


In times like these, a washers rare, Appliances need your tender care ! FIX IT UP-
MAKE IT DO 

OR DO 
WITHOUT I 

When things wear out, or fail to go-
ry patching first, and save your dough! 

A SUGGESTION FROM 

Calvert 
Makers of th whiskey with tbe "HappJ Blendin&" 

Although we are distilling only war alcohol, a 
limited amount of choice whiskey is available from 
reserves. Every drop is the same prewar quality 
that made these whiskies America's favorites. 

Calvert Distillers Corp., New York City. BLENDED WHISKEY Calven "Reserve" 86.8 Proo£-65% Grain 
Neutral Spirits. Calvert "Special": 86.8 Proof-60% Grain Neutral Spirits. 
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MUSIC LESSONS 
For leS'I Mtrn 71 tr t/q! 

"''ve always wanted to play the piano 
aeeonlion," writea •H. E. from Ca114da. "'But thought I'd never learn it. Then I read about your lessons. I don't bow bow to express Ill)' aathdaction." 

lEST MDHOD IY FAR 
"'Eneloeed b Ill)' last examination sheet for my course in Tenor Banjo. This com
plete.! my course. I have taken lessons 
before under teachers, but my instruc. 
tiona with you were by far the best." 

-•A. 0., Minn. 
• Aetu&l paplla' namee em request. Plctunoo b7 
l)rtt ... lonal modola. 

SIMPLE AS A-B-C 

LEARNED QUICKI.Y AT HOME 
.. 1 didn't dream I could 
aetualb learn to play 
without a teaeher . . • •  I bad always heard it 
eouldn't be done. You 
ean imag ine my IIW'
oriae when after 3 or' 
weeks I found I could 
play real tunes. Now 
when I play people will bardb believe that I 
learned to play so well In ao short a time. Any 
·oerson who takes your 
plano eouree and stud
Ies it cannot help but 
learn to play." 

•H. C. S., Calif(lrfli(J 

You, too, can learn to play your favorite instrument 
-quickly, easily-right in your own home! 

YOU SAY you'd love to learn mualc A S-d Method 
but can't afford a private teacher 1 The secret of this method that � 
Then listen to this • . •  You can taught thousands to play is simple. 

now learn to play your favorite in- It's biL'!ed on the fact that the les-
atrnment-ao thousands of others sons not onb 
have-for LESS THAN SEVEN teU you what to 
CENTS ADA Y I And that small sum do, in the printed 
covers everything-ineluding sheet lnstruetlo n a. 
music I It doesn't take long,· f!ither. They actually 
You ean learn to play quicker than ohow you-with 
you ever dreamed possible I large, clear pic-
l_, to ploy by plctylft9 Real Tunes �J:;;,h�k� 

Yes, that's exactb what you do. every move to 
From the start you actually play make. You read 
familiar melodies. As you master one, bow to play a 

NOTICE 
PJeve don't oootu:ae 
tbe U. S. School (l( 
MWIIO motbod With any entem of tea.ch
!ng m.ualc "by ear" 
or bJ Irick ehuu. Ou:r method teachee 
1011 to play by ac
tual not.&-not b7 any trick or num· 
bor system. 

you go on to another. tune- you see 
How is it possihleT Well, you how to play it--then you play it and 

Jearn by a modern method that bear how It goes. A teacher at your 
does awa.y with humdrum soales Bide couldn't make It more clear. 

and exercises. You spend Print aad Plctwe Sample_ FRO your time playing inter-
esting pieces from real If you're realb Interested In learn-
notes. It's really FUN intrmusicquicklyand easily-andwith 
learning to play thla mod- Uttle expense, send for our Free Book-
ern way-It makes prac- let and Free Print and Picture Sample 

Yet W• froM tile famou ••Merry Widow" Walb tieing a pastime instead fodtw. Don't wait. Fill in the COUPOD of a bore. More than 750,- now ----=heekln��: ;J'Our favorite lnstru-

From the &hove diagram TOll can aee for yourself 
how e1l!1T It b to< learn by this Print and Picture method. You simply look at the muale and �gram ud see which notea to strike. In a few mmutea 
you find yourself pla,ying the famous "Merry 
Widow Wa!U." 

000 pupils have f!D• ment. U. S. Sebool of Muelc, 29(11 
rolled for this amazing Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N.Y. 
Cl01UIII!. Forty-fifth year. (Eat. 1898.) 
ru:-s:-s::;;;;:.;, •2-;4; ;,;;;.,.� ;;.,-;;.: .;;.;;;.-N-:;.1 

I am lntorOited ta mualo .WdY. partleularly In tho lmtrumont cb""lred I -· Pleuo 1IObd me your frM U:tu.tnt..d booklet. "H"" to 1-.. 
Hullc at Homo," and lbo Jl'roe Prtat and Picture Sample. I 
(Do ,.,.. II••• tmtrum..,u . . . . .. .... . .. . .... . . . . . . . .. . ..... ........ ) I 
&:.f'� �l!l': .:=:1:: 6:':.�!• Bulo M���••tm�rJ : 
Hawaiian 8ultor 81lXophono DnrMo A. T,_ Mandolin j ����r. ��'�.=v.�orn•t :r:�- Pr��t"�'t FI1111w 1 
Name . . . ...... . . .. . . . .. . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ... ........... ....... .. 

(Ple&at prlol) 
Adlftetl8 .......................................................... . . 

Cit¥ . .. . . . .. . .. . . . . . . . ..... . . . . . . ... . . . . . . . . .  8ta.le ............... .. 
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L NOTE I . • • If you we uad.- IG yoaro .t age parent must alga CGU.,...J 
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The97 
Weakling 

-Who became "The World's 
Most Perfectly Developed Manu 
1'1'11 prove that YOU too 

can be a NEW MAN!" 
-�� 

I 
KNOW, myself, wbat it means to have the kind of 
body that people pityf Of course, you wouldn't know 
it to look at me now, but I was once a skiDDy weak

lin& who weished only 97 lbs I I wu ashamed to stri\) for 
sports or undress for a swim. I was such a poor spec1men 
of physical development that I was constantly self-con
scious and embarrassed. And I felt only HALF-ALIVE. 

Then I discovered "Dynamic T�nsion ... It ga•e me a 
.. body that won for me the title "World's Most Perfectly '- Developed Man." 

\ When I say I c:an make you over into a man of giant 
power and enerfY, I know what I'm talking about. I've 
seen my new system, "Dynamic Tension," transform hun

- dreds of weak, puny men into Atlas Champions. 

Only 1 S Minutes a Day 
Do you want bic. broad shoulders-a fine, powerful 

chest-biceps like steel--arms and lega rippling with muscular strength--a stomach ridged with bands of sin
ewy muscle-and a build that you can be proud of? Then 
just Jive me the opportunity to prove ,that .. Dynamic 
TenSion" is what you need. 

No "ifs," uands," or "maybes." Just tell me where you 
want handsome, powerful musclea. Are you fat and 
ftabby? Or skiDDy and gawky? Are you abort-winded, 
pepless? Do you hold back and let others walk off with 
the prettiest girls, be.t jobs, etc.? Then write for details 
about "Dynamic TemionH and learn bow I can make you 
a healthy, confident, powerful HE-MAN. 

"Dynamic Tell!lion" is an entirely NATURAL method. 
Only 15 minutes of your apare time daily is enough to 
1how amazing results-and it's actually fun! ''Dynamic 
TeDSion .. does the work. 



Where Sergeant Saturn, Space-Pilots and Kiwis Meet 
old Sarge like a garden of rose-with the . 
usual amount of thorns. 

We hear now from an Esperanto enthusiast 
in Pennsylvania. 

B IEFORE we blast off on our ur�ual dizzy 
whid with you space merry-go-round · 

riders· striving to spear one of Saturn's 
rln1fs let's do a little homework on THE FUo� 
TURE.MEN CLUB. How many of you ki
wis. realize that mem�rship in this organiza- ·SPATIAL LINGUA FRANCA tion implies more tban aimply writing in for By Conrad Fisher · 

a �emborship c;ard to carry in tour pocket? h d _ .. 1 �• 
I 

· · 
b hi i '""H FUTUR"" DeAr Sarge: I ave just sta.rte re ..... ng some w. n a 1fay', mem ers P n .& · z:r- the Issues of C.F. and l've- been en,oying them very·_ 

MEN CLUB is CQ.mp&table to.me�ersbip in - much. I Ulled to avoid the magazine, because I 
the SCIENCE FICTION LEAGUE. There thought It would be like other magazines having a 
are no dues or fees or obligations. but there lo�

e 
s
i
to�

a.s 
a��:;::rJ-e:Ugle. character, In each Issue. 

is the moral obligation of doil'lg your level Say, Sarge; why do sclentllictlon writers use the 
best to further the intereati of scieJU:e fiction. word Venusian� shouldn't It be Venerian? The 
An.a dgbt here the old Sarge 1ranta to take a genitive Is "veneris.·· And how do they pronounce l<' Venusian: veboMhla.n, ven-Y<)U-Iihun, veen-ns-ian? minute out to salute Future�an Saul Stein . .1 notice the a.uthor ot the C.F. a�rlea·- menU� 
of the �ronx, N. Y.- Futur-eman Stein, be- the "lingua. franca." of space. I wonder It your . 

f f '1' • • fi d •'-- - h readen know what th� noal "lingua fr-anca" waa'!' cause o at 1ng :vtston, gnr4! UJ&t e w-as _ ua· modern countel"l!a.rt Is "Esperanto" which 19 
no 1�12ger eligible to be a member of THE �uBed throughout the· cfvtifzed world, even by :pr� 
]O'U'l'tiRB MEN CLUB as be can no longer IDtler GePlD8.DI!I. Ita.JJans and .Japanese scientist&_ 

...;.._ � CAPTAIN FUTURE, � .. d "- trt" ed to It Is derived frOm lAtin, but has no Irregularities �:cau .... "" to tts stxteen 1Unda.mental rules. Its pronunciation attrrencler his card. Ia regular and phonetic. The alphabet omits Q, W, 
Sure, you kiwis have guessed it. Saul Stein X, Y <represented by K, V, KS1• 

J) and Includes . 
got his card right back with the Dicest note French J, Spanish J and the connnental trUied R; 
the editor lmew bow to write. 

g�e�-:};" 0��g��lounds. except that each leUer 
And here is a flash from a new member of Here's what Espenmto looks Uke. Summer Issue, 

b 1 b F B ·--'- J H k f 1943; page 77; the Inscription: t e c u .- utureman enJ .. UUl • ac ett o Sub Ia Prlama Monto, en Ia Krlstala Monta.ro, ldu 
Brentwood, L. I., N. Y .. writes in to say- slda.s preter Ia nigra. ma<"o de Ia nordo, kusha.s Ia 
"I am a regular reader of CAPTAIN FU- Cha.mbro de VIvo, en klu bredlghle nova) ·homrasoJ. 
TURE d · · All Ne ��erchu ghln senga.rde, char ghi estas ga.rdata an your compamon magazines. de Ia aenmortuloj, ka.j khl entena.s . en 81 Ia semo.ln of them a!"e a constant source of inspiration de rata.lo. 
and enjoyment. As a member I shall cer- Pronunciation: soob law pree-smaw moan-toe, en 
tainly do my utmost to abide by the rules! la.w kree-Btato-Ia.w moa.n-M10-ro deb law nor-do, 

koo--sha.was law cba-wm-bro deb vee-vo, en kee-oo Yours in the Fnturemen and all companion breh-dee-Jees n<>-vte home-raw-soy. Neb eatr-choQ-. 
magazines together." ;leen se¥-gar-deh, char ;lee es-ta.wss ga.r-daw-taw 

Nic£y said, Futureman Hackett, and we deb sen-mor-to<>-loy Ide ;lee en-teh-nawse en see law sem-oln deh ta.w-taw-lo. Accented part 111 Italic. welcome you to our space circle. I didn't care 9erY much for the two stories THl!l 
Whiob leads us qJJite naturally to the first WHEEZERS and RAIN, RAIDS ANO RAYS, altho· 

communique of the day. Seal the ports, Wart- ��ught VEN'USIAN QUARTZ waa vsry cleverly 
Ears; we're taking off. l'lease uk your readers to write to me It that 
FIRST COPY OF CAPTAIN FUTURE 
By Arthur D. Graves, Jr. 

Dear Sar&"e : I thought my ftrst COPY of CAPI'AIN FUTURE 'tods.y. Please .-lve my congra.tuia.tlons ta 
Brett Sterling for his story "The Star ot Dread." 
It.IB th.e best I!Cience lictlon story I have ever read, 
and I ba.ve quite a. collection ot them. 

From now on I !lb.all and will give your magazine 
the highest recommendation to flll my friends, Also, I wish to join the club of Futuremen. Tha.nk you !-
1619 8�11, �aMfteld Ave., LoB Angeles, Cali/. 

Co.nsider yourself a Futureman and a junior 
astrogator, Kiwi Graves. Draw your duffie 
from the supply chest and find a place in the 
circle of handsome faces which surround the 

are tnteremd In learning the la.nsuage of tom<>rrow 
E®eranto. I'll be id&d to help anyone free Cit oharge. 

yours tor science and tanta.sty ftctton vl.a. por I'Jclenea. ka.j fanta.ste. 1lkcf<>U9 ll�Mt Bprmg Bt., Tft�, Pa. 
The use of the word "Venusian" in place · 

of all others has simply come about as .a matter of common growth, consent and usage.· 
Pee-lot Fisher, and the pronunciation is yout first one. Thanks for the Esperanto lesson, 
but it strikes the old Sarge that yon dropPe¢ 
a few accents in your phonetic pronunciation. But don't mind the old space doJ. Aftel!. 
learnh1g a couple of dozen dial!!<:ts on half a (Continued on page 10) 
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See How Easily YOU can get 11J Radio Shop TraiaincH 
MAIL COUPON 
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SONGWRITERS 
8ouga & poems wanted. NO CHARGE FOR MELODIES. Yoi:ir chance to write a !IOlllr with writer of "Goodnlte Sweet
-rt." "Sh&w Me Way to Go Home," "Orpn Played At Twl. light." Send your material today for free exam. and details. 
SON�LAND DIPr. 2 P. 0. BOX 590 

hverly Hms, C.llfonola 

Asthma Agony 
Curbed First Day 

For Thousands of Sufferers 
Choking, lUPine. W'l�Mmnt: Bronchial Am.hma attaeka poteon your system, ruin you health Uld put a load on :rour heart. Thouaa.nda quickly and eaeUy pal-liate recor'rlng Bronchial Al!thma 

11)'1Dp1�UI8 with called. Jl(endaco 

lr) 

UNDER OBSERVATION 
(Continued from page 8) 

dozen worlds, old Saturn has acquired a jar
gon all his own that-I .have

. be.en told _by 
some few impolite k!w1s-p1dgm �nghsh sounds like parlor Enghsh by compa�11on. 

Speaking of double talk, look at th1s I 
TRIPLE TALK 
By H. Malamud, I. Berkman & H. Rogovin 

Dear Sarge: That "ma.n" Is here a.galn ! We 
love to write you, don't I? , The last time I wrote you I was headln out to 
Antares. Well, you'll never believe this, but on 
my way back I stopped off on a small planetoid to 
refuel and guess who was there? That's right, It 
was my old friend (heh heh} Captain Future. And 
his Futuremen. Yes, Indeed. And do you know 
wha.t? He told me he we.a In line for promotion to Ma.jor ! I certainly will be gald to see my old friend 
Future get what's coming to him. He certainly 
deserves It a!ter all the times he a&ved the Universe 
tr'k� = �a��lljci'und out that the true home of the 
huma.o race was In the second Galuy, Instead ot 
being In Deneb, as he thought. The poor fellow 
WIU!< nearly heartbroken not beinll' able to s-o there, 
because by the time he had got there (under sua
pended animation, of course), all hie friends on 
Earth would be pushing up daisies (In plain Eng
lish. dead). He said that even his vtbratlon·drlve would not 
bring him there fast enough to avoid this. Luckily, 
I remembered that Einstein had proven that time 
was Just another dimension. Future and I figured out ftow we could extend the vibration drive to 
vlbrat• the Mhlp slowly backward through time as 
well aa swiftly through space. 

THAT MEANS THAT HE COULD GET AS FAR 
AS DENEB IN FIVE MINUTES! (Let's start a. 

. subway service.) It he wanted to go as fa.r as the 
second galaxy, it might take as long as a week. 
Ot course, to anyone In the Comet, ll would seem 
to take hundreds of years, but they would be under 
11\!Spended animation, so It wouldn't matter, anyway. 

Simon and Future bad to take care of most of 
the technical details, but I feel pretty proud of my
self, helping men like the Futuremen. 

.AJJ soon as I got down to earth, I read the latest of Future's adventures, STAR OF DREAD. That (Continued on page 12) 
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for You in 

A�OIJNTING 

Accounting faces an un
usual situation during 
this wa r per i od. The 
need and d em an d  for 
accountants-both be
ginners and experts-is 
increasing while the 

supply is diminishing. That spells opportunity for mans' 
-perhaps for you. 

The reason is simple. 

Government needs more acc:ountants. Many new 
activities are enlarging old bureaus and creating new 
ones-military, supplies, taxes, {lriorities, social security, 
price regulation, more indeed than we can name here. 

Industry needs more accountants. New plants, en
larged plants, conversion to war production, more aov
emment regulations and reports, taxes, priorities. etc. 
-all call for more and better records. 

This need will persist and increase all during the 
war-it will open many, many fine jobs, fine both in 
responsibility and pay. Nor will it end sharply with 
peace-it will continue through the difficult post-war 
adjustment period. 

Yet many present accountants are going into the 
armed services. Their places and the calls for more 
accountants can only be filled by new men aDd women 
coming into accounting and coming quickly. 

Can You Grasp This Opporlunaty? 
'That depends largely on you. 

The opportunity is open most directly to women and 
to men not called to service (although we know of our 
accounting students given specialized duty and ranking in the army and navy). 

If you are ambitious, willing to work hard in prepara
tion and are at least average in mentality and education, 

this opportunity to serve a national need and profit 
personally is open to you. It will take real work but tbe 
rewards will be c:oaespondi.ogly good. 

We Can Help You 
'Ibrourh our interesting, practical training-developed 
In 34 years of training accountan ts-you can leam 
accounting from the ground up or from any point 
where you now are in accounting. You need not lose aD 
hour from your present work. The cost will be mod· 
erate and the payment terms easy. Free placement aid. 
And aoon-surprisin {tlY soon-you will be ready for the 
simpler positions and on your way up. 

Your first step is to investigate. Ask for oar free 
48-page booklet, "Accountancy, the Profession That 
Pays." It tells of the opportunities and requirements in 
accounting and describes bow you can prepare for 
them. It can be your starting point towards realauco 
«Sa and income. Send the coupon-todq. 

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
A Correspondence llllfitution 

Dept. 11329-H Chleag� 
U Aa:ounting has special opportUDity for Die, I want llO know about it. Please send me your free Dooldet lllld hall ct.t.a. about bow I GaG prepare for thillidd. 

N�����C. •••••• -....................................... .A,._ ••••• 

PT_, PNUilm ........................................ . 

Adllras •••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 



PIEIURE 
Rill& $l. 
��l\5 � .,,.. c;o., D<lloto K•ZS. --n, o. 

SONG POEMS WANTED 
'1'0 Dll &H '1'0 IW810 Prot Exo•-.e. -• Your Poo10• le 

I. OllU. MeMKLL, !ll.t\.ST.E& OP KU810 1111 u eo. Aln:aDdria t.. ...,....,. 011bt. ANY .PHOTO ENLARGED 

UNDER OBSERVATION 
(Con#nued from page 10) .; 

intnlor t>lc ot Joan. page 19, certainly doe•n't fit tnT Idea of a NICE xlrl ( lltlch aa Captain Fu(I.Jre 
M>ould �ro with). A deoent, ooneervath•e gentleltla.n 
like ll'uture should .ll.�p away trom that Sloe-e}·ed. 
Oneotal acyl� tO% nude artla.t'a idea of a. member 
or the Spa"* ratrol ( what's heJ" viltlphonft number?) 

Tlu' atory wu �twell an<1 1 hope that St�rllng tell� ue soon what bappened to 11\ituro In the Second 
Galaxy. Penonal to the S&l'lfe : I don't like the re&'U}IIl' Space La.nee you told me to 60 ba.c.k to. So try to �eep Future out In the wfde OPen spaces.-1!2 Jrgmea Place, Br-. N. r. 

Gaaging Up on the old Sarge, eh? Wise 
guys, huh? Telling Captain Puture his bu&i· 
neaa, hmmm? Okay, you pee-lots can catch 
the twenty-three o'clock dimensional express 
and get off out yonder. We'll pick you up 
sometime last Saturday. 

Here's a messag-e that ia either Scotch or 
the aoul of wit. 

FLASH! 
By Jerry Spencer 
c�iWJth-'fr�or:!yt��n�o�r�n�li

a
!u���!} f�ieh It more timee a. yea.r.-Bw; 3U, U�le. 

At least, Kiwi Spencer, you said a mouth
ful. We'll see what we can do about increas
ing CAPTAIN FUTURE'S appearances after 
the. war. As for excising the beauteous Joan 
-periab the thought, my misogynistic young 
friend. 

A CHAMPION FOR FUTURE 
By John Wasso, Jr. 

Dear Sarge : It the paper shortage b«o..._ so 
BA!Ute that )'OU must cease pubUcatlon of IIO!ne of 
your �nes tor the duration, may I !1\llrl:'e�t �at l�h ng on to CAPTAIN FUTURE uutll the 

l:fAPTAIN FUTURE Is rny g:reat� favorite, 
among the llclenoe-ftctlon ma1!'&1ines that I road. I do the work of four or ftve people &Very da,Y. { 
have an lnv11.Ud rather and a n allt ng mother to 
caN for and It's up to me to look alter everything, 
belll�e pertormln£" heavy manual labor evor)o' da)·, ai.x days 11. week on my railroad Job. I'm eo tired av.d exllauatedl that I almoat collapse. No one lltU! 
.llO .tnuch u 11. lttle Hncer to help me. So, oCQe.Sion• a.Jiy, when I have an hour or so to IIJ>are, I treat �·...,If to the IIUI>"r treat ot treat&-CAPTAlN FU· 
TU Rlili Tlut.t givea me tbe lift neceasa.ry to CJUTY 
on. 

But without CAP'J;'AIN FUTURE, my Ute would 
be drear-y, gloomr and lonely lndeea. 

I ho� you v.il give thla letter l*>rloua coo.eldera
Uo!l.-119 Jaobott. .&t>e., � Arwl. Pa.. 

Well, cut off my Xeno and call me Neptune, 
where did you hear ny rumor that CAPTAIN 
FUTURE was likely to get the editorial axe, 
Kiwi Wasso? He ia one of the lustiest of 
acien<:e fictioneers. He'll make many • wild 
ride with you on that railroad line before you 
are quits with him. So, hang on tight. Or 
you juat hang on; the old Sarge will &et tight. 
CLOTHESPIN POETRY 
By Joe Kennedy 

Dear Sa11:e: Have 70u ever wondtwed about that 
little picture In the beginning or "Under Observa• 
Lion r• It depiollo & fellow With 8. mlcroac<>p& labor I· 
ou�ly scanning tbe pages or C.F. 

Maaterrnlad Kennedy (after u•aoy long yoa.ro of 
tireless reaearah) has deduced thd the J>UY Is aee.rchlng tor the "lull-length" novel. Honest. Sari'f! Lately the novels h3.ve diminished .so mucll 
that llve ot them can easily nt on the oyelasb ot • plutoolon ""ud ll�a, with plentY or room to 81>11...., 

· (C�ntinued on page lZO) 
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AND WIFE KNTIIIIE FAMILY CAN 
alE COVIll EO • · 

*IMPORTANT I Thla proteetiou 
CQY'CrS deatba oocurrinc AN'YWHERE 
WITHIN THE UNITED STATES 
OF AMERICA OR ITS POssltS
SlONS AND CANADA. Atlas Mutual 
is Inspected and Licensed by the Dela· 
ware Sta� Department of Insunmc:e. Take advanta&e of tbia blc 

opportunity while atill avafl
ablol Mail coupon toda3'f · 

$} 
A MONTH 
COVERS· 

ENTIRE: FAMILY 
� ........ 

a IAIL TOlAY for FILL IIFOIIAnOJI 
. PROMPTNESS � Atl .. lltrtu•l ._eflt AssOclatloll, I 
.Tliir�s no obligatiorr in sending ,the coupon riiht 1 Dept. T202. WIIMinctotl. o.�aw-. J away. ACT PROMPTLY. Send today for full ex· 1 W'otbour ��to-. eellll full inlnm.Pioo JOUr 1 
planation pf all details. The coupon or a penny I Wbole Fllllily � No ..._ will calL I postcard with just your name and addrC$$ brings I 
the big Alias Murual oft'erl I N I 
• ' . I ATLAS MUTUAL 8eHfit lssociatiOI I Addtrn 
Dept. T-202, Wilmington,. Del. --------------.---: _____ _j 



KNOWLEDGIJ 
THAT HAS 
ENDURED Wmt nm 
2YBAMIDS 

A SECRET METHOD FOR 
THE MASTERY. OF LIFE 

W
HENCE came the knowle(lge tliat I>Wfethe Pyramida 
and the mighty Temples of the Pharaohs? Civili=a .. 
tion began in the Nile Valley centuries ago. Where 

CJi<l its first builders acquire their astounding Ylisdom tbau 
started man on his upward climb? Beginning with naught 
they overcame :nature•s iorcea and gave the World its fuse 
iCiences and arts. Did their knowledge come from a nee n0111: 
Gubmerged beneath the sea, or were they touched with Infinite 
inspiration? From what concealed eource came the wisdom 
that. produced such chara.cttts as Amenhotep IV, Leonazdo da. 
Vinci, Isaac Newton, and a boot of others? 
� oday it is }(rtown that they discovered and learned fa inter.o 
pret certain Stc1'et Methods for the development ol theUt 
inner power of mind. They learned to command the inneD 
forces within their own beings, and to master life. This eecreU 
art of living has been preserved and handed down throughou# 
the ages. Today it is extended to those who dare w use its 
profound principles to meet and eolvc the �tClbl� vf lifel 
in tbeae �plex times., 

This Seale(J BooJC-PRSD 
Has Ille 6rlnlglif you that personal satisfaction, the U1DI C)fletii� 
men' and happineu that ')IOU desire? If not, it is your duty to your .. 
�elf to learn about this rational method of applying natural laws fol! 
the mastery of life. To the thoughtful person It it obvious that every-o 
one cannot be entrusted with an intimate knowledge of the mysterid 
of life. for everyone is not capable of properly using it. But if ')IOQI 
are one of those po'Gsessed of a true detire to forge ahead and wia1i t4 
make use of the Subtle influences of life, the Roaic:rudans (not are
ligious organnation' will .end 'Yt'\1 A Sealed Book of aplanation 
without obligation. 'l'hia Sea!ed Book: ten. how you, in the �cy of 
your own home, without interferen� 'with JOUr penonal a1fairs or 
manner of living, may nceive these secret teacbirics. Not weird or strange practkea, but a rational application of the � lau Qf lile. Use the coupon. and obtain your tomplimencary copy. 

�be ROSICRUCIANS 
SAN JOSE '(.wORCf CALIFOIUnA; 

'Use tfris 
roupcm for. 
FREB 
copy of IX>oJ( 

--------------�------------------

SCIUlli! Y. C. C. The Rcoicruci&M (AJ;IORC) &a J-. California 
Ple.uc Hnd &eo Copy cl Sealed lloot.:, wiUda l ehall read _. 41rccoed. 
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MAGII: MOON 
113.,- 113RETT STERLI�G 

.4 Cruel Plot to Seize the Satellite Styx. Third Moon of Pluto� and 
Enslave Peaceful Natives, Sends Captain Fu ture and His Loyal 
Aides Out on the Most Dangerous Adventure of their Careers I 

CHAPTER I 

Mnu�ud World 

IN LOUD tones, the dramatic voice 
of the telaudio announcer went 
flashing out on the broadcast wave 

to every world in the Solar System. 
· "Calling Captain Future I" 

It issued from millions of receivers, 
startling listeners into alert attention as 
it again repeated the name of the most 
famous space-adventurer of the System. 

"Calling Captain Future I" 
That drasnatic call went even beyond 

the limits of the nine planets, borQe 
upon the powerful wave. It reached the 
receiver of a small, stream-lined space
ship far out in the interstellar abyss. 

That ship had for many days been 
rushing homeward throu�h the vast 
black -emptiness, returning from an 
epochal journey to the fixed stars. The 
tall, redheaded young Earthman in its 
pilot-chair had turned on the telaudio, 
now that they were nearing the System. 

AN ASTOUNDING BOD6-LENGTH NOVEL 
15 



16 CAPTAIN FUTURE 

His red head raised in astonishment 
as he heard the announcer's urgent call. 
His rangy figure stiffened in the chair. 
Astonished incredulity appeared in his 
tanned, handsome face and clear gray 
eyes. 

"Otho ! Grag ! Simon !" he called 
sharply over his shoulder. "Come here 
-something's wrong." . 

Curtis Newton-this redheaded young 
Earthman whom the System knew as 
Captain Future-heard his comrades 
hurrying in answer. Tiu:ln a booming, 
reverberating voice broke upon his ears 
as the first of the Futuremen entered 
the bridge-room. 

It was Grag who spoke. Grag was not 
a man of flesh, but a man of metal, a 
robot. But he was no ordinary robot. 
His massive, manlike metal figure pos
sessed superhuman strength. And with
in his bulbous metal head, behind the 
gleaming photoelectric eyes of his rigid 
face, was a mechanical brain and mind 
of human power. 

"What's up, chief?" the towering ro
bot demanded of Newton. 

"I just picked up a call for us, that's 
being sent out on the standard broad- 

cast wave," Captain ,Future answered in 
puzzled tones. 

"Why in the Sun's name would it be 
on the broadcast wave ?" demanded .Otho, 
second of the Futuremen. "That's only 
for entertainment and advertisements. 
Why don't they call us on our own 
wave ?" 

OTHO was an android, a synthetic 
man. He had been created long 

ago from artificial tissues in the labora· 
tory. Yet in almost evety way he was 
human. 

His rubbery figure hinted of more than 
human agility and speed, and his hair
less head and pale, aquiline face were 
faintly alien. But a wholly human cu
riosity and excitement sparkled now in 
his slanted green eyes. 

The Brain, the third Futureman, had 
entered silently. He was the most un
human looking of them. Yet he had 
been human once. Years ago, he had 
been Doctor Simon Wright, brilliant, 

aging scientist. Then his living brain 
had been transferred to an ingenious 
serwn-case. 

The Brain now resembled a square, 
transparent metal box, on the "face" of 
which were his lens-like glass eyes and 
resonator "mouth." These artificial or
gans were connected electrically to his 
living human brain. inside the case. He 
could jet beams of magnetic energy to 
use as arms, or could glide in swift 
movement upon similar emitted beams. 

The three Futuremen and their young 
leader �rowded close to the telaudio re
ceiver in the cramped control-room of 
the flying ship. 

"Calling Captain Future.'' repeated 
the announcer's voice for the third time. 
Then the voice went on. "We're not 
calling for the real Captain Future, of 
course, but for someone to take his 
place." 

"Someone to take your place, chief?" 
echoed Grag, bewildered. "What does 
he mean ?" 

"It must be a gag of some kind.'' Otho 
declar-ed. 

"Listen," Curt Newton ordered, a 
frown on his tanned face. 

The announcer was speaking once 
more. "You people of the System all 
know who Captain Future is. Everyone 
from Mercury to Pluto is aware that he 
and his Futuremen are the greatest 
planeteers and scientists in our history. 

You've beard the tales of their wonder
ful exploits. their crusades against in
terplanetary pirates and criminals, their 
exploring trips to the tilted stars such as 
the one upon which they're away now. 

"Soon all you people will have a 
chance to see the most brilliant exploits 
of Captain Future and his comrades, on 
the telepicture screen. Jeff Lewis, the 
telepicture producer who has made so 
many thrilling space-films, is preparing 
to make the super-picture of all time 
about Captain Future. 

"This pi<:ture will be called 'The Ace 
of Space.' It will be filmed in the most 
remote and dangerous places in the Sys
tem, places never before seen on the 
telepicture screen. The terrible Fire 
Sea of Jupiter, the strange submarine 
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cities of the undersea folk of Neptune, "Probably it will be a pack of fancy 
and even mysterious Styx-that distant lies about us," growled Grag. "If it is, 
and little-known satellite of Pluto I'll sue 'em for defamation of charac
which is called Magic Moon-all these ter." 
will be the background for this super- "Listen to that-a robot worrying 
film. Its cast will be a galaxy of the about his character," jeered Otho. 
biggest stars in telepictures. "How can a rusty old machine have any 

"But one role in the film remains un- character to defame?" 
�.-., .. M,. .... 

CAPTAIN FUTURE 

filled. The role of Captain Future him
self. No ordinary actor can fill this role. 
It must be someone who looks like the 
great planeteer. So Producer Jeff Lewis 
is conducting a talent-search for a suit- · 
able man to play that role. If you think 
you look like Captain Future, if you are 
six feet four with red hair and features 
like his, come at once to Telepictures 
Studios in Great New York, on Earth. 
You may be the one selected for this 
greatest starring role of all time." 

Curt Newton switched off the telaudio 
in disgust. "I thought it was something 
important. And it turns out to be a 
publicity trick for a telepicture they're 
going to make." 

"A telepicture about us, chief," re
minded Otho. The android's vanity was 
flattered. "We Futuremen must be 
real_ly getting famous." 

Nothing so enraged Grag as an inti
mation that he was not as completely 
human as other persons. He emitted an 
angry roar. 

''Why, you miserable rubber dummy I" 
he cried to the android. "Your parents 
were a couple of test-tubes in a labora
tory, and-" 

�URT NEWTON paid no further at
'-.; tention to their bickering. And he 
had forgotten all about the telepicture 
announcement. For now their ship was 
nearing the Solar System, the end of its 
long homing voyage. 

It had been long indeed, their voyage. 
Far, far out into the abyss of deep space 
had ventured the little Comet, in the 
last weeks. They had seen strange suns, 
had mapped wild worlds and moons. 
For they bad Wldertaken an exploration 
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of some of the nearer fixed stars for the 
System Government. 

Now, at last, they were coming home. 
Home, to them, was Earth's wild, airless 
Moon. On that forbidding satellite, 
Curt Newton bad been born. Tbere, 
after his parents' tragic death. he had 
been reared to manhood by the Brain, 
robot and android. 

And mor� than homesickness beck
oned CaPtain · Future Earthward. On 
green old Earth was the girl he loved, 
Joan Randall, secret agent of the- Planet 
Patrol. He was counting the hours till 
be saw her again. 

Curt Newton eagerly switched on 
their own telaudio tDansmitter. "I'll let 
the President know that we're back from 
our mission." 

He tuned to the secret wave-length 
used only for personal calls to the chief 
executive of the nine planets. 

"Captain Future, calling President 
Crewe." 

Minutes passed. Then came a startled 
rep�y in the familiar voice of Daniel 
Crewe. "c.iptain Future, are you back 
already?" 

-

· "We've just re-entered the System,'' 
Newton informed him. · "Our star-ex
plorations were successful. How soon 
do you want our report?" 

"That report can wait, but I must see 
you as &Oon as possible on another mat
ter," came ba�k the President's anxious 
voice. 

''Another matter?" Curt Newton 
asked. "What's up ?" 

"It concerns a telepicture expedition 
which ill planning to film a pic�ure about 
you Futuremen," answered Crewe. 

Captain Future laughed. "Is that all ? 
We already heard about that film. Let 
'em go ahead and make if-we don't 
care." 

"You don't understand," · exclaimed 
the President's troubled voice. "That 
telepkture may bring disaster on one 
of the worlds of our System. I want to 
consult you about it." 

Newton's face sobered. "Then we'il 
come straight to see you at once." 

Captain Future looked at his comrades 
in a concerned manner as he switched 

off the telaudio. "What does Crewe 
mean? How in the Sun'-s name ean a 
crazy telepi-cture about us threaten dis-
aster to a whole world ?'' 

-

"It doesn't make sense," protested 
Otho. 

"The Prnident generally has some 
basis for his assertions," rasped· Simon 
Wright in his metallic voi�e. 

••simon's right." murmured Newton 
�meas.ily. "We'd better hunt him up as 
soon as possible." 

He had already shifted from the high
speed vibration .drive to the rocket drive. 
Now, his· foot pressed down the eye
pedal all the way. Pluming a tail of 
white fire, the Comet flashed at top speed 
toward distant- Earth. 

The greenish globe of. Earth expanded 
slowly before them. A-t last, he brought 
their ship around towarc} the night side 
of the planet. Upon thal:·shacmwea face 
of the ancient world, the clustered lights 
of Gr.eat New York blazed like a splen
did jewel •. 

Deftly he eased the ,  Comet through 
the datknes§, to the pinnacle of Govern· ' 
mcmt Tower, seat o{ the Solar System 
Government. There was. a little landing
dec-� on the truncated tip of the tower. 
Only the System President or the Fu
turemen had authority to land there. 

The li�le ship came gently to rest. 
Captain Future led his comrades rapidly 
down the private stair t-o the System 
President's office. 

Daniel Crewe rose hastily from be· 
hind his desk. The chief executive of 
the nine worlds was not an old man. 
But tremendous . responsibilities had 
lined his fine face deeply, had touched 
his hair with gray. 

DIS greeting was warm. "You don•t 
know how glad I am you Future

men are back. I've been badly worried 
about this business." 

"That telepicture expedition ?" New
ton queried. . "I ·heard their announce· 
ment. I� sounded like a legitimate film 
expedition." 

"That's the way it sounds, but there's 
m,ore to it than that," Daniel Crewe af
firmed. His fau darkened. "I believe 



_The Jovian's green faoe waa a brutal, dlatorted maek of ferocity aa he ralaed hla war-club for a 
ahattel'lna blow (Chap. XVIII) 
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that telt!picture expedition masks a dan- ancier on Earth. 
gerous, ruthless plot against the world "The Stygians refused to grant con-
Styx." cessions. You know how they hate rna� 

"Styx?" repeated Curt Newton in- chinery and mechanical devices. They 
credulously. "The third moon of Pluto, wanted no miners coming to their world. 
the one that everybody calls Magic Jon Valdane pulled all the strings he 
Moon ? Why in space would anyone could-he has his puppets in the System 
plot against that barren, remote little Coundl. But the Stygian& still refused. 
world?" Daniel Crewe frowned. "Two weeks 

He was amazed at the mention of later, Telepictures Incorporated sud
Styx. There waa no more isolated world denly announced that they planned to 
in the Syatem. Almost no one ever make a big picture about you Future
went there. There was nothing to go men. They aaid it would be filmed in 
for. The remote little moon had no rich the scenes of your greatest exploits, the 
metals such as drew colonists to other Fire Sea o£ Jupiter, the submarine cities 
worlds. In fact, Styx was unique in - of Neptune, and Styx. And Telepk· 
that it was the only world that had al- tures lncorporated is one of Jon Val-
most no metals whatever. dane's ·many companies." 

Furthermore, the native Stygians did "I see, now," Captain Future said 
not like visitors. Th�y were a queer, thoughtfully. "You think this telepic
lonely people with a reputation for ture expedition masks a plot of Jon Val� 
magic, extremely pea.ce-l'oving but also daae against Styx?" 
extreme h'aters of medhanical progress. "I- feel certain of it," exclaimed the 
They had only been induced to join the President. "The whole thing is suspi· 
System Government by a treaty under cious. Of course, they say they must 
which they were to have complete au- go to Styx among other places to film 
thority over their own world, so long scenes, bt!cause it was the scene of' one 
as they maintained order there. of you Futurernen's greatest exploits. 

"Even if that telepicture project does And it'il said that Valdane is going along 
conceal a plot of some kind, the plot · with the party simply because he is in· 
can't be aimed at Styx," Captain Future terested lh its feminine star. 
repeated. "No one could want anything "But it's all too pat to suit rne. I'm 

from that little place." convinced that Jon Valdane has some 
"There is now," contradicted Daniel plot behind it that will enable him to 

Crewe� "Six weeks ago, -soon after you get his bands on the diamond- wealth of 
Futuremen left the System, prospectors Styx, even if he has to wreck that 
discovered rich diamond-deposits .on world." 
Styx." 

· 

The Brain spoke metallically. "If the 
Otho whistled. "Diamond-deposits ? expedition masks a criminal plot, why 

Now I begin to understand all this in-. should they give it all that publicity by 
terest in Styx." conducting a big talent-search for some-

"You kriow bow valuable diamonds are one to play Captain Future ?" 
for industrial purposes these days," the Daniel Crewe shook his head. "I can't 
President .said earnestly. "It's the one understand that myself. You under· 
substance that can cut the super-hard stand, l haven't any real proof of my 
modern metal alloys. It used to be suspicions. That's · why I can't simply 
treasured as a jewel. Now it is invalu- forbid the expedition.•• 
able to industry. "And I can't assign any secret Patrol 

"Certain big interplanetary corpora- agents to go along with the expedition 
tions at once asked for concessions to to keep watch on Valdane. It would 
exploit the new-found diamond-beds on contravene our treaty with. the Stygians 
Styx. These corporations are all dum- if we sent officers to Styx. They were 
tny companies contro.lled by Jon Val- granted sole authority on their own 
dane, the most notoriously ruthless fin- world by that treaty." 
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Captain Future stared at him keenly. 
"So y.ou. want us Futuremen to act as 
your s�ret agents in watching this ex
pedition ?" 

"That's it." The President nodded. 
"You have no official status, so I can use 
you without breaking the treaty with 
Styx. And you and Otho are mll$ters 
of disguise, and should be able to get 
in_to that expedition and find out what 
deviltry Valdane is up to." 

He added a warning. "Yet I won't 
conceal that it'll be highly dangerous. 
Valdane will have the expedition packed 
with his men. And it will be going out 
through the most dangerous places in 
the System." 

Curt Newton's gray eyes gleamed 
with the light of adventure. With char
acteristic swiftness o f  resolution, be had 
decided his (;OUt'&e. 

He rose to his feet. "111 be in that 
expedition, sir. And I'll find out some
how jus t  what Jon Valdane is plotting 
against Styx." 

"Remember, it would mean your life 
if  Valdane suspected your identity," 
cautioned Crewe. "He's ruthless as a 
Venusian swamp-adder." 

"He won't suspect," answered c,ptain 
Future, grinning. "Don't you see, I can 
join that expedit'ion in an absolutely 
perfect disguse ... 

"Holy space-imps I" exclaimed Otho 
excitedly. · "I get it, chief. It'll be the 
greatest impersonation feat in history." 

CHAPTER I I  

Daring Imposture 
THE big studios of 
Telepktures Incorp
orated, near N e w 
York Spaceport, w�re 
highly busy. In these 
mammonth m e t a 1 
buildings were made 
the stereofilm drama� 
that were televised to 
receivers all through 
the nine worlds. And 

busiest of all this morning was the 
itudio devoted to the preparations that 

were being made for the epic "Ace of 
Space" expedition. 

Big camerae, krypton spotlights, pow
erful sun-arcs, and other highly compli
cated equipment of all kinds, was al
ready being transferred from the studio 
to the space-ship whkh lay docked in 
the nearby spaceport. That ship, the 
Perseus, was a small liner which had 
been literally converted into a flying 
studio for this far-flung location trip. 

Sam Martin, the weary-looking head 
"prop" man, prodded .his men as they 
trucked anti-heat equipment, special 
space-suits, and all the other parapher
nalia to the ship. Before it was· taken 
away, each item was alertly inspected 
by Lo Quior, the little, spectacled Mar
tian technical director who was one of 
the industry's greatest wizards in creat
ing special effects. 

Jim Willard, cyrtical-looking young 
assistant director, strode across the 
shadowy, noisy main studio and entered 
a room in whi-ch a crowd of nearly forty 
young men were nervously waiting. 

They were all Earthmen, and all of 
them were tall and red-haired, the shades 
of their hair ranging from dark rust to 
flaming auburn. 

"All right, Mr. Lewis will look you 
over now," Willard told the eager crowd. 
''Just walk past his desk and turn to 
face him." 

Nervously, the crowd of young men 
followed him out into the noisy main stu
dio. There they formed into single file 
and slowly walked past the produ(;er's 
desk. 

Jeff Lewis, director and producer of 
some of the most thrilling space-epics 
in telepicture history, was a middle
aged, stocky Earthman with a tight, wise 
face and broodin� eyes. He dourly in
spected the faces of the eager appli
cants. 

A chance to break into telepictures, to 
star in the biggest space-film ever made ! 
No wonder Jeff Lewis' talent-search for 
a young actor who looked like Captain 
Future had evoked such a great . re
sponse. Every day, for the last fort
night, eager, redhaired applkants had 
come. 
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Lewis curtly turned down one after 
another of the hopeful young men as 
they reached his desk. 

"You're too short - height can't be 
altered by make-up. And you won't do 
because your skull's the wrong shape
that's another thing that would show. 
No, not you. Nor you." 

One by one, the crestfallen rejectees 
filed away. The others still in line 
obviously were losing hope at this merci
less weeding-out. 

But finally Lewis stopped one of them, 
a tall, pleasant-faced, shy-looking young 
fellow with dark red hair. 

"What's your name ?" the producer 
demanded. 

"Chan Carson," replied the young 
nmn with trembling eagerness. "I 
haven't had any a<:ting experience, Mr. 
Lewis, but I hoped-" 

"We can teach a man to act, at least 
enough for this picture, but we can't 
teach him to look like Captain Future 
if he doesn't have a strong basic re
semblance," barked J eff Lewis. "You 
have it, in a way." 

The producer compared the photo
graphs of Captain Future on his desk 
with Chan Carson's face and profile. 
Jim Willard also eyed· them. 

"The color of his hair and eyes are a 
little off, but makeup can fix that," mut
tered Lewis. "His nose isn't aquiline 
enough, but that too can be femedied. 
Skull-shape, weight, height and feature!f 
are otherwise the closest we've come 
across yet." 

"Who are you, anyway ?'\ the producer 
asked Chan Carson. "What do you do 
for a living ?" 

. The tall, hopeful young man answered 
timidly. "I'm a clerk over in the Inter
planetary Department Store." 

"Good gosh," muttered Jim Willard 
under his breath. "Are we going to use 
a clerk who's never been off Earth to 
play Captain Future ?" 

T
HE film director smiled. 

"Didn't I take a b1g, dumb door
man from a hotel and use him as Black 
John Haddon in 'Star Pirate' ?" retorted 
Jeff LewiS: "I <:an teach a man to act, 

if be looks the part. This Carson fellow 
does. He's the only one we've foun.d yet 
who looks even remotely like Captain 
Future. Make-up will erase the differ
ences, and your coaching will get him 
through his scenes." 

Chan Carson's earnest face Bushed 
with eager hope as he listened. 

"I'll do anything you say if you pick 
me for the part, Mr. Lewis," he promised 
in fervent ton�s. 

His eagerness was not assumed. He 
bad to get this part, Curt Newton was 
telling himself. 

For 'Chan Carson,' underneath a 
slightly disguised exterior, was none 
other than Captain Future himself !  

It was Newton's audacious scheme to 
get himself included in this. mysteri
ously-motived telepicture expedition 
whkh Jon Valdane was backing. He bad 
explained it to the astounded President; 
the night before. 

"It'll be a perfect disguise for me, if 
I can do it," be had told Daniel Crewe. 
"They're hunting for someone who 
looks like Captain Future, to play his 
part in their picture. If I can get that 
part, I can· go along on the expedition 
without Valdane or his men dreaming 
that I'm really Captain Fu-�ure. I'll 
have a real chance to discover and check
mate their plans." 

Newton had known better than to look 
too much like himself when · he applied 
for the role. That might arouse sus
picion. So be had slightly altered the 
shape of his nose and the shade of his 
eyes and hair. 

Jeff Lewis was speaking to the 
skeptical Willard. "Remember, this will 
be an action picture. He won't have to 
do any emoting in close-ups." 

They were interrupted by the arrival 
of a stunning blonde girl who clung 
possessively to the arm of a <:hubby, mid
dle-aged Earthman. 

Curt Newton instantly recognized 
them both. He knew from posters 
around the studios that the girl was 
Lura Lind, one of the most popular fem
inine stars in telepictures. With her 
smooth platinum hair, flawless features 
and supple figure, she was dazzling. 



The man with her was Jon Valdane. 
Crewe's deacription left no doubt. Yet 
it seemed incredible that this chubby 
little man with the kewpie-like face and 
beaming blue eyes could be the plotter 
who was scheming to loot a world. 

Newton remembered the President's 
warning. "He doesn't look it, but he's 
ruthless as a Venusian swamp-adqer." 

Valdane was speaking in a piping 
voice to the producer. "I'm all ready to 
go with you when the expedition leaves, 
Lewis. My friend Kin Kurri. the Sa
tumian politician, is going with me too." 

"That's fine, Mr. Valdane." It seemed 
to Newton that Jeff Lewis' words lacked 
heartiness. "Of course, you know that 
this will be no pleasure cruis�. We're 
going into the most dangerous spots in 
the System." 

If the producer was trying to dissuade 
Jon Valdane from the trip, he failed. 
The chubby little financier answered 
confidently. 

"It's worth a few hardships to be near 
Lura." he said, with an infatuated glance 
at the blonde star. "And to make sure 
there's no risk, I'm taking along my own 
personal bodyguard, Su Thuar." 

"Su Thuar." Captain Future repeated 
that name to himself with sudden dis
may. He knew the 'bodyguard' to whom 
the financier referred. 

Su Thuar was a young Venusian crim
inal with whom Curt Newton had 
duhed four years before. He had killed 
the Venusian's brother in an under
world rendezvous on Saturn, and had 
sent Su Thuar himself to prison. 

He knew that Su Thuar wanted ven- · 

geance for that. If the Venusian's bate
sharpened eyes penetrated his identity 
during the trip, it might mean disaster. 

Jeff Lewis was introducing him to 
Valdane and the blonde star. "This is 
Chan Carson, folks-our 'Captain Fu
ture'. He's only a drygoods clerk now, 
but I'll make an actor of him." 

�URT Newton bowed to them. Lura 
...._, Lind inspected him with scornful 
blue eyes, and then spoke to Lewis with 
strident resentment. 

"If you think I'm going to play op-
• t bb•ty 1 k h '11 · 1 all my ' With a thunderoua roarJ. the promontory exploCS.d 

pos1 e a ra 1 c er w o spo1 · upward (vhap. VI)  
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scenes, you're crazy,;• she told the pro
ducer. 

"Would I pii:k him if I didn't think 
I could moid him into the part?" Lewis 
demanded. ''You leave the casting to 
me, Lura!' 

Curt Newton, the picture of nervous 
timidity, beard Valdane mildly support 
the actress' protest. But Jeff Lewis 
firmly overrode it. 

"Take Carson over to the make-up de
partment and fix him up," the producer 
told Jim Willard. ''Then bring him 
back here." 

"Come on," the assistant director told 
Newton half - contemptuouslt. "We•n 
soon have you looking like a real plane
teer." 

In the make-up department, Captain 
Future was tense as the experts worked 
on him. Curt Newton had, by means of 
the infinite sec:rets of disguise known 
to Otho, so altered the shade of hit hair 
by dyes, and the color of his eyes by 
pupil-stain, and the shape of his nose 
by injected waxite, that no ordinary 
make-up would discover or change his 
disguiall!. 

Nevertheless, he breathed much easier 
when t}le make-up artists bad finished 
their work. He looked into the mirror 
and felt like bursting into laughter. 
They bad changed his hair, eyes and 
nose hack to normal, never dreaming 
that this was his true appearance. 

"Well, you do make a dead ringer for 
Captain :Future when you have the make
up on," Jim Willard admitted reluc
tantly. "Here, put on the suit." 

It was a gray zipper-suit such as Cap
tain Future habitually wore. There was 
a slim atom•pistol in the bolster at its 
belt. • 

Willard grinned. "You don't look like 
a dry-goods clerk no'#. Come on, and 
we11 show Jeff. 

As they emerged from the make-up 
room, they came face to face with a 
handsome, sleepy-eyed young Venusian. 
Curt Newton recognized Su Thuar ! 

That Su Thuar recognized him as 
swiftly was evidenced by the sudden 
distortion of the criminal's handsome 
face. His eyes blazed. 

"Captain Future !" hissed the Venus
ian. His hand darted to an atom-pistol 
inside his jacket. "I've waited four 
years for this chance.'' 

Curt Newton's mind raced with light
ning speed. He -could beat Su Thuat 
to the draw. But if be did so, he would 
betray his real identity and his plan to 
join Valdane's expedition would be 
wrecked. 

Newton gambled desperately. Instead 
of drawing his pistol, he recoiled with 
a pretended cty of terror from the 
Venusian's drawn gun. 

Su Thuar was so startled by the un
expected sight of Captain Future afraid, 
that he hesitated. Then Jim Willard 
got between them. 

"Are you crazy?" Willard stormed 
at the Venusian, "This isn't Captain 
Future - it's Chan Carson, the aet()r 
who's to play Future's part.'' 

Su Thuar's face stiffened, and then 
the fierce blaze died out ·of his eyes. 
"Sorry," be muttered. "I didn't have 
time to think. I have an old scort against 
Future, and I thought this man was 
that fellow.'' 

"If this really was Future, you'd have 
been dead- a second after you drew that 
gun on him," snapped Jim Willard. 

He turned to Newton, who -was pre
tending to tremble with terror. "Come 
on, Carson.'' 

"Who---who was that ?" Newton stam
mered fearfully as he followed the as

sistant director back across the noisy 
studio. 

"Valdane's chief bodyguard," an
swered Willard. He added a dry com
ment. "Our esteemed financial boss is 
taking along a prize lot of strong•arm 
men to make sure nothing happens to 
his precious skin on this trip.'' 

Jeff Lewis looked Newton over with · . 
keen, probing eyes when they reached 
him. The dour producer did not seem 

. displeased. 
"You'll do, for looks, Carson,'' be 

grunted. "But remember, you not only 
have to look like Captain Future but 
act like him. Let's see you draw your 
gun.'' 

"It won't go off, will it?" Newton 

.. 
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asked timidly. 
He was deliberately presenting him

self to them all as a timid, scary clerk, 
so that no one would dream of conned
ing him with his real self. For he was 
aware that Su Thuar was still staring 
at him. 

A burst of derisive laughter came 
from the whole group at his fright
ened question. It assured him that his 
masquerade was succeeding. 

"Some Captain Future I" muttered Jim 
Willard. "He's about as much like the 
real thing as a mouse is like a lion." 

CHAPTER III 

JEFF LEWIS pa
tiently b e g a n to 
coach Curt Newton 
how to draw the 
atom-pistol, how to 
stand boldly erect, 
how to move quickly 
and softly. 

"Try to think of 
yourself as the real 
Captain Future," the 
producer said - earn

estly. "Now go through it again." 
Curt Newton went into an awkward 

crouch, and drew the atom-pistol so gin
gerly and c:lumsily that its barrel caught 
in his own belt. 

He felt relieved when Su Thuar, who 
had been watching, followed Jon Val
dane and Lura Lind out of the studio. 

"Well, you'll have time to practice 
on the way to Jupiter, our first location," 
Lewis told him. "We'll be starting in 
a few days now." 

They were interrupted by a loud, 
brassy voice. A man had forced his way 
a�ross the busy studio to Jeff Lewis. 

He was a swarthy Mercurian with a 
shock of bristling black hair, and bold 
black eyes. He addressed Lewis with 
conceited confidence. 

''I understand you need an actor to 
play the part of Otbo, the Futureman, 
in your new film," he said loudly. "Well, 
I'm your man. rw Rizo Thou, the 

greateat make-up ·artist you ever met. 
The only man who can play that an
droid." 

"Nothing doing," the producer said 
bluntly. "I'm hiring Ki Iquir for the 
part of Otho." 

"Ki Iquir? - that clumsy Martian 
ham?" scoffed Ri:ro Tbon. "He couldn't 
play this part in a million years. Wait 
till you see what I can do with it.'' 

The conceited Mercurian dived into 
one of the dressing-rooms, carrying his 
make-up kit with him. A few minutes 
later, he returned completely trans
formed. 

He was now a pale-skinned, lithe
looking man with a rubbery figure and 
sparkling, slanted green eyes in a hair
less face. 

''How this?" be demanded �onfidently. 
"Do I, or do I not, get the part?" 

''Say, he is better than Ki Iquir," de
clared Jim Willard in surprise. "In that 
make-up he's the picture of Otho, the 
android." 

Curt Newton grinned to himself. Rizo 
Tbon not only looked like Otho-he was 
Otbo. He had aimply taken off a dis
guise, instead of putting one on. 

It had been Newton's idea for getting 
Otbo into the expedition. And it 
worked. Jeff Lewis was fascinated by 
the marvellous make-up, and hired "Rizo 
Tbon" at once. 

At the end of that day, Captain Fu
ture lur�ed in his dressing-room until 
the studio was deserted. Then Otho 
slipped into the room. 

"So now we're actors, chief," grinned 
the impudent android. ••rm getting a 
kick out of this!' 

"You'll get a bigger kick when I tell 
you that Valdane's right-hand man is 
Su Tbuar, and that he's going along on 
this party," Curt Newton said in a grim 
voice. 

Otho swore. "That cursed Venusian 
snake. I thought be was still in prison. 
Still, if he doesn't suspect us, we're all 
right." 

"He doesn't, but he will the first slip 
we make," warned Captain Future. 
"And the fact that Valdane has hired a 
criminal of Su Thuar's �aliber proves 
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that there is  a sinister purpose behind 
this whole expedition." 

"I never doubted it," repl ied Otho. 
"But what about getting Grag and Si
mon into the expedition ? Can we do 
i t ? "  

"I haven't had a chance yet to find 
out,'' Captain Future said. He looked 
out. The studio was dark and deserted. 
"(\orne on, now's our chance to get into 
the prop department and see about that." 

Unobserved, he and Otho made their 
way into the big property room where 
the sets and costumes for "The Ace of 
Space" were being assembled for trans
port to the Perseus. 

They soon found the two objects they 
sought. One was a bi g metal dummy 
that was outwardly a replica of Grag. 
It was an ingenious automaton that 
could be made to go through simpl e  
movements by means o f  interior motors 
controlled by a tiny switchboard on its 
back. 

The other object was a similar replica 
of the Brain--a square, transparent box 
with a 'face' and lenseyes l ike Simon 
Wright's. Inside it  was a plast ic gray 
copy of a human brai·n. 

T
HESE were the dummies of Grag 
and the Brain intended for use in 

the telepi-cture. 
"They're nearly identical copies, and 

that makes it easy," Curt Newton said. 
"Tonight, Simon and Grag can sl ip in 
here and substitute themselves for these 
dummies-" 

"And go along with the expedition, 
without anyone suspecting," O tho fin
ished. He chuckled. "The four Future
men, playing themselves in a telepi c· 
ture. Wouldn't that producer's eyes 
stick out, if he knew?" 

'This is no lighthearted game we're 
playing," Curt Newton reminded him. 
"We'll be in peri l  from the moment we 
leave Earth. That's why I wouldn't 
let Joan know anything about this mis
sion." 

He glanced out into the studio. "No 
one's around. Now is our chance to get 
these dummies out of here." 

Two hours later that night, he and 

Otho carried the two dummies with 
them into the guarded office of the Sys
tem President, atop Government Tower. 

Grag and Simon Wright were waiting 
for them there. And with them was an 
aging man in the uniform of the Planet 
Patrol, a white-haired, wrinkled veteran 
whose bleak old eyes lighted with 
pleasure. 

"Cap 'n Future," he exclaimed . "I 
thought you were stil l  out in deep space, 
till I got your message today." 

Marshal Ezra Gurney, old comrade of 
Futuremen, pumped Curt Newton's 
hand. "Wait'll Joan hears you're back," 
he chuckled. 

"She mustn't know, Ezra,'' Curt New
ton said earnestly. "We're up to our 
necks in a dangerous business and I 
don't want Joan tangled in it. And she'd 
insist on going with us, if she knew." 

"Go in' where ?'' asked the old nuir-o 
shal keenly. "What's up ?" 

Captain Future rap idly explained. 
Gurney's weatherbeaten face length
ened as he heard. "Just name what you 
want done,'' said the old veteran prompt
ly. 

"I want you to take the Comet out to 
Styx and wait there for us," Captain 
Future said. ''We'll need our ship." 

"But won't the Comet be recognized, 
and g ive the show away ?" asked Ezra 
Gurney. 

"Paint it up to look like a battered 
little space-cruiser," Curt Newton told 
him "You can be an interplanetary 
prospector who heard of the diamond
strike on Styx. 0£ course, you'll have 
to g et yourself temporarily suspended 
from the Patrol so that you can legally 
go there." 

Ezra Gurney nodded. "I can do all 
that. I'll be waiting for you r ight in 
Planet Town, the fore ign colony on 
Styx." 

Captain Future was hauling forward 
the two dummies which he and Otho 
had surreptitiously brought from the 
studio. 

"1'hese are the facsimiles of you and 
Grag, Simon," he told the Brain. "All  
you have to do is slip i n  tonight and 
take their places. No one will know the 
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dtfference, if you don't move when any· 
one's armlnd." 
· Grag stared scornfully at the lifeless 

metal facsimile of himself. "It's dis-
gusting that I have to impersonate a · 
brainless automaton like this. but I sup
pose that I can do it.'' 

.... Why, that automaton would make 
a better Futureman than yol.t/' wiae
cra.cked Otho. "It only operates when 
you push its buttons." 

Grag appealed indignantly to Cap
tain Future. "Chief, are you going to 
let that �ckeyed plastic android in
sult me like that ?" 

hCut your rockets., both of you,'' Curt 
Newton ordered itnpatiently. ''I'd for· 

erty room. The Brain was resting on a 
shelf, and Grag stood stiff and motion
less in a comer. 

No ordinary human being could have 
endured the long periods of immobility 
which these two must preserve to main
tain their imposture. But the Brain. 
ofte'i'l spent days brooding in immobile 
si.lence upon his scientific reveries. And 
Grag had not the nerves of an ordinary 
man. 

Still, the robot muttered a complaint 
when Captain Futu.re entered. "1'hi.s 
playing dead is going t<> be monotonous, 
in time." 

"You'll soon have a chance for move
ment and action," Curt Newton reas· 

"I Challenge You-Prove Thm You Are 
Captain Future!" 

THE MARTIAN •ACTOR, Hro Zan. i.mpetront.tM Captt1in Future to f>edec· 
tion-and burled a ringing deli actOM the solat $)'StCID ! Ctut Newton ns 
4n • st><*-but he an.'IWered by mum.ing one of his most dacpmt.� roles, 
and building a nev.' planet in the barga.io ! The whole story is told in 
DAYS OF CR.EA110N, Brett Stelling's most am:Wns novel oi rhe future !  

Cotni.n� in. tlte N .... ,xt /.tAue! 

gotten about the little switchboard on 
the automaton's back. W e'U p.ave to 
put that on your back, Grag." 

He soon had attached the switchboard 

to the broad metal back of tbe big robot. 
''Its buttons aren't connected to any
thing. o£ course. But when one of them 
is pushed, you must perform the appro-
priate action." 

He coached Grag u.ntil the robot could 
respond stiffiy to the pressing of the 
buttons; just as the real automaton would 
have done. 

"That's good. enough.'' Newton .said 
finally. "Now, Otho will take you and 
Simon over and slip you into the studio." 

"Sure, I'll pretend Grag ia a load of 
old iron I'm delivering./' cracked Otho, 
and then ducked the blow the irate robot 

aimed at him. 

N
EXT morning when "Chan Carson•• 

"ported at tb.e telepicture atudio, 
he &lan.ced aur'teptit.ioualy into the prop-

aured. ..The expedition will soon be 
starting." 

Otho, made up again as R�o Thon. 
da�d into the property room ueitedly. 
I:Ie brought dismaying n�we. 

"Chief. I thought you were going to 
keep this whole business from Joan.. 
Well, she's here in the studio at , the 
present moment." 

Curt Newton was thunderstruck. "Im· 
possible I Joan does:n't even know that 
we're back yet from outer space." 

"Nevertheless, she's here," retorted 
the android. "She's out there talking to 
Je.ff Lewis now." 

Incredulously, Captain Future bur· 

ried out across the noisy, big studio. He 
found J eft Lewis by the door of his 
office. 

And with the telepic:ture producer 
was a figure at sight of wbicb his heart 
leaped. An Earthgirl, slim in severe 
brown jacket and space--slacks, whose 
dark hair was bare and whoae &.no. 
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lovely little face �s flushed with emO- Joan Randall was unappeased. -"'-Un� 
tion of some sort as she talked. less I'm tertain your steri is going tO 

It was Joan Randall-the secret agent .sti�k to the truth, I'll ask . for an in':. 
of the Planet Patrol who bad been the junction against your makitig the film, 
gay, gallant_ comrade of the Futuremen It will at least delay the thing until 
on DlaJly adventur.es, and whom Curt Captain Future returns.., 
Newton lo"ed. -· 

"You mustn't do that," pi� , Jeff 
He wanted to stride forward and take Lewis. "Our expedition is all to� to 

her in his arms, but he forced down the stan. I have att idea. Come into-� ..of� 
impulse. He dared not let Joan Randall fice and I think we. .can ir.on this out!� 
knoW ·of the. hazardous enterprise on They came face to face with OuH 
which they Futuremen were ·erigaged. Newt!ln as tbey turned around. Newton 
He knew only tao wetl that she would in· held his breath. He "'W"O{e his 'Chan Cat
sist on joining them, to her own grave son' disgUise. But· he was. not sure that 
peril. it would be proof against Joan Ran, _ 

Joan was speaking indignantly to the dall's keen glance. 
producer. "I won't stand for �t, Mr. 

_ Lewis I As soon as I heard about this sHE seemed startled by the sight of 
picture you're pJanning, I came here to _bial. For just a moment gladne�s 
protest; against it. I -won't allow you to leaped intO her brown eyes. 'th� it 
make • chap, silly tiu:it�r about Cap-o .· iji�- a�y--,a�··$he looked · at him mo'?i . 
tain Future." - cf�sely. 

Jeff Lewis tTied to soothe her. "It'll "For a mmn�t, i thOugiit-,t• •h-e 
be a great film, \lisa Randall-a tribute began. ·_;- _:_�� · · 
to the Futtttemen. There won't be a "You thought it was· �ptAifi '�'Q.t\JU.?" 
thing in it that isn't true. Why, we're Jeff Lewis finished for her, "iiDnl� 
going to enormous risk and expense to "It's no wonder, for we picked him for 
film it in the identical scenes o£ their � close resemblance. This is Chan 
exploits." _ Catson. who is to play Future in ·the 

" 'The Ace of Spac-el' " wa Jom film. .. • 
scorhfully. "It's absurd � · Captain Fu- J9an looked frowningly at 'Chan Cu
turc: isn't a glory-hunting story-hero. son,. _ "You ®n't =to"ok like a sj,aceman 
He's a real man. the finest in the Sys- to me." -: · · · ::: _ 

· 

tem, who has risked his life and endured N.wton arisw�ed ·timidly. ..'No, I've 
every form of hardship to.. help the Sys� never been off the Earth. I hope I don't 
tem peopl�s. to crush criminals preying get �pace-sick on this trip." 
on thet:n and to push the .frontiers of Her brown eyes snapped. "And jOJ). 
space further back. are going to play Captain Futur� - · -... 

"And you want to . make money by There was the ghost of _. 'iril11'e in 
glamorizing a man li� that ! I won't Curt Newton's �yes as-lle- ddted her 
permit it! The Futuremen can't. pro- and Jeff Lewis enter toejlrOdueer'-s of-
test, for they're still out in deep space, fice. ' . 

but I'm here and I'll adopt every pooi- Jim Willard canl'e'c ·-up. "Ready !ot 
ble legal means to halt this sUly picture." your space-exploits; Carson ? The ex- -

Curt Newton's heart "WUlned to her pedition is going to take off tomorrbw 
staunch loyalty� And Jeff Lewis looked morning." 
more worried. 

· · 

Newton ttlaJUlCetl to look nervoua. '��lo 
.. You couldn't legally sto.p the pic- soon.?" be gulp.ed. 

· -

ture, because everything in it wt11 be He did not see Joan Rondafl· �ain 
true," the ·producer. an8'\Wred.1, "'The but later that morning he heaid Jeff 
etory of •The Ace :of Spa�e' is based on Le-wis speak of her to the aasi�tant di
tbe eplc struggle of the Futuremen With rector. 
the Le�ion of D9om. and every incident "That RaatdaU gld would have de- · 
of the i1!ot really happened!' 

· · 
Iayed the whole -o•pedition," ·Lewit tol\f 
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young Willard. "But I thought up a 
way to convince her that the pi�ture 
would_ be true to Future's character." 

__ Next morning, the Perseus lay ready 
for take·off. Crowds jammed the space· 
port to watch the "Ace of Space" expedi
tjpn depart. The publicity given the 
picture had interested the whole ;System 
in it. , 

Bands were playing, thousands of 
hands waving, as the last a-ctors and 
teehnicians came up the gangway. Cap
tain Future, with "Rizo T_hen" and Jim 
Willard, watched from the promenade 
deck. 

"There's · Lura making her usual last
minute entrance," said the cynical young 
assi-stant director. "And Valdane with 
her, as usual." 

The glamoroU. blonde actress was 
waving to t� enthusiati� crowd as she 
came up the gangway. Behind her fol
lowed the chubby figure of Jon Valdan-e, 
a beaming smile on his pink face. He 
was accompanied by Su Thuar and by a 
tall, cadaveroiils-.lonking bi-de-skinned 
Satumiill . 

.. The Saturnian is Kin Kurri, one of 
Valdane's stooges in the System Co_,un
cil," remark-ed Willard. "He'e coming 
along as Valdane's guest." 

Curt Newton's e.yes narro•ea. The 
presence of the Saturnian politician 
more than ever convinced him that Val
dane's conspiracy against Styx was on 
a big scale. But what was the nature 
of it? 

The space-doors slammed shut. Bells 
rang warning, and the loudspeakers of · 

-

· the ship uttered their mechanical cau
tion. 

"Take-off time in five minutes." 
Curt Newton pretended shaky appre

hension. He looked at Willard fearfully. 
"Will the start shake us up 111uch ?" 

"No, it'll be easy if you sit in one C>f 
these space-chairs," Willard told him, 
and added ironically, "Rememb�. you're 
the greatest spaceman alive-in this pie-
ttire." -

Newton huddled in one of the shoek
abse>rbing deck-chairs, the picture · e>f 
nervous timidity. Then with a thUitder
oua crash of rockets, the P�rseus rose 

in the air and roared rapidly upward 
through the sunlight. 

Curt Newton gasped and choked. "I 
-I'd bette! go down to my cabin. I'm 
afraid I'm going to be spa.ce-sick." 

''Go ahead then, 'Captain Future,' " 
said Willard with a shrug of disgust. 

UnsteadUy, Newton rose to his feet. 
His real motive was a desire to inspect 
the le>wer decks as soon as possible. 

Suddenly he stiffened. He saw, far
ther along the deck, a slim feminine fig- . 
ure in gray space-s-lacks who wu looking 
down through the transparent deck-wall 
at the receding Earth. It was Joan Ran
dall ! 

"She isn't _coming with us, is she?" he 
asked Willard in dismay. 

Willard nodded. "Why. yes, she is. 
Jeff told me this me>rning." 

Captain Future felt stunned. He 
started along the dec-k, and then met 
Jeff Lewis and Valdane. The chubby 
financier was frowning. 

"It's the first I knew of it," Jon Val� 
darte was saying angrily. "Why in the 
world should you brin-g · that snooping 
girl Patrol agent along ?., _ 

Lewis shrugged helplessly. "I had 
to. She was going to delay our starting, 
because she thought our" picture would 
be a libel on her friends, the Puturemen. 
I finally had to offer to take her along 
so that she could check on the picture 
as we- made it, and give it her okay." 

Jon Val-dane's ordinarily beaming pink 
face looked ugly. 

"She -could haV'e- been handled in other 
ways," he snapped. "But it's too late 
now." 

They passed on. Joan Randall had 
disappeMed. And Captain Future re
mained rooted, chilled by premonitof1 
dread . .  

Joan's l oyalty to himself _had unwit· 
tingly catapulted her into this devil's
ship of conspiracy where her danger was 
extreme. Valdane did not want her 
aboard. He might take drastic means 
to get rid of her. " 

. 

Curt Newton groaned inwardly. He · 
could not reveal himself to her without � 
entangling her further in danger. He 
must coatiaue . to play hit atranre part 
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if be was 1o penetrate the great plot Perseus moved thr:ough the void -ia a 
against Mag1c Moon. swift, soundlen rush. 

CHAPTER IV 
'What you must d� ... Lewis waa lee

turing Curt Newton, "is to tell yourself, 
·Peril oil fupiur 'I am Captain Future.' Then you'll let 

more like him.,. 
CAPTAIN FUT U R E  Curt Newton managed t� keep his fac:a 
leaped into the c:.rtunped solemn. "I'll try� Mr. Lewis:' � staiD
interior o£ the wrecked mered. "rve been spaee-siek 8Q �ucb. 
spate • cruiser a nd that it's made it harder for me."' ·� �--/fcro�u:b.ed, his at�-pis- Ron King, the ex.qui1ite-looking j®"e--tol· in-· his hand. · · nile· 1ead of ''The ·l\ce!! of Space,., taise-d 

''Otbo, where ll r e his eyebrows a.upei'e'lliotal>ly at Newton. 
you?" be called loudly. "You really sboutdn\ ...Jtave taken the. 

"Here, chief I" · an- part when you're sucll a bad space
swered the android. He sailor.'' 

-..-.�-...::� was lying, trussed up in "He's about as good a ·apace-sailor u 
heavy bonds in a comer be is an actor," gibed Lura Lind. "He's· 

o£ the wreck. nTbey left me hero to be ruined every scene with me so ur�" 
killed when the wreck crashes." "Let Carson alone," growled the·pr� 

"And the -rats got at¥ay frOJ:n me," bi-a- due�� '1U'll be all right.' .......... 
&ed C_aptaiJi Future as li.; ben� -tl) untie :J,IW'i �vdall-... s�im .in her gray .space- ' 
the other. "By spac.e, when we catch up slaCks, had- ;lt0d4-."�oc -th.�.- background 
to them-" watching the seen� .utf�Mnt "CQa.tempt 

"Cut!" in her brown eyes. �> 
It was Jeff Lewis' order that suddenly "Captain Future wouldn't u�-�o-

brougbt the ac:ene to an end. The big, dramatic language like that," she tbld 
tWin-lensed stereofilm cameras stopped Jeff Lewi1 now. "It's not like him at all." grinding, and the krypton spotlights 1liss Ra.r.!.dall, will you please give me 
were snapped off. . 

· · 

a Uttle leeway in .making �is p{�e," 
Curt Newton and Otho turned toward begged the producer im_patient1y. "I'm 

the director. "How was it1'' keeping my promise to s.tick to -the truth 
"Rizo Thon wu .all right:• Lewis in depktifig the_,:Fitt�en's. exploi�. 

answered. ''But you still are too stiff ain't I ?  · Pleue:let me. �reet the dia
and awkward, Carson. You still haven't - Iogue myulf." 
learned how to act as Captain Future Jim Willard, his young assistant, in-
would act!' tetvened dip.lomatically. "The 'day' i.-

This big room looked like � ordinary about over, Jeff," be remarked. glancil:lg 
telepicture etudio, with the set that rep- at his watch. 

· ' 

resented the interior of a wrecked "All right, that'll be all for �· time)" 
apace--cruiser o-cc;upying hal£ its bmgth. Jeff Lewis said wearily te thlo troupe. 
The rest �s crowded with cameras-. "Hanged if I can get used -to these ship 
·spotlights, technicians and other actors 'days' and 'nights'.'' 
of the troupe. Lo Quior and hia teehn��� started 

This was he main hold of the Persell3. stowing away the . camera The· actors 
It had been converted into a small streamed off to their cabins to remove 
studio.. AD.aduring all theae days in their make-up befoFe dinner. 
which the liner -had been speeding t� �chan Carson' and 'Rbo Thon' shared 
ward Jupiter, I elf Lewis. bad ·here- been a cabin oq the mid-dec:k-curt Newton 
busy upon interior ac:enes for "'The Ace bad �ontrived that. When they reuhed 
of Space." it, intead of taking make-up o.ffJ they 

i It was hard to realm tbat they were began to put make-up back. on. Otho te
' in a ship going at tremendous voloci1y. aumi.Jlc hi1 disguia a a Mercurian, and 

The rockets had -been. ahut off. an.cl the . Newton &!ftiy �inc the sU,ht c:banp · 

, 
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In his appearane& whieb converted him 
into 'Chan Carson.' 

"Did you hear what Lewis said about 
my acting?" Otho said vainly. "He 
thinks I'm good. I'll bet I could be a 
telepicture star." ' . 

"You're -turning into a stag-e-struck 
ham," Curt Newton accused him wither
ingly. "Get your mind back on our job. 
Were you able to get into Jon Valdane's 
suite ?" 

OTHO slowly shook his head. 
"Chief, it's impossibl,e," vowed the 

android. "You knGw he and his friend 
Kin Kuni, and Su Thuar and the rest of 
his tough 'bodyguards' have the whole 
a£t part of this deck. Wen, you just 
can't get back there �unobserved. Some 
of Valdane's strong-arm ·men are loung
ing in th� corridor there all the time." 

"We've got to get in, somehow, and 
search Valdane's papers," Captain Fu
ture declared. "We've learned nothing 

.r . at all yet, and here we ate almost to Jupi· 
·'..i/ ter." 

-....cun N-ewton bad begun to feel a little 
desperate. During all these days since 
the departure frem Earth, he bad not 
succeeded in penettati.ttg the secret of 
J<>n Valdane's mysterious conspiracy 
against Magic Moon. 

Valdane was no fool. He had talked 
a lot but had never even mentiotted 
Styx. Nor bad -Captain Future or Otho 
been able to spy upon him, since his 
quarters were always guarded. 

"We'll slip.down to the prop�room to
night and aee Si.niQn and Grag," Curt d• 
cided. "I have -an idea that may work.'' 

After dinner that night, the troupe of 
actors and technicians retired early. For 
J eft Lewis warned them that they would 
land on Jupiter early the next day. 

"We're landing at J ungletown, close to 
.tbe Fire Sea," the produce�; infortned 
the cast. "I want to make our scenes 
as , quickly as possible · and get out of 
t)lat dangerous place.'' 

When everyone bad retired and the 
ru�bing liner was quiet except for the 
steady throb a£ _the :ventilatcOrs, Curt 
fo{ewton and Otho stole out of their cabin 
apd made their way down to the prop-

room in the hold. 
In that shadowy clutter of costumes, 

space-suits, strang_e weapons and gro
tesque objects, they found Simon 
Wright and Grag. The Brain was rest
i.ng on a shelf, and Grag's mighty figure 
stood immobile in a corner. 

"It's Otho and I," Captain Future 
whispered quickly. 

Grag immediately flexed his mighty 
metal limbs and came stalking forward. 

"How much longer have I got to stand 
do'Wll here like a frozen statue?" he de
manded indignantly. ''I'm getting bored 
with this:• 

"You'll be getting out of here tomor
row, Grag,'' Newton assured him. "For 
you'll be needed for the sceneg they 
make by the Fire Sea.'' 

"I have not minded thls inactivity," 
rasped the Brain. "It has given me a 
chanc-e to work out the mental solution 
of several complex aStrophysical for
mula which 1 have long pondered." 

"That's fine, but I've got a job for you 
tomorrow, Simon," said Captain Future. 
"When everyone is .out of the' -ship. I · 

want you to eeach Valdane'a quartets. 

-� .. 
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There must be some clue in his effects as 
to his plan against Styx. Do you think 
you can get into his suite ?" 

"I shall do my best," replied the Brain 
in his austere way. 

"Do, Sitnon-we must find out soon 
what Valdane and his crowd are plan
ning against Magic Moon," Curt New
ton said earnestly. 

"Chief, what about Joan ?" Grag asked. 
"I want her to leave this ship at Ju

piter. She must stay there. For she'll 
be in danger from Valdane's crowd if she 
doesn't. Valdane isn't going to let a 
Patrol agent l ike Joan go much farther 
on this trip, even though her status is un
official." 

"But how are you going to get her to 
leave the ship at Jupiter?" Otho de
manded. 

"Otho, that will be your job," Captain 
Future replied. "You won't be in these 
Fire Sea scenes, according to the script. 
So you'll have a chance to make sure 
that Joan stays on J upiter." 

Otho was dismayed. "How in the 
name of space am I going to contrive 
that ?" 

"A fake message calling her back to 
Earth would be your best bet," Curt 
Newton told him, "If that fails-well, 
then you11 have to try something else." 

Next 'morning,' the Perseus threaded 
through J upiter's maze of moons and 
slid down into the vast atmosphere of 
the monarch planet. 

Curt Newton looked down with the 
others from the promenade deck. He 
pretended a marvelling awe that fitted 
timid 'Chan Carson,' though he knew 
this planet better than any other man in 
the System. 

Yet not all of his awe was assumed. 
Jupiter, even seen for the hundredth 
time, was a stunning spectacle. Its vast 
greenish sphere filled all the heavens 
beneath them, a majestic panorama of 
huge oceans and colossal continents. 
And upon the breast of the continent 
of South Equatoria, toward which they 
were dropping, burned the Fire S ea. 

The Fire Sea, the most terrifying nat
ural wonder in the Solar System. A 
flaming ocean o£ red, molten lava, it 

stretched eight thousand miles in width 
and thrice that in length. This stupen
dous infernal sea was visible even from 
Earth, where it had once been called the 
Red Spot of Jupiter. 

Jungletown lay in the dense fern-jun
gles only a little south of the Fire Sea. 
The place was a mining town, which con
stantly shifted its location and migrated 
northward to follow the uranium and 
radium diggings. It was now quite close 
to the flaming ocean. 

The Perseus, riding the j ets of its keel 
rockets, dropped down into the raw field 
that served the mining town as a space
port. The doors opened, and the com
pany started emerging into the sunlight. 

The town lay just beyond the field, a 
few straggling streets of m e t a l l o y  
shacks hemmed i n  b y  the towering fern
jungle. Tough-looking, bronzed Earth
men miners and squat green J ovians 
crowded around the telepicture troupe. 
The air was hot and steamy, and laden 
with strange scents and fragrances. 

"What an uncivilized-looking place," 
complained Lura Lind. The blonde 
actress wrinkled her nose. "What's that 
sulphurous smell ?" 

"It comes from the Fire Sea-that's 
only a few miles north from here," Joan 
Randall informed her. 

JON Valdane, standing with his tall 
Saturnian friend, mopped his plump, 

pink face. "This air is too soupy to 
breathe.'' 

They did not feel the increased gravi
tation, of course. The compact gravi
tation-equalizers which every inter
planetary traveller wore at his belt com
pensated automatically for that. 

"Sam-Sam Martin !" Jeff Lewis was 
shouting through the confusion. "Get 
those trucks out and start loading the 
stuff. Where the blazes is that guide we 
arranged to have meet us ?" 

The guide, a worried-looking green 
Jovian, appeared. "All is ready, sir," he 
reported. "There's a trail through the 
jungle to the Fire Sea, which your trucks 
can follow. But it is dangerous by the 
Fire Sea right now. It is the time of 
the Meeting of the Moons, which means 

.. 
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there is risk of tidal eruptions. You had 
better wait a few days." 

"Wait, nothing," jeff Lewis retorted. 
"We've got a schedule to maintain." 

Curt Newton stood, looking around in 
assumed bewilderment at this scene that 
really was perfectly familiar to him. 
Actually, he was looking for Otho. Otho 
had disappeared, but now he reappeared. 

Newton noticed Grag being loaded 
with other properties on one of the rock
et-trucks that had been run out of the 
Perseus' hold. The big robot was play
ing his part of lifeless automaton per
fectly. 

Jim Willard shouted to the Martian 
technician. "Lo Quior; Jeff says we're 
to go ahead with the anti-heaters and set 
up location-camp on the shore. Come 
on." 

The first rocket-trucks, loaded with 
the massive anti-heaters, rattled away. 
Property trucks followed. 

Jeff Lewis had rounded up his actors. 
"We've a few short scenes to make here 
at the spaceport and in the jungle. 
Th�y'll show Ron and Lura fleeing from 
the men of the Legion of Doom who are 
pursuing them." 

Ron King and Lura Lind, the romantic 
leads of "The Ace of Space," soon had 
enacted those scenes. They were filmed 
fleeing desperately from the spaceport 
into the jungle. 

"All right, folks-now to the Fire 
Sea," Jeff Lewis barked.. "Into this 
truck here. And hurry-Jupiter's days 
are short, you know." 

Curt Newton entered the truck with 
the others and they rattled through the 
bumpy streets of Jungletown. They fol
lowed the other trucks northward along 
a rude Jovian roadway through the 
jungle. 

The great fern-forest was a towering, 
solid wall on either side of them. Sucker
flies swarmed out of the green vegeta
tion upon them. They glimpsed gro
tesque tree-octopi flitting through the 
ferns, and bulbous balloon-beasts floated 
by above them. 

"What's that place over there?" asked 
Ron King, pointing in awe at distant, 
cyclopean black towers that rose out of 

the jungle. 
Captain Future knew what it was. In 

that Place of the Dead, as the J ovians 
called it, he had once reached the cli
max of one of his most perilous adven· 
tures. But he pretended ignorance, as 
Joan Randall answered the question. 

"It's an ancient, ruined Jovian city," 
Joan said, her brown eyes fixed on those 
crumbling, enigmatic towers. "I was 
there once." 

Curt Newton knew what was in her 
mind. He and she had both been there, 
that terrible night when his struggle 
with the Space Emperor had ended. 

Jon Valdane and Kin Kurri had coma 
along, though Su Thuar had not. The 
financier's chubby face was crimson. 
"Is it going to be much hotter than this?" 
he gasped. 

The air was rapidly becoming more 
sulphurously superheated as the trucks 
wound on along the jungle trail to the 
Fire Sea. The jungle itself was thin
ning, as though withered by the in
creasing heat. 

"Don't worry-Willard and Lo Quior 
will have the anti-heaters going at our 
location," Jeff Lewis reassured. "They 
went ahead." 

A mile more, and the jungle seemed 
to wither away around them. The trail 
emerged onto a black, rocky cliff of 
solidified lava. 

A dozen voices exclaimed in astonish
ment and terror. They had come out 
into full view of the Fire Sea, that lay 
beyond the cliff. 

"Gods of Saturn, we can't stay long 
here," cried Kin Kurri. 

"Jeff, it's suicide to try to film scenes 
in this place," exclaimed Lura Lind, her 
voice shrill with fear. 

T
HE scene ahead was enough to jus
tify their protestations. Below and 

beyond this high black cliff there yawned 
a crimson ocean of molten lava which 
stretched to the distant horizons. 

That vast sea of burning liquid rock 
flung a fierce, lurid glare into the sky. 
Little, sluggish waves furrowed its sur
face, and upon it danced changing 
flames. The wind from it was like the 



-

34 CAPTAIN FUTURE 

breath of a furnace, superheated air 
charged with sulphur fumes. 

"See, the boys have got the anti-heat· 
ers going," encouraged J ef£ Lewis. 
"We'll be all right in a moment." 

On a promontory overlooking the 
fiery flood, Jim Willard and Lo Quior 
had prepared a temporary location· 
camp. They had set up the powerful 
anti-heaters. These machines "killed" 
radiant beat vibrations by a damping 
counter-vibration, greatly lowering the 
temperature. 

With relief, the actors and technicians 
disembarked from the rocket-trucks into 
this slightly more comfortable zone. The 
spectacled little Martian technician, Lo 
Qu-ior, was setting up the cameras. 

"All right, folks." Jeff Lewis called 
his troupe together. "The sooner we 
get these scenes made, the sooner we'll 
get out of here." 

Captain Future edged toward Otho, 
who wore his "Rizo Thon" disguise since 
he would not be needed to play in these 
scenes. 

''What did you do about Joan?" New
ton asked in a whisper. "Remember, I'm 
counting on you to see that she goes no 
further on this trip." 

Otho grinned. "Don't worry, I fixed 
it in Jungletown. She'll get a hurry call 
back to Earth from the Patrol. I know 
the Patrol code !" 

Jeff Lewis was barking at Curt New· 
ton. "Carson, you're not listening. Will  
you pay attention?" 

Then Lewis continued. "This is one 
of the most important episodes of our 
picture. 'The Ace of Space,' as you 
know, re-creates the struggle of the Fu
turemen with the Legion of Doom. Most 
of it we'll film on Styx, but the scenes 
here and in Neptune's submarine cities 
are vital." 

Joan Randall prote6ted indignantly. 
"I told you before that the Futuremen 
didn't touch Jupiter in the Legion of 
Doom case. That was in the Space 
Emperor case." 

J eft" Lewis groaned. "I know, I know, 
but can't I insert a few of their former 
adventures into my script to heighten 
the effect ?" 

Joan Randall looked as though she 
would protest further. But at that mo
ment a breathless Jovian youngster 
came running into the camp and banq.ed 
her a slip of paper. "Message for you 
that just came in on the telaudio." 

Joan Randall frowned as she read, and 
then turned. "I've got to go back to 
J ungletown." 

"There's no truck ready to return---.," 
Jim Willard began. · 

"I can walk," she replied. "l'm not 
afraid ·  of Jovian jungles." 

SHE hurried away and disappeared in 
the jungle trail. 

Curt Newton felt relief. Otho's strata
gem was working. 

Then be noticed Valdane whispering 
rapidly to Kin Kurri. And in a moment 
the tall Saturn ian also turned to leave the 
location-camp. 

"It's too hot for me here," he ex
plained. "I'm from a chilly planet, re
member. I'm going back to the ship." 

Captain Future felt sharp apprehen
sion as he saw Kin Kurri hastily take the 
trail by which Joan had left a moment 
or so before. Why had Valdane sent the 
Saturnian after Joan Randall ? 

He started to follow. But J ef£ Lewis' 
angry bellow halted him. "Where the 
devil are you going, Carson? Come back 
here." 

Curt Newton was stymied. He turned 
and whispered rapidly to Otho. "Kin 
Kurri is following Joan. I don't like it. 
Go after them." 

Otbo nodded swift understanding. 
The android slipped away while Jeff 
Lewis was angrily lecturing Curt New
ton. 

Otho, as soon as he was out of sight in 
the jungle trail, started forward in a 
run. He burst at full speed around the 
windings of the trail, anxious to get 
within sight of the Saturnian. 

Always reckless, Otho this time under
estimated his man. For as he rounded a 
turn, Kin Kurri stepped suddenly from 

· the fern-forest with an atom-pistol that 
he held trained directly on Otho's chest. 

"Why are you following me ?" the Sa
turnian demanded auspiciously. Thon 
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conviction suddenly flared in his eyes. 
"You're a spy!" 

CHAPTER V 

Quest of th< Brain 
AFTER the troupe 
had left the Perseus. 
the Brain remained 
in the dark property
room of the hold. 
Men had come and 
carried out G r a g, 
along with other ob
jects and equipment. 
But they had not dis
turbed the B r a i n, 
since he would not be 

needed for the scenes that were to be 
filmed by the Fire Sea. 

Captain Future had known that. And 
that was why he had a.�ked Simon 
Wri:ht to search Valdane's quarters 
during their absence from the ship. It 
was the Futuremen's first real chance so 
far to look for clues to the chubby 
financier's mysterious plot against Magic 
Moon. 

Simon Wright remained upon the 
shelf until the last rocket-trucks rattled 
away outside. Then the Brain glided off 
his shelf, moving soundlessly on the 
magnetic traction-beams he could emit 
from his queer 'body'. 

"Val dane probably left a guard outside 
his quarters," Simon thought as he 
floated to the door. "But perhaps not. 
I can soon see." 

He extended an 'arm' that was a beam 
of magnetic force, and opened the door 
into the corridor. For a moment be 
poi�d, listening. 

The ship was quiet. The telepicture 
.actors and technicians were all gone, 
and the navigation-crew had been given 
leave in Jungletown. 

The Brain glided along the corridors 
to the middle-deck passage. He hovered 
in its shadows, peering aft. A tough
faced Earthman . with a belted atom
pistol, one of Valdane's 'bodyguards'. 
stood outside his suite. 

"That will make _ things a little more 
difficult," thought Simon Wright coolly. 

H e  glided back to the dark property· 
room. He had in mind a stratagem for 
entering Valdane's suite, which he had 
used more than once in similar situations, 
during the past. 

He first procured a few small tools and 
instruments which he and Grag bad hid
den in a corner of the property-room. 
Then he glided up to the square grating 
that covered the opening of the venti
lator. 

The labyrinth of hollow tubes which 
forced re-oxygenated air through the 
compartments of the Perseus, were each 
two feet square. As soon as the Brain 
had removed the grating, he glided in"!o 
the tube. 

It was a close fit. He had known it 
would be. He also knew the amount of 
toil that lay ahead. But it was the one 
way by which he could enter Jon Val
dane's quarters without being observed. 

"The telepicture troupe will not re
turn to the ship until late tonight," Si
mon Wright thought. "It should give me 
enough time." 

Simon Wright was a strange personal
ity. Some said that because he was a 
bodiless brain living in a mechanical 
case, he bad � •11 bum.a.., emotions. 
That was not so. His emotions of love 
for and loyalty to Curt Newton had 
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ne:ver dwindled through the years. 
But it was true that there was some

thing unhumanly austere about his im
perturbable calm. He could get excited 
about his scientific speculations and ex
periments, but not about much else. 
Personal danger left him completely un
moved. 

He glided through the dark tube, feel
ing his way with his sensitive magnetic 
arms. The tube forked into a larger 
feeder-tube. He followed this unhesitat
ingly upward. 

Presently he found his way blocked by 
one of the big fans which forced the re
oxgenated air through the system. The 
fan was not running, since the oxyge
nators had been shut off when the Per
seus landed. 

"I hope there are not more th�-"one or 
two of these in my way," muttered the 
Brain, as he began to work. 

. With the tools he had brought with 
him, he proceeded to dismount the fan. 
It was a long, arduous task, working in 
complete darkness. 

When he had removed the fan, he had 
to drag it back down to the property
room before he could again go farward. 
He reached the main feeder pipe of the 
middle deck and started aft. As he had 
expected, he soon encountered another 
of the fans. 

T.his one was larger and cost Simon 
Wright considerably more toil and time' 
before he had dismounted it. When he 
had finally won past it and turned into 
the port-side tube which served Val
dane's quarters, he immediately ran into 
a third fan. 

A man would have sworn, or at least 
uttered an ejaculation of annoyance. The 
Brain did neither. He set patiently to 
work once more, though he already had 
been in the pipes for hours. 

AGAIN, when he finally got the third 
fan free, he had to haul it back to a 

point where he could get past it. · . In:
domitably, he resumed . his quest. Arid 
at last, success crowned his efforts. He 
eame to the end of the tube, and looked 
out through the grating into the lounge
cabin of Jon Valdane's comfortable 

auite. 
Simon Wright watched and listened. 

It soon became evident that there was no 
one in the suite, though he could hear the 
guard shuffling outside its door. 

Silently, he removed the grating. Then 
at last, he was able to glide down into 
the rooms he had expended so much toil 
to reach. 

"Hmph; it's getting dark," he muttered 
to himself. "I shall not have much 
time." 

Night was falling, outside the ship. 
Through the windows, the Brain could 
see four brilliant moons climbing into 
the sky to throw a flood of silvery bril
liance upon the fern-forests around Jun
gletown. And the whole northern sky 
was a quaking, lurid red from the Fire 
Sea. 

The dim radiance from the windows 
gave him sufficient ill'tmlbtation to con
duct hi• search of the rodm8. He looked 
around for a desk but there .owas nothing 
of the sort in this lounge-cabin; nor any
thing else of importance. Then he 
glimpsed a desk in the next cabin. _ 

He glided into that room and··�gm 
a rapid search of the desk. It contained 
many papers ·connected with Jon Val
dane's multifarious financial affairs. But 
none of them seemed to bear on the Styx 
project. 

Then the Brain fo�nd one paper which 
he keenly inspected. It was a map of 
Magic Moon. Upon it, the newly dis
covered diamond deposits were marked, 
as lying north of the interplanetary 
colony of Planet Town. 

"This doesn't tell much," S imon 
thought. �'Yet I hardly expected more." 

Valdane was too clever to have left any 
details of his plot written down, he 
thought. Yet there was always a chance. 

So the Brain was searching through 
the other papers, when he heard the cor
ridor door of the adjoining lounge-cabin 
suddenly open. 

Su Thuar's soft, slurred voice reached 
his ears. "Hurry," the Venusian crimi
nal was surging. "Get those two cases in 
here before the others get back to the 
ship." 

The Brain soundlessly closed the desk 
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and darted up to a place of concealment 
behind the door that connected the two 
rooms. 

He heard something being set down 
in the lounge-cabin. Through the erack 
of the door he perceived that it was two 
small, oblong cases of light metal which 
Su Thuar and two others of Valdane's 
bodyguard had brought. 

"What in space is the boss planning 
to do with this stuff ?" asked one of the 
men curiously of the Venusian. 

"That's none of our business," Su 
Thuar retorted. You're paid to obey 
orders, and not to ask questions." 

The man shrugged . "AU right, all 
right-I just wondered why all the se
crecy about the things." 

"Valdane's orders were to buy them 
secretly from Jovians here, and bring 
them aboard the Perseus without being 
seen." said the Venusian. 

Suddenly Su Thuar gave a loud gasp. 
"Has anyone been in this suite since I 
left ?" he asked in sharp tones. 

"Not a soul," .replied the Earthman 
euard, Rosso-n. "I've been O'Utside the 
door all the time.'' 

"Someone has been here," snapped the 
Venusian. "The door into the next 
room was almost closed when I left. Now 
it's wide open." 

The Brain, hovering in his precarious 
concealment behind that door, heard Su 
Thuar striding forward to investigate. 

Simon Wright tensed himself mental
ly for desperate action. He could not 
escape discovery if  Su Thuar searched 
the room. Nor could he regain the ven
tilation-tube without being seen. 

Suddenly a wild yell rose in the night, 
outside the ship. It wa& echoed by a 
dozen excited voices. . 

"What's that ?" demanded Su Thuar, 
stopping and turning around. 

''I don't know-something must have 
happened," exclaimed the man Rosson. 
"Look, the whole north sky is blazing!' 

Su Thuar plunged out of the suite, 
into the corridors with the others fol· 
Iewing. "Lock anli g u a r d the door, 
Rosson," he called behind him. ''The 
res-t of you come oa!' 

Simon Wright came out of his conceal· 

ment like a flying shadow as the door 
was closed. He was startled to notice 
that the whole heavens northward were 
now flaming with an increased lurid red 
light. Voiees were still 1houting out
side the snip, and men eould be heard 
running . 

The Brain delayed to examine the 
oblong metal cases S u  T h uar ha d 
brought. He o p e n e d one, and was 
amazed. It contained nothing but a 
number of long, hollow wooden tubes. 
They were four-foot sections ol thick, 
hard Jovian reeds, carefully polished. 

"How in the world is Valdane plan
ning to ltse these ? "  he muttered. 

The e x c i te m e n t outside was in-
. creasing. The Brain hastily re-entered 

the ventilator tube. He refastened its 
grating, whose absence had fortunately 
escaped notice. To it, he attached a tiny 
instrument. 

Then he made his way rapidly through 
the dark tubes to the property-room. As 
be reached thatroom. Simon Wright felt 
a shuddering vibration that sho-ok the 
whole ship. 

He heard a low, thunderous roar from 
the north, and saw that the flaming bril
liance of the heavens had deepened in 
bloody hue. The Brain was appalled, 
for he had been on Jupiter enough to 
know what it meant. 

"Tidal eruption !" a wild voice was 
yelling outside. "The Fire Sea baa 
erupted right where the telepicture 
troupe was makht.g scenes , .. 

CHAPTER VI 

Wrlllla of the Fire Se• 
BACK in the loca
tion - camp by the 
Fire Sea, Captain Fu
ture had felt a sharp 
anxiety as he saw 
Otho hurry away on 
the jungle trail after 
Xin Kurri and Joan. 
The only thing that 
mo4eratecl hia worry 
QeUt tM pl was 
his COl'lfidettce i-n tJte 

reseurcefulness e£ Otho. 
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Curt had not a doubt that Jon Valdane 
had sent the Saturnian politician after 
Joan Randall with a sinister purpose. 
Why hadn't he sent Su Thuar? Where 
was the Venusian criminal? He had 
disappeared when they first landed. 

"Chan Carson !" came the angry voice 
of Jeff Lewis. "Will you stop dream
ing and listen to me?" 

Curt Newton had to turn and give his 
attention to the producer, as Lewis out
lined the scenes they were to make in 
this dangerous location. 

The stocky director appeared insensi
ble to the hazardous nature of this place. 
The terrific spectacle of the bubbling, 
infernal Fire Sea that washed the base 
of this promontory affected him no more 
than if it had been a painted backdrop, 
in his intensity of purpose. 

The others, though, were not so oblivi
ous. Gasping and choking from the sul
phurous fumes, they cast anxious 
glances at the molten ocean whose 
scorching heat partly penetrated even 
this zone protected by the anti-heaters. 
And Curt Newton, playing his part of 
Chan Carson, was careful to seem openly 
fearful. 

"Now here's the plot of this episode 
of 'The Ace of Space,' " Jeff Lewis was 
saying crisply. "Lura and Ron, the two 
young sweethearts who are trying to 
give the Futuremen information about 
the Legion of Doom, are trapped here 
at the Fire Sea by some of the Legion. 
They're going to be killed, when Cap
tain Future and Grag appear." 

He turned to bark at the little Martian 
technical director. 04Lo Quior, have you 
got that automaton ready?" 

"All ready," affirmed the spectacled 
little Martian. "Just what will you 
want it to do?" 

"It'll come on the scene with Captain 
Future - Carson, that is," Lewis ex
plained. "It's Grag, helping Future to 
save Ron and Lura. It should run for
ward, pick up Legion men, and toss 
them aside." 

"I can set its controls so it'll run for
ward and make the tossing motions," 
Lo Quior nodded. "The men can fake 
tbe rest." 

Big Grag was standing, as immobile 
as the lifeless automaton he imper
sonated. Curt Newton grinned secretly. 
He knew how Grag must detest this 
sham. 

Lo Quior began setting the control
buttons on the little switchboard on 
Grag's back. The Martian never dreamed 
that this was any other than the dummy 
automaton the property department had 
prepared. 

"All right-get those cameras ready 
to roll,'' barked Jeff Lewis. "Ron, you 
and Lura take your places. You're 
breathless, exhausted by your flight 
from the Legion. You can't go any far
ther, for you're at the very shore of the 
Fire Sea. They've got you trapped-" 

Lura Lind and Ron King began the 
scene. They crouched in the sunlight, 
silhouetted against the angry red im
mensity of the Fire Sea, gazing behind 
them in terror and despair. 

Into the scene rushed the half-dozen 
actors who represented members of the 
malign Legion of Doom. They wore 
gray uniforms with a black disk on the 
shoulder. They rushed the man and 
girl, overpowered them and dragged 
them toward the edge of the cliff above 
the Fire Sea. 

The producer made a sharp signal. 
In obedience, Curt Newton plunged for
ward, an atom-pistol dutched in his 
hand. 

At the same moment, Lo Quior 
pressed the ''starting button" on Grag's 
switchboard. 

Grag came to life. The big robot 
stalked forward in a clanking rush, at 
Curt's side. Grag moved stiffly and 
jerkily, as though he were really the 
mechanical automaton which the others 
thought him. 

"Captain Future !" yelled one of the 
Legion of Doom actors in simulated 
amazement and dismay. 

"Get them, Grag !" shouted Curt New
ton, repeating his line. His atom-pistol 
was spitting harmless low-powered 
charges as he charged. 

Grag went into action when he reached 
the gray-uniformed actors. He swung 
his mighty metal limbs and knocked the 
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'Legion of Doom' about like tenpins. 
The actors yelled in real di1may, as 
(irag snatched Lura Lind out of their 
grasp so roughly it looked as if be were 
about to throw her into the Fire Sea. 

In fact, Grag was thoroughly enjoying 
a taste of action. He had been 

forced to stand so long in stiff immo
bility and silence that he now took 
pleasure in showing what he could do. 

'"Turn this automaton off before he 
throws me over the diff," shrieked Lura 
Lind. 

"Cut !" shouted jeff Lewis. "Lo 
Quior, switch off that thing." 

The little Martian ran forward and 
touched the dummy switches upon 
Grag's broad metal back. 

Grag stiffened as though he really 
were an automaton whose power had 
just been cut off, thus allowing the 
thoroughly scared blonde actress to slip 
from his anns to the ground. 

''That automaton is too dangerous to 
work with," Ron King declared indig
nantly. "It might have thrown Lura 
right over the cliff." 

"It'll be all right next time-cut its 
power down, Lo Quior," jeff Lewis 
ordered. "We'll have to do the scene 
over again." 

Curt Newton had taken the oppor
tunity to edge close to the immobile 
figure of Grag. and whisper angrily to 
him. 

"Quit downing, you big mutt. I want 
to get this over with and get out of 
here after Joan and Otho." 

Jeff Lewis seemed indefati{able aa he 
prepared to re-make the scene. Curt 
Newton was beginning to understand 
wby thia stocky Earthman was tops in 
the telepicture profU��lon. 

Was Lewi5 in on Jon Valdane'a plot? 
They had been undecided about that. 
But Newton began to doubt that any 
man so earnestly wrapped up in hia job 
as the producer, could have an ulterior 
purpose. 

They made the acene over again. and 
then 1t1ade it over apin. aa the S1m 
rapidly westered. The brief jovian day 
was a.ppreKbing its end, yet still Lewis 

wu not satisfied. 
"You're too stiff, too unconvincing, 

Carson,• he lectured Newton. ..Why 
in blazes can't you act like �ptain Fu
ture would ?" 

"It's because this place scares me," 
Newton said nervously. "Can't we get 
out of bet'e?" 

He pretended that increased fearful
nus becau$8 he really did badly want to 
return to the ship, and find out what had 
happened to Joan and Otho. Otho had 
not returned, and Newton was increas
ingly worried. 

..Why can't you show a little -cour
age?" stormed J efl Lewis. "How can I 
make a picture with a Captain Future 
who's afraid of his own shadow?" 

The Jovian gwde who had brought 
them here, plucked at Lewis' sleeve. "It 
would be wise to leeve here," he de
clared nervoously. "Night it a.t band. 
and soon comes the Meeting of the 
Mooms. Tbat means dangM"!' 

''Will you go back to Jungletown and 
let rne make a picture ?" Lewis barked 
at him. "We've got night scenes to 
make here, too.') 

Captain Future understood the cause 
of the Jovian's nervousness. For Curt 
Newton knew Jupiter, as the producer 
and others did not. 

When the four biggest moons o£ this 
planet cJustered together in conjunction 
in the heavel18, their combined grnita· 
tional pull always caused tidal diaturl>
aneea of the Fire Sea. Sometimes, thoae 
disturbances Wet'e so powerful • to 
bring about the so-called tidal erupo 
tions. 

"Now we'll repeat that seene cnce 
more, and then we'll do the night-shots 
that show Future fighting off the reat 
of the Legion," Lewia ordered. "Snap 
hrto it, for there isn't much dayllght 
left-.. 

Titey ltarely completed tke l"t-make 
before the Sun dropped behiad the hori
zon. Darkness came down upon the face 
of the giant planet. In that darkness, 
the Fire Sea below them ca£t a baleful, 
lurid glow. 

Up into the ertmacm glew &limbed 
two of jupiter's great moons, Ganymede 
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and Calypso. They were quJtkly fol· 
lowed by lo and then by Europa, the 
two latter moons racing to overtake their 
slower sisters. 11 

The sluggish little waves of the Fire 
Sea increased in magnitude as the four 
moons drew toward coajunction. Big 
maelstroms bubbled in the flaming 
ocean. But Jeff Lewis ignored the un
easiness of the molten flood as he di· 
rected the . filming of the night scenes. 

"You're down on the ground, firing 
your atom-pistol at the other Legion 
men who have attacked," be outlined 
forcefully. "Ron is wounded, and he 
and Lura are crouching behind you. 
Camera!" 

..-..APT AIN Future stretehed prone, 
'-.! firing his atom-gun, his bead sit- · 

houetted against the blazing glow of 
the Fire Sea. 

Suddenly Curt Newton stiffened. He 
had felt a low, rhythmic reverberation 
of the ground upon which he lay. Its 
rhythm increased swiftly. 

He kn.ew what it rnean.t, and the knowl
edge appalled him. It was the prelude 
to a tidal eruption. The Fire �a. surg
ing up into the cavernous spaces beneath 
these cliffs, was threatening to erupt 
in a geyser of flaming destruction at this 
very spot. 

He jumpen to-his feet, having fin1•hed 
the scene. But Jeff Lewis shook his 
bead dissatisfiedly. 

"No, it won•t do," declared the diree· 
tor. "We'll have to · film that scene 
again." • 

Captain Future knew that he bad to 
get them all out of this dangerous pta�e 
at once. Destruction might burst forth 
at any moment. for the ominous rhythm 
of vibration was rapidly . accelerating. 

But none of them knew what it meant. 
The Jovian guide had returned to Jun
gletown. And i£ he told them what it 
meant, he would prove by so doing that 
he >Could not really be 'Chan Carson,' 
since no timid, Earthbound d�rk such 
aa he itn�rsonated could know such a 
thing. 

"Will you get baek there and do that 
acene over again, Carson?." Lewis wu 

barking itnpatien.tly. 
Curt Newton . made up hie mind 

swiftly. There was only one way to get 
them out of here without betraying his 
real identity . .And that way, distasteful 
as it as to him, be must take. 

He cried out in a voice he made shrill 
with fear. "I won't do the scene again,'' 
he shrieked. ..1 won't stay here any 
longer... He pointed trembling at the 
heaving Five Sea. "This place is too 
dangerous." 

' "Get hold of yburself, Carson, .. said 
J im Willard disgustedly. "Do you want 

everybody to think you're · a coward ?" 
"I don't care what they think-I'm 

not making any more scen.es here." 
Jeff Lewis threw up his hands. "I 

give up. That's what I get for hiring 
a seary derk to. play my main role." 

His voi.ce was bitter with disgust. "All 
right, folks-tha.t's all here. Sinu Car
son's got hysteria, we might as well make 
out wfth the scenes as we've filmed 
them. Load up the trucks, Jim." 

The ot:hen, though themselves a little 
nervous, cast contemptuous glances .M 
Cuit Newton as they prepared to re
turn to the ship. Captain Future knew 
that all of them now thought of him as 
a shivering cr�Wen. 

But be was not thinking of that. He 
was holding his breath until they should 
be away from this increasingly danger
ous spot. His keen ears told him that 
every moment the ominous un.derground 
rhythm of surging lava was growing 
stronger. 

He drew a long breath of' relief when 
the rocket-trucks finally rolled away 
from the seething Fire Sea and entered 
the jungle trail. And at that moment, 
it happened. 

· With a thunderous roar, the promon
tory they had Just quitted exploded up
ward. The .cliff had been cracked by the 
upward-surging lava, and the tidal 
eruption Aung a terrfic geyser of molten 
rock for hundreds of feet i nto the 
moons-light. 

"Good grid, It's an eruption," yelled 
Jeff Lewis, his eyes pr<>truding in the 
lurid l ight. 

"Hurry up, before that Java falls back 
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on us," Curt Newton cried. 
The drivers of the rocket-trucks jam

med their eye-pedals to the floor, and 
the vehicle6 lurched widly forward 
along the jungle trail. 

Cries of pani<: came from actors and 
technicians as they saw their peril. The 
roaring geyser of fiery lava, ahooting 
high into the light of the four moons, 
was about to rain down on them. 

Hot ashes and burning bits of rock 
hailed down around the racing trucks. 
A deluge of fire seemed breaking from 
the heavens. But the sudden spurt of 
the rocket-trucks saved them from be· 
ing beneath the masses of molten lava 
that crashed down on the trail behind 
them. 

L
URA LIND was screaming in panic, 

others were chattering with terror, 
as the ground heaved sickeningly be
neath the speeding vehicles. Curt New
ton. seeing that they were out of danger, 
counterfeited a terror even more extreme 
than that of the others. 

"Gods of space," exclaimed Lo Quior, 
his spectacled face pall id as he looked 
back at the lurid, fire-shot sky. "If we 
hadn't left j ust when we did, that erup· 
tion would have killed us all." 

Jeff Lewis mopped his brow shakily. 
"You're right. It's a lu<:ky thing that 
Chan Carson got so scared, after all." 

Jon Valdane gave Captain Future a 
long, queer look. 

"Yes, it is lucky," the financier mur
mured. "It's almost unbelievably lucky." 

Curt Newton felt a chill of appre
hension. Had he betrayed himself to 
Valdane's sharp eyes? Hastily, Curt 

Newton exaggerated his apparent 
panic. 

"This world is a devil's planet," be 
shrilled . .. We nearly got killed. I want 
lO �t away from here at once."' 

"Quiet down, Carson," snapped the 
producer. "There's no more danger now. 
And we're leaving Jupiter before morn· 
ing. We've made all the scenes we'll 
need for this episode of the picture." 

"I wish I were back at my dry-goods 
counter on Earth," Captain Future com
plained. "You didn't tell me h-ow risky 

that role was going to be." 
Inwardly, as he kept up his pretense 

of dread, Curt Newton was tensely anx
ious to reach ti!e ship and find out from 
Otbe whether Joart was safe. 

The tidal eruption behind them was 
still painting tke northern heavens with 
a bloody light that mingled weirdly 
with the silver radiance of the four 
clustered moons. When they rattled 
into J ungletown, they found the inter
planetary frontier-town full of excite
ment over the thing. 

The trueks bumped across the rough 
spacetJort to the big, looming bulk of 
the Perseus. A!!d Captain Future felt 
a throb of thankfulness as he saw that 
Joan Randall was there to meet them. 

Joan Randall greeted Jeff Lewis in
dignantly. "That was a clever trkk of 
yours to get rid of me-sending me a 
fake eall from Earth !" 

Jeff Lewis looked bewildered. "What 
in the world are you talking about?" 

"Someone sent me a fake message to 
return to Earth headquarters," Joan said 
wrathfully. "I'd have gone, too, if I 
hadn't suspected it was a trick and called 
headquarters myseLf." 

"I don't know anything about it," the 
producer said emphatically. "I've got 
troubles enough of my own right now. 
Sam ! Lo Quior ! Get ready for take
off. We're all through here on Jupiter." 

Though disappointed by the failure 
of his stratagem to get Joan out of this 
dangerous expedition. Captain Future 
nevertheless felt relief that she had 
come to no harm from Kin Kurri. 

He looked around a11d saw Kin Kurri 
himself. The tall, cadaverous Saturnian 
had apparently been waiting at the ship. 

Curt Newton didn•t see Otho; in the 
throng aroUlld the ship. Neither was 
Otbo in the cabin they shared. Captain 
Future slipped down to the property
room. wbi�h by aow had been re-load'ed 
by Sam Martin's mel'l. 

"Simon !" he whispered in the c4rk 
room. "Grag! Has Otho been here ?'' 

Grag came stalking from the dark 
comer in whfeh be bad beeo stiffly 
standing, and the Brain also glided to 
Curt Newton from the shadows. 
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"Otho has not been here," Simon 
Wright declared. 

"I haven't seen the pest, since he left 
us at the Fire Sea," growled Grag. 

"I sent him after Kin Kurri, whom I 
believed was trailing Joan," Newton ex
plained. "Kin Kurri is here, and so is 
Joan, but where is Otho ?" 

"Lad, I found out something when I 
searched Valdane's suite today," re
ported the Brain. He went on to tell 
about Su Thuar's bringing the cases of 
hollow wooden tubes. 

"So that's why Valdane left Su Thuar 
here-to get those aboard when no one 
was here to see," muttered Captain Fu
ture thoughtfully. "Now what possible 
use has he got in mind for hollow 
wooden tubes ?" 

"We may be able to find that out;" 
the Brain said. "I took an Ear with me, 
and hung it inside the grating of the 
ventilator in Valdane's suite.'' 

Captain Future uttered an approving 
exclamation. An Ear was a tiny super
sensitive microphone and audio-trans
mitter which could pick up any nearby 
sound or speech and transmit it to a 
tuned receiver. 

Simon Wright had the little receiver 
of the Ear ready, and it was turned on. 
"I've been listening but haven't heard 
anything yet. They've not returned to 
their quarters." 

"Listen-they're coming in now," said 
Grag. 

They hung over the little receiver. 
From it came the sound of footsteps, 
then the slam of a door. And then Jon 
Valdane's voice, cold and wrathful. 

"You bungled it, you fool," Valdane 
was ac-cusing. "I sent you to make sure 
of the Randall girl, and here she is, still 
on the ship. Why didn't you catch up 
to her on the trail and do away with her 
ao that it would look as though she'd 
been attacked by jungle beasts, as I 
ordered ? "  

There came the answering, whining 
voice of Kin Kurri, the Saturnian poli
tician. "I couldn't do it. Someone 
trailed me. It was Rizo Thon, that Mer
curian actor. He must have been a spy 
working with the Patrol." 

"What happened ?" Valdane demanded 
in alarm. "Where's Rizo Thon now?" 

"Don't worry-Rizo Thon is dead," 
Kin Kurri answered. "I found he was 
trailing me, so I waited and took him 
by surpise and killed him. I tossed his 
body into the jungle. It'll never be 
found." 

Curt Newto.n looked up at his two 
-comrades, his face suddenly gray with 
pallor. 

"If that's true, Otho is dead," he 
choked. 

CHAPTER VII 

Danger in Space 

HORRIFIED C u r t  
Newton and the two 
Futuremen looked at 
each other, stunned 
by the · i n c r e d i b l e  
news they had just 
heard. 

Otho dead ? Their 
minds simply could 
not digest the possi
billity of it. And as 
they stood petrified 

with consternation, there came the echo
ing clang of the ship's bells in sharp sig
nal. 

''Take-off time !" warned the loud
speakers throughout the Perseus. "Take
off time !" 

"Otho can't be dead," cried Grag wild
ly. He started for the door. "We'll go 
back there and find him." 

"Wait, Grag-it's too late now !" Cap
tain Future ordered. "We're starting." 

The roar of the keel rockets punctu
ated his words. The whole bulk of the 
Perseus lifted sharply into the air, and 
then the liner was roaring up through 
the lurid red glow of the Jovian night. 
"Listen I" whispered the B rain. 

Voices again were coming from the 
tiny receiver. Valdane and his com
panions had stopped talking during the 
shock of take-off, but now their voices 
came again. 

"If you really killed Rizo Thon, there 
may be trouble when he's missed,'' Jon 
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Valdane was seying. "You've botched 
the whole thing, Kin Kurri." · · 

The voic;e of the Saturnian anawere<l 
1ullenly. "Why didn't you have Su 
Thuar handle it, then ?" 

"If I had, I would have made sure that 
the Randall girl did not get away," put 
in the silky voice of the Venusian crimi
nal. 

''Su Thuar was busy here at the ship, 
getting those cases of blow-guns aboard 
when no one was here to see," declared 
Valdane harshly. 

"What good are those blow-guns going 
to be to us?" Kin Kurri demanded. 
"How are they going to help us accom
plish anything on Styx?" 

Jon Valdane'a voice rose angrily. 
"You're· still trying to learn what I'm . 
planning, are you ? I told you before 
and I tell you now, that you and Su 
Thuar will not be told the details of my 
scheme until we've reached Styx. I'm no 
fool. So long as I am the only one who 
knows the details of the scheme, there's 
no danger of them leaking out." 

"If you're warring about the Randall 
girl-" Kin Kurri began. 

"Su Thuar will take care of the girl, 
before we reach Styx," Valdane inter
rupted. "But if Rizo Thon was a Patrol 
spy, there may be others aboard. What 
about this Chan Carson, whose cabin Ri· 
zo Thon shared?" 

"Carson ?" repeated the Saturnian in
credulously. "That timid, stuttering 
fool ? You surely don't have any iUB· 
picions of him?" 

"Oh, well, I can make certain that Car
son is no spy, if it'll make you feel any 
easier,'' growled Kin Kurri. "I know a 
way." 

At that moment, Curt Newton and 
Grag and Simon heard from the receiver 
the sound of a door opening. Then came 
Valdane's angry command. 

"Shut that door, Su Thuar. Do you 
want everyone on the ship to hear us ?" 

"It's getting stuffy in here," grumbled 
the Venusian. "You can hardly breathe." 

"The ventilator must be out of order," 
Valdane retorted. "Take a look at it." 

The Brain glanced sharply at Captain 
Future. "Lad, if he opens that venti-

lator-'' 
Even as Simon Wright spoke, there 

carne from the receiver a loud sound of 
jarrinr metal. Then a cry in Su Thuar't 
voice. 

"'l'here's an Ear hung inside this crat· 
ing," exclaimed the Venusian criminal. 
"Someone has been listening to every· 
thing we said." . 

"I told you there were other spiea on 
this ship," cried Jon Valdane. "Smash 
that Ear, you fool." 

Curt Newton and the two Futuremen 
heard a brief, shattering sound from the 
receiver. Then silence. 

"They found the Ear," Newton ex
claimed. "Now they'll be doubly on their 
guard.'' 

"It's my fault, lad," murmured the 
Brain. "I didn't have time to replace 
the fans in the ventilating-tubes there, 
and they noticed it." 

GRAG i nterjected an anxious ques
tion. "Chief, what are we going to 

do about Otho ?" 
Curt Newton's face softened. "I know 

how you feel, Grag. I'm worried too. 
But there's nothing we can do yet. I 
can't believe Otho is really dead. And 
if he's alive, he'll take care of himself 
and get word to us.'' 

He went on frowning. "AU we learned 
thi• way about Valdane's plana is that 
the hollow wooden tubes they brought 
aboard are native Jovian blows-guns. 
Why would Valdane want primitive 
weapons like blow-guns? There's only 
one possible way of getting at the aec:ret 
in his mind." 

Simon Wright spoke in his cold metal
lic way. "I think I understand, lad. 
You mean, to use a brain·scanner ?'' 

"That's my idea," Curt Newton ad
mitted. "What do you think, Simon ? 
Could you build one here?" ' 

Simon looked around the crowded 
equipment, .instruments, costumes and 
sets · that filled the property-room. "I 

· could construct a fairly efficient brain
scanner from parts of the telepicture ap
paratus here, I think. But would it ena
ble us to get Valdane's secret? You re
member that when we invented the thing, 
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we found it only worked on the sub· 
eonscious mind." 

"There•s a chance we can pry wkat we 
want out of Valdane's mind with it, if 
we're able to get him into unconscious 
condition," Curt Newton said. "In a few 
days, we'll reach Neptune. While we're 
there filming scenes in the submarine 
cities, we should have a chance to try our 
scheme. We've got to, for it's our last 
stop before rea<:hing Styx ! So you'd 
better get to wotk Qn the scanner at once, 
Simon." 

"I'll do my best," promised the Brain. 
"But you must get buk to your cabin. 
When they miss 'Rizo Thoa', they'll 
come there looking for him and you 
must be there," 

Captain Future hasteDed back tltrough 
the diml�-lit corridors toward lU$ own 
cabin. The Perseus was throbbing 
through the void, its rockets blasting 
with monotonous regularity as they 
hurled it on toward their nex,t goal. the 
ocean-covered w o r l d  o f  N e p t u n e  in 
whose stt:ange nbmarine cities the next 
scenes of the telepictun were to be 
filmed. Curt New1on stopped suddenly 
as he entered the pusage upon which 
lay his own cabin. A. man was crouch
ing at his cabin door, fualbling with the 
catch. The ca� gave way and the 
crouching figw-e stealtillily stepped into 
Curt Newton's dark cabin. Me dutehe.t 
in his hand a small, gleamin� object. 

Captain Future bad already drawn his 
atom-pUitol from in�de his jacket. He 
tip-toed silent!¥ bwt ' swiftly down the 
corridor. He reaclled hls ops door and 
vaguely glimpsed tba dack iigure of the 
stealthy .  visitant. just iuide it. 

Curt Newton leaped in, his weapon 
raised. His pistol·batrel rang down on 
the head of the shadowy prowler-. The 
man slumped beck down in the ·doorway. 
By the dim light from the corridor, Curt 
Newton now saw the sensele$s figwe's 
f�e. 

"Kin Kurri," he eJKJ.aialed, a� he rec
ognized the pale blue �tenanee oi 
the Saturnian politician. Now what the 
�lazes-" 

Then he noticed that the �'urnian 
helci in his hand a s�all }ilottle. C_aptaip. 

Fw.ture i.Jlipeeted it. It contained a 
colorless oil which he recognized as the 
oil used to :remove artificial make-up. 

"So that's why he sneaked in here 
when he thought I would be sleeping," 
Curt Newton muttered. 

"What have you done to Kin Kurri ?" 
a clear voice suddenly demanded. 

Captain Fwture turned, dismayed. It 
was Joan Randall. She had been comi� 
along the corridor but bad stopped at 
his open door. He realized instantly 
how inCl'iminating it must look to bet, to 
find him stooping thus over Kin Kurri's 
senseless body. 

"You've stunned him," she explained 
as she perceived the bruise on the Satur
nian's forehead. Her brown eyes Bashed. 
"I'm going to call the captain to in
vestigate this." 

Joan Randall turned to carry out her 
intention, but Captain Future hastily 
grasped her arm. "No, you mustn't do 
that.'' 
. "Wby shouldn't I, Chan Carson?" she 
flared. "I knew you were a timid little 
coward but I didn't think yow were 
vicious enough to make an attu:k like 
tlUs on an unoffending man.'' 

�URT NewtOD desperately realized 
'-.! that as things stood he could not 
dissuade her from giving the alarm. To 
her, this looked like an utterly unpro
voked attack by him upon Kin Kurri. 

But if she gave the alarm, if the ship's 
officers and company were aroused, it 
would ruin his own plans. He realized 
that there was only one way in which 
he could inaure Joan's silence. 

"Joan, listen," be begged earnestly. 
"You mlMlt be silent. This is Curt speak
ing. I'm not really Chan Carson-rm 
Curt N ewton." 

Joan Randall's brown eyes grew hot 
with scorn. "You're trying to deceive 
me with a clumsy trick. And it won't 
work." 

"It's true," Captain Future insisted. 
"rve been playing the part of Chan Car
sou, ·from the first. I'm on board on a 
dangerous mission-" 

He saw that she did not believe a 
word of it, that she was about to shout an 
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alarm. Racking his brain for a means 
of convincing her, C ur t  suddenly 
thought o f  something. 

"Listen, Joan. You were with the 
Futuremen on Aar, the world of Deneb, 
a world no one else in the System has 
ever visited. If I tell you the name of 
the leader of the Clan of the Winged 
Ones on Aar, won't that convince you 
that I'm Captain Future?" 

Joan Randall looked startled. "How 
can you know anything about our trip 
to Aar ?" 

"I know, because I was with you," Curt 
Newton retorted. "The name of the 
leader of the Clan of Winged Ones there 
is Skeen. Isn't i t?" 

It convinced the girl. And a wonder
ful change came over her face. Her 
brown eyes misted suddenly as she 
clutched his arm. "Curt, it's really you ? 
But I didn't dream that you'd got back 
to the System yet." 

"I didn't tell you, because I didn't 
want to drag you into this danger," he 
said, and added with a groan. "And now 

you're in the thick of it in spite of my 
efforts.'' 

"But what's it all about?" she asked 
wonderingly. "Why is Kin Kurri here ?" 

"It's a plot of Jon Valdane's against 
Styx, and Su Thuar and Kin Kurri are 
his right-hand men," Captain Future 
answered rapidly. "And now it looks as 
though Kin Kurri has begun to suspect 
my imposture. For he sneaked in here 
with a bottle of make-up remover. He 
must have intended to drug or overpower 
me, and then see if I am really Chan 
Carson." 

At that moment came a sound of 
anxious voices and footsteps hurrying 
along the corridor toward them. Curt 
Newton stiffened. 

"Your first outcry must have been 
heard," he exclaimed in dismay. 

It was Jim Willard who came down 
the corridor, and behind the young as
sistant director were Lo Quior and Su 
Thuar. 

"What happened, Joan ?" Willard 
[Turn page] 

Need Thin Gillettes? Don't over-buy
Be thoughtful of the other guy I 

These thrifty blades, priced four for teit� 
Last long-rate high with well-groomed men I 
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aakod her anxiously. "We were just com
ing down to tum in, when we thoucht we 
heard you cry out." 

Then he stopped as he and the other 
two men caught sie-ht of Kin Kurri lying 
unconscious, half inside Curt's cabin. 

Su Thuar's . drowsy eyes instantly 
flared with suspicion, and his han'd went 
to his bidden weapon. "What's going 
on here ?" he snapped. 

Captain Future answered with all the 
tremulous shakiness that befitted Chan 
Carson. "It's my fault. I heard some
one coming into my cabin in the dark. 
l was scared to death, so I hit him with 
a chair and knocked him out, before I 
found out it• was Kin Kurri!' 

"You would get hystecical over noth
ing, and do that," Jim Willard said dis
gustedly. "Of all the scary people, you're 
the worst I've ever met." 

Su Thuar was still glaring suspi
ciously, but Lo Quior bent and gave the 
Saturnian first-aid. Kin Kurri revived 
and looked about in a bewildered fash
ion. 

"Something hit me,'' he said hoarsely. 
"Oh, my head !" 

"It was Chan Caraon," said Willard. 
"He lost hia nerve and got panicky 
when he heard you come into his cabin 
in the dark." 

Kin Kurri darted a sharp glance at 
Curt Newton. Aa he did so, the Saturn
ian was hastiJ.y stuffing the bottle into 
his pocket. 

"I remember now,'' Kin Kurri . said 
lamely. "I came to Carson's cabin to see 
RUo Thon, who shares it. l wanted to 
ask him something about his home
world, Mercury. Then as I stepped in, 
everything exploded." 

"I'm terribly sorry," Curt Newton said 
earnestly. "I guess I did lose my nerve. 
But I'd been lying worrying about the 
submarine scenes we have to make when 
we get to Neptune, and when you came 
in in the dark I got scared." 

JIM Willard interrupted. "Where is 
Rizo Thon ?" 

Curt Newton looked blank. "I don't 
know. I haven't seen him &ince we left 
Jupiter." 

"Nor have I," said Willard, frowning. 
•'There's something queer about · this�" 

Captain Future realized the danger of 
his situation. If he made a wrong move 
now, he would betray himself and wreck 
any chance he had of penetrating Val
dane's secret schemes. 

Jon Valdane did not yet really sus
pect him, he felt sure. The financier had 
suggested such a thing merely as a pos
sibility. Kin Kurri had apparently come 
on his own initiative to investigate that 
possibility. For Su Thuar had been un
mistakably astonished to find the Sa-
turnian here. 

c 

"I'm going to look for Rizo Thon," 
Jim Willard was exclaiming. 

He and Lo Quior hurried· away. Su 
Thuar helped Kin Kurri aft to their own 
quarters, the Saturnian holding his 
bruised head and looking malevolently 
back at Curt Newton. 

Joan Randall and Curt Newton were 
Ief� alone together in his cabin for the 
moment. She came swiftly into his arms. 

"Joan.'' he munnured, holding her, 
"it's been torture not being able to teU 
you who I was.,. 

He explained rapidly what little he 
had learned of Jon Valdane's nefarious 
scheme to get control of the rich dia-
mond-deposits of Styx. � 

"In a couple of days we reach N 6p
tune," Curt Newton concluded, "and Si
mon and I are going to make a final try 
there with a brain-s·canner to expose 
this plot. It'll be difficult, but it's the 
only chance we have ... 

They were interrupted by the return 
of Jim Willard. With him now were 
Jeff Lewis, and Jon Valdane himself. 

"Rizo Thon is not anywhere on the 
ship," Jim Willard told Joan. "He must 
have missed boarding it when we left 
Jupiter." 

"Perhaps he was caught by that ter
rible Fire Sea eruption that we escaped," 
Curt Newton suggested nervously. "He 
didn't leave the .location-camp at the 
same time we did, you remember." 

"That's what must have happened," 
Jon Valdane agreed quickly. His chub
by pink face assumed a look of sorrow. 
"Poor chap!' 

· 
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] eft' Lewis swore. "This would have 
to happen to me. Well, there's only one 
thing we can do. Somebody else will 
have to double in t&e role of Otho. Ce
sar Crail, our heavy, would be the best 
bet." . 

"Crail doesn't look the part, and he 
isn't good at make-up," Willard pointed 
out. 

"I know, but the Neptune submarine 
scenes will all be in sea-suits so he can 
get away with it there," Lewis replied. 
"By the time we get to Styx, we'll work 
out effective make-up for him." 

"Will I have to go out undersea when 
we make the Neptune scenes?" Curt 
Newton asked in trembling tones. 

"Yes, Carson, you will," barked the 
producer. "And I'll have no complaints 
from you about it. I'm getting fed up 
with your scariness.'' 

Joan gave Curt a look of contempt, 
simulated to perfection. 

"It's a libel on Captain Future to have 
him played by such a man as that,'' she 
said scathingly. Then they all departed, 
leaving Curt Newton alone. 

Captain Future's assumed fearfulness 
faded into an expression of real worry 
aa be looked after them. He reali�ed 
that every hour of their flight, every mile 
that they came nearer to Magic Moon, 
increased Joan Randall's danger. For 
her sake, he must not fail at Neptune ! 

CHAPTER VIII 

In Neptuni4n Depths 
LOUD sharp words 
of an announcement 
from the loudspeaker 
system of the ship 
awoke Curt Newton, 
a few mornings later. 

" A p p r o a c h i n g  
Neptune !" 

When be went up 
to the promenade 
deck, be found the 
whole company gath

ering there to gaze with wondering 
amazement at the world ahead. Few of 
them had ever been so far as this remote 

planet before. 
As the Perseus bad hurtled toward it 

in the last days, Jeff Lewis had kept his 
actors working steadily on interior 
scenes for "The Ace of Space." Captain 
Future had been unable except at 'night' 
to steal down to the property-room to 
help Simon Wright construct a brain
scanner. 

Grag had been of little help in such 
delicate work. And Grag was obsessed 
with a desire for vengeance for Otho. 
The wrathful robot flamed with a con
suming hatred of Jon Valdane and his 
associates. Curt Newton could only 
restrain Grag by assuring him that Otho 
could not be dead. 

Curt Newton had had no further visi
tations like that of Kin Kurri to his 
cabin. But it seemed to him that the 
Saturnian constantly watched and 
trailed him through the ship, and he had 
been on his guard. 

"We'll try our scheme tomorrow at 
Neptune," be had told Simon Wright 
the 'night' before. "You'll be left in the 
ship when the rest of us go out to make 
the submarine scenes. And Jon Val· 
dane will stay here too-he won't risk 
his precious skin by going out. So I'll 
prete_!1d to get lost, and will ilip back 
secretly to the ship." 

"I'll keep the aft emergency airlock 
open for you," the Brain bad agreed • 

.. But be careful, lad - you know the 
dangers of Neptune's sea.'' 

Captain Future was grimly remem
bering that warning as he stared in pre
tended wonder with the others at the 
enlarging world ahead. 

"But there isn't anything on it but 
water," exclaimed Ron King, astonished. 
"The whole planet is ocean.'' 

The Perseus, its bow rockets thunder
ing to brake its fall, dropped in past the 
big moon, Triton, and hovered, above the 
heaving, shoreless sea. In the pale light 
of sunrise, the watery wastes stretched 
featureless to the distant horizons. They 
could glampse great fish leaping high 
out of the waves to escape black, reptil
ian pursuen. 

"There isn't a speck of land on this 
whole world," marveled Lura Lind. 
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"There are some Wanda in the north
em hemisphere," coJTeetecl Jirn Willard. 
"That's where the auman N.ptunians 
live. But we're not going there." 

"Where are we going to land then?" 
asked Ron King anxiously. 

Lo Quior grinned at them. "We're 
not going to land at all. We're going 
right down to the bottom of this sea." 

A little outcry of alarm went up from 
the group at this disconcerting informa
tion. Curt Newton made his own voice 
the most fearful. 

"Now quiet down, folks," ordered Jeff 
Lewis bluntly. "There's no danger 
whatever in the Perseus going down to 
the bottom. A space-ship � built to 
keep air in, and it will keep water out 
just as well. And our rocket-tubes are 
fitted with baffles so we can navigate 
underwater!' 

The Perseus struck the waves and 
sank beneath their surface. Instantly 
the space-ship was encompassed by an 
eerie green gloom. The waters were 
all about them, pressing against the 
glassite walls through which they 
stared. 

The ship continued to sink. The green 
hue of the water, seen through the ports, 
darkened. But they could make out a 
multitude of strange fish and sea-crea
tures outside the walls, which had been 
attracted by their lights. 

Then the Perseus began to navigate 
cautiously above the weird forests of 
the ocean floor, moving in widening 
circles. The muftled throbbing of the 
baftled rockets was loud in their ears. 

"We're looking for a city of the sea
folk," Jim Willard explained. "There's 
supposed to be one in this region.'' 

"What if they don't like the idea of 
our visiting them to make scenes?" 
asked Jon Valdane doubtfully. 

"They'll be all right," said Davis. 
"They're not exactly human, but they're 
semi-civilized and friendly now." 

T
HE lights caught two moDstrous 
ursills engaged in a ferocious under

water struggle. Then as the two crea
tures separated and fled from the bril-

lian.ee, a sharp cry came from the bridge• 
r.om. 

"Submarine city two miles ahead." 
A moment later� the bow-rockets 

blasted and then the Perseus sank down
ward toward an open glade in the weird 
polyp-forest. 

They all strained their gaze ahead in 
an endeavor to make out the outlines of 
the submarine city. But only a dim 
glimpse came . to their watching eyes 
through the dusky water of a distant 
mass of black, cubical buildings sur
rounding a central pyramid. 

Then they lost all sight of the distant 
city as the space-ship sank down into 
the glade in the forest, and landed in 
the 0030. 

J eti Lewis now went into action. 
"Get the suits ready, Jim,'' he barked. 

"Lo Quior, you've got the cameras fixed 
for underwater work, haven't you? Get 
them ready to take out. And remember, 
every technician is  to carry an atom· 
gun.'' 

The indefatigable producer herded 
his troupe down to the main airlock of 
the lower deck. There Jim Willard is
sued the sea-suits they were to wear. 

The suits were simply space-suits 
with glassite heimets, but they had been 
especially strengthened and made more 
rigid to withstand the crushing weight 
of waters. Curt Newton, as he started 
donning his, saw Joan Randall climbing 
into hers. She had previously signified 
her intention of accompanying the un
dersea party. 

It had been Captain Future's idea 
that $he should, as he had explained to 
her in the only chance he had had to 
speak with her secretly. 

But Curt Newton was disconcerted to 
see that Su Thuar was also donning one 
of the sea-suits. The Venusian was go
ing to accompany them ! 

"I'd like to see what this Neptunian 
ocean is like,'' he said. 

Curt Newton edged to Joan's side. 
"I don't like Su Thu.ar's going along," 

he whispered. "He may try to get rid 
of you out there. Be sure to stay close 
to Lewis and the others after I slip 
away." 
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The cameras and other properties, in

cluding · Grag, had already been taken 
outside by Lo Quior and the teebnidans. 
Now· Lewis gathered his actors into the 
big main air-lock, and its iuer door was 
closed. . 

The outer door was slowly opened. 
Sea-water- rushed in upon them and , 
filled the lock. They stepped out of it. 
one by one, onto the oozy bottom of the 
Neptunian ocean. 

Jeff . Lewis' voice came to them 
through the short-range telaudio built 
into their auits. 

"'this way. Keep together, and fol· 
low our lights. Remember, it'll be 
dangerous to straggle here.'' 

The producer and Lo Quior led the 
way through the submarine polyp forest, 
lighting their way by krypton spotlights 
attached to their belts. •Behind them, 
technic:lana hauled flat metal sledges on 
whkh were loaded the big cameras and 
.other equipment that would be aeedcd. 

Curt Newton notic:ed Grag lyiug 
prone one one of those sledges. and · 
griuned tQ himself. Water could not 
hurt Grag, for the robot did not breathe. 
He imagined that Greg was ehuckling 
at getting a free ride. 

"Look out for 'awallowefl/ boys,'' 
Jeff Lewi8 warned the anaod men 
around their party. "I'm told they!n 
tbe most dangerous beast in thls ocean." 

Weird little earavat\ m a r c h i n g 
through the eternal dua� of the Nep
tunian sea-Boor. In their atift euita ancl 
gleaming _helmets, they looked tbeJu .. 
selves like grotesque deni.ens of the 
deep. 

Their feet aanlc into the ooze fot 
inches with each step. All about tliem 
loomed the strange polyp forest, a laby
rhtth of branehing wbite and greeo 
growths whose interlaced limbs stirred 
in the currents with repellent aemi-ani
mal life. Shoals of "aolar-fiah" rocketed 
away startledly in front of them. A big, 
harmless ''breather" lumbered - chwsily 
off through the. submarine forest. 

"Look out I There come a couple of 
ursals!" came Jim Willard's voice in 
ll yell of sudden warning. 

THI! llftAIN 

H
ASTILY the armed men leveled 
the heavy atom-guns which could 

operate as well under water as in air or 
space. Two of the big. bt.ck dinosaur
iike. reptilea w�e ewimuling toward 
them from Jtraig_bt ahead. 

"There's something on the. backs of 
those creatures," craid Newton hastily. 
"Wait.'' 

The two, aea·men rode their reptilian 
steeds right up to the telepieture party, 
apparently having been attracted by the · 

lights. 'l'h• two ridors diemoun'ted and 
approadln. . 

''My_ stars thOJSe things are half-ish 
and half--lnu:nan," c:eme RoP lCiq's awed 
exclamation. 

"They're simply an e_xtreme evolu· 
tionary adap1ation of tlio ancient hu
man stock to the NeptlPlian habitat," 
Joan Randall declared. 

The ua-mtfl bad hairless heads, and 
their faces. �re quite human in feat\lfea. 
But at the bue of tbeir throats wore 
open gills that pulsed regularly as they 
breathed the water. 

Their abort. powerful arms were 
finished at the elbows and wrists. Tho 
two legs were t�b:nost grown together to 
fonn ' powerful, tail-like limb tbat 
ended in fins instead of feet. They wore 
garments made of \V!'isted sea-�ed 
fibers woven upon metal .atrands. . 

Here was a strange offshoot of hu-
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manity-a part of the ancient Dene.bian 
human stock which on this watery 
world had adapted itael£ to breathe oxy
gen from water and to live in these green 
depths. 

"They're supposed to understand a 
little of the interplanetary lingua 
franca,., Jeff Lewis was muttering. 
"We11 soon find out." 

The producer was dosing a awi"tch at 
his belt, so that his voice was diverted 
into a resonator to set up sound·waves 
in the water. 

"Friends," Lewis declared muffiedly 
in the rudimentary language based upon 
ancient Denebian words, which all ca· 
lactic races know. 

One of the sea-men answered hastily, 
his voice coming mufRedly to them as 
sound-waves through the water. 

"What's he talking about?" Jeff Lewis 
asked. 

Captain Fu.ture understood. The sea
man was excitedly warninr them that 
some of his people had recently si.:hted 
a "swallower" in this polyp forest. 
"Swallowers" were the most dreaded 
monsters of this world. 

The two sea-men rode ahead on their 
urssls, and when the company of hwnans 
emerged from the polyp forest at the 
edge of the submarine city, they w.eTe 
rreeted by hundreds of the sea-folk. 

Fantastic undersea metropolis it 
seemed even to Captain Future, who had 
seen these submarine cities before. And 
to the eyes of the others, the scene was 
incredible. 

The massed cubical buildings of the 
city had been constructed of heavy black 
stone quarried from the ocean floor. The 
windows and roofs of the structures 
were closed by metal bars. to prevent th� 
incursion of the more dangerous sea
creatures. 

Rocketing through the 1rotesque 
streets in swimming swarms came the 
sea-folk-men, women, little children. 
They whirled and dived excitedly all 
around the humans, who in their heavy 
sea�suits seemed stiff and clumsy by 
comparison. And many of the sea�fglk 
rode tame ursals. 

"Set up the cameras here, Lo," ordered 

Jeff Lewis. "Get those krypton spot
lights going. We'll make our 'first 
scenes bere." 

The swarming, friendly sea-folk re� 
coiled a little when the powerful kryp
ton lights, powered by compact bat
teries, were switched on. Their beams 
streamed throurh the dusky waters to 
illuminate the weird city. 

"Carson-Chan Carson t" called the 
producer. "Take your place over here. 
Turn on the automaton, Jim. Carson, 
you walk beside it." 

At that order, Jim Willard touched 
one of the dummy switch$ on Orag's 
back, and immediately Grag started 
walking 1tiiBy forward through the wa· 
ten like the automaton he was suppOied 
to be. Curt Newton kept beside him, 
trampinr unsteadily toward the black 
city. � 

The sea-folk, not comprehending that 
the scene was make-believe, swarmed 
ea1erly toward Curt Newton and Gra1. 
It made a striking scene. 

"That's swell," Jeff Lewis exclaimed 
eagerly. "Pretend to be greeting them, 
Canon." 

�URT NEWTON . obeyed. But Grac, 
'-' stalking atiftly on through the 
swarmlni sea-people, walked straight 
into one of the big, tame ursals. 

The dinosaur-like creature reared 
alarmedly at aight of the approachinc 
robot. Its snaky head darted forth and 
grasped Grag's metal arm. On.g swung 
a stiff blow with the other arm that 
knocked the ursa/ back from him. The 
creature darted away through the water. 

"Fine," e:zulted Lewis. "That little 
scene was accidental but it'll be a knock
out. Turn the automaton off, Jim." 

"Now, Carson, the next scene shows 
you going out of the city into the fer
est," the director continued. "You've 
rested and the friendly sea-folk have 
told you about a sunken space-ship in 
the polyp-forest. You think maybe you 
can use it to get away in, so you're going 
to hunt for it." 

Captain Future, listening, perceived 
the chance he had been waiting for
the chance to get away and slip back 



. · seuetly .to the .,Perseus. 
· ·:He obeyed Le'\Vili directiot;ts, and aa 
the cameras ground he tramped back 
out from the city toward the polyp-for
est. He moved now without the drag
ging heaviness.· Curious sea-folk swam 
with him as he w,.ent. 

In a .moment, Newton was illaide the 
dense polyp-forest and out of aight of 
th� city and telepkture company. A� . 

91Ke, Captain Future plunged through 
tlle submarine fQ�est in the direction of 
the distant sbipJ 

Lewis' order rang froltl the telaudio 
receiver inside his helmet. 

"Carson, come o.n back o•t Qf thea ... 
Curt Newton answered with a wail 

of terror. "I'm l-ost,'' he said. "I got 
turned around in here anti I don't know 
which way you are." 

"The helplej�S fool, .. he heard Jeff 
Lewis exdaitn angrily. "Jim. take a 
couple of men and go in and find hUn." 

Capture Future pl\mged on throilgh 
the dusky polyp!forest, startling shoals 
of fish. traJJlPin.g -around huge empty 

� ll!!lls «!escrt6d . by "tenant-clams... The 
sea·fOlk with him turned back nowt as 
though afraid. . 

But Curt Newton hardly noticed these 
things. for his rnin4 was on the hnger
ous task ahead. He must .. get back into 
the Perseus unobs�"ed so that be and 
Simon Newton could overpower J«t 
Valdane �d try the brain-:t�canne.F on 
him. And lte didn't have much time J . 

Curt Newton suddenly recoiled as a 
giant, disk·lhaped white tnaaa rose un
expectedly out of the polyp�gtovea · 

ahead of hfm. .It was· incredibly hug�, 
with starirtg, saucer-like e.yee that glared 
as it rushed toward him. 

With a throb of hottor, be recognized 
it as that most awful of. Neptunian _1-er· 
rOt'S, a "swallowec." There was no 
chaMe to ftee. And be had only his 
puny stage-property atomic pistol with 
whieh to ·fight it ! . 

51 
CMAPT� IX 

UnlknU Ti� 
WITH quick C*D
prebens i on, J o a n 
Randall immediately 
un d-e rstood w h e n  
"Chan Carson" teni
fi.edly reported bim
s�f lost in the sub
marine fore.st. 

Captain Future had 
told h e r  t h a t  he 
wollld use some such 
pretot to slip back 

to the Puseus. where hi! and Sknon 
Wright woul-d subject Jon Valdane to 
the iu.quraition of their brain-Kannet. 

"You st,y witb Lewis and th� r�st, 
Joan," he bad earnestly warned her. 
"Grag will be there, too, and you'll be 

safe from Su Thuar." 
But the gitl ?Tas rebellious. If there 

was one thing she hated, it was being 
ldt out of things �e Newton felt 
�ous about her safety. And !the had 
secretly resolved to fellow him ·�k 
to the ship and share in. his F�ous· 
attempt there, whether be likecl it or 
·not. 

StancJiAc in bet sea-nit with the 
othel'B at the e4ge of the dense sub
mariJle. �. she beard the voioe of 
J ef£ � an&'fily calling ta "Chan 
CafaQb." 

"Canon, don't wan&r arouu.d in 
th�., the produller was yelling. "Jim 
aiacl a eouple of the men are co�g in 
to find you." . 

No axwwer came back on the short
range telaadio. altho�h Jeff Lewis re

-peated the �. 
The producer swore. "He's wan�ed 

out of range of our telaudiol. 1'bat 
Carson would lose his bead _and Jive 
way to panic th� mom•ttt he f01Ul4 bim
Hlf alonC:" 

Jbn Willard and Lo Quior w«e beat
ing tltrOllgh the polyp forest, into which 
Curt . Newton had · disappeared. They 
tramped })a(:k out of the subtnarine 
groves a !ew minutes later, ttudgi.pg 
through the ooze. 
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"Can't . find him, Je*f," Willard re-
ported. "He'l probably wandering 
around in circles.'' 

"And these se�-people seem so scared 
of that part of the forest tbat they won't 
search him out for us," n:auttered lAw· 
ia. "Well, he's In no inunodiate d�pr, 
for his auit has ehouzh oxyg.n for Dllll1 
hours. You and 7our men caa kiMp 
hunting for him, Jim. The r$'t of Ul 
wiU go on with the other seeneo util 
you bring him back here.,. 

And the producer gave directions for 
tbe filming. of scenes inside the gro
tesque black aubmarine city of the 
awarming aea-folk. 

"Take the �eras right inside the 
city, Lo. I want a scene showing Ron 
and Lura arrlvlng. They"ve picked up 
a signal Captain Future sent out frotll 
the aunken apaee-tbip he found, an4 
have come to help." 

The krypton spotlights and big cam
era were n:aoved into the edge of the 
e!ty. The friendly aea-folk ,highly in
trigued and mystified by all that was 
�in& on, darted in JWartU aroun!J and 
throuzb the brilliant beama of the apot
liJhta. 

Grag was placed in the center of tlul 
acene, and Lo Quior touc:hed hili "c:on
trol·buttona." Gr.ag immediatel7 re
tponc2ed in automaton-Jlke f�hion by 
waving bia anna stitBy in greeting as 
Ron King and Lura Lind came .tramp
ing into the scene, 

While this WN going on, Joan 1QD.. 
4all had followed Jim Willard �d bia 
two men beck to the edge of the tub
JDIU'ine foreat. 

"I'll help you hunt for Car-sou.," she 
offered. "I know a little about these 
submarine for,ats." 

"And ru help too," said a smooth 
volc:e on the telaudio. 

Joan Randall turned, sharply. lt was 
Su Thuar's voi�e. The Venusian had 
unobtrusivelr stayed near her all dur
ing their undersea march and duri� 
the scenes at the sea-folk city. And he 
waa at ill sticking to her. 

She remebered Curt Newton's warn
ing against

· 
the Venusian. Valdane 

wanted to get rld of her before tta.y 
went on to Styx. Su Thuar had prob1 
ably accompani.cl them with that pUl'>o 
poee In mind. 

The girl felt more ve:ution than ap
prehenalon. She wu not afraid of the 
Venusian. But if he atuck too .eloaely 
to her lt would make it diffteutt for her 
to ateal away secretly from thit aeareh, 
and follow Newton back to the altlp. 
And that wu what Joan intended to do. 

"All right, we'll .. parate and beat 
through this whole sector of the forest," 
Jim WUlard aatct. �ICeep within telau� 
dio range of each other and keep call
ing Canon. Sooner or later, we'll get 
u anawer.'' 

The young aasistant director added 
an anxious warning. 

"Don't go too far i� Joan. It eoUid 
be dan.geroua. And Canon isn't worth 
it." 

JOAN RANDALL piled to herself 
aa abe started into the polTP for· 

eat. How a�tounded all theee people 
would be if they knew the real ide.btity 
of the timid, fearful Chan Carson for 
whom they showed such open con
tempt. 

She kept up a pretense of searebing 
as abe tramped through the dusky glades 
of grotesque polyp-growths. The small 
krypton-light she wore at tbe belt of her 
sea-ault llke the otllers f�ed a lim
ited UIUJninatlon, and ahe cOuld see the 
lights of the othera close by. ; 

She heard, on her a.Ut-recei\-er, the 
telaudio e.alls of Jitn Willard and the 
others to the miuill& "Chan Canon..,. 
She called herself, to keep up the pre
tence. But actually, abe wu looking for 
a chance to get away from them and 
start back to tbe ship after Curt New
ton. 

Joan Randall was soon out of sight 
of Willard, in the denae submarine for
est. But on her other side, Su Thuar 
pe�l•tently kept within ai(ht of her 
lamp'a beams. Undoubud17, the Venu
sian waa traiUng her. 

He had made no attempt to attaek 
her. She did not fear auch an attack, 
for abe was on the alert and had her own 
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eflicient atom-piatol at her belt. But 
she was becoming angry at her inabil
ity to slip away while the Venusian 
was watching her. 

Joan decided to lose no more time. 
She entered a thicket of giant, waving 
sea-grasses whkh · she knew concealed 
her completely. At once, she turned 
off her belt-light. And then she moved 
as rapidly as possible through the 
dusky undersq forest in the direction 
of the ship. 

She was now out of sight of Su l'huar's 
light, and knew that she bad given the 
Venuaian the slip. Jim Willard's voice 
called her anxiously, but she did not 
answer. Presently the calls faded away, 
indicating that she was now out of 
range of the short-radius telaudio. 

Joan Randall hurried on through the 
dusky undersea forest. The Perseus 
was still at least a mile and a half away, 
and she had wasted near-ly an hour in 
the pretended search and - in getting 
away from the Venusian. She must 
hurry if she was to have any chance of 
;oi�g purt Newton and Simon Wright 
in the ship before they attempted their 
daring expedient. 

Shoals of brilliant solar-fish rushed 
away from her through the waving 
polyps. The groping tenade-like arm 
of a hydra-polyp wrapped around her 
arm once, but she tore it loose without 
difficulty an.4.;Jtumbled on through the 
oo.ze. 

She shrank back suddenly as a huge, 
black turtle-like creature rose in the 
shadowy waters ahead of her. Then 
she laughed shakily to herself. It was 
only one of the big, harmless "breath
ers," rising from its burrow on one of 
its endless trips to the surface to refill 
its lung-sacs with air. 

"I suppose Curt will be angry when I 
show up to help him," she thought a 

'little apprehensively. "But he might 
as well learn right now that I'm in on 
this case with him." 

She wondered if Captain Future's 
brain-scanne-r would work. She had un
limited faith in the wizard mastery of 
science of Newton and the Brain. Yet, 
to snatch _a man's secret thoughts from 

his mind-
J oao Rancla11 suddenly stopped in 

alarm. The air inside her helmet was 
suddenly becoming thick and foul. 

"The oxygen-tube must be clogged," 
she thought quickly, and rapped sharp
ly on the alwninoy tank of compressed 
oxygen at her btlt. 

There was no resulting Bow of puri
fied air. But her rapping did have an 
effect that dismayed her. 

The oxygen-gauge on the side of the 
tank had shown twenty hours• supply 
of the gas remaining to her. But when 
she rapped the tank, the needle of the 
gauge suddenly swung jerkily to 
"Empty." 

"But it can't be empty," she thought 
bewilderedly. "I've only been out here 
in this suit a couple of hours." 

She hamtnered anxiously at the tank. 
There was no response. The needle re
mained at "Empty." And every mo
ment now, the air inside her helmet was 
becoming more hot and unbreathable. 

Joan came to an appalling realiza
tion. The tank bad been tampered with ! 
It had been emptied of all but a couple 
of hours' supply of oxygen, and the 
gauge bad been set to show "Full." 

••su Thuar," she exclaimed. "He did 
that before we left the ship. That's the 
way Valdane worked out to get rid of 
me.'• 

S
HE understood with terrible clarity 

now, why the Venusian had made 
no attempt to harm her. Su Thuar hadn't 
needed to. All he bad had to do was to 
wait till her oxygen ran out and she 
died from asphyxiation. He had trailed 
her merely to make certain that hap
pened. 

Joan's head was already reeling from 
the lack of pure air. · Since the processes 
of oxygenation and purification had 
stopped; she was breathing the air in her 
suit over and over. In a very few min
utes, she must lose consciousness and 
perish fl·om asphyxiation. 

She called desperately to Curt New
ton. There was no an8wer. He was out 
of telaudio-range of her, ahead. 

.. I can't · make it to the s-hip," she 
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thought wildly. "And that's the only 
possible chance-" 

The Perseus was still more than a mile 
away in the submarine forest. There 
alone, was hope of life. And she could 
never reach it. 

Death stared 1 oan Randall in the face. 
She would perish in the next few mo· 
ments, unless she found air. 

Find air here at the bottom of the 
sea? It seemed a bitter mockery to ask 
the question. Then into her reeling mind 
came sudden remembrance. 

There was a tiny bit of air at the bot· 
tom of the Neptunian sea, in certain 
places. She had passed one of those . 
places only a few minutes before. 

1om Randall turned and staggered 
back through the polyp-forest the way 
she had come. Her brain was spinning 
from lack of oxygen, and her blood 
pounded in her temples. 

She Ballhed on her belt-light. desper· 
ately searching. Then llhe saw what she 
was seeking. It was the "breather's" 
burrow which she had paased shortly be
fore, from which th' creature had risen. 

It was no more than a wide, round 
tunnel down into the Boor of the sea. 
That dar� gapin& pas&age seemed a fear
some place to enter. But Joan Randall 
knew it was her only chance gf living a 
little longer. She dropped down into . 
the black opening. 

The tunnel which the big, turtle-like 
''breather" had burrow� wtnt down 
through OQZe and then through soft 
coral. It sank into the coral for twenty 
feet, then turned and ran horizontally, 
then rose again. 

Joan Randall, gasping and only half· 
::onscious from the roaring in her ears, 
5crambled up the last section of the 
queer tunnel. She emerged into the big, 
hollow pocket in the coral that was the 
"buather's" home. 

This pocket was filled, not with water, 
but with air I A bubble of air trapped 
here at the bottom of the sea. 

The "breathers" were air-breathing 
sea-creatures, like the whales of Earth. 
Survivals of former Neptunian land-life, 
Curt Newton had told her, who bad 
adapted themselves to the sea when it 

covered aU eroded Neptune. A gro
tesque wonder of planetary biology. 

The creatures, Qn ea£b of their trips 
to the surface, could store their lung
sacs with enough air for many houri of 
life underwater. And they could briig 
air down in their lung-sacs · to the cun
ningly excavated burrows in which it 
remained trapped, to furnish oxygen to 
the young of tne species who could not 
yet ascend to the surface. 

Joan was nearly unconsc iou6 as· sae 
clambered up from the water into this 
dark, airfilled pocket. Her arms seemed 
leaden and useless as she tried to un
fasten her helmet. Her lungs were on 
fire. 

Then she got the helmet off. And air 
-hot, thick. fishy-smelling but still bles· 
sed air-ru$hed into her nOitrils. 

Her bead cleared a little as she gulped 
in the air. It waa highly compressed 
by the pressure of the waters that trap· 
ped it here. - It made her lungs labor 
to breathe it, but her gasping ceased. 

Joan Bashed her light around. The 
burrow was like a big wet cavern of 
dark coraL Half its Boor was water, and 
the other half was a &lightly raised ledge · 

upon whKh she had pulled herself. 
She discovered that she shared the 

ledge with a brood of five young "breath· 
ers." Looking much like big black tur• 
tles with �oft skin backs instead of 
shells, they blinked at her light solemnly. 

"What a place," she. thought, with a 
little shudder. "I've got to get out of 
here somehow." 

She tried the telaudio in her helmet. 
calling again. But there was still no 
answer. 

The girl began to feel desperate. The 
air in this pocket would not last her for 
many hours. And there was no possible 
way of using it to replenish her oxygen· 
tank so that she could escape from here. 

Her senses swam from the thick, fishy · 
odor. She· had a chill realization of the 
hopelessness of her situation. Even if 
Curt Newton searched for her, how 
would be ever find her in this place? 

She had faced numberless perils be
fore this, but here alone, helpless, in a 
strange world-her senses began to reel. 
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CHAPTER X 

Scuntific Miracle 

FLIGHT could not 
save him, Captain Fu
ture instantly had re
alized an hour before, 
as the "swallower" 
rushed at him. These 
e n o r m o u s, d i s k
shaped white mon
sters of the depths 
could flap thro·ugh 
the water at a speed 

very much faster than any man could 
run. 

Neither could he kill the creature. His 
only weapon was the futile stage-pistol 
at his belt, a mock-weapon which could 
fire noth in' but low-powered energy 
flashes that would look like atomic bolts 
in a telepicture. 

Curt Newton acted more by instinct 
ra.tber than by design. The "swallower" 
was already poised above him like a 
dreadful white cloud. The creature 
would drop down, wrap its vast, ftexible 
body around him. and then crush him in· 
to a pulp to be in,ested at its leisure. 

Newton Rung himself b a c k wa r d, 
against the slimy trunk of one of the 
big polyp-trees. It would at least make 
it more difficult for the beast to seize 
him. he thought. 

"If I just had a real atom-gun for one 
minute ! "  h.e thought desperately. 

Next moment. the enormous fiat mass 
of the .. swallower" whipped around the 
whole polyp-tree. Captain Future was 
crushed against the slimy trunk of the 
semi-animal growth by the pressure. 

He fought to free himself from that 
dreadful 'rip, It had not yet com
pressed upon him with full power, for 
the "swallower" was impeded in its con
traction by the stiff polypous branches. 

Newton found it impossible to work 
his way downward out of the remorseless 
gra.p. It was only a matter of minutes 
until the full pressure would crack his 
sea-suit and helmet like an egg-shell. 

With a wild idea in mind, he squirmed 
upward. He got his head and one arm 

up out of the grip of the contracting 
white body, but could get no further. 

Next moment, Curt Newton was 
hurled head over heels through the 
water by a mad, convulsive spasm of 
action on the part of the "swallower." 
The blinded monster was threshing the 
waters in crazy fury. 

Hastily picking himself up from the 
ooze into which he had fallen, Newton 
scrambled away through the polyp for
est. He breathed in shaky relief when 
he had left all sight of the raging mon
ster behind. 

"That would be one for Jeff Lewis' 
picture," he thought. "Fighting a 
'swallowe.r' with a stage-pistol. But 
he'd say it was too crazy. "  

He plunged on through the shadowy 
submarine forest. Soon he had come 
within sight of the brightly shining 
lights of the Perseus. 

Newton carefully detoured to ap
proach the resting ship from the tail, so 
that he would not be seen from inside 
it. He clambered through the ooze be
neath the projecting tail of the craft, 
until he reached the little aft emer,
ency air-lock. 

It was open, and he slipped inside 
and then rapped softly on the inner 
door in an agreed signal. There was 
a low humming of power, and the outer 
door slid shut and pumps rapidly ex
peUed the water, 

The inner d()(i)r opened. And beyond 
it, inside the deserted keel passageway 
of the ship, poised the waiting shape of 
the Brain. 

Curt Newton ha�tily shed his wet sea
suit, and strode to the side of his wait
ing comrade. S imon Wright wa.s hold
in' a small, cube-shaped apparatus from 
which extended two insulated cables 
that ended in fiat cofls. 

"You prepared a gas-tube as we 
planned ? "  Curt Newton asked in a rapid 
whisper; without further greeting. 

S.imon Wright handed him a silver 
tube, with a trigger at one end. 

"Yes, it wasn't hard. I synthesized 
the sl eep-gas £rom rocket-fuel ele
ments. Valdane is in his suite now with 
Kin Kurri. But the man Rosson is on 
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guard outude it." 
"You bring the brain-eeann«," Cap. 

.tain Future said quickly. "Remember, I 
mustn't be aeen or the whole 1ame it up." 

TAKING infinite cue to avoid being 
sighted by anyone in the ship, the 

gliding Brain and he made their way up 
through the little�used a£t pasngee to . 
the middle deck. 

He peered around the comer into the 
.main mid-deck corridor. Rosson, Val
dane's tough-looking Earthman aatel, 
lite, was again lounging alertly outside 
his employer's door. 

Captain Future raised and aimed the 
gas-tube silently. He depressed its trig� 
ger briefly. A tiny cloud of almost col· 
orless gas shot from it and hit Rosson's 
face. The tough Earthman aank to the 
ftoor. 

Curt Newton now raced down t� cor
ridor, the Brain close behind. He lis
tened for a moment at the door. A vague 
murmur of voices came from inside. 

Curt Newton applied the end of his 
gu.tube to the keyhole of the door. He 
depresaed the trigger, holding it down 
so that the full charge of compressed 
sleep-gas would enter the rooms beyond. 

He heard the beginning of an alarmed 
exclamation-then the thump and thud 
of twO falling bodies. Instantly Cap
tain Future was deftly wo:oking with the 
lock of the door. 

The door clicked open. He dragged 
the aenaeless form of Rosson swiftly 
inaide with them as be and the Brain 
entered. 

Jon Valdane and Kin Kurri lay un
coJUcious. The eleep.gas had &4-eady 
been carried away by the repaired ven
tilation system. but it bad done its work. 

�Close the door, Simon," Captain Fu
ture directed as he bent over the pros� 
trate figure of Jon Valdane with the 
brain-scanner. 

Carefully, Curt Newton strapped the 
two flat little induction�coila of the ap
paratus to V aldane's head, so that one 
of the coJis lay flat against each of the 
financier's temples. 

He checked the cables leading from 
the coils to the machine. Then he 

' 

snapped a swit�h and carefully turn,ed 
a rheostat on the front panel of the ap
paratus. 

"There won't be anything select�ve 
about this," Curt Newton muttf!red · as 
be waited. "But if we're . lutky, wei! 
pick up enough from Valdane'• mind �o 
enlighten ua about his plans." 

"We haven't unlimited time," warnec:J 
Simon Wright. "If some of Valdane'a 
men come here--" 

He left the idea unfinished. For now, 
out of the little loud-speaker attached 
to tho apparatus, a monotonous voice 
was speaking. '--

It was an artificially articulated ''vo- · 
der" voice. And what it was speaking 
were thoughts I 

The thoughts and memories of the 
unconscious . Jon Valdane were being 
detected by tbe delicate induction coila 
of this incredible instrument, and tran .. 
lated artificially into intelligible spe�h. 

''--must be powerful," the machine 
was saying monotonously. "To be pow� 
erful, I must be rich. It it my only 
way ·o£ excelfing. 1-" 

�'Just subconscious stuff," muttered 
Captain lfuture. He turned the rheostat 
a trifle. "We've got to pick up his re
cent memories." 

Two wizards of dark, unfathomable 
science he and Simon Wright seemed. 
as they crouched tensely liatening to · 
their machine drag the ltunoat mental 
secreta froat the senseless man. Yet 
this thing which be and Simon Wright 
had years ago invented wae based upon 
simple scientific prin,clples. 

Their brain.acanner was simply an ad .. 
vanced development of esperiments 
that were very old. Long ago. the Har .. 
vard scientists of Earth bad developed 
the electro-encephalograph which picked 
up the almost imperceptible electric cur
rents of the brain which are the con� 
comitant of thought. Those old scien� 
tists had been able only to record the 
thought-currents by the bobbing of a 
needle. Captain Future and the Brain 
had succeeded in translating them into 
;;peech. 

"-with the Stygian&," the Sat voice 
was saying. "They wouldn't grant ua 

·· �  
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the diamond concession. Only one way 
to get it from them-" 

"This is what we want, Simon," Curt 
Newton exdaimed eagerly. "Valdane'a 
thought a lot recently about his Styg

ian plan. If we can piece together 
enough of his thoughts and memoriea--" 

"Listen, lad,'' admonished the Brain, 
who was tensely alert. 

B
UT the Bat voice that was report

ing Valdane's mind was on a dif
. ferent subject now, relating figures con
nected with some financial deal in which 
they bad not the slightest interest, 

Captain Future felt frustration. Their 
brain-scanner could not possibly operate 
selectively. It could only "scan'' the 
complex synaptic pattern of the brain a 
little bit at a ti.t:De, impartially reporting 
what it found there. 

The mechanical voice spoke on, calmly 
reporting Jon Valdane's most secret 
thoughts, desires, aspirations. But not 
until some minutes had passed, did it 
come again to that which interested 
them. 

"-will be risky on Styx," it aaid. 
"But those diamond-deposits are worth 
taking risks for. And that's .the only 
way that I can ever get my hands on 
them. The way nobody else ever fig
ured, the loophole in the Stygian 
treaty-" · 

'curt Newton listened with int!nse ex
pectation. But again, the report of Jon 
Valdane's mind shifted to other matters. 

"Once I have control of the wealth 
of Styx, I'll be by far the most powerful 
man in the System. Then-" 

Captain Future uttered an exclama
tion of disappointment. "We almost 
had the. secret of what he's planning." 

"We'll get the rest, with patience," 
said the Brain calmly. The brain-scan
ner was talking again. "M nat take care 
that Chan Carson gets safely to Styx. 
The whol e scheme will be easier to put 
through if we can use him-" 

Newton was astounded. What did 
that mean ? How was Valdane planning 
to use him, whom he thought a timid, 
commonplace actor? 

But the rest of. Valdane's translated 

thought-memory on that subject, uttered 
by the scanner, swept that · and all else 
from Newton's mind. 

"-but for that very reason, the Ran
dall girl muat not reach Styx. Should 
have taken care of her at Jupiter. Kin 
Kurri is a stupid blunderer. But Su 
Thuar will see to her at Neptune. His 
idea of fixing her oxygen-tank is good. 
When she smothers, it'll look like an 

. accident to he' sea-suit. We don't want 
any Patrol investigation-" 

Captain Future sprang to his feet . 
His face was deathly white as terrible 
understanding burst upon him. 

"Good gosh," he exclaimed hoarsely. 
"Joan may be dying out there now. The 
devils have tampered with the oxygen
tank of her suit." 

He lunged to the door. "Come on, Si
mon. I've got to get to her. You have 
to let rile back out through the escape
hatch." 

"The Brain hesitated a moment. 
"There'll be no further chance to use 
the scanner on Valdane, for he'll soon 
come to. And we haven't anything more 
than a few dim clues." 

"To blazes with Valdane and every
thing else," cried Curt Newton. "Joan 
may be dying." 

He plunged down the corridor with 
Simon Wright gliding close after him. 
Possessed by an overpowering fear, he 
was reckless of discovery but fortWle 
was kind and they met no one in the aft 
corridors. 

At the escape-hatch, Curt Newton de
layed a moment to rip open the space
suit locker beside it and snatch up one 
of the spare oxygen-tanks of the suits. 
He inspected its gauge swiftly, then 
clambered into his own sea-suit, tucked 
the spare tank under his ann, and en
tered the hatch. 

The inner door of the little airlock 
slid shut as Simon Wright operated 
the emergency hatch from within. The 
outer door opened, and the sea smashed 
in on Captain Future. 

He flung himself out into the dusky 
waters. And with a cold dread clutch
ing his heart and spurring his muscles, 
he started in a desperate. dragging run 
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through the weird groves of the polyp 
forest. · 

"If she's dead !" his brain throbbed. 
"If she's dead, I'll kill Su Thuar and 
Valdane and all the rest of them right 
here." 

He was beading back toward the un
dersea city of the sea-folk where he had 
left Joan with the telepicture troupe. 
Reckless now of the dangers of the 
depths, he took the straightest course 
toward it. 

Before Curt Newton had covered half 
the distance, he was suddenly galva
nized by a faint call from the little tel
audio inside his helmet. 

"Joan, is that you?" he cried franti
cally. "Are you all Tight ?" 

"VAINTLY the trapped girl's voice 
I" came to him. 

"Yes," ehe exclaimed, her tones quiv
ering with gladness as she recognized 
his voice. "My oxygen ran out. I'm 
down here in a 'breather's' burrow. It 
was the only chance I had." 

"Joan, stay there-I'm coming," Cap
tain Future promiaed, his heart pound
ing with relief. "Keep speaking each 
few moment• so I can know the way to 
you." 

He steered his way through the laby
rinthine polyp forest by listening to 
her frequent calls. The.ir short-range 
telaudios, good for a radius of only a 
few thousand feet, made her voice quick
ly louder when he went toward her and 
as rapidly weaker when he wu going 
away from her. 

Thus Captain Future groped his way 
. through the dusky undersea groves un
til he found the entrance of the "breath
er's" burrow. He dived unhesitatingly 
down into the dark mouth of the tunnel, · 

and clambered through it until he 
emerged up into the burrow itself. 

By the light of Joan's krypton belt
lamp, he perceived the interior of this 
air-filled pocket under the ocean floor. 
Joan was crouched upon a rock ledge 
above the water, and at the other end of 
the ledge a huge, turtle-like "breather" 
was protectively guarding its young. 
The beady eyu of the big, harmless 

creature watched Curt Newton with ap· 
prehension. 

Curt Newton ripped off his helmet, 
and took the shuddering girl into his 
arms. Joan Randall was nearer to 
hysteria than he · had ever seen her. 

"It's been like a nightmare," she 
sobbed. "And yet it was almost funny 
when that 'breather' came back and found 
me in here. It was as scared of me as 
I was scared of it. I laughed." He fit
ted the full oxygen tank he had brought 
to her suit, and they scrambled out of 
the burrow of the "breather," Theri 
they started hastily through the polyp 
forest toward the city of the sea-folk. 

When they finally emerged from the 
submarine forest into full view of the 
telepicture troupe at the city's edge, Jeff 
Lewis sighted them. 

"So you found Carson, Miss Randall. 
It's about time." 

"He was wandering in circles only a 
quarter-mile inside the forest," Joan 
Randall said in an exasperated voice. 

"I've bad a terrible experience," Curt 
Newton shrilled in accents of horror. "I 
couldn't find my way in that ghastly 
place." 

"Stop whimpering, Carson," Lewis 
said brutally. "You've wasted enough 
of our time already. We've got to finish 
these scenes. Get over there with the 
automaton." 

They again enacted the scenes fhe 
producer wanted, Grag striding in stiff 
automaton-fashion beside Curt Newton 
as he excitedly met Ron King and Lura 
Lind at the edge of the grotesque city; 

The cameras whirred, the krypton 
spotlights eerily illuminated the scene . 
Through the dusky waters into the spot
lights rushed schools of frightened fish, 
while the humanoid sea-folk swam 
around the beams in undiminished cur
iosity. 

"Swell, all this is stuff no telepicture 
ever had before," exulted Jeff Lewis ae 
they finished the last scene. "With 
these and the Jupiter scenes, and the big 
climactic shots, we'll make on Styx, 'The 
Ace of Space' will be a smash hit." 

Jim Willard and Su Thuar came out 
of the polyp forest. 
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"We couldn't find Carson anywhere," 
the Venusian reported. 

He stopped suddenly. His sea-suited 
figure grew stiff with amazement as he 
glimpsed Joan Randall. 

"Where did she come from?" he 
gulped. 

"Miss Randall found Carson," growled 
Jeff Lewis. "Ali right, folks, that• a all. 
W e•re going back to the ship."' 

Captain Future realized the reason for 
Su Thuar's stupefaction. The Venusian 
could not understand how Joan Randall 
had managed to survive without air. 

Curt Newton trembled with bitter an
ger toward the murderous scoundrel. It 
was not Su Thuar's fault that Joan Ran
dall was not dead in the polyp forest. 
The Futureman swore to himself that he 
would repay the Venusian for that. 

They tramped back through the sub
marine forest to the Perseus without in
cident, accompanied part way by the 
swarming, swimming sea-folk. But when 
they entered the ship, they found excite
ment in it. Jon Valdane, with Kin Kurri, 
was talking angrily to Captain Petersen. 

"There's been a mysterious attack on 
Mr. Valdane while you were gone," the 
captain told Jeff Lewis. "We can't un
derstand who committed it.'• 

Valdane's eyes fell upon Joan Ran
dall's face as she removed her helmet. 
And he and Kin Kurri showed blank sur
prise for a moment. 

Su Thuar spoke swiftly, meaningly, 
to his employer. 

"We bad trouble ourselves. Carson 
got lost, and Miss Randall was gone for 
a couple of hours searching for him." 

Valdane's small eyes flashed suspi
ciously. 

"She got lost, you say?" he snarled. 
''Hah ! That is interesting I" 

The financier did not say anything 
more, but Newton could readily surmise 
what he was thinking. Valdane believed 
that Joan had returned to the ship and 
gassed them. 

Then Valdane and the Saturnian and 
Venusian departed to their own quar
ters. Jeff Lewis was speaking to the 
captain of the Perseus. 

"We can take off any time you're 

ready, captain. We're all through here 
on Neptune. Now head for Styx:• 

Captain Future•s heart sank. He had 
failed in his desperate attempt to pre
vent Valdane from reaching Styx. 

And his failure meant terrible danger, 
not only ta the girl he loved but to the 
future of a whole world I 

CHAPTER XI 

On MytteriQus Styx 

MAGIC MOON was 
to the System peo
ples much as ancient 
Egypt had been to 
the people of Earth. 
It lived in popular 
legend as a place of 
brooding mystery, a 
faraway world whose 
aloof, unsocial in
habitants were primi-
tive in their lack of 

mechanical progress but were reputed 
magicians in their uncanny powers of 
c:reating illusion. 

Until a few years before, the Stygians 
had used their powers of illusion to iso
late their world completely by making 
it appear uninhabitable. Then their age
old isolation had been broken forever by 
the great struggle between the Future
men and the Legion of Doom which had 
resulted in the opening up of this world. 

Curt Newton was darkly remembering 
that previous adventure as he stood at 
the promenade-deck wall and watched 
Styx grow larger ahead. Had fate led 
him back here, this time to taste defeatP 

The Perseus had already drawn past 
the big, gleaming sphere of Pluto and 
now was swinging by Charon and Cer
·berus, the two nearer moons. 

Styx loomed ahead, a growing, gray
ish ball. It appeared unthinkable re
mote and lonely as it followed its orbit 
around the parent planet out here in the 
eternal twilight. This was the edge of 
infinity. Beyond stretch"td the abysses 
of deep space that separated this last 
outpost of the Sun from the nearest 
fixed stars. 
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The members of the troupe were all 
gathering in excited groups to .watch the 
landing upon the mysterious moon. A 
sense of adventure was evident in the 
bearing of almost all of them. Everyone 
had beard stories of Styx, but few per
sons had ever visited it. 

The Perseus was now dropping rap
idly toward the gray moon. As they 
neared it, the grayish surface paled to a 
dull white. There lay beneath them a 
strange and ghostly landscape of rolling 
plains of white grass, dotted with 
clumps of towering white club-mosses. 
It was half-veiled by drifting banks of 
dense gray mists. 

Solemn chords o£ mystery and awe 
struck into the hearts of the beholders 
as they gazed across the shrouded face 
of the System's most mysterious world. 
They stared silently as the ship slanted 
down toward the northern hemaphere. 
Low, rocky hills and gorges lay in the 
misty distanoe, but nearer than these 
was a shallow valley in which was sit
uated a small, sprawling town of light 
metalloy buildings. 

"That's Planet Town, where we'u go
ing to make our base," informed Jeff 
Lewis. "It's the only 'foreign' colony 
on Styx." 

"But this town has ordinary metalloy 
buildings," Lura Lind was saying in sur
prise. "I thought Styx didn't have any 
metal ?" 

"lt doesn't," Jim Willard retorted. 
"Not a bit of metal exists on Styx except 
a few traces of cobalt, titanium and 
otber rare elements. Scientists have 
never been able to explain the lack of 
metal. As to this town, the interplan
etary traders who built· it brought the 
metalloy with them." 

They were circling toward the cloud 
shrouded landing-field. It lay more than 
a mile eut of the town, a Bat part of the 
grassy white valley whose sod was 
blackened and torn by rocket-blasts. A 
dozen space-ships lay on the field, 
freightecs and small cruisers. 

Captain Future glimpsed- the Comet. 
Yet he hardly recognized it. Hie sleek 
little ship bad been transformed by 
paint ·and other means into a battered, 

worn-looking, little old crui&U suc.h as 
could be picked up cheaply on any 
planet by anyone willing to risk his life 
in such a vessel. 

The Perseus landed with a thunder of 
keel-tubes. There was an eager scram
ble to the space-doors by the actors and 
technicians. Newton pretended equal 
excitement aa he crowded after the 
others, but he was careful to keep close 
to Joan Randall, for be saw Su Thuar 
following her. 

"You'll all have to be careful here," 
Jeff Lewis warned the cast. "This place 
bas a reputation as the toughest fron
tier-town in the Systftn." 

In the chill, foggy twilight that was 
mid-day here, they stood looking won
deringly around when they emerged. 
More than a mile westward through the 
mist loomed the metalloy structures of 
Planet Town. 

A MOTLEY throng of the frontier 
town's inhabitants waa pouring 

toward the field to greet them. Curt 
Newton's experienced eyes read these 
as the usual riff-raff that followed the 
interplanetary frontier - adventurers, 
fugitive criminals, gamblers, traders, 
curious tourists. They included yellow 
Uranians and pallid Venus\ans, somber
eyed Martians and tough-looking Earth
men. Nearly every man wore a belted 
atom-pistol. . 

A squart, brawny Jovian ruffian with 
a masaive, vicious green face strode for
ward toward them. 

"Welcome to Planet Town, folks," he 
said in hoarse tones. "I'm J os Vakos, 
owner of the biggest gambling hall here. 
We've been expecting you telepicture 
people." 

Jim Willard, beside Newton, com
mented dryly under hia breath. "Looks 
u if our publielty campaign for 'The 
Ace of Space' baa centered the eyes of 
the whole System on ua." 

Captain Future frowned. That was a 
facet of the mystery he bad never been 
able to understand. Why had Jon Val
dane orcSered such a big publicity cam
paign for the expedition ? Why did he 
want the System to be �tching when 
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be carried out a iillecret plot to loot Styx? 
''You'll like it here in Planet Town," 

Joa Vakos rumbled. "There isn•t any 
law because the Patrol can't come here. 
You can do anything you want, as long 
as you're able to back it up with your 
gun.•• 

Jeff Lewis was diplomatically polite. 
fiVI e're here to film some scenes in -one 
of the Stygian communities. I under
stand enc of their cities is not far north 
from this place." 

A burst of caekling, derisive laughter 
came from a whiakered, disreputable old 
space-rat of an Earthman in the front 
of ,the throng. . 

"You ain't got a chan.ee,•• he shrilled. 
.. The Furrles won't give anybody per
mission 10 come near their danged cities. 
They even try to stop us from workin' 
the diamond-beds north of here.'• 

"Old Lennie is right." said Jos Vakos, 
the brutaJ:faced Jovian. "After we came 
all the way out here when we heard 9f 
the diamond-strike, the cursed Futries 
have done all they could to scare us 
away." 

CaPl3Tn: Future bad started impercept
ibly when he heard the voice of the whis
kered space-rat they called Old L�nie. 
He looked hard at the disreputable old 
prospector, and recognized Ezra Gur� 
ney. 

Gurney saw Curt Newton, in the back 
of the telepicture group, and winked 
alightly. Then the old man's jaw 
dropped aa he noticed Joan Randall. 

Jos Vakos wu aaying, "The Furrles 
keep threatening what they're going to 
do to us if we don't all leave Styx," com
plained Jos Vakos. "They tell us regu
larly that unless we go, they'll unloose 
some mysterious Destroyer on us. It's 
all just a bl\lff of theirs." 

"Here are a couple of the Furries 
now," called one of the motley crowd. 

"Stygians ?�' exclaimed J eti Lewis. "I 
want to talk to thett\." 

Through the crowd around the Per
seus came riding two figures who were 
almost as strange as the grotesque 
mounts they bestrode. 

The two Stygians were men, but not 
men like those of any other planetary 

race. Their bodies were covered with a 
short white fur. Their heada were oddly 
flatteneci- with big, pupilleaa -black eyes 
of hypnotic: depth. They wore cloaks of 
woven gray fiber, and bad no weapons. 

The mounts they rode were big, white 
kangaroo-like beasts that hopped rapidly 
forward upon powerful hind legs, and 
were guided by bit and reins. 

"The Furries have come to look you 
over," grdwled Jos Vakos. 

Captain Future perceived that the at
titude of the motley crowd toward the 
two Stygians was one of mJngled hoa
ility and contempt. 

But. the Stygian• seemed impervious 
to that. They sat their strange steeda, 
solemnly inspecting tbe Perseus and 
t�se it had brought. Then one of them 
spok-e to the other in a low tone, itt his 
own language. 

Captain Future, who remained unob
served behind the others of his party, 
understood that latigttage. He was, he 
knew, the only one present ..-bo did so 
-almost the only outsider who ever had 
been 'close enough to the Stygians to 
learn their bafBing tongue . 

"More come each week," the Stygian 
was saying to his companion. "More of 
the forbidden machines and metals." 

"It must not go on," muttered the 
other. �ven if we have to �a ken the 
ancient power, it must stop.'' 

JEFF LEWIS spoke to the Stygiana 
in the interplanetary lingua frtu1ca 

which all races understood. "We are 
friends.� he said earnest!,. "And we 
wish to visit one of your cities to make 
telepicture scenes ... 

The first Stygian answered Instantly, 
in the same basic: language. "You can
not come." 

"But we•d do you no harm/' protested 
Lewis. 4'It would only take us a few 
days.'' 

"It is forbidden," the Stygian replied 
flatly. ''No strangers may bring metals 
or maehinea to out cities. We ask you 
to leave our world.'• 

"Aw, tell that Furry to chase him
self," interjected Jos Vakos. 4'They're 
always coming around here demanding 
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that we leave." 
The Stygian turned his enonnous, 

pupilless black eyes toward the Jovian. 
"It is true that we do not shed blood," 

answered the Stygian slowly. "But we 
can loose upon you a Destroyer that will 
bring doom to you without bloodshed. 
Be warned in time, and go." 

And the two Stygians turned their 
queer steeds and rode back out through 
the derisive, hooting crowd, to disappear 
into the mists. 

Jeff Lewis' square face was heavy with 
disappointment. "So that ends our 
chance of making real Stygian scenes 
for 'The Ace of Space.' " 

"We can still fake the scenes here, 
chief,'' reminded Jim Willard. "We can 
rig up sets to look like a Stygian city, 
and we've got the Stygian costumes we 
brought along in case the natives 
wouldn't cooperate." 

"Don't be discouraged, Lewis," Jon 
Valdane said quickly. "I told you I had 
a scheme we could use to win the Sty
gians' cooperation. Well, it looks like 
we'll have to use my idea. Come inside 
and I'll explain." 

Most of the actors, technicians and 
ship-officers started with Jos Vakos and 
his friends to see the sights of Planet 
Town. 

Curt Newton was edging away after 
Joan Randall, intending to get a few 
words in secret with Ezra Gurney. But 
Valdane called his name. 

"Chan Carson, you come in with Lewis 
and me." 

Instantly on the alert, Captain Future 
followed the producer and financier 
back into the ship. Kin Kurri also had 
joined them. 

"Now here's how we can win over the 
Stygians," said Valdane b r i g h t  1 y. 
"There's one ouuider they do any
thing for, one man who is a hero to their 
race. And that'a Captain Future." 

He pointed, as he spoke, at Curt New· 
ton, who was startled. But Jeff Lewis 
instantly comprehended Valdane'a idea. 

"I get it, .. said the producer, his face 
lighting up. "We sead Chan Carsoa 
ahead of us, made up ae Captain Future. 
They'U think he ii Captain Future, and 

will let our troupe into their city when 
we arrive." 

"That's the idea," Valdane nodded. 
"They'll have the assurance of their 
great friend Captain Future that our 
party is all right." 

Curt Newton's mind worked swiftly. 
He understood now what use Valdane 
had planned all along to make of Chan 
Carson when they got here. He under
stood too, at last, just why the financier 
had caused this telepicture to choose the 
Futuremen as its subject. 

Valdane bad achieved two purposes by 
that means. He bad given the expedition 
a plausible reason for visiting Styx, 
scene of one of the greatest exploits of 
the Futuremen. And thus be had also 
provided himself with a pseudo-Captain 
Future with whom he could deceive the 
Stygians. 

"I won't do that," Curt Newton ex
claimed in pretended alarm. "It would 
be too dangerous. Those ghastly Sty· 
gians would find out I'm a Cake." 

Although he based his objection on 
the fearful timidity of Chan Carson, 
Newton had a much more impelling mo
tive for his refusal. 

Valdane's secret plot, it was now evi
dent, hinged somehow upon getting near 
the Stygian city. If he made that pos
sible, he would be helping Valdane carry 
out his mysterious scheme. 

"You've got to do it, Carson," insisted 
Jeff Lewis. "There won't be any dan
ger. These Stygians are harmless. 
They're absolutely opposed to any form 
of conflict or violence." 

"And unless you do it, 'The Aee of 
Space' will be a flop and then you won't 
be a big telepicture star," pointed out 
Jon Val dane. 

.....APT AIN FUTURE realized that if 
� he persisted in hit refusal, be might 
arouse suspicion. He would have to ac· 
cede, and then arrange it so that bls mia· 
sion failed. He thought he saw how be 
could do that. 

"Well, if you're sure there's no daft. 
ger, I'll do it," he finally said. "But I 
doo't like the idea." 

"I'll go with you, Carson, Kin Kurri 

"' 
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saUl quickly. "Then you'll be quite safe. 
Nobody would harm me, a System Coun
cil -member.'' 

Curt Newton understood. Kin Kurri 
still harbored suspkions of him. That 
was why the Saturnian wanted to accom
pany him. 

"'Your going along is a good idea, 
Kurri," said Jon Val dane. "To make it 
even safer, we'll have Rob Rosson go 
with you too.'' 

Newton was dismayed. With two of 
Valdane's associates along, he would 
have a harder time making his mission 
fail. But fail it must, just the same. 

"Get your Captain Future make-up on 
at onee, Carson," Lewis said briskly. 
"I'll call the troupe back so that we can 
follow you in the rocket-trucks, within 
a ff!W hours." 

Newton went down to his cabin and 
soon had transformed him�lf from 
Chan Carson to Captain Future, even to 
the gray zipper-suit and stage pistol. 
Before returning to the others, he 
slipped down to the dark property-room. 

"Grag-S imon !" he whi&pered. They 
came to- his side at once, and he told 
them rapidly of the mission on which he 
was being sent ahead. "I'll fix it so !he 
Stygians won't cooperate, and the tete
picture party that's to follow me won't 
reach their city. But I want you to get 
Joan to stay here with Ezra, if you can.'' 

"I will try to make her do so, 'if I have 
the chance, but you know better than I 
how stubborn she is," said the Brain 
dryly. 

"She's got to,'' Newton · exclaimed. 
"Su Thuar will be with the telepicture 
party when it leaves here, and she'd be 
in danger out there." 

He hurried up to the others. Kin 
Kurri and the hard-faced Earthman, 
Rosson, were waiting. Both had belted 
on heavy atom-pistols. 

The Saturnian led the way out of the 
ship. Rosson and Curt Newton followed 
him, Newton moving with obvious re
luctance. 

They went toward the ftimsy metalloy 
buildings of Planet Town, more than a 
mile away. Though it was mid-day, the 
drinking and gambling establisbmetlts 

along the sordid streets were in full 

swing. The click of "quantum roulette" 
wheels, the brawling voices, the shrill 
clamor of music-machines, were loud all 
along the main street they passed 
through. 

Curt Newton felt disgusted. He did 
not blame the peaceful Stygians for re-

. senting the incursion of those rough dia
mond-seekers and the horde of traders, 
gamblers, harpies and criminals who fol
lowed them. And what was worse to 
the machinery-hating Stygians, the com
ing of these outsiders had brought me
chanical devi'ces and metals and ships to. 
this world which they had always de
liberately kept half-primitive. 

Kin Kurri, Curt Newton, and Rosson 
tramped through the brawling town and 
headed northward through the mists of 
the shallow valley. They soon passed 
rocky gorges in which they could descry 
dozens of prospectors of all planetary 
races, working with picks, hammers and 
power-drills. 

These, Curt Newton knew, were the 
diamond-diggings whose discovery had 
drawn the toughest adventurers of the 
System to Styx. Prospectors had staked 
their claims in disregard of the Sty
gians' protests. But each of them had 
to maintain his ownership with his 
atom-gun, since the Patrol was forbid
den by treaty to come here. Thus there 
was ·no law except that of force and vio
lence. 

The party passed out of the misty, 
shallow valley and tramped northward 
across a rolling plain of blank white 
grass which was veiled by thicker banks 
of fog. They moved through a silent 
white c;�bscurity, seeing nothing except 
an occasional clump of the huge white 
club-mosses which towered up like 
vague, spectral giants. 

Th� Saturnian took his direction from 
a pocket gyro-compass he had brought. 
For more than an hour, they moved 
northward. 

"We ought to be near that Stygian, 
city," Kin Kurri said, in ,worried tones . 
.. We've come at least a half dozen miles, 
and-" 

"Good grief, look there," yelled Rob 
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Rosson suddenly, his brutal face blanch
ing as he ·pointed �Idly ahead. 

Captain Future, as he gazed sharply 
ahead, felt his OWJ'l blood chill at the in
credible horror that had loomed sud
denly from the mists. 

A half-score huge, scaled gray mon
sters were approaching them through 
the fog. The creatures were of elephan· 
tine bulk, �th humped, six-legged 
bodies and massive, hideous snouted 
heads. 

Their small red eyes were blazing and 
their opened jaws displayed cruel, men· 
acing fangs as they charged toward the 
three men who were no more than pig
mies before them. 

CHAPTER XII 

R I V E T E D  �th 
horror, Captain Fu
ture for a moment 
could not believe his 
eyes. He bad been 
on Styx before, and 
he knew that there 
were no a n i m a i s 
upon this moon of 
such montrous di· 
mensions as t h o s e 

now charging down upon them. 
Suddenly Curt Newton understood. 

He had seen something on his past visit 
here of the wonderful powers of illusion 
of the Stygian&. Despite their primi· 
tiveness in some ways, these Stygians 
were masters of magical and hypnotic 
arts. Their legendary fame in this regard 
was the reat!On why all the nine worlds 
called theil' world Magic Moon. 

These charging monstera were illu
sions. His reason toJd him that it was 
so, even though his eyes assured him the 
creatures were hideously real. Curt 
Newton swiftly realized that their ap
proach to the Stygian city that Jay some
where in the mi.- ahead bad caused the 
furred natives to project tlseae feadul 
pkaatasms, to scare them back. 

Kin Kurri and Rosson had whipped 

out their atom-pistols and fired crackling 
bolts at the char�ing monsters. But it 
did not stop them. 

.. They don't even feel our atom
blasts," Kin Kurri exclaimed. He seemed 
stupefied. 

"Run fer it," Curt Newton cried, in 
simulated panic. "Back, before they kill 
us." 

Thus Curt Newton tried to take ad· 
vantage of the situation to bring about 
the failure of his mission. 

But unfortunately for his design, Ros
son suddenly &topped on the point of 
flight. The tough-laced Earthman ut· 
tered an oath. 

"Those creatures ain't real. If tbey 
were, wouldn't we bear them ?" 

It was true that the solid-looking lfron
aters made not the slightest sound as 
tMy nllhed forward. The fact bad given 
Rosson the clue to their nature. 

"They're only fakes-magic of the 
cursed Stygians," the Earthman ex· 
claimed. "I've heard about these Sty
gian tricks." 

As he spoke, the onrushing monaters 
suddenly vanished. Nothing remained 
except shrouding white mists. 

"The Stygians are using these tricks 
to keep U1l from getting near their city, 
blast them I" swore Rosson. ''But they 
won't stop us." 

He started forward again, and Curt 
Newton · and the Saturnian were forced 
to follow. 

A hideous reptilian bead suddenly 
appeared through the mist. A serpent 
of incredible size was writhing toward 
them. 

"Just more illusions," said Rosson 
hoarsely. "Come on." 

The great snake illso vanished. Now 
they entered a grove of leaflets, blaclt 
trees such as Curt Newton had never 
before seen on Styx. 

The trees suddenly reached tentacular 
branches to seize them. Captain Future 
recoiled �tb a cry of pretended terror. 

"You fool, it's only more trieks," ex
claimed Rosson. ..See, they're not real." 

And he passed his arm through one 
of the solid-looking trees. The whole 
grove disappeared. They were alone 
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again in the mist. 

"I won't go any further dn this do-ril'a 
world,'' Newton elRlahaed. 

"Maybe we- J.wt; better go _Qack,'' mut
tered Xi&� clo\ibtfully. 

-"� boss- said � p ·to ·their city and 
�te going,'' growled Rosson. "These 
illusions can't hurt us. And the Styg
ians are harmless." 

Curt Newton's endeavor. to balk the 
mission had failed. The tough Earth
man insisted on going forward. Now 
the miata ahead were thinning. 

They came suddenly out of the thicker 
mist, into view of a far-stretching land
scape of rolling, white plain. 

They all three stopped short. A half
mile ahead, there rose a cluster of oc· 
tag_onal towers of pale stone. The 
Stygian city ! 

But it was not that that had stopped 
them so short. J uat in front of them 
stood a half-dozen Stygians, facing 
them. The white-furred, hollow-eyed 
men wore curious objects like glittering 
diamond lenses strapped upon their fore
heads. 

"'1'9�91-lt- e -tbe Furriea who've been 
playing thOie �ur&ed illusion-tricks on 
us to stop lUI." swore_ Rosson. 

Captain Future kneW. it was so. � On 
his previous visit to Styz,. he ha:<l learned 
the use of those curious forehead lense& 

THE Stygians, who lacke4 almost all 
mechanical science, were masters of 

a ment�l science older than histGr'y. 
They had a power of projecting · tele
pathic suggestions, somehow amplified 
and focu_11ed through the strange lens
devices, to set up perfect illusions in 
others' minds. 

The foremost of the Stygians now 
spoke to the three men, in the inter· 
planetary lingua franca. His voice rang 
with a warning note. 

"You will go no further. No aliens 
may approach our capital city Dzong." 

Rosson nudged Curt Newton. 
"Do yout stuH, Carson. Tell them . 

you're their friend Captain Future." 
Newton stepped forward, his mind 

grapplink with the problem. He must 
try to _impersonate "CaptaiQ Futun-hhn-

self-for Rosson and Kin Kurri were 
wat�hing him. Yet his impersonation 
must fail. · 

He spoke haltingly in the lingua fran
ca to the Stygian&. "Do you not re
member me? I am Captain Future. You 
told us Futurennm that we would always 
be welcome on y_out wofld." 

The leader of the S'tyglans started. 
He peered closer at Curt Newton. Then 
excitement flashed in his eyes. 

"It is Captain Future," he exclaimed 
to his companions. 

Then he broke into the native Stygian 
language, addressing Curt Newton with 
eager tush of words. 

"We did aot know that you bact re· 
turned to our 'WOrld.·. You and your 
friends will be welcome in our city 
Dzong." · 

Curt Newton perfectly undentood 
the Stygian language. But he looked 
bewildered and turned helplesaly to 
Rosson and Kin Kurri. 

"I can't understand that language,,. he 
said in assumed ·panic. 

· · 

"The devil-that may give qa away,., 
swore Rosson. "Tell him you've .for-
gotten his language." 

· 

Curt Newton obeyed, speaking ln the 
lingua franca to the. Stfgias:ls. 

"It bas been so Jo-ag aince I was here, 
that I have fc;n-gutten your tongue." 

The Stygllll$ instantly showed sus
picie� . 

"That lt mange for you spoke it per· 
feetly when you were here before," ISaid 
the leader. ·. 

"It may be that this man is not really 
Captain Future at all. Th' Thaan." one 
of the Stygians warned tbe leader. "It 
may be a trick." 

"We can soon find out beyond all 
doubt," snapped the leader, Th' Thaan. 
He turned suddenly to Curt N.wton. 

"Look !" 
He pointed as he uttered that sharp 

order, to the glittetiag lens upon his 
forehead. Startled,- Captain Futute 
glanced at it. 

Instantly Curt Newton realized his 
mistake. He bad forgotten the hypnotic: 
powers of whic:h the Stygians were mas
ters. 
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The glittering lens seemed to revolve 
in a spinning blaze of light. It and the 
hollow, probing eyes of Th' Thaan 
seemed to whirl and coalesce, as the hyp
notic power seized Curt Newton's brain. 

As though from a remote distance, he 
heard the deep voice of Th' Thaan 
speaking to him. 

"Declare your true identity. Are you 
Captain Future ?" 

Dimly, Curt Newton heard like a faint 
echo the raging cry of Rosson. "Don't 
answer him. He's hypnotized you." 

Curt Newton did not want to answer 
that question but he could not refrain 
from doing so. The hypnotic grip of 
the Stygian had short-circuited his own 
will in his brain, so that h� was forced 
to speak the ,truth. 

"l am Captain Future," he heard him
bel£ dully saying. "I took the identity 
of Chan Carson, an actor hired to im
personate mysel f, so that I could thwart 
the plots of an evil man against this 
world." 

The hypnotic spell abruptly snapped 
and Curt Newton found himself stand
ing stiffly facing the Stygians. And the 
Stygian leader now was stepping for
ward with gladness in his eyes. 

"You are really he, our friend. For 
a moment, we doubted-" 

Curt Newton spun around with des
perate swiftness. He knew in a flash 
the disastrous implications of the admis
sion he had made under hypnotism. 

He was too late. Rob Rosson had his 
atom-pistol already in his hand, and Kin 
Kurri bad flashed out his gun, too. 

Rosson's eyes were bulging as his 
d eadly weapon held level with Curt 
Newton's chest. The hard-faced Earth
man spoke in a strangled whisper. 

"You're really Future. You, Chan 
Carson. By Jupiter, you've fooled us 
the whole way." 

�ADL Y bat red flashed in his eyes. 
.U "But I found out in time !" 

He was going to fire, Curt Newton 
knew. He gathe:red hi1l'Utelf for a hope• 
less lunge. 

For it was hopeless. The crackling 
blast of Rosz;on's gun would rip through 

him before he got halfway to the Earth· 
man. Nor could the Stygians help him, 
for they had no physical weapons what
ever. 

An incredible thing happened. Kin 
Kurri, behind Rosson, had raised his 
gun. The Saturnian suddenly brought 
it down on Rosson's head. And the 
Earthman criminal sank to the ground 
unconscious. 

Captain Future looked at Kin Kurri, 
unable to believe his eyes. Kin Kurri, 
with a queer grin on his solemn blue 
face, lowered his weapon. , 

"That was a little too close for com
fort, chief," he said. 

And the voice of Kin Kurri was the 
familiar voice of Otho ! 

Curt Newton found his voice. 
"Otho ! It's you ? "  he cried, thunder· 

struck. 
"None other, chief," was the flippant 

reply. "You never guessed it, did you ? 
If I do uy it myself, this disguise of 
mine as Kin Kurri is the greatest feat 
of make-up I ever pulled off." 

Newton was still amazed. 
"But how long have you be:en mas

querading as Kin Kurri ?" he asked. He 
gazed at the Stygians who had taken 
to their heels when the fight began, and 
were now pausing uncertainly, some dis
tance off. 

''Ever since we left Jupiter,'' was the 
calm reply. 

"Since Jupiter? But we thought Kin 
Kurri had killed you on Jupiter." 

Otho's disguised face grew grim. "Kin 
Kurri tried to kill me there. He sus
pected I was following him along that 
jungle trail, and ambushed me. He had 
his gun against me, and was going to use 
it. But I'm quicker than any ordinary 
man, as you ought to know. I twisted 
the gun around the moment before he 
fired. His gun-blast killed himself." 

Captain Future began to see light. "I 
get it now. You buried Kin Kurri 
there." 

"And took his place," Otho said. "I 
ficured that as Kin Kurri, one of Val
dane's associates, I ecruld get to the bot
tom of the plot. So I took Kin•Kurri's 
clothes, and used the make-up kit I 
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alwaY$ carry at my belt, to make myself 
exactly like him. Neither Valdane nor 
anyone else suspected that I was any
one but Kin Kurri." 

"But why in blazes didn't you tell 
me ?" Curt Newton demanded. 

"Chief, I tried to,'' Otho said earnestly. 
"The night we left Jupiter, I slipped 
into your cabin to tell you. I had a bot
tle of make-up remover with me so that 
I could prove to you I was Otho, if you 
doubted." 

He grimaced. "But you conked me 
before I had time to explain. When I 
came to, the others were around and I 
couldn't speak. I told Valdane I'd had 
suspicions that made ,me go to your 
cabin. V aldane told me I was a fool, 
and ordered me to stay away from you. 
So I didn't dare get you apart to tell you, 
from then on, without running the risk 
of arousing his suspicions by disobeying 
his order." 

Captain Future mopped his brow. 
"You certainly pulled me out of a nas.ty 
hole right now, even though you gave 
me the shock of my life doing it." 

The Stygians had recovered from their 
fright. After some hesitation, they 
slowly returned and began to stare at 
Newton and Otho curiously. 

"Otho, what's Val dane planning ?" he 
asked. "As his associate, you must have 
l earned something of his scheme." 

"Chief, I've learned almost nothing," 
Otho answered ruefully. He swore. 
"That cursed Valdane was too cunning 
to betray himself." The Stygians had 
been standing, wondering witnesses of 
their rapid colloquy. But now Th' 
Thaan, their leader, grasped Newton by 
the arm. 

"We do not understand, Captain Fu
ture," he said. "Why did your compan
ion stun this other man ? And what is 
the plot against our world of which you 
spoke ? Will you come into Dzong with 
us and, tell our council ?" 

Captain Future nodded in quick deci
sion. "Yes, we'll do that. Your people 
ought to know what confronts them." 

Otho was deftly binding the senseless 
Rosson with strips torn from his jacket. 

"Bring him along, Otho/' Curt New-

ton directed. 
They moved across the misty plain 

with the group of Stygians toward the 
pale stone city that lay a mile away. 

Though not large, the city Dzong was 
immeasurably ancient. Its close-clus· 
tered octagonal towers were surrounded 
by a stone wall, and this in turn was 
bordered by a wide belt of carefully 
cultivated land. 

T
HEY passed with Th' Thaan and 
the others through the open gates 

of the metropolis and made their way 
along paved streets toward the largest, 
central tower. Stygians in the streets 
stared in wonder at the spectacle of two 
aliens carrying another unconscious 
alien through their city. A small crowd 
formed, and followed them. 

Captain Future had been in this city 
before. It was as he remembered it, an 
ancient but not unbeautiful place of 
narrow streets and tall towers half-veiled 
by the drifting mist. All the architec
ture here was of massive stone-there 
was not a scrap of metal in evidence. 
And there were no machines, no me
chanical devices, no vehicles except the 
low carts drawn by the kangaroo-like 
beasts of burden of the Stygians. 

Th' Thaan led them into a big, eight
sided stone hall that formed the ground 
ftoor of the central tower. 

The council of the Stygians was sit
ting, earnestly deliberating. Its rank
ing member, an old Stygian, peered at 
Curt Newton with wide eyes. 

"The Futuremen have returned," he 
exclaimed. "Let this be a day of glad
ness in our city. For you alone of all 
alien peoples are welcome here, my 
friend." 

"Thanks, Qu Lur," Curt Newton said 
earnestly. He remembered the aged 
head of the Stygians' council well, from 
his former visit. "I wish I had come 
with more cheerful news than I bring." 

"He says that the space-ship which 
came today to our world has brought 
men who plot to take our whole world 
away from us," Th' Thaan informed the 
old council head. 

Captain Future rapidly explained the 
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existence of a mysterious .plot by Jon 
, Valdane and his henchmen. to secure 

control of Styx' wealth. 
"I thought you ought to know so that 

you can defend yourselves against these 
plotters in ease I fail," he concluded 
earnestly. 

"We cannot take life or inflict phys
ical injury on any men, no matter what 
their evil purposes may be," old Qu Lur 
reminded him. 

"Then bow could you defend your
selves?'' Otho protested. "Your powers 
of hypnotism and illusion are all right 
to scare people with, but they wouldn't 
stand up against a real attack: by armed 
men." 

"I know your pacifistic traditions, but 

Always we saved it so that we could 
use it again if necessary." 

Otho stared skeptically. "This De
stroyer looks like nothing but some 
sealed vials of gray powder. 

"Otho, these hieroglyphs ate ancient 
Denebian writing," Captain Future ex
claimed. 

He had recognized the hieroglyphs. 
'!'hey were in the ancient language of 
Deneb, that distant star whose pioneer
ing humans had eons ago colonized the 
whole starry galaxy, including this Sys
tem's worlds. 

Captain Future mentally spelled out 
the first part of the inscription, from 
the knowledge of the hieroglyphs which 
he had attained on remote Deneb's world. 
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you'll have to forget them and fight if 
necessary to protect your world," Curt 
Newton told the Stygians. 

"Do not fear, we will protect our 
world if It becomes necessary," replied 
old Qu Lur. "But we will not do so 
by taking life. We will do so by un
chaining the Ancient Destroyer." 

"The Destroyer? The thing you've 
been threatening the intruders with?" 
repeated Curt Newton. "What is it, 
Qu Lur?" 

"It is that which our ancestors de
vised many ages ago to repel invaders 
who came to our world," was the reply. 
"Come, I will show you." 

He led the way into a small, guardtd 
chamber off the councn hall. Curt New
ton and Otho followed wonderingly. 

There was a massive stone pedestal in 
the little room. whose face was inscribed 
with crumbling, ancient hieroglyphs. 
On the pedestal was a glass case whose 
contents were a mass of tiny, sealed 
glass vials, each of which contained a 
pinch ef gray dust. 

Qu Lur motioned 'olemnly toward the 
glass vials. "That is the Destroyer. 
With it, our ancestors of long ago 
crushed the invaders in a single hour. 

"Otho," he exclaimed, startled and 
horrified by what he read. "This is one 
of the secrets of the lost, ancient $clence 
-and one of the most terrible of all 
those secrets." 

DE TURNED to Qu Lur. "You 
would not unloose this. It would 

be disastrous beyond imagination." 
"We shall be forced to unloose the 

Destroyer, unlesa all the greedy intrud
ers cease to mock our laws and dese
crate our peaceful world,'' replied Qu 
Lur solemnly. 

..Chief, how can they cause any big 
disaster without taking life or doin� in
jury?" Otho asked skeptically. "I don't 
get it." 

"That gray dust can do it." Curt 
Newton said shakenly. He appealed to 
Qu Lur. "You must not unchain this 
thing, no matter what happens. Think 
of the awful consequences." 

At that moment they were interrupted 
by a sound of excited vt:>iees out in the 
big council ball. Th' Thaan came run
ning into the little chamber. 

.. Another of t h e Futuremen has 
come !'• be exclaimed excitedly. 4'The 
one who does not look like a man, and 
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who glides through the air." 
"That's Simon !" Curt Newton cried. 

"But what's he doing here ? Something 
must have happened." 

He raced out into the big hall, with 
Otho and the others following. At the 
center of the hall was poised the Brain, 
calmly hanging in mid-air while his lens
like eyes searched for Curt Newton. 

He saw Captain Future, but also saw 
the disguised Otho behind him. "Kin 
Kurri," exclaimed the Brain. �What's 
he doing here with you ?" 

"It's not Kin Kurri, but Otho," Curt 
Newton answered swiftly. "I'll explain 
later. Simon, why did you come ? What's 
happened ?" 

"I came to warn you," tlte Brain re
plied rapidly. "Su Thuar and all the 
rest of Valdane's strong-arm men are 
coming this way, ahead of the telepic
ture .party. We saw them secretly de
part. They had those blow-guns with 
them." 

"The blow-guns?" Curt Newton re
peated mystifiedly. "Is that all they 
took with them?" 

-"They' took a case of some kind from 
the property-room of the Perseus," the 
Brain added. "We couldn't tell what 
was in it. There's nothing in that room 
anyway but the cameras, sets and cos
tumes." 

"The cameras, sets and costumes ?" 
Captain Future echoed. Sudden daz
zling enlightment came to him. His 
tanned face blanched. 

"Of course, I see it now. Valdane's 
plan-I've been a blind fool !" 

"Chief, you mean you know now what 
Valdane's plan is?" cried Otho. 

"Of course. There's only one way in 
which Valeane's corporations can get 
absolute centrol of the Stygian diamond
deposits." Curt Newton uttere.d a 
groan "The blow-guns, the costumes, 
the loophole in the Stygian treaty that 
Valdane had in mind-it all fits to
gether." 

He plunged toward the do'orway. 
"And it means death for Joan and maybe · 

all the rest of the telepicture troupe. 
Simon-Otho-come on I We may be 
too late but we've got to try to stop it !" 

CHAPTER XIII 

GRAG and Simon 
Wright, in the dark 

_ property room of the 
Perseus back a_t Plan
et Town, had con
ferred w o r r i e d 1 y 
after Captain Future 
bad left them with 
his final admonition 
to .see that Joan Ran
dall r e m a i n e d in 
safety. 

"I don't see how we're going to get 
to Joan without giving ourselves away," 
Grag said anxiously. "Have you any 
ideas, Simon?" 

"No, I haven't,'' said the Brain. "I 
wish Otho were here." He suddenly 
whispered a warning. "Someone's com
ing." 

They subsided instantly into immo
bility and silence. It was Su Thuar and 
two other of Valdane's "bodyguards" 
who entered. 

"That's the case there," exclaimed the 
Venusian criminal, pointing to a metal 
chest. "Quick, before the property-men 

,come down here.'' 
The men picked up the chest, and in 

a moment they were gone with it. Grag 
and Simon were mystified, but before 
they could speculate upon it they heard 
other footsteps approaching. 

Joan and Ezra Gurney slipped into 
the property-room. At first, neither 
Grag nor the Brain recognized Ezra 

·Gurney in his shabby prospector's cloth
ing and evil-looking white whiskers. 
Then his familiar drawl sounded. 

"Danged queer-lookin' automaton over 
there in the corner, Joan," he chuckled. 
"Looks almost lifelike, doesn't it?" 

"Ezra,'' cried Grag. He strode for
ward. "Where's the Comet?" 

"Right here on this Iandin' field," was 
the reply. ''Only she don't look like the 
Comet now, but like a battered old space
cruiser." 

"Are Eek and Oog all right?'• Grag 
asked anxiously referring to the Future-
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men's two pets on the Com�t. 
"Sure, they're fat an' sassy," Ezra re

assured. Then his face lengthened. 
"Joan was just tell in' me about Otho." 

"Otho'a not dead," Grag declared stub
bornly. "He can't be." 

Joan interrupted anxiously. "Ezra 
and I just saw Su Thuar and all the 
rest of Valdane'a. 'bodyguards' slip out 
of the ship into the mist. They had a 
metal ches.t with them, and two smaller 
oblong metal cases." 

"Those are the cases that contain the 
native blow-guns they picked up se
cretly on Jupiter," the Brain said quick
ly. "The chest they took from the tele
picture properties here, but we couldn't 
see what was in it. Joan, which way 
did they go ?'• 

"Northward, the same wa}' Curt ani 
the other two went." 

"I don't like that:• muttered Simon. 
"We should warn Curtis." 

"Simon, you could overtake Curt and 
warn him if we got you out of the ship 
without anyone seeing," Joan exclaimed. 

"I can get Simon out," Ezra said 
promptly. "I got the run of the ship, 
for I told this Jeff Lewis I knew a lot 
about Styx and he asked me to go with 
their teleplcture party as a guide. I 
can wrap up Simon like a bundle, and 
ama,gle him out that way." 

"We'll do that:' the Brain decic!ed 
immediately. "It's imperative that I tell 
Curtis of Su Thuar's .party following 
him." 

Ezra soen made an innocent-looking 
bundle of the Brain by wrapping him up 
in his jacket. Then he sauntered casu
ally out of the property-room, to leave 
the Perseus and release Simon in the 

mists. 
Grag had detained Joan Randall with 

an anxious plea. "You must stay here 
when the telepicture truck-caravan goes 
to the Stygian city," said the robot. ''The 
chief told me to tell you so." 

"Stay here?'• cried Joan. "I won't do 
it. I'm going north with thi!! others 
after Curt." 

She departed before Grag could think 
up more objections. The big robot made 
a disgusted snorting sound and reluc-

tantly resumed his former immobility. 
For a stir of preparation. was resound
ing through the Perseus as the telepic
ture troupe prepared for the trek north
ward to the Stygian city. 

Sam Martin, the chief property-man, 
came down into the dark prop-room with 
hili helpers and made the air ring with 
sharp orders. 

"Get the stuff I listed up through the 
Unloading hatches at once ! The autom
aton and the dummy Brain, the Styg
ian costumes, the cameras and the kryp
ton-spots. Snap into it I" 

Grag resigned himself to being carted 
around again like the automaton they 

- thought him to be. He heard a worried 
prop-man report. 

"The dummy Brain isn•t here. And 
neither is the chest that had the Sty�lan 
costumes in it !" 

"So that's what was · in that chest
fake Stygian costumes," thought Grag. 

. "They must be here somewhere. 
Look for them!' Martin ordered. 

BUT the sE!arch was unavailing. 
Swearing, Sam Martin superin

tended the unloadin� of Grag and the 
other needed properties from the P�r
seus. They were loaded into the rocket
trucks ready outside the ship. 

Jeff Lewis stormed when the proper
ty-man reported the loss. 

"This picture is hoodooed. First Rizo 
Thon disappears. Now it's the dummy 
Brain and our Stygian costumes." 

Jim Willard tried to reassure his boss. 
"We can leave the Brain out of our 
scenes till the boys make up a ne� 
dummy. As for the Stygian outfits, we 
won't need them if Chan Carson wins 
the Stygians' cooperation." 

"All right, but let's get started before 
something else happens," snorted the 
producer. "Where's the old prospector 
who was going to guide us ?" 

"Right here," drawled Ezra Gurney, 
stepping forward. 

Grag had meanwhile been loaded onto 
one of the r&cket-trucks. The actors and 
technicians were climbing aboard the 
vehicles. 

"I know Styx as well as. any outsider, 
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which ain't aayin' much.'' be heard Ezra 
telling the producer. "It's easy for a 
man to get lost in these mists, but I can 
take you to the Furries' city Dzong, all 
right." 

Jon Valdane bad been standing beside 
the Perseus, watching the bustle of 
preparation. "We're ready to start, 
Valdane," Lewis told him . .  

The chubby financier answered quick
ly. "I'm not going with you on this trip. 
To tell the truth, I'm too tired. All this 
long voyage has worn me out." 

"It's wearing me out too, the way 
things are happening,'' Lewis said 
gloomily. "All right, Jim-start roll
ing." 

The rocket-trucks that contained the 
telepicture troupe and their equipment, 
moved ponderously across the misty 
landing-field. As they passed the bat-

Captain Future bad impre�sed on 
Grag that if be once showed signs o£ 
life and intelligence, the whole precari
ous imposture of the Futuremen would 
be shattered. 

· 

The truck-caravan throbbed northward 
through the drifting mists for an hour, 
first up the shallow valley and then over 
a rolling plain of blank white grass and 
towering club-mosses. There was little 
talk. The telepicture people were sub
dued by the oppressive, awesome mys
tery. 

Grag heard Ezra Gurney's drawling 
voice drift back. 

"Gettin' pretty near the Furries' city 
now,'' Gurney was telling the producer. 

"I hope Chan Carson was able to make 
friends with the Stygians by his Captain 
Future make-up," Lewis said in a wor
ried voice. "It'll help a lot." 
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tereci little cruiser that was the dis.; 
guised ship of the Futuremen, Grag 
looked longingly at it. He wished he 
could see Eek. 

The caravan of trucks throbbed 
' toward Planet Town, more than a mile 

away, and then rolled through the sor
did, noisy streets of metalloy structures 
and headed northward into the shroud
int white fog. 

Grag sat stiffly propped in a corner of 
the last truck, just as the property-men 
bad cartlessly left him. His mind was 
not so much on the indignity of being so 
treated, aa it was upon the surpri&ing 
fact that Jon Valdane had remained be
hind. 

War; Valdane, Grag wondered uneas
ily, up to something back there in Planet 
Town? M�be be should have stayed to 
find out? 

"But th� chief told me to wateh over 
Joan," the robot told himself. "And I 
couldn't stay, without them finding out 
I'm no automaton." 

Lo Quior suddenly cried a warning. 
"There are some Stygians just ahead." 

Startled, Grag managed to twist his 
head imperceptibly so that he could see. 
Nervous exclamations were e o  m i n  g 
from the whole party. 

A half-score of the weird, white
furred natives stood, only half-visible in 
the shrouding mists. They formed a 
semi-circle across the path o£ the cara• 
van's advance. 

The Stygians suddenly raised long, 
slim tubea in an odd motion. Next mo
ment, a vicious shower of deadly, tufted 
wooden darts whizzed through the mist 
and struck the rocket-trucks. 

"They're attacking us," yelled Jim 
Willard. One of the darts had ripped 
through his lower ann. 

Sam Martin had taken a dart through 
his throat and was sprawled dead, half
out Q.f his truck. A technician was claw
ing at a missile that bad stuck in his 
chest, and another prop-man was. yelling 
in agony. 



72 CAPTAIN FUTURE 

"Turn the trucks around," J e££ Lewis 
cried hoarsely. "Start back to Planet 
Town.'' 

"It seems incredible," exclaimed J oah 
Randall. "I've never heard of Stygians 
killing anyone before." 

EZRA GURNEY, whipping out an 
atom-pistol from inside his jacket. 

fired a crackling bolt. One of the Sty
gians crumpled. 

But the other Stygians instantly 
melted back into the mist, out of sight. 
And from these invisible attackers there 
continued to whiz the deadly darts that 
now were striking down more of the 
party. 

The telepicture troupe was giving 
way to panic. The rocket-trucks had 
jammed together when their drivers had 
run into tht one which Sam Martin had 
been driving, and which bad stalled 
when he was killed. As they jammed, 
Ron Kihg yelled in pain and terror as a 
dart grazed his cheek. And Lura Lind's 
shrieking rose shrilly above the whole 
babel. 

"Those aren't Stygians," Grag ex� 
claimed to himself, thunderstruck. "The 
costumes that were stolen from the prop
erty-room-'' 

There was no time for Grag to com
plete the thought. The panic that had 
seized the telepicture troupe was costing 
lives. 

Ezra Gurney had the only weapon in 
this unarmed party. He could not use it 
now, for there were no target!>. The at· 
tackers had retired into the conc�aling 
mist, from which their darts continued 
to rain on the party. 

"This is where an automaton cmnes to 
life," thought Grag. Then be exploded 
into action. 

He leaped off the truck and began to 
advance in great, clanking strides 
toward the unseen foes in the mist. 

"Stop that automaton," yelled Jeff 
Lewis t\trough the din. "It must have 
rolled off. Something set its switches 
going-. It's running wild." 

But Grag was already plun,ing into 
the mist. Darts rattled off his metal 
body without harming him in the least. 

He began to seek for the attackers. Then 
his sensitive microphone ears located 
the source of the whizzing darts, and he 
charged in that direction. 

Two of the weird, white-furred znen 
who were crouching in the mist and loos
ing their missiles toward the telepicture · 

party, suddenly looked up to see the 
giant metal robot looming over them 
with his photoelectric eyes blazing down 
like stars in the mist. 

The men uttered yells and recoiled. 
Grag's mighty 'metal arms caught them 
and hurled them senseless to the ground. 
He stalked on, found another o£ the at
tackers. But this one was already flee
ing. The attackers retreated from the 
enraged robot as he searched the fog. 

Grag beard Jeff Lewis shouting over 
tbe din. "Get Martin's truck started. 
Tum back to Planet Town." 

· Grag would dearly have loved to re
main and hunt down the ambushers, but 
Captain Future had told him to guard 
Joan. 

Mindful of tbat order, the big robot 
turned and tt'amped hastily back to the 
troupe. The trucks . had been turned 
around and the telepicture troupe ·was 
panically streaming southward with its 
dead. and wounded. 

Deadly darts still whizzed out of the 
mist at them. taking toll of more actors 
as they retreated. Grag found Joan 
Randall and Ezra at the rear of the pan
ic-striken retreat. En-a firing furiously 
in the mist. 

••can't see them to shoot at, dang 
them !" swore the old veteran. 

Grag picked up Joan bodily and car
ried her u though she were a feather, his 
great metal body shielding her from the 
whining darts. 

"Put me down," cried the furious girl. 
"I'm going on after Curt." 

"You're going back to the ship," the 
inBexible robot replied. "Tbe chief or
dered me to keep you out of harm.'• 

With Ezra Gurney beside him, he 
strode rapidly through the mist after the 
fteeinc telepicture caravan as they re
treated to Planet Town with their un
seen attackers still following and show
ering darts upon them. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

Warning of Doom 
UPON hearing the 
news the Brain had 
brought, Captain P'u
ture, in the Stygian 
city, had had a dis
astrous divination. 

"We've got to head 
off · t h e telepicture 
party and turn them 
b a c k to � I a n e t 
Town,'' he eried as 

he raced for the door. 
"They're ccming into danger and death." 

Qu Lur and Th' Thaan and the other 
Stygians were with them as they burst 
out of the big stone tower into the misty 
daylight. 

"We go with you,'' exclaimed Qu Lur. 
"You can go faster upon our kurus." 

The kurus were the big, kangaroo-like 
animals which the Stygians used as 
steeds. A row of them, already saddled, 
was tethered outside the council tower. 
Both Curt Newton and Otho had ridden 
them before. They sprang into tke sad
dles as the Stygians also hastily 
mounted. 

In a moment, their mounts were gal
loping in long, hopping leaps through 
the stone streets of Dzong. As they 
rode, the Brain glided swiftly beside 
them. 

Otho called out to Captain Future. 
"Chief, what is it ?" he asked. "What's 
the danger to the telepieture caravan ?" 

"It's Valdane's plot," exclaimed Curt. 
"I was blind not to see it before, when 
every clue pointed to it. I know now 
what he meant by 'the laophele in the 
Stygian treaty.' That treaty provides 
that the Stygians retain complete au
thority over their own world, but only 
so long as they maintain order on it !" 
Curt Newton reminded fiercely. "Taat's 
the loophole in it. If Valdaae can bri� 
about an attack by the Stygians on this 
much-publicized telepicture party, the 
System will ring with resentment 
against the Stygians. The treaty will be 
broken, and the System Government will 

take over Styx." 
Qu Lur, ridinr; beside them, had heard 

and now uttered a cry of unbelief. "But 
we Stygians have no intention of attack
ing anyone. We never use violence." 

"If I'm not wrong, Valdane has taken 
care of that problem too," gr.owled Cap
tain Future. 

There was no chance for further talk, 
for now th�y were outside the Stygian 
city and the kurus were galloping in a 
deae run. 

The big, leaping white steeds raced 
southward through the mist, back in the 
directioa of Planet Town. Though their 
speed was great, they seemed slow to 
Curt :Newton as he thought of Joan Ran
dall's peril. 

The misty, subdued daylight was dark
ening to a deeper dusk as night ap
proached. The shrouding fog through 
which they rode seemed to press more 
closely upon them. 

They had galloped a half hour when 
one of the kurus snorted and shied. 
There came a call from Th' Thaan, its 
rider. 

"There is a dead man here · upon the 
r;round.'' 

Curt :Newton's heart chilled. He rode 
swiftly with the others to Th' Thaan's 
side and dismounted. 

Upon tbe white turf lay the limp, dead 
figure of what appeared to be a Stygian. 
The white fur of his chest was scorched 
and blackened by the atom-blast that had 
killed hiln. 

"One of our people-slain," exclaimed 
Qu Lur. 

"No, not one of yours," Curt Newton 
said. "Look here.'' 

He had bent over the dead figure and 
was tugging at it. The white-furred skin 
seeaed to coa1e suddenly away from the 
body, ud with it came the mask that had 
covered the face. 

It was aa Eartlmlan wh<t lay here dead. 
He had worn a close-fitted zipper-suit 
and mask which had made him an exact 
replica of a Stygian. 

"It is a costume to make IUm look like 
us,'' eried old Qu Lur in anger. 

"Valdane's planning," rapped Captain 
Future, his face dark with passion. "He 
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had to have Stygians attack the telepic
ture party, to set his machinations work
ing. He knew real Stygians never would 
attack, no matter what the provocation. 
So he sent Su Thuar and his 'body
guards' ahead, wearing these Stygian 
costumes from the telepicture proper
ties, to ambush the caravan. That's why 
they brought the Jovian blow-guns." 

"Qu Lur, don't unchain that catastro
phe ! Wait." 

"We wait only until the parent-planet 
rises," answered the Stygian. "If the 
al iens have not gone by then, we act." 

He added an anxious admonition. 
"You Futuremen should leave at once, 
with your friends. For if we release 
the Destroyer, then you will never 
leave." 

D
E and Otho and the Brain made a Curt Newton t,ecognized that no pleas 

quick search of the surrounding would change the terrible resolution of 
plain. They found no other bodies. the Stygians, whose wrongs had reached 

· But they did find clear signs of what a climax. 
had taken place. The telepictute cara- "We'll ride to Planet Town and warn 
van had fled back to Planet Town with them there," he said. "If I can make 
the disguised attackers pursuing. them believe, they'll all leave Styx." 

Qu Lur and Th' Thaan and the other "Remember, at planet-rise the De-
Stygians came riding up through the strayer will be freed if every alien is not 
foggy dusk to where Curt Newton and gone," warned Qu Lur, as he and the 
the two Futuremen were searching. other Stygians mounted. 

The old Stygian's face was solemn They turned rein and rode rapidly 
with purpose. "We' have seen enough," back toward their city, dieappearing into 
he told Captain Future. "We know now the misty darkness. 
that our ..,orld is in danger from these Curt Newton called to Otho and the 
ruthless men. So we must act now to Brain. . "We've got to get to Planet 
protect it." Town as quickl:f as possible. It's only a 

His voice deepened. "This night, couple of hours till Pluto rises." 
every alien visitor on Styx must leave He leaped back into the saddle of his 
our world. For if they do not go before lruru, and Otho followed his example, 
Pluto rises tonight, we unloose the l>e- for the Stygians had left the two steeds 
stroyer on them." for them. 

Curt Newton uttered an excla!lUltion. "Ride hard I" he cried as they spurred 
"You must not do that, no matter what their mounts into the darkness. "Every� 
the danger. It would cause a planetary thing depends on our getting all the in� 
disaster." habitants of Planet Town to leave this 

"Too long have we been patient.'' Qu • moon at once I" 
Lur declared firmly. "Because we will The Brain, r u s h  i n g effortlessly 
never use violence or take life, the alien through the mist beside him, called a 
men in Planet Town have believed that question. "Shall I go ahead to warn 
they could safely mock our laws. Now them?" 
this final outrage forces us to use our "It would be no good,'' Curt Newton 
great weapon of defense. groaned. "They wouldn't believe you 

"For ages, we have guarded that for they all think you only an ingenious 
weapon for such a need as this. It is mechanism, Simon. I may be able to 
why we have deliberately shunned me- convin'Ce them. I've got to-or doom 
chanica! progress and metals and ma- falls on this world." 
chines, why we have kept our cities and "Doom, from those vials of gray 
our people primitive in many ways. So dust ?" cried Otho skeptically. "Doom 
that, if the time came that we needed to . that won't take life or inflict injury ? It 
protect ourselves, we could use the can't be so terrible a catastrophe if it 
mighty Destroyer to do so." wouldn't bann anyone physically." 

Captaln Future pleaded desperately. "It would be the most awful disaster 
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that ever struck any planet in the Sys
tem," Captain Future answered, the 
wind tearing the words from his lips. 
"Valdane's greedy plot has brought on 
this danger." 

His mind was seething with mingled 
fears and doubts. He knew that the one 
hope of averting that catastrophe was to 
induce the brawl ing lawless population 
of Planet Town to leave Styx at once. 

They would leave , if they bel ieved. 
But would they believe the warning of 
doom that he was bringing? 

CHAPTER XV 

The Destroyer 

PLANET T O W N  
was a b 1 a z e with 
l ights, and its main 
street was jammed 
by an excited crowd 
of its motley inter
p l anet ary inhabit
ants. From the town, 
a dull , ominous roar 
of voices was wafted 
through the mist to 
Curt Newton and the 

two Futuremen as they approached. 
Newton suddenly .reined up his kuru. 

In the foggy darkness, he had suddenly 
descried a l ittle group waiting out here 
on the northern edge of the town. 

"It's Grag and Ezra-and Joan," he 
exclaimed, with a great leap of thank
fulness in his heart. 

Ezra Gurney and the girl, with the 
mighty robot towering beside them, had 
been peering into the misty night. They 
ran forward with eager exclamations as 
Curt Newton and Otho dismounted. 

"Joan, you're all right," he cried anx
iously, taking her into his arms. "We 
saw that the telepicture party had been 
ambushed-" 

"I'm all right, thanks to Grag," she in
terrupted. Her lovely face was pale in 
the darkness. "But Curt, all Planet 
Town is raging against the Stygians be
cause of  that ambush. Three of the party 
were killed, and a half-dozen wounded." 

"And Jon Valdane has sent out a tel-

audio call to the Planet Patrol, demand
in' that they come here to restore order," 
Gurney cried. 

Captain Future's eyes flashed. "I knew 
he'd do that. It was his game from the 
first, to get the System Government to 
move in here." 

Grag had sighted Otho, who still wore 
his Saturnian disguise. The giant robot 
wrathfully strode forward and gripped 
Otho's neck. 

"Shall I finish this rascal Kin Kurri, 
chief ?" the robot called angrily to Curt 
Newton. "He tried to kill my pal Otho. 
Maybe he did !" 

Otho uttered a choking yell. "Let go 
of my neck, you big cast-iron baboon ! 
I'm your pal Otho." 

"Otho, it's really you ?" cried Grag 
joyfully. Then the robot hastily dis
simulated his gladness. "You blasted 
rubber dummy, why didn't you let us 
know you were safe ?" 

Joan Randall was speaking urgently 
to Captain Future. "Curt, we've been 
waiting for you out here on the edge of 
town. We're sure that the Stygians who 
ambushed us were not really Stygians 
but were-" 

"Su Thuar and his men, in costumes," 
Curt Newton finished rapidly. "Yes, I 
know all about that." 

"But you don't know that Jon Val dane 
is incitin' the toughs of Planet Town to 
take revenge on the Stygians," Gurney 
exclaimed. "He's talkin' to 'em r ight 
now, stirrin' them up ." 

"The more disorder he creates, the 
more reason there'll be for the Patrol to 
come here," Captain Future declared. 
"And the Patrol must not come. Every
one here has got to leave, at once." 

He told them swiftly of the overshad

owing doom which the Stygians would 
unchain if all aliens had not left Styx 
by planet-rise. 

"We've got to make them go, and pre
vent the Patrol or anyone else from com
ing here," he concluded swiftly. "Grag ,  
I want you to hurry to t h e  Comet and 
get a telaudio call through to Planet 
Patrol headquarters. Tell them not to 
come to Styx. And keep warning all 
ships." 
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Grag n o d d e d his understanding. 
"Okay, chief I" 

The big robot clanked away through 
the misty dack, skirting the edge of 
Planet Town to reach the landing-field 
that lay mcne than a mile eastward. 

"The rest of you come with me.'' Cap
tain Future exc:laimed. "I mllst �:on
vince that mob of the danger." 

As he and Otho, with Gurney and Joan 
Randall, hurried into Planet Town, the 
Brain glided above them in the misty 
night. 

Curt Newton glancecl up at the dark 
sky as they ran. Mists hid the stars. But 
soon there would be a vague glow in the 
heavens, when PlutQ rose above the hori
zon. It was not long until planet�rise, 
now. 

"Curt, what is it that the Stygians are 
threatening to do?" Joan was asking 
breathlessly, as they hastened. "What 
can they do when they refuse to fight or 
take life?" 

"Joan, they can do a terrible thing," 
answered Newton. "They can cut off 
this moon from the rest of the System 
forever." 

There was no time for him to con
tinue. They had entered the brightly
lighted main street of Planet Town. 

A
N angry, $eething mob jammed the 

street from one row of me�alloy 
buildings to the other. The crowd was 
thickest in front of the pretentious met
alloy structure that was the big gam
bling hall of Jos Vakos, the Jovian. 

J os Vakos himself VIas standing on 
the raised porc:h outside the entranc:e, 
bellowing something teD the listening 
crowd. Beside the green JG>vian was Jon 
V aldane, and also Jeff Lewis and others 
of his troupe. 

Curt Newton fought through the 
crowd toward them, Otho, Joan Randall, 
and Ezra Gurney following him, while 
the Brain glided above them in the mist. 

"Mr. Valdane's right," Jos Vakos was 
roaring. ''We ought to clean out the 
whole devil's nest of Furries. They 
killed some of the pic:ture people today, 
and next thing, they'll be killing us." 

A roar of assent came from the crowd. 

Martians, Earthmen, Venusians · and 
every other planetary race-their hard, 

, brutal and sly £ac:es were illU1Ilinated 
alike 6y furious mob-emotion. 

Captain FlrtUre sprang up beside the 
green Jovian and the others. Vahiane 
looked startled as he recognized Curt 
Newton and the disguised Otho. 

"Chan Carson and Kin Kurri," Val
dane exclaimed. "We thought you'd 
keen killed by the Stygians." 

Curt Newton ignored him. He turned 
around and faced the crowd, holding up 
his hand to gain their attention. 

"People of Planet Town, you've got 
to leave Styx at once," he shouted. "Un
less you go before planet-rise, doom 
will fall on this· world. There are enough 
ships out at the landing-field to take you 
all. Get into them and go." 

A bursting chorus of amazement and 
incred1o1lity swelled up from the aston
ished throng. 

"What's he talking about ?" 
"Carson, are you crazy ?" Valdane was 

demanding furiously. "What's got into 
you?" � 

Captain Future paid nli attention, as 
he desperately repeated his warning to 
the incredulous throng. 

:'You must go," he shouted. "The 
Stygi�s are coming here, and unless 
every one of you is gone, they will re
lease catastrophe." 

A roar of laughter went up from the 
brutal thron�, an outburst of contemptU• 
ous mirth. 

"This poor nincompoop is trying to 
scare \JS with the Furries," bellowed Jos 
Vakos in homeric laughter. "Why, those 
ignorant monkey-men don't have a 
weapon to their names, and wouldn't use 
one if they had it. We could wipe 'em 
all e>ut with our atom-guns in an hour." 

"Listen, you're wrong," cried Cll11: 
Newton desperately. "The Stygians 
possess the most terrible of all weap
ons--" 

He was interrupted by a hand that 
yanked him around. It was Jon Valdane, 
his chubby pink face distorted with rage. 

"Have you lost your mind, Carson ?" 
he demanded. 

"Who is he, anyway ?" yelled a voice 
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"He's just a scared telepicture actor, 
who was hired to play the part of Cap
tain Future," V aldane shouted back. 

"You are wrong," Curt Newton an
swered. "I am Captain Future." 

"He's been playing the part so long he 
believes it himself," exclaimed Jeff 
Lewis in amazement. 

"No, he · is really Captain Future,'' 
Joan Randall exclaimed. "I would know, 
wouldn't I? And I can prove it." 

She raised her head. "Simon I" she 
called. 

Down from the misty darkness came 
flashing the weird cubical shape of the 
Brain. He poised beside Curt Newton, 
his strange lens-eyes calmly surveying 
the astounded onlookers. 

"The dummy Brain,'' gasped Jim Wil
. lard. "But it's living I" 

"It is the real Brain," Joan Randall 
retorted. "All the way out from Earth, 
the Futuremen have been aboard the 
Perseus, impersonating themselves." 

"Good heavens,'' gasped Lewis, over
whelmed by realization. "Captain Fu
ture, playing his own part in 'The Ace 
of Space'-" 

JON V ALDANE'S p 1 u m p face 
seemed to sag and pale to a sickly 

gray as he stared, as if hypnotized, at 
Curt Newton's face. 

"Captain Future I" snarled a voice. 
Blazing, bitter hatred was in that hiss

ing cry. It came from Su Thuar. The 
Venusian stood at the edge of the throng 
below, his atom-pistol leveled at Curt 
Newton, his eyes burning. 

"If I'd known, you'd have been dead 
before we left Earth," the Venusian 
choked. "But there's still time. There's 
still time to pay you for what you did to 
my brother four years ago." 

Curt Newton had no gun. But with a 
movement faster than any ordinary hu
man could have executed, Otho drew his 
gun and fired. 

The blast grazed Su Thuar as the 
Venusian swerved wildly. His scorched 
hand dropped his weapon. Before Otho 
could blaze away again, be bad Bung 
himself back into the throng and was 

lost to view. 
"Kin Kurri, what are you doing ?" 

yelled Valdane hoarsely. 
Otbo grinned at him impudently. "Not 

Kin Kurri-Otho, the Futureman, to 
you." 

Valdane shrank back. ''You can't 
prove anything-none of you can prove 
anything against me." 

Curt Newton painted to the eastern 
heavens, where a faint glow of light was 
beginning to burgeon in the misty dark
ness. 

"Look, Pluto is about to rise," he 
shouted desperately to the seething 
crowd. "It's your last chance to leave 
Styx." 

"To blazes with you and your warn
ings,'' roared Jos Vakos, the Jovian. 
"Y au may be the real Captain Future 
but we've no more love for you Future
men than we have for the Patrol. We 
take no orders from you." 

"You Mind fools, Valdane has stirred 
you up against the Stygians for his own 
purposes," cried Curt Newton. "Can't 
you see-" 

He was cut off by a loud yell that came 
from northward, a cry that raced along 
the craV�&ded street like ftame. 

"The Furries- are coming." 
Curt Newton looked northward and 

saw that a hundred Stygians, mounted 
on their kurus, were riding into Planet 
Town. He recognized the solemn faces 
of Qu Lur and Th' Thaan in the lead. 

"Good, now's our chance to show 'em 
what it means to ambush other-planet 
people,'' roared Jos Vakos. "Let 'em 
come on." 

The Stygians teined in their steeds, a 
block away. With unfathomable eyes 
they met the raging gaze of the motley 
mob that now had drawn its atom-weap
ons and was standing in sinister, wait
ing silence. 

Qu Lur held up his hand, and spoke 
loudly in the lingua franca. 

"Aliens, we give you one more 
chance,'' he said. "Go to your ships and 
leave now. If you do nat, we set the 
Destroyer free." 

Roaring laughter answered him, mirth 
that broke from the lips of every man in 
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the crowd. 
"Listen to the Furries. They're still 

trying to scare us with their old bluff." 
Captain Future yelled hoarsely across 

their heads. "Qu Lur, don't do it." 
' 

His plea went unheard. For as the 
crowd rocked with laughter, Qu Lur had 
raised his hand in a signal. 

"Let the Destroyer free," shouted the 
old Stygian. 

And instantly, the scores of Stygians 
behind him drew the tiny sealed vials 
of gray dust from inside their cloaks. 

They hurled those vials in every direc
tion, against the metalloy structures on 
either side, and out into the seething 
mob. 

The crowd, for a moment, startled, 
uttered an even louder roar of contempt
uous mirth. 

"The Furries' terrible weapon is noth
ing but gray dust-nothing but pinches 
of dust !" 

But even as they shouted with laugh
ter, Curt Newton's heart seemed to turn 
to ice. Catastrophe had been unchained. 

"Simon," he cried to the Brain in
stantly. "Fly to the Comet! Get away 
in it with Grag at once, outside of Styx' 
atmosphere." 

T
HE BRAIN hesitated, poised in 
mid-air. "But you others--" 

"We can't make it," Curt Newton ex
claimed hoarsely. "Before we covered 
the distance to the landing-field, the 
Destroyer would be ahead of us and you 
and Grag - and the Comet would be an
nihilated. We four will suffer no harm 
but you must go. Wait outside Styx' 
atmosphere, . and \\farn away all ships. 
Go !" 

The frantic urgency in hts voice drove 
Simon Wright like a physical thrust. In 
a flash, the Brain rushed off through the 
darkness toward the landing-field two 
miles to the east. 

"Curt, look," cried Joan Randall, wild
ly, clutching his arm. "Look f" 

The shouting mirth of the crowd had 
suddenly given way to a confused, rising 
babel of stupefied alarm. 

Curt Newton saw what he had ex
pected to see. Wherever the Stygians' 

vials of gray dust had fallen, that gray 
dust had magically spread. 

It spread like gray flame, proliferat
ing itself with incredible swiftness over 
the surface of every bit of metal it 
touched. And it ate the metal it touched, 
feedin' upon it as fire would feed on 

_ wood. 
With a crash, a metalloy building col

lapsed as its whole front was consumed 
by the gray blight. Another structure 
crumpled, and another. Like lightning 
the blight leaped along the street. 

The air was full of floating gray dust 
now, that drifted . out in all directions. 
And wherever it touched metal, it pro
liferated with that unbelievable rapid
ity to consume the metal. 

Captain Future heard a thunderous 
roar from the east, and saw a trail of 
roclcet-fire arc toward the heavens from 
the distant landing-field. 

"Sitnon and Grag got the Comet away 
before the Destroyer reached it," he 
cried hoarsely. "Thank Neptune, for 
that, at least." 

"Curt, what is it ?" Joan Randall cried, 
stunned. "That gray dust-" 

"It is a blight-a blight that eats al· 
most every kind of metal," he answered. 
"A strange secret of the ancient science 
that the Stygians have kept, a semi-or
ganic, fungoid thing that is spreading 
now on every wind, and will consume 
every bit of metal on Styx." 

She gasped in horror. And from the 
dazed crowd in the street, horrified cries 
were rising in wild clamor as they wit· 
nessed the awful progress of the De
stroyer. 

The metalloy structures of Planet 
Town were crashing into ruin every
where ! The ,ray flame of the blight 
w� leaping through the air in floating 
spores, eatin' up every thing of metal it 
encountered. 

Already half the structures of the 
town wece melted into shapeless heaps 
of seething gray dust. The brilliant 
lights went out, as the blight reached the 
power-station. And beneath the 4im, 
eery planet-glow from the heavens, the 
terrible destruction went on. 

"This building is 'oin,,'' Curt New· 
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ton cried to the others over the uproar. 
"Quick, get away from it." 

He cirageed Joan Randall out into the 
street. As the others followed as if in 
a stupor, the gray blight waa already 
eating into the building front. 

"Chief, my atom-pistol's crumbling in 
my hand," Otho yelled wildly. "Every
thing's going." 

Planet Town had become an inferno 
of panic and horror as destruction fed 
upon it and turned it to melting mounds 
of gray dust. 

And Qu Lur and his Stygians, at the 
end of the street, sat their studs and 
looked solemnly at the catastrophe they 
had unloosed. 

"The s h i p s are crumbling, too.'' 
screamed a wild-eyed man who came rac
ing into the mob from eastward. "Every 
space-ship on the landing-field has got 
the gray dust spreading on it." 

Joan Randall clutched Curt Newton's 
arm convulsively. "Curt, that mean&--" 

Captain Future's voice was thick. 
"Yes, Joan. It means we can't get away 
from Styx now. And no ship can now 
viait this moon, without itself being con
sumed by the blight." 

"We're lost !" screamed Jon Valdane 
in hysterical panic. "We're trapped here 
without hope of escape, marooned here 
forever !" 

CHAPTER XVI 

Marooned 

QUICKLY the aw
ful p r o s p e c t  that 
awaited them dawned 
upon the dazed mob 
as they heard J o n 
Valdane's scream. 

"Gods of Mars, we 
can't ever get away," 
yelled a bulging-eyed 
Martian. 

"It's the Stygians' 
work," raged Jos. Va

kos, foaming. "Kill the Furries.'' 
The maddened mob reached for their 

atom-guns--and found them gone. There 
was only crumbling gray dust where 

their weapons had been. 
Captain Future felt his pocket& lighten 

a. every metal object he carried wa1 con
sumed likewise. To the tiniest bit of 
metal on their persons. The same thing 
was happening to them all. 

Su Thuar's hissing voice rang out 
through the raging of the crowd. 

"Future helped do this," shouted the 
murderous Venusian. "He's been in 
league with the Sty1ians from the first!" 
accused the Venusian. "Get him." 

"Kill Future and his friends," roared 
the crazed mob. 

Curt Newton saw the danger. He 
shouted to his companions, and to Jeff 
Lewis and the other horror-stricken 
members of the telepicture troupe. 

"We've got to fight our way out of 
Planet Town or this mob will murder 
us all," be cried. 

From the dim, misty obscurity north
ward, the shrill voice of Qu Lur called 
te him in the Stygian language. 

"Captain Future l This way, and we 
will help you to get _away. But we can
not fight, even to aid you." 

Curt Newton shouted to his compan
ions. Jon Valdane had deserted them, 
but Lewis, Jim Willard, Lo Quior and 
the other men of the telepicture organ
ization ranged themselves beside New
ton and Otho and Ezra. 

"Put the women at the center," cried 
Captain Future. "We'll have to charge 
right through this mob. Now!" 

They rushed forward in a compact 
mass, straight into the howling crowd 
that was coming toward them. 

There were no weiP<>ns, no atom-pis
tols, not even so muc"h as a knife. Bare 
fis.ts were the onJy weapons on this world 
which the sudden destruction of metal 
had plunged back into the primitive. 

Curt Newton lashed out with hard, 
smashing blows at the whir] &f brutal, 
raging faces he saw in front of him. He 
was the apex of the compact formation 
seeking to <:leave a way through the 
crowd. . 

Otho, on his right, was using the su
per-ju-jitsu of which be was master to 
break arms and wrists with expert skill. 
And on his left, old Ezra Gurney was 



80 CAPTAIN FUTURE 

calmly cracking heads with a heavy 
stone he had picked up. Behind him, 
Jim Willard and the other telepicture 
men fought furiously. 

It was a nightmare struggle down that 
dark, misty street of the dyi�g city. · 
Only the fact that many of the motley 
mob were still too stunned to follow the 
leadership of Su Thuar made it possible 
for Curt Newton and his companions to 
win their way through to the Stygians. 'Qu Lur and the other Stygians w�re 
tensely waiting for them. Governed by 

. their creed of non-violence, the Stygi
ans had refused to strike one blow in 
the battle, but they had waited at dire 
risk to themselves. 

"Mount and ride with us," cried Qu 
Lur to Newton. "We have gurus ready 
for you." 

Some of the Stygian riders had dou
bled up on their strangs steeds so as to 
leave mounts free for Captain Future 
and a few companions. 

Other Stygian riders reached down 
and lifted the telepicture people behind 
their saddles, while Curt Newton, Otho 
and Joan Randall were mounting. 

"Future's getting away with them," 
raged Su Thuar's voice from the dark
ness. "Stop them." 

"Ride !" cried Qu Lur. 
Vicious faces flashed into Curt New

ton's vision as hate-maddened men 
rushed forward to pull them off their 
steeds. 

But the nervoua kurus!- frightened by 
the uproar, were now bolting forward 
in prodigious leaps. They tore away 
from Su Thuar ana his followers, gal
loping down the . crumbling street. 

And then they were out in the dim. 
mist-shrouded night outside darkened 
Planet Town, racing northward. The 
padded hoofs of the gurus drummed 
loudly on the grassy plain as the chill 
wind rushed past them. 

"Captain Future, why did not you and 
your friends leave Styx as we warned 
you to do?" cried Qu Lur as they rode. 
"Now you can never depart.'" 

..... APT AIN FUTURE grimly pointed 
� behind them. 

"I was trying until the last to induce 
the people back there to depart," New
ton answered. "Now they must remain· 
forever. You should not have released 
the blight, Qu Lur.'' 

"They mocked our laws too long, 
bringing ever more viole�ce to our 
peaceful world," replied the old Stygian 
firmly. "So we have destroyed their 
weapons and machines. No more aliens 
will ever be able to come here." 

He added earnestly, "You Futuremen 
are our friends. Would that you had 
heeded our warning and left. But since 
you did not, you must spend the rest 
of your lives on Styx. And you and 
your companions are welcome in our 
city Dzang, whither we ride now." 

"You've been blind, Qu Lur," said 
Curt Newton bitterly. "Don't you see 
that you've only penned up hundreds of 
brutal, ruthless men on this world with 
you? Even without metal weapons and 
machines, · they'll find a way to attack 
you." 

Joan Randall, riding beside him, called 
to him. He saw through the foggy qark
ness that her face had become deathly 
pale. 

"Curt, are we doomed to spend the 
rest of our lives here?" she cried. "Isn't 
there any hope of our ever getting 
away?" 

"Joan, there may be a faint hope-but 
nothing more. The Destroyer blight 
won't leave a scrap of metal on the sur
face of Styx. No ship can land here. 
And we can never build a ship, without 
metal." · 

Suddenly the girl smiled. "Curt, at 
least we're together here," she said. "If 
we never get away, I won't mind so 
much.'' 

"Nor would I, Joan. But the danger 
here is bigger than you realize. This 
whole moon, cut off from the rest of the 
System, and nursing a blight that sooner 
or later might spread to all the other 
planets of the Solar System." 

The terrible vision of that possibility 
that unrolled in his mind struck him to 
a chill silence . 

Finally, the Stygian city loomed out 
of the cold mists. Its octagonal tower• 
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of stone were vaguely outlined against 
� dim planet•glow in .the sky. Torches 
were burning along the streets of Dzong, 
but although the gray dust ot the blight 
was in .the air here as everywhere else, 
nothing in this stone city seemed to 
have suffered. 

"The wisdom of our forefathers," mut
tered old Qu Lur to Curt Newton as 
they rode in through the gate in the 
wall. "They warned us never to depend 
on machines and things of metal, so that 
if we ever had to loose the. Destroyer 
for defense, we would be unaffected." 

It was true. The totally non-mechan
ical, non-metallic civilization o£ the 
Stygians had experienced no harm from 
the world-wide blight. 

In the torchlight, hundreds of wide
eyed Stygians watched the refugees dis
mount. The Earth people looked around 
them at the city. 

"And we're going to spend the rest of 
our lives here," murmured Jim Willard. 

4'1 want to go back to Earth.'' waUed 
Lura Lind. "Jeff, you've got to get me 
back, do you hear? The Perseus will 
take. us.'' 

Jeff Lewis shook his head heavily. 
"All that's left of the Perseus now is a 
heap of gray dust. The ship, and all 
our telepicture equipment, and all the 
film we worked so bard to make-" 

"The films we made ought to be all 
right, boss," Lo Quior put in hopefully. 
"They're non-metallic themselves, and 
were packed in those plastic insulite 
cases to protect them from heat and 
cold." 

· 

The producer smiled bitterly. "What 
difference does it make now whether 
they're safe or not? We can never show 
'The Ace of Space' to anyone.'' 

Qu Lur was designating buildings in 
which the stricken outer-planet people 
were to be quartered. "Qu Lur, what 
will you do if that mob in Planet Town 
comes here to attack you ?" asked Cap
tain Future. 

"We shall use all our pow.ers of illu
sion and hypnotic defense to repel 
them," the old Stygian answered. 

"A mob like that won't be scared back 
by illusions," said Ezra Gurney. 

Qu Lur answered solemnly. "We have 
alwaya lived by the creed o£ non-vi
olence It is our law.'' 

1HiniEN he had go11e, E1:ra Gurney 
Y1r looked skeptically at Curt New

ton and Otho. "Not an encouragin' 
prospect;• he drawled. 

"Chief, were you just cheering up 
Joan or did you mean it when you said 
there might be a hope of getting away 
from Styx ?" Otho asked. 

Captain F·uture frowned. "It's a 
pretty slim hope, I'm afraid. But I base 
it on the fact that the ancestors of 
these Stygians once before released the 
blight here, ages ago." 

"So what?'' Otho countered. 
"We know they released the blight, 

long ago," said Curt Newton slowly. 
"But the blight hasn't been present on 
Styx, in more recent times. That means 
that tho ancient Stygians must have 
known how to clean up the blight after 
it did its work of defense. They must 
have known of a way to destroy the 
Destroyer." 

. "You're overlooking the possibility 
that the blight slowly withered and van
ished In .  those long ages," pointed out 
Otbo. 

"I don't think the spores of the stuff 
would ever completely disappear unless 
they were destroyed by artificial means," 
Captain Future declared. "But I can't 
be 5Ure till we've examined the stuff.'' 

Otho gestured !ronically to the flecks 
of gray dust that floated here in the 
torchlit chamber, as everywhere else. 

"There's plenty of it to examine. All 
you need is an electron-microscope. 
And we can't have one, or anything else 
made of metal." 

"T.urn out your pockets," Curt New
ton ordered. "Let's see just what we 
can salvage.'' 

They made a little heap of their be
longings. lt was a discouraging --inven
tory that they took. Everything metal
lic had vanished. Of some things, only 
the plastic parts remained while metal 
parts were gone. 

"We've gQt a plastic knife-handle, the 
stock of an atom-pistol, a gyro-compass 
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without needle or rotors, a pocket chro
. nometer whose works are all gone, and 
some other junk.'• Otho ·said in a dis
couraged voice. 

"Let's have the lenses of the compass 
and chronometer,•• said Curt Newton. 

He examined them. They were mag
nifying lenses, so that the two instru
ments could be made tiny and yet read 
with ease. 

"By fixing these two lenses apart at 
the correct focal distance, we'd !lave 
a microscope of sorts," Captain Future 
declared. His brow knitted. "We'll 
have to use these plastic cases as a tube 
for it." 

He began work, with the crudest of 
means. The light plastic cases of the 
ruined chronometer and compass, be 
softened into malleable state by skillful 
application of beat from one of the 
torches. 

Wh'ile Otho and Ezra watched skep
tically, Newton's deft fingers shape4 the 
softe.ned plastic into a new form. He 
drew it out into a short, thick tube, affix
ing the two lenses at its ends before it 
hardened. 

Then be tested the crude little micro
acope. "It amounts to little more than 
a fairly strong magnifying-glass, but it 
may help.'' 

Newton now captured a fleck of the 
floating gray dust, and affixed it to a 
tiny mirror Otho had carried in his 
make-up kit. They placed the torches 
around this for the atron,est illumina
tion possible. 

Captain Future then intently atudied 
· the fleck of duat with hi.s improvised 
magnifier. He looked long through the 
tube, and his face wore a frown of doubt 
when he finally raised his head. 

"I've never seen anything quite like 
this blight before," he said. "It resem
bles certain fungoid microscopic fonns 
of life, able to drift as dormant spores 
which proliferate swiftly by fission when 
it reaches a favorable environment. 

"The amazing thing is that these gray 
spores seem capable of feeding upon 
metals by producing from thm1.selves 
certain combinations of chemical ele
ments which cause an unbelievable 

electronic alteration of the metallic 
atoms, into atoms of organic substances 
the spores assimilate.'' 

"Wait a minute, Cap'n Future," Ezra 
Gurney reminded him. "Remember I'm 
no scientist." 

"You can think of it this way, Ezra," 
Newton simplified. "The gray blight is 
rust-living rust, that spreads like a 
swift contagion and feeds upon all metal 
it touches." 

"So how are you goin' to kill off a 
blight like that ?" Gurney wanted to 
know. 

· 

.--..uRT NEWTON shook his head in 
'-.! despair. "I wish Simon were here. 
But I do have an idea. Past eJtperi- • 
ments have shown that hard electric 
radiation destroys microscopic fungoid 
fonna aomewhat similar to this strange 
new one. I think hard radiation would 
destroy this blight, too." 

Otho said bitterly, "That's fine. All 
we need to do tp kill off the blight is to 
set up a powerful generator of bard radi
ation. Only, we can't ever qo that be
cause you can't have a generator or any� 
.thing else. electrical without metal to 
build it of.'' 

"Cap'n Future, isn't there any metal 
at all on this world ?" Gurney asked. 

Newton shook his head. "The surface 
metals of Styx were all destroyed ages 
aco, when the ancient Stygians released 
the blight, A few traces of cobalt and 
titanium survived because their peculiar 
crystalline compounds insulated them 
from the aporea, but they'd be no help 
to ua. 

"We might dig down and find metals 
deep beneath the surface, but what good 
would it do us? As soon as we dug 
them up and refined them, the, blight 
would destroy them too.'' 

"So oui problem is this--to build a 
powerful electric generator and radi
ation-projector, without using a scrap of 
metal," Otho said. 

Ezra Gurney shook his head. "I can 
see it's impossible. You got to have 
metal to conduct electricity.'' 

"Not necessarily," Curt Newton cor
rec:ted him thoughtfully, "Carbon is a 

-: 
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fair conductor. Remember, back in the 
. , dim dawn of . Earth electrical science, 

they used it for the filaments and elec
trodes of their lighting devices." 

He went on. "We could rig a Sander
son single-fluid chemical battery with
out using metal. And we might be able 
to build the coils of our generator from 
carbon." 

"But we haven't even got the tools 
and substances to try that," Otho burst 
out. "And we can't get them from any 
place." 

"There are enough non-metallic tools 
in the Comet to give us a fighting 
chance,'' Captain Future reminded. 
"Grag and Simon will be hovering over 
Styx' atmosphere, for I told them to stay 

Jim Willard, with other of the telepidi 
ture technicians to help them. A nunfo. 
ber of Stygians watched their labodl 
curiously. �: 

Captain Future's improVised helio
graph �onsisted of a wooden frame 
twenty feet square, to which were at
tached a number of parallel ·  wooded 
axles that each bore an oblong section 
of glittering glass. These shutterll 
would reflect the sunlight brilliantly 
when they were closed. 

"We need to rig a single control for 
all the shutters, so that we can send 
sharp code-flashes," Curt Newton ex
plained. 

A kuru came galloping through the 
dawn-misty streets of Dzong and was 
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there and warn off all approaching ships. 
If we could get into -communication 
with them and have them drop the things 
we need without entering the atmos-
phere." . 

"Sure, all \Ve have to do is to build a 
telaudio transmitter," Otho retorted. 
"It's easy, without metal. I'll dr.eam one 
up right way." 

"Not a telaudio, a heliograph,'' Curt 
Newton said. "It's not always misty in 
the day. A big enough heliograph 
would ftash reflected sunlight brightly 
enough to be seen by Grag and Simon." 

Hope dawned on OthG's face for the 
first time. "Chief, I didn't think , Qf 
that." 

"We'll start to work on it at -once," 
Curt Newton said. "The Stygians will 
give us the glass and other materials for 
it, when they understand we want to 
<;ommunicate with our friends. We've 
got to have the thing ready to use to
morrow. We may have little enough 
time in which to work !" 

Dawn found the work of constructing 
the heliograph going forward by torch
light in the open plaza of the city. Curt 
Newton and Otho had got Lo Quior and 

pulled up beside tbem. Th' Thaan basi: 
ily dismounted. � 

"Someone is coming from Plane! 
Town," the Stygian reported. "Out 
sentries on the wall have just told me." 

Captain Future stiffened. "Is that 
devil Su Thuar starting already ?" . 

They hastened to the wall. Out ori 
the foggy plain, a single man was ap
proaching the city in an uncertain, stag-. 
gering run. 

"Why, it's Jon Valdane, alon�,'' ]Qa� 
Randall exclaimed in amazement. 

· 

�URT NEWTON'S face hardened. 
'-..! "Then it must be a trick of som� 
kind. Keep your eyes open." 

Valdane staggered up to the gate and 
beat upon it. 

"Let me in !" he wailed. 
"I can't see anybody else coming," 

Newton declared. "Keep watch while-· 
I open the gate." · 

Jon Valdane tottered inside and col: 
lapsed in a limp heap when the gates 
were opened. 

The <:hubby financier was a pitiful' 
sight. His sagging face bore the livid_ 
red weal of a recent blow, and be was· 
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iUping wildly for breath. His clothes 
were stained and torn. 

"Wby did you come here?" Curt 
snapped. "Did Su Thuar send you here 
u a spy?" 

Valdane looked up with wild eyes. 
"Su Thuar is a devil from the pitl" he 

croaked. "He told me that since we're 
all prisoners for life on Styx, my wealth 
and my pay meant nothing more to him. 
He treated me like a servant. He ttruck 
me when- I objected • ., 

Captain Future looked down at him 
grimly. "Your greedy plot ruined this 
world, Valdane. Now it's recoiled on 
yourself. That's only justice. You atn't 
ttay here, Go back to your friends." 

"No, don't send me back to those 
devils," Valdane pleaded. He clutched 
Newton's arm. "Let .me stay, and I'll 
tell you·what they're plamlinr. 

Joan Randall's fine eyes showed pity. 
"Let him stay, Curt." 

"We ought to wring his neck,'• Otho 
declared diagustedly. 

"You can remain here but it'll be to 
face trial on Earth if we ever get back 
there," Captain Future told the shat
tered man. �'Now, what is Su Tbuar 
planning?'' 

"He's going to lead those brutes in 
Planet Town here and take the .city 
away from the Stygian&," Valdane bab
bled. ''Now that Planet Town it in 
ruins, they say they'll live in this un
harmed city and use the Stygian& aa 
their slaves. Su Thuar ia their undis
puted leader now.'' 

"When are they going to attack us?" 
Curt Newton asked quickly. 

"A a soon aa they c:an prepare weap· 
ons," Valdine said in husky tones. "Su 
Thuar baa already got them to work 

· making more blow-guns and stone 
clubs." 

Curt Newton's heart sank. When that 
attack by the brutal mob of the inter
planetary town came, h4l would have to 
meet it with only a handful of men. The 
Stygians' creed would prevent them 
from resisting by physical violence. 
And if the attack succeeded, Su Thuar 
would be master of this moon and 'very
one upon it. 

CH4PTli:R XVII 

Ati4Cfted 

SILENTLY Captain 
Future fought down 
the despairing fore
b o d  i n  g that had 
gripped him. His red 
bead raised indomi

tably, and his voi�e 
faJl&. 

"That m e  a n  s Su 
Tbuar al)d his band 
will be here tomor· 
row or the next day. 

Very well, we'll get ready for them." 
"What can we do?" Ezra GJmJ..ey mut

tered hopelessly. "We ain't got time 

now for you to rig this blight-destroyer 
you were planning.'' 

"I'm going ahead with that,'' Newton 
declared. "It's our one best chance of 
escape, if we can contrive to build it. 
Meanwhile, Ezra, you and Jim Willard 
start preparing weapoAs. :Make swords 
of tough glass." 

He looked at Tb' Thaan, the Stygian. 
"can't the Stygians forget your paci
fisti� · creed and fight ? It's that, or 
slavery for you." 

For a moment th' Thaan seemed tor

tured by deep doubts. "It is forbidden 
for us kill, .. he said at last. "We can re
sist only with our powera of illusion." 

Esra Gurney and the young assistant 
director began feverishly to superintend 
preparation of long, keen glass swords 
and lmives with which to ann their 
party. The Stygians made no objection 
to their work. 

Meanwhile, as full daylight came, 
Captain Future and Otho waited for the 
mists to clear so that they could uae 

their heliograph. 
As the morlling advan�ed, the mists 

did not clear. The fog might not clear 
for days, Curt Newton knew. He waited 
with agonising Wlcertainty. 

A slight wind was blowing. The great 
bank of fog was moving, but had not 
thinned out. Then, before noon, it be
gan to clear. 

"It's lifting," Otho exclaimed. "Now's 
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our chance." 
Captain Future stood ready at the 

lever of the big, rude heliograph. 
FinalJy, the mists were gone. The small, 
distant Sun shone from the dusky sky. 

Somewhere up in that shadowy sky, 
the Comet was hovering outside Styx' 
atmosphere. Curt Newton was banking 
on his knowledge of Simon Wright and 
Grag that they would be keeping·anxious 
telescopic watch on this part of Styx. 

He closed the mirror-covered shutters 
of the heliograph. The glittering glass 
sudace brilliantly reflected the pale 
sunlight into the sky. Newton rapidly 
opened and closed the shutters, in long 
and short flashes that spelled out a mes
sage in the standard interplanetary code. 

"Calling the Comet!" he signaled 
swiftly. "Stand by and do not enter at
mosphere. But drop the following ma· 
terials and tools to us, here in Dzong-" 

He listed their requirements, from his 
knowledge of what the Comet's. equip· 
ment could provide. 

"Hurry up," Otho warned. "The 
mist's thickening again." 

Curt Newton hastily finished the 
message, as another bank of fog came 
drifting across the heavens. 

"They'll soon drop the stufi, if they 
saw our flashes," he said tautly. "Now 
all we can do is to wait, hoping the mes
sage was seen." 

Twenty minutes later, he and the 
other anxious watchers saw a white 
parachute floating down from the misty 
heavens nearby. 

"Good old Simon and Grag-they 
saw!" exulted Otho. 

When they got to where the impro
vised parachute lay, they found it at
tached to a bundle that contained the 
non-metallic instruments, materials and 
chemicals for which Captain Future had 
asked. 

There . was also a brief note from Si
mon Wright. 

"The whole System is stunned by the 
disaster to Styx," it read. "A full squad
dron of Planet Patrol cruisers baa ar
rived, but I have prevented them from 
enterin� the Stygian atmosphere by my 
warning. We are waiting, and will be 

watching." 
"This stuff gives us a fighting chan�e. 

at any rate," Captain Future declared, 
eagerly. 

"A chance that's cursed slim, when it 
depends on building a completely non
metallic electric machine in a day or 
two," Otho muttered. 

Yet Otho plunged into the labor with 
the same unremitting zeal as Curt New
ton himself. Joan Randall joined them 
in the work, as did Lo Quior, the little 
Martian telepicture technician. Their 
workshop was in the big council-hall it
self. 

Madly impossible task it seemed, in
deed, to build a complicated electric 
generator and projector without the use 
of metal. Yet Captain Future's energy 
and genius drove the work forward 
·despite all difficulties. 

THE source of electric power did not 
present so many obstacles. A serial> 

of powerful Sanderson chemical bat
teries were soon constructed, usin" glass 
tanks and the chemicals which had been 
dropped from the Comet. 

The coils and tubes of the hard-radia
tion generator were the great problem, 
since they had no wire. Curt Newton 
planned to use carbon fo�;· the filaments 
of his coils and valves, though its me
diocre conductivity would make the gen
erator one of comparatively low effi
ciency. 

"The point is, to destroy the blight in 
a small area at least," Captain Future 
declared. "Then ships can land safely 
in that area, bringing equipment with 
which to construct a bigger, efficient 
generator." 

He and Otho made their coil-forms of 
glass. Upon these forms they toilsome
ly :wound their coils, using cord of 
twisted moss-fibers instead of wire. 

"How in space can that moss-cord re
pla<:e metal wire?" Ezra Gurney de
manded skeptically. 

"It will work, though the efficiency 
will be poor,'' Newton insisted. "I made 
preliminary tests of the fiber, and it's 
the best material available for our pur
pose." 
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When the coils were c o m p I e t e I y 
wound, they were subjected to careful
ly-controlled heat in an improvised oven. 
The high degree of heat slowly carbon
ized the fibers, burning away impurities. 

Curt Newton inspected the -coils after 
the baking. They were now of brittle, 
delicate carbon wiring, whose large 
diameter partly made up for its indiffer
ent conductivity. 

"Now the tubes," he exclaimed. 
"Otho, while I'm working on that you 
bake out the carbon rods we'll need for 
our connections." 

Night had come. They were working 
now by torchlight. The Stygians 
watched their 1 a b o  r s wonderingly, 
thinking that it was part of their effort 
to communicate with their ship. Curt 
Newton did not undeceive them. 

Ezra Gurney and Jim Willard re
turned from a reconnoitering expedition 
out in the darkness. They reported no 
sign yet of attackers. 

"But they'll come soon, I'm thinkin'," 
muttered the old veteran. "What I'd 
give for a couple of atom-guns when 
they do come." 

Dawn found Captain Future reeling 
with fatigue. He had not slept for two 
nights, and even his iron frame felt 
leaden from weariness. 

But he insisted on driving the work 
ahead. Their motor-generator was com· 
pletely finished, though the radiation 
projector was not. He tested the gen· 
erator, closing the circuit of rigid car
bon rods that connected it with the series 
of Sanderson batteries. 

The rotor of the big, crude motor 
turned with shrieking noisiness upon its 
axles of toughened glass. But it deliv
ered current from the attached genera
tor-high voltage current to operate the 
projector. 

"Tum it off," Newton ordered. 
"That's enough for a test-run. Those 
vibrations might shatter the carbon cells 
if it runs too long." 

He had improvised tubes with non
metall ic grids and filaments. These 
were a failure. He had to go to work 
on them again. 

Then, in later afternoon, two Stygian 

scouts rode their kurus hastily through 
the mists into the city. 

"The aliens of Planet Town are com
ing:• the scouts reported excitedly. 
"They are only a couple of miles away." 
"Ezra-Willard-Lewis-get our men 

on the walls and at the gate," Curt New
ton orderQd. "I'm going on with this. 
Perhaps it will be possible to finish it 
before they get here. And if it works, 
and kills the blight in this area, the 
Comet and other ships can land." 

"What about Valdane ?" asked Ezra 
grimly, jerking a thumb toward the 
chubby, terrified financier whom they 
bad kept under guard with the other 
prisoner, Rosson. 

"Leave him there," said Newton. ''He'd 
be no good as a hostage, for Su Thuar 
doesn't care whether we kill him or 
not." 

Old Qu Lur and Th' Thaan had gath
ered their Stygians. The moon-men all 

wore the strange telepathic lenses upon 
their foreheads. 

"We will use our powers to the utmost 
to halt the attackers," Qu Lur declared 
earnestly. 

Curt Newton kept Otho with him, 
toiling with desperate haste in the fab
rication of new tubes for the projector. 
Time was running out, now. 

DIS hands trembled as they finally 
finished the task and inserted the 

new tubes in the apparatus. Again, he 
closed the circuit that sent the batteries' 
current flowing into the makeshift mech
anism. 

The shrieking of the generator's glass 
axles did not quite drown the slow, ris
ing hum that came from the projector. 
Its radiating-sphere of carbon showed 

.. 
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no change, and they felt nothing. 
But Curt Newton knew that the 

mechanism was emitting hard radiation 
that was drenching the area for at least 
a dozen miles in every direction. 

"Is it working ?" Joan Randall whis
pered. "Is it killing the blight ?"'' 

"I don't know yet," he answered in 
taut tones. "It should work quickly, if 
at all." 

The shrieking, spinning rotors of the 
generator threatened to shatter their 
carbon coils at any moment. Curt New
ton imprisoned a speck of the gray dust 
that still floated everywhere, and in
spected it through his make-shift mag
nifier. 

He uttered a hoarse cry of triumph. 
The gray spores were turning black. 
They were dying-killed by the radia
tion. 

"It's working," he cried. "The blight 
in this area is destroyed, clear up to 
the limits of the atmosphere. The pro
jector will keep any living spores from 
entering this area, so long as it con
tinues to run." 

At that moment, there broke upon 
their ears a fierce, distant chorus of rag
ing yells that came from the southern 
side of Dzong. 

"Su Thuar's band," cried Joan Ran
da11. "They're here." 

"There's still time enough," Curt New
ton answered feverishly, racing toward 
the door. "I can call the Comet to come, 
by the heliograph." 

Then, as he and Joan emerged from 
the tower in which he had built his pro
jector, Curt Newton stopped, appalled. 

He had forgotten one thing. He had 
forgotten the mist ! The big, drifting 
bank that had shrouded Dzong all day 
still lay over it. 

And while that mist veiled the city, 
he could not use the heliograph, could 
not flash his message to Simon Wright 
and Grag. 

The bitter irony of it struck to Cap
tain Future's soul. He and the others 
had achieved the impossible, only to 
have their work made futile by mere 
mist. 

CHAPTER XVIII 

Last Stand 

DEEP fog still hid 
the skies but, sooner 
or later Curt Newton 
knew the mist would 
pass. It would pass, 
in time - but time 
was what they would 
n o t  h a v e  i f  S u  
Thuar's forces won 
the city. That would 
end all hope, indeed. 

"We've got to hold 
them off, till the mist clears and we can 
get a heliograph message through to the 
Comet," Newton exclaimed. 

He started forward with Otho, on a 
run, toward the south wall of the city. 
Joan Randall started to accompany him, 
but he motioned her back. 

"No, Joan I Some body's got to stay 
here by the heliograph, to send the mes
sage the moment the mist clears. And 
you're the only one of these people who 
knows the message-code." 

She protested, but he was deaf to her 
objections as he and the android ran to 
join the other defenders. 

"Just let me get my hands on that 
devil Su Thuar," Otho was swearing. "I 
wish to blazes we'd killed him that night 
on Saturn four year ago, when you shot 
it out with his brother." 

They climbed up to the south wall, 
upGn whose parapet were Ezra Gurney 
and Jeff Lewis and young Jim Willard. 

The Stygians were there too, ranged 
all along the wall, their faces turned 
toward the misty plain southward, each 
man wearing the telepathic lens upon his 
forehead. 

"They're comin'," Ezra Gurney grim
ly told Captain Future. "Hear them ?" 

Out of the mist came again that chorus 
of ferocious yells. · Then from the fog 
appeared the mass of hundreds of men, 
advancing rapidly. 

Curt Newton recognized Su Thuar at 
their head. Behind the Venusian crimi
nal followed the motley throng of inter
planetary adventurers who, deeming 
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themselves trapped forever on Styx. 
were willing to follow their leader to 
conquer and enslave the Stygians. 

"They've got plenty of those blow
guns, 11& well as war-club&," Jim WU
lard explained. "Su Thuar hasn't been 
idle." 

Old Qu Lur spoke from hia station on 
the wall, to his rows o£ waiting Stygians. 
"Now!" 

Captain Future and the other watch
ers perceived then a sight that 11tunned 
them with wonder. 

Out from the city Dzong ther� sud
jenly rushed a magically-materialized 
band of stalwart men in the gray uniform 
of the Planet Patrol. They charged the 
attackers; levelling their heavy atom· 
guns as they did so. 

"The Patrol," yelled a .terrified Saturn
ian behind Su Thuar. "They've landed 
somehow. There they co.me." 

The whole mob halted in its tracks, 
wavered on the verge of flight. Curt 
Newton was breathless with hope. 

But Su Thuar's cunning and courage 
reversed the situation. The Venusian 
shouted to his followers. "Don't be 
fools. It's only one of the Furries' il-
lu&ion-tricks," • 

But the mob still held back. For now 
the advancing Patrol band was trigger
ing its atom-guns, loosing brilliant bolts 
of energy toward them. 

Su Thuar's yell came clearly. "See 
that? Those atom-guns haven't killed a 
one of us. They're just illusion." 

His motley followers, taking courage 
from the fact that none of them had fal
len, again rushed forwllrd howling. 

And the Patrol band vanished. They 
were gone like a snapped-out picture

. film. 
Qu Lur turned to Curt Newton, reg

istering defeat. "We placed our hope 
in that illusion, and it's failed, But may
be others will succeed." 

He and the Stygians proceeded in 
their desperate extremity to give a 
magnificent demonstration of their hyp
notic powers of illusion. 

Ravening monsters of hideous aspect 
appeared to hurl themselves toward the 
attackers. Tidal waves of water rolled 

menacingly upon them. A wall of flam
ing fire aprang up in th�ir faces. And it 
was all illusion, mass hypnotism prac
tised on everyone here by the Stygians' 
concentration. 

But Su Thuar'a rallying voice kept his 
men advancing. They ha<l plucked up 
confidence and now were defying the 
fearsome-looking obstacles in their path. 
And now they were but· a few hundred 
feet from the wall. 

THE Venusian yelled an order and 
they brought their blow-guns into 

play. A shower of keen darts swept the 
parapet of the wall. Poorly aimed as 
many of them were, still a half-dozen 
found their mark and four Stygians and 
two of the telepicture technicians fell 
back wounded. 

"Get dlilwn under cover," Curt Newton 
yelled. "You're not doing any good ex
posing yourselves. Wait till they try to 
climb the wall and then use your 
swords." • 

He and Otho had provided themseves 
with two of the tough glass swords with 
whicb the telepicture men and Ezra Gur
ney were armed, 

But they aoon learned that Su Thuar 
had no intention of trying to scale the 
wall. They heard the Venusian's ring-
ing command. 

· 

"Bring t h a t  battering-ram ahead. 
Quick!" 

"They're goin' to bust in the gate, 
Cap'n Future," cried Gurney. 

"Down behind it, then," Curt Newton 
cried. "Get more stones to brace it!" 
Curt ordered. 

He saw a score of the motley mob run
ning forward through the others, bear
ing a massive club-moss trunk that had 
been shorn of branches. 

As Curt Newton leaped down with the 
others to take a station behind the gate, 
the battering-ram crashed into it from 
the outside. 

He looked up wildly at the sky. The 
bank of mist was still drifting slowly 
across Dzong. Not yet had the sky 
cleared. 

"They11 be through in a minute," Otho 
yelled with wolfish excitement, his green 
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eyes blazing. "I wish old Grag were 
here: with us now." 

Crash/ The right lea£ of the massive 
stone gate shattered off its crude, an
cient hinge and was driven in against 
the stones that braced it. Through the 
opening, Su Thuar and his brutal horde 
came pQuring. 

"The city's ours," yelled the Venusian. 
"Kill all the Futuremen and the telepic
ture fools-but not the women." 

It was that command and its hideous 
implications that exploded cold fury in 
Curt Newton's brain. He sprang forward 
with his little group of comrades to stem 
the entrance of the invaders. 

Blow-gun darts wl'listled past his face. 
He was seeking Su Thuar, but in the 
cramped, choked confusion of that stag
gering fight, he came face to face not 
with the Venusian but with Jos Vakos, 
the Jo?ian. 

The Jovian's green face was a brutal, 
distorted mask of ferocity as he raised 
his stone-studded war-club for a shat
tering blow. 

Curt Newton ducked and stabbed up
ward under his opponent's descending 
arm. The slim glass blade of the sword 
ripped into the Jovian's heart, and he 
staggered and fell. 

/ 

"There ain't enough of us," Ezra Gur
ney was panting as he fought beside 
Curt in the narrow combat. "They're 
pushing us back." 

As he shouted, there was a great roar 
of voicea and a horde of figures suddenly 
flung themselves into the battle from 
behind Curt and his little handful of 
men. 

"The Stygians," cried Ezra Gurney, in 
unbelievinr; surprise. "The Stygians are 
lightin'!' 

.Qu 11..ur, his eyes raring, . was in the 
forefront of the moon-men and exhort
ing them in a shrill voice. 

"Strike to kill," the old Stygian was 
shouting. "They seek to murder and 
enslave us. It is better to take life than 
to become slaves." 

Captain Future understQod. The 
Stygians' age-old creed of nonviolence 
had failed them, as it always would fail 
when opposed to predatory and ruthless 

men. At this laSt, fateful hour, the 
moon-men had seen the fatal mistake of 
their peace-loving tradition. 

And the Stygians, who had never 
fought in their lives before, were fight· 
ing now like demons. They had no 
weapons, but they seized stones and 
used them, or hurled themselves into the 
melee with their bare hands reaching for 
the throats of their attackers. 

"Kill the Furries," came the ferocious 
howl of the invaders. 

The battling Stygians went down by 
dozens as they threw themselves with 
bare hands against the blow-guns and 
clubs of the attackers. 

"Push them in," yelled Su Thuar's ex
ultant voice through the melee. ·� e're 
winning !" 

Captain Future wielded his glass 
sword like a madman, fighting to get 
through the crazy combat, to the Venu-

• I 
stan. 

BUT the irresistible weight and 
weapons of the attacking horde 

was rolling his own few men and the 
raging, weaponless Stygians back away 
from the shattered gate. The invaders 
were pouring into the city. 

They were now all around Curt New
ton and his comrades, who formed a lit
tle knot . of resistance vainly striving to 
stem the tide. 

Curt Newton, stabbing furiously at 
the motley hox;de, glimpsed Jim Willard 
go down from a dart in his leg. Ezra 
Gurney was stunned by a war-club's 
grazing blow, and sagged to the pave
ment. 

"Help him, Otho," Curt Newton 
yelled, himself trying to fight to Gur
ney's side as he shouted. 

B ut Otho, at this moment, was being 
overwhelmed by a dozen attackers who 
were pulling down the deadly android 
by sheer numbers. 

Captain Future lunged forward, and 
his glas8 blade slashed into two of the 
ring around Otho. His sword met a 
swinging war-club, and shattered. 

"Look out, Future !" yelled the 
wounded Jim Willard from behind. 

Curt Newton spun around with his 
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shattered sword in his band-just in 
time to glimpse the big U ranian behind 
him who had his war-club raised. 

He Rung his sword�bih ana glimpsed 
it crunching in the Uranian's yellow 
face. But in that same instant, the 
heavy club completed its blow and 
struck Curt Newton's head. Blackness 
enveloped his mind. 

Curt Newton came back to his senses 
to find himself lying prone, the sunlight . 
in his eyes. Sunlight ? Yes, the ckifting 
mists were finally clearing. 

But too late. The city had fallen to 
Su Thuar's horde, · and the surviving 
Stygians were fleeing from the brutal, 
triumph-Bushed invaders who pursued 
them through the stone streets. 

Captain Future tried to leap to his 
feet. Then he discovered that his hands 
were bound. He was in the central plaza 
of Dzong, with Otho similarly bound 
beside him and Joan · Randall standing 
under guard nearby. And Su Thuar was 
contemplating Captain Future with 
burning eyes. / 

"Pull them up I" snapped the Venu
sian criminal, and Curt Newton and Otho 
were roughly hauled to their feet by the 
guards behind them. 

Su Thuar laughed softly. 
"I wanted you Futuremen to be awake 

and conscious when I killed you," he 
told Curt Newton. "I wanted you to 
pay to the full for what you did to my 
brother and to me." 

Captain Future did not answer. His 
hopeless eyes were fixed upon the big 
heliograph in this plaza, its open shut
ters gleaming mockingly in the pale 
sunlight. 

He could hear the creaking drone of 
his radiation-generator from inside the 
council tower, still neutralizing the 
blight in this area. He had struggled so 
bard to build those things, only to be 
defeated finally by the unpredictable 
vagaries of shifting mists. 

Su Thuar seemed to gather rage from 
Curt Newton's calmness. 

"Yet I ought . to thank you, Future," 
·. he snarled. "I've got you to thank for 

the fact that I'm now master of this 
moon. Nobody can ever take it away 

from me. No ship of the System can 
ever land here to dispute my rule. · 

"And before you die," the Venusian 
hissed, "I want you to know something 
else. I want you to know what will 
happen to her." 

He gestured toward the pale face of 
Joan Randall. As he made that gesture, 
Su Thuar suddenly stiffened and glared 
past the girl. 

A man was stealing out of the council 
tower-a chubby, dishevelled man who 
was frantically trying to escape with. 
out being seen. 

"Valdane," yelled Su Thuar. "So this 
is what happened to you. You came here 
to warn them." 

"No, no, I didn't,'' shrieked Jon Val· 
dane in accents of terror. "No !" 

Wildly the financier started to flee, 
for he bad read death in the Venusian's 
eyes. But Su Thuar was after hiin with 
tigerish swiftness, raising his long stone 
dagger in his hand. 

The crude knife plunged into the 
stumbling Valdane's back. The financier 
choked, staggered and then fell forward, 
with his face crushed in death against 
the stones of the world whose wealth 
he had coveted. 

AN D  in that moment, Captain Future 
acted. He had felt his two guards' 

grip upon him relax a little as they 
turned to look. His body suddenly con
torted and then broke free from their 
grip like an uncoiling spring. 

Curt Newton plunged toward the 
lever that controlled the big heliograph, 
a score of feet away. His bound hands 
gripped the lever. He frantically jerked 
it back and forth. The glass shutters of 
the thing closed and unclosed swiftly 
as he began to spell code-letters in 
flashes. 

"C-o-m-e." 
"Curt, look out," screamed Joan Ran

dall. 
Captain Future leaped aside, and the 

reddened dagger which Su Thuar was 
bringing down on his back, dug into his 
shoulder instead. . 

The Futureman's bound hands seized 
the Venusian's dagger hand. He strug-
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gled for that instant, Su Thuar's raging 
eyes glaring into his. 

"Kill him, you fools," Su Thuar was 
yelling to his hastening men. "He was 
trying to signal to his friends." 

Fighting with mad ferocity, Otho was 
trying to get to Newton's side. 

There was a sudden thunderous roar, 
growing to deafening pitch as a dark 
bulk dropped down . upon them through 
the pale sunlight. 

"It's the Com�t l" came Joan Randall's 
frantic cry. "And the Patrol !" 

Su Thuar's horde was scattering in all 
direction as the little ship of the Future
men and the half-dozen grim, big Planet 
Patrol cruisers that followed it, landed 
swiftly upon the central plaza. 

Atom-guns of the descending ships 
sent bursting shells over the fteeing 
horde. And out of the Comet, the huge 
figure of Grag came plunging, his metal 
fists smashing heads like eggshells as 
he strode in the direction of Curt New
ton and Su Thuar. 

Su Thuar, his face livid, suddenly 
relaxed his hold on the dagger and 
turned to ftee. His sudden relaxation 
of pressure turned the weapon in New
ton's hands, and it drove into the Venu
sian's throat. 

Su Thuar tore away, choked with 
blood, foam on his lips, as he staggered 
a few steps and fell. Then he lay still 
beside the dead body of the financier 
whom he had murdered a minute before. 

"Curt I" cried Joan. She was free, run
ning to him. After she had cut the bonds 
from his wrists, she wound her arms 
around his neck. 

Grag's booming, excited voice inter
rupted them. "Chief, we were watching 
and when you sclld 'Come', we came. 
You've got the metal-blight licked here, 
haven't you ?" 

"The blight is conquered in this amall 
area." Captain Future answered. "The 
first thin' we've got to do ia to build a 
big enough generator and projector here 
to destroy the blight all over Styx." 

The Patrol was rounding up the men 

officers, there was no resistance. 
Curt Newton, Joan Randall and the 

Futuremen found Ezra Gurney in the 
heap of bodies by the shattered gate. 
Gurney was stunned, but no worse. Jim 
Willard and Lo Quior had suffered 
wounds, but would recover. But old 
Qu Lur, chief of the Stygians, had died 
fighting. 

Curt Newton spoke earnestly to Th' 
Tbaan, who now would be leader of the 
Stygian people. 

"Th' Thaan, you've had a lesson in 
the perils of pacifism and isolation when 
they're carried too far. I want your 
people to forget your old traditions, and 
join the rest of the Solar System, yield
ing authority to maintain order here to 
the Patrol." 

"We shall do so," the Stygian declared 
fervently. "All we ask is that our world 
shall not be overrun by aliens." 

"The System Government will take 
care it isn't," Newton assured him. "The 
diamond-deposits here, which might 
draw more unprincipled seekers, are 
going to become the property and trust 
of the Government itself, if my recom
mendation has any weight." 

JEFF LEWIS approached Newton. 
There was an embarrassed timidity 

in the producer's manner that contrasted 
oddly with his former bluntness. 

"Carson-1 mean, Captain Future," 
he corrected hastily, "what about our 
picture, 'The Ace of Space?' Jim says 
we'll find our films unharmed, but we 
still haven't made any scenes here on 
Styx, and can't make them without you." 

Curt Newton's lips twitched. "I see 
your difficulty. All right, I'll make a 
bargain with you." 

"What is it? Just name your condi
tions," Lewis said eagerly. 

"I'll help you make the last scene� 
here you need, as soon as you get new 
equipment, on condition th&t you and 
the troupe keep it secret that �he Cap
tain Future in the film is the real Cap
tain Future." 

of Su Tbuar's borde. With no weapons 
except blow-guns and clubs and knives, 
facing the atom-guns of the grim Patrol 

Jeff Lewis' face dropped. "But think 
of the worlds' of publicity it will mean 
if I'm able to advertise that the picture 
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has Future himseJf in it," he wailed. marine city, the wonderful special ef-
"You'll have publicity enough, with- fects, and eapecially the scenes on 

out that," Curt Newton answered firmly. remote Styx, have never heen preaented 
"Is it agreed?.. on a telepicture sereen before. 

The producer nodded heavily. "All "The hero--worship of our peoples 
right, it's agreed. But when I think of toward the Futuremen who have per
it, I could weep. The Futuremen them- formed such great exploits in our behalf, 
selves in my picture-and nobody will will make this film tke bicgest attrac
ever know it.'' tion in entertainment history. Its appeal 

is heichtened by the fact that it waa 

ON a night three months later, there partly made oft Styx at the very time of 
occurred in a New York telepie- the mysterious, set'lsatienal catastrophe 

ture theater the System-wide premiere that recently struck that world. 
of "The Ace of Space." "The story is a masterpiece of swift-

A packed audience cheered for min- paced writil'lg that still keeps c:losely to 
utes when the film ended. And when the facts of the Futuremen's past ex
they issued from the theater they found ploits. Tbe directiel'l and technical 
a tremendous crowd outside, who nearly effects are superb. The performances of 
crushed Jeff Lewis, Ron King and Lura Lura Lil'ld, Ron King and Rizo Thon 
Lind. have never been bettered. 

The most important telepicture critic "There is only one flaw in the picture 
in the System, on the next day, pub- to which exception ean be taken. That 
lished what became an epitome of the is the new actor who performs in the 
general reaction to the film. title role, Chlll'l Carsol'l. We hate to say 

" 'The Ace of Space' is the greatest it, but Carson is a misfit in this role. •� 
adventure picture ever made," he wrote. Let's hope that the next time Jeff Lewis 
"The terrifying scenes by the Fire Sea makes a film like this, he gets somebody 
of Jupiter, the incredible undersea epi- for it who can really look and act like �' 
sode filmed in an actual Neptunian sub- Captain J!l'uture." 

\ 
Next Issue: The World'• Create.t Spaee·Faren ill DAYS OF CREATION� 

Another Amazing Book-Length Novel by BRETT STERLING. 
• 



AI Tllarg fought llopeJINiy, zarren ftung ltereelf upon Krana•e tentaalee 

TO [)lJST . RETlJR�ETH 
By H EN RY KUTTNER · 

The Last Two Surviving Martians Try . to . Warn Earthmen 
Against the peadly Menace that Depopulated the Red Planet! 

T
HEY were the last Martians. was unscathed-as 1et. 

Together they crouched in con- Beneath them lay the frlction-black-
cealment among the red bushes ened shape of a space-ship, rocket jets 

atop the cUff, peering down at the silent, a long swathe of burned ruin 
Cursed Valley, shunned by their tace marking the path of its lattding. A few 
for centuries. To the eyes of an $arth• Earthmen moved near the open valve 
man they would have seemed hideous of the ship, unhelmeted. The air of 
and terrible-gaunt giant beasts, with Mars, tftough thin, was breathable to 
the plated hides of reptiles, six-legged them, rich in oxygen, if dty· and hot as 
and monstrous. There was the hutn of a furnAee blast. But th� two Mlirtians 
a ray-gun's beam along Tharg's ftank. to were staring farther up the valley, to 
mark his r�ent encounter vrith the 'Visi- 'khere a �quare building stood like a 
tors in the valley. �But Zarran, his mate, giant block of basalt, metal gates closed. 

93 
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Tharg's three eyes moved toward Zar
ran. She understood his deep-throated 
growl, for he spoke in her own tongue. 

"I tried to warn them. They did not 
understand. They tried to· kill me." 

"It ' is Krana's doing," Zarran said. 
"May the old gods curse the Rigellian 
and destroy him utterly ! The people 
from Earth are fools to listen to him." 

But Tharg shook his monstrous bead. 
"Have you forgotten why we are the 
last of our ra�e ? � We, too, listened to 
Krana-and it was the end of Mars." 

"Yes. That is true. The Rigellian 
has sucked our planet dry and now turns 
to Earth. I had hoped-" 

"Vain hopes," Tharg said harshly. 
"Nothing but violence can destroy 
Krana. He has grown hungry for blood 
in the last hundred years, · but he bu 
survived on other things. Wajting. 
Knowing that he could lure another 
world into his frightful trap." 

"Five thousand years," Zarran said. 
"He is immortal." 

lian. His defenses were invulnerable. 
If we had not created artificial bOdies 
to bouse our brains, we would have been 
wiped out/' · 

• 

"And now?" Zartan asked. "The race 
has died anyway. In these sluggish, 
cold-blooded beast bodies, clumsy and 
awkward, our minds have deteriorated. 
We can no .longer build. We can 
scarcely-understand. We are the last 
-humans-on Mars, Tharg. I wish we 
could kill Krana." 

Tharg lifted , a paw and regarded it. 
"How? We are too clumsy. We can
not use weapons. Our fangs are use
less against him. We are too slow, Zar
ran. We lost our chance five thousand 
years ago, when we list•ed to the Rigel
Han's lies. He is like a vampire, moving 
from planet to planet, destroying as he 
goes. The first spaceship that left Mars 
went to Io, seeking Krana, who had sent 
us the message telling us how to bpild 
the vessel. We thought, then, that he 
was friendly. So he slew Mars. Now 
be will slay Earth, unless we can stop 

BUT Tharg's fanged jaws gaped in him." 
· 

a snarling laugh. "Not be l The "It is dangerous,'' Zarran said quietly. 
Earthmen could destroy him - and "He cannot harm us, in these bodies." 
would, if they knew what he intended. "But, Tharg, we are the last. What 
Our race - we were too weak, when is it to · us if the Rigellian goes to 
Krana came. We did not understand. Earth ? We have so little-so little ! 
We were peaceful, decadent, and we let Years on a dying planet that was once 
him grow too strong. And then it was a paradise-twenty years at most, for 
too late. He had acquired weapons." we do not live long these days. You are 

Zarran turned bet head away. "One my mate, Tharg. I need you." 
thing I regret, Tharg. Perhaps only He hunched a heavy shoulder un-
one-"· . easily. "We should warn the Earthmen 

"What is that?" if we can. All that Earth is no'\;'V, Mars 
She did not look at him. "That I am was once. I think it is a debt we owe 

not a Martian in body. I do not like old Mars. Let me try again, Zarran." 
to be ugly in your eyes." "If you must. But be very careful. 

Tharg's huge body rose ; the Mar- Stay beyond range of their ' strange 
tian's snout rubbed gently along Zar- weapons." 
ran's sealed .cheek. "You are not ugly Tharg rested his head for a moment 
to me. You are my mate." on Zarran's neck, and then swung away, 

"Yes . . • yes. But once the Martians gliding noiselessly down the trail that 
were shaped like gods. I have seen the wound along the face of the steep cliff. 
sculptures in the dead cities under- His pads made no sound on the scarlet 
ground. It might have been wiser to rock. From above, Zarran craned to 
die five thousand years ago, rather than wat-ch him, her three eyes worried. She 
survive-thus." wished the Earthmen had never come. 

"We hoped,'' Tharg said. "Even then • Red dust blew choltingly down from 
we hoped. We could not fight the Rigel- the mountains, hot and acrid. Like a 
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winding·ahe�t it swept over the surface 
of the dying planet. • • • 

A short distance away, at the space� 
ship, Captain Jerry Easter jumped down 
from t�e open port of the hull, cough· 
ing and gasping. "Whew !" he re
marked. "We need respirators. How's 
the work goittg, boys?" 

"Pre� well," Andersqn said. The 
big Swede was chief engineer, in charge 
of the working gang. "We'll have the 
tubes ready by tomorrow, I figure. That 
fuel plays havoc wlth 'em." 

Captain Easter nodded. "Good. That 
beryl-steel alloy is tough, the toughest 
we could get on Earth, but it still isn't 
the metill Krana told us about. If we 
could have found that ore, those tubes 
would be okay now." · . 

"It doesn't exist on Earth," Andet• 
son grumbled. "We could get it on 
Mars, but we've no facilities for digging 
and smelting. Not nec.essary, anyway. 
I'm reinforcing the linings. That should 
de the trick." 

-

A LEAN, sun-tanned man in khaki 
wandered over, his gaunt, harsh 

face set in a scowl. Easter grinned at 
him. 

"Still want to go on a hunting trip, 
Dale?" 

Fenton Dale shrugged glumly. "You 
know why I came along. Krana warned 
us about those six-legged animals. He 
said they were plenty ferodous. I'd 
like to have the head of one of 'em. How 
about letting me wander off for a bit?" 

Easter shook his head. ''Sorry. No 
can do. Can't spare the men, attd no· 
body's going off alone if I can help it. 
You just got back from the Amuon 
country before signing up with us, Dale. 
Didn't you get enough game there ?" 

"Oh, well, I'm a hunter. It's in the 
blood. The chance of getting new ani
mals-" 

· "There was a creature like a deer by 
the spring this morning." 

· 

"l saw it," Dale grunted. "I don't 
klll deer. Rhinos, elephant, water buf
ralo are my favorite game. It's the 
sport of the gaine I like. A fair chance 
for both hunter and hunted. I don't 

shoot rabbits," Dale grunted. 
"You missed that six-legged lizard 

this morning." 
"I burned it a little-too bad about 

that. I could have killed it, but not 
without burning the head off. So I let 
it go. Only way to get big game is 
with a needle-beam, unless it's as big as 
an elephant. I'm bored. Might as well 
be back in New York." 

''Well, come on up the valley with 
me," Easter suggested. ''I'm going to 
pay a call on Kr-ana." He put a whistle 
to his mouth and blew shrilly, the blast 
thin in the attenuated air. A half dozen 
men, armed and ready, came tumbling 
out of the ship. 

They fell into line behind Easter and 
Dale. Anderson said, "Luck," and lifted 
a welding torch. Feet slogged into the 
omnipresent red dust. 

"How's the hothouse going?" Dale 
asked as they marched along. 

"Hothouse ?" 
"Krana's suite. The place you're fix

ing up for him in the ship." 
"Fair enough. It'll b_e ready soon. 

Krana's a self-contained unit. It's just 
a matter of moving him, chiefly." 

"He gives me the creeps," Dail said. 
Easter chuckled. "He is a bit odd. 

But he's the last Martian, and the race 
naturally evolved. Basically he's as hu
man as we are. He-look out !" 

Instinctively Dale went for his ray
gun. As they rounded a huge boulder, 
they had come face to face with · Tharg, 
fanged and hideous. The Martian beast 
had been drawing a design in the dust 
-mathematical symbols, and a chart of 
the solar system. It was necessarily 
clumsy wort, for Tharg's paws were 
awkward, but if the Earthmen recog
nized it for what it was, they would 
reali%e that Tharg was intelligent. 

But they did not see. A blast of hot 
wind gusted down, erasing the Mar
dan's work in a swirl of red . dust. Tharg, 
suddenly sick at heart, hesitated, almost 
too long. Dale's gun, set to need�e
beant. roared out like a thunderclap. The 
blast seared Tharg's plated bead as he 
tiived forward, crouching low, the im
pact of his great body scattering the 
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men right and left. 
For an instant there was sueh con

fusion that no one dared fire. Then 
Tharg was gone, ducking and dodging, 
losing himself among scarlet bushes. 

Dale holstered his gun. "Uh-huh," he 
said. "Krana's right. They're danger
ous. Next time 111 be ready." 

Easter said, "Well, he's gone now. 
Close shave, though. Come on." He led 
the way forward, toward the black cube 
near the head of the valley. 

Hidden in the shadows of a rock, 
Tharg" watched, shivering a little, as the 
duped Earthmen moved toward the lair 
of the Rigellian. 

FOR centuries the Cursed Valley had 
been shunned by Martians, and only 

genuine courage on Tharg's part could 
have brought him to disregarti the fetish 
of his race, the inbred conditioning of 
generations. He watched the Earthmen. 
They resembled the old Martians, be
fore the invulnerable cold-blooded 
bodies had been created. There were 
differences, of course, but the newcom
ers showed the traits of humanity-of 
civilized culture, not the ruthless dead· 
liness of Krana. 

Across the gulf of space and time 
Tharg's soul strained forward toward 
the-the other humans. :But the abyss 
of five thousand years lay between. It 
would not be an easy task he had set for 
himself-no. 

The terrible jaws gaped. How could 
he make the Earthmen realize Krana's 
true nature? He was handicapped by 
his android body. He could not write. 
He could not speak a toncue they would 
understand. Yet there might be a way. 

"Help me, gods of my people," Tharg 
prayed silently. "Give me guidanc�. 
You watched eur race rise, long and long 
age. A new race has been born on our 
sister world. Help me save them. Help 
me I For if the Earthmen take Krana 
back to Earth with them, theh civiliza
tion is doomed. The Rigellian is subtle 
and strong. He will pretend to be 
friendly, and gradually build defenses 
against all their weapons. Then he will 
strike. He will drink the blood of Earth, 

as he has sucked Mars dry. Even. now 
he ravens with hunger- and thirst. NQt 
for a hundred years has h.e had the drink 
he loves so weij. . . • Gods of Mal'� 
give me wisdom." 

:Sut no answer came from the star
shot purple sky. 

A half mile further on, metal gates 
swung open !lilently as the Earthmen 
tugged at the handles. The group en
tered the black cube, their eyes slowly 
accustoming themselves to the gloom. 
Sunlight slanted in through the portaL 
outlining the being that was Krana the 
Rigellian. 

He was a brain. 
He rested under a crystal hemisphere, 

and all around him wet:e. the mechanisms 
that were Krana's tools and · senses and 
body. There were eye-cells set in sock
ets at the ends of elastic tubes. There 
were handling�tenacles, coiled now and 
quiescent. There were other mecha
nisms whose functions the Earthmen did 
not know. 

A voice-diaphragm fluttered beneath 
the ·half·gl�be. ·and the brain pulsed a 
little, as though stirring to life. Through 
the gT.eat room the cold, emotionleas 
tone rang sharply. 

"I give you greetings. May I serve 
you in any way ?" 

Fascinated, Captain Easter- stared at 
the thing. He found his tongue a£ter a 
hesitant pause. 

'"By answering a few questions," the 
Earthman said. "We're preparing the 
cabin in which you're to be placed. The 
technicians have run into a few snags. 
What air pressure do tou need ? That's 
one thing. The others-" 

He went on quickly, listing the points. 
One by one Krana answered them, with 
unhurried efficiency. Easter's yeoman 
made notes on a stylo-pad. 

"Guess that's all," Easter said at last. 
"The ship will be prepared tomorrow, 
ready to go." 

"Pre-pared ?" repeated Krana. "Oh. 
I see. I am still not entirely familiar 
with :tour language. Though we have · 
spoken by radio now for more than a
a year. It was a long time to wait." 

"It took that long to build the ship," 

.� 
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Easter ezplained. �ven after we'd 
learned to talk the same language, and 
with au the detailed Instructions you 
gave us." 

"I am anxiou. to leave this dying 
world. Anxious to reach Earth. There 
is much knowledge I can give your 
scientists." 

"In about a week," Easter said. "After 
all, we haven't had a chance to look 
around. The geologist's yelling for 
samples. Our botanist is trying to argue 
me into letting hil21 leave the _ _  valley-• 

THE glass-eased creature interrupted 
him. 

�It woU'l4 not be wise. There are 
dan�t·beasts on Mars:' the toneless 
voic•· · said. "The sooner t leave, the 
better I shall be pleased." 

"I don't blame you. Living here alone 
for centuries? The last of your race, 
too. It's tragic.'' 

"I was afraid I woulcf die here." the 
Rigellian said. "But you have givett 
me new hope. On Earth I c:an live once 
more.'' 

"Right," Easter nodded. ''We must 
get back to the ship now, but we'll see 
you tomorrow." 

"Beware of the plated beasts wid( six 
legs. I have warned you before about 
them.'' 

"We'll kill any we see, .. Dale broke 
in. "On sicht I" 

Easter motioned towartl the door. The 
Earthmen went out. For a moment Dale 
lingered, and abruptly the tentacles at 
the base of the brain stirred and alith· 
ered toward h� as though moved by 
an avid, terrible hunger they could nc>t 
resiat. They froze then, abivering with 
the intenaity of the Rigellian's iron 
restraint. Dale went out, unconscious 
that death bad altnOft toucbed him. 

Night had come. Two moons bung 
like pale lanterns over the Cuned Val· 

/ley, veiled with the eternal redness of 
the dust. Fenton Dale, ray-gun in hit 
hand, stood in the shadow of the ship, 
peering away into the gloom. Some
thing had moved. Every night he paced 
restlessly back and forth within the lim• 
its :&:aste_r bad set, but never before bad . 

he seen this. 
What was it? 
He hesitated, glancing back at the 

men about the fire. Then he took an
other step, and another. What ceuld 
it be? 

On• ·ot the siz-legged beasts. He 
must have wounded it earlier that after
noon, for thfl creature was scarcely able 
to stand, ita last' pair ef legs useless as 
it dragged itself a1oay, threwing furtive 
glances over its scaled shoulder. It 
slipped into the shadow of a rock. 

Dale's }ips set. He had never left a 
wounded animal to die. And he did 
want that enormcus, ferocious head to 
hang over his fireplace back in New 
York. The animal couldn't "o mueh 
farther. It seemed ready to collapse 
now. Surely a few steps deeper into 
the gloom would tic no hann. 

But it was more than a few steps. The 
beast was tougher than Dale had 
thought. It stayed just out of range, 
leading him up the slope away from the 
ship. He bad gone nearly a mile be
fore he realiz:ed it. 

He halted. Erodell boulders towered 
around him. He had lost sight of the 
creature. Carefully Dale peered around, 
hi� gun leveled. 

There it was-dead, apparently f Ly· 
ing on its side, tongue lolling, eyes 
closed. 

·Dale moved &lowly, warily, to�d the 
beast. And a silent, terrible shadow 
launched itself frel!l the houlder above 
and behind him. There was no warn· 
ing as Zarran sprang down, her power
ful muscles hurling her on the man's 
back with the impact of a thunderbolt: 
Simultaneously Tharg leaped into ac· 
tion. His teeth closed on the ray-gun, 
wresting it from Dale's hand. 

But the Earthman was unconac:loua. 
Tharg pushed Zarran away and rolled 
the man over on his back, investigating 
carefully. 

"Pray that he is not dead, Zarran," he 
muttered. "If we struck teo hard, W!e 
have failed." 

"He breathes," Zarran said. '4He ia 
unconscious, that is all.'' 

"Good-good I And we have done 
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this quietly. Now help me, for we have 
a long journey before us." 

"You face death," Zarr� said som
berly, but she aided Tharg in lifting the 
man and hoisting him on the Martian's 
back. Together the two moved up the 
slope, their jaws keeping Dale in place. 
It was awkward, . but not itJ?.possible. 
They were inhumanly strong. 

ONWARD they ran tirelessly for 
many miles. • • , 

Both of them knew the way. The 
tunnel-mouth opened in the face of a 
cliff that still bore �arvings in the Mar
tian tongue, though the · qutsons were 
long since red dust blowing on the 
winds. Down the sloping passage they 
went. Furtive animal-feet pattered 
away. All other creatures on Mars 
feared the strong beast-bodies of the 
Martians • • • • 

A half mile underground lay Rohanel, 
one of the many dead cities that we� 
hidden beneath the planet's crust. Th.e 
dim radium-lights still lit the eav4m1� 
though many had died and all wer1! fad� 
itlg. No eroding winds could touch Ro-

. hanel, and the city lay as it had �en 
five thousand years ago, when Martians 
became beasts. 

"This way," Tharg said. "The medi
�al scjence centres. There is still power ; 
at least in some of the machines." 

They came to a building taller than 
the others, mounted on a ramp, and en
tered. There was little dust here. Com
plicated machinery lay where it had 
�een left, unrusted; for there was D9 
water-vapor in the air to corrode metals. 
On the walls were three-dimettsionat 
pictures taken from the history of Mars. 
zarran's eyes were wistful as she looked 
at the god-like figures of antiquity, 
ftriding over the world they ruled. . 
; But Tharg was more interested in the 

machines. He let Dale slide tG the 8oor, 
and with a muttered, "Watch him," 
ij,ped off, searching for what he needed. 
There was less power than be had hoped. 
t'ut one machine still worked, and, with 
l. little gasp .of relief, Thar_g returned to 
his mate. 
... "Come. Help me," he said. 

Silently Zarran obeyed. Awkwardly 
they dragged the Earthman through the 
rooms and managed to hoist him t• a . 
metal slab. Tharg paused, studying a 
switchboard in one corner. 

"The old Martians made it easy for 
us," he said. "There are buttons to be 
pushed, and those are clearly lahe�ed. 
But we must be sure.'' · 

He searched for the .televisor-recorder, 
found it, and with difficulty manipulated 

· the levers. Presently the details of the . 
operation were Bashing on the screen be
fore the two. 

"You understand?" 
Zarran nodded. "But it is horrible." 
"No," Tharg said, "it is not that. These 

machines were rpade five thousand years 
ago to transfer the brains of Martians 
into such bodies _as we wear now. They 
are almost r!)j)ots.· A���;l!uttons must 
be presq,4_;·;� the delfcltti;' .i'I:J.stments 
are . made ·· automatically. It was.�ne.oes-
8af1 . f-or such machines as these to -)!e. 
built, for beast-bodies could not k 
wain-surgery, of course. Now we simply 
reverse the procedure. My brain will go 
into the Earthman's skull, and his into 
mine." 

"A great risk, Tharg." 
"Not much of one, Zarran. In this 

body I ca,nnot help the Earthmen or 
destroy Krana. There is only one way 
left. Krana will not harm me, at least 
not much. Then, when all is ended, yo-q 
can bring me back here and use the ·sur· 
gery•machine again. The lta.ttJnitan's 
brain will be returned to his own body, 
and my brain to the body I wear now.'� 

• "Tbarg-" 
The Martian beast hunched a shoul

der impatiently. "The Earthman must 
be kept under a soporific, of course, or 
his mind might be banned by finding it
self in a beast body. Later be will awake 
remembering nothing. It is lucky that 
this machine, �t least, still works." 

Zarran was at a window. Tharg joined 
her. 

rraGETHER �ey looked out silent
I ly· over dead :&ohanel, where Marti

ans had once ruled as gods • 

"Those days are past," Tharg said 
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harshly. '"New civilizations arise. What 
is dead cannot live again." 

"We owe nothing to. Earth," protested 
Zarran. 

"There are lovers on Earth too, Zar
ran. Shall we who know what unhappi
ness is let the Rigellian bring his blight 
to our sister world ? Look ! On Earth 
there are cities like Rohanel. As Ro
hanel was ages ago. With la1,1ghter and 
joy and happiness and-well, all the 
things that w� two have never known. 
Zarran, I wisn I could have given you 
the past, the old, glorious past of Mars." 

"You are right, Tharg,'' she said .. Slow 
tears stole from the three eyes, down 
the bestial muzzle. "We must not let 
Krana destroy Earth. Yet I am a£raid. 
I love you, Tharg, and it would be lonely 
without you. But I would rather have 
you die first than let you face that ter
rible loneliness.'' 

They stood close for a brief moment, 
two monstrous figures whose shape 
hinted at nothing but bestial ferocity. 
Then, with a little gasp, Zarran moved 
to the switchboard. 

"I am ready, Tharg," said Zarran. 
He took his place on a metal slab be

side the Earthman. Zarran pressed a 
button. There was a low, rising drone. 
X-ray lights Rashed out invisibly, the 
preliminary investigation of the sur
gery-machine. 

Sleep-vibration, focused down to a 
tight beam, brought unconsciousness to 
Earthman and Martian alike. Side by 
side they lay, a� delicate precision ap
paratus swung into motion for the tre
panning operation-a man and a beast .. 

And, at the controls, Zarran worked, 
trying with careful movements to over
come the handicap of her awkward paws. 
The science of the old Martians was 
still powerful. They had built better 
than they knew. . • . 

Hours went by. 
It was past dawn when Zarran and 

Tharg returned to the Cursed Valley. 
Red dust blew like a shroud through the 
ochre tup at their feet. The black cube 
that housed Krana crouched with an odd 
air of menace far down, and there were 
Earthmen about the spaceship, moving 

here and there with an appearance of 
haste. 

"They have ·missed their companion,'' 
Zarran said, looking at her companion. 
She caught her breath, still unused to 
the transformation. 

Squatting beside her was no Martian, 
but the body of Fenton Dale, dusty and 
disheveled, his garments torn, but the 
ray-gun still in its holster. The oper
ation had been successful, except for one 
thing. 

The Earthman bad died. 
Tharg's human throat awkwardly 

formed unaccustomed sounds. It was 
difficult to bring out the harsh gutturals 
of the Martian tongue. 

"We could not help it, Zarran. But 
we were not to blame. There was too 
great a difference between Martian and 
Earth bodies." 

"I was sorry he died." 
"So was I. But there was no other 

way. Had he known what we know, I 
think he would not have minded dying. 
Also, he passed in his unconsciousness, 
so there was no pain." 

"But your own body, Tharg ? Are you 
certain the machine can reverse the oper
ation ?" 

"":! es. The beast body is being kept 
alive till my return. Now you know 
what we must do. I must enter the 
Rigellian's lair alone and unseen, so 
he will do what he will do. You must 
give him time enougb for that. Then 
you must lead the humans into Krana's 
stronghold. I had hoped I might be 
able to use Earth weapons, but-this is 
not my body. I cannot use it well." 

"I can scarcely understand you," Zar
ran acknowledg�. 

AWKWARDLY Tharg took out the 
gun; fumbled, and dropped it, 

Stooping to recover it, he fell heavily. 
After a moment he scrambled up, thrust• 
ing the heat-gun back in its holster. 

"I am used to running on six legs, not 
on two. It is like moving under water. 
I must be. careful that the Earthmen do 
not see me before I reach Krana. Now 
I must go." 

Like a puppet figure he knelt, His 
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groping arms found Zarran's terrible vious visits did not count. They had 
head and hugged it roughly to his breast. always come in groups of at least six, 
Then he was up and stumbling away and Krana had not dared to touch them. 
without a glance behind. He was gambling for higher stakes. For 

Pain . . .  and pain ! Thi s new body the Earth itself ! 
-he had not told Zarran that it was al- But now one Earthman......one only� 
most impossible to control it, that agony was here. His body could be�-destroyed. 
shot through him at every step, that his There would be no trace, no clue to 
brain was shaking with nausea and red point to Krana as the killer. And not 
fire. After brain transplantation the pa- for a hund'red years had Krana tasted 
tient required a month of complete rest blood. 
and immobilization. Tharg had begun Yet he waited_, perhaps still a little 
the journey back to the Cursed Valley suspicious, wondering why the Earth-
immediately on his awakening. man had come alone. 

He did not look back. He lurched on, Tharg took another step. His new 
keepin-g low, taking a roundabout route. body failed him, and he crashed down, 
The Earthmen must not see him yet. striking h·is head on the metal floor. 
Not till he ha.d entered the Rigellian's When he rose, a trickle of blood was 
house. After that, there would be time crawling down his cheek. 
enough. Blind, ravening hunger drove sanity 

He knew the way. But, with his pain- from the Rigellian's mind. The great 
racked body, it took longer than he had tentacles lashed out, coiling about 
thought. The sun blazed down through Tharg, lifting him inexorably. He 
the thin air. The red dust choked him;. gropep fur the ray-gun, but his human lt l 
He was nearly blind, unaccustome-d to fingers were too subtle for him, and the �I the optical muscles of his new . body. - weapon failed to fire.- Long tubes shot 
And dual vision was strange to him as from their places of conee�ent at the l 
well. base of the structure that housed the f' 

But Tharg went on, circling, till he brain. Krana's mouths opened hungrily. i reached the black cube. He risked a 
swift glance toward the spac�ship. The THARG fought, hopelessly. But the 
Earthmen were not coming. Good. tentacles only tightened. The leech-

With difficulty he pried open one of like mouths fastened on him, stinging 
the metal doors, leaving it slightly ajar painfully. A ropy coil gagg�d him, so 
so that Zarr-an could enter later. He that he could not cry out for aid, 
slipped through the gap into gloom. A "Now, Zarran !" h� thought, as though 
violent shudder went through him. she coulg hear. "Now-now !" 

The lair of the Rigellian. Krana could Slte flashed in through the narrow 
not have harmed him in the beast body, opening of the door, panting, her six 
but now he was vulnerable, horribly so. legs flashing. She had not failed. In

There was silence, and deep gloom. stantly Zan·an saw what had happened, 
Nothing moved. B_ut Tharg felt an in- and without pausing she flung herself 
tent, impersonal g!lze directed upon him. at the brain. Her terrible jaws gaped 

He began to see, though dimly. The wide, a roar of unleashed savagery burst
brain under the glass shell. The in- ing from her thr<>at. 
numerable tool-devices-Krana's arms A tentacle caught her before she could 
and weapons and senses. reach the crystal hemisphere. Sh-e fought 

The brain pulsed and pulsed a�ain. it unavailingly. 
But still the tentacles held motionless, The doers were swung wide. Sun
as though waiting. Tha.rg took a lurch- light poured in with blinding intensity. 
ing step forward. Then another. Silhauetted on the threshold were the 

For the first time i n  a hundred years figures of more than a dozen Earthmen, 
a warm-blooded being was within the led here by Zarran. And their guns 
Rigellian's reach. The Earthmen's pre- were out. 



,_., 

Captain Easter was in the lead. He 
stopped short, staring. 

"Dale I" he said. His voice was quite 
toneless. Abruptly it rose to a shout. 

"The thing's killing Dale I" h� yelled. 
"Blast it to smithereens, boys-blast it 
to cinders I" 

Quicker than thought the Rigellian's 
tentacles uncoiled, finding the Earth· 
men, prisoning them, dragging them 
close. But Krana was not dealing with 
decadent, peace-loving Martians now. 
Earthmen were a race of fighters, trained 
to meet danger with bellowing guns. 
Rays flashed out from the brain's base, 
searing and deadly. To be met by other 
rays-equally deadly I 

The thunderous concussion of ray
guns boomed through the chamber. And 
blast after blast centered on the crystal 
dome that protected the brain. Earthmen 
died there, but as they died their fingers 
contracted on. the triggers and sent a 
last flaming bolt at the brain. Easter 
was shouting harshly, roaring curses, 
firing again and again at the Rigellian. 

Under that terrific barrage the crystal 
cracked, melted and burst apart. Krana, 
the Rigellian, died with the searing 
blasts of Earthmen's guns avenging all 
the people and worlds he had slain. 

The tentacles dropped, lifeless. 
Only after Easter had counted his 

dead-four-did be remember Dale and 
the six-legged beast. But when they 
looked, their quarry had gone . . . .  

Far away on a cliff-top, among scarlet 
bushes, Zarran crouched watching the 
Earthman body of Tharg, motionless 
where it had fallen after the stumbling, 
dodging run up the slope Tharg's face 
was turned up toward the purple sky, 
and he was breathing in great gasps. 
With a gasp he opened his eyes and 
looked at her. 

"Krana is-slain?,
. asked Tharg. 

"The Rigellian is dead," Zarran said. 
"The Earthmen return to their ship. We 
have been here for many hours, Tharg. 
You have been sleeping. I was-1 was 
afraid to move you." 

After a moment Tharg moaned. "You 
have guessed, then, Zarran?" 

"That you are dying? Yes. Yes, I 
know." 
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"The-the shock of transplanting the 
brain-the bodies were too dif£ erent
and there was no time to grow accus
tomed to the new form . • • .  The Earth· 
man died during the operation, but I 
was stronger." 

"You knew, even then, Tharg, that tbia 
would mean death.'' 

"Yes," Tharg said. "I knew. But 
what could I do, Zarran? Could I have 
turned back?" 

Sadly the beast's bead swung away. 
(Concluded on page 117) 



THE �0.4�0RJ>HOSIS OF SI�ON WRIGHT 
Roger Newton Preserves Simon Wright's Min d from Oblivion and, 
as The Brain, the Doughty Old Scientist Begins the Task of Turn
ing Curt Ne wton into a Wonder-Being, Captain Future! 

S
IMON Wright wu dying, and he knew it. 
He lay In hil cot in the monastic little 
bedroom adjoining his beloved labora

tory1 and calmly estimated how many hours 
of hfe remained to him. 
Hie silvery head waa raised upon the pil

low, and bia austere, wrinkled face was un
perturbed as he looked down at his thin, angular body and wasted hands. Yet the ap
proach of death did not find the old aclmtiat 
whoUy without regret. 

"If I'd only been able to live Ion« enough 
to help Roger finish our experim.enta," he 
thourht. "It's a pity that a man spends a life
time learning how to do hi• ·work, and then 
has to die before he c:an uae hJa knowled&'e." 

The door opened, and a atalwart, red-hafred 
youn1 man whose spectacled face- waa pale 
and worried come into the little room. 

"How are you now1 Simon?" esked Roger 
- Newton anxioualy. 'That laat atiDlVlant I 

gave you--" 
· "Wore off in lUI hour," Simon Wright 
answered calmly. "It's no use, :Roger. You 
can't patch up a machine that'a worn out with 
use. And that's what my body i&--a worn
out machine." 
He shrugged wea.ldy and continued. 

"There's no reason to feel badly about it. 
I've had a long and fairly useful life. Now 
my time has come." 

"But it's such a wa.te of genius for you to 
die when your knowledge could benefit bu-

�EET THE HJTtJHWE� ! 
In this cfap.utmant. which Is a ragular feature 

of CAPTAIN FUTURE, we aequalnt you furth., 
with the compenlons of CAPTAIN FUTUIU: "''""'' yeu have met i11 our compJ.t. i>oo ... l�t��vth novel. Hara you aNt +old the off..fha-tacotcl storiet of tltelr 
lives oncl anecdotes plucked from their c:ar .. n; 
Follow thl$ depertment clowly, for it contains ma11y 
lnterasting and fascinating facts to supplement 
those you read in our f .. tured novah. 

manity so much," burst out Roger Newton. 
"Nature is wasteful," myrmured the old 

scientist. "It's her way." 
Roger Newton Has an Inspiration 
Newton waa aUent for a few minutes. A 

queer emotion aeemed to posaess him. His 
apectacled hee had a breathless look on it 
when be finally spoke. · 

"Simon, maybe your mind could continue to 
live after your body dies.." 
He rushed on. "Remember all the advances 

we've made ln tissue-culture recently? Iao
lated living hearts and other organs have been 
kept alive indefinitely in aerum-cues. Even 
brains have been kept alive ao.'' 

Startled andentanding showed In Simon Wright's old eyes. "You're proposing to remove my brain into 
a serum-case and keep it alive there?" he said 
after a pause. "But what good would that 
do? I wouldn't be able to bear or see or do 
anythinr else but think. .. 

"No, listen," continued the younger aclen
tiat earneatly. "I've always believed that it 
should be pouible to connect artificial org<U11 
of speech, hearing and sight to an isolated 
human brain li"YiDg in aerum. I tried it with 
a rab�Jit'a brain anli wu aucceasfuL ADd 
thourh the human brain la much more com
p.lu, I still believe it could be done." 
Simon Wright hrooded in sileuce upon the 

aatoundin& proposal. Deapite hia deep wish 
to continue hie ,.,_esearchea, he felt a revulsion 
from the pro1peet that had been propoaed to 
him. 
He waa a normal man. But he would not 

be one any longer, if he underwent this change. 
He would be somethin& more, or less, than a 
man. 

Wright's Duty to Science 
"Think, Simon, of the work ron could tlo, 

the years of research ahead o you," urred 
Roger Newton. "It's your duty to humanity 
to keep your vast 15cientifie skill and knowl
edge alive." 

lOZ 
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"I wouldn't be able to do anythlnr myself, .. 
muttered the old man, voicing the doubt that 
waa deepest in his mind. "Pd have no hands, 
no body." . 

"I'd be your hands," Newton declared ea�er
]y. "Together we could r;o on with our work, 
instead of leaving it half-finished as it must 
remain if you die." 

That argument persuaded Simon Wright. 
He bad long ago outlived most human emo
tions, but the flame of scientific passion still 
burned bright within him. 

"All right, Roger," he said finally. "I'm will
ing to try it. But you will have to prepare 
the eerum-case quickly, for I have not lo� 
to live." 

The neltt few da_ys were ones of frienziedly 
urgent preparation by the younger scientist. 
Only bia powerful stimulants were keeping 
the dyinc old ecientist alive. 

Newton prepared the square serum-can of 
transparent metal. At its center was a shock
proofed chamber molded to receive a human 
brain. A maze of artificial arterin led to 
this chamber to supply the living brain with 
a constant flow of serum which would fur
nish its cells nutritional elements and carry 
away fatigue-poisom. 

The serum wu eonatantly circulated by a 
aeries of tiny, ingenious pumps inside the 
case. These forced the serum ceaselessly 
through purifying filters. The compact atomic 
motors of the pumps would run almoat ill
definitely without attention. 

Two ."ears" that were really aenaitive micro
phones were fixed to the aides of the serum
case. From them, electric wires ran to the 
brain-chamber. Similarly, :Roger Newton 
mounted on the front of the caae two photo
electric eyes with artificial retinas. They 
were fixed upon the ends of movable metal 
stalks so that the direction of gaze could be 
changed. Wires ran also from these to the 
central brain-chamber. 

The speech-apparatus was the most difficult. 
The production of intelligible speech by com
pletely artificial means had been achieved 
in the so-called "voder," far back in 1939. :But 
to build such a device into small space and 
articulate its controls stretched all Roger 
Newton's superb abilities. 

Aided by Wright's Genius 
The younger scientist could not have done 

all this, alone: It was the coastant advice 
and aid of the dying Simon Wright that made 
possible completion of the eerum-caae, after 
four days and nights of toil. 

Roger Newton stumbled to the side of his 
dying friend on that fourth night. "It's all 
ready, Simon--but I can't do it tonight," he 
husked. "My hands are too unateady for the 
operation. I must sleer, first." 

Simon spoke as calm y as though of another 
person. "I wiU be dead before morninr;, if 
my self-diagnoais is correct. You must do 
it now." 

"I can't-! won't!" cried .Newton. "It 
would be murder." 

He flung out of the room. But in a half
hour, he returned. Hia self-control bad come 
back. 

"You are right, Simon. It ihust be now." 
Roger Newton's young wife .eerved aa his 

auistant u he prepared for the appalling 
task of lifting a man's living brain from his 
skull and transferring it undamaged to the 
serum-case. 

Simon Wright lay upon the table in the 
laboratory and looked up at their pale faces 
with afFection. 

"If you fail, thia is goodbye," he murmured. 
Then the anaesthetic hissed into his nostrils 

and he Jmew nothing more. 

The Brain Awakes 
He awakened slowly. His first sensation 

waa of a curious lightness and buoyancy. 
Then he heard sounds, oddly echoing. 

"Simoa, can you hear me? Can you bear?" 
He tried to open his e�s. Light blinded 

him. His vision seemed to focus queerly. 
Then he saw Roger and Elaine Newton 

bending over him. There was awe in their 
faces. 

Simon realized the truth. The transform
ation had been accomplished. He was now 
a brain living in an artificial ease. That ac:
eounted for his un.usual feeling of lightness 
and buoyancy. He no longer had a dying, 
weakened body dragging at his mind. 

He attempted to apeak. The effort of will 
actuated the controls of the little voder
device in his ease. He heard his voice as a 
metallic, rasping monotone. "I -hear, Roger. 
Hard-form worda-eorrectly-" 

And then, witb a feeling of triumpb, "My 
mind�lear, sttOlJ&', now-we can co on with 
our-work." 

He tested his new senses. He could bear 
with greater clarity than ever before. His 
eyes had perfect vision. 

Weelal went by, and Simon Wricht felt 
more at home in his strange new body. The 
absence of .Pain and weakness gave him a 
clarity of !Jllnd he had never attained before. 
He did not even need sleep. 

His case rested uaually on the laboratory 
table. There, he either advised aad supe!'· 
intended Roger Newton in their joint re
searches, or studied volumes from 'their ex
tensive scientific library. 

They often asked him anxious questions. 
"Do you feel ali right, Simon? You're not 
sorry you made the change?" 

"No, I'm not sorry in the least," be re
plied truthfully. "I'm happy in the knowledge 
that I ean continue my work." 

That was true. But in Simon Wrlght'a 
mind there was one doubt, one foreboding, 
that he never mentioned. It was the shadow!� realization that he was unable to do any
thing him1elf. 

He had never lived a life of physical action. 
But this realization that he would be unable 
to perform any physical act, no matter how 
dire the emergency, was the one flaw in his 
contentment. It bred in him a gnawing in
feriority comple::a: that he cotild not conquer. 

, Captain Future is Born 
Months palled. In the Moon-laboratory 

beneath Tycho c!'ater, where they had taken 
refuge from Vidor Corvo and the others 
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wbo bad aoD&hf � rob their Kientific secrets, 
Elaine Newton 1 son was born. 

The Brain looked down from hit table at 
Grag and ·O'tho playing with �he crowing, red
haired infant. Secretly, he wished that he 
could join them. He, too, leved little Curtis 
Newton. But he ceuld do nothing but look 
on. "If I weren't only so utterly helpleat," he 
thought, brooding over hill inferiority. "I 
never thought it would make any diJference. 
But it does." 

Grag and Otbe went out to excavate cer
tain metallic ores from a vein they had opened 
in the wall of Tycho crater, some miles away. 
Roger Newtoll and the Brain were planning 
a spaceship of new deeign, and were gather
ing mat•riala for the purpose. 

An hour later, the airlock door of the Moon
laboratory sud4enly bunt open. Four men 
in apace-suit11, carrying heavy atom-guns, 
atrode into the room. The Brain looked up 
startledly from the table upon which he bad 
been studying a formula. He Instantly rec
ocnised, through the g 1 a e s i t e helmet, the 
dark, hawklike face of the intruders' leader. 

"Victor Corvo !" cried Simon. "Roaer, call 
Grag and Oth�" 

Newton aprang toward the talaudio trans
mitter on the table. He never completed the 
movement. 

A Cowardly Murder 
Corvo'• atom-gun blasted two crackling 

bolts of fiery energy. One 
. 

cut down Roger 
Newton, killmg him inatantly. The other bolt 
drove into the side of his youthful wife as 
she sprang forward. 

Simon Wright raved in his metallic voice, 
�ossessed by wild fury. The men behind 
Corvo atared at the Brain in uneasy wonder. 

"What is �t thing ?" one of them · de
manded. 

Corvo laughed. "It's Simon Wright, the 
old scientist-or what'a left of hlm. I heard 
about it. Newton put his brain in that caae. 
That's all he ia--a harmless brain in a box:• 

Hia voice rose in triumph. "I told you we'd 
finally track Newton down. Now start going 
through this place. I want every scrap of 
paper, every formula and diagram in it. New
ton anli Wright worked out secrets worth bil
lions. We're going to take them all,-and 
we'll take t�t Brain with us, to explain anytbJng we can t understand." 

Simon W ri&ht writhed mentall:y in an
guish. Roger Newton and his w1fe were 
dead. And now Corvo and bia band were cob1g to take aU the dead man's scientific 
work and turn it to criminal purposea. 

He must prevent that. But bow could he ? 
He was just what Corvo had taunted him with 
being, a hel!Hess brain in a box. He could 
do nothing. If only Grag and Otho were here I 

Simon Wright had a sudden wild idea. He 
waa resting on the table only a few inches 
away from the telaudio transmitter which 
they used fer communication with Otho and 
Grag when the two went out. He hai no banda with wbich to turn en the transmitter. 
But maybe there wu a way. 

He glanced at Victor Corvo and his men. 
Ignoring the whimpering baby and the two 

atill figures on the ftoor, the criminal& wfle ' 
searcbfng through the files and record-cab�a c 
with feverish baste. ' 

• Simon made an effort of will, and extenaed -Ina eye-stalkl toward the telaudio transmit- ; 
ter's awitch-paneJ. His right eye touched tbe 
switch-button. It pressed, and there waa a · clicl:. The instrument was on. The Brain at 
once spoke loudly, aa though to Victor Corvo. 
"You are going to die for killing' Roger New- . 
ton, Corvo." 

CorvG turned, and laughed. "A bodilen 
brain, threatening me I" 

"You are a dead man now," Simon Wright 
said coldly. "Vengeance is coming-terrible 
vengeance." 

From the airlock, two �es burst into 
the Moon-laboratory. Otho a space-auit re
ceiver had picked up the telaudio call, and he 
and Grag had come. They stood, Incredible 
personifications of unhuman rage as they saw 
the bodies upon the floor. 

"Gragl Otbo ! Kin!" yelled the Brain. 
With a booming roar, Grag leapt forward. 

And the raging android was close behind the 
mighty robot. 

Corvo and his men .tried to raite their guns, 
but were battered down bY. Grag't .huge metal 
fists and Otho's whirling blows. The four 
criminals lay dead in leas than a minute. 

They found then that Elaine Newton was _ 

not quite gone. She whispered a word, and 
Grag put the whimpering baby beeide her. 
Then she looked up with fading eyes. 

"Simoni" she whispered. "You prevented 
them from killing Curtie too, as they would 
have done." 

She choked, then went on. "I leave him to 
the care of you three. You are the only ones 
I can trust to rear him safely. Keep him 
here upon the Moon, antU he grows to man-
hood." · 

"We will," promised the Brain, wrung by 
tragic crief. 

And with confidence and content in her 
eyes, Elaine Newton died. 

The Brain Becomes Chief 
Grag and Otho turned instinctively to 

Simon Wright, as though to a leader. He 
conquered his agonized grief and spoke to 
them. 

"We will do what Elaine asked," said the 
Brain. "Together, we can protect little 
Curtis from his father's enemies who still 
li�e. And together, we can atve him an educa
tion such as no man ever ha1 bad." 

And as he spoke Simon Wright realiaed 
that that feeling of inferiority that had so 
shadowed his new existence during the last 
months was now gone forever. 

He had been unable to �revent the moat 
saddening tragedy of his ltfe. But he had 
revenged that tragedy. He had proved to 
himself that he was not utterly helpless, that 
he was no mere thinking brain. 

Later, he promise�! himself, he would work 
until he had devised for himaelf a means of 
uaing magnetic: beams u limbs to give hlm 
free pewera of mcvement and action. But 
even without that, he would never again be 
haunted by that secret doubt of himself. 
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The Jovian ttretched out hll hand, anjl his ftngertlpa seemed to tpurt light once more 

Th� Companions of Sil"ius 
E}' WILLI4� �ORRISO� 

Trapped Aboard a Spaceship by Three Ferocious Criminals, Ross 
Jameson and Lora Page Struggle to Balk a Sinister Scheme ! 

MARTIAN in the uniform of the sighted eyes peered at Jameson respect
ship's crew came padding down fully. "You are Mr. Kendrick?" 
the passageway, and Ross Jame- ·Without volunteering his name, Jame-

son looked up quickly. His nerves were son shook his head. 
on edge, and the seeming stealth of the "So sorry. Excuse me again, sir." 
man's approach had startled him. But Then he was gone, almost as abruptly 
the Martian, a small slender man with as be bad come. James on looked after 
an abnormally large head, seemed so him absently, and his thoughts turned 
apologetic, that Jameson's anger died once more to this trip he was making, 
away half-formed. as he wondered what had disturbed'his 

"Excuse me, sir." The Martian's short- ordinary calm. 
106 



THE COMPANIONS OF SIRIUS 1 07 

It certainly was not because of any 
danger to the giant spaceship. The 
Sirius was as large as the average aster
oil'l with a two-mile overall length, and 
a maximum width of about a fifth that, 
too big and too well-equipped to worry 
about the dangers of small meteors, 
space-warps, and the other evils that 
beset less magnificent vessels. No ship 
of its size had ever been lost, and its 
fifteen thousand passengers had every 
right to feel as safe and as confident as 
if they had been on their home planets. 

Jameson stared through the transpar
ent metal side-port at the distant yellow
ish disk that was Jupiter, and searched 
his mind. It was not the importance of 
his mission that worried him, or the 
mystery surrounding the vast treasure 
the ill-fated Radium King had carried 
which caused this new concern. Nor 
was it some mystic intuition, that opera
ted beyond the perception of ordinary 
human senses. No, some definite, almost 
tangible peril had come to his attention, 
but due to something he had either seen 
or heard. He had probably not even 
noticed the incident at the time, and 
now memory was kicking up trouble in 
his subconscious mind, disturbing him 
with a vague warning of disaster ahead. 

S
OFT footsteps were making them

selves heard again down the corri
dor, this tirrie with nothing of stealth 
about them. He glanced up, and imme
diately forgot the things that had been 
worrying him. The sight of Lora Page 
often had that effect on people, and after 
several weeks together on the Sirius, 
Ross Jameson had become so condi
tioned to her that a "glance from her 
eyes was enough to make him grin. If 
his mission had not been as important 
as it was, he would have realized that 
he was in love. 

"So you've been following me," he 
said. "This is flattering.'' 

There was no answering smile on her 
face. "Not exactly. I've followed you 
for a purpose." 

"So I gathered." 
"You don't understand," she returned 

angrily. "Ross, a man's been asking 

questions about you. He did it skil
fully, casually, but I wasn't fooled. You 
haven't told me what your mission is on 
this ship, but I think it wouldn't hurt 
you to know things." 

"It wouldn't. What did this man want 
to learn-and what did he look like?" 

"He was tall and gray-haired, and 
somewhat pompous. I'd have called him 
a doctor or a professor. And he was 
interested in your habits aboard this 
ship. I gathered that. He was curious 
about what time you ate your meals, 
where you went when you had time to 
spare." 

"I suppose he could have learned that 
directly by keeping an eye on me." 
Jameson's eyes narrowed. "But perhaps 
he was afraid I'd notice if I were being 
followed." He was silent a moment, 
thinking. "The description doesn't mean 
anything to me, Lora, but thanks any
way. I think we'd better get back." 

The words died away on his lips. For 
the man she had so sketchily described 
was approaching, down the corridor, 
accompanied by the man in uniform who 
had •previously made his appearance. At 
the same time, from the other end of the 
corridor, there appeared a tall, burly 
Jovian with the characteristic stupid 
expression that badly belied the shrewd 
intelligence of the great planet's natives. 

Jameson reached for the slender 
weapon he kept in a side pocket, but it 
was already too late. A thin beam of 
light came from the Jovian, apparently 
from his fingertips, and Jameson's arm 
fell to his side paralyzed. The gray· 
haired man with the pompous manner 
wagged his head reprovingly. 

"You shouldn't have forced us to do 
that, Mr. Jameson. We hadn't intended 
to be crude." 

He exchanged a glance with the 
Jovian. The man from Jupiter simply 
nodded. 

"Excellent work, Bard." The gray
haired man turned to Jameson once 
more. "And now, my dear sir, let me 
introduce myself. I am Dr. Alfred 
Karem. This little gentleman beside me, 
who at the moment appears to be a Mar
tian-! assure you, he really is not-is 
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Onk Enders. Bard Barsen, you have, 
to your regret, already met." He smiled 
paternally. "I need hardly tell you what 
we desire." 

"No." Jameson almost barked the 
word. "But it won't do you any good. 
You won't :et it." 

"My dear fellow !" Dr. Karem seemed 
amused. "I was supposing you bad 
beard of us." 

"I've heard of you, all right. You're 
the Companions of Sirius. You're sup
posed to have been on every trip the 
Sirius has made since its maiden voyage. 
You're supposed to have committed 
every crime from cheating at cards to 
murder aboard her, and never been 
caught. And if you expect me to be 
afraid of you, I am. But I still insi!tt 
that I can't tell you what you want to 
know." 

"For a man who should be paralyzed 
with fear, you seem remarkably calm. 
You are not, I hope, counting on being 
rescded." · 

"It won't do you any good." 

T
HIS time it was Bard Barsen �o 

spoke. His voice was surprisingly 
soft and gentle, and at the sound of it, 
Jameson started. He knew now why he 
had been so uneasy a few minutes before. 

Barsen's voice was that of a famous 
philanthropist he had been listening to 
in one of the ship's salons not many 
hours before. Jameson had heard the 
philanthropist broadcast a speech once 
on Earth, and he had been surprised at 
the difference between the man's con
versational tone, and his voice when 
addressing an audience. He had ascribed 
that difference to the effects of a micro
phone. But subconsciously, the explana
tion had left him dissatisfied. Now he 
knew, at last, the true reasqn. 

Barsen went on. "The ship, as you 
may know, is divided into separate com
partments, to cut.Gown the danger from 
stray meteors. I've locked off this entire 
section. And I've posted warning signs, 
to keep peop!e out. We're not going to 
be interrupted ." 

"I'm not counting on being rescued. 
The fact is simply, I don't know what 

you want." 
Dr. Karem's eyebrows went up. "�r

haps, Jameson, I neglected to explaip 
to you that we are not idiots." 

"You did neglect that. But all th-e 
same, I can't tell you what you expect 
to learn. You're after the whereabouts 
of the Radium King. Like everyone 
else, you're aware that she carried a 
cargo of radioactive iron, which is a 
bit more valuable than radium itself. 
Somehow, you've gathered that I'm on 
a mission to find her. But I do not, at 
the moment, know where she is." 

The little Martian spoke, and oddly 
enough, his tone was still respectful, 
still in keeping with the uniform be 
wore, as if once he set out to play a 
part, he played it to the end. · 

"Y 01,1 would not like us to persuade 
you, would you, Mr. Jameson?" 

Dr. Karem sighed. "I'm afraid that's 
our only course, Onk, unless he talks." 

Barsen cut in before ] ameson could 
answer. "It's a long time since I had 
to use internal ftame heating on a man 
that wouldn't talk. I'd like the chance 
to get in practise again." 

Dr. Karem had been neglecting the 
girl. Now he looked at her and smiled. 
"I suppose, my dear young lady, that 
living a sheltered life, as you have done, 
you've never even heard of internal 
flame heating. The effects are some
what difficult to descri\le. Somewhat 
as if fire were burning within one's 
veins, I'm gLven. to understand. How
ever, perhaps you yourself will en
lighten me on that point yourself a bit 
later on, if Mr. Jameson persists in his 
determination to talk nonsense ... 

Jameson's eyes ran over the figures of 
the three men. He knew what an inter
nal ftame heater was like--carefully con
trolled, the device was useful in the 
treatment of disease-and he decided 
that none of the men had the parts of 
the machine on their persons. They 
would have to bring it here from their 
rooms. That would give him a little 
time. 

"Never mind me," the girl was saying. 
"Don't tell them anything you den't 
want to, Ross." 



THE COMPANIONS OF SIRIUS 109 

"I can't. whether I want to or not, 
Lera. I was suppo�d to get some infor
mation about the Radium King from a 
government officer on Jupiter. That 
might have enabled me to figure out her 
whereabouts. Aa it is-" He shrugged, 
noticing that his paralyzed shoulder was 
beginning to move again-"these gen-

• tlemen have struck a little too soon.'' 
Dr. Karem was beginning to look 

exasperated. "Perhaps, Jameson, you 
don't understand what I propose. If you 
give us the information I desire, neither 
you nor Miss Page will suffer. We shall 
release you, and disappear into the 
crowd of passengers. With our talent 
for disguise, we shall be in no danger. 
It is only if you persist in your stub
bornness that we shall prove obnoxious." 

"Sorry, Dr. Karem." An idea was 
beginning to form in Jameson's mind. 
"No can talk." 

"Isn't that unfortunate? Go ahead, 
Bard.'' 

The Jovian stretched out his hand, 
and his fingertips seemed to spurt light 
once more. 

J
AMESON'S entire body became 

rigid. He remained standing, frozen 
into his position, unable to move either 
an arm or a leg. 

"You'll find that you can still talk," 
said Bard, in his amazingly gentle voice. 
"In case you change your mind, let Onk 
Enders know. You'll save yourself some 
pain and trouble." His eyes passed 
lightly over the girl. "Her, too." 

Then he and Dr. Karem were moving 
away down the corridor. And in Ross 
Jameson's mind, the vague idea that had 
formed there a minute before, began 
to crystallize. 

He had counted on the weight of the 
internal flame heater as the first step in 
his plan. 'fwo men were needed to carry 
it, preferably two big men. That had 
automatically excluded Onk Endera. 

�w the little Martian settled back 
comfortably to guard hia prisoners. 
Jameson disregarded him, and spoke to 
the girl. 

"They intend to kill us, of course. 
Dr. Karem has no scruples against 

murder, and he's always followed the 
rule of leaving no victims to teatify 
against him. Naturally, I'm not ioine 
to tell what I know." 

"Do you think that they'll really tor
ture us?" 

"Not for long. You see, stored away 
in this same compartment with us is a 
shipment of heavy glow-gas, consigned 
for Jupiter." He deigned to pay atten
tion to the intentJy listening Onk End
ers. "I suppose you know what that 
meana." 

"I know what it means-if you're tell
ing the truth. Glow-gas can seep out of 
ita metal containers once it is irradiated 
with an internal flame heater. And it 
happens to be poisonous." 

"Right. So the minute you begin to 
torture me, stray radiations are sure to 
get to the gas. Which means that if I 
resist for more than say ten minutes, 
we'll all of us, torturers and tortured, 
die of its effects." 

The girl's eyes were wide with horror. 
"But you must warn Dr. Karem l Surely, 
if he knows, he will be grateful." 

"Excuse me, Miss Page." The little 
Martian spoke. ''You are worrying un
necessarily. Mr. Jameson is, as the 
phrase goes, bluffing.'' 

"You think so?" drawleq Jameson. 
''Why don't you go and see? Over to 
yCilur left." 

The little. man hesitated. Then he 
extended his hand, and the jets of pale 
light from tho metal sheaths on his 
fingertips paralyzed the girl. He slipped 
quietly away. 

A moment later he was back again. 
''You were not lying after all, Mr. Jame-· 
son. My apologies. However, you have 
gained nothing by the presence of 
this gas. There are other methods of 
torture." 

"I know. There is, for instance, not 
having enough money." 

"I beg your pardon?" The little man 
became alert and attentive. 

Jameson's eyes hid a triumphant 
gleanL "I'm going to give you some 
straight talk, Mr. Onk Enders. I know 
something about you. Oh, you needn't 
look worried. I don't mean your real 
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name, or what you look like without a 
disguise, or anything like that. I mean 
something more important." 

"Indeed?" said Enders politely. 
"Your Companion5il of Sirius are sup

posed to be the slickest crooks who ever 
traveled the space lanes. You're sup
posed to be successful in every enter
prise you've ever undertaken. I know 
better. You're failures." 

Jameson went on rapidly, witho�t 
giving the man time to answer. "It's your 
own boast that you've been on the Sirius 
every single trip she's undertaken. That 
in itself gives you away. It means that 
you've never made a big enough haul 
to quit the game. It means that though 
you've never been caught, your career 
is full of headaches and disappoint· 
ments. Most passengers on the Sirius 
don't carry much money. You stage a 
clever job-and what do you get ? Barely 
enou�h to pay your passage on the next 
trip." 

"May I sugge5ilt that you exaggerate 
somewhat ?" 

"I don't think so. Personally, I be
lieve the trouble rests with your leader, 
Dr. Karem. He seems a bit too cautious, 
too inclined to play things safe. And 
at the same time, too apt to make mis
takes." 

T
HE man frowned. ·"May I be per
mitted to correct you? Dr. Karem 

is not our leader. For the moment, he 
is merely our spokesman. Temporarily 
first among equals. No more than that." 

"I'll take your word for it. And you'll 
have to take my word for it that Dr. 
Karem has pulled a boner. ; You didn't 
originally plan to hold me up at this 
time. If you had, you'd have brought 
your flame heater with you. But Dr. 
Karem tried to question Miss Page, and 
did it clumsily, thus forcing your hand." 

"We all make mistakes," said the Mar
tian quietly. "And this mistake has cost 
us little.'' 

"Its cost you time. First the delay 
to get the heater. Then another delay, 

' when you discover that the glow-gas 
prevents you from using it. And despite 
your talk about this compartment being 

secluded, there's always the danger that 
some officer will become suspicious at 
it's being cut off from the rest of the 
ship.'' 

The little man was beginning to look 
doubtful. Jameson pressed his advan· 
tage. "The result is you stand a chance 
of losing everything. The Radium King 
carried a cargo valuable enough to make 
a dozen men rich for life. Because of 
Karem's bungling, you may miss out on 
it. There's only one thing for you to 
do. Throw in with me." 

The girl was staring at him in amaze
ment. Jameson spoke rapidly. "It's all 
right, Lora, I know what I'm doing. 
Onk Enders isn't a murderer like Karem 
and Barsen. I �an tell from his manner. 
I'm a fairly good judge of character.'' 

"Yes, Mr. Jameson," said Enders. 
This time there was something mocking 
in his respectful manner. 

"The government is giving me half 
the cargo of the R�dium King for my 
help in finding it. I'm willing to split 
that with you, if you let me and Miss 
Page go free.'' 

"Then you do know where the ship 
is?" 

"Of course ! It's now a satellite of 
Jupiter, but unobserved because the 
black color of the hull makes it invisible. 
It revolves so slowly about the planet, 
that it has remained from the beginning 
above the same spot--and that spot hap
pens to be deserted. That's why the 
ship hasn't been discovered by anyone 
else.'' 

The Martian's brow was gleaming 
with perspiration. "I ,see. Quite simple. 
And you expect-" 

"I expect you not to tell the others. 
That's only common sense, Onk Enders. 
Do you think that with a fortune like 
this at hand, your friendship with Bar
sen and Karem will hold up? With the 
cargo the Radium King bas, neither of 
them will need you any more. In fact, 
knowing of their past crimes, you'll 
only be a danger to �em." 

Onk Enders was thinking. Jameson 
could see his hand tremble. 

"As I said, I'm willing to split my 
share with you. Just don't say a word 
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to the others, and-" 
. '"Quiet, please, Mr. Jameson." 

l;:>r. Karem and Bard Barsen were ap
proaching slowly, both their figures 
bulky with the parts of the machine they 
were carrying. Karem spoke pleasantly 
to the government agent. 

"I hope you haven't been awaiting us 
too impatiently, Jameson." Then, to 
Enders : "I suppose he hasn't talked." 

"A little. He claims that a cargo of 
glow-gas has been stored with us in this 
same compartment. I shall go to see if 
he is telling the truth." 

Both Karem and Barsen watched him 
go. The latter's face was puzzled. "I 
don't quite understand, Jameson. Why 
did you let my colleague have that piece 
of information ?" 

"Becau.se, Dr. Karem, I don't care to 
die of the gas. I know that you intend 
to torture me, but after all, while there's 
life there's hope." 

ENDERS seemed to be taking a long 
time making his investigation. 

When he finally returned, Karem looked 
at him inquiringly. 

"He is telling the truth." 
The little man was trembling. J arne

san's eyes swept over him slowly, and 
then he almost spat. 

"You dirty little doublecrosser ," he 
yelled. 

"What's this?" demanded Dr. Karem. 
Jameson managed to laugh. "Nothing 

much. Simply that I agreed with my 
Martian friend, while you were gone, 
that the treasure aboard the Radium 
King wasn't large enough to be divided 
too many ways. We were to split it be
tween us. And now be's trying to dou
blecross me." 

"He's crazy." Enders almost howled 
the word, at last stepping out of the 
servile character he had so long main
tained. "I'll kill him." 

He was reaching into one of his 
pockets to step up the potential of the 
paralysis ray when Karem intervened. 

"One moment, Onk," be said coldly. 
"If he hasn't talked, he's still too val
uable to kill. If he has, 1 don't care 
what happens to him. Of course, he's 

telling the truth about you. This needs 
a little looking into." 

The gleam of hate burned more 
fiercely in the little man's eyes, as Karem 
paused. "We've been together for 
years," be said hoarsely. "If you be
lieve what this man says, you're crazy. 
Don't you see, he's just trying to set us 
against each other I" 

"Exactly, Enders," said Jameson. He 
smiled mockingly, and then addressed 
Karem. "You see, my good Doctor, our 
little friend investigated the glow-gas 
a few minutes ago. So when you sent 
him out just now, be needed to waste 
no more time on that. Why, then, was 
he gone so lon g ?  The answer is simple. 
He was getting the lifeboat ready for a 
quick getaway. And if you don't believe 
me, all you need do is take a glance-" 

He stopped there, because there was 
no need to say anything more. Enders 
had reached once more for his pockets, 
his face a mask of hate. But his hand 
had barely gone out of sight when Bar
sen swung into action. The jets of light 
from the metal sheaths on his fingertips, 
much more intense than before, bathed 
the....other man's body, making it wither 
before their eyes. 

The girl was staring at the dead man 
in horror. Jameson tore his own eyes 
away. 

"It seems, Doctor," he said harshly, 
"that I was telling the truth." 

Karem nodded. "We underestimated 
you, Jameson. Neither Bard nor I 
thought you'd be able to make Onk turn 
traitor. But that's as far as you go. 
Through thick and thin, Bard and I 
stick together." 

"Yes? Which one of you is going to 
be left with me while the other goes for 
new instruments o£ torture ?" 

The two companions exchanged quick 
glances. Barden's eyes were in&erutable. 
Karem's were worried. 

"Whichever one it is," smiled }arne
eon mockingly, "the offer I made be
fore to Enders still goes. Only this 
time, please, no more doublecrosslng. 
I like to deal with honest crooks.'' 

Now the two companions were staring 
at each other in frank distrust. Karem's 



112 CAPTAIN FUTURE 

eyes were the first to drop. 
"I don't see-" he began, with sur

prising weakness. 
Then he fell to the Aoor of the ship. 

Barden was stag-gering, fighting to keep 
on his feet. He turned toward Jameson 
once more, and for the last time, jets of 
pale light lanced out from his fingers. 
They missed Jameson, struck the ceiling. 
Then he was falling, -cursing feebly. 

"Ross !" The girl's voice was terrified. 

"There's a strange odor, and the walls 
of the ship are beginning to glow . . ... 

That was the glow-gas. "Don•t fight 
against it, Lora. The more excited you 
get, the quicker its effects. Just keep 
calm." 

H
E, himself, was moving slowly 
toward her. The effects of the 

paralytic rays were wearing off, but 
they were not yet gone, and he had a 
feeling as if he were walking in a 
dream, fighting against enormous re
sistance from the air, from his own 
musdes. He picked her up, then turned 
to advance into the thick of the radiant 
cloud coming at them. Her head fell 
back as he held her in his arms. 

The resistance of the air was dimin
ishing, but his legs were beginning to 
feel weak. The gas was slowly robbing 
him of all strength. By the time he 
reached the lifeboat that Enders had so 
carefully prepared for his own use, he 
was near collapse. 

He almost dropped her into the boat, 
then fell into it himself. The air-tight 
seal shut out the gas-impregnated at-. 
mosphere of the big ship, and a second 
later he was out in space. He lay back, 
breathing - in the fresh air that came 
from the lifeboat's cylinders. But only 
for a few seconds did he thus relax. As 
his mind cleared, he sent the lifeboat 
skinuning forward along the length of 
the giant Sirius. 

A few moments later, he was on the 
deck of the big ship, facing an aston
ished captain. The latter's eyes took in 
the lifeboat, with his own ship's name 
painted on it, then glared at Jameson. 

''I don't know who you are, sir, but 
these lifeboats are for emergency use 

only ! The penalty for their unauthor
ized use, as you ought to know-" 

Jameson interrupted him. "This was 
an emergency, Captain. Is there a doc
tor around ?" 

There was. The medical officer took 
a quick glance at Lora, while J a�eson 
spoke to the still irate commander of 
the vessel. "You'll find the forward 
compartment Aooded with glow-gas, 
which is probably leaking throu�h the 
metal by now. Once you clear the peo
p le out of the neighboring compart
ments, a blast of air will get most of it. 
Whatever gas adheres to the metal will 
decompose in time." 

The captain's face was still red, but 
he gave quick orders, then turned to 
Jameson once more. The latter was 
watching Lora sit up. "Is she all right, 
Doctor?" 

"A day's rest will fix her up per
fectly." 

J
AMESON sighed in relief. "I told 

her to take it easy." 
"Just a moment, sir." The captain's 

voice was cold and forbidding. "I still 
don't know who you are." 

"The name's Jameson. I'm the man 
who owns that cargo of glow-.gas the 
Government ordered you to carry." 

"I see. The stuff leaked. You're in for 
a heavy lawsuit, young man." 

"Nonsense. It was deliberately re
leased for the purpose of killing me and 
several others of your passengers. And, 
by the way, Captain, you'll find some old 
friends of yours dead in that forward 
compartment. You may not recognize the 
faces, but they've taken a great many 
trips with you, and I think you'll be glad 
to meet them. They're the Companions 
of Sirius!' 

Lora was sitting up. Jameson turned 
away from the speechless captain. 

"Feeling all right, darling ?" he asked 
the girl. 

She nodded. "The last thing I remem
ber was that 1 was worried about what 
wouid happen to you. The gas was get
ting me, and I thought it would get you 
too." 

"I knew it wouldn't. You see, I've 
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been working with the stuit for the last 
few months, and I knew I'd have to 
work with it again. So I had myself 
inununized. The immunity wasn't per
fect, but it was enough to aave me." 

"You were working with it ? But I 
thought you were trying to find the 
Radium King." 

"I was. Remember what I told Onk 
Enders ? That happened to be the. truth. 
The Radium King is invisible, and will 
continue to be until something sets off 
the radioactivity of its catgo once more. 
That was the purpose of the glow-gas." 

The captain interrupted. "I'll be 
blasted to Pluto and back if I carry art
other load of the stuff next trip." 

"You won't have to, Captain. I think 
that most of the cylinders weren't 
touched. There'll be plenty for my pur
pose." 4 ;  

Lora was lrowning painfully. "My 
mind's not clear," she said, "but I 
think it was Onk Enders who let the 
gas loose. Did you know when it hap
pened ?" 

"I not only knew, but I counted on 
it. In fact, that was my own hope of 

escape. When I first proposed to Onk 
that he betray his own companhms, I 
realized perfectly well how his mind 
would work. First of all, once I had re
veal"d tlle secret, I'd have to be put out 
of the way. Second, Dr. Karem and Bar
sen were dangerous ·men, and if Enders 
was to hog the whole treasure, he could 
do it safely only by killing them. 

"Well, I suggested his entire plan to 
him. A stupid man might have failed 
to get the point, a man who was too 
dever .might have su&pected what I was 
doing. Onk Enders was just .clever 
enough to think that I had practically 
dumped an entite treasure into his lap. 

"So when Karem sent him to investi
gate, he not only prepared the lifeboat, 
but turned on the valve of one of the 
gas cylinders. He knew the gas would 
take time to reach us, and if he failed to 
return at all, that would arouse sus
picion. That's why he came back, in
tending to find another pretext for leav
ing a few minutes iater and make good 
his escape." 

· 

She nodded again, slowly. "But you 
(Concluded on page 129) 
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Pluto, the Planet-.._Wanderer Amid the Sun's Flaming Gases, . Whfch . . .,. .  

Once Tempted Captain Future to a Desperate Attempt at Explo-
ration, 'Sii/1 Remains a Mystery Sphere Linked by Legend 
to Bygone Races that Once Dominated Our Solar System! 

I T IS strange to think that in these days 
when interplanetary travel has become 
commonplace, a · great, unsolved mystery 

still remains at the heart of our Solar System. 
It is the mystery of our Sun and ita little
known, enigmatic satellite Vulcan. 

Now aa to the Sun itself, th.ere is not so 
mu'ch that · puules us. Mod erA astrophyaical 
research of the asaQdated interplanetary ob
servatories has solved JDany of the riddles con
cerning our . parent orb. Especially_ has the 
fantoUI aolar observatory on the Hot Side of 
Mercury contributed to our knowledge. 

W-e k:l)ow that the Sun is but a star, one of 
the many millions in this galaxy, and that it is 
a very JVerage atar. It is averace in size, in 
age, and in heat. 

A Mass of Fiery Gas 
Its flaming mass is no less than 864,000 

miles in diameter, with a rotation period of 
27 Earth days. We know also that in its 
interior all ele!nents exist only in ·gaseou,. 
form, though the atoma of those gases are so 
"stripped" of electrons toward' the core that 
they are of inconceivable heaviness. 

Even the riddle of the soarce . of solar 
energy was solved decades ago. The Sun is a producer of atomic power on a gigantic 
scale. It utilizes th� so-called carbon-nitro
gen cycle to conv�rt byc!rogen into helium of 
less mass, the residue being transmuted from 
matter into . pure energy. The carbon and 
nitregen in the solar furnace remain un
changed by the cycle, and act only as catalysts. 

years. .1\.nd that is the oldest d<ldle _of all
the riddle of· the tiny planet or pianetoicl that 
is closest of all objectJ to the surface of the 
Sun. . 

This little celestial Dod7 was discovered 
long before interplanetary· travel begaD. As 
far back as the year 1859 Doctor Urbain 
Leverrier, the first Earthman to discover the 
existence of Neptune, announced. that be had 
obaerved a small planet with an orbit inside 
that of M_ercury. 

Vulcan Is Mystery Planet 
He "ave it the name of Vulcan. and com

puted Its probable orbit. But later obsetva. 
tiona by Qther astronomers failed to disclose 
its presence. The unlucky Leverrier was ac
cused of gross error or falsification by more 
conservative Earth aattonomers. They denied 
the eriatellce of Vulcan. 

Yet tjiae after time in the decades that fol-
. lowed, astronomers caught aigbt of a amall 

dark body close to the Sun.. Scores of such 
observations were collected and publish�d by 
Charles Fort, an unconventional writer of the 
early Twentieth Century. Still, the great 
majority of Earth astronomer• remained skep
tical, since it seemed impossible to correlate 
these observations with any probable orbit. 

Space Travel,rs Study Vulcan 
It was not until after the beginninc of space

travel that the existence of Vulcan was defi
mtely' proved. Before that time, solar ob
servations could be made only from the aur-

Sun Spots Are Solar Storms face of Earth, and only in the rare occasional 
solar eclipses was it possible for a few 

The great sun spots which are in reality seconds to examine the solar corona. 
hu�e storms movitlg over the photosphere, the But Gorham Johnson's first pioneering 
vis1ble surface of the Sun, have been system- apace voyages changed that. Not only was 
atically watched and charted. The outer gase- Johnson able to photograph the solar orb 
cus layers which are called the reversing- under uusurpaned conditiona, from apace. He 
layer and the chromosphere have long since was also able to approach it much nearer, 
been thGroughly stu41 e4 through the spec:tro• since one of his fint voyages was hie epochal 
scope. And the outermost pearly atmosphere expedition to Venus and Mercury. 
of the Sun, which we name the corona, holda On Mercury, Johnson'• expedition ob-
no more mysteries for us. tained a doole proof of Vulcanla · existence. 

But our tolar orb still guarda otle great Not only were they able to observe the tiny 
enigma, which baa exercised the imagination• planet for themselves, but also the knowledge 
of utronomera and space men alike for many and past obtetvatioDI of the Mercariana 

lU 

I . '! 
/ 



themselves cave a cot:nPlete history of Vul
C1ln's past movements. 

• 
Planet is of Tiny Size . 

'.:Zt was computed from these elements that �Jean waa not larse jD size, har4ly bigger ' the bigger asteroids, a.nd that ita orbit 
the most eccentric in the Solar System. 

might bave been expected, since the 
o!)}t · of Mercury itseH is very eccentric, and 
V�can is much nearer the Sun. This un
uaual etcentricity of orbit aec<lUilted for the 
elusiveness of Vulcan durina tlie previous at-

tempts of Earthmen to find it in their tele· 
I COpes. 

Vulcan, it was found. was almost unbeliev
ably close to the chl'omoaphere or ante� 
gueoua surface of the Sua. This was per
plexing, since at that close distance ita tem
perature a:rust be such as woald ordinarily 
melt or even vaporise moat solid substances. 
Yet telescopic study hall proved that Vulcan 
was a solid bedy. 

to visit Vulcan and solve the riddle. Anx 
ordinary ahip �ould :perisll from the awfvl 
solar heat long bdote Jt � zeathed the little 
planet. Yet, yean later, CaJtain Future an4 
the Futuremen audacaoualy attempted tli;J" 
feat. · 

Curt Newton had deviled an im�roved fo 
of the anti-heaters whicll repel radiant he a 
by a dampening counter-vibration, alld which 
had f. or acme time been us� to protect apacelhips- which cut closer to the Sun tban usual. 
Curf bdie.ved that with sufficient such anti• 
heater protection, he could take his Come!. 

deep into the awful heat of the outer corena 
and land upon Vulcan. 

' 
Captain Future's Bold Trip 

Captaia Future's bold attempt has been dea
cribed in another place. Sufficitmt to say here 
that althoU&h he went further into the solar 
corona than any spaceman had eve.r before 
dreamed of doin&, he £aile4 to reach Vulcan. 
And his failure almost co11t hit life. 

Visit Seems Hopeless yet those who know the FutU£emen believe 
that they will certainly make another at

It aeemed out of the question to ever hope tempt to panetrate tbat myatery of. the •olar 
llA 
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world. ADd if tay a·ucceed, it may be that 
they will uoc:ovu one of the sreatat secreta 
m the Syatem. 

P'or tbue ia a poaalbUity that Vulc:u �:v 
Dot be an ordmary. planet or planetoid at ·all. 
There are 1cientiata who aoberlJ believe that 
Vulcaa is a diriaible planet. .a tiJl1 world 
who.. movement• around the Sun are ilrtel
Ugeatly cODtrolled.. 

Hold Fantastic Theory 
Such a hypothesis aeema fantutic; at lint 

glance. But those who support it advance 
atronc .-.umeota. The7. point to the extreme 
hnruiarity of Vule:&n a orbit, and conten4 
tbat tlO ftatural •tcentricity of orbital motion 
coalc! whell:r -uplaia that. 

They alao �int out that Vulcan Ues ao 
close to the aJJrf.ac:e of the outer Iayen of the 
Sun. that ordiaarily It would 100ner or later 
be destroyed by one ot the aolar prominences. 
Theae prominencea are coloaal geysers of 
ftam.iq helium and hydroteo which ruah out 
&om the aurface of the Sun for hundreds of 
thouaanda of milea. If a ptoalinence e�fed 
Vulcan, the Uttle 'pl.aDet would awUtb' perilh, 
bUt it haelllwtya aeemed magtcdly to avoid 
the dangerout eruptiona. 

Thia argue�� that it ia iatelligentb' guided 
out of the path of the danger wheft it appears, 
contend the supporttn pf � t.heot'}'. 

More conventional scientists who scoff at 
the hypothesis are wont to ctem.Dd how life 
could poaaibly elciat at the terrific ttuaperature 
which lDUtrt prevaU on Volcan. But their 
antagonist� retort that the SUd o&era a 
tremendoaa atorehoaae of po'IVer wlilc:h could 
be uaed artificially to isolate the little world 
from the at<mn of racliaut heat lb;l thua 
render it lWJttabl .. 

legend Confirms Idea 
The �t atriki� suggestion coacerninll 

thia theor7 of a dirjsible and habitable Vul
can, iD'IOI'Vn the legendary pn-huma11 race Gf 
the ltanraa. It ia now Jmo:wu, thaW to the 
brilliant r"earchea of the FuteretnQ at dia
tant Deneb, tlult OIU' human race came original
ly from another galaxy and spread through 
thi• galuy many millioaa of yean ago. But 
we know a1ao that befote they came, two 
bon-human racu held eway iA thla galaxy
the proto•om Liniaa, whom oat &DCatora of 
long ago conquered, and the JDY•terloua Ku,. 
pa Wbe) reiped before them. 

What Uttle I• bown of tb& :Kancu haa been 
leartl.ed chieSy from inscriptioft8 left by the 
Liuid•. One of these IIJKfjptloaa, a famoua 
one, refers to them as "The Kaqaa. the 
mighty lords of darlmeaa who sailed the star
ways and sucked power from the IWlll a bil
lion years qo." 

On that slender clue, aome thinkera now 
connect the little aun-clingiog plaJU!t Vulcan 
\rith the ahado'W7 pre-tndnan race. What 
tratb Is in the auggatiOft we ehall not Jtnow 
untU the Futonmen or other bold adventurera 
succeed in J*l•trati.nc the dangera of the 
corona and in Ufticc the veil fro1D tbe Sun"• 
mystery worlcL 

Read �APTAJN FUTURE Every IU4tel 



TO DUST RETURNETH
. 

(Concluded from page 101) 
"No," ah� said. "I knew also, Tharg, 
but I would not stop you. We were 
obeying the will of the gods. And-and 
lovers will find happiness on Earth be
cause of what we have done today." 

"Civilization will go on. Human be
ings will not die. They are a good race, 
these people of Earth." 

The last survivors of Mars were silent 
for a while, as the sun, tiny and crimson, 
dropped behind the mountains. Quick 
darkness shrouded Mars. A million 
pointa of light hung in the black sky. 

After a long time Tharg spoke again. · 

"I am-sorry, Zarran. There wa-s so 
much I wished to give you. All the 
glories of old Mara. And in the end-
1 have given you nothing, and I must 
leave you here alone." 

''You are my mate," Zarran said stead
ily. "I ask for no more." 

She crouched beside Tharg, the ter
rible head dropping on the other's 
breast. So Zarran kept watch over her 
lover, till she knew, suddenly, that she 
was the last Martian. 

Beside the campfire of the Earthmen, 
Captain Easter packed energy-cartridges 
into his ray-gun. . He shivered in the 
sudden chill. Red dust, �e saw, had 
bloodied the two moons. 

Anderson was mending the mecha
nism of a welder, but the big Swede 
looked up abruptly as a cry came 'Wailing 
down through the still night. The sad
ness of a race lost and doomed in the 
forgotten past was in that mournful 
sound, throbbing out over the Cursed 
Valley in the thin air of Mars. 

Captain Easter looked up too, staring 
toward the cliff. And�rson spoke to him 
in an undertone. 

· 

"Wonder what that is, C.aptain?" he 
said. 

The captain shrugged. 
"Some animal, I suppose," he said. 

"Just some animal." 

,,. .... ,. . ,.  . ..  - .. ..  y .. .. ........ -.. -,., 
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Constipation May 
Cause Rectal Abscess 

FREE BOO K - Explains Dangers 
of Ne1lecUng Treatment 

A oew, illustrated 40-page book on Fistula, Rectal Abicetl, Pilet and other rectal and rolon disorders 
i• now FREE to a11 sufferers. It explains the dan
gen of delay 'IS well as corrective treatuJent for 
thnc ailments and associated conditions. Write to
day - a card will do - to Thornton & Minor Clinic:. 
Suite 1156, 926 MeGee St., Kanlas City, Mo. 

SONGWRITERS 
We are offering a new and BETTER service to you. 
Our complete aervlce lncludee revlalon, completlon or 
your 1ong, recording, radio broadcut and muketlng. Send :ro��r aong ouoagpoem today for our l!bGlal olrOJ'. 

S C I I I N L A N D  I I C O I D I I S  
lox 1247C Hollywood, Callfomla 

1 1 Q  

TH E SHAPE 
Of 

TH E FUTURE 
• 

Science Leads the Way \ .. / ... to rlctory 
EN G I N E S  OF 3000 H.P. 

FORESEEN FOR FUTURE 
PLANEs-Airplane engines 
of 24 and 36 c y l i n d e r s  
yielding more than 3,000 
horsepower are 

. 
foreseen 

by Dr. J. C. Hunsaker, 
chlilrman of tbe National 
Advisory Committee for 
Aeronautics. He predicts 
that su�;>erplanes soon to 
come will m o u n t six or 

eight of these giant motora apiece. 
Diesel engines he doea not regard as a 

prospect for the near future aa recent fuel 
developments have given pruent types a new 
lease on life. Gas turbines, however, should 
be a big help once proper heat resisting alloys 
are discovered. ReJ<ent advances in metal
lurgy may save as much as 20% in airplane 
frame weights, thus making the huge engines 
practicable. 

• 
11fURIY" WIN'IS TO INCitfASE PLANE SPEED-

" Furry" plane wings, made by covering 
the surfaces witb line glass fibers, will be 
especially valuable ft�r bi(.ll_-speed aircraft ac
cording to their inventor, William Harper, Jr., 
of Montreal. 

"So far as 1 am aware.'' be s;tatfls, "they are 
tlH ouly type of airfoil surface wbicb will 
avoid turbulence at speeds above 60o/0 of the 
velocity of sound!' 

A nap of tine, one-eighth-inch glass bifers 
reduces skin friction, wJUcb be believes to be 
tbe remit of turbulence between tbe outer 
layer of airfoil surface and tbl! air beyond. 
Tb.e inverttion can be applied to propeller 
blades a.s well as to all plane mrfaces • 

• 
'fUTURE HOUSIS INSULATED WITH SNOW·LIIE 

PLASnC-A new type of prefabricated house 
recently developed by Goodyear may well 
help to solve the post-war housing problem. 
It JS entirely prefabricated, with walls con
sisting of plywood bonded to light gauge 
metal. The three-inch space between the in
ner and outer layers is filled with a liew, ex
tremely light-weight plaatic foam which looks 
like packed snow and ha1 better inaulating 
properties than Eskimo snow blocks. 

• 
S EA WATEIIt MADE POTAII.I IY SIAI.PLf DEVICI 

-If sea water, long tbe bane of sJUp
wrecked mariners, is noil used a dri:nkia1 
water alter tb.e war, it won't be tb.e fault ol 
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Dumuous invemions of tbe Jut few mo12tbs. 
MNt recem of tbese is tbe discovery_ of Dr. 
Alezander Goetz of Pasadena. California. 

Dr. Goetz's m�tthod eliminattu tbe two 
lorrm of salt tint mab tbe ocea.o bad medi
ciDIJ lor btunliDS. Tbese salts ue sodium 
cbloride (ordinuy table salt) and magnesium 
cbloride. Dr. Goetz adds a rea�ent compound 
of silver, prelerllbl7 silver o�ide, to eliminate 
tbe cblorine, causlrJg it to settle in a white 
powder w1.Jicb is easy to eliminate. A weak 
orga.oic acid takes cue of tbe sodium, making 
tbe water fit to drink. The cbemicals will 
treat ten times their weigbt of water BDd do 
Dot require aD e�pert lor !luccess/ul operation. • B IISANCE, A WORD FOR WAR OF THE FUTUU 

-The new faotor in expl011ivea, sboW11 bnl
Jiantly by the work of the "bazooka" gun in 
Africa and Sicily, is briaance, which ia noth
ing more nor leu than the suddeness with 
which an explosive acta aa contrasted with ita 
total power. 

Smokeleaa powder, for inatance, is power
ful, but slow in action. The atill aecret charge 
ueed in the ba.zooka'e little rocket projectiles 
ia of auch high bd.ance that .it needs only to 
burat outside even the thickest of tank armor 
to blast a bole in it, shooting white hot tonguea 
of tlame through the opening to set off the tank'a OWD ammunition and even fuel suppJ.,. 

• 
�NPUX CHEMICALS ANALYZED If INYISI
\, ILI RAYS-Hith speed ualysis ud impur
ity testa on certaiu orga.oic chemicals, sucb a. 
fuels lU24 rubber compounds, ca.o be made 
b7 shooting invisible infra-red rays tbrouzb du�m. accorditJZ to R. S. Rasmussen, R. R. 
Brattain and 0. Beeclc of tbe Shell Dfvelop
ment Compa.oy. 

Infra-red rq!l ccuzot sbouldu tbeir wq 
be-tween all atoms ol every chemical tested, 
but enough get tbrougb to form a patteru 
known to scientists; a.s an absorption spectrum. 
By checking tb.is spectrum, tbe scientist can 
quickly spot any defects in tbe organic sttllc
ture of tbe compormd beizll te!lted. • 
NEW INVINtiO�OMIINAnON AJRPLANE-

HILICOPTER·AUTOGIRO-]ust when we 
au aetting used to helicopters flying back
ward. along comes inventor Theodore Kloe
ren of Philadelphia with a combination heli
copter-airplane-autogiro all in one piece. The 
invention otfera three advantages none of 
which, in toto, belong to current aircraft. 

It can rise vertically like the helicopter, 
move forward with the speed of an airplane 
and haa the aafety factor of autorotating 
winga which permit Rfe 'landing in case of 
engine failure. Ita inventor claims tbat it will 
work. 

Entertaining Puzzles of Every 
Variety in 

POPULDR CROSSIUORD PUULES 

To People 
who want to write 

. but can 't get started 
Do you have that constant 1lJ'ge to write but 
the fear that a beginner hasn't a chance? Then 
listen to what the editor of Liberty said on 
this subject: 
"t'llere IJ more noa for DeWcomen In 0.. wrltlDa: 
llel4 �da:r' iliaD Ot'er betue. 80- of the �t Of ....U"'' ._ lllld wo- ....... paeaed mm the -• Ia 
..- 7eare. Who wtU ..,.... $beir �' Wbo wU1 .,. t1ae aew Boben w. OIYimben. � WaUaee, 
:B11d7m K!DII.,... and _,- other• whole WOl'k -
ban P1lb11.11hH T It Ia alao ..,. Qat more pectpl.e are 
� to Wl'lte thaa - befoft, but tale.t lo atm 
.,... _.... &be writer atW mae' ._ lila onn, u t- ot the Dewe<�men .. ....ta7• - wUUD• to tlo. � 
rid&ee -• tbe liappl- of �-• a..U. 0. 
IIIMlD .... WOmeD .r pe-." 

Writina Baminp Already Equal 
IWf His JteeWar Sal&!)". 

"B1 dnJOtUtfl 4# ho1W or trfiXI 
etzeh aa, to Cllriti119, I am tllnl
i119 an t1111out tqll41 to kid/ of 
m1 regaklr t41t1T7. Tht )"01'/tds of writiwg for 4 li�g loom 
briglrt" .awJ briflktl!f', thaw to 
N.I.A.."-41itrt C. SYM/h, Med
/tml, MtUs. 

Wrltlnc Aptitude Test - FREEl TBJII Newt��aper lnlltttute bf America otfeu a: free WrltiD& Aptitude Teat. Ita ob)ed: Ia to diiCOver 
new recrulta for the IU'Dly of men ud women who add 
to thelz income by 11ctlon ana artlele WJ'lt!na. The Wrltlna: Aptitude TeiJt u a almple but expert analylia ot your latent abilit7, 7011r pow<!U of lma�D.&tlon. Ioalc, ete. Not all appllca.nta paM this tellt- Thoee who do au quallfted to take the famou. N. I. A. coune based on the proc«ocal. traintna atven bJ b� metropoutao c!aUiea. Tlll.a la the New York Copy Desk Method wbl.eh t��- rou to write by wrlti.D� You deTelop yoor �� lltyle inatead o1 t1'3'1J>« to cop:r that of others. You "cover" aetna! asatp- · 

meats IUCb Ill metropoHtau reportel'll cet- Althoup you work at home, 
oa 70ur OWll ttme, you ue couatautJ,. plded bf-,.�ced writers. u Ia reall7 .... �t.:. Eadl 
week :rou aee nnr ��� In a uaat. mo at moatha ,_ eo aequfre the ccno«ed I>J:'Ot� tooch. Then :pou'ft read:r for marbt -with a:reat17 tm. PC'Oft4 cbancea of malclna ��&lea. 

Md fh C..,.. N-llut the Arlit 11tep Ia to � the Wdtln& AptltucJe t'.a. It req� bat a fnt minutoa and co.ta -.Iliac. So mail tbe 
ClOUPOD DOW. 1lake U.. hilt move to'VIIU'Ck the mott eDjoJahle and profitable -·tloo-� f(W publleation r N�apcr u..tftute of America, On• Park .Annue. N- Yorll 18, N. Y • (� 1835) 

NOTICITO 
CANADIANS 

·- ·llltl· 
tlrto'l --�-
ra c..au •._, ,..._ fly tloo F-• Exolo-o Coatt .. ........ ... .. faollltate all hMtlal tl- . -tal 
_lt ... .... ........ .. tllotr - wiiii TM C.-All .. Baak 
•' oe ........ 
....... 

-----------�-
Newspaper lloatltute of .America 
ODe J!'wlr; .A. we.. N- Yorll 1.8, N. Y. 

Seiad me. without eoat or obll.ratlou, your tiD• A.�Jtltuda Te!lt u.d further tntormaUOA 
about wzttm• tor p.roAC. 
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UNDER OBSERVATION 
(Continued from page 12) " · 

To sununar!ZI> th\8 deplorable state ot affair" I picked the aMDe for h1m �.A �A t, :n� nr� 1"1:!': bav& composed another ot my lmmorU.l unlverilll.llY· artJet him��elf. Ta.ke a "'"""" oo a7 ...._M .. • known llmerlcka. A clothea-pln cle.mped ftrmly OD What does It brln!' to mtndT Science-fiction ......... : 
the nose would be an aaaet at thia stace of our ly. J.t would dt better on a �l ne e��14tt�ed · 
drama · �� ll�r TalA, or perhall4 Morlrl4 lfl/.tt6111 After ree.<�t� the tale "StaP of Drea<l," A .::rew- Mag�. No more. pleez.-let'a l!ttck to ildence-
baU from Jersey once !IS.id : dctlon. .. d ''I'm tellln' you gun '"l'be Star of Dread '!as a. ewell yarn� an a. 

Tha.t you'd better get wtae." sllgbt Improvement over Worlds to Come In the 
we wiUlt longer novels lnatead." Jut !Asu..,.. Both Dlot and writing �ere, I thouldlt, 

You've often aald that war condition• don't per- excoptlonal ; even "'Hamilton wouldn t htwe loat face 
mit f'.APTAlN FUTURE to be enla.� but there had be, bi�aelf, authored � tale. Gla4 to - the 
Ia another way to bave longer novels. "W'hy nllt no� n:nmg iO,.�es .1!-B ti Sterling" 18 a pen drop your shorts (no pun intended) and u.e tlw -:r , we.y, �.e. re h 11 18 8o extra space to enla.rse the xna.tn stoeyT Them llbort name, ll!ll t Itt I wonder who e rea Y . me-
storlel ain't nuttin' to brag &bout.-84 BU«" Ave., one, obviously, cloeely aaocf&�wlth lhe �.,; 
J>twer, N. J. · 

. ����Jh����"}� coutdm:f1 b� could It? 
For even a �ee-lot who lives on Baker Av- Amohow, ths novel gets �-4 on a scale of 1 to 10. 

enue, Joe. you ve got a lot of crust. Cut out Mr. Sterling ( f) deserves o. pat on the back. 9.4 
the 1hort ator�es, indeed! The old Sar'� hal 18 �lll��tlons on the lead yarn were, I pre-
a better aolutlon. Come• the Uneondtttonal sume, by Madman KIU"Chlon.t. IIC'Ien� flctton's Art-Surrender and maybe we make the book big- Ie• Arttst. But-rprlse ! TheY were pretty good I 

H ...!. h f 'd ? (F'andom !alnts at this point · there wm be 11. short ger. ow s t at or an 1 ea pauee for their rscovery ) C&ii•t IIII.Y that I care Here's a apeeial plea from a kiwi down in for bll conception of Mls5 lta.nda.ll, however. Gawd, 
the cotton countty. bu� !:fn "'l:�"o;oJf � reaaonable love lnts� pro-
WANTED-COOPERA liON ��t ���\:nr!��������t��ed� e.,� By Jll,l'nes Ayers b'rolne. (That Includes all allied. ltome, web &Ill 

Deer Sarge: Below 1a lllltcd some mal'&llhll!ll that bales of "'pe ancl 'Wire, tortura ma.chlb.ea, p.� 
1 will glad� pa.y a premium to get. I want 70U montbJ, ruttleu bathing etraps, etc., stc., etc.) 
"""a &nd ria to cooperate 'With me, a.n<l If you '!'he l!bort illtorlee were ratner poor, except for �" �• "Venu.l.an Quarls," b;,o Brett Owen Fox ll'rien4 have any of theBe book.a, wl'lte me wha.t you wlU O.IC&J' P. Jerome l!lterl.lnE. Said tale by :QOFFOJ'JS take for tho'UTu ws OF THE MOON waa very Jntereating, t:liou8b not too outetamlll:ls. 

L Nloe pte. PLANETS IN' PERI All departments wen e�eot. except for ''The THE FACE OF THE DEEP Shape of the Future" wb.Jcb 18 &bout 8.8 JnterQIStlng THl!l COMET KINOS a.a a brass door-knob. I will jay spot cQASh for them.--fO� Firttt Street, In "Under Obaerva.Uon" It sooms to me that too Attalla, la. · many readers &l"e ependJng their tlme ma.ldng D!oun-Maybe you will get a reapooae, Pee-lot taloa oat ot mole bll!B; taktng a small mtatake thsy 
Ayen. S.orry the old space dog doesn't have me.y ha.ve come aoJ'OIJll and proudly wavini' tt In the 
a .. ., spare copies to aend you. a.lr and y_alllng, "Loo)Qr here what I found !  Wben ""� Ca;ptain Future wu thrown In the a.eld vat be could 
HURRAY FOR STERLING have aacal*! mlin17 bJr turn1n.c oa bbl toroe :llald. Y� remember �y...o.he I!Wf� It from J'a.h-Jah 
B ho R In the eto17 "Out of the Venualan Kuclt and Oolle" y Ant ny usso which &Slpeatoed In lU'I, ie.me of July Hth." 

Dear Sarge : Congratulallons I Tbs "Star of Sure, there are mlstakes In any stoey ; I counted 
Dread," by Sterling, Is one or the ftnest Future over a dozen In ''The Star of Dread." But unless nov61s I've read In many a. moon. I dareeay that they are reallY big erors or a. statement dlrsc:tly Ha.mllton hlDlllelt couldn't have written 11. finer novel. a.galn.t a known Jaw of acein<:e, I can't 11ee tha.t It 
an� Ulat 11 sa.ytng some, believe me. 111 of coamle lrJll)ort&!)C8 or even detmcte from tbe But there I& one bone I have to pick 'With you, story. AB you ha.vs po\nted QUt, lDaah 8toey Oon-s.rge, an4 that Ia, cut out those putrid abort lltorle-. sUtute. a L&w Unto ltaelf. I wish certain people aD� !ncr- the lerurt.lt of the Future novel. woul4 tram& that l!ta.tement and ba.n8' It over tbeJr There Ia a fa.ult wlth Sterllna- tha.t atlcka out like reading c2eaka a ..ore thumb. That Ill, he makes the ftzhta between Go&b, but thla letter won't -m na.tural unleBII I 
Otho and Gn� seem very tame In oomparl110n with hold up an error for public observation. So--Bang ! tbe way BamJiton played It up. I'm a. "fan" again. 

Before you take o. swig of that powertul Xeno On Pa&1l 84 of tb18 lasue. Hr. Sterling atat.d that, :lulcotLSarge, tell Stel'llng to keep up the lrood wol'k. quote, "His hand (l!'uture'a) dipped to hle proton-a��d to b&ve Capta.Jn Future make a trip 1n an Iat.r pistol 'With the speed of light," unquote. In view or novel to tbs lllrtbplace of the human race. the para!rl'&Ph ll:nn).e41Mely !ollowtng that sentence, On the whole, I think the mag Ia Improving by I sha.J.I assume tbat It took CF two eeoonda to draw leape and boundiJ, and l8 fast becomJnc the out- and fire. If he drew wttb the speed ot lllrbt, ble .tanding mag of Its kind In the SF fleld.--UI hand would have been e%&Ctll' 872,000 miles a.way CWU'IIe Atl-, Brookltr�h N. Y. when the 1'\lil wen� off. That, Bir, Ia remal'ka.ble 
So you're another one of theae lriwia who shooting, eapeclall7 when WB realize that. at that 

d • lik h • p 1 R N dlata.nce, the band would b&Te doubtless torn ltae!t oeso t e a II ort tnp
�.,; ee- ot 11110. ote looee from Curt'• body. . • • Sure, I know the atat.-what I said to Kiwi Kennedy a couple of ment wa.a fl&'ur&tJv., but Btsrlll)¥ l!bould be more 

flashes back. Now sit down and don't wrig- carllful In the tuture. Y� sir! 
1 I hat • • 

Snioutllly, CAPTAIN FUTURlll Is coming a.long g e your ears, 10 can see w 11 goJD& on fine, aru1 we'D a.n be lookin.s fonval'd to a monthly behind you. Ah. a apace detective iD our laBue aa .oon u a certaJn Trio of Tripe a.cro• tbe 
midst, eh? pond aze kicked IUl to th8 Koon or somewhere.IPU LedQMDood,•�, OMo. 
GUESS WHO? You're cute and astute, Kiwi Oliver, but 
By Chad Oliver your protein - pardon me, proton - pilltol 

Dear S&r&"e: Having just avidlY devoured the mines fire in your deductive •urmise. 
summer i1111Ue of CAPTAIN FUTURE, I find that Strange as it may aeem to you, and disappoint-
It leaves me with a very pleasant taste in DIY ing as it is to both you and Oscar Friend, mouth. deSPite ths taet tha.t the meal started with B tt St li · B tt St I' S th a.n Item seemlngly Intended to make one turn ueen re er ng 1- re er tng. ure, ey 
1n the face and da.sh to the nearest window, pre- look almilar-both being of the male persua-
suma.bly to g-et a breath of fresh alr. aion and having two lega, two arms, two ears, Yes. Sergeant. I'm speaking of the cover. All kid· two eyes, and half a brain apiece-but they 
�r�:#.1d.j.;/\h'euff�

ttiJ.:1�tnJ�
d .;fda���� don't wear the aame clfOlthea simaltaneoualy. uo 



We haven't been playing Sterling up, pur
poaely and at hia own requnt--because he 
took over the job of following Edmond Ham
ilton who created Captain Putllre, and he is 
an admirer of Hamilton's work. 

Here's a flashback to the April isaue br, a 
pee-lot whose name indicate. he finds it dlfn
cult to keep up with his homework. 

APRIL SHOWERS 
By Kent Bone 

Dear 88.l"l"! : The CF yarns are my favorite sd.�ce fiction l!!torles. Why don't you try to me.ke CF a monthly or bi-monthly ? 
Thill month's CF was a wow except fer the yarn "Gabr1el'll Hom." by l't&Y Bradbury and HenrY 

Huse. Your new author Brett Sterlllll[ Is excellent. I like him just a.s well aa Edmond Ha.mllton. 
Here's bow I rate the stories In this month's CF : 1. "Worlds to Come " bY Brett Sterling. Why don't you have aome ft�hta In apace? Try to get 

Sterling to make Grac and Otho quarrel a. lot 
more. Try to cet some more th�ht tr&neference 
between Capta.ID Future ami Joan. 

2. "PUiace of the Space Marine,'' lily D. D. Sharp. 
I don't � hoW that comet threw the Space Marine 
so far aad BG f918t.. a. "'Better Than One,'" by Henry Kuttner. That 
ma.cblne waa a lltUe bit too much. but I ca.�� tell you 
this, It wa.e much better than "Gabriel's Horn." 

4. Of OOW11e last a.nd least, "Gabriel's Hom." The cover was good. Who dJd It? Why don't you print the artl.st"s name on the contents p�e as you do In TWS and SS ? 
Under Obaern.Uon was �ood. It Is too bad you 

can't send back Issues to anybody. Like Georce L 
Y.ounc In Lim&. 

The Shape of the Future was �ood. I hope you keey It up. 
The Futuremen was the most lnt .. reatln� apeclal 

feature. Tbe Worlds of Tomorrow wam't u g...,d aa It 
should be. I hope you have better ones In the 
future. 

The Future ot Captain Future was very good. I 
hope you keep It up, too. [Turn page] 

Approved by Parents and Teachers 

Now on Sale-JOe at all Stands 
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YfJutHDspit4/ 
and DDctDr Bills 

PAID/ 
SICKNESS or ACCIDENT 

hlsur& NOW, before it'stllO late! Pro
teet yo11r savings ogennst Hospital 
expense. Here-. an amazing offer of 
safe, dependable coverag& under 
Ametito's most popular HospitaliJa· 
liOn Plan.. famll'f or Individual 
eligible. No Medleot Examination. 
When sickness or occident strikes, 
you may go to any Hospital in U. S. 
or Canada under any Doctor'• 
care. YOUR EXPEHSES WILl BE 
PAID exactly os Policy spedfles. 
WAR cOYerage lncluded.The Com
pany under supervision of the 
l111uronce Dept. No ogentwm call. 

l'lecite senl me, wilhovt obligation, details obout your "3c A Day Hospitalization lnsllfance Plan". 

No�·-····•······-···· .............. ... . . .. . .. ..  . 
Addreu.-----·-·----·-·---------------------· 
City. - - - - · · - · ·-·-----·-·· .. stor ... -------.-----. 
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T R A I N I N G C O U R S E  
E.sllest Wd7 -to 2•• 
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T R A I N I N G  

MU 
Sond :roar l'oollll for - a.., olfor aad. B'BJilB ''lllmnin& DletlooaiY' todv. ""••ograp6 lfecorda Mode 

VANDERBILT M USIC STUDIOS 
Ollf(. TQ- 1 1, Bn 1 12 • Coo� Island, II .  Y. 

LODESTONE LM51AN.,!. V::Na 
' Keys to Power, $1. Postage extra It C.O.D. ChiUD18. Powders. Olle. Berba. NlJ'feltlee, ete., de11crlbed ID PBEE Cataloc. 
D. SMYTHE 1:0� Box T, NEWARK, MO. 

I have nothin&' to criUctze thll!J time lUI you ca.n 
plaJnly see, but that doe11 not mean that I will not 
In tbe future.-1677 Ferri& A.-, Dtttrc>it, Micllo-\qaa. ' 

Referring to your commellt number two, 
Kiwi Bone, why not? This is nothing com
pared to Captain Future's p istol band speed
as di•covered by Pee-lot Oliver. Aud wasn't 
it a good thing for the badmen of the old West 
that Curt Newton wasn't a frontier marshal? 
It take it you didn't like GABRIEL'S HORN 
--a vague sort of impression I got from read
ing your communique! 

NOTHING IS PERFECT, BUT
By Pvt. f.c. Robert Lee Rabenaldt 

I am a "recruit" writer to your Magazine, but I am an old read&r ot it. I have just finished readIng CF In "WORLD'S TO COME." I noticed one 
thing In p&rtlculu in the story. It states that the 
Sverds were able to paas thru any material object. 
That is well and good, but what I would like to 
know Ia bow they went thru wtth their wea.pena secured to their waist. Explanation please? 

Now I will quit "griping'' and tell you wbat I 
really think about your c:E' Ma«. ot all the "Sci
enoe Fiction" Mage. I have read I believe that CF 1.8 one of the bs8t. I don't think you want me to 
say tt ts perfect, becaW!Ie I belleYe In the old Adage 
th&t "Nothing ts perfect." Another thing, If I ll&ld 
It was perfect, then your Wl1ters would probably 
g9t lax on their atorlee. You don't want them to · do that do yout All kiddlag Mlde, though, Sarge, 
I really get plenty of pleasure and relaxation from CF. It's my favorite.-Fort Sam Hotuiltcm, Tfl!J)a.. 

Bully for you, Private Rabenaldt. We cer
tainly intend to keep C�q�taln Future aetive to 

, entertain you boys who know a lot about fight
ing in your own glorious right. And the old 
Sarge bets that you didn't pick your Christian 
name out of any grab-bag, either. More power 
to you, kiwi, in carrying on a great general's 
tradition in this present world tumult. 

Before we start singing Dizie. let's hear 
from a new reader in Brooklyn • 

. THE COMET OVERSHOOTS 
By Kenneth Danter 

Dear S&rge : Do you know that this magazine is 
responsible for a bawling out I received from my 
parents? Let me explain : Having nothing to do 
one night I bought my first Science :lrictlon ma.ga.
zlne1 th1a magallln&. I thought It would be. some 
reaalng matter In which I would kill the night. 
Well, I bePD .readlne- CAPTAIN FUTURE, and It 
not only killed the evening, but it kJiled the entire 
night--Plus a couple ot the hours ot the morning. 
I just couldn't ��top l't!ading it until I bad completely 
ftnlsbed it. Since I am not a fut reader CAPTAIN 
FUTURE kept me up till the wee hours of ,the 
morning and, since I am only fttteen, my parent& 

.djdn't llke It and thus the baw1ing out. 
But let's get to another topic ! I have a keen eye 

in epottlng flaws In a story. Here 14 one from 
"Worlds to Come" : 

According tg ba.ek tssues of C. F. that I have been 
able to obta.ln, the VIbration Drive makea the Comet go faster than lle-ht. But on Page 24 of "Worlds 
to Com8.1" quote : "'I'bere goes the Vibration Drive, 
Cblef. .1n a couple ot hours they could see a black 
dot against the bluing sun." Unquote. Let us sa;y 
that with the Vibration Drive they were just golrut 
the speed of light which Is 186,000 miles second. A couple of hours means two hours and In two hoiU'Il, 
according w ,.'lilY tlgure.e, light travels 1,339,200,000 
mllee. The "'-' took off from the moon a.tter the 
mysterioll8 ship I'1Jllhln& into the Sun. Let W! say 
the Moon Ia approznnately U,ll00;1l'OO miles trom the Sun. By a !Jttle sbnple subtraction we find that 
If the Comet djdn't go lnw the Sun It would go 1,247,200,000 miles past the Sun-411 fact, pr&ctlcally 
out of the Solar System ! Every story baa flawa, 
but why did C. F. have 8\lch an &j)parent one? I must say that a£ter readipg c. F. I am a life 
customer of it. Many of us want this magll.Sine 
to come out more often than once every three 
months. 

Within I enclose the name strip and coupon. Please send me my membenhlp certltlca.te and list 
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ot rules promptly.--:r U lltJBt . Utlt Bt., Broo1ciim, N. Y. 
The old Sarge doesn't recall that particular 

passage (a fait passage, by the way, eh? )  that 
you refer to, Kiwi Danzer, but I will chide 
Mr. Sterling about running an espreaa when 
be 11hould be making local stope. It was bad, 
huh? But a paperhanger named Scbickelgruber 
is further out of line than that. Which en
titles you to buy another War Bond tbls 
month. 

PUBLISH MONTHLY 
By Dick Dolan 

Dear Sarge : Your Jut Issue, "The Face of the 
Deep," sure was a dandy, one ot the best issues I've 
read. The BEST I'Ve read thoUI'b waa, "The Ma.&i
cian ot Mars." That one had me UD untll 2 :00 a.m. 
Why don't you publish monthly? I'm aure all the 
real CAPTAIN FUTURE fane would be glad to put out ftfteen cent& every month for rea.d.ln& pleuure 
Instead ot eve!"Y three monthlf. 

I'm enelOI!IIne the Spring l.uue cover top and 
coupon, eo !!�Ide the membership cud. and l"U)ea 
down my way promptly. Why not juat send a cou
pon tor membership Instead of haVing to tear the 
cover?--.!8 OWcle DI"We, SMrid<m <Xro14, CIH«>pee Falkr, M.u•. 

He Could Change 
H is Face 

�But he could not alter 
his "Tell-Tale" 

! FINGER PRINTS 
.,. -

-- arimJnal. .Jolm DillfDger, had Itt. 
features 10 altered that many uaoeiate. 
�a not � him, bvt; tu. Anger prlntll, whloh lle �ly tried to ...... , .. potldft Jli'OOI at bill ldaticy. 

S C I E N T I F I C  
C R I M E  D E T E C T I O N  

Endecl his criminal career 

Learn this good-pa y 
steady - employment 
Profession A *  Home 

There Is always a demand for Finger 

Struggle along for the duration, Pee-lot 
Dolan, and we'll see what we can do about pub
lishing CAPTAIN FUTURE more frequently 
then. Meanwhile, welcome to THE FU
TUREMEN CLUB, but don't get fresh with 
the old Sarge. In the astrogation chamber fOU 
are a junior pee-lot, and if the Chief Aatro
gator aays you aend in a name-strip, you aond 
it in, see ? But what· an we jawing about ? 
You've already done it, haven't you ? 

� Print Experts; GOOD TIMES 1 : a or BAD ...,. • • •  whell tbe .s.m...d forouund,...,III _... Uial!lenrbefl(e, Ia a.mpt7 .-1 tbno to II'Ot IDto tblo � whloh P!l>vidM ;;;:;dpq,�""!�.lo;rmentJ•alaD tlllloe. Let I . A. S.tra!D """ iO ilil "  �.-- In t.blo tuoiDaUD8 field of lldoDl;IAo ...-��e--.. 

STERLING HAS TALENT 
By Paul MUes 

Well, Sa.ree : I'm aendlntr for my memberllhfD and 
am sending a l&tter to express � t&ellnge towa.rd 
your new author of Capt&tn FutllNl, Brett SterUng. 

Iie'a IIOt talent ! Meaning I Uke him, althOU&'h I recoantsed a dlfterent band pushing Qaptaln Future 
Into an exoltlng adventure. "When I did discover It 
was not a Hamilton story I began to wunder wb&t 
had happened to Ed. I read all ot Under Observa.
tion and The Futu� ot Captain Future before I 
discovered that Ed wa11 entafintr Uncle Sam'a azmed 
forces. (Three cheers for Ed ! ) Brett . . . well, let me take an example Uke POCket fuel. He takes on where another man left o« a.nd 
makes a. better tuel by Improving tb& bla.ettn� power. 
This QDens up a. new tleld of dJaeovery that ml!fht 
not have been dlecovered. If be hadn't come along. 
It helPI! bring In more and better adventures to the 
light. (Do r mu e myself clear?) Don't get me wrong, I like Ed 11 style ot writing 
arid I hope I'll be able to become e.e lfOOd u him. (Oh, yes, dldlou know I'm an a.utbor ot so1enoel'lction? I 1101 one story eo tar a.nd am hopln& to 
sell mo�. Ot course I'm an II.Jlknowu a.uthor now, but I'm eo Ina' to l'lx that ! ) :Plenty of ttmes I've re&d 

[Turn page] 

BACK THE ATTACK-WITH WAR BONDS ! 

Not Dilflculf to learn 
Crime tloteetloll lnohtmple but Wltll O<II' I!IO<!en metllocJ flf� llllr lt Ia !lOt dUIIoalt to 1�. h'f • ....,._....,z ..s.me.. whleb"'ll.en � TBlleUGH TR.AININO lrifttl 7<111 -.t'blbc 110 - """ 
wtbe.��� �.::!..� tt;'O:: �4l�"t! 
,... to ........ 530/ of All ldentltleet1on Bureaus 

'O In the Unlhcl Stela 

E.A.S:tn�nec�-... T01. , .  Ofti'A--of ..U \fle ldle-� U-lllatoll emDioYitu<lotltll aDd -
..4. . A of tiiMo mm are bao.do of BurMta.-Man:r of thea �· D<>tl>h>s &boat erbpe � -- U..:r .... PD ..... wi lla  • . 8. Now t!Mr llaft � 1*, .-I IJalarioo 

aDd • tie lutaro. Wrlto toda7 b filii � aDd an. book. �-�--
FR E.E 1 "THE aw�r BOOK ol' cRaMr 

Tldo book tabo yoa rtaht l>ehlr>d tho - .mo .. 
..U... - eeloaoo eomo to plpo. lt will abo,.�� at low coot. """II'Ot oarto41a W. lq boapc)riut worll � Clelllf•CIIIO *be
poll . ,  ,llelld h NOW I 

INSTITUII OP APPUED SCIENCI 1920 SvnnyaWe ,...,. o.,t.7Ma�Chltago 40, 111.; 
Mai l  this COUJlOn for Complete 

List of I . A. S. Operatives 

N� • • ••* • • • • • • • • • • -- •••••••• • • • • • • • • • • • • · •• • .-

--- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - � - - - - - - - - ----. 
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SONGWRITERS 
s..,d WI your ""mr or t!Olltr -· Take ad� of oar 
complete '"'"!�. Melodi .. wrltte11 for t10ng - WITll• OUT CHARGE. Wealao�noordaruhubJnlt_..,.,_. 
to leadl��g �ub\iahere. Fl-ee examination. Write for d.d.,a.llS. 
CINI!MA SON� CO. • DEPT. 1.J • P. O. lOX 670 

B..,erly HIRo, Calif. 

ISJH.A �rl't!'��:; :;·��� formatlon and apeeW 
m o n e y  b a o k  offer.  

W. K. STERLINE, 830 Ohio A"Ve.. Sydney, Ohio 
DICE • CARDS 
::.t:' J:ta�"o�i 
BAC.I'S - IDkt, Da:\aba. 

r:�::s.:::��r�. c;:x�� Coualer- Cam••· � 
bocrda. WJIIT£ roa 
CAYALOG YODAY. 

K. 0. CAR1) CO., I:ZU W. WUI!IHtoa 81Yd., C,l_ 111. 

Tlte l;loat Cro11wonl ,.ale fllq•sl•• 
BEST CROSSWORD PUZZLES 

TWENTY-FIVE CENTS AT ALL STANDS 

POEMS WANTED 1-For Musleal SetUne -� 
Jlother, Hqme, Love.� Patriotie. Ccmlc or au:r 1011bjeet. Don't I>eJ&,.-s.z>d ua 7ottr OrieinaJ Poem at cmee- fol'  tmmedlate U• aminatiml and F•IEit RhYmlne Dietl�. 

RlmtARD BROTHERS 74 :=�=�� 

hi• tU.riee two or mor• time� J buy every (almoet) inue of CA.PTAlN FUTU1'lE ;  In tact. I buy f1Vel'7 
kind ot l!cleati:fte-:lletJon lo6ok publt.hed ! Now set eet. here oomea the back-blut from tn3' 
f'!Cket moton. W'ben I cut oft Ute front of lilY book I burnt out eyery !'adio tube from here tq Pluto with m:y la�e ! It 'lll't'ecll:ed the cover Oil 
my book !  Well, I'm sob)&' b&ek to UJY s�-'1'ul.ab. <'t'hta 
drink is made on .To.piter 11.0d It tnakN your Xeno 
taste we&ker tba.n water !)-BO<II SU, 2'r..U0111, Jli.Qit. 

Of course, the old Sarge said mildly (for 
him), I haven't taated ally of tlda Su-Tuiah 
stuJf dished up on Jupiter, but have you ever 
smelled the stopper from all Xeno jug? Just 
a whiff crosses your eyes, curls yow hair, and 
rips out the stitehiftc in your number seven
teen coupon ahoes--aa well as puts a mortaage 
on your spare pair of apace boots. 

A COMPLETE FUTURE FILE 
By Jim"'y Stockard 

Dea-r S&rgoe : The Spr� Issue of CAPTAIN II'UTUR.I1: wu pretty �. except for one thln�. In the feature the l!'uturemen.. It 11ald that Simon 
Wright wu not yet pUl.ced fn his CB.IIe, but In the 
ftrst IMue Slm011 wu already in hle brain caa whet� he came to tlle rooon. 

The eover di!l not ha.n much coonecllo,. wiU. th• 
story. I li.ked the Idea ot 1 oan ezcbancinl' t"'1i..ld.!! with the Vegan cf.rl The next issue aeema llk• it wUl be veey �eod. 

Brett Sterifng 111. getting off to a eooCI atart u 
a. n.ev auther. l think readers will eD,loy h18 atorifl 
very much. I am 11 :years old and read T. W. S .• S. S.., AIR WAR, a.nd R. A. r. ACES eve1'5' isaue. I haYe a cotnPiete ftle ot C F. trom � buinntnc. lUI for you, Sa.rce, why don't you step in ti-oftt of a rocket 
tube, or out on oPeo a.ir lock, or "Wtl&t'a mora tlend
im. why don't you dl'O,.., younel.f In a � of Xeno? M tor the short etortee, "Better Thall One" wu 
the best. "P111a.:& ot the 8--M:&rin&'' was aoo
ond, and "Gabriel'o :dort�'' ...- laat. 'l'be fee.turae were very C"O<>d witJ!. tb$ 11'\ituremen beat. Well, time t& bi�U�t o'k Barge. llalopy Xeno guzzii�..Ja.c1c- Blu6 .. , NtStrJwtlu, 1"omt.. 

You caD thill1t; of t:be most wonderful thinp, 
Xiwi Stoeltari . .A vat of Xmot My, aay, what 
won't ;we be diving into next? Now you dive 
into the nearest fuel chamber so we can aet the 
full benefit' of that gas where it will do tlse 
most good. 

BOUQUETS AND BOMBS 
By Steve Ad•ms 

Hi, Sa.rp : I am enclC>IIl!ll' th.ls letter wttb 'my application for ro.eoabershlp iJl The l"Uturamen with 
th• hope that it will r<W�.Ca you. 

I haven't mlsaeci an Issue ef C. F. siJlae tbe Arlit 
ooe a.nd I'm only 16 years old MW, so, I eu� tAa.t makes me your yoQ.lll'est, atea.dy �UAer. But eoouCb 
ot this, D&W t& pt cloW"ft to tbe 110lld atulf, ' Your new author, arett Sterllnc, has done a 1JW6ll Jeb In takina- over Ecbnond Ha.li)Utoft'll place, and hla novel "Worl4s t. C&me" -. perfect. The llborta 
were u�:� to pe.r, but, ""cuse me, Se.rce, If I aa.7 that 
I thll)k I smelled a. little of H. G. WeU'e "The SA&pe 
of Thin� to CoiXHI" io Rradbury a.nd liaao'a "a.
brlel's Horn.'' 

I think )'our dept. Ia ��Well r 4nd the others are okay, .too. Well, I've tosae<l quite a. few oouguete now I thfDk I'll throw a bomb. l!>on't WC1'1'7, B,a.r�e ; It' a net at 
you, but at our cood friend. Mr. Robe.rt Sanbf!rc. 
I don't know wl!y 5&1Te, but every t!Jne I open 
an I.Mue of C P'. i - a letter Ulte tbe O!le trom 
Sa.nberf.· lt'o a shame t�r us regula,r tellowa tlult we can t all be Elnstel!ul JJ,lu Sa.nbeJ"s and hla pen pa.ls. 

But, oh well, 80 loq, Sa.r.r<�- Yours 'til tbe Xeno jUS' l'\lll& drr---44 So. OGroHlwJ A11e., .4f� OCt!/, N. J. 
Sorry, Kiwi Adams, but the jwlio'r attra

gator juat in line ahead of you has you topped 
by a couple of years. Or should I say-bot
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to131led ? But never mind. Yoa are both heart
ily welcome, and may the old Sarge make top
flight senior aslrogators out of botb of you. 

DOWN WITH THE SUN IMPS 
By Pvt. William E. Elliott 

Dear Sergeant Sa.turn : I ha.ve been a. lclenQe 1lc· 
tJon rea.der now !or altout seven yea.ra. but thl.l ts 
J'lljP' first letter to any maga.ztne. I've read CAJl. TAIN FUTURE ever since It first came out and 
I've never ree.d a. Future story yet that I ha.ven't 
thoroughly enjoyed I've just tlnlshed readtng ''Worlds to Come." It wu very enjoya.ble &nd (ollowed the delightful Hamiltoa lltyle eo prec!Aly 
that I was ama�ed t6 learn a� I had tinlehed the story, that Hamilton hadn't written lt. l waa diaw;.ll,!lnted at first to le&.rn th!s1 u I had &880olated 

Uton 110 closely with Fururoe, that lt did not 
ll66llW possible that &l\Yone else co.Ud write the Ca.p
taln Future l!ltories. It's like losing an old friend. But I sincerely hope that the new author, Brett 
Sterling wUI continue to present the Fut1,U'81Den yarns as Hamilton created the�1 and not deviate. 
I enjoy the Futuremen just as mey 8l'e, and boP'} 
they reme.in that way. While not oaatin« any asperslolls at Mr. Sterlln«, I do hope lllr. BII.Dlllton 
will �eume the writing ot the Captain Future Btoriee 
when the war ts over. llleii.Dwhlle, the be.et ot luck to blm, and he's get my praise tor dolnr a. rreat Job. 

I am sending In my application to join the Fu
turemen at the S&me time I a.m wrttlnf. tbla letter. 
I &m twenty-one now and In Un<lle �a Anny"'-but I still continue to read C\XWr�liE. uur companion mft.8B.;ines G WONDER 
STORIES, and STARTLIN STORIES, are a.h!o 
tope With me. These three science fiction lJ!&ga a.re 
amonr:. the "Very tew journals ot this type that ltiU keep their stories In the hlgh-clasa science fiction 
field and clo not let traaby, fantastic rubbish Inter
mingle. For that I am very thanktul. I believe a· 
acienc& fictloll IDS$ should lrtlck to· that and keep 
IJUperna.tur&l junk out. Well, this Is all for n�. ADd, Sarge, don't let these polson pen •un Imps 
�ret you down. Kaep up the K004 work.-L01Def'SI 
11'�, D�. Colo. 

See here, Private Elliott, the old Sarge 
doesn't care whether you are twenty-one, 
blackjack, •even and a half, or elgbty-one
:you keep right on reading CAPTAIN FU
TURE. And when thia man's war is over, 
maybe we'll have Brett Sterling and Ed Ham
Ilton collaborate on a Curt Newton yarn tbat 
will create a apace vortex big enough to flU 
the Coal Sack. Meanwhile, I'U pallS yout kind 
words along to Sterling. 

HOURS OF BLISS 
By Jeanne Hall 

-

. De� sarse : Enclosed Is my &p,PlleaUGa tor J'De&n· bersblp in the "Future W6men- ' J w� so · hAppy to Jearn that gl>ls aa well u men a.re �ble. 
Incidentally. I'm llot sure that I will make a good 

•Future woman," since I haven't a elnJrle complaint 
to make. It would seem that to be a tnamber In 
good stand!ng you must methodlc&lly plck each ISI!ue 
o! dear old C. F. to pieces. 

I guess l am just a bit unbalanced mentally, b.
cause I wouldn't have It chlu:lp4 tor the world. 

Each time I ftncl a new liiSUe at my J!.twsata.ftd, I settle down ha.ppllf to read It from the oootentl Pac'e to the foreca.s for the n&ltt t&tue. (The hou"'" 
work can walt. ) Not once have I tna.d& myeelf ID 
because the creatures on the cover a.re green Instead of blue, nor have I ever worked myself into 
a frenzy because the Comet can or cannot exceed 
the speed of light. <BY the we.y, whoever won that 
a.rg-ument7) But as I 11ald, I was probably forgo� 
ten when the brains were passed around. Just keep bringing your mag. out a.s otten u pQIIo. 
slble, and you will keep this JX!Or moron happy. 
Thanks for hours ot bll.ss.-l-'!8 SW:tA St., Sant• M !mica., C'ali/. · 

Klwi Jeanne, if the old Sarge bad a fall crew 
like you be' d-weU. be'd have no ezcuae to get 
so • fall himself. levery time a gal pee-lot 
wntea in to report-no matter what the sa" 
-Shangri La ligbta up and the stoppen atart 
popping out of the Xeno jugs. You bet your 
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Gas on Stomach 
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hTiaPACTIO"--

Y E A R  

SitfD NO MONIY �ii.i�iidi.� 
J. 8. CLEVELAND 
euT. 2·11S 

SONG  POEMS  WANTED 
We w&��t ..,._ !)OeiDa a%ld l;nial on all sub;led.. We otru the � of a � Hoii:1WoOO mot1on picture ltUdlos 
comJ;><>aer and ur&l>les"· Send ;,our peem today fol" our con.iderat.ion lU>d libonl offer. 

HOLLYWOOD MILOOIIS P. 0. lox 21618 
Hollywood Zl, C.IJfomla 

finest apace suit, the one with the emhroidered 
red role. on it. yon are welcome to THE FU· 
TUREMEN CLUB and this aatrogation room. 

We have next an ether ftasb from Illinois. 
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WHO IS BRETI STERI.ING? 
By Rodney Palmer 
he��r

tb��r���r:!�o��erl��6� � �e hJ;�� 
and I'll tU>llreelate It, Sar!te. Dldll't he do a few 
aclenee-nctlon 8hort11 a whiTe back? 

Say, Sarre-wlth all these grlpea these rura tend Ill, no wonder you drink that acid th"y cal X.mo. 
Boy ! By the time I I'Ot to the last lett"r to UNDER 
OBSERVATION thla month 1 could see :pou were 
reellol{. Hmmmmm. Ma.ybe .I shouldn't ta.lk &bout S'Uch thlnge . • .  Anyway, the Spring isiJU<!l hu :vet 
to be dl1!8ected 110 here l{oee. 

First on the list ts a reference to myaelt by Nor
man Wel{emer ; he states to the etreet that my 
often repeated aug�esUon to ditch artlcls 18 deft· 
nttely a. ba.d one. Hmmm. A matte!' of opinion 
there, Norman. 

But to � on: 
I've completed two chapters of WORLDS TO 

COME ; I I\ ave aomethlnc o! interest to report: 
"Brett SterUns- -m• to be a pro!ei!Sional writer nilt Ull&Cqua.lnted wltb tba land of science-fiction. 

Atter a.na.Jyztnc b_!e lltyle I ba ve a.rrtved a.t the con· 
elusion that his real name would be Instantly ree
Q�mlzable, It published, aa a top.notober In the 11eld. 
And hill lltyle Ia likable. Now tbe qtldt1on .la burn
In&' on every one of our tOI\j'U..........e&ll he keep up 
the stau!darcl aet bY Edmond Ham.Utont Perhaps 
be C&D JNl'P8.111!1 It In tba.t ea.ae, ftne. In order to 
eurpaa& Edmond Hamilton, however. he'U have to co aome. A lot of SCience woven In here · a.nd be aeem• to know his ebaracten pretty well. He'a etudled ca.re· tuUy. Good ! 

The novel �lng- lengthened ? Wbo are you try. 
lng to kid, Sarge? 'I'h!s one's extra !hort ! But 
seriously the Idea. ot lengthenin&' the lead novel tan't a. bad one. And It also comes to m:r mind that 
you've cot three food writer• delh& tbe aborte thla 
usue, or abould .a.y Courf .Ancf tell thoee guya 
scr&a.mlnc for serl-.11 to �wt baOk Into their holee. wm you? You llon't ha.Ye to. I've already told 'em I 
-U6 W. BOtA lJt., OAicoao, nl. All right, Pee-lot Palmer, pull your neck in 
and take a second glance at the dope the olcl 
Sarge fed Kiwi Oliver a few paragra�1 back. 
Maybe later on we'll dig up the personal dirt 
on Brett Sterling. Meanwhile, let's you and 
the aenior astrogator lock borna over this 
longer novel businen. When I promi1ed that, 
could I foresee how long or how ahort Brett 
Sterling's firat yam was teiq to turn out to 
be? And' can we control the ftow of word• 
from a science fiction 'III'Titer's typewriter like 
�ter from a tap (or Xeno from a jug), draw• 
�� off exactly a certain number of word• and 
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then cutting the flow otf right on tbe nose? 
Anyway, isn't the Curt Newton story in this 

issue longer? So stop fidgeting in your seat 
and we'll do our best for you "as time goes 
on.'' 

Comes now a final blast on the stern rockets 
frem the north woods country. 

ELEMENTARY PRINCIPLES 
. By J. W. Lewis 

De&r Sarge : ":B(Itter tate thaD never" covers a 
rather large group of aubjecta, end rather aptly 
eovers this letter. 

I wrtte to you, stneerely believing that I am the . 
only SF enthusiast In Maine--at least, It bas never 
bee�� my good fortune to meet another dYed-In-the
wool enthullla.st. So you ma.y take the opinions that 
I It&t. as l>elonzintr to the leadlntr, number one tan 
ot the state of Maine--unl- they are contested bY 
anotb.er HMaine-ia.e." 

Firat, I wish you would ask Sterltng to <!ig out 
. bla general ecienee book and go ovw a few elemen
ta;ry principles aga.tn. I don't object to anyone II&Y
lng that something Is poaelble when now we thmk 
It's lmposmble, but I draw the line when someone 
says IIO!Dethtng Ia possible when It hae been � 
lmPOSalble. . 

I wm stick my neck out and say that there ta 
fOlng to be a holler with a. capital H. The old pack 
sure howled when Hamllton llllid "Ca;ptaJn Future 
did so-and-so" and didn't e-xplain bow he did ll 
Well, In my opinion, Sterling has even more o! a 
tendency to do tbe same thing, · Do you believe In giving credit where credit Ia 
due? Some of your covers may not be a credit, but tar the luvva mike put the poor artist'• name on 
the contente pa.s-e, or let him sign his work-only 
one &rtlst In a. thousand Uvea for art alone, tor a.rt•a sake. Sbhh ! Here's my vote for trimmed edges and BIMONTHLY PUBLICATION ! AJI ln all. however, Sterling didn't do euch a bad job-<wen If be difl do <t!Je&r thlnp to Einstein's 
space-time continuum. The shorts weren't bad, 
either, and I'm glad that you ftnally found out that 
you ca.n•t pl'lnt a. serial In a magulne that comes 
out four times a. yea.r. Serials In CF have always 
given me the proverbial pain ln the neck, anyway. 

Boy, I can Just lma.gtne Hamilton grabbing the 
tl.ret oopy ot err, and reading tt. I wonder If he'U h&v� anything to say? 

Well, I guess that covers everytb!Dg tor the Jno
ment. Don't forget to Instruct Sterling upon the 
differences between Science Flatlon and Fantasy, 
a.nd Wltll narl lab I remain. The No. 1 Xeno cuzzler ot the Pine Tree State.-A-ugusta, Maine. 

Pee-lot Lewis, the old Sarge baa broken at 
least aiz Xeno jugs (empty ones) over the 
make-up editor's head, trying to get him· to in
clude the cover artist's name on the contents 
page, and I think you'll find it there regularly 
from now en. As lor trimming edsea.-would 
you like to have your hair trimmed? · 

The old space dog never did bri� up this 
question, and I'm not going to set it down 
here. You kiwis kick it around until you wear 
it out amonc youraelvea. Me, I've got big 
buaineas to attend to with a jug of Xeno and 
a pound of powdered aspirin. 

Aa for all yoq junior astrogatora, please get 
your letters in on thia issue aa soon as you can 
so I can cook up a nice batch of poison for 
you apace monkeys. I located a patch of blub
blub berry weeds Oft my laat trip to Neptune 
and I am very anxious to try them out. Those 
of you kiwis whose letters have not been in
cluded this time, be patient with the old Sarge 
and write me again, won't you? 

Right now I have to lie down for a bit. My 
head Ia a little diuy. Must be a fresh attack 
of coamic rays. I wonder why they don>t stuff 
pillow• with powdered aspirin. Wake me up 
when you have torn this present issue to 
plecee. 

-SERGEANT SATURN 
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Free  for Asthma  
It you sull'er with attacks ot Asthma so terrible you 
choke a.nd gasp fDT breath ,  If restful sl�ep Is Impos
sible because of tbe struggle to breathe, If you feel 
the disease is slowly weari ng your life away, don't 
faU to send at once to the Frontier .Asthma Co. for 
a free trial of & r�markable method. No matter where 
you live or whether you have any faith in any remedy 
onder the Sun, •end for this tree t-rial. If you have eulrered for a lifetime and tried everything you could learn of without relief; even it you are utterly dis
couraged, do not abandon hope but send today tor 
this free trial. It will cost you nothing. Address 

Fronti<K Asthma Oo. 
46� Ni&Kara St. 

467-K Frontl<>r Bldg. 
Bulfalo, N. 1'. 

S O N G W R I T E R S  
lf you're r�u.lly interee!M. In songwriting, you r;hould write for OUT free 
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THE FUTURE 
OF 

CAPTAIN FUTURE 
A foreca st  fo r Next Issue 

Now, if y o u ' v e  got 
your b r e a t h  b a c k  

from the present issue's 
trip with Curt Newton to 
MAGIC MOON, s e t t l e  
back in your decompres
sion chairs and adjust 
your belts for about twen
ty gravities. For next 
voyage Captain Future is 
about to do something 
never before attempted in 
the Solar System. He pro
poses nothing less than 
the creation of a brand 

new planet between the' orbits of Earth and 
Mars. 

This project makes everything in the 
engineeri-ng scale of the past pale into in
significance by comparison. And, when Curt 
Newton proves conclusively to the Supreme 
Council of the System Government that he is 
capable of doing what he proposes, he places 
the financial empire of Hartley Brooks in 
great jeopardy. 

And this brings about the most deadly plot 
ever conceived by human minds to eliminate 
Captain Future-{>ermanently. But chance 
takes a hand in th1s game of billiards played 
with worlds and a series of amazing things 
happen. A train of events follow, one on 
another, until the complications and ramifica
tions are well-nigh endless. 

Captain Future plays a new role in DAYS 
OF C R EAT ION when a space adventurer by 
the name of Edward Loring decides to usurp 
the identity of Curt Newton. thus hurling a 
rocket wrench in the plans and machinery of 
both Hartley Brooks and Captain Future. 
Loring himself is not the type to play the role 
of Curt Newton. 110 he hires a quarter-breed 
Martian actor named Hro Zan to look the part 
while Loring does the thinking for the team. 

Thi� then, is just the beginning of a three
way combination of events and cross-purposes 
that ranges from Earth to the outer planets 
and embroils all of the Futuremen and joan 
Randall and Ezra Gurney, the old space 
marshal. Otho does one of the best character 
disguises of his career. Gra' runs into but
terRy trouble that amazes h1m. The Brain 
performs one of the most remarkable surgical 
operations of his long and illustrious scientific 
life. And Curt Newton plays out one of the 
most dangerous roles he has ever assumed. 

In this book-length novel, Author Brett Ster
ling does one of the finest jobs with Captain 
Future we have yet seen. And-to cap every
thing-the illustrations are by Virgil Finlay I 

Need we say more about the big story for 
next issue? Watch for Days Of Creation in 
the coming number of CAPTAIN FUTURE. 

There will be several good short stories, 
too, and here's a special treat. A new series 

.... 
.. 



of abort atories about a pair ·of elderly and 
impractical-but undobutedly brilliant scientista, by a com{)aratively new writer in the scientifiction field, will begin with Doodl•
plast, Inc. The first story in this whimsical 
series by Ford Smith has to do with the case 
of Tb.e Rubber Serum Man, 

The alarm sitnal is flashnlg on the control 
panel, so I will turn you over now to the 
tender merciet of Sergeant Saturn. The old 
sJ)ace doB is anxious to get you Under Obser
vation. So, until next issue--spatially yours, 

-THE EDITOR. 

THE COMPANIONS OF SIRIUS 
(Concluded from page 11J) 

prevented that." 
"All Karem bad to do was glanc:e at 

the lifeboat, and he'd know he was be
ing doublecrossed. I forced the show
down." 

"And then you tried to set Karem and 
Barsen against each other?" 

Jameson shook hi a head. "That wasn't 
necessary. I was. stalling for time. 
There was a double purpose in that
to let the effects of the paralytic rays 
wear off, and to give the gas time to 
reach us. I knew I'd be the last one to 
be affected." 

The captain
' 

interrupted once more, 
this time with a growl. 

"Mighty clever plan, young "man. 
And I'm glad to see that you dl4n't mind 
risking the lives of thousands of people 
to carry it out." 

/ 

"No other passengers' lives were en
dangered. Barden himself saw to it 
that they stayed away. And by the way, 
Captain." Jameson faced the man. 
"You're trying to impress me as a 
crusty old ugly-tempered space-dog. 
But you're failing. Your true character 
is shining through. I can see you as 
you'll be tomorrow, when you perform 
the wedding ceremony-gracious, smil
ing, concerned for the happiness and 
welfare of your passengers." 

"Wedding ceremony ?" The bewild
ered captain stared from Jameson to 
Lora. She blushed faintly, and her eyes 
·shone. "Oh, I see !" 

Jameson was right about him. Aa he 
left them together, they could see the 
smile struggling to break through the 
gruff, irascible features-and succeeding 
beautifully. 
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F I ST U LA 
Otten Undermines Health. 

FRIIE 800K--Kxplalns Facta 
l'tlt1IJa, BeetaJ .l.bHea. PU.. er otJmo rect&l an4 colon ttoubltl ue a ftU1tta:1 IOlll'Ce tor uaoctated ehronlc 
allmenta and undermine health. Learn the facta. 122-
page book on th- a1lmi!llta and latest treatment sent FRB111. .A.ddreatl a card or letter to the McCleary 
Clinic, Ul11 Elms BlYd., Excelsior Springs. Ko. 

SONG POEMS OR IIELODY W RITIRI. 
Write for IIIJ -•"'· -of� <!IrK. 

(4) or my popu1u 11ma• a!..,. oold onr a lULl' ON phmoow-cnvh record�, Yd I)J VlCTO& I lleoiJl& II t>ell�. t.e me N I 
RAY HIBBELER. c:-47, 21$7 N. Aven A-, Clllcago 

Getting Up Nights 
Makes Many · Feel Old 

Do you feel older than yon are oT ader from Gettm• 
Up Nlj[ll.tai Bacl:aclle, Nervouan-. Leg Paine, Olzzl
n-. "Swo leu Ankles. RheumatiC Pa.ll11, Burning, 
�cant:v or frequent paasages? It so, remember that 
your KidDer• are vital to your heo.Ith a.nd that tlleae 
sym(ltoms may be due to non-organic and non-ayatemlc 
Jtldney a!l d Bladder tropble&-ln such cuu c,..tex (a 
plty'ldclan'l prenrlptlon )  usually glvN prompt lllld 
3oyous rellet b7 helping tbe Kidneys finah out polson 
out e:o:een actda and wastN. Yon baYe everythlnl' til 
gain and nothing to Ioae In trying ()yatex. An Iron-clad 
guarantee assures a retWid et your money on return 

C of empty package nnlesa tully Y. S t e X  satlslled. Don't delay . .  Get ()yetex: (Siss-te:o:) from your 
Hti,.Fiuall Kld�MY� drunist today. Oltly 351. 
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How to pass a  

·. :-;:�- . 

• • 
IUS 

An of us caD't be.,.u-. Bat aay 
ordinarily tat-tee� mottal caD be a 
� that'• more dia4 -
pni.- u.. 

Now, GS in lE.op'• time. tLe race 
c!oaa't alway� �o to the cme who 
potentially ia the swif-.. The 
trvi11«l n>an hu no trouble in pa.
iq the plliue wbo hasn't bnproved 
fW tafd.ts. 

In -t' and peace. in every tech· 
nic:.a.l and husinea field. the trai-.1 
n>a.n is worth a clouD untrained 
on-, no Dlatter laow gifted. 

The Intematioaal · � 
cUoc:e Schoo& can't make you into 
• aW- fOt' more than 50 .,_.., 
ru--, t. c. s. luu 1-a helping 
ita studesu:s to become tr#ined, me· 
c�.J I.Jwj -aad it caD do tb. 
ume far )'OIL 

Mark your epecial � on  the 
eoupoa. Doc't be like the umuc· 
asdu1 pnius who waatee his life in 
cfaaminl' of what he intende to do. 
Ad aowi 

, 1  
{' 



@"NaruraUy, the trans
parent roof taboo'd ordi
nary lights. Yet we hadn't 
a moment to lose; with 
every sickening crash we 
expected the roof to 
splinter into a million 
heavy daggers. I got out 
my B.ashlight. In about 
ten minutes I had guided 
aU the cars to safety • . .  

Your dealer may have no "Eveready" 11ash
light batteries. If so, please don't blame him
the entire supply is currendy going to the 
armed forces and those war industries with 
the highest priority ratings. 

Send for ''You and the War," official O.C.D. 
guidebook to all vitally imponant war poses 
available to civilians. This free booklet tells 
exactly what there is to do and how to do iL 
Write National Carbon Company, DepL DW, 
30 E. 42nd SL, New York 17, N. Y. 

. 

0 "We had about 40 ambulances and 
other cars stored in a building with a great 
glass roof- a virtual greenhouse - when 
jerry's bombers arrived. When they began 
finding our section of London we started 
getting the cars out . • .  

€) "I was working alone in my office when the roof 
finally did cave in. Only my B.ashlight could have 
helped me find a way.through that deadly, glittering 
sea of broken glass • • • You begin to see why ambu
lance drivers must always carry flashlights with fresh 
batteries!" 

NATI ONAL CAR BON COM PANY, INC. 
30 East 42nd Street, New York 

Vnil oj Union Carbide and Car'-> Corporation 
l!m 

The word .. Eveready" is a registered trade· 
mark of National Carbon Company, Inc. 

FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER • • •  

_;jo)jrn the DATE- LI NE  
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OVER 3,000,000 already sold . • . hundreds 
of unsolicited testimonials . . . attest to the 

remarkable dliciency of SPEE-D-HONE . . . com

pact, easy-eo-use safety r:uor blade sharpener. 

Men tell us SPEE-D-HONE en:�.bles them to use 

each r:uor blade dozens of times. Many get from 
50 to 100 qu.ick, cool, comfortable shaves from a 
single blade. Jusc a few light strokes over 

SPEE-D-HONE each time you shave puts a keen 
edge on your blade. 

Help Uncle Sam save ftnest cutlery steel lor �ar 
effort and help yourself put up to $10.00 per year 
ertr:t into Wac Stamps by using SPEE-D-HONE. 

Each SPEE-D-HONE carries simple, complete in

structions. Only lOc at your dealer's today. 

Mfd. by CURTISS CANDY COMPANY, Chicago, Ill. 
Ptodueers of Fine Foods 

D E A L E R  O U T  O F  
S P E E - D - H O N E S ?  

Just send us 1 Oc, plus �c 
sta.mp for each SPEE-D
HONE desired. We'll send it 
by returo mail. Offer expires 
Feb. 29, 1944. Addres$ Dept. 

O N LY lQ� EACH 
• • .  AT YOUR DEAI.Eit'S 

� TO 100 BETTER SHAVES 
FROM EACH BLADE .� 

GREAT FOR SERVICEMEN! S.end one or more to your 
friends in uniform. Special mailing card for easy mailing! 

BUY WAR BONDS A N D  STAMPS 


