suspended animation which permits him to

sleep for three thousand years in a lead-lined subter-
ranean tomb. Awakening in the future, he liberates
himself and finds the known environs of New York
gone, to be replaced by huge forests, dotted with com-
munities known as “Origs” which contain about one
thousand English-speaking inhabitants each.

Winters is conducted to the CHIEF FORESTER
who obligingly starts to explain things to Winters in
return for the promise of
Winters’ own story. The
people seem to be a hand-
some and lazy amalgama-
tion of all races, dating
their history and language
back just two thousand
years. Theirs is a simple,
slothful life with only two
hours of communal labor
per day each. The younger
folk strike Winters as being
uncommonly serious and he
wonders why. He learns
that each generation is a
group unto itself, children
having to go to school until
they reach the age of
twenty, at which time they
enter upon the rights and
privileges of their own age
group.

It seems that there is a
shortage of supplies and
materials in this world, and
there is friction between
the young and old groups.
Winters tells his incredible
story and is examined by
scientists wha grudgingly
admit he seems to be an
atavism. The youth group
invite Winters to attend
one of their secret meetings
and address them. Winters,
not yet fully aware of the
intrigue of this new and
strange world in which he
finds himself, accepts. The

is old enough to know the truth, has
so informed us.”

INTERS missed the sarcasm.
He was tired now and regret-
ting that he had consented to come.

There was a stir of astonishment
in the audience and a low, growling
laughter which
should have been
a warning. But
Winters, full of
fatigue, was think-
ing only of what
he should say to
these young peo-
ple. He cleared his
throat.

“I am not sure
that I have any-
thing to say that
would interest
you. Historians or
doctors would
make me a better
audience. Still, you
might wish to
know how the
changes of three
thousand years im-
press me. Your life

meeting room is low-raft- is an altogether
ered and about fifty feet Norman Winters = t .g t
square. Tt is filled with simpler existence

swarthy young men and women. There is a lull at
Winters’ arrival, and then one of the young leaders
steps forward on the speakers’ platform to speak. He
speaks. Now go on with the story:

“Comrades, this stranger is of an-
other generation than ours. He is
come especially to tell us of condi-
tions in the ancient days. He speaks
from personal experience of the Age
of Waste, comrades, from which
times he has survived in artificial
sleep. The Forester of our orig, who

i

than in my day. Men starved then
for lack of food and youth had no
assurance of even a bare living. He
had to fight for it.”

Here there were a few angry cheers,
much to Winters’ puzzlement.

“This comfortable assurance that
you will never lack food or clothing
is, to my mind, the most striking
change the years have brought.”

He paused a moment uncertainly



and one of the young leaders asked
him something about “if we were per-
haps trying to accomplish this as-
surance too quickly.”

“lI am not sure that I know what
you mean. Your Chief Forester men-
tioned something today of a question
of economics. I am not familiar with
the facts. However, I understand
you have a very poor opinion of my
own times, due to its possibly unwise
consumption of natural resources.
Even then we had men who warned
us against our course of action.

“We acted upon the belief that
when oil and coal were gone, mankind
would produce some new fuel to take
their place. I observe that in this
we were correct, for you now use
wood alcohol, an excellent substi-
tute.”

A young man leaped to his feet.
excitedly.

“For that reason, comrades,” he
said in a loud voice, “this stranger of
course believes his age was justified
in using up all the oil and fuel in the
world!”

There was a slow growling which
ended in a few full-throated cries and
an uneasy stirring in the audience.
Winters was growing dazed with his
need for rest and could not under-
stand what was going on here.

“What you say interests us very
much,” said another of the men on
the platform beside him. “Was it
very common to burn coal for its
mere heat?"

“Yes. It burned in every man’s
house, in my house as well.”

There was an ugly moving about
in the audience, as though the audi-
ence were being transformed into a
mob. The mob, like some slow, lum-
bering beast, was finally becoming
aroused by these continual pin-pricks
from the sharp tongues of its leaders.

“And did you also use a petroleum
for fuel?”

“Of course.
automobiles.”

“And was it usual to cut down trees
just for the sake of having the ground
clear of them?”

“Well, yess. On my own land I
planted trees, but I must say I had a
large stretch of open lawn as well.”

Winters felt faint and giddy. He
spoke quietly to the young man who

We all used it in our

had brought him. “I must lie down,
I'm afraid. I feel ill.”

“Just one more question will be all,”
was the hasty reply. “Do you think
we of the Youth Council should per-
mit our inheritance to be used up
even in part, for the sake of present
comfort?”

“If it is not done to excess, I can
see nothing wrong in principle—You
can always plant more trees—but I
must say good night—I am—"

CHAPTER V
Battle in the Future

He never finished
his sentence. A
fury of sound
arose from the
hall of the Coun-
cil. One of the
leaders shouted
for silence.

“You have heard,
comrades! You
observe what sort
of man has been
sent to address us. We of Youth have
a lesson to learn from the Age of
Waste, it appears. At least the Old-
sters think so! The crisis that has
arisen is a small matter, but if we
should once give in, when will the
wastage stop? What must they think
of our intelligence if they expect us
to believe this three-thousand-year-
sleep story?

“To send him here was sheer ef-
frontery and to send him here with
that piece of advice passes beyond
all bounds of toleration. Timberfall!
There can be only one answer.”

He turned to glare at poor, dazed
Winters, who was stupefied by the
effect of his long emaciation.

“We must make such an example
of this person as shall forever stamp
our principles deep in the minds of
the whole world !”

Shouting fiercely, several young
people rushed up on the platform
and seized Winters.

“He has confessed to breaking the
very basic laws of Economics!”
shouted the leader. “What is the
punishment?”

“Kill him!”

“Exilel”
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“Send him to the plains for life!”

“Kill him! Kill him!” one group
was chanting savagely.

“I hear the sentence of death pro-
posed by many of you,” cried the
leader. “It is true that to kill is to
waste a life, but what could be more
fitting for one who has wasted things
all his life?”

There were loud cries of furious
approval.

*“To your houses, every one of you!
We will confine this creature who
claims to be three thousand years old
in the cellar of this hall. In the
morning we will gather here again
and give these Oldsters our public
answer. And, comrades, a piece of
news for your ears alone. Comrade
Stronghold has heard that in the
morning the Oldsters will issue a
felling order on the immature pith-
tree!”

Now came such a scene of rage and
violence that the walls shook. Win-
ters was dragged away with dizzy
brain and failing feet and thrust upon
a couch in a stone-walled room be-
neath the hall. He fell instantly in
utter exhaustion and did not hear the
tramp of departing feet overhead.
His horror and fright had combined
with his fatigue to render him in-
capable of further emotion. He lay
unconscious, rather than asleep.

Above, in the small room off the
now empty hall, three young men
congratulated each other, their soft
brown eyes shining exultantly. They
chatted a few minutes in great joy
that they had protected the rights of
their generation, regardless of the
means which had been used to this
desirable end. They parted for the
night with the peculiar circling move-
ment of the hand that seemed to have
taken the place of the ancient hand-
shaking.

But while they talked, so swift does
treason run, a young man crouched
in the shadows back of the Forester’s
house and fumbled with the latch of a
small door on the forest side. As the
young men were bidding each other
good night, a voice was whispering
swiftly in ithe ear of the Chief For-
ester. The old man's rugged face and
bristling eyebrows betrayed in turn
astonishment, indignation, anger and
fierce determination.

Winters woke to watch a shaft of

13

The Chief Forester

dawnlight creeping across the stone
floor. His body was bruised from the
rough handling he had received and
his wasted muscles felt dull and dead-
ened. But his brain was clear once
again and he recalled the events of
the meeting.

What a fool he had been! How he
had been led on to his own undoing!

His eyes followed the shaft of light
up to a grating set in the stone wall
above his couch. He could see a little,
softly blue piece of sky there, with a
plump little cloud sailing in it, like
a duck in a pond. There came upon
him a wave of nostalgia. Oh, to see a
friendly face, or one homely thing,
even a torn piece of newspaper lying
on the cellar floor! But there was no
use in such wishes. Thirty centuries
lay between those things and himself.
They lay like an ocean between a
shipwrecked sailor and his homeland.

And then came other thoughts, his
natural fund of curiosity arising in
him once again. After all, this age
was a reaction against his own. There
had been two extremes. That was all
history would say of it. Truth lay in
neither, but in some middle, gentler
path. Mankind would find the road
in time—say another thousand years
or more.

But what difference did that make
to him now? In a few more hours
he would be dead. Presently the



young men would come for him and
he would be sacrificed for some fan-
cied wrong. In his weakened condi-
tion, the whole injustice struck him
as unutterably pathetic. Tears welled
into his eyes until they were brushed
away as the bitter, bracing humor of
the situation dawned upon his mind.

HILE he mused, he was star-

tled to notice a shadow pass
across the window grating. He
thought he heard low voices. Now
in an instant he was full of lively
fears. He would not be taken to his
death as tamely as this!

He turned over on the couch to get
upon his feet and felt a hard object
beneath him. He felt and brought
forth his revolver, which he fell at
once to examining. His ears and
senses were attuned to hints of dan-
ger, though nothing further came.

The weapon was an air-pistol, fir-
ing .22 caliber lead slugs. It was
deadly only at close ranges—thirty
feet or less, perhaps—and the extend-
ing lever compressed enough air for
ten shots. It was something, at all
events. Hastily he worked the lever,
loaded and pulled the trigger to hear
a satisfying ‘“smack” of the lead
against the stone wall.

Now his mind was working at full
speed. He brought the file from his
belt and turned to the grating above
his couch. If he could sever the bars,
he could manage to squeeze through
the window. To his amazement these
bars proved to be of wood. His heart
lifted in hope. The saw was out of
his belt and he was at work in an in-
stant.

By dint of much arm ache, he sev-
ered four of the bars in as many min-
utes. Day was now dawning apace
and a panic of haste seized him. He
brought the hand-ax into play and
with three blows smashed the re-
maining wood in the window. As he
did so, a shadow approached and a
face was thrust forward, blocking out
the light. Winters crouched below
with pistol pointed, finger on trigger.

“Here he is!” said the face in the
shadow.

Winters recognized the voice of the
Chief Forester and held his fire.

“Take my hand, stranger, and climb
up out of there. We have been look-
ing for you half an hour. Have no

fear, we will not permit you to come
to harm.”

But Winters was cautious.

“Who will protect me?” he whis-
pered.

“Hurry, stranger! You have fallen
afoul of our young hotheads in the
orig. I blame myself for not taking
greater thought. There are a hundred
Oldsters here with me. You will be
safe with us.,”

Winters permitted himself to be
helped through the window and up
into the full light of morning. He
was surrounded by men who gazed
at him with interest and respect.
Their attitude calmed his last sus-
picions.

“We must hurry,” said the For-
ester. “The younger men will resist
us, I am afraid. Let us reachmy own
house as soon as possible.”

The party started across the clear-
ing. Two young men appeared almost
at once in the doorway of a building
nearby. At sight of Winters in the
midst of the Oldsters, they turned
and raced off in separate directions,
shouting some indistinguishable cry
as they ran.

“We must go faster than this!”
panted the Forester.

A short, fat man with a red face
and reddish hair put his arm beneath
Winters” shoulders and half-carried
him along. His face was familiar.
Winters remembered the man he had
seen in the televisor the day before.
The squat man’s strength was enor-
mous and his energy indefatigable, a
tie that drew Winters to him in this
age of indolence.

“I am Stalvyn of History at the
next orig,” he boomed at Winters as
they hurried along. “You are so val-
uable to me that I hope you do not
mind if I take a personal interest in
your protection.”

They had a quarter of a mile to go
and had half-accomplished the dis-
tance when a mob of shouting youths
burst from behind a house just ahead
of them. There was a pause, as though
their natural disinclination to physi-
cal exertion might even yet prevent
the clash.

But their leaders were evidently
,urging them on and suddenly they
charged down amid a shower of stones
and waving clubs. In an instant the
shock was felt and a furious mélée
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commenced, a primitive, angry fight
without science or direction.

Two youths beat an elderly man
senseless with clubs and sprang in
unison upon the next victim. Some
mature, full-muscled bull of a man
ran beserk among striplings, crush-
ing them in his great arms, or flailing
fist-like hams at their onrushing faces.
As they fought, they kept moving
toward their objective. They had
gone almost another hundred yards
before the youths retreated. The su-
perior numbers of the older ones had
swung the balance.

Fifty men, however, were all that
remained around the Chief Forester.
The others had either deserted the
fight or been injured—perhaps killed,
thought Winters, looking back at a
score of still figures lying on the
ground.

The youths had retired only a hun-
dred feet and still kept pace with the
fugitives. Fresh bands of young men
were hurrying from every direction.
It would be a matter of minutes be-
fore the attack would recommence,
with the odds on the other side this
time.

ORMAN WINTERS and Stal-

vyn, his self-appointed body-
guard, had not taken part in the
struggle, for they had been in the
center of the rescue party.

Now they worked to the front of
the party, where the Forester strode
along determinedly. Winters showed
his pistol.

“With this thing I can kill them as
they run there. Shall I use it, sir?”

“Kill them, then,” the Forester
grunted. “They are coming now to
kill you.”

As he spoke, the mob of youths
rushed upon them in murderous fury.
The elder men closed together in a
compact mass. Winters shot care-
fully into the front rank of the at-
tackers, to see three of them topple
over and thereby lessen the shock of
the charge, for those who followed
tripped over the fallen.

Stalvyn and the Forester stepped
forward and around these immovable
figures the fight raged. Winters
crouched behind them, swiftly pulled
back his lever, loaded bullets and
pulled the trigger like an automaton
in a nightmare.

Cries of rage and pain mingled
with the thud of blows and the pant-
ing gasps of the fighters. It was a
savage scene, the more shocking be-
cause of the unfitness of these quiet
people for such violence.

Suddenly the attackers withdrew
sullenly, bearing their injured with
them.

Two dozen remaining Oldsters
looked dazedly around, free now to
proceed to shelter.

Fifty or more figures lay about on
the ground.

The Forester called out to the
watchers in the windows to come and
give first aid to friend and foe alike.
This work was commenced at once,
but with characteristic slowness. He
led his little band to the door of his
house and inside.

“Give the stranger some food and
drink, Stalvyn,” drawled a tall, thin
man with ungainly limbs, who proved
to be the biologist from an orig nearly
a thousand miles away. “If I know
our Youth, they would never have
wasted sustenance on a man who was
so soon to die.” He smiled a lazy,
sardonic smile as he placed in Win-
ters’ trembling hands a tumbler full
of brown liquid. “Drink it without
fear. It will both stimulate and nour-
ish.”

Winters was in a state of collapse
now.

Stalvyn had to help him drink
and then carry him over to a couch.
The biologist spent a few minutes
examining him.

“He must rest,” he announced.
“There will be no questions asked of
him today. I will prepare some med-
icine for him.”

VERYONE left the room. Win-
ters swallowed more drink and
dropped fathoms-deep in slumber. A
man was set to guard the door of his
room and the biologist tended him
day and night.
For a full week he was not per-
mitted to wake. He had vague im-
pressions as he slept of being rolled

over, bathed, fed, massaged and
watched.
These impressions that were as

dreams in an ordinary sleep. Under
such expert ministration the thin
cheeks filled out and the wasted
flesh became plump and smooth.
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CHAPTER VI
Onward!

When Winters
awoke, it was late
afternoon. His
blood pulsed
strongly through
his body and he
was wide -awake
the instant his eyes
opened. There on
a stool were set out
his clothes. He got
to his feet and
dressed. His belt still contained the
pistol and hatchet, as well as the
smaller tools.

Feeling like a new man, he strode
to the door and opened it, to be sur-
rounded presently in another room by
a swarthy group of a dozen of the
greatest scientists in the world. The
news of the man from the past had by
this time spread everywhere and there
had been time for travel from the most
distant points.

Now there followed a long period
of questions and examinations. Stal-
vyn and the historians plied him with
posers as to the life and habits of his
world. The biologists demanded the
secret of his sleeping potion and con-
trol of the period of suspended ani-
mation. He was put before the fluoro-
scope and his appendix photographed.
His measurements were taken and
plaster molds of his hand, foot and
head were cast for a permanent record.

Through it all, Winters had a feel-
ing of consummation. This was one
of the things he had planned when he
set off on his voyage into the future.
Here was sane intelligence taking ad-
vantage of his work and respecting
him for his exploit. But one thing
was lacking completely. He had no
sense of belonging to these people.
He had hoped to find gods in human
form living in Utopia. Instead he
had found men with everyday human
passions and weaknesses. True, they
had progressed since his day, but his
insatiable curiosity itched to learn
what the future might produce.

After an evening meal, which all
partook together, Winters went back
to his room with the Chief Forester,
the biologist and Stalvyn. The four
men sat talking lazily.
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“What do you plan to do now?”
drawled the biologist.

Winters sighed. “I don’t know ex-
actly.”

“I would ask you to settle down in
my orig here,” remarked the For-
ester, “but most of our young people
and many of the Oldsters who should
know better, hold you to blame for the
recent troubles. I am helpless before
them.”

“Hold me to blame!” exclaimed
Winters bitterly. “What did I have
to do with it?”

“Nothing, perhaps, but the princi-
ple of the rights of the new generation
is still unsettled. The Council of
Youth is obstinate and must be
brought to see the sensible side of the
matter. Their leaders pretend that
you in some way have been brought
here to persuade them to cut down
trees right and left at the whim of the
nearest Oldster. Where it will end,
I cannot say.”

Stalvyn laid a friendly hand on
Winters’ shoulder.

“Human nature is seldom reason-
able. Of course there is no logic in
their attitude. Forget it. We will
get you quietly into an airship and
you shall come away from here and
live with me. Together we will re-
view and rewrite the history of your
times as it has never been done.”

“Stop a moment!” Winters cried.
“Do you mean that I shall have to
escape secretly from this village?”

The others looked sheepish and the
Forester nodded his head.

“I am helpless in the matter,” the
old man admitted. “I could get per-
haps twenty or thirty men to do my
bidding. But you see, most of the
villagers will not concern themselves
with your fate. It is too much trou-
ble for them to bother about it at
all.”

“Are they afraid of the young-
sters?” demanded Winters.

“No, of course not. They greatly
outnumber the youths. They merely
are not willing to work beyond the
village limit of one hour and fifty
minutes a day. So they say, anyhow.
I'm afraid you will not find any men
to take your side, except the four
of us and a handful of my oldest
men. That's the way the world is
made, you know!”



He shrugged his shoulders fatal-

istically.

from this house,”
ologist.

“It is a simple matter to escape
suggested the bi-
“Why not tour quietly

around the globe and see our entire
world before you decide upon your
future plans?”

gentlemen.
* place for myself in this age.

Winters shook his head wearily.

“I thank you for your kindness,
I would never find a
I gave

up my own age for the sake of an idea
—a search for the secret of happiness.
I tried to find it here, but you do not
know it any more than we did three

thousand years ago.

Therefore I

shall say good-by and go on to some

future period.

In perhaps five thou-

sand years I shall awaken in a time
more to my liking.”

“Can your body support another

long period of emaciation?” drawled

the biologist.

“To judge from your

appearance, you have hardly aged at
all during your last sleep. But five
thousand years!”

“I feel as if I were a little older

than when I left my own times, as if it

were a year or two ago.

Thanks to

.your attention, I am again in excel-
lent health. Yes, I should be able to
survive the ordeal once again.”

a

headed Stalvyn. “But I have my duty

“I would give my right hand to take
place with you!” groaned the red-

to my own times.”

“Is your hiding place near here?”

asked the Forester.

where it is—not even you three.

INTERS hesitated, unwilling
to reply. He spoke up at last.
“Yes. But I prefer to tell no one
It

is well hidden and you cannot help
me.”

“I can,” put in the biologist. “I

studied your metabolism as you lay
unconscious all this week and I have

prepared a formula.

From it I shall

make a drink for you to take with

you.

When—or if—you wake from

your long sleep, you must swallow

it.

It will restore your vitality enor-

mously in a few hours.”

“Thank you,” said Winters. “That

might make all the difference between
success and failure.”

“How are you going to reach your
(Continued on page 128)
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VOE! I mean—Heave Ho!

W hat can I be thinking of?

Put down

that Xeno jug, you jugheads; this is a space sailors’ ditty, not a Bac-
chanalian chant. And I want to see some real rocket flaring this issue.
The old Sarge is growing weary of that namby-pamby stuff. I received a
flash “cosmi-que” which I'm passing on to you kiwis who may be spacing in

the general vicinity.

“Calling AMATEUR ASTRONOMERS! Join the IAS (International As-
tronomical Society). Get in touch with Abraham Oshinsky, 2855 W. 25th St.,

Brooklyn, N.Y.”

There you are, you star gazers. Follow
up the lead, if you’re interested. Mean-
while, seal the ports and cut in the relay
rocket switches. We’re taking off for a
space flight with Captain Future. And are
we going to paddle Author Edmond Ham-
ilton’s stern rockets this trip!

First, an announcement before we leave
Earth.

4TH WORLD SCIENCE FICTION
CONVENTIONI
By Walter J. Daugherty

Attention, Futuremen! Insure your future
now by planning to attend the 4TH WORLD
SCIENCE FICTION CONVENTION which will
be held in Los Angeles in 1942! Membership
is open to all. Already, before any announce-
ment has been made professionally, more
than fifty fans have joined and others are
coming in every day. Every L.A. fan is al-
ready active. 500 copies of Pacificonews are
going out: more later. Committees are in-
vestigating Convention date, facilities, en-
tertainment, advertising, etc. This is only a
beginning. We are so determined to make
this thing really BIG, that months of active
work lie still ahead of us.

At the present time we only wish to impress
upon every fan the importance of joining
early. All readers who plan to attend or even
support the ’'42 Convention, should send $1
at once to the Convention Secretary, Paul
Freehafer, 349 S. Rampart, L.os Angeles. This
entitles you to a beautiful membership card,
special stickers, bi-weekly news mag, and
other benefits yet to come. ALSO: ench mem-
ber is going to be Informed, personally, from
time to time and in a most unique manner, of
the further progress of the Convention plans!

Watch further issues of CAPTAIN FUTURE
for more details.

Meanwhile, for a free sample copy of Pa-
cificonews, stating further facts, drop a penny

ostcard to Convention Director Walter J.

augherty, 6224 Leland Way, Hollywood, Cal.

Looks as though they really mean to
have some high doings in California in

1942,

You space-dizzy pee-lots arrange your
plans and schedules accordingly. Now acti-
vate the rockets and climb into the acceler-
ation hammocks while the old Sarge takes
over the astrogation seat in the control-

room.

° What? Here’s a sharp dig at the old
space dog himself, the very first communi-
cation on the ethergram spike.
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THE BONE-HEADED SERGEANT
By Wynne Clack

‘Wel), did you pull a boner! Infact, it really
is a boner. Look on page 125 of the Fall,
1941, issue and compare a letter by S.B., jr.,
with a letter on page 124 of the Summer,
1941, issue by the same writer. By the way,
I hope you follow his suggestion and reprint
the story, for it is an excellent one.

Now I think Ed. Hamilton pulled a boner.
In the description of the Comet Ether Drift
indicators are mentioned. In the November,
1939, STARTLING STORIES, “Thrills in Sci-
gnce" states that there is no ether drift or

rag.

Anyway, you have a very good magazine,
and please keep up the Science Fiction Clase-
ics—209 W. Downie St., Alma, Mich.

So, Pee-lot Clack, Hamilton and the
Sarge are both boners, eh? A pair of dice,
I suppose. Did you ever stop to think that
a lot of literary license is granted an au-
thor? If we see fit to drag you space
rats through the ether why can’t you drift
with us without getting space-warped? A
fine business! You ought to be a barber
among the Neptunian Glu-glubs—splitting
hairs in this reckless fashion. Hamilton
and I will stop off at the next space port
and rattle our ivory domes for the dl:inks.

But I’ve got other trouble for Hamilton,
Comes now a meteoric barrage from a keen-
eyed kiwi out Oregon way.

JUMBLED MOONS
By Byron Kelham

Dear Sarge:

I enjoyed “The Lost World of Time” very
much, but noticed three mistakes that need
correction. (1) How did Captain Future learn
the name of a planet that busted up a hun-
dred million years ago? (2) The story says
that Jupiter had eleven moons instead of ten.
Jupiter still has eleven moons. (3) It also
says that Saturn had twelve moons, two of
which were destroyed to malte rings. Well,
Saturn has only nine moons. What happened
to number ten?

1 got these facts about moons from Scien-
tifacts _in e ecember, 1940, issue of
THRILLING WONDER STORIES. Look it up
for yourself. Goom-by—3725 S.E. Clinton,
Pertland, Oregon. .

Well, of all the saline freshness of a
junior astrogator—telling the old Sarge
to look up data on the planet which gave

him his name! What’s a few moons be-



tween friends? That’s ‘what comes of
counting your moons before they are
hatched. As for that tenth moon of. Sat-
urn, that was disintegrated to make the
rings for Captain Future’s proton pistol
which you see in technicolor on the cover.

So you go play Ring-around-the-rosie while |

set Hamilton to work re-counting his
moons. And maybe jump up an editor
for mooning around when he should have
been editing.

Anyway, somebody loves me. Look!

COUNSEL FOR THE DEFENSE
By’ Edward Murphy

Dear Sarge:

For many months I have been a silent by-
stander while many complainers have kicked
you from one end of the Solar System to the
other. These people are worse than the tinkle
spores of Mars. They should be systemat-
ically captured and marooned on some out-
of-the-way asteroid and be forgotten.

If the CAPTAIN FUTURE magazine ian’t
the best one out for fifteen cents, I'll place
myself a.t the end of a proton gun and pull
the trig

Your orlds of Tomorrow are so good I
feel as if space travel were an accomplished
thing. Your HALL OF ¥ ME stories and
your shorts make it comparable to higher
priced magagines. But pu—lease don’t add any
more Futuremen.—Gen. Del., usta, Me.

A twenty-one rocket- blast sa ute for you,
Edward. You make the old Sarge feel less
space-sick. But we wouldn’t really feel
comfortable unless we had a pack of Plu-
tonian hounds nipping at our heels, now,
would we? Let ’em yap. Some fine day
we’ll dunk ’em in the Red Spot of Jupiter
and pull their eye-teeth so they can’t see
what they’re saying. ;

Here’s a pee-lot who sort of agrees with
your general opinion.

ANOTHER SCIENCE SOCIETY
By Thomas Brackett

Hi-ya, Old Space Dog: No, you ain't never
heard from me before now. Just to say that
CAPTAIN FUTURE is okay. and are subscrip-
tions being taken yet! “The Lost World of
Time’ looks okay. CAPTAIN FUTURE has
been on the improve since the firat issue.

I would join the Futuremen, but never will
I multilate a cover of CF. I am a collector
and fervently ‘wish you would change that
club rule. How about it, huh?

Hamilton consistently satisfles. Cover is
punk—worst since the first one. Best was
Bergey’s for Summer, 1940. Future has
enough aides. The two pets are interesting,
but are superfiuous

ANNOUNCEMENT: With the help of A. E.
Maxwell, 700 E. North St., Opelousa, La., and
myself the Louisfana Science and Fantasy
Fiction Society is trying to found itself. Any
Louisiana readers please correspond with
Maxwell or me with the club in view. Cor-
respondence welcome, anyway

All in all, CAPTAIN FUTURE is an okay
mag, but it should at least be bi- monthly.

Yours till Otho beats Grag at Dimensional
Billiards—P. O. Box 214, Winnsboro, La.

And how do you like that salutation?
A bit disrespectful to his superior officer—
“Hi-ya, old space dog”. I see the old Sarge
has got to grab the spatial equivalent of a
belaying pin and pin the ears back on some
of you kiwis. And if you dislike the
covers so much, what’s your objection to
tearing off the heading and sending it in?
Pickout the worst—in your opinion—cover
and thus get rid of the offending thing.

[Turn page]
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But who knows, perhaps we can prevail

on the editor to change this harsh rule I

know that secretly you really like ’em.
Let’s blast on.

FIRST CRITICISM
By Ted Steffen

This is the first time X have ever criticized
your Mag, so I'll do it right.

1 think Hamilton should put a little mere
romance in his stories, to brighten them up.
In the fall issue, which I have just finished,
Joan Randal’s name i8 only mentiohed once.
I waa algso wondering what C. F.a colored
smoke-ring gun would do if it ram out of
tobacco?

¥Why don't you put an interesting cover on
your mag, like & sgace flight or battie?

Otherwise, I thin You have ene of the best
mxgs on the mark

Iam joining yourS F. Club, so You can ex-
pect to hesar from me quite oftenv—aoo‘é Elec-
tric Ave., Seal Beach, Calif. .

See here, young fellow, those rings are
not smoke. They are atomic vibrations
of varying power — from disintegration
down to temporary paralysis, and they are
delivered in sealed circles tmted with neon
so the reader can see vyl:at s going on. They
may look like a quoit game to you, but
don’t ever take one in the solar plexus, or
you will be viewing etergity in technicolor.

Here comes some mild fireworks from
Louisiana.

EMPTY BLASTS
By Alfred E. Maxwell

It seems like you're ganging up on one man
in CNDER OBSERVATION. Stanley Kovan
has the right idea, for I think that Captain
Future should not be so super-super. The
suspDense eiement is lacking in literature
where you know that the hero is perfectly
safe, no matter whers he is or who he is
fighting.

Edmond Hamilton IR dotng remarkable
work, I must edrit, taklng into consideration
the fact that he must turn out an extral long
feature novel for CF every issue. He has made
every yarn readabie and most of them good.
Thisa is very commendahle, for he has not
slewed in his work for any of the other mags.

But you must admit that two years from
new, stfans won’'t look back on the adven-
tures of Caplain Future in the same imulner
we leok Back naw at A MARTIAN QDYS
01011‘5!{;.1;51l OF ZERO, er 'I'HE CRUCIBLE OF

It really boile down to this. Cap Future's
adventures are fine escape Jiterature, but
they aren’t “deep.” Wait & minute. I don't
mean “deep” in the sense you think. I mean
that most of the yarns are nought but sur-
face action, leaving too little for the reader
to gather without direct help from the author.

THE MAGICIAN OF MARS good—a
typical Ck. MEMOS ON MER(‘I!RY had
Binder'a novelistic touch. Very mood. I did
not expect much of MARTIAN MD‘\U but it
turned out to be & very, very cntertaining
short. The first Stoddard I remember read-
ing. Let’s hope he keops them coming =il
this good.

The illustrations were Wessolc. (Meaning:;

00D.) Paul's drawings for THE MAN WHO
AWOKE which 1 will not read until I have
all the parts, were trés bon.

In closing. allow me to say that if Sarg
saturn_would keep his talk omn the subject
being discussed and not let 8o much heated
atmosphere escape, the column would be ten
times hetter.—700 Bust Nurtb Btreet, Opeleu-
s8ag, Louxsnana

So the old Sarge spouts hot air, and
Captain Future shoots smoke rmgs. Re-

fuel your rockets, Al; you've got a mixture



of both, and that won’t accelerate you
more than one gravity. What in the name
of the Shadow Spawn of Deimos do you
think would couple up together these
heterogeneous ethergrams from you kiwis
if the old Sarge didn’t sight along the as-
trogation chart and blow the fog from the
binnacle?

Tune in on Pee-lot Boggs and get his
cosmic-que before you bog down.

NAME OF A NAME
By D. W. Boggs

“The Lost World of Time” was an_inter-
esting adventure yarn starring the Future-
men, and leaned toward the super-epic more
than any of the CAPTAIN FUTURE novels so
far. Although the time-travel method was
unusual, its best recommendation is that it
brought up important background material
and expounded some exciting theories con-
cerning the origin of Solar civilization. ¥
liked Hamilton’s explanation for the findin
of intelligent beings on every planet. Also,
think his theory is logical that men inhabit-
ed Earth way back in the Mesozoic Age, long
before anthropologists have believed.

Of course, Pithecanthropus and Neander-
thal are dismissed with the remark that they
“had no connection with human stock, but
were lower orders.” Just how did they
evolve and why? Maybe Darwin wasn't_en-
tirely wrong, at that. All in all, “The Lost
World of Time” was an imaginative bit of
work in conception, but the adventure-thread
interwoven among the theories was pure
hokum.

Things I liked about the novel: The descrip-
tion of the Mystery Asteroid 221; Hamiiton’'s
conception of future baseball (rocket- ball);
the comparison of the time dimension with a

river, and the time-thruster with a pump;
the title of Chapter XVI—“Castaways Before
Creation”; Otho’s amusing crack, “In the

name of my paternal test-tube!”

1 supé)ose some scientific fans would rate
the reading of CAPTAIN FUTURE as a vice.
Perhaps it is, but like most vices, it is habit-
forming and enjoyable. I don't believe your
novels are true science fiction; the reading of
them is something like visiting the Land of
Oz, compared with the real, coldly logical
stf story. True, stf is outgrowing Solar Sya-
tem saving, but heck, that theme is still
thrilling

CAPTAIN FUTURE i8 one place where you
can still get é)lal unadulterated space-ad-
venturing—an for one, am glad you can.
1 get a kick out of Hamilton’s whoppers.
Don't take 'em too seriously, and read 'em as
athrilling complement to the stories in T.

S. and STARTLING STORIES.

Short stories: ‘Long, Long Ago.” Frank
Belknap Long redeems himself after a scries
of terrible tales. Swell human interest yarn,
although the title seemed a bit egotistical
coming from a guy named LONG!

“Undersea Snatch.” Typical of the fine stuff
Morrison has reeled off since that very odo-
riferous thing called “Plastic Pigskin Daze.”
Apparently, he is a new author. I welcome
him as one of my favorites.

“The Man Who Awoke.” Why the meager
slice each {issue? Please go back to the
smaller print you used formerly to publish
these reprints. It wasn’t too hard to read—
and you could crowd in a bigger instalment,
too.

Departments: Venus didn’'t get much of a
build-up in "“Worlds of Tomorrow.” That
stuff about the First Solar Civilization took
up all the room and it was unnecessary, be-
cause all that was taken care of in'the novel
In “The Futuremen,” the Comet is featuregd,
with s diagram that is not much like Wesso’s
pix_of it, With those guns, telescopes and
rocket-tubes sticking out haphazardly on all

sides, hew can the ship be so efficiently
streamlined? It looks ]lke a prickly cucum-
ber!

How about next featuring James Carthew,
President of the System, and Halk Anders,
Commander of the Planet Police?

[Turz page]

121

TIGHTENS

FALSE TEETH

or No Cost!

In & Jlll'r mr‘uvﬂ
o Sid fastioned

LINER waT OR
PASTE! Il' m nt.ll.agq. eren ul'l- 4 months, N!lll’l partly used
tube for fuil refumn

4. Clemants of lrnﬂ\n.;vihl( "I- P! m-
‘Mow | ean eat Stoaks
fl Reline your plate with CIOI"I\
aturnl pink cular. Olﬂ-ul‘ a
¥ . . eoouEh
yoar. We lﬂl“ﬂl FREE » tube

MiT1® 3ivid

H

CROWN PLASTICS CO., n'-p&. 212
4358 W. Philadelphia Ave., Detroit, h

NEWEST STYLES
$)95| V. connanres |16 DAYS'

‘* | SATISFACTION TR'AI.
| COMPLETE | o MONEY-BACK

Cntnloz -nd
FREE Informatia
WIITETODAY!

u. S.

BROKEN GLASSES
—REPAIRED—

EYE-GLASSES CO., Dept. C-82
1557 MILWAUKEE AVENUE, CHICAGO, ILL.

ROLLS DEVELOPED

25¢ Coin. Two 6x7 Double Weight Professional
Enlargements, 8 Gloss Deckle Edge Prints.
CLUB PHOTO SERVICE, Dept. 15, LaCrosse, Wis.

SINUS HEAD COLDS

CATARRH

mmmnmwumumcnm

To as sniffling,
aneezing, hawkmg, stuflod-ap faalmg. wutery eyes,
Toaring earsand , FLUSHth

passage with ASIE’?E"B Based on a physician's
succesaful preseription. SINASIPTEC washes out
thick, crusty , old mucous 8s it soothes and re-
dmawullm.uﬂmlad your

?nd Today for An Amazing 25¢ Test
mnﬂﬁcﬂwmmw for now special ecom=

otoughtrisl
to American Drug Corp., Dept. ALY, 5060 Muple, 5t. Louls, Mo,



MOTORISTS Wanizd /
AS SAVING TEST

permit us to send

1 st our risk
b autoowners

tall it on your
“lrt-dnll off

acu-matic, a device w!

T I
hnwm
power

T AekTe
wul'ludn mﬁ

E—%ﬁﬁ T e

ANY I_;l'u)'l'(li ENLARGED

h'Lﬂl bor full length of =

:‘hﬂ‘ 1 "“'“':':3415::1.0: A

SEND NO HOHEY..,.,,...,..Lmu ]

and withio & week you will feoeive your
ar £ '.'t‘m'..i“' e o s
ing B, yoar wnated
STANDARD ART ﬂ!lﬂ& 1138, Jeflerson 8L, Oopl 401-W, Chicage

SONG & POEM WRITERS

Rave .mm-m.wcrnwmrm
morudnnmo- yur erigins!

Mn
CINEMA 80NG COHPANY. P.0. Bax2620, Dest. B-9, Hollywsod,Cal

SECRET SERVICE Bog oK
232

Freo
gend $1;
Write me for your treat-
ment today.

W. K. STERLIN!. 830 Ohio Ave., Sldney. Ohio
FREE SAMPLES OF REMARK.

I would Hke to know where Grag, Otho, and
—aegpecially—Oung and Eck got thelr names.
“@rag” and “Otho” seemn rather extruordinagsy
naipes to he bestowed by an Earthman (Curt's
paw) even under ihe influence of Xeno brew.
Of course, there weére several kings named
Otho. There were four emperors of Germany
between 936 and 1240 named Otho. But I
don’t know of any kings named Grag. I hope
thia doesn’t add to the Qquarrels bet ween the
rohot and the android —22!$S Benjamin Street
N._E. Minneapolis, Minnesots.

With all the grief I've got, Pee-lot Boggs
starts bedeviling me about names. How
in the name of all the space wrechs of the
System do I know where people and things
get names? And the old Sarge could blast
off here on a long discourse anent the origin
of names—all of which might be highly en-
tertaining, enlightening and instructive, but
irrelevant. And some fresh kiwi would
accuse me of ejecting blasts of hot air
u_:stead of paying attention to my astroga-
tion.

Look at your own name, kiwi. Is Grag
any queerer than Boggs? Don’t answer
that one. Tell me, instead, how qid arti-
ficial freaks, manufactured for sideshow
curiosities, acquire the name, Jenny Hali-
vers? And who the dickens called that
liquid T.N.T. Xeno? Don’t ask me. I didn’t
name it; I just drink it. Some day I'm
going to ask Captain Future to analyze it.
Will that be a Herculean wash-out of the
Augean stables! Anyway, it'll give Curt
a laboratory work-out.

Look out! Here comes a flash from the
scene of the Martian Invasion — New
Jersey.

FALL ERRORS
By Louis Grus

Turn on Your repello-screens or Fou’ll be
obliterated by the rebounding of the errors
in_the Fall issue of Captais Future

What doeg the cover of this issue have to
do with the story? Ts it a preview of next
issue’s story?

Brad Melton, Captain Future and Otho could
und erstand Darinur when they atep in the
path of the boam bhut when )‘Puturempn
went back in time and lauied on Earth they
could not understand Ahla or her people un-
til they learned the language, which is prac-
tically the same as Dariatrs language. How
come?

If the whole System sped back so rapidly
that eniy a Zreat blur and streaks of light
could be scen, as atated in Chapter III when
the time machine was turned on, how could
the birth nf the Sniar System be witnemsed
uy etated in Chupler XVI¥I? The Futuremen
could see everything In cdetail, but how could
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this be if there was only a great blur?

Nevertheless, the whole issue was great.
“Long, Long Ago” was great. How about an-
other time story by Hamilton?—40 Ella St.,
Bloomfield, N. J.

Tell you what, Pee-lot Grus, (and no
cracks about names, either, Kiwi Boggs) if
Ed Hamilton didn’t explain all those
points satisfactorily upon a re-reading, I'll
have Grag write out a special treatise on
the subject the next time he goes through
a cosmic vibration barrage such as he sus-
tains in this very issue. How’s that?

Whoa! Cut acceleration! Look. An-
other junior pee-lot takes up arms for the
old Sarge.

A SARGE SOCIETY?
By James G. Kavanaugh

After reading the letters in the Fall 194}
issue of Captain Future I thought that 1
should write you a letter of appreciation.
I think that your smart and snappy (if I
didn’t know how tough you like to appear,
I would say cute) style of comments is tops.
The only guys that don’t like it are the saps
that can’t do it themselves. Sour grapes at
your superior accomplishment, you know.
Always remember that you have one fan at
least and don’t let the yapping of the im-
beciles get you down.

Reader pest number one is the guy that
suggests that Captain Future should appear
more often. That is pure tripe and nonsense,
for hesides completely overlooking the great
accomplishment that Hamilton has made in
writing four great novels a year about the
same character, they expect him to increase
the output without lowering the quality of
the stories and the quantity of his other
work. Despite my high regard for Captain
Future, too much of a good thing can be
sickening, as I found out after an encounter
with green apples once.

There ought to be some lively spirit to the
column besides your comments.

Reader note: I am no relation of the Sarge,
and I don’t owe him money. I really mean the
things I say. He is the whole show in this
mag. dept. and it is time somebody besides
me realized it. It is only out of consideration
for the old guy's sanity that I don’t start
another society for him.

But what do you say, guys? Don’t you have
anything ¥%ou want to argue about?—356
Wood Ave, SW. Roanoke, Virginia.

Never mind the bouquets, you space rats;
just see that you learn the astrogation
charts, the eternal structure of atomic en-
gines, and the mathematical formulae of
three-dimensional space-rocketing. Just
name an old space tug for me; there are
too many societies now.

[Turn pagel
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But I think Pluto is showing on the
visi-screen. Before we prepare to land
and go on a binge in one of its famous
spaceports, I can’t resist giving you this
final ethergram which sort of picks up the
pieces of Hamilton and the old Sarge and
puts them back together.

FINAL BOMBSHELL
By J. W. Lewis

Y’know I don't know why I do this, do you?
I sit here and write a letter to someone I
never saw before, spend 3c of my hard-earned
ducats to mail it with, and know that three
hours after it reaches you it is resting from
its long journey in that bottomless pit you
call a wastehasket.

But there’s a couple of your readers I'd
like to apart to se¢ what makes ’em tick.
Specifically they are: Stanley Kovan and Den-
ton Smith—and I'll1 bet both of ‘em live on a
diet of vinegar and garlic. At any rate they
both wanta hog the mag, and neither seems
to think much of what the majority wants.
But that's enough for them: anyone as unrea-
sonable as they are don’t deserve my time or
anyone else's. N

Yep. and there’s another thing. 'The next
time one of those guys, who read a mag so
that they can write in and curse an editor
about a story he didn't write, want a scien-
tific explanation for some of Your “fantastic
machines,” teill 'em that if Hamilton could do
that, he'd be an inventor, not an author.

So, ¥’see, I could easily toss this into the
wastebasket at my elbow—you'd never know

yt{] about 1t—but I'd rather toss it like a

omb into somebody’s lap. So watch out, here
it comes.—Newcastle, Me.

And that's that for this issue. Break out
your space suits and grab your oxygen
masks. There’s a litle red-headed waitress
at the Spacemen’s Café that I want you to

meet.
SERGEANT SATURN,
The Old Space Dog.

THE MAN WHO FOUGHT
DESTINY

(Continued from page 107)

“Maybe I'm a sucker!” yelled seme-
body else, in English that didn’t come
easily, proof that he hadn’t used it
often. “I think I'll play along. I
haven’t seen a white man slug a Mon-
gol in ten years. Maybe, if one man
starts it, there’ll be other suckers—
like me, for instance!”

There were others, it seemed. Eng-
lish became popular around there for
a few minutes. A Donnybrook Fair
developed, as white men and yellow
fought it out over the body of the
dead cop, such as New York hadn’t
seen since the Subjugation.

W'HEN Frank Pierson was really
enjoying himself, another Eng-
lish-speaking man got close to him.

“Maybe you’re the fellow we’ve
been waiting for, the one with cour-
age to make a start. If you are, let’s
fight our way down to Christopher
Street, where there’s an entrance to
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the old subway tunnels. A bunch of
us can get together and plan a real
rebellion.” ; -

“Right!” yelled Pierson, slugging

two yellow men to sleep with a neat
left and a nifty right, and glaring at 8
two more who gave back and were

sy IM OUTH INFECTIONS
“Mongol or American?” Bad evouzh in themselves bui some

“Both!” of thom way lead to atber Intections,

“August twelfth, two thousand

AD.”
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don’t hurt you,” said the other. “By
the way, my American name is Mich-

ael O’Halloran.” MAKE THIS MAN

“Mine’s Frank Pierson.” '
The other man paused, his brow
creased with thought. -

“The ace of aces?” he asked slowly. Prove toYourself You Can
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captured and tortured to death, but
not a word passed their lips. After
five years, New York was freed of
Mongols, who were beginning to take
to the hills all over the erstwhile
United States.

His followers tried to figure out
what sort of title to give him, and
decided that Liberator would be about
the best.

“Fuehrer is out, and Khan,” he said.
“The world will be better never to
hear of their like again. Liberator
isn’t any better. It’s often another
name for tyrant. Call me anything
else you like. Freeman Pierson will
do. Let the name ‘Freeman’ be used
in place of Mister for everybody.
That’s one title that will always mean
something.”

So “Freeman” Pierson settled down
to enjoy being free, as though he
fully expected to live forever. He
wouldn’t, but if he lived to see the
last Mongol kicked back across the
ocean, he would be satisfied—even if
he died the following day.

THE END OF HIS SERVICE
 (Continued from page 95)

“George Lawton!” young Dyne
gasped. “We’re too late.”

The tragic mystery was revealed
now. Georg-L had been George Law-
ton, a young Earth scientist who
had worked on Mars, in Ferrok Shahn.
He had tried to do a service to the
Martian. Government against the revo-
lutionists and had been betrayed by
Set Mok. Lawton was arrested, tried
and condemned as a traitor on false
evidence, but he had no way of prov-
ing it. Set Mok was too influential
a member of the Martian Government
even to be accused. Lawton was to
die in the Martian torture house.

“But he managed to escape,” young
Dyne said. “He contacted my father’s
agent in Ferrok Shahn, who fortu-
nately believed his story.”

“And this—this robot?” Kennedy
stammered.

Lawton himself had built it in
secret. A pseudo-robot, with all a
robot’s mechanical workings and giant
machine strength, he had designed it
to be controlled by a human occupant.
He had intended to turn the invention
over to the Martian and Earth



governments. The ingenious mech-
anism could be used by government
espionage agents to enter an enemy
army posing as a mechanical soldier,
or as an important household domestic
servant.

“My father arranged it with Profes-
sor Kent,” Robert Dyne said. “Law-
ton escaped from Mars in this machine
and came here to spy on Set Mok.”

“Evidently he did it well,” Kennedy
muttered. “Killed that miserable Mar-
tian and all his servants. I’ll bet he
had evidence that Set Mok was help-
ing those Black Rebels.”

“But why didn’t he reveal himself?”
Dyne exclaimed. “Was he still afraid
he'd go back to the Martian torture
house? Surely he must have had evi-
dence against Set Mok that would jus-
tify those killings.”

OW could they have known that
Georg-L — the human George | amsrcsn
Lawton—had realized that he had no
evidence, save that which involved
Dorothy Kent? She had voluntarily
gone to Set Mok’s apartment, alone

and at night, but she had only her own | &

word that she had gone there inno-
cently. Georg-L had promised her
that no one would ever know.

Silently the four men stared down
at the oil-grimed, broken robot, at
the ghastly face of George Lawton.
The swollen, protruding tongue was
black now. The staring eyes were
glazed. But on the mute, bluish lips
and in the dead eyes there seemed the
suggestion of a gentle smile, as though
into death he had carried with him
the knowledge that he had done his
best.

He had the end of his service—to
humanity and the woman he loved.
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THE MAN WHO AWOKE

(Continued from page 117)
hiding place? Suppose some youth
sees you and follows, remembering
old grudges as only youth can.”

“I must leave here secretly just be-
fore dawn,” said Winters thought-
fully. “I know in a general way where
to go. By daylight I shall be close
by and shall have hidden myself for-
ever, long before anyone in the vil-
lage is awake.”

“Well, let us hope so. When will
you start?”

“Tomorrow morning.”

They parted for the night with
many a last word of caution and ad-
vice. Winters lay down to sleep.

It seemed only a few seconds be-
fore the Forester stood over him,
shaking him awake. Winters arose
and made sure of such things as he
was to take with him. Stalvyn and the
biologist were on hand in the dark-
ness, for they did not dare show a
light. Winters took a light breakfast
and said his good-byes. The three
friends watched his form appear shad-
owy against the trees and vanish.

Winters walked with great care
along the hard-surfaced roadway for
almost an hour. He was sure he had
made no slightest sound. Feeling he
must be almost at the right spot, he
left the road for the woods, where he
waited impatiently for the graying
east to brighten.

He spent half an hour in the
shrubbery beside the road before he
could see clearly enough to proceed.
Just before he turned away, he
glanced from his leafy hidirig place
back along the stretch of highway.
In the distance, to his horror, were
two figures hurrying toward him!

With panting fear he slipped back
into the woods and scurried over the
ground, looking for his one particu-
lar tree-trunk out of all those thou-
sands. The seconds seemed like
hours and his ears were strained back
for some sign of his pursuers. Sweat-
ing, panting, heart pounding, he ran
back and forth in an agony of direc-
tionless movement.

Then he became frantic and hurried
faster and faster, until his foot caught
over some piece of stone and sent him
sprawling. He rose to his knees and
stopped there, frozen, for he héard
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voices. They were still distant, but
he dared not rise.

His eyes fell upon the stone over
which he had stumbled. It was flat
and thick and rather square in out-
line. Some marks appeared on the
top, badly worn by weather. He
brushed aside a few dead leaves list-
lessly. Before his startled eyes leaped
the weathered inscription.

Carstairs, a gardener lies here.
Faithful servant to the end,

He was buried at this spot
Upon his own reguest.

Buried here at his own request—
poor old Carstairs! If this grave
were directly above his underground
chamber, then there, only fifty feet
to the south, must lie the entrance.

He crawled with desperate hope
over the soft ground. There, sure
enough, was a familiar tree and a leaf-
filled depression at its base. The
voices were approaching now. He
slithered desperately into the hole,
pushing the drifted leaves before him
with his feet. Then he gathered a
great armful of leaves scraped from
each side and sank out of sight, hold-
ing his screen in place with one hand.
With the other hand he reached for
some pieces of cut roots in order to
weave a support for the leaves.

He was half-done when his heart
stood still at the sound of voices close
by. He could not make out the words
and waited breathlessly. Then he
heard the voices again, receding.

HE winter came and the frogs

found their sleeping places be-
neath the mud of the little pond that
lay where once had been the lake. And
with the next spring, the great tree
had begun spreading a new mat of
roots to choke forever the entrance
to that lead-lined chamber where, in
utter blackness, a still figure lay on a
couch.

The sleeper’s last hazy thoughts
had taken him back in his dreams to
his own youth. The wax-white face
wore a faint smile, as if he had at last
found the secret of human happiness.
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WITH U.S. DEFENSE ™,

* * * * * * x * *

Toory, the trained man in industry
marches shoulder-to-shoulder with Amer-
ica’s armed forces in defense of his coun-
try! The man who wilfully neglects hie
training is a slecker—for Uncle Sam ex-
pects every one of us to “get in step,” and
help out-produce the gangster nations of
the world!

Would sound, practical, modern training.
help you do your part better? Then mail
this ¢oupon, and learn how- an 1. C.S.
Course in your line of work will prepare
you for the bigger opportunities that lie
ahead—fit you for success! You’ll be sur-
priscd to find how little it costs to become?¥
a trained man the 1. C. S. way!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

CELEBRATE 50 YEARS OF SERVICE TO AMBITIOUS AMERICANS

18811941

BOX 3968-T, SCRANTON, PENNA.

* Without cost or abligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins 9
and Why,” and full particulars about the course before which 1 have marked X:
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YOUR WHOLE HOUSE WiLtt BE WARMER: cusier, mare
hesithiul with the New Duo-Tharrs Fual-Ovl Heater
with patented POWER-ATR—the most smazing, new-
stvie hester cver auale! Duo-Theno's new Powes-Air
whole heuse fast; Lives Yo cemfort-
. Avors ta ceilings! And Power-Air
ve guu just the asrount of circulation

floats lazily to the eeiling. But Due-Therm's matented
Power-Air drives lacy ceiling beat down, kcepme fleors
toasty.warm! Comfarrabie’) Duo-Therm with
Power-Air saves up to 25% en fuel vil over a hcater
without Pawer-Afr. Due-Thierm will open your eyes to
anew smandard of clegn, cheap heating cxmio:t . . . amn-
fort that no other beater can give youl 8ce the new

er: bent thut iz not power-driven

-THERM

An Asuaxing New Huoates, really iwo
heaters in ane! Fust: it eirmulites
forced warmwth (o the whele house
fast, with Duo-THerm's efficient
POWER-AIR! Sevond: with Radiant
Doars open, it radiates sarmib lile a
fAreplacet As sturdy as a firmace . . .

DUO.THERM. .. THE MOST POPULAR
FUELOL HEATER IN AMERICAL

ROYAL tde)

as beatitiful as eny piece of maxierp
€urnitwre!

Now Standars of Beauty! I ew, mod-
& styling—new roundead conymies
—new Duo-Toite fnish —tnake the
Duo-Thertn Royal a tovely addision
to any room! Tiw habdsomest hearer
ever made!

Mew Stansard of EFfiziency! Now.
mere thon ever hefose, (ueloil con-
servatign i aupariant! And Duo
Therm's new, inpsovesd gpatented
Dusl Chastber Bumer, with com-
plere flarpe centrol, ssves ol . . , gives
you mare heat from every singic
dropt And only Dud-Theim has it

Extra Features! Handy Front Dia)
gives just the degree of beat you want.
Duo-Thesto’s Radiant Doors open
$o give floods of “Bteplace™ wanmth!
Specinl Waste-Stopper saves fuel
Coordinated Controiinsures groper
draft for pevieel combrstamn, Safed
Duwe-Thermas are tisted as standard by
the Underarivens’ Labarstoties.

Smsll Dewn Payments! Duo-Therm
offers 8 complete tine of best all

GIVES BETTER HEATING...
AND CONSERVES OlL TOO!

styles, afl pizes, 1 to 6 rooms. Edsy
terma. See new madels at your daatec’s
today ! Mzl the conpon now for cam-
plese informatioss |

RADIANT - CIRCULATOR
ONLY $ 9
MOUEL 373-2 39—5

Mudol 5752 Die-Eberts
periect answer hor swhom
sonfort, Madmtes snd o

Cupr. 1941, Moy Wt
r—ﬂll OUT AND MAIL-TOD
Duo-Therm Diviaiog, Dept.*
02et0r Wheed Corporation
Lansing, Micbigan

|

|

| Send me, without obligation,
plete infor roation sbowt Duo-Taorr—y

I hestecs. 1 am alsc inccrested in {
Ouo-Thearm Furnaces ... Waser

i Hearers]... Trailer Heatsra 3 {
Ranges 1

] I
Name., . .cesrerenasvanss e

| !

I SWEEL. o . . . - v ocrora s v cxlmpariale arsiens l'

: Citg . .uvivae, o Gourtty, .. .., {

I L7 T T _Jl




EASY TERMS While THEY Last!

IIIIIJERVII][II]
NO[SELESS

Truly mn t

ofes! Oniy m of
sn exveptional parchase

el:n I sell these rebuilt

my casy {term  bhce,
Each one carcfully re
budit eo that it lnoks like
& new mmchine comting
three times as much
The mire. orig. seiling
priee on tkl‘nl’}-dnuoal
wos $125.00. It’s sent W yoO iIn

wood packing box with Uuder-nd hook
~¢f lastruc ions on care and operstioa,

A NOISELESS MACHINE

Latest achlevement In |ypewriters]
Pravides  writing perfection  with
'E. For those who want the
s of a quiet home or office,
jerwnod’'s Nolseless »
nism eliminates the uerve sh
clatter common to many mode

aid to hetler work becawse it allowa
clear thinking, redusea fatigue. im-

Proves . This typewriter dis-
turhs no one, for it Is almost im-
orgibile (o hear It olgu-rn n few
vel away. You all ithe fentures

af nn Umlerwm PLUS Noiscless

FIRST CHOICE OF TYPISTS

OVER 5.000000 UNDERWOODS NOW
RBecognised ga the foest, strongest built!

-afre 1
Live you SILENT TYPING, Mas all stwmisnl equlp-
w

] 2 mlm !mk u

TION TRIAL PLAN.
8L my expense

WIDE 14" CARRIAGES

EXTRA VALUE!
TYPEWRITER STAND

Twa Wings
Corret
Working
Helght

All Metal

Mounted en
casters. can be
maoved by
touch of finger

Por thme who bave no L'mrilr atzad or
bundy nleee le ase g machineg, 1 make this spe-

cal offer  This thal «dhully
sells for $4.83 can be youys For only $8.60 exxrs
—payadle 23~ a month. Quality built, Note all
s eemvenicnt festures (Ses coudon.)

Aot THER lm RISK! SEE
BEFDII YOI-I BUY on IY 0 DAY ND DRLIGA-
§f yom wish send the machine

IN USE!

Aere Ia an

¥ isternationat
Send Underwood Nolmcl nllI‘.< G:I

MFRS.
ORIG.
SELLING

PRICE

$125%
NO MONEY DOWN

10 DAY TRIAL

Easy Terms—10c A Day

Neo obligation, Bee befors you buy
on wide open 10 day trial. Pay wo
money uolil you test, Inspect, Tom-
rnn- and use this Underwood Notse-
ens.  Judge for yourself - without
burry und withowt risk. When you
nre convinedd that this s fhe higpest

typewriter b aln yon have ever
#ewn (hen may 1 M Bend only
T & weok or $3.00 u month until

term price of only $4155 Ig pald
Try It first, enjoy n full 10 days'
stenidy use, Thern is no tape ar
tlnn—\ly offer is exactly a-

2-YEAR GUARANTEE

1 back this machine with my per-
wonml I-yr., gusrantee that it ia in
Al condition in every respect—that
it will give first rlass service. Over
30 years of fair dealing and my
200,000 matisfled customers prove the
soundness of my golden rule polie

and prove that dealing direct wit

meé Baves You money.

Touch Typing Course

A comnlete home gtudy course of famons Van Sant

Touch & synten.
(.lr!tun H ?H\ut

lemrn to type wd canlp.
rated. Writteu -xrr“J;&fnr ;ome nse.

MAIL COUFPON ~ow {omded aaaox.aa/ on C‘at’e

231 W. Wantes

Wide e dl‘ﬁ' trial T Yomep it
cly g g il e g Kt A R S R Mm A LD e’ﬂ%"“ A e )
"extra wlith order. Takes r 14~ = k] Jhr tynemrycer. steng (35,00 extra—nayal L Brand: mnt s "'.;zd o
“wyide, has 127 writlmlpﬂne. A wpl:l’ in o fret payment 4 -z"’ it i et "“m i
s rebuilt DUm Nelseleay! TN v 44 v mn o E ......-_i.....ﬁ'.".. _-‘ - -
: (See Conpoa) s K ;
CAMAVENE suiaansniaeinart e niy :
'aﬁllllll Typewrihr ‘XC'I!'I e L e SR e
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