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Tremendous War Production
Offers New Opportunities
to Men and Wemen

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

2 Many thousands of workers depend on
DR AFT' NG ONE OF MA NY OP OR u N |T| ES‘ . draftsmen, Before materials can be
B¢ ordered—before machine production

can begin—the vital work of drdftsmen
must be done. Yes, drafting is highly important in Aviation, Automotive, Diesel, Electrical, Mechanical, Plastics, Radio,
Structural and many other industries. If you want to qualify in one of these interesting and profitable fields, or if you are
already employed in one of them and want to fit yourself for a better-paying position and continue climbing, American
School offers you your chance,

During more than 40 years we have helped thousands of men and women
to reslize their ambitions and attain important positions in industry,
business and the professions. You who have not completed high achool
or have missed college training, and who cannot spafe time to go away
to school. can get education that fits you for better things. You can learn in epare time, in your own home, and YOU
CAN CONTINUE YOUR EARNINGS. Remember that top executives and department heads encourage home instruction
and keep an eye on those who are determined to forge ahead and prove it by study. Never was there greater need for
trained men and women at liberal pay, and employers gladly award promotions to those who earn them by learning.

It’s easy to find out about the training that will bring
your opportunity. To get details and ountline of study,
with histories of successes others have enjoved, write
us or send the coupon. Complete information costs

- GET FACTS FREE--NO'OBLIGATION""

nothing, incurs no obligation. Let this great school, & ploneer in home study education, explain the methods that can
bring success to you. 8end today. The sooner you take this step, the sooner you can start on the road to fulfillment
of your ambitions and, at the same time, bo better equipped to do bigger things in America’s drive to Victory.

Employers Welcome Applications

From American School Advanced Take This Fil‘S" EGSY Sfep‘

Students and Graduates

Whenever and wherever trained work- CHECK CLIP AND MA". COUPON NOW

ers are needed, employers welcome
applications from American School

AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. a.358, Drexel at SSQh, Chicago

advanced students and graduates. Our Tethout ob¥foazson, Please cead FREE and Dostpaid, bullctin and etalls
employment placement service will help o a ke gﬁhﬂ:ﬂ Secked: . ) » e s
you to locate good openings. There is no g eonditloniag: D oo Ao O Menand Women
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$10 @ Week In
Spare Time

‘T ropaired 2ome Radio
sets when § wus on oy
tenth lesson. 1 really doa'c
see how you can give so
much for such a small
artount of money. I nidda
2600 in g year end a half. and I hare
made an average of $10 a week—just
epare time.”” JOFIN JERRY, 1337 Kal-
amath 8t., Demer, Curado.

Lleutenant in
Signal Corps

“I cannot divulge dny in-
farmoation as to my type of
work, but I can say that
N. R I trainlng is cee-
tainly ecming in mikhty
handy these daye.”” (Naume and address
omitted for military reacons.)

L

$200 o Month in
Own Business

“Fov sevoral years I have
been  in  business for
+ myself making _ around
5 3200 a month. Busiuess
steadlly  increasad.

v . L. to thank
for my stact in this fleld,” ARLIE
J. FROEBNER, 300 \W. Texas Ave.,
Goceo Crvek. Texas,
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Mail the Coupon for FREE lesson
from my Radio Course. It shows you
how N.R.I. traing you for Radio
at home in spare time. And with
this sample lesson I'll send my
64-page illustrated book, RICH
REWARDSIN RADIO. It describes
the many fasmnatmg Jobs Radio
offers. Explains how N. R. I. teaches
you by the unique method which
I bave developed and perfected
during mYy 28 years of teaching
Rudio by mail!

Act Nowl Many Radio Technicians
Make $30, $40, $50 a Week

Right now, in nearly every neighbor-
hood. there’s rcom for more spare and
full time Radio Technicians. Many Radio
Techniclans are stepping into FULL
time Radio jobs, or starting their own
shops, and making $30, 540, 50 a weck!

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

G0OD FOR BOTH

THAT | CAN TRAIN YOU
AT HOME FOR A

ood Job-

Training Men for Vital Radio Jobs

Savitioen FREEY,

/ EXTRA PAY IN MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 3CO9

- & ARMY, NAVY NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington, D. C.
(J 700 Mai! me mm without obligation, Fzmma Lesaon and 64-

page bouk. “'Rich Rcewards in Rudio.”” (No Salesman will

Men ikels to go into militars sor call, Write pistaly.)

vice. soliliers, e#ilws, mnrlnu o et oy

should madl ths Conpon Now! 5 } 3

Learuing Radic helps mep get ex- h

{ra rank, extra prestige, move in- ANAMe L.i.aieseees Peteceeretsstsescesssssateiisiossssere cee

teresting duties,. MUCH BIGHER

PAY. Also prepares for good Radio L% Bl 5605 ad 0o0coe 300 goo o o afalole ola alelolsToTele oliie s olu/s 5le afeololnl o o

joby after serricu ends. Hundreds

of service men now enrolled. (& (M5 8 G 00 386 60 o) G 0 06 o op FE = Stata.r. . 4FR-2
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How the **N. R. I. Method'' Helps Many
Make $5, $10 o Week EXTRA
While Learning

Many N. R. I. Students make £3, $10 & week
extra mouey fixing Radics in spare time while
learning. I send FXTRA MONEY
SHEETS that tcll how to do {t!

N. R. L. trains you '‘from the ground up”—
cogvers fundsmentals thoroushly. The combined
efforts of more than 100 people have made the
Courge so interesting, with hundreds of bie-
tures, charts, and diagrams—so easy-to-graso,
with speclal teaching methuds—that we belizve
you will be “'old friends’ with Ruadio almost
before you know it.

Find Out What N, R. I. Can Do for You

MAIL COUPON NOW for FREFE, sample Tes.
son and 64-page illustrated bock. You'll see this
many fascinating johbs Radio ofers and hew
your cap trailn al home. 1f you want to jump

your pas—n i1  Coupon AT ONCE!
J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 3C09,
Na(lunal Radio lInstitute, Wash-
inpton,

D. C.




See how easy itis!

MY COUNTRY 'TIS OF THEE
SWEET LAND OF LIBERTY

Look at the diagram. The first note on the music 18 *‘C.”
Follow the dotted line to the keyboard and locate *“C’’ on
the plano. Find the cther notes the same way. Now strike
the notes as indicated and you'll be playing the melody
of that famous patriotic hymn, ‘‘America.”” FEasy as
A-B-C, isn't 1t?

W/ Learn music in just

“30 MINUTES A DAY!

Thousands have learned to play their favorite instrument
this amazingly quick, easy way—YUll CAN, T00!

gs, thousands have learned to play quickly and easily

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

That’s why it’s such fun learning music this modern,
U. S. School way. With this quick, easy method you need
no special talent or previous musical training. Nor do you
need to spend endless hours on humdrum scales and exer-
cises. You learn to play real tunes almost from the start.
And you can't go wrong. First you are told how to do a thing
by simple printed instructions. Then a picture shows you how
to do it. Finally, you do it yourself and hear how it sounds.
Nothing could be clearer.

And just think! You can now take lessons on any instru-
ment you select, for less than ?¢ a day! That includes every-
thing . . . valuable sheet music, printed instructions, diagrams
and pictures, and our Personal Advisory Service. No wonder
thousands have taken advantage of this modern way to learn
music . . . and to win new friends, and greater popularity!
T. 8. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 2943 Brunswick Bldg.,, N. Y. O,

Before I took your course

didn’'t know one note
of music. Three months
later I started to play
for dances. I've been in-
vited to many parties.
*R.M., Vancouver, B.C.

It is beyond belief what
benefits I have derived
from your course that you
sent me at such a bar-
galn.—*W. R., Cusick,
Washington.

nomes on request. Pictures by Professional Models.

® Actual pupils’

Y[lll NEED MUSIC TO RELAX AND \
CHEER YOU UP AFTER A HARD DAY

To do your best for the all-out war ecffort.
you necd relaxation and recreation. And
there’s nothing like music to give you a
“Lift” after a hard day. So why not
start learning now. Mail the coupon
for our FREE Print and Picture Sample,
and illustrated Booklct. See how easy
it Is to learn to play your favorite in-
strument this quick, modern, money-

to play. Fill in and mail coupon today!

saving way. Check instrument you want )

S. School of Music
2943 Brunswick Bldg., New York, N. Y.
I am interested in music study, particularly in the l
instrument checked below. Please send me your free
‘‘How to Learn Music at Home,"

illustrated booklet.,
and Free Print and Picture Sample,

Piane Plain Ukulele Modern

Guitar Accordion  Drums and Elementary
Hawaiian Saxophane Traps Harinony
Guitar Trumpet, Trombone Practical
Vielin Cornet Flute Finger

Piano Reed Organ Picecolo Control
Accordion  Tenor Banjo Mandolin I
g Have You

R S T T Instrument?...... |
BUATOEE . /oo ox odes s apm b oninssinsnaican oot s os s I
O oo i s s Prsae e s e State........

Nots If you are under 16 years of age, parent must sign
this coupon. Save 2¢: Stick coupen on penny postcard.



Here's what ATLAS
did for ME/

GEE what a build /
Didn't it take a long
time to get those muscles

Wili You Let
Me PROVE
Can Make

For quick results
| recommend

“Am sending snapshot
showing wonderful prog-
ress.'—W, G., N. J.

Jc Jacobs

BEFORE

Here's What Only 15 Minutes a Day Can Do For You

DON'T care how old or young you

are, or how arhamed of your present

physical condition vou mny be. If
you can simply raise Your arm and flex
it I can add SOLID MUSCLE to your
biceps—yes, on each arm—-in double-
quick time! Only 15 minutes a day—
right in yourown home---is all the time I
ask of you! Andthere’s no costif I fail.

I can broaden yeur shoulders, strengthen
vour back, develup Your whole muscular system
INSIDE and OUTSIDE! 1 can add inches to
your chest, give you 3 vise-llke grip, make
those legs of sours Uthe and powerful. 1 can
aheot, new strength iwfo your old backbone,
exercles those inner organs. help you cram
Tour hody s0 full of pen. vignr wnd red-blooded
vitatity that you won't teal there's eren
“standing room™ left for weakness and that
lazy feeling! Bafore 1 get through with you
V1l have your whole frame ‘“‘measured’” tv a
nicé, new, beautiful suit of muscle!

What’'s My Secret?

“Dynamie Tenclon?”’ That's the ticket! The
ideatical natural method that T myself devél-
oped to change my hodv from the screwny,
shinny-chested weakling I was at 17 to my
vresent  super-man physique! Thousands of
other fellows ar¢ bLeceming warvelous physical

specimena—ms way. I give you no gadgels
or contraptions to tool with. When you
have learned to develop Four atrength
through “Dynamiec Tension,” ¥ou can
laugh at artificlel muscle-makers, Yoo
simply utilize the BORMANT muscle-
power in sour own God-given bulty—
watch it Increase and mnltiply douhie-
quick into rval solld LIVE MUSCLE,

My metlhiod—“Dynamic Tension”—-will
turn the trick for you. No theory-—every
exervise is practical. And, man, so easy.
Svend only 15 minutes a day in
your own home. From the very
start you'll he using my method

SIR! — ATLAS
Makes Muscles Grow

CHARLES
ATLAS

Awarded the title
of “The World's
Mopsi Perfectly
Developad  Man®’
in international
wontest-—in - com-
netition with ALL
men who would
consent tp appear
againet him.
This is a recent
photo of Charles
Attas showing
how he looks te-
day. This is not a
studlo pleture but
an actual un-
touched snapshot.

---—---—---w

of “‘Dynamic Trasion™ aliost |CHARLES ATLAS, Dpept. 773

unconsclously every minute of the

dav—ualking, bending over. etc.  § 115 E. 23rd Street, New York, N. Y.

—to BUILD MUSCLE and VI-
TALITY

1 want the pronf that your svstem of ““Dynoinin Ten-

. { sion’’ will help make 3 New Man of me—give we a3

healthy.
Send for Free Book I [sainy, busky bods and
Tn it 1 talk to you in stratgbt-  § Btrensta.”

from-the-shoulder langusge. |
Packod with inspirational pic-

tures of myself -nd&ng&;}fail— | Hame ......

lows who becsme N DS
strength, ty way. Let me show

you what T helped THEM do. See | Address

what | ¢ap do for YOO. For a
rea) thrill, send for this bock

todas. AT ONCE. CHARLES g Ctv

ATL.AS, Dept. 773, 115 East
23rd $t., New York, N. Y.

husky body and big_muscolar developron 1
“Everlasting Heaita ani

(ease print or wrtte plainty)

State

O (‘harn hﬂvl M umfﬂr 15 for Booklet 4.
L'--------------__--




A Department Where Readers, Writers and the Editors Get Together

EFORE we seal the ports and take

off for a mad voyage this trip the old

Sarge will briefly check the mani-

fests for next issue’s cargo in the good old

ship STARTLING STORIES. So, gather

around the chart table, you junior astroga-

tors, and don’t jostle one another while we
scan the sheet.

The first item, one which fills the main
hatch, is a complete novel by our old
planet-trotting senior pilot—Ray Cum-
mings. In WINGS OF ICARUS, Mr.
Cummings takes us to incredible adven-
tures on one of the outer planets of the
Solar System. Three Earthmen set forth
in a desperate, frenzied search for a certain
mineral that man must have to prevent his
interplanetary empire from crumbling, and
they land in the midst of a world of winged
people who have a desperate problem of
their own.

In working out the solution to one prob-
lem the Earthmen work out the solution to
the other, again proving the old adage that
one man’s meat is another man’s poison.
As neat a trick as Ray Cummings has ever
pulled out of that scientifiction typewriter
of his with the Martian symbols for letters
and the Plutonian numerals. WINGS OF
ICARUS is one of the best novels Cum-
mings has ever written.

The Hall of Fame Classic which fills the
after hatch is a yarn by that old favorite of
yours, the late Stanley G. Weinbaum. THE
IDEAL is another of those clever whim-
sies that Weinbaum was famous for.

There will be other brand new short
stories packed away in the fore hatch. So,
there you have it, my hearties. Roll up the
manifest and clear the decks so we can see
what the present cargo is for the booby
hatch—pardon the old Sarge—the atroga-
tion chamber.

D i, e ey
ZIHERERIS

Shake out the mail sack, Frog-eyes, and
open a fresh case of Xeno. Wait—never
mind the Xeno! Is that first ethergram

from a gal reader? That's the kind of
spirit the old space dog wants.

JOINING THE ETHERWAVES
By Barbara Bovard

Dear Sarge: Having just—or nearly just—
teceived my Science Fiction League Pin, and
having been urged to join the Etherwaves,
I decided that a rave over the November issue
of STARTLING STORIES wouldn't hurt.

First and foremost, I want to shout about
“The Earth Saver.” There is a story that
justifies science-fiction since its birth. I
chuckled and chortled, gurgled and giggled
until I had accordion pleats in my side. More,
more, and yet more!

“The Ancient Brain” was a relief from the
“doomed” future and hair-raising exploits of
one man to save the world. 1t left me with
faith in the future and an easy, restful feel-

ing.

“The Death Ray’” was a good short. The
surprise ending pulls it out of the ordinary
clasa.

Now, about “The Day of the Cloud.” As is
the case with all of Ross’ stories, it was well
written, The last time I saw him, we were
talking about inspiration, and I said he hadn’t
any, so 1 hope this is in a sort of a form of
apology. It was a new and different way of
depicting the end of the world, and while 1
resent the necessity of pulling the moon to
bits, I can understand and appreciate the
logic behind it. And I hugged myself over a
hero who was a heel! Of course, he turned
out true-blue to the hero tradition; his trans-
formation was right and proper. And while
I got my eyes slightly crossed on the ex-
planation of how his father got into future
ahead of him, the story was a gonod one and
leads me to hope there will be more.

Thanks for them kind words ahout “Cen-
sored” and the column “Unscientifacts.” I'm
glad somebody liked them!

Now comes the trouble.
illustration:

First, the ships are all out of proportion
to the moon. It may be the size of the ray,
but the moon doesn’t look much larger than
the perihelion of the N. Y. World's Fair. Sec-
ond, its color and texture led me to believe
that the childhood fable is true and the moon
is made of green cheese! Uh—that’s all, |
think.

That’s all, period.—1929 Page Street, San
Francisco, Calif.

Ir—the cover

Honey lamb, as the old Sarge wearily
pointed out to one of your contemporaries
last issue, that cover picture on the Novem-
ber issue was really supposed to be a cou-
ple of Eversharp pencils poking fun at a
gooseberry. Or maybe a couple of cosmic

(Continued on page 10)
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BENEFITS ACCIDENTAL DE:

CIDENTAL DEATH

Nearly every family may soon have one or more members
in the Armed Forces or War work Although the risks are
higher, Atlas Mutua! is not “holding out” on patriotic
Americans. Take advantage of this big opportuaity while
still available! Protect EVERY MEMBER of your family!
ONLY ONE DOLLAR A MONTH can cover entire
family — Sisters, Brothers, Husband and Wife.

NO MEDICAL

EXAMINATION o7 Az = 3 %
Aes 2 to 75—All Covered PARENTS « CHILDREN - HUSBAND
for Only $1 a Month AND WIFE ™ oy, o

Sausfied members throughout the U. S. No invesuga- Now h . 1 d BB
tions or delays. No medical examinations — just the fact Ow~—more than ever--we all need gEg
that all in the family named in your application are now RIOICCUOX‘I for our entire family, Atlas L

in good health. futual is Inspected and Licensed by &S
No SALESMEN the Delaware State Department of E&
Insurance. Benefits are graded accord- F
will call! You receive Your Whole Family Benefit Cez- B
tificate by msil WITHOUT OBLIGATION and for ing to age of members insured. Send & e
10 DAYS FREE INSPECTION...and study it in the  the coupon or a postcard today for SEEESE e
i S & MONTH -
{ 'PROTECTS:

quiet of your home, with no one¢ to influence you. full information and 10 Day Free In-

‘ spection Offer! Only your & ) v
SEND No M ONEY name and address needed. RDALILLIISS
10 DAY FREE INSPECTION OFFER. 1FREE N COUPON

SPECTION
SPECIAL OFFER for | MAIL TODAY for FULL INFORMATION |

-OFFER"

PROMPTNESS ; Atias Mutual Benefit Assoclation, :

There’s no obligation in sending the coupon right | Dept. 271, WIimington, Delaware ;
away. ACT PROMPTLY. Sendtoday for full ex- | Without Obliganion to me, send full information your )
planation of all details. The coupon of a penny ' Whole Family Protection. Mo salesman will call. {
post ard with just your name and address brings | N i
the big Atlas Mutual offer! : 2 me :
. 9 g% | Address |

ATLAS MUTUAL Benefit Association |, .
| 1

Dept. 271, Wilmington, Del.
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‘Learn this
Profitable

Profession

in 96 Days at Home

Hundreds of men and women of all ages 18-50 make $10.00 to
$20.00 in a single day eiving scientific Swedish Massage and
Hydro-Therapy treatments. There is a big demand from
Hospitals, Sanitariums, Clubs, Doctors and private patients as
well as opportunities for establishing your own office.
Learn this interesting money-making profession In your own
home by matl, through our home study course. Same instructors
as in our NATIONALLY KNOWN resident scheol. A diploma
is twarded upon ccinpletion of the course. Course can be
3 completed {n 3 to 4 months. High School train-
ing i8 not necessary. Many earn big money while
learninz. The Army and Navy need hundreds of
experts—both men and women.

Anatomy Charts & Booklet FREE

Enroll now and we will include uniform coat,
medical dictlonary, patented reducing roller and
Hydro-Therapy supplies without extra cost. The
reducing course alone may be worth many times
the modest tuition fee.
Send coupon now for Anatomy Charts and booklet
of photographs and letters frem successful
qrsduatps These wil} all he sent postpald—F REE.
- —-— R D SED NS GER P e s
I’HE Colleue nt Suredlsh Massave
Oept 663—100 E. Ohio St., Chicago
You may send me FREE and postpaid, Anatomy Charts, bocklet con-
taining photographs and letters from graduates, and complete details
of your offer.

Name ......

Address

 POEMS WANTE

For Musical Setting e
Mother, Home, Love, Sacred, Patriotic, Comic
or any subject. Don’t Delay—Send us your
Original Poem at once—for immediate con-
sideration and FREE Rhyming Dictionary.

RICHAR“ BRUTH ER 74 WOODS BUILDING
AMAZING NEW =
double-edge razor blades /|

writes om: user. Another says,
er.Gives keen, smooth shaving edges, No guess~
nnd some, compact, nturdy.

7.

c ll ICAGO iLe.

« BLADE SHARPENER @ :
performs miracles! *““Not

"Have uged 1 bladeover730 times "RAZOROLL

work. Blade ha!d n correct angle and proper

2 Ne\-sharpcner for all makes of
necessary to change blades,” {
really sharpens blades because it strops on leath-

Jusnumcmnk to sharpen
ars, Well made.

$l°o nghs faw ounces. Will last years. Makes ideal gift.
e SEND No Mo":yl Write todasy Pe, !mtnnnl’

! ln- few centa poeta,

RAZ ROLL for 6 days en Z ﬁ Te m: dehzhzed wn.h

emooth ve)vet shlvaﬂ g get. retorn RA 0 L end we u return
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giants are playing space billiards with
pointed cues.

Anyway, the old Sarge is glad you liked
Rocklynne’s varn. So you know the long-
haired gent personally, eh? Well, he’s
written a new novel which will appear in
THRILLING WONDER STORIES some
time this year. It’s called THE GIANT
RUNT. And you'll like it! (I guess I can
plug my companion space ships if I wanna.)

1942 RATINGS
By Harry Loren Sinn

Dear Sarge: Just bought the current
STARTLING and was overwhelmed by the
perfectly scrumptuous cover. Bergey, who is
consistently good, outdid himself this time.
Perhaps the most outstanding thing about it
was the lack of heroine and BEMs. Anyvway,
it favorably impressed me (that should be
perfectly obvious by this time!) and re-
minded me strongly of the ‘“good old days.”
By ‘“good old days” I mean the time, long
past, when science fiction was sclence fiction.

Asg for trimmed edges I vote against it. T
imagine expenses are high enough as is. I
wonder if Tom Regan and Gene Hunter read
the edges or the stories. As a collector, I
have found that small-size magazines with
untrimmed edges file easier and keep better
than do those with trimmed edges.

Here are my ratings on the last year (six
issues) of 1942 STARTLING:

(1) “Tarnished Utopia,” by Malcolm Jame-
son—March.

(3) “Blood on the Sun,” Hal K. Wells—May.

(3) “City of Glass,” Noel Loomis—July,
(4; “Day of the Cloud,” Rocklynne—Nov.
(5) “Two Worlds to Save,” Morrison—Sept.

(6) “Devil’s Planet,” M. W. Wellman—Jan.
Probably the best reprint was ‘““Cubic City,”
Tucker. The others were mediocre. Well, g0
long, Sarge, and please, or please! forget

(Continued on page 12)
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about Xeno. It's getting monotonous. Oh,
ves, you have the best fan-mag department
i in prodom.—Carnation, Route One, Wash.

i

B Harry, you make me feel better by the

. minute over that cover. In spite of what
: Pee-lotess Bovard just said. All kidding
aside, the ald Sarge passed judgment on the
original painting before the cover plates
were made, and I'm telling all you junior
astrogators it was a beaut!

And what kind of talk is this about the
good old days! I’'ll have you know, young
feller, that science fiction is stepping up to
the good new days. Snap out of that horse-
and-buggy daze just because your tires and
gasoline are temporarily rationed. You
yourself don’t seem to care for the yarns in
the Hall of Fame niche, according to your
own letter.

And never mind your cracks about Xeno.
Did you—ever drink any—Sharlie? I rest
my case.

ATTACK AT 0100
By Sergeant Jerry A. Mace

Dear Savrge; Well, give me a ring and call
me Saturn! Sufferin’ Space Burns, Sarge, am
I tabeco? Do I have B.O.? Remember me?
I'm the guy who brewed the first batch of
Xena in an old Proton Cannon that time I was
marooned on an asteroid with no Spacemen’s
Bar in sight, [Look fellers, it’s agin the law
to send infernal machines through the malil
and besideg, I'mx boarding the next air-con-
ditioned comet that's headed for Alpha Cen-
tauri. Anyway, hew was I to know rny sini-
ple concoction would assume the proportions
of a deluge? Xeno jugs to the right of us--
Xeno jugs to the left of us—Great Galaxys.
men, there hasn’t been so much Xeno floating
around since the V.S W. (Veterans of Spatial
Wars) held their annual convention on Gan-
ymede last year. What a brawl!}

But where was I, Sarge? Ah ves, I was be-
moaning the total lack of response accorded
my last three Ethergrams [To T.W_.S.]. Are
Service men barred from the sacred Precinct:
of Pro, Con and what have you? Or has the
quality of my flashes so deteriorated as to
render them unfit to bulge the creaking seams
of the eld Roekles’ Roost? Well, let's guzzle
a Xeno Zombie while we disembawel the good
ship. S.S.

(Continued on page 120)
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Noting that Craig was paying no attention to what he did, Parker suddenly made a swift
connection (Chap. 1)

SPEAK of the DEVIL

By NORMAN A. DANIELS

When Alex Craig Is Exposed to Inventor Parker’s Thought
Intensifier, a Modern Streamlined Satan Pops Up — and Goes to
Town on a Faustian Crusade Against Diabolical Fifth Columnists!

CHAPTER 1

“l Don’t Want to Be a Hero!”

HERE was plenty of applause

' as the final curtain went down
on the new Cartwright hit,
“Speak of the Devil,” but none of it
was for Alexander Hamilton Craig.

He stood in the wings, a weird-look-
ing object in the gloom, crushed and

defeated, a good picture of Lucifer
just after being hurled over the ramp-
arts of Heaven.

Two minutes before, he’d gone to
the center of the stage and bowed
when the curtain went up for his call.
Only shouts of derision and waves of
laughter had greeted him. True, the
new Cartwright play was a comedy
drama and people were supposed to
laugh—but not at Alex Craig. For

AN ASTOUNDING COMPLETE BOOK-LENGTH NOUEL

15



I STARTLING STORIES

Alex played the title role of his Sa-
tanic Majesty in full regalia. And all
he got was laughter—laughter which
should have been reserved for the two
comedians of the piece.

He reached up bitterly and ripped
the fake horns from his head, stepped
out of shoes that gave his feet the ap-
pearance of cloven hoofs, disengaged
a wiry forked tail from about one of
his sturdy legs and strode disgustedly
toward his dressing room. Alex Craig,
rising dramatic actor, had been
laughed off the stage.

Of course, they were waiting for
him down there—Valerie and the
Cartwrights.

Valerie Lane came toward him
quickly, taking both his hands. She
was trim, naturally blonde, and with
blue eyes that were always much alive.
Craig admired her graceful lines so
much that he almost forgot his split-
ting headache. In fact, he was head
over heels in love with her and didn’t
care who knew it, so everybody did.

‘“Alex,” she murmured sympathet-
ically. *“Oh, my dear—I knew you
shouldn’t have taken the role. It just
isn’t suited to you. You're a dramatic
leading man, not a character actor.
But sometimes you are so stubborn.”

“It isn’t my fault, Valerie,” he said
wearily, with a venomous glance to-
ward Cory and Alicia Cartwright. “I
knew what I was talking about when
I said the Devil should be played
straight—as a sinister man about
town, instead of with these outmoded
trappings of the Middle Ages and
Doctor Faustus. But, in spite of these
handicaps, I'm going to shove myself
down the throats of the American
public and make ’em like—"

“No, Alex,” said Cory Cartwright,
smiling gently as ke stepped forward.
*It’s just no go. You don’t make a
good devil.”

Alex put his arm about Valerie and
faced the two producers. Cory and
Alicia Cartwright saw eye to eye on
every subject. They’d been married
for fourteen years without a serious
disagreement. They never appeared
anywhere in public without each
other. They still held hands in the
theatre—and also considerable sway
and power.

“I can do it, Cory,” said Alex earn-
estly in his splendid baritone voice.
“I know they laughed at me out there
tonight. No—not at me, but at these
silly contraptions you insisted that I
wear to portray the character of Satan.
Props like these things now belong to
the past, or to comic opera.

Cory Cartwright shook his head
sadly. “Afraid not, Alex. We just
can’t shove a character on stage, say,
‘This is the Devil,” and let it go at
that. The man who plays this role
must wear the trappings.”

ARTWRIGHT’S wife nodded in
complete agreement. “Cory is
right, Alex. There’s nothing else we
can do. You’re a grand actor, but we
horribly miscast you. You're the hero
type.”

“I don’t want to be a hero!” de-
claimed Mr. Craig tragically. “In ten
years I'll be too old to look like Ham-
let. The greatest actors of the theatre
have always been character actors.
Look at the history of the stage.
Take—"

“Never mind the dramatics, pal,”
said Cory Cartwright, cutting off the
histrionics. ‘“Never will it be said that
I killed the career of a good actor by
making a laughing stock of him. You
don’t go on tomorrow night.”

“What? I don’t even get another
chance?” cried Craig in sharp protest.
“Why, I can work over my lines
and—"

“Sorry, Alex,” put in Alicia. “At
the end of the second act we decided
to give the role to your understudy—
Stan Haviland.”

Alex gestured in grand disdain. He
was acting better now than he had on
the stage. “Oh—him!” he said with
just the right accent to make his lis-
teners fear they had made a horrible
mistake.

“Yeah—him!” spoke an acrid voice
behind his back, and Craig turned to
face his understudy as Haviland came
into the dressing room. “You needn’t
speak of me, Alex, in a voice you
might apply to the call boy as he es-
says to do Hamlet. They won’t be
laughing at me tomorrow night.”

Alex started forward. Valerie
gripped his arm, and he relaxed.



Alex raised his left hand, his brow wrinkled in concentration (Chap. XV)
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“For two cents, Stan, I'd fix your
face so you could go on without make-
up,” he growled. “Oh—please clear
out of here—all of you. I'll see you in
a few minutes, Val. As soon as I get
out of this ridiculous rigging.”

After washing up, Alex took four
aspirin tablets and met Valerie at the
stage door. They ate a late supper in
an obscure place. His head still ached,
pounding nastily, but he didn’t men-
tion the fact to his friends. No use
trying to find more alibis. But Valerie
saw things for herself.

“You look tired, Alex,” she mur-
mured sympathetically, leaning over
to run her fingers lightly through his
hair. And, as he winced: “Oh, does
your head ache, darling?”

“Like the devil!” he growled, try-
ing to smile. “I guess it was that hor-
rible performance.”

“It’s your sinuses,” she said. “You
know the doctor told you that you
should live in a higher, drier climate.”

“No,” said Alex grimly. “I picked
up this headache at the theatre.”

N E thing about Alex, he never

took refuge in alibis to explain
his failures. He had acquired this
headache because he gave a rotten per-
formance; he hadn’t given a bad per-
formance because he had a headache.
He was a forthright and hard-working
young man who took his work se-
riously and without conceit.

Obstacles only made him the more
determined. He didn’t know how, but
he knew that he was going on tomor-
row night in the title role—and he
was going to put the part over.

“Come on,” Valerie said, getting to
her feet. “Let’s get out of here and
take a walk. The fresh air will blow
the fumes from your brain—do us
both good.”

Alex paid the check and followed
her out into the night. Valerie took
his arm and they strolled in silence
northward along Broadway, gradually
working their way over toward River-
side Drive. The early editions were
out and they stopped to buy one.

Against Valerie's better judgment
they halted under a street light
dimmed for the war, and Alex hur-
riedly turned to the theatrical pages.

He found what he sought, and he
winced. The critics had pulled no
punches. Alex crumpled the paper
savagely and hurled it to the sidewalk.

“If I could only face them in the
role of the Devil in the vile mood I'm
in now,” he muttered aloud as they
strode along. “I’d freeze the marrow
in their comic spines!”

“Never mind,” murmured Valerie.
“I know you are good.”

After a bit they found themselves
walking on Riverside Drive. With a
start Alex realized that subcon-
sciously he had been heading toward
the home of Bill Parker. He always
wound up at Parker’s place when any-
thing went wrong. It was pretty late
tonight, but he shrugged, said noth-
ing, and they went on. Bill wouldn’t
be in bed—likely be in his laboratory
fooling around with one of his crack-
pot gadgets. Maybe he could do some-
thing to ease Alex’s headache.

Dr. Parker was a physicist. He
could have been a big money maker if
he hadn’t insisted on fooling around
with obscure researches off the beaten
path of economic science. He was al-
ways dabbling and dipping into such
abstract and unprofitable things as the
amount of electric current generated
by the human brain, the effect of the
gaze of an eye upon delicate flowers,
the concentration of certain stimuli
upon nerves and such.

Alex never half-understood Par-
ker’s theories and discourses, but Bill
was a good scout and an old friend.
Utterly disinterested in the theatre,
he was an ideal person to talk to now.
Maybe he had a few aspirin tablets or
something for a devilish headache.

“Where are we going, Alex?” asked
Valerie as he led the way up the steps
of the old stone mansion Parker had
inherited from his grandfather.

Alex explained as he knocked the
correct signal on the massive door
panel.

“You know Bill Parker,” he added,
“and he’ll be glad to see you. Or
should I take you home first, honey?”

“Of course not. It’s too late now,
anyway—see?”

HE door was swinging open of its
own accord—one of Bill Parker’s
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inventions to permit his intimate
friends to enter without disturbing
the household.

Wearily Alex conducted the girl up
the grand staircase and into a mon-
strous room on the second floor. Par-
ker had calmly removed most of the
partitions there, converting the entire
second floor into a huge laboratory.

He was at the far end of the great
room now, surrounded by a litter of
electrical gadgets which made Alex
think of a radio repair shop after a
cyclone. Parker was a slender, spec-
tacled young man with a rapt look on
his face as he bent over his work.

EFORE him was a complicated

radio outfit which mounted a
grotesque-looking tube in the heart of
a maze of wires and condensers. It
looked to Alex, in comparison with
regular radio tubes, as Edisog’s first
light bulb might look compared to a
fluorescent tube. It certainly had a
weird sort of home-made look.

“Ah— MacBeth,” greeted Parker,
glancing up. And Juliet! Have chairs
and keep quiet—if you can. How’d
the new play go?”

“Fine,” admitted Alex truthfully.
“The Cartwrights have another hit.
Personally, I stank.”

“Did you now? Have a look at this
arrangement of condensers. At last
I’ve hit upon a method of intensifying
sheer thought. You know I’ve worked
along these lines for years, Alex. And
now I've figured out a short-wave
method of concentrating mental en-
ergy. I’m just finishing the final hook-
up. I putter around with science a
bit, Miss Lane,” he explained apolo-
getically to Valerie.

Alex sigh ed and settled himself
more comfortably in his chair. He
leaned back and pressed his hands to
his throbbing head.

“Tonight I gave the rottenest per-
formance of my career,” he said. *I
doubt the rankest amateur could have
given a worse one. In fact, I acted
like the devil!”

“That’s what you were supposed to
do, wasn’t it?” asked Parker without
looking up. “As soon as I make a spe-
cial helmet to fit a patient’s head and
pick up his thought impulses, with

this power plant and this Parker os-
cillator tube, I can magnify a person’s
will thousands of times. In fact, I
don’t know just how far I can go with
this. So you were good, eh?”

“I said I was rotten!” growled Alex.
“And my head is aching furiously.
Haven't you got something you can
give me for it?”

“Eh? Oh, sure. Why didn’t you
tell me before. Your sinuses again, I
guess. You shouldn’t live in this foul
climate, Alex. I've told you before.
Sit down over there by the end of this
bench and I’ll give you a shot of dia-
thermy treatment with that infra-red
adaptation of mine. Nothing like it
for penetrating human tissue.”

As he talked, Parker deftly adjust-
ed his friend’s head against the back
of the designated chair and fitted a
metal skullcap not unlike a football
helmet to Craig’s head. He started to
switch on the machine which would
send short-wave heat treatments
coursing through the temples of his
patient and then, noting that Craig
was paying no attention to what he
did, he hesitated, and then suddenly
began making swift connections be-
tween the diathermy machine and the
queer apparatus he had just been
working on. The girl was anxiously
watching her fiancé’s face.

Alex Craig talked on bitterly.

“The role of the Devil is okay, Bill.
It’s just those horrible contraptions
that I had to wear. I know I could do
a perfect job if the Cartwrights didn’t
insist on those crazy props. But they
own the show. Who am I but a mere
leading man hired to do as they tell
me. I tell you, Bill, I can sit right
here and just think the part of the
Devil in a manner that would make
your blood run cold. I don’t need a
single prop to project the idea of evil
and sinister purpose that would run
all the hoodlums out of the second
gallery. But they won’t let me out
from under all those silly masks and
props so I can act!”

“Oh, Alex!” exclaimed Valerie.
“Don’t talk like that.”

He almost came out of the chair in
the intensity of his emotion. Parker
quickly thrust him back before he
could tear out the helmet connections
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from the machine.

“Here, here, take it easy!”

“Well, start that confounded dy-
namo of yours,” growled Alex sav-
agely. “My head feels like it is split-
ting open.”

“All right, all right— just relax,”
soothed Parker. “Here goes.”

' E snapped a switch and turned a

couple of rheostats on the
diathermy machine. A dull drone be-
gan to sound. He went swiftly back to
his workbench and hastily made his
final connections, cutting a gauge of
some sort into the line, a drumlike
gauge with an attached stylus that
drew a line in red ink.

“As I was telling you about this
machine of mine, Alex,” he went on
smoothly, soothingly, “you are aware
of mass thought, of mass hypnotism—
how when a lot of people think a cer-
tain thing is so, it’s so. For instance,
you’ve told me yourself how an excit-
ing dramatic scene in a play in an air-
conditioned theatre will show a rise
of perhaps ten degrees in temperature
on the gauge and make the condition-
ing units work faster to bring the tem-
perature down.

“Without knowing it, the audience,
tout ensemble, get a raise in blood
pressure and thermal units which af-
fects the air-conditioners. And you’ve
heard of the mass hypnotism of In-
dian fakirs, and the curse or protec-
tive charm of an amulet which has had
centuries of human belief behind it to
bring the power it is purported to pos-
sess to life.

“Well, I have taken all these things
into consideration in the pursuit of
my study into the actual electrical
nower of the human brain. Instead of
Jdepending on mass belief in some-
thing over a period of great time, I
think I can get even a more intense
eifect with this short-wave condenser
of mine. How’s your headache?”

“Terrible!” snarled Alex in a vile
mood. “And that college lecture
you’re stuffing down my throat isn’t
helping any.”

Parker laughed as he depressed an-
other switch and turned up a rheostat.
“All right, go ahead and stew in your
vile humor,” he said. “What do you

care for the weary hours I labored to
design and create this Parker oscil-
lator tube. It took me months to get
il. into concrete form, and all you can
do is yap about your headache and your
ability to think yourself into the es-
sence of the Devil so you can scare
shopgirls who paid too much for seats
at your theater. Go ahead and think
about the Devil. Think about barbe-
cuing little babies and serving them
up on buttered toast. Can I mix youa
drink of some sort, Miss Lane?”

“I can think of it, Bill Parker!”
yelled Alex viciously. “I don’t want
to be a matinee idol—a hero!”

And then an especially sharp pang
shot through his temples like a jagged
bolt of lightning, and he fainted. He
didn’t even hear Valerie’s little scream
of dismay.

It was like an electrocution, he
imagined. Just as he was concentrat-
ing on his own conception of modern
evil, a flash of orange-red pain that
was searing pain—and then blackness.

When he came to his senses he
found himself lying on the sofa that
Parker kept in the laboratory for
snatches of rest between experiments.
Parker was working like mad at his
precious condenser set, growling im-
precations under his breath. And the
faulous oscillator tube that he had
been months making—it was a shat-
tered wreckage of glass and grids and
fine wire.

Miraculously, Alex’s headache was
gone. In fact, he felt marvelous.

“What happened?” he asked, and
his voice had a depth and vibrant
power to it which was strange to his
own ears. “Where’s Valerie?”

Parker started. “I fooled around
with you and busted my oscillator
tube.” You passed out, and, after as-
suring your fiancée that you would be
perfectly all right here with me the
rest of the night, I sent her home in a
cab.”

“You busted that big tube? How
could that happen?” demanded Alex.
“It wasn’t connected to anything, was
it

“Of course!” snapped Parker, fever-
ishly studying the drum dial and the
wavy tracing of red ink that suddenly
shot upward to the upper edge of the
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revolving chart. “Shut up and leave
me alone while I try to repair the dam-
age.”

Alex Craig shrugged, sat up, got to
his feet and stretched. He walked si-
lently to the far end of the huge room
and sat down at Parker’s littered desk.
Shoving aside notebooks and slips of
paper, he picked up a deck of cards he
found there, rifled them, and laid
them out for a game of solitaire.

UMMING softly to himself, he

played along until he found him-
self balked by the lack of a red four.
He held a black five in his hand. If
only it were the four of hearts, he
could beat the game.

He was about to toss the card down
and gather up the entire layout, but
he glanced at the offending five-spot
once more. And he nearly started out
of his skin. It was the four of hearts!

He blinked, shook his head and
looked again. It was still the four of
hearts.

“I guess I'm going crazy,” he mur-
mured aloud. “I thought—"

“Play the card, old man,” a suave
voice said at his shoulder.

An arm in a well-tailored sleeve of
black broadcloth reached over his
shoulder and a slender, muscular hand
plucked the four-spot from his fingers
to lay it in the proper position. Alex
twisted his head—and looked up into
the face of a rank stranger.

The man was about thirty, perfectly
dressed in a tuxedo. He had great,
limpid dark eyes that laughed, lips
that were curled up at the corners in
a pleasant smile. In fact, he was about
the handsomest man Alex had ever
seen, and definitely likable.

“Hello,” Alex said, returning the
smile. “T didn’t know Bill had an-
other guest about. I don’t believe I'd
had the pleasure....”

Bill Parker’s voice sounded from
the far end of the huge room. “What
did you say, Alex?”

“I just said hello to your friend,”
Alex rejoined, waving his thumb to-
ward the elegant man at his side.

Parker’s eyes looked funny as he
approached the desk. He was staring
blarkly at Alex,

“What friend?” he demanded.

Alex got up and turned to indicate
the stranger. He gasped. There was
no one stinding beside him. He
twisted his neck to look quickly
around the rest of the room.

“Well, where the devil did he go?”
he demanded. “Who was he?”

“Who was who?” asked Parker
bluntly. “Just because you passed out
under my diathermy treatment, don’t
tell me you’ve got the willies now.
Haven’t you caused me enough grief?”

Alex’s face became grim. “Look,
pal,” he said paiently but firmly, “I'm
not playing games. There was a
smooth-looking chap standing here
just a second ago—a sort of man-
about-townish fellow.”

“Rave on,” said Parker. “Anybody
that can shatter a heavy oscillator
with a mere thought can dream up a
mere specter.”

Parker looked sheepish. “Well, 1
thought I'd experiment a bit with you,
Alex. I knew you wouldn’t mind, so
I connected that helmet and dia-
thermy machine to my thought inten-
sifier. Something went haywire, and
you blew out the tube.”

“You—what? Oh, you crazy fool!
But you cured my headache, anyway.
And any damage to your precious
paraphernalia is your own fault. I'm
going to catch a drink at an owl club
and then go home to bed. Thanks a
million for taking care of Valerie and
listening to my bellyaching. And
you’re welcome to whatever you
learned from me.”

“I wonder,” murmured Bill Parker
as he watched his friend depart.

CHAPTER II
Cheerful Deputy

LEX walked slowly down the
street, still puzzled by the
stranger whom even Bill couldn’t ac-
count for. How had he entered the
room? Alex had sat facing the door
and he was certain it hadn’t opened.
Anyway, Bill always kept an electric
lock on it.
Crossing town, Alex saw the invit-
ing lights of a tavern. He picked up
a bit of speed. Suddenly he heard
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footsteps behind him. No—at his side.
Alex stopped suddenly. The steps
went on a pace or two and dragged to
a stop.

“Who is it?” Alex said aloud.
“Where are you?”

Then he put a2 hand over his eyes.
The stranger who had been in Bill’s
lab stood there before him. He’d ma-
terialized right out of air. Impossi-
ble, of course, Alex’s common sense
told him. Shadows —darkness, must
have hidden the man until this par-
ticular moment.

“We meet again,” the stranger said
with a smile. “So nice to know you,
Mr. Craig. A pleasure. You were go-
ing for a drink. May I come along?”

“Now wait a minute,” Alex said.
“You’re a funny sort. Bill must have
told you my name and yet he doesn’t
even remember your being in the lab.
Poor Bill—completely off, I guess.
Tell me—how do you pop in and out
of places like this?”

“It’s my specialty. Very handy, too.
Come along, my mouth is watering for
a drink.”

Alex shrugged and walked with the
man into the tavern. They went to a
booth and sat down.

“What’ll it be?” the stranger asked.

“Why not champagne?” Alex said.
“They celebrate success in it. I'll use
the stuff to drown my sorrows.”

“Ah, yes . . . the play. You were
particularly stinko, my friend. No
respectable devil would have looked
as you did—or acted as you did. With
all those facial contortions, fire
breathing and the cloven hoofs—that
tail—the horns. Absurd, I tell you.”

A waiter prevented Alex from ex-
pressing his surprise.

“Champagne,” Alex said.

“Oh, no—beer will do,” the stranger
broke in. “I insist. Beer can be
equally as good as champagne. Wait
and see.”

The waiter looked them over.
“Beer,” he grunted sourly, “for a cou-
ple of sports. Yeah—beer.”

The waiter came back with two
seidels, foam running down their
sides.

“Thank you,” the stranger said, and
smiled. “Alex—our champagne.”

The waiter walked back to the bar.

Alex picked up the stein, stared at it
and saw that all the foam had mys-
teriously vanished. Instead tiny bub-
bles popped from the liquid and it had
changed color, become much lighter.
He sipped of it and gasped.

“This is champagne! Listen—what
goes on? Is this a gag? Or wait—I
get it. You're a magician.”

The stranger threw back his head
and laughed. “Excellent, Alex. Cer-
tainly, I'm a magician. Order beer,
convert it to champagne and enjoy the
very best at the very least price. Not
to think of the perfect way we cheat
the owner of this establishment.”

Alex leaned across the table. “Just
who the devil are you?” he asked.

“Yes.” The stranger bowed his head
slightly. “That’s right.”

RAIG stared in bewilderment.
“What’s right? What are you
talking about?”

“I’'m the Devil.”

Alex gave him a peculiar look, took
another sip of the champagne and
then doubt crept into his eyes. The
way this man appeared and disap-
peared, how he changed one card to
another, switched beer into cham-
pagne.

“Are you, really?” Alex queried.
“Oh, come now, who is behind this?
That idiot Stan Haviland? Sure,
that’s it. He hired you to tantalize me.
I ought to break his head!”

“Why not? But you don’t believe
me, do you? That I'm the Devil, I
mean? Right now you’re thinking
that the Devil has horns, a tail and all
that clap-trap. The stuff you wore in
the play. My badness, were you ter-
rible!”

“Yes,” Alex said, shuddering, “I
guess I was.”

“But you could be good. You could
become the greatest devil that ever
walked on a stage. I'd see to that—for
a consideration.”

Alex drank some more champagne.
“You know,” he said, “I almost believe
you. But you’re good-looking—
young. Not at all like the Devil
should be. At least, not like most peo-
ple think.”

“But like you thought, eh? Like
everyone else thinks,” the stranger



scofted. “wih dnows what [ look
like? W ho, except those who are
dead and they don’t tell me. I am Sa-
tan. Call me that. But if you so much
as mention Lucifer, Belial, Beezlebub,
Mephistopheles or Old Nick, I'll . ..
no, I won’t at that. I need you too
much.”

“Supposing I do believe you,” Alex
said. “Don’t you have a tail, horns—
cloven hoofs?”

The stranger bent down, unlaced his
shoes and took them off. He removed
his socks and put two quite ordinary
feet on the table.

“Are they cloven?” he asked with a
smile. “Do you see horns or a tail?
Of course not. That's why you were
absolutely ludicrous tonight. Now
snall we get down to business?”

“Just what is . . . this business?”
Alex found his lips dry despite the
smooth wine that flowed over them.
“How do I fit in?”

The Devil removed his feet from
the table, hunched forward and looked
directly at Alex.

“I'm a very busy man. In fact, busi-
ness is too good. I want you to help
me. You see, I'm supposed to roam
around and create a lot of mischief.
Don’t ask me why. I'd rather stay
home and relax. Have a little fun.
There are so many new arrivals these
days. Some need my personal atten-
tion. Like Reinhard Heydrich, for
instance. You know—the Nazi Hang-
man?”’

“Is ...he...down there?”

“Certainly. Where else did you ex-
pect him to be? Why, blast his mis-
erable hide, the man is heiling Hitler
all over the place. He’s trying to con-
vince my subje cts that Hitler is
greater than I. What sheer nonsense.”

“Yeah,” Alex said mournfully,
“what nonsense is right. Imagine me
sitting here, listening to all this, half-
believing it, and tomorrow I'll read
how another actor, taking my own role
as the Devil, fooled me. Listen, pal,
go tell Haviland that when I catch
him, so help me, I'll poke him one.”

“Look at your champagne,” the
stranger urged. “Look at it! Why,
it’s turned red. Port wine now. It's
yellow—sauterne. It’s clear white—
plain water. Now it’s pink. Pink

The stand began slowly sag-

ging and the railing gave
way (Chap. XVi)
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champagne—ah, that’s something.
Have a drink.”

LEX tasted the stuff and it ran
like nectar down his tongue.

“Look here,” he said, “you are either
the greatest magician I’ve ever seen or
you really are . .. the Devil.”

“Satan—1 prefer it. Of course I
am. Will you listen to my proposi-
tion?”

“No,” Alex said, suddenly con-
vinced. “Not on your life. I know the
bargains you make. You’ll turn me
into a great actor, give me money and
power. Then you’ll take my soul. No,
you hear me! No!”

“My dear chap,” the Devil said
soothingly. “I don’t want your soul.
Why, Hell is crowded now, what with
war going on, famine, disease. I have
to keep a line waiting all the time.
Of course, I sort them out and those
who wear swastikas can go hang. I
cater to the more decent folk.”

“What is . . . your proposition?”
Alex asked nervously.

“I’'m too busy to take care of things
properly. There is so much to do else-
where. I implore you, help me. In
return, you will go on the stage at the
next performance and wow ’em.
Brother, you’ll be the talk of the
town.”

“Please,” Alex held up one hand
weakly, “don’t call me ‘brother.” I—
I’'m not quite ready for that—yet.”

The Devil smiled. “You can’t in-
sult me. After thousands of years in-
sults have lost their sting. I'm really
a grand fellow. It’s just that I hap-
pen to own Hell. What if I didn’t?
Where would people go? Those who
adhere to my principles, that is.”

Alex nodded. “I guessI understand.
You are a friendly sort. Nothing like
the type I'd expect—wait! I’'m wrong.
You're exactly what I expected.
What I tried to tell the Cartwrights
you were like. How I tried to imper-
sonate you. Exactly. Only they could
not see it, the fools. I'd agree to just
about anything to convince them and
the critics. What do you want me to
do?”

“Good. I demand very little and at
no time will your petty soul be of in-
terest to me. I'm reserving time and

”»

space for a veritable horde of people
who will come down as the war ends.
They’ll appear with their throats cut
or stretched, their heads full of bullet
holes. Self-inflicted, you know. What
fun that will be. So help me, when
Adolf expects to be saluted, I'll show
him a thing or two.”

“Please,” Alex said, “never mind
that. Let’s get down to business.”

“Of course. Now here it is. As I
have said, business keeps me so occu-
pied, I can’t take care of small details.
One of my lesser jobs is to create mis-
chief—to cast evil over the world. I
don’t expect you to take in all that
territory. Naturally, I have other
agents. Your duty consists only of
living just as you are now. Whatever
happens, pay no attention to it.”

“Suppose I don’t like the job. What
then?”

“You have only to call me and I'll
release you at once. That is my sol-
emn promise—and I do get solemn oc-
casionally.”

“How shall T call you?
‘Satan’?”

Just shout

HE other made a deprecatory ges-
ture.

“Gracious, no! You’d startle every-
one. Anyway, I can’t be contacted like
that. Remember your friend’s short-
wave condenser? You thought me
into your presence with that. You in-
tensified the force of evil as you con-
ceived it—and here I am. You can
reach me that way again.”

Alex whistled softly. “So that’s
how you found out I might be amena-
ble. All right—TI'll do it. Remember,
you don’t own my soul. Not even a
wisp of it. If I grow tired of my work,
I have only to contact you by Bill’s
radio. Otherwise, I shall take your
place in this sector assigned me. I'll
agree without even knowing my exact
duties.”

The Devil smiled in glee. “Excel-
lent. You’ll do nicely, too. Very
nicely. May I have your hand?”

“What for?”

“A slight blood transfusion. I do
all my business in blood. Lends
glamour. Come now—it won’t hurt
you.”

Reluctantly, Alex put out his hand.
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Satan took it in a firm grip. A slender
knife suddenly appeared between his
fingers. He made a small incision, re-
peated it on his own wrist and then
quickly placed both wounds together
so that the blood merged. He let go.
Alex looked at his wrist. There was
a tiny crescent scar visible,

His eyes still on the wrist, Alex
said, “That does it. More stage props.
Now I know Haviland is behind this.
Tz i

Alex looked up. His visitor was
gone. The second seidel of champagne
still stood there—empty. Alex closed
both eyes tightly, opened them again
and made sure there was nobody
across the table.

He heard footsteps, relaxed and fig-
ured the odd stranger had merely
gone to the bar for another drink. But
it was the waiter who stood there,
staring down at him.

“Time to close up, buddy. That’ll
be thirty cents. What happened to
your pal? Didn’t he like the beer?”

“It was champagne,” Alex said.
“Taste of it and see.”

The waiter let out a howl of laugh-
ter. “Boy, are you nuts.” Champagne,
he says.” The waiter picked up Alex’s
seidel, sipped and gave a startled
oath.

“Holy Cow—it is champagne! What
kind of a trick is this?”

Alex counted out thirty cents, add-
ed a dime and handed it over. The
waiter backed up.

“Nix, pal. I made out a ticket for
this stuff. I'd swear I drew it outa the
beer tap, but I musta got confused and
poured champagne instead. We’ll call
it square if you don’t tell the boss.
He’d have my heart.”

“As you wish,” Alex answered and
grinned. If being the Devil drew re-
sults like this, it wasn’t so bad.

CHAPTER III

Manifestations

LEX CRAIG woke up late the
next morning, clear-headed,
clear-eyed. He called Valerie, lis-
tened to her sympathetic phrases and

hung up without making a date. He
stepped under a cold shower and te-
gan singing at the top of his voice.

Suddenly he stopped. Water con-
tinued to pour down him and he
wasn’t aware of it. He recalled his
experience in the tavern. It seemed
like a dream. It was a dream. Hard,
brutal facts returned. In a few hours
he should be going on stage in his title
role. Instead, Stan Haviland was tak-
ing his place. The Cartwrights had
insisted upon it so ... that was that.”

Alex dried himself, dressed and
phoned Bill Parker.

“Feel better this morning?” Bill
asked. “Seeing any more strangers,
or cards turning from spades to
hearts? I knew you’d be okay, Alex.”

“Your radio?” Alex said. “Did you
find out what broke your special
tube?”

“Uh-uh. Worked until dawn. Can't
understand it. But it was my own
fault, so don’t you worry any. The
diathermy machine was too much of a
load for it, I guess.”

“See you later,” Alex said absently.
“Got things to do now. S'long.”

He paced the floor and convinced
himself that he’d either been suffering
from hallucinations or the man pos-
ing at Satan had been hopped up by
Stan Haviland who wanted to have
fun. Alex scowled at the idea.

He went around to the theater half
and hour before curtain time. The
marquee was darkened in accordance
with dim-out regulations, but he could
see that his name had been removed
and Stan Haviland’s put up in its
place. At least this part was no dream.

Alex wandered backstage, into the
full fury of activity just before cur-
tain time. Valerie was nowhere about.
Alex tapped on the door marked “OF-
FICE-PRIVATE.”

Cory Cartwright’s voice told him to
come in. Alex opened the door,
stepped inside and saw Stan Havilan:i
going over his lines. He wore the
cloven hoofed shoes, the hornsand the
forked tail. Alex laughed.

“What's so funny?” Haviland de-
manded angrily. “You're just sore he-
cause I'm getting the part. Watch and
see what happens. They won't laugh
at me.”
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“I'm laughing at you,” Alex de-
clared. “Brother, I never realized you
were so much shorter than I. It shows
up by the length of that crazy tail.
You’re liable to trip over it and break
your leg.”

“Oh, I am, am I?” Haviland shouted
angrily. He took two steps toward
Alex. The end of the tail suddenly
seemed possessed of life. It wound it-
self around one ankle. Haviland gave
a yelp, fell flat on his face and began
groaning.

“My leg—it’s broken. It’s broken,
I tell you. Alex Craig, you did that!”

Cory Cartwright said, “Alex wasn’t
anywhere near you, Stan. Oh. Alicia
—call an ambulance, will you? I’ll go
out front and explain to the audience.
Doggone the luck. Just when we’re
sold out six weeks.”

Alicia made the call, got up and
stood looking down at Haviland. Odd-
ly enough, no one displayed much

sympathy for his groans. Alicia
looked at her husband.
“Darling, Alex is here. He can go

”»

on

“No,” Cory said sharply. “Nothing
doing. Didn’t you read the roastings
he took?”

IVE minutes before curtain time,

an ambulance took Haviland away.
The overture was rising in a crescen-
do. Call boys were yelling places.
Cory Cartwright sat down at his desk,
clapped both hands to his head and
started cursing, softly, feelingly.

“Cory, darling,” his wife said.
‘Alex can take the part for one night.
It's better than having no perform-
ance at all.”

“I said no. What do you want me
to do—draw pictures?”

Alicia Cartwright walked over to
another desk, picked up a fifteen-
pound encyclopedia and returned to
stand behind her husband.

Alex gave asharp cry. “Alicia, what
are you going to do?”

“Flatten a piece of paper,” she said.
“It’s in that darn fool brain of my
husband. Infact,it’s the exact weight
of his brain, Tissue paper!”

She brought the volume down on
his head as she spoke. Cory slid out
of the chair, rolled down on the floor

and made no sound whatsoever. Alicia
Cartwright turned toward Alex.
“Get out there. Show them you can

act. Show them, do you hear me?”
“Yes . .. yes, sure.” Alex started
for the door. “But, Cory— you

knocked him silly. That’s the first
time you ever—"

“Argued? Sure it is. But listen,
Alex, I never felt so much like bean-
ing people with encyclopedias in all
my life. Get out before I sock you.”

Alex slammed the door and hurried
toward his dressing room. He paused.
There was no sense to his dressing for
the part. In the first place, the over-
ture was half-finished and it took a
long time to don grease paint prop-
erly. Then too, most of the props had
gone with Haviland to the hospital.

“Alex.” Valerie hurried toward
him. She was quite prepared to go
on. “What is it?”

“I’'m going on—without makeup or
props. Got to—no time for anything
else. Val—pray for me. If the audi-
ence laughed last night—how will
they behave tonight?”

He crossed his fingers, marched
into the wings and waited for the
cue. Two actors were onstage, open-
ing the play. Alex’s part was to enter
and proclaim himself as Satan, dick-
ering for souls.

He thought about what had hap-
pened at Bill Parker’s, about the scene
in the tavern, the way Alicia had sud-
denly switched from a loving wife to
one with ideas concerned with may-
hem. He actually found himself won-
dering if that episode of the night
before really had been some crazy
trick on the part of his so-called
friends, or something else.

His cue! Alex braced himself for
the resounding roar of laughter that
would go up. He stepped on stage.
Somebody tittered. It was taken up.
A few remembered other parts which
Alex had taken and there was a smat-
tering of applause.

Alex went into his part. Suddenly,
he could almost feel it—as though
playing Satan was second nature. As
though he knew every move, every
gesture Satan would make.

He advanced toward the actors in
the center of the stage. One of them
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had a smirk on his face which van-
ished as if by the wave of a magician’s
wand. He backed up, one arm out-
thrust as if to ward off Alex. The
other actor managed to get his lines
across.

Alex said, “So you do not believe
I am Satan. You ask for manifesta-
tions.” There Alex paused. He was
supposed to say that manifestations
were unnecessary. Instead, he raised
one arm high, brought it down with
pointed finger aimed at a small table.
A burst of smoke and flame encom-
passed that piece of furniture for an
instant and then was gone.

LEX sucked in a quick breath.

They’d apparently changed the
play since the last performance. The
Cartwrights had ordered more props,
more stage business. But how could
he have known of it?

He turned slowly, his arm still ex-
tended. One of the actors gave a
genuine yelp and covered his face as
he backed up.

“Don’t point your finger at me.
Don’t, you—you devil!”

That wasn’t in the play either, al-
though it fitted perfectly. Alex low-
ered his arm. Now came the hardest
part. He had to face the audience and
convince them that he was truly
Satan.

He turned very slowly, like a well-
oiled piece of mechanism. One man
iet out a hoarse laugh. not of mirth,
but of sheer surprise and terror.
Those in the first few rows, shrank
back in their seats. Alex could hear
the breathing of that audience. A
theatre had never been quite so still.

He smiled. That was part of the
role. He drew himself up and bent a
stern gaze on the audience. For a
moment he thought some of them
were going to get up and run for it.

“Those fools,”—he gestured toward
the pair of actors—“do not believe.
You believe—all you good people!
You know I am Satan from the very
depths of Hell! Satan—with powers
to turn white light into red.”

As he finished, the brilliant foot-
lights grew dimmer, changed color
and bathed the stage in a hue that
looked like a waterfall of blood. Alex
blinked. This was new, too. Or was
it? The first real doubt assailed him
and no one in that audience felt ter-
ror more acutely than did Alex Craig
himself.

Was Satan behind this? Was he
responsible for that burst of flame and
smoke, the changing of these lights?
Alex pivoted neatly and walked to-
ward a full-length mirror which was
part of the stage scenery.

He stood before it, head high, and
saw that his eyes were blazing pools
of light; that his entire body seemed
to exude a strange luminous glow—
his very features were twisted into
the story book allegations of how the
Devil looked. His face seemed thin-
ner, temples higher, cheeks slightly

sunken. Teeth were bared in a sly
smile and his chin had become
pointed.

If he’d worn the most elaborate
makeup in the world, it wouldn’t have
made him look more frightening. No
wonder his fellow actors were afraid
of him. No wonder the audience

[Turn page)
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shrank back.

All this required but a moment.
Alex regained possession of his wits
and realized the show must go on.
Somehow, he knew the audience
would accept anything he did and
take it as part of the play.

He began acting. Other members
of the cast came onstage. Valerie ap-
peared and one hand shot toward her
lips in the most dramatic gesture Alex
had ever seen. That had not been
acting.

The curtain went down on the first
act. For a full two minutes no sound
came from out front and Alex found
he was bathed in sweat. Then, like a
rising crescendo, the applause filled
the theatre. Even electricians and
property men joined in.

CHAPTER IV
The Missing Shadow

HE rest of the play went over

smoothly. There were no more
manifestations. None were required.
Every person in that audience ac-
cepted Alex as Satan. Every move,
every gesture or word, emphasized
that belief.

Alex took seven curtain calls and
could have responded to seven more,
but he didn’t feel like it. True, he'd
given a great performance, but now
that the play was over, he lost that
eerie feeling of being possessed of
another personality. He even shiv-
ered &t a recollection of what had oc-
curied on the stage.

Valerie came over.

“Alex,” she said softly, “I don’t
think any actor ever assumed a role
so genuinely. And such a difficult
part, too. It just proves what I have
always believed—that you are the best
actor in the world.”

He patted her hand. *“Thanks, Val.
I ... guessit was pretty good. Even
scared myself if you want the truth.
Listen! They're still applauding.”

“This play will probably break
every record,” Valerie said thought-
fully, “but if it does, it will be only
because people want to see you act.

To be frightened by you. Alex, you
even frightened me.”

He grinned. “Lady, when that prop
went off—you know, the smoke and
fire—I almost collapsed. Then the
lights changed color. Nobody told
me of those changes.”

“Nor me,” Valerie said. “I heard
some of the other members of the cast
say they were scared out of their wits,
too. Makes no difference — those
things all helped. But, Alex, just
how did you do it? I mean—Ilast
night you were so utterly—"

“Lou$y? That's the word for it,
darling. TI’ll tell you a secret. After
you left Parker’s last night, I made
a bargain with Old Nick—pardon me,
I meant to say Satan. He appeared
to me and he was no cloven-hoofed,
horned creature like that which exists
in our imagination. He was a nice
guy, really. Smooth, educated, well
spoken and most convincing. That's
how I portrayed him and . . . it went
over.”

“Did it!” Valerie closed her eyes
in ecstasy. “Listen, they’re still
clapping. I don’t care what sort of
a silly story you told me. Something
happened to you, darling. Something
that’s made a great actor out of you.
Could that machine of Parker’s have
had any effect on you? Bill Parker
swore you would be all right.

“Yes,” Alex said very softly.
“Something must have happened.
That’s what I'm afraid of.”

“What did you say?” Valerie asked.

“Nothing. Nothing at all. Run
along now. We’re stepping tonight.”

While she changed, Alex went to
Cartwright’s office again. Cory was
seated in a chair, gently massaging
his head. His wife bent over him,
murmuring sympathetically.

“Cory, darling, I don’t know what
came over me. Forgive me, I didn’t
mean it. Why, we've never had an
argument in our lives.”

“Forget all about it. Entirely my
fault,” Cory said. “Ah, there’s Alex.
Congratulations, my boy. Never saw
anyone take a part so effectively. I
. . . Alicia! Don’t. For heaven'’s sake,
don’t!”

The encyclopedia came down on his
head with a crash. Alicia watched
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him slide down on the floor again.
She threw the heavy volume to one
side, dusted her hands and smiled at
Alex.

“He just said a mouthful. His fault
is right. Why, the stupid, lug-minded
simpleton. Wait until he wakes up.
I’ll bash him again. Wait and see.
I'll bash him for breakfast every
morning, bash him for lunch and bash
him twice for dinner. Love birds,
are we? Ahhh—“

Alex hastily backed out of the of-
fice. He’d seen something his eyes
could hardly believe. Alicia Cart-
wright, of all people, talking about
bashing her husband. Ridiculing the
love of her husband.

ALERIE arrived at the stage

door a few moments later,
proudly tucked one arm under Alex’s
and they went out to meet a frenzied
crowd that pressed around Alex de-
manding his autograph.

One woman yanked at his lapel,
tearing it. Then she decided to do a
good job and ripped it off, darting
away through the crowd.

“Hey ... you darned fool!” Alex
yelled. “Come back here.”

The woman skidded to a halt,
turned and made a wild dash back to
his side. She handed him the lapel,
turned and rushed away again.

“Of all the crazy people,” Alex said.
“Tearing the clothes off my back. I
wonder how she’d like it.”

There was a horrible shriek be-
hind him. He saw a flash of a pink
body leaping into a cab. On the curb
was a pile of feminine clothes.

“Alex,” Valerie cried, “what on
earth happened? You remarked you
wondered how she’d feel, and then—
she was—"

“Let’'s get out of here,” Alex said

unsteadily. “I—don’t feel so good.
This crowd frightens me. I wish
they’d go home. I—/"

Every man and woman in the

throng suddenly turned and started
walking rapidly away. After half a
dozen steps, they broke into a run.
Within half a moment there was not
a soul to be seen.

A cab turned the corner, cruised
lazily along and then suddenly the

driver stepped on it. He began shoot-
ing past Alex who raised one hand
and whistled. The cab stopped with
a jerk and a squealing of tires.

“What’s the matter with you?”
Alex asked the driver as he helped
Valerie in.

“You got me, buddy,” the driver
looked dazed. “I just turned the cor-
ner, thought you and the lady might
be fares and then all of a sudden I
got a terriffic yen to go home. What
for, I dunno. The old lady heaved
me out after dinner because I wouldn’t
wash dishes. Then you whistled and,
so help me, the old crate stopped all
by itself. Honest, I ain’t had my foot
off the gas pedal. See?”

“Well, push the foot a bit and take
us to the Club Martini,” Alex said.

They had to cross town for almost
a mile and as they approached traffic
lights, each one turned green. Val-
erie paid no attention. She was look-
ing up at Alex.

“Darling, the play will go on for
months and months. It's bound to,
with you in it. Cory and Alicia will
give you any salary you ask. Don’t
you think it’s about time to pop the
question? If you know what I mean.”

Alex held her close. “Valerie, you
know darned well I want to marry
you, but we’ve got to wait. Just a
little longer. I must be sure of some-
thing. Don’t ask me what. I couldn’t
answer. It’s—it’s too silly to be put
into words. Just trust me.”

“Of course I will,” Valerie said.
“Oh, Alex, I knew you were a great
actor. I knew it all along. I'm con-
tent with that. Nothing else matters.”

They rode in silence for a moment.
Then Valerie frowned.

“Alex, wasn’t it odd the way that
woman obeyed you. The way this
taxi stopped when you whistled. But
that woman . . . you said you won-
dered how she’d like to have some-
one take the clothes off her back—”

”

“Let’s not talk about it,” Alex
grunted. ‘“Gives me the creeps. To-
night, I want to enjoy myself. Ah,

here we are.”

HEY were both applauded when
they walked toward their table at
the very fashionable night club. Mrs.
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Roger Worthington, a buxom woman,
weighted down with a few hundred
.1ousand dollars’ worth of diamonds,
-vaddled uv to him.

“Oh, Mr. Craig—my dear Alex—
! feel that I must ask you to attend
iie wedding of my nephew tomor-
ow. You remember him, of course.
e went to dramatic school with you.”

“Yes,” Alex answered. “I remem-
ber the little squirt. Whom is he
insulting by marrying?”

“Oh, you’re so terribly funny,” the
woman tittered. “Nothing like the
Devil you play on the stage. Waill
you come? I'll even have Chauncey
make you best man if you wish. It
will be the most fashionable wedding
in the last twenty years.”

“Tell me the truth,” Alex said. “Is
it me or my act you want present?
Me or my fame?”

“Why, of course it isn’t because you
are just you. Heavens, no. It will
lend prestige to have one of the great-
est actors of our times be my nephew’s
best man. Oh—what am I saying?”

“The truth as you see it, for once in
your life,” Alex snapped. “I'll be
there.”

The decorum of the club was sud-
denly broken when an elderly man
arose, walked to another table and
calmly slugged another man his own
age. For two or three minutes the
thing threatened to become a free-for-
all which Alex watched and laughed
at until his sides hurt.

“Alex,” Valerie said, “I don’t see
anything funny about it. Two old
fools acting like that. I—"

The bartender drew their attention
by nonchalantly leaning over the bar
and breaking a wine bottle on the head
of the fawning. hand-rubbing head
waiter. Another fight started. There
were four more of them before Vale-
rie insisted that they leave.

“Let’s walk,” she suggested. *“It
isn't far to my place and I'd like some
fresh aiv after what happened at the
club. Those people were acting as if
they belonged in some waterfront
cafe.”

“Maybe they do,” Alex chuckled.
“Going to the wedding with me to-
morrow?”’

Valerie gave him a peculiar glance.

“Are you really going? I thought you
hated things like that.”

“I do,” Alex confessed, “but I feel
that I should go. Come with me.
Might even be fun.”

They stopped outside her apartment
building. It was very late. The
dimmed-out street lamp gave the

neighborhood a weird look. Alex
stepped a little closer.
“Alex,” Valerie cried. “See there—

against the wall. My shadow, but
you’re not making any. Move your
arm, Alex.”

He moved it and there was no shad-
ow. He took up exactly the same
position from which Valerie's shadow
had been thrown upon the wall. Still
no shadow.

“Isn’t that odd?” He frowned.
“Must be something to do with the
light.”

Valerie took his arm tightly. *“Of
course,” she agreed in a small voice.
Then: *That reminded me of some-
thing my father used to say. He main-
tained that you could always tell
when you met the Devil because—be-
cause he cast no shadow.”

Alex went rigid and gasped. He
wetted his lips, regained possession of
his wits and finally said good-night.
After she entered the house, he stood
in all manner of positions before that
crazy street light. No matter what he
did there was no shadow. He looked
at his wrist quickly. A tiny crescent-
shaped scar glistened there.

“It was real,” he muttered. “That
stranger was Satan. He did proclaim
a blood pact. Now, I—I'm really the
—the representative of the Devil.”

CHAPTER V
Closing Doors

TRANGELY enough, Alex went

to bed with the idea that he'd
never sleep again and—fell asleep in
two minutes. He awoke next morn-
ing feeling fresh and alert. Even
memories of his meeting with Satan,
the weird events that soon had fol-
lowed and the fact that he did not
cast. a shadow, seemed lighter, easier
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to bear.
He dressed carefully in striped
trousers, Eton tie, cutaway coat.

After all, he was going to be the best
man at the most fashionable wedding
New York had seen in many years.
Not that he was stupid enough to
believe that Mrs. Worthington or
her son wanted him because he was
close to them. Their motives were
purely selfish, and so were Alex’s.
Publicity of this kind never harmed
an actor yet. There were bound to
be photographers by the score.

He had no time to eat a leisurely
breakfast so he hurried across the
street and entered a cafeteria. It
was extremely busy, for Alex Craig’s
breakfast time coincided closely
with the lunch period of those who
worked in offices or factories. He
was conscious of an urge for haste.

When he started down the center
of the cafeteria, a woman dropped
a tray loaded with food. Two men
bumped into one another, scattering
beef stew and boiled tongue in all
directions. A bus boy, mopping up
the debris, tripped two people with
his mop.

On the grill a small steak began
burning, the steam table sprang a
leak. Alex took his tray, went to a
corner .table and sat down. He
merely glanced at a pretty girl
nearby and a passing customer
tilted his tray so that its contents fell
into the girl’s lap. From then on,
Alex kept his eyes riveted on the
food.

As he ate, he gradually acquired
more confidence. This was all silly.
Those things that happened—they
were just coincidences. Some of them
he might never have even noticed ex-
cept for the wild idea that he had be-
come Satan’s understudy. The lack
of shadow was also a coincidental
trick. He was positive of it now.

Thinking in broad daylight, with
many people bustling about, was
easier and clearer. Whoever heard of
Satan coming to earth and appoint-
ing someone as his agent to handle
small, mischievous details because he
was too busy to give such minor mat-
ters his personal attention?

Alex laughed at the idea and then

winced. The cash register drawer
stuck suddenly and the cashier, in
trying to pull it loose, pulled the en-
tire register off its platform and it
crashed through a glass tobacco coun-
ter. It took three attendants to re-
store it and clean up the mess.

“Be reasonable,” Alex told himself
half-audibly. “I didn’t do that. Prob-
ably happens twenty times a day all
over the world. Utter nonsense to
think that I had anything to do with
the accident.”

He finished his breakfast, paid the
check with a one-dollar bill and re-
ceived change for a twenty. He was
honest about it, and the cashier
opened her register again. She re-
moved a bill and held it up.

“Mister, I don’t know what your
game is, but you gave me this double
sawbuck. It was on top of all the
other big bills in my register and I
remember putting it there. So take
your change and beat it. I'm busy.”

Alex shrugged, stuffed the money
into his pocket and walked out. The
cashier muttered something, started
to replace the bill and then gave a
yelp. The twenty was now a one-
dollar bill. Visions of a week’s pay
disappearing just as fast made the
cashier groan in misery.

LEX used a taxi, drove around
and picked up Valerie. She
smiled at him gayly.

“I really shouldn’t be going to this
wedding, darling. I wasn’t even in-
vited and you were selected as best
man only because you are Alex Craig,
actor-extraordinary. The whole set-
up smells like the performance you
gave the first night.”

“I know,” Alex nodded. “But the
publicity won’t hurt either of us and
if they so much as breathe a command
for you to leave, I‘ll go, too. Val—
about that odd business last night.
You know, I cast no shadow and it
reminded you of the Devil because he
casts none either. What’s that idea
all about? Where did it originate?”

She laughed. “Just an old supersti-
tion, that’s all. Don’t tell me it wor-
ried you. Why, Alex, how are we even
certain there is a Devil? Anyway,
let’s not talk of things like that now.
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We're going to church.”

Alex suddenly slumped low in the
seat and broke out in a cold sweat.
He didn’t know why, but he felt as
though something invisible and
mighty closed around him. A million
voices chattered indistinguishable
words in his ears. He shook himself
violently, grasped Valerie’s hand and
held it in a firm grasp.

“Alex,” she said, “what’s the mat-
ter? You look positively ill.”

He gulped. “It’s just — these
darned weddings. Don’t know why
I ever let myself in for this.”

“Neither do I,” Valerie said. “But
you’ll have to go through with it. The
morning papers had quite an account
of your great and close friendship
with the groom. Seems you two are
inseparable. What's he like? And
the bride—do you know her?”

“The bride is one of two things. A
dried-up, butternut type who is grab-
bing anything, or else she’ll be pretty,
blond and a gold digger. No average
woman would marry that guy. We're
to go to Mrs. Worthington’s house
and ride with the bride and groom.”

Valerie opened a small florist’s box,
extracted orchids and pinned them on.

“I knew you’d have no time to pro-
vide the flowers,” she smiled, “so I
got some myself.”

Alex was looking out the window.
He grunted something. Then the cab
pulled into the driveway of Mrs.
Worthington’s sumptuous home. It
stopped at the porte-cochere where
the wedding party was assembled on
the porch.

Alex shook hands with a lot of peo-
ple who fawned on him and made him
feel sick to his stomach. Then they
climbed into a luxurious limousine
with the bride and groom. Alex
hardly looked at them.

The car headed for the church, fol-
lowed by a small parade of other cars.
A crowd was assembled outside, lined
up on the wide steps that led into the
church. Two gigantic bronze doors
were opened wide, and music floated
out onto the street.

Valerie tugged at his elbow and
Alex stepped to one side with her
while the bride and groom emerged.

“Alex, she’s the gold digger type

all right. Did you listen to her line
of chatter? If pins were brains, she’d
never be bothered by any steel prior-
ity rulings. A perfect match for
Chauncey. TI’ll bet the marriage will
last all of two days.”

Alex looked at the girl and found
her beautiful, but with vacant blue
eyes and a silly smile constantly pres-
ent on her heavily painted lips.

Suddenly, the girl gave a shrill cry.
“My flowers! Chauncey. whatever
did you do to them? They’re wilted.
And flowers are so important to a
wedding. Chauncey, do something!”

ALERIE glanced at her own

corsage and frowned. The or-
chids which had been so fresh only a
few moments before, hung wilted and
lifeless.

The other cars drew up. There was
no time to bother with flowers. A
red-faced man, who wore his dress
suit as though it were a straight-
jacket, took the girl’s arm and an-
swered to the name of “Poppy.” He
staggered a little and gave off a gin
breath, but ke marched up the church
stairs with his daughter on his arm.

“This wedding is being run like a
honky-tonk affair,” Valerie said
softly. “When we are married.
darling, you won’t see me .until I
start walking down the aisle. It’s un-
lucky for the groom to see the bride
before the ceremony.”

“Yeah,” Alex said absently. “Let’s
go. Somehow, I've a feeling this
whole thing is going to be a bungled
mess before it's over. 1 should have
kept out of it, but now it’s too late.”

Photographers’ bulbs flashed, shut-
ters clicked and dozens of photo-
graphs were taken. Seventy-five per
cent of them were of Alex and Vale-
rie. Being good actors and publicity
conscious, they both put on their best
smiles.

Yet all the while, Alex felt more
and more ill-at-ease. He glanced up
at the towering steeples of the church
and shivered again. They reached the
top step, started across a wide con-
crete platform, and very suddenly
those gigantic church doors began to
close.

“Hey,” Alex yelled. *“What's the
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idea? Who is closing those doors.”

Two church attendants rushed out
before the doors slammed shut. They
put shoulders against them and were
brushed back like flies. One of the
men looked at Alex helplessly.

“I don’t know what is happening,
sir. We're not closing the doors.
We're trying to hold them open, but
they insist on closing. All by them-
selves!”

Alex wetted his suddenly dry lips,
stepped backward until he had de-
scended half of the stairs. The giant
bronze doors swung open again, just
as mysteriously as before, all but pre-
cipitating the two perspiring ushers
to the floor.

“What in the world!” Valerie cried.

“Come on,” Alex said. “This is
some kind of a joke. They always
play jokes at weddings.”

But when they approached the en-
trance again, the doors started to
close once more. Alex let go of Vale-
rie, gave a leap toward the doors and
almost got himself crushed to death.
He went halfway down the steps
again and the doors swung open.

“Maybe,” he said hoarsely, “the
joke is on me. Probably Stan Havi-
land having some more fun. That guy
hates me, Val. Sure, I know he’s still
in the hospital, but he has money
enough to hire someone to pull a
thing like this.”

“What will we do?” Valerie asked.
“We can’t get in. Alex, all the rest
of the bridal party are inside. We’re
marooned out here like—like—"

She began to sob quietly. Alex shot
her a quick glance.

“I didn’t think you gave a hoot
about attending this shindig and now
you're at the crying stage already.
Look, you go in alone. If the doors
don't close, I’ll know it’s a trick aimed
just at me. Go on. I’ll join you in a
moment—if I have to enter through
the cellar.”

Valerie gave him a doubtful glance,
hurried up the steps and all but bolted
into the church. The doors never
moved. On the sidewalk, news pho-
tographers and the usual crowd which
a fashionable wedding always brings
out, watched with bated breaths,

Slightly to the front of the crowd

was a rather short, pudgy, spectacled
man. Behind his glasses, blue eyes
gleamed in the strangest stare.

Alex found himself shivering again.
He knew why those church doors
were closing. They’d close every
single time he approached them. The
doors of this or any other church
would try to keep him out.

LEX closed his eyes. “Please,”

he muttered, “let me go in. I
can’t help what has happened to me.
Solemnly, I promise that nothing will
happen. I won’t let it happen. Two
people are going to be married. I'm
the best man and they need me.”

He felt a little better after that odd
prayer, squared his shoulders and
marched up the church steps. He
didn’t breathe once until he passed
through the doors. They remained
sedately open. Valerie hurried up to
him.

“It must have been a trick and 1
think you’re right in suspecting Stan
Haviland. Wait until the next time
I see him. But hurry, darling. The
organ is playing the Wedding March.
The bride is waiting. Chauncey is at
the altar already and if you’ve got a
pint on your hip, slip him a drink.
He looks ready to collapse.”

“See you later.” Alex squeezed
her hand. He stepped into the aisle
and paced slowly toward the altar.
Chauncey moved very close to him.
One hand grabbed at Alex’s coat and
held on for dear life.

The organ burst into the final
chorus of the Wedding March. Alex
turned his head and watched the bride
and her father start down the aisle.
Someone clapped vociferously and
the bride’s father grinned broadly,
clasped both hands and shook them
above his head as acknowledgment of
the applause.

Some of the bride’s friends were
there, too, it seemed. Alex stifled a
grin when he saw the bride kick her
father in the shins. Things straight-
ened out after that and Alex started
to breathe more easily.

The notes of the organ rose to full
crescendo. The clergyman walked
slowly to his place. Then the organ
was muted. A select choir—hand-
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somely paid for affairs of this kind—
began to sing very softly. Sunlight
streamed through the west windows
in wide, cheerful rays. The proces-
sion was three-quarters of the way
down the aisle.

Then, very suddenly, the tempo of
the organ changed. It rose to full
cr scendo again and the music was
switched from the Wedding March to
the wild, blaring rhythms of boogey-
woogie as if the organist was inter-
polating half a dozen of the latest
Harlem tunes.

The choir broke into loud, wailing
song. A hubbub of chattering arose
from the packed church. The clergy-
man raised surprised eyes toward the
organ loft and began to wave his hand.

Still the music kept on, growing
wilder, more boogey-woogie than
ever.

Oddly too, no more sunlight
streamed through the windows and
the church assumed a somber atmos-
phere. Alex listened to the riot of
confusion until he felt he could stand
it no longer.

Raising his voice, he yelled, *“Si-
lence!”

The din stopped abruptly, organ,
choir and spectators alike. The re-
sulting silence was so intense it hurt
as much, or more, than the noise.
Alex turned toward the clergyman.

“You may proceed,” he said, as if
granting a boon.

The clergyman stood there, his
mouth half-open, one arm still raised
high as if it had frozen while he tried
to silence the organ.

“The bridal party and everyone nec-
essary to the ceremony will pro-
ceed,” Alex said again.

HE clergyman lowered his hand,

opened the book and began read-
ing the ceremony just as if nothing
had happened. The spectators re-
mained frozen just as they’d been
when Alex yelled for silence.

* ... and do you take this man to
be your lawfully wedded husband?”
The clergyman smiled benignly on
the bride.

“Yes,” she said ver softl(.
this man to be my lawfully
husband.”

“I take
wedded

And she flung herself at Alex,
wound both arms around his neck and
held on like a drowning swimmer,

Ordinarily, the packed church
should have stared with amazement,
yet no one moved.

“Let go,” Alex yelled. “Hey—
you're marrying Chauncey. Let go of
my neck.”

She obeyed instantly, but verbally
objected. “I don’t want Chauncey.
I want you. I'm going to marry you.”

“Yeah?” Alex lifted her from the
floor and very unceremoniously de-
posited her into Chauncey’s arms. “In
a pig’s eye, you are. Val! Let’s get
out of here.”

Valerie came to his side and they
rushed up the aisle. As they neared
the doors, everyone in the church
came to life again. The huge bronze
doors began to shake violently as
Alex passed through them. He
shielded Valerie and was prepared to
hurl her through if they began clos-
ing. They didn’t. The shivering was
all that happened.

Outside, they hailed a cab. Alex
helped her in, started to enter himself
and in doing so, turned halfway about
and saw the blue-eyed, pudgy man
watching him intently. He started
forward with arm outstretched, but
Alex had had enough for this day.
He slammed the cab door and ord-
ered the driver to head for the park
and keep cruising around.

Valerie tore the flowers from her
dress, rolled down a window and
tossed the wilted things onto the
street. Her lips were trembling.
There were tears in her eyes,.

“Val,” Alex said softly,
thing’s wrong with me.”

“Something is wrong with every-
body,” Valerie cried. “Oh, Alex,
such a mess. Why in the world did
that blonde throw herself into your
arms and proclaim the fact that she
wanted to marry you? I thought you
two had never met before.”

“We hadn’t,” Alex said softly.
“That’s the truth, Val. I swear it.
Hang onto your curls, darling. I'm
going to tell you something and
when I finish, you can leave me any-
where you say. I'll get out gladly.”

She looked up at him curiously.

“some-
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Alex took a deep breath, clenched
both hands.

“Val ... I'm a deputy of Satan.
I might even be Satan himself.”

CHAPTER VI
Call Back the Devil

ALERIE began to laugh a little.

“Alex, this is no time for jok-

ing. Or are you joking? Alex, you

didn’t take that too seriously about

the old belief that one who casts no

shadow is the Devil? You're sure
you feel all right?”

“I feel too good,” Alex grunted.
“I didn’t expect you to believe me, of
course, but you must listen. Remem-
ber how Stan Haviland broke his leg
so opportunely, how Alicia Cart-
wright suddenly socked her husband
after all those years of blissful, mar-
ried life? How that woman returned
when I commanded her? How she—
ah—Ilost her clothes? That’s only the
half of it. Take the church doors,
for instance. They were closing be-
cause I'd blaspheme any church, any
place of worship. It was only when
I promised to behave myself that I
was allowed to enter and then—those
things happened, and I had to stop
them.”

“Alex,” Valerie said in a kindly
tone. “You'd better go home and rest.
Don’t forget you have a performance
to do tonight.”

“That’s another thing. Did anyone
ever portray the Devil so well on any
stage in all history? No. Why not?
Because I'm filled with the very es-
sence of Satan himself. I didn’t even
have to act. The audience uncon-
sciously recognized the fact that I
was evil.”

Valerie leaned forward and tapped
on the glass partition. “Driver, take
us to—"’

“No,” Alex shouted. “Keep on cruis-
ing around.” He dropped his voice.
“Val, you've got to believe me. It’s
the truth. I felt miserable after I
lost the part. Something happened
to me at Bill Parker’s. He’'d rigged
up some kind of a dizzy thought con-

<
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centrator so powerful its waves
reached straight down into Hell itself.
I didn’t know that when I started
shooting off my mouth about doing
anything to play that part. The Devil
appeared to me after you left. Val
... Val, get that wild look out of
your eyes. You'll hear this thing
through and you’ll be convinced.”

“I'm . . . beginning to . . . be,” Val
said very slowly in a barely audible
voice.

“It’s about time. I was afraid I'd
have to give you some concrete ex-
amples of what I can do—the mis-
chief I can create. Satan did come.
He was exactly as I expected him to
be. Rather nice chap, but I suppose
that attitude is all part of his game.
I thought he was spoofing me, just as
you refused to believe a little while
ago. I made a deal with him.”

“Oh Alex, you’re—"

“No. Absolutely not. We didn’t
bargain over my soul or anyone’s else.
It’s only that Satan is so doggone
busy he can’t handle minor details so
he needed deputies. I'm assigned to
this part of the world. I can’t help
the things that happen when I'm
around.

“Don’t ask me how this happened.
I don’t know. Bill Parker doesn’t
know. Maybe there isn’t any Devil—
but there certainly are strong forces
for good and for evil. Perhaps they
can be intensified just as Bill claimed.
Anyway, I admit that I was in a par-
ticularly vile mood when he put that
contraption on my head. Maybe I
did conjure up my own conception of
the Devil. Whatever it is—some-
thing terrible’s happened to me!”

Valerie stirred herself. “Alex,” the
way you say this makes me almost
believe you, but I think I know the
answer. All those coincidences and
then my reminding you that you cast
no shadow add up to one thing. You
had a bad dream and it stayed with
you. You just think you made a pact
with the devil. Now, let’s stop talk-
ing nonsense. Give me a cigarette,
please.”

Alex opened his case, handed her a
cigarette and thrust another between
his own lips. He lit a match, holding
the pack carelessly. His hands shook
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so badly that Valerie had difficulty in
getting a light.

LEX transferred the match to his

own cigarette. The pack of
matches slipped a little closer and
caught fire. Flame seared up into his
face. He dropped the matches, let
out a cry of pain and then he blinked
a little. Ordinarily, he would have

been burned—painfully. Yet he felt

nothing.

Deliberately, he reached into his
pocket, found another pack of
matches and lit one. He raised the
flame to one extended finger and let
the fire lap around it. There wasn’t
even a smudge and he certainly felt
nothing at all.

“Alex—oh, Alex!” Valerie cried.

“Yeah, ‘Alex, oh Alex’,” he said
slowly. “Are you convinced now?
I belong in Hell because fire doesn’t
burn me. Nothing can harm me. Not
a thing. I'm immune.”

For a moment he thought Valerie
was going to open the cab door and
jump. Instead, she suddenly threw
her arms around him.

“Alex—I do believe you. Fantastic
as it sounds, I do believe. There are
so many unexplainable things in life.
This must be one of them. But, some-
how, it can be explained scientifically.
It has to be! You must be under
some sort of self-hypnosis.”

“Val,” he whispered, “Val, you
can’t be with me any longer. What-
ever it is, I'm no good for you or any-
one else. I'm the personification of
all that is evil. I don’t even know the
powers I hold except that wherever
I go, ugly things happen.”

She raised tear-stained cheeks.
“Alex, it doesn’t make any difference.
I love you, not what you've been
turned into. We've got to do some-
thing about this. We must, darling.”

He nodded. “Yes, you're right. I
have one loophole. Satan told me I
could break the bargain any time I
was so inclined. All I had to do was
summon him and I can do that
through Bill Parker’s machine. I will
summon him. TI’ll tell him to go to
—to go home and stay there. I’ll do
that, Val. My word of honor.”

“Right away?” she asked.

“T’ll drop you off and go straight
to Parker’s place. Maybe I'll pull a
terrific flop on the stage tonight. That
doesn’t matter. Nothing matters ex-
cept that I get rid of this—this power
I hold.”

The attendant on duty in front of
Valerie’s apartment house broke his
wrist opening the cab door. Valerie
gave Alex a pleading glance and then
rushed into the building. Alex told
the driver Bill Parker’s address,
settled back and lit another cigarette.
This time his hands didn’t shake.

He began laughing. That wedding
certainly had turned into something.
And all because of him. If Chauncey
refused to marry that little gold dig-
ger, so much the better. He’d save
himself a quarter of a million dollars
or so. Maybe Alex could use his
powers to circumvent the devil—do
good with them.

Oddly, Alex felt suddenly very
good. He actually enjoyed himself
and for a few moments he almost con-
sidered the idea of letting things ride.
He could tell Val he'd tried to be re-
leased from his bargain and failed.
But, no—that would be a particularly
nasty trick. Even possessed of the
Devil as he was, he could see that.
After all, he was in love with Valerie.

ARKER'’S butler let him in. Alex

hurried to the lab. Parker greeted
him absent-mindedly until Alex
shook the man and pushed him into
a chair.

“You're going to listen, Bill,” he
said sternly, “because more depends
on my getting your co-operation than
anything else in the world. Yes—
you can even include the fact that
Hitler might win this war. What I
have to say is more vital.”

“More vital —than winning the
war?” Parker gasped.

“Exactly. Listen, you switched on
your confounded thought intensifier
the other night. You said it was so
powerful you could get some sort of
intense effect. Well—it did!”

Parker just gasped and said noth-
ing. Alex went on.

“I told you I saw a stranger in this
lab after I recovered. I did, even
though you didn’t. It was Satan! He
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followed me when 1 left. We even
had a drink together and made a deal.
Never mind the terms. And never
mind thinking I'm crazy. If you
can't understand it, it’'s a cinch I
can't! What I'm getting at is the fact
that I’'ve got to break my contract
with Satan. That’s where you come in,
“Call it concentrated hypnotism or
cock-eyed psychosis or whatever you
please. But you'’re going to turn on
your screwy machine and hook it up
to me so I can get in touch with the
Devil. If I could think him up in
concrete form, I can blot him out,
too. Hurry up! Switch on your crazy
machine and turn it up full power.”
“Sure, Alex, sure,” soothed Parker,
his eyes apprehensive. “Anything
for a friend like you. But the big os-
cillator tube is just patched, you
know, and I don’t think it will work
like it did the other night, but—"
“It had better,” warned Alex,
clenching his fist. “Give me that silly
thought helmet.”
He grabbed the headpiece up and
crammed it down over his ears.
“Satan!” he yelled. “Satan—you
down there. Hear me? I want to
see you.”
“Then just turn around, my very
able deputy,” a pleasant voice said.
Alex turned slowly. There stood
that handsome, debonair man smiling

at him. Alex stepped closer. He felt
no fear.
“Damn you,” he cried. “I didn’t

know what I was letting myself in
for. But I'm—"

“Damn me?” Satan asked quietly.
The racket from the diathermy ma-
chine seemed to have quieted to a
mere whisper although Bill Parker
stood with both hands still clapped
tightly against his ears.

“Yes—damn you,” Alex repeated
venomously.

“But, my dear fellow,” Satan said,
“when you damn me, that is the same
as if you said to a close friend ‘Bless
you'! Ithrive on damns. Now what’s
wrong? Aren’t you having fun?”

“You know darned well I'm not.
Everywhere I go, things happen—
evil things. It's getting my goat. I
want to break our bargain.”

“That lovely blood pact? Alex,

I’'m surprised at you. I rarely mis-
judge people. Come now, think it
over. All those things would have
happened, anyway. They were bound
to because I must create mischief. It
so happens you were just a means to
an end. Nothing really serious hap-
pened, now did it?”

“That wedding was ghastly.”

“Oh yes. Very clever of you to
promise to behave so the church doors
would remain open. Clever also to
break your word. A man after my own
heart, Alex. Remember in the cab—
on your way here? You thought it
all over. You knew that Chauncey
would have suffered if that little gold
digger ever married him. You helped
the man. That girl and her father
were all set to make Chauncey and
his mother pay through the nose.”

“What about the rest of it? The
wilting flowers. I like flowers.”

ATAN arched his eyebrows.
“Ah, but they don’t like you.
Inconsequential stuff, Alex. You must
give me a better reason.”

“Now see here,” Alex protested, “I
got myself into this mess because I
was greedy. I wanted to play my
part on the stage to perfection. I did.
You carried out your end of the deal.
But you also promised I could brezk
our contract whenever I chose. I'm
holding you to your word.”

Satan smiled. Then he laughed.
throwing back his head as if this was
one of the most joyous moments of his
eternal career,

“Yes,” he admitted, “we did make
a bargain. Sealed it in blood too.
But I'm Satan. The Devil! Did you
expect me to keep my word? Devils
are made to be liars. I'm the greatest
little liar in all history.”

“Then you ... won't .
go?’l

“Please,” Satan held up one hand
in a grand gesture, “don’t put it so
crudely. Most assuredly, I won’t pe1-
mit you to break our agreement. Why
should I? You're doing very well at
it.”

“Then TI'll go on ... like this?
Always creating trouble?”

“Not necessarily. You see, it’s onlw
that I'm so pressed for time that I

.. let me
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need your help. When conditions
remedy themselves—as they always
do—7TI'll find time to handle my own

affairs. The minor ones, I mean.”
“That may be centuries,” Alex
groaned.

“I guarantee not. Now let me point
out certain facts. Mischief is all
you’ll create. Never anything big be-
cause I reserve the big things for my-
self. After all, I'm not delegating the
full extent of my power. Perhaps a
few people will be hurt. What of it?
They’d be hurt, anyway. Lots of them
will be embarrassed, but they deserve
it. Leave things to me and stop wor-
rying.”

“Leave ’em to you and I'll be wield-
ing a pitchfork down there,” Alex
grunted.

“Pitchfork? Bah—you read too
many fairy tales. I'm not as crude as
that. What does it matter if a fellow
has a bit of fun? Eternity is a long
time. Without fun, I'd stagnate and
perhaps think of something really
dreadful.”

Alex ran fingers through his hair.
“Let’s get this straight,” he said. “Are
you insinuating that so long as I
handle your petty affairs, I may save
mankind from something worse?
You’ll be content to sit back and en-
joy yourself?”

“You may assume that if you wish,”
Satan replied.

“Uh—yes, but can I believe you?
I've never talked to anybody with so
slick a tongue.”

“Of course, you haven’t, my dear
fellow. I'm the smoothest person on
—in—Ilet it go. You know what I
mean. Now suppose you just go about
your business and let me go back to
mine. You've no idea how urgently
I'm needed in certain quarters.”

“What quarters?” Alex demanded.

HE Devil smiled at him,

“Why, didn’t you know there
was a war going on? Ah yes, the
greatest little war in history. Won’t
be long before I have so many reserva-
tions I can sit down and be choosey.
I like that. Even the Devil has to
be careful whom he allows in his
home. Believe me, lots of people are
awful wrong these days.”

“Meaning just what?”

“Well—they condemn certain peo-
ple to Hades. Millions raise a drink,
for instance, and toast little Adolf to
hell. Fools! Do they think I want
him? Cluttering up my habitations?
Like as not he’d bring Goebbels with
him. What then? Propaganda in
Hell? Hah—I think not.”

Alex sighed. “WIill you please
come back to business? Promise me
that if I agree to keep on acting as
your—ah—agent, I will be released
finally. I will prevent you from brood-
ing too much and making worse
trouble on earth than you’d permit me
to create.”

“I promise,” Satan bowed very low.

“All right then,” Alex agreed reluc-
tantly. “I’ll keep on. Can I call you
again? If I begin to grow doubtful?”

“Of course—if you can reach me.”

“T’ll reach you,” Alex vowed. “All
I want is to shake hands on the deal—
as it stands now.”

Satan put out his hand and took
Alex’s in a warm, friendly grasp.
“There’s no need to seal it in blood
again. Of course, there is one thing
you should know.”

“Yes? What is it?”

“Merely that I'm the greatest little
liar ever known. Good-by, Alex.
We’ll meet again.”

Alex turned and raised his voice
into a shout that made the laboratory
walls tremble.

“Bill! Bill Parker—turn that in-
fernal machine off.”

Alex started forward. Where Satan
had stood was nothing. He'd van-
ished.

CHAPTER VII
The Unwanted Power

v

LEX walked slowly over to
where Bill Parker stood. Parker
began to back away.

“I don’t blame you, Bill,” Alex said.
“You’re convinced now, aren’t you?
You did see me talking to Satan?”

“I—saw you talking to—nothing.
You were raving, Alex. You need
attention. I know a good doctor. Let
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me call him for you.”

Alex sat down heavily. “So he
didn’t show himself to you. Bill, I
hoped you’d be convinced because I
need help. Look, there’s some big
glass apparatus over there on that far-
ther table. Nothing to do with the
thought intensifier, I hope.”

“Nohing to do with that,” Parker
answered slowly. “It’s something I
made to study cosmic rays. Took me
weeks. Guard it like I would my life.
Why? What does that apparatus

mean to you?”’

safe here with you?”

Alex picked up a house phone, got
the butler and told him to bring some
fresh flowers into the lab, a bunch of
dewy roses that had been on a table
in the hallway when Alex entered.

The butler brought them. Alex had
him put the vase in a far corner of the
room. After the door closed and the
butler was gone, Alex arose.

“Watch carefully, Bill,” he said,
“flowers wilt when I get close to them.
I give off an aura of evil. You’ll be
convinced if I have to pull some black
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“I hate to do this, Bill. Just as
much as you’re going to hate losing
that mess of glass. But I must con-
vince you. I must! Therefore, your
beautiful glass apparatus is now—no
more.”

There was a horrible cracking
sound and the glass apparatus fell
into a million pieces. Parker let out
2 screech, rushed over to the table and
then his shoulders fell.

“Alex, I didn’t see you throw any-
thing, but you must have. Now will
you tell me why you did this? Are
you stark mad? Is it so bad I'm not

magic out of my hat. Watch those
flowers! See how fresh they are, how
straight they stand. Ah, look at them
now. I'm getting closer. They feel
my presence.”

The roses slowly bowed their heads.
Petals and leaves curled until only
the thorns stood out boldly. Bill
Parker gave a yelp of alarm.

“Stay away from me,” he implored.
“If you can make roses wilt, you’ll
probably turn me into a jellyfish. All
right—I'm convinced! What can I
do to help you?”

“Sit down, Bill,” Alex said. “Cool
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off. T wouldn’t hurt you. You and
Valerie will soon be all I have left
when the news of what I am leaks
out. Bill—I did make a deal with
Satan. He’s bound me to it, unfairly
and by lies, but I'm stuck. You must
help me figure out a way to trick the
Devil. Betweeén us, we should cook up
something. After all, you’re partly
to blame for this mess.”

“I'll do all I can,” Parker promised.
“Take my word for it. I’ll not even
stop to sleep or eat as I try to figure
things out. Only—you’d better leave
now. The shock....”

“All right.” Alex walked toward
the door. “I’ll get in touch with you
after tonight’s performance. Have
something thought up, will you?”

As Alex hurried down the steps,
Bill Parker arose, walked to one of
his lab benches and picked up a heavy
metal bar. There was a look of de-
termination on his face as he ap-
proached his thought intensifier.

OING to his own apartment,

Alex opened a couple of cans of
food. He no longer dared eat in pub-
lic. No telling who'd get a cup of hot
coffee spilled down his neck. He ate
without relish, got out of his striped
trousers and cutaway coat. He shaved
and showered, put on a neat gray suit
and found himself whistling cheer-
fully as he waited for the elevator.

The theater lobby and entrance was
jammed. Everyone knew about the
show and about how Alex Craig
played the part of Satan to such per-
fection as actually to seem real. A
few ticket scalpers were doing a land
office business at boom prices.

Alex greeted the doorman with a
smile, looked around backstage for
Valerie and decided she must be in
her dressing room. He walked up to
the Cartwrights’ office, opened the
door and stepped in.

Cory and Alicia Cartwright were
sitting on a small davenport, holding
hands. They looked up. Alicia arose
slowly, bent a stern gaze upon her
husband who was watching Alex. She
walked sedately to where the big en-
cyclopedia was parked, lifted it and
hurried back to bring it down on her
astonished husband’s skull.

She watched him collapse on the
floor, rubbed her hands and smiled
at Alex.

“I get the darnedest kick out of do-
ing that,” she gloated. “Alex, be a
good boy and get my smelling salts.
I want to bring Cory out of it and
sock him again.”

“Nix,” Alex cried. “Alicia, you
don’t know what you’re doing. You
can’t know!”

“But it is fun,” Alicia protested
shrilly. “I can read his mind, the
nitwit. The moment you entered the
room, I knew he was wondering if
you, in some way, caused Stan Havi-
land to break his leg. Should have
broken his fool neck.”

“Look,” Alex said, “I’'m acting in
this show. You own it. You pay me,
but for your own good state of mind,
stay away from me. Have nothing to
do with me; that’s all I ask. Good-by."”

He bolted out of the room, hesitated
down the corridor a bit and then tip-
toed back. He listened at the flimsy
panelled door and heard Alicia mur-
muring apologies to Cory Cartwright.

He cursed and walked swiftly to his
dressing room. Maybe what he’d seen
wasn’t very much so far as Satan him-
self was concerned, but Alex knew
these two, knew how much they loved
one another and that their squabbling
was entirely due to his presence. He
began wondering if sooner, or later,
everyone he met would go through
the same thing.

As before, he used no makeup. Not
a trace of it. With the characteri-
zation of the Devil seared into his
heart, he couldn’t fail to make an au-
dience believe in him if he came out
dressed as a scarecrow.

At the close of the first act, he ma-
neuvered so that he could stop Valerie
as she left the stage. Somehow, he
gathered, she’d avoided meeting him
except during the necessary lines of
the play.

“Val,” he whispered as he looked
around covertly. “I saw him again.
I talked to him.”

“Yes, Alex, what did he say?
you released?”

“No—not exactly. Val, you must
listen. Don’t turn away. I'm sacri-
ficing myself for the good of every-

Are
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one. You, Alicia, Cory—even Stan
Haviland. Unless I agreed to carry
on, Satan swore he’d start things hum-
ming around here.”

“I know what happened in Alicia’s
office,” Valerie whispered. “Alicia
feels horribly about it. Can’t explain
why she does those things. I know.
It's because of you—just your pres-
ence. Alex ... we had a date to-
night, I won’t keep it.”

Alex flushed. His usually friendly
eyes grew stern and uncompromis-
ing.

“Yes, you will,” he said hoarsely.
“Wait and see. I'm going to explain
things if I have to tie you down.”

' HE rest of the play went off
smoothly. Alex took his usual
quota of curtain calls, but somehow
they didn’t affect him as well tonight.
If those fools out front only knew
who and what they were applauding!
He went to his dressing room,
changed and then hurried to Valerie’s
quarters. A colored maid told him
Miss Valerie had been gone for four
or five minutes, that she’d been in a
terrific hurry.

Alex said, “Oh,” rather flatly and
walked out of the theatre. He
brushed aside the horde of autograph
seekers, but they were persistent.
With an angry gesture he commanded
them to move aside. They did—Ilike
automatons and remained frozen until
he drove away in a taxicab.

He smiled grimly. At least there
was a certain measure of usefulness
in his hellish power. Then he began
thinking and rubbing his chin. Why,
he could get away with sheer murder
if he chose. He could go about, never
paying a penny for anything. No one
could deny him anything. Fire
couldn’t burn him.

It was just as possible that he
might be immune to death. Alex
whistled gayly and contemplated the
many things he could do by merely
exercising his will. He decided to
try it.

“Driver,” he said, “pull up.”

The cab slid to the curb along a
street that was composed mainly of
small, fashionable shops. Alex got
out into the dimmed light. He

stepped up to the cab.

“I think I paid you with a five-dol-
lar bill,” he said.

The driver gasped, opened his
mouth to offer some choice vitupera-
tion and closed it again quickly. He
shivered, gulped and spoke.

“Yes, sir. Five dollars it was. I re-
member now. Sorry, sir. Here’s your
change.”

Alex took the money, stared at it
for a moment and then handed it
back.

“You're a very good driver.
change is yours.”

“A four-fifty tip for a half a buck
ride.” The driver grinned from ear
to ear. ‘‘Say, thanks, buddy. You're
a sport all right.”

“Wait until you tally up tonight,”
Alex said mysteriously. “Then see
how much you’ll thank me.”

He started walking and wondered
why the blazes he’d been silly enough
to dismiss the taxi in this desolate
section of town. It was incredibly
dark. The street lights were spaced
far apart and illuminated by very dim
bulbs. Not a light came from the
window of any store. Alex suddenly
remembered he was part of a nation
at war. This was the dim-out.

About two blocks farther on, he
thought he saw a shadowy form slink
into a doorway. Alex hesitated. Of
all places a thug might pick to hold
him up, this was one of the very best.
Alex slowed up. He momentarily for-
got that he could control anyone and
became cautious.

“Pal,” a voice hissed. “Hey, pal.
You got a minute. Honest, this is on
the level.”

Alex stopped. A thick-set man was
coming toward him. In the weak rays
of a street light Alex saw that he was
coarse-featured with all the earmarks
of a professional mug.

“Well,” Alex asked gruffly. “what
is 1t?”

“It's like this, pal,” the man said.
“I got outa stir two weeks ago. No
parole—I served my full time so they
got no hold over me. But I was in
the can a long, long time. I got to
thinkin' and I see there’s no future
in crime. I'm lookin’ for a job—any
kind of a job.”

The
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“Sorry,” Alex said, “I can’t fix you
up-’)
“It ain’t that, boss. Y’see, I ain’t
eaten in thirty hours. Ain’t had no
place to sleep except a park bench
and the cops keep movin’ me. All I
ask is a buck to get some chow and a
flop. That’s a lot of dough these days.
Sure it is, but listen, mister, if I don’t
get somebody to help me pretty soon
I’ll have to go back to the old ways
and help myself—if you know what
I mean.”

LEX nodded. The man was obvi-
ously sincere. The amount he
asked for, the excuse he gave and
his frank confession of being an ex-
con all added up to the truth. Alex
took a five-dollar bill from his pocket.
“Take this. You don’t have to pay
it back to me, but society expects
something for this money. Good
luck.”

The ex-convict carefully folded the
bill, tucked it into the watch-pocket
of his bedraggled trousers and re-
moved his cap.

“You won'’t regret this, mister. Just
a minute ago I says to myself, if this
guy don’t come through, then it’s
back to my old racket. I had enough,
but now you give me faith. Sure,
that’s it. Faith. Ged bless you, pal.”

Alex winced. As the thug turned
away, he turned and gazed curiously
at himself in the reflection in a store
window. He, a deputy of the Devil,
handing out five dollars to some
wheedling crook. What kind of a
deputy was he, anyhow?”

Alex grinned. One thing—the
Devil had no firm grip on him. He
could do good if he wanted to. Then
Alex gave a cry and started forward.
The thug he’d helped had picked up a
brick, was walking briskly toward the
window of a jewelry store and paid
no heed to Alex’s frantic yell.

The thug hurled the rock. As the
glass shattered, he rushed forward
and scooped up everything he could
hold from the window display.
Laughing gleefully, he started to run.

But the crash of the window had
been very loud and a uniformed pa-
trolman barged around the corner.
The fleeing thug all but ran straight

into his arms. The cop drew a gun,
leveled it and barked a command.

“Reach, or TI'll let you have it.
Reach high!”

Alex quietly stepped into the door-
way of a store. If the cop saw him,
used him as a witness and the whole
story came out, plenty of people
would have a good laugh. Over an
actor who was talked into lending
five dollars to a crook who wanted to
go straight. Then, ten seconds aft-
erwards, broke a jewelry store win-
dow for loot,

It didn’t occur to Alex that he
might be responsible for all this.
That the crook might have been very
much on the level until the evil in-
fluence of a devil’s deputy reached out
and grasped him by the neck.

The thug backed away slowly, his
hands half-raised. The cop stood
rigidly still, gun ready.

“Don’t be a fool,” the cop warned.
“Run for it and I'll put one through
your back. I've seen your mug be-
fore on headquarters posters. You're
a crook and, by the looks of you, good
and desperate.”

“Yeah. Yeah, desperate is right,”
the crook answered. “I’'m a three-
timer. One more rap and I get the
whole book. I'd rather be gunned out
than rot in prison. I'd rather die
now !”’

He suddenly leaped forward with
both arms outstretched, fingers meant
to claw into the cop’s throat. The
gun blasted twice and still the thug
kept going. Two more shots slowed
him up. He stood there, a huddled
heap of dying flesh, rocking slowly
back and forth on his heels and then,
like a very tired man, he lay down.
One minute later, he was dead.

The cop blew on his whistle, darted
back around the corner to look for
help and Alex made his escape with-
out being seen. The thing rattled
him. He knew now that he was re-
sponsible. A man had died because
of him. That wasn’t mischief. Death
went much further than that. He
shivered violently. Valerie was right,
all the way through. He shouldn’t
expose anyone to the evil aura of his
presence. He brought only trouble
and now—death.
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For an hour he walked through a
section of the large public park try-
ing and trying to see some way out of
all this. There wasn’t a loophole.
Nothing! His brain reverted to his
former way of thinking. Perhaps he
should make the best of his lot and
pray for the moment when his release
would come.

Meanwhile, he had to carry on. At
a taxi feed line he got a cab and
asked to be driven straight home. He
leaned back against the seat, as fa-
tigued as if he’d spent twenty hours
rehearsing a new play.

CHAPTER VIII
The Second Scar

ELLS clanged behind the taxi

and it shot to one side, allowing
fire apparatus to roll past. Alex saw
a red glow against the skyline. The
driver saw it, too.

“How about going over there?” he
asked. “Looks like a big one. I’ll
pull my flag down. Me, I’m nuts
about fires.”

“Go ahead,” Alex grunted. *“I
might as well have a good close look
at Hell.”

Fire lines blocked them. Alex got
out and walked with the driver as
close as police would allow them. It
was a - six-story tenement block, old
wooden structures that seemed to be
a complete mass of flames. Hoses
squirted tons of water quite ineffec-
tively. Aerial ladders were raised. A
fireman swarmed to the top of one and
waved a hand energetically.

“Holy saints,” someone cried.
“There’s a woman and a kid up there
on the roof. Trapped! Look at ’em,
when the wind blows smoke away.
She looks like she’s going to jump.
It’ll be suicide.”

“Suicide, my eye,” someone else
shouted. “All that dame has is a
choice to get smashed on the pave-
ments or roasted alive. They can’t
get her down. Nobody in this world
could enter that house and live.”

“Nobody in this world,” Alex said
softly. He pushed his way forward.

A cop barred him, then suddenly
dropped the thick arm and waved
Alex on. Alex rushed past a fire
truck. Two men, one a deputy chief,
grabbed him.

“Look, friend,” the chief said, “it
can’t be done. If that’s your wife and
child up there—"

“I haven’t the wvaguest idea who
they are,” Alex answered solemnly,
“but I hope to get them down here
safely. Going to do anything about
it?”

“We-ell, no. No, I guess not. Man
wants to commit suicide, it’s okay
with me.”

Alex reached the blazing furnace
that had been a doorway. He stopped
and looked up. The woman, with the
child in her arms, was teetering on the
edge of the roof.

“Stay where you are,” Alex shouted.
“Don’t move.”

The woman certainly could never
have heard him above the din of the
fire, the shouts of the crowd and the
noise created by the hoses. Yet she
seemed to obey.

Alex didn’t even put a protecting
arm around his face. He walked
boldly into the blaze and felt no pain,
no heat, no fear. He located what
was left of the stairway, seized red
hot banisters and pulled himsel{
slowly up the ruins. He reached the
fourth floor and stopped to get his
breath. The smoke didn’t bother him.
In fact, it almost felt as though it
gave him new vigor.

He kept on going. Maybe Valerie
would think differently if he brought
this woman and her child to safety.
He reached the fifth floor and was
halfway up the last flight when the
roof caved in. Alex went plunging
down with the flaming debris. He
should have been killed, but he didn't
suffer so much as a bruise.

Hoses were turned his way. Pow-
erful searchlights brought him into
stark relief as he pushed beams away
and gradually wormed his way into
an upright position. He worked a
path across the ruins. Eager hands
seized him. A doctor rushed up.
Alex waved him aside.

“I’m all right, thanks. Not a
scratch. Miraculous, eh, but it’s so.”
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OMEBODY yelled out a cheer

that was taken up by others.
Photographers snapped his picture by
the dozen. He was recognized, called
by name. Alex paid little attention
to this. He found the deputy chief
who had permitted him to go through
the lines.

“What about the
child?” he demanded.

“Dead. Never had a chance, but
what you did, Mr. Craig, was about
the bravest thing I ever saw in my
career. Can’t figure out what came
over me to even think of letting you
enter that building.”

“You idiot,” Alex growled. “Why
weren’t life nets spread? She might
have saved herself by jumping.”

The deputy chief turned deathly
pale. “Life nets? I never thought
of them. Never thought, and yet I
should have. First thing to enter my
mind should have been life nets. No-
body else thought of them, either.”

“You incompetent—" Alex began
and suddenly closed his mouth. This
had not been the fault of anyone but
himself. This was just another mani-
festation of Satan. One of his
“minor” mischiefs. Alex closed both
eyes and stumbled through the crowd,
their cheers still ringing in his ears.

The same taxi driver was waiting.
Alex brushed aside his praise.

“Take me to the two thousand block
on Riverside,” he ordered. “And
hurry. Never mind lights or cops or
anything else. This is a matter of life
and death.”

The wild trip was accomplished
without interference. In fact, they
passed a radio car while they were
doing fifty-five and the policemen in-
side it never so much as gave the
speeding cab a glance.

Alex jumped out, threw a bill to
the driver and ten seconds later he
pounded and kicked at the door while
his finger pressed the bell of Bill
Parker’s home.

The butler let him in. Alex
brushed past the startled man, raced
upstairs and banged on Parker’s door.
The electric mechanism clicked.
Parker hurried forward to meet him,
stopped halfway across the big room
and started to retreat slowly.

w o m a n—the

Alex said, “Bill,” get over at that
thought machine. Switch on full
power and leave it there. I've got to
summon the—the—Satan. That’s
what he asked me to call him. I can
think of a lot better methods of ex-
pressing how I feel about him. Bill,
the thought machine, man. Don’t you
hear me?”

“Yes, I hear you,” Parker replied.
“Too well. You want to use my ma-
chine again to contact the Devil.
Why? Why is it so important if he’s
doomed you to remain as his deputy
for the rest of your life? What can
you do about it?”

“I can make him keep his promise
to release me. There must be a way to
force his hand. There has to be, Bill.
I'm running into death—violence.
The mischief has become a petty
thing. Three people died tonight be-
cause of me. That wasn’t in our bar-
gain. Bill if you don’t get that ma-
chine started, so help me—"

Parker sat down very, very slowly.
He made no attempt to move over to
the lab bench.

“Alex,” he said, “you proved to me
that you had materialized the Devil
through my machine. Reached
straight down into Hell and sum-
moned him, After you left, I became
frightened. What if he acquired a
hundred new deputies? A thousand?
Millions of them? Then what?
Alex, the strange power of that
thought intensifier was established
through a tube that took me years to
make.”

“Never mind the chatter,” Alex
cried. “I don’t care how long it took
you. Start the thing.”

“I can’t,” Parker looked miserable.
“I—I destroyed the tube—and all the
plans by which I created it. I—can’t
use that machine again.”

YPVHE lab began to swim before
Alex’s eyes. Bill Parker became
a blur. Alex knew he spoke, but the
words were gibberish. Then, as if
from far away, he heard a laugh. It
made his blood run cold. There was
fury and condemnation and high ela-
tion in those tones. They seemed to
rise straight up through the floor.
Alex was sipping a drink of straight
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brandy when his wits returned. Bill
Parker stood over him, fanning ener-
getically with a folded magazine.

“Alex—Alex, snap out of it. I
didn’t know what I was doing. I
thought you were finished, anyhow,
and I was afraid I'd be next. I be-
came a coward. I don’t know why.
If you could face such a thing as
this, there’s no reason why I couldn’t
and yet—"

“Forget it,” Alex said slowly.
“There’s no use diluting my brandy
with tears. Have a drink yourself.
We both need it. I know why you
destroyed the machine. The Devil
reached up and made you do it. That
was his hand smashing the oscillator
tube, his will directing its ruin. You
couldn’t help it and you’re no more
a coward than I am.”

Parker chewed on his lower lip for
a moment. ‘“Alex, you must be right.
Incredible as all this seems to be, it’s
real. You and I are involved in
something bigger than us. Bigger,
possibly, than everyone in the world.
Yet we're human. We must fight it.”

“How?” Alex asked dismally. “You
don’t know what I'm up against.
You’re clean—there’s no taint on
you . . . or is there? Bill, let me see
your right wrist. Let me see it.”

Parker pulled up his sleeve. The

wrist bore no odd crescent scar. Alex
let go with a sigh of relief.

“At least, you are all right. For a
moment I was afraid. Bill, you're

right. Somehow, someway we have
to find a method to fight the Devil.
Six months more of this and I'll be
ready for an asylum.”

“Not you,” Bill corrected. “The
Devil takes care of his own, they say,
and I believe it. There is only one
way. Apparently when you call,
Satan has to answer whether he wants
to or not. [I’ll build another oscillator
tube. It will take me a year, probably,
But I'll do it, work as many hours a
day as I can stay on my feet. That’sa
promise.”

Alex smiled wanly, finished his
drink and arose. He stretched out
one hand.

“If you don’t mind shaking hands
with a Devil on earth, I'd appreciate
it. You're the only friend I have left.

Even Valerie has turned against me.”

Bill shook hands with a grin.
“Maybe you ought to buy some nice,
quiet mausoleum, Alex, and stow
yourself away there.”

Alex shuddered. “Wouldn’t do a
bit of good. The population of that
cemetery would probably rise up and
heave me out. No, I've got to go my
own way. Try to make this mischief
as small as possible and keep away
from my friends. I don’t like to push
you around, but time is precious.
Hadn’t you better—get to work?”

Parker made a dash for the bench,
waved to Alex and opened the door
for him. Downstairs, Alex called the
butler.

“Mr. Parker is going to be busy
from now on,” he said. “See that he
isn’t disturbed by anyone. Be cer-
tain of it, do you understand?”

“Yes, sir.” The butler started to
open the door. “You can rest assured
sir—ow! Oh, my eye. Pulled the

door right against it. Stupidity, that’s
what it was.”

“The Devil’s own luck, you mean,”
Alex told him,

E WALKED to his own apart-

ment even though it was almost
all the way across town. He needed
time to think. Time and a cool brain
and quiet conditions to puzzle out
some way to defeat Satan.

“He told me,” Alex mused half-
aloud, “that he was very busy on
earth. That probably means he is per-
sonally directing something—has en-
tered the soul of someone. If I could
find that person—that place, I might
be able to devise a scheme to make
Satan show himself.”

He brightened at the idea and then
cursed himself for being a fool.

“What good would it do?” he asked.
“Didn’t Satan tell me he was a liar,
that he doted on lies? Therefore, he
was stringing me along all the time.
He never meant to release me. What
a fool I was! For the privilege of
playing the Devil on a stage, making
a great actor out of myself, I’ve taken
on Satan’s work. I've become a hu-
man devil. Wherever I go, there is
trouble, Whoever I meet, encounters
mischief.
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He rummaged in his pocket, found
keys and opened the lobby door that
was always locked soon after mid-
night. No one was in the lobby and
he felt relieved at that. He’d had
enough of mischief for one day.

He unlocked his apartment door, lit
the light and stepped inside. He
doffed his hat and coat, walked into
the living room and snapped on a
table lamp. Raising his head, he
froze in that position.

There was a high-backed chair be-
fore the fireplace. From it, lazily
arose a column of smoke. The chair
must be occupied. Alex picked up a
heavy cigarette box, grimaced and
laid it down again. If the inferno
of fire couldn’t hurt him, no cheap
crook could do it. Alex walked
around the chair and looked down at
its occupant.

He saw the same pudgy, spectacled
man who’d been watching him so in-
tently at the Worthington wedding.
The man smiled, snuffed out his cigar-
ette and leaned back.

“You are very late, Mr. Alex Craig.
But I suppose part of a theatrical ca-
reer consists of much early-hour run-
ning around. Or did something else
keep you?”

“What do you want? Who are you
and what is the meaning of invading
my apartment like this?”

The man chuckled. “I and people
of my kind are very good at invasions,
Mr. Craig. Please sit down. There's
no need to be frightened of me. Per-
haps I can help you.”

Alex sat down, still fuming with
rage. He said, “How can you help
me? How do you know I need help?”

The man leaned forward unexpect-
edly, seized Alex’s wrist and drew up
the sleeve to expose that strange scar.
Then he let go, raised his own right
arm and showed another scar. It was
the same shape, located in exactly the
same position but it seemed to be
fading gradually. Other than that it
was like the one which had been
burned into Alex’s flesh by the Devil’s
pact.

“Are you—" Alex gasped.

“No. No, I'm Satan’s deputy no
longer, Mr. Craig. You can see that
my scar is fading slowly. Perhaps, in

another four or five months it will be
entirely gone.”

“But once you were?”

“Oh, yes. For eight glorious years
I served Satan. I spread his mischief
and then—well, I'd rather not explain
further.”

“You will explain,” Alex snapped.
“I can make you.”

“Wait! Yes, I know very well just
what you are capable of. TI'll talk.
My name is Dingle. Not my real

name, of course, but it will do. I am
a German. A Nazi.”

“A rat,” Alex said gently. “A
louse. Which means the same thing.

Go ahead and be assured that now I
don’t give a hoot what happens to
you.”

IS visitor blinked at his words.
“My,” Dingle gasped, “you’re
taking this work to heart, aren’t you?
Well, I'm not only a Nazi, but a spy.
My mission in the United States is to
destroy, find out secrets and transmit
them to my own country. You're go-
ing to help me."”

“Look,” Alex reminded him, “I'm
only Satan’s deputy. Not Satan him-
self. I still possess some sense of
decency. Now forget all about such
wild ideas. There is something I
must know. How did you get rid of
—of this ghastly influence?”

“If you promise to listen to what I
have to offer, I'll tell you everything.
I must have that promise because you
could make me turn into a pillar of
flame if you wished. I confess I'm
afraid of you. More afraid than of
anything in all my life and I've taken
many chances.”

“I’ll listen,” Alex promised.

“Very well. Eight years ago I was
a prosperous manufacturer in Berlin.
Something happened one day and I
called on the Devil. He came. I got
what I wanted, but I became his
deputy. I performed his mischief and
I enjoyed it. Then—I got too am-
bitious.”

“Yes, go on. You became too am-

bitious. What happened then?”
“The Devil fired me. Gave me the
gate.”
“Why? Tell me, man. I've got to
know!”
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“Well, a man named Hitler came
along. He was ambitious, too, and I
helped him. The influence I pos-
sessed got rid of Hitler’s enemies,
gradually brought him more and more
power. He became Chancellor., He
rearmed Germany secretly, made it
the glorious country—”

“Of thieves and murderers,” Alex
interjected. “Keep talking.”

Dingle flushed angrily, but he
knew better than to go off the handle.
Dingle even seemed to have difficulty
in talking straight.

More than once, when Alex looked
his rage, Dingle’s teeth actually chat-
tered noisily.

“Many of the things that happened
during Hitler’s rise to power were the
mechanizations of the Devil, worked
through me. Hitler owes his success
to me, but he does not know that or I
would be much higher in office than
I am now.”

“In one minute,” Alex warned im-
patiently, “I’ll give you an urge to
crawl out of my window and jump.
Why did Satan fire you?”

“As I said, I became too ambitious.
I guess he was afraid I'd try to usurp
him. That was when we marched into
Poland and I led a Gestapo unit. We
cracked heads—gray or black-haired.
We shot them down in droves. No-
body ever bothered to count the vic-
tims. Ah, a man like you would have
been proud of us.”

“I’'m beginning to see the light,”
Alex said softly. “Yes—the light.
You became so damnably rotten that
even Satan himself couldn’t stand
you. Therefore, rather than be blas-
phemed with men like you, he admin-
istered the well-known bounce.”

INGLE gave a sickly grin. “Ex-
actly,” he admitted.

“Well, well,” Alex grunted.
“Imagine that. Dingle, you loved see-
ing innocent blood flow. T’ll even bet
you crowned a few women and chil-
dren with a rifle butt or maybe used a
bayonet on them. Fun, wasn’t it,
sticking them like butterflies.”

“Yes.” Dingle leaned forward
eagerly. “I knew you'd enjoy that.
I’ll give you details. There was one
woman—maybe sixty-five. She at-
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tacked me with a broom. Imagine
that! A broom. I finished killing her
fool of a husband and then I—"

“Shut up!” Alex shouted. “Dingle,
I’'m going to let you meet the Devil
again. I'm quite certain he’ll have
some particularly nice way of tortur-
ing you. I could think of many ways.
Maybe I will. Maybe—"

“No!” Dingle threw both hands
against his face and cowered. “No—
not yet. You promised to listen!”

“I don’t like your brand of humor,”
Alex answered tartly.

“But it’s about my offer. If you
don’t listen, you’ll be sorry. I recog-
nized you as the Devil’s own this aft-
ernoon at the wedding. I hap-
pened by and when the church doors
closed of their own accord, I knew
the truth. It was easy to find out who
you were, so I came here. But be-
fore that I wrote the whole story and
deposited it in a safe place. If I do
not return, that statement will be
made public. Perhaps no one will be-
lieve—yet. They will eventually
when they see how trouble follows
you around.”

“Why, you skunk!” Alex began.

“You must listen. You will listen.
If not, I die—for my Fuehrer I die.
That is my duty, but you will die a
million more deaths. You will have
no friends. People will shun you.
The power you have will create trou-
bles, yes, but you won’t enjoy it. If
you walk into a restaurant, everyone
will leave, Even the lowliest dish
washer. If you enter a theatre, it will
be cleared. None will talk to you.
They’ll run at the sight of you. How
then, will you remain the great actor?
The good fellow? Alex Craig, the
famous? You will become Alex
Craig, the Devil.”

“T’ll listen,” Alex said with ominous
calm.

Yet he knew this man had the upper
hand. That brief description of
things to be, made his blood run cold.
It was true, every word of it. He
knew that now. Even Bill Parker
was afraid of him and Valerie had
walked out of his life. If the world
did that, he might as well die and
—he wouldn’t be able to. He was im-
mune.
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CHAPTER IX

Outcast

HERR DINGLE lit another ciga-
rette, blew smoke toward the
ceiling and smiled as broadly as
though Hitler had just taken London.

“I was sure you’d see it my way,”
he exulted. “As the Devil's deputy,
your mission is to create trouble.
That I know from experience. Some-
times you have control of that trouble
—you can actually make it by wishing
it to happen. Mostly though, it just
happens.”

“Get on with it,” Alex warned, “or
I'll start experimenting with you.”

“No, you wouldn’t do that,” said
Dingle, half-fearfully. “If you hadn’t
been evil the Devil would not have
marked you for his own. So I know
you will join me and my organization.
Frankly, it is composed of spies.
Some were landed by submarines,
some have been here for many years.
Ail are prepared to strike for the
Fatherland. You will help us.”

“Exactly how?” Alex queried.

“Your mere presence will enable
us to do a great deal of damage.
Essentially, our orders are to cripple
defense plants, but of course if we
could sink a few ships, destroy a con-
voy, we are certainly not against that.
Another thing—we frequently need
information. From my experience in
your present position, I know that
people will talk when you are around.
They will talk despite themselves so
long as what they say helps to create
mischief. Do you follow me, Mr.
Craig?”

“I'm way ahead of you,” Alex
grunted. “The answer is nothing do-
ing. I'd rather be exposed as Satan
himself than help you rats commit
murder. Now get out of here. Get
out before I turn you into a fence post
or something. Get out!”

Dingle arose hastily and all but
rushed to the door. There he paused
a moment, still frightened, but daring
enough to risk Alex’s wrath.

“Tomorrow morning I will be back.
Think it over. Think hard, my illus-

trious successor. Imagine how you
will feel when streets empty as you
appear, as murder is committed be-
cause of you, as people die in fires
because of you, as they are killed by
auto accidents, trains, subways. How
mines will cave in, buildings tumble.
That will all happen. I know, for
I have been through it.”

“And loved it,” Alex roared.
“Every moment you enjoyed it. I
don’t but I'll be doubly damned if
I'll permit myself to be used against
the United States. Dingle, in some-
thing less than ten seconds, I'll—"

Dingle slammed the door and fled.
Alex sank back into his chair with a
wry smile. He wasn't afraid of
Dingle. Not with the Satanic powers
he held. Whenever he chose, a plan
would pop into his mind about how
to outwit this vicious little Nazi.

Dingle might carry out his ex-
posure threat, of course, and if it
ever succeeded people would laugh
at him for a time. But not for long.
Someone would be bound to listen to
his revelations and watch Alex Craig.
After a dozen incidents Dingle would
be believed and then—the calamity.

Alex knew he’d be alone in a world
of billions, shunned like a leper,
blamed for everything that happened.
Perhaps they couldn’t kill him, but
he’d suffer much worse than death.
He’d begin to court death and always
in vain.

T MADE Alex shiver to think of
it, but he rested secure in the
fact that the evil essence within him
could find a scheme to outwit Dingle.
It was better to let the Nazi believe
he’d frightened the Devil’s new dep-
uty. Let him think Alex was amenable
to any orders. That way Alex knew
he could worm his way into the midst
of the Nazi ring, find out what their
plans were and blast them to bits.
Dingle worried him a bit, but Alex
realized he was anything but helpless
against the little rat’s plans. Alex
glanced at his watch. It was early
morning, but he still had a few mo-
ments before the bar across the street
closed up. Alex decided to test his
problem of how people might react
if Dingle did manage to expose him.



SPEAK OF THE DEVIL 49

He needed someone else’s slant on
things.

The bar was empty except for the
sleepy bartender and a bus boy who
was busy cleaning up. Alex ordered
a drink, sipped it and then leaned
across the bar.

“Phil,” he said, “know I play the
part of Satan on the stage, don’t you?”

“Sure, Mr. Craig. Fact is, I sent
my wife over to get some tickets.
Best she could do was seats six
weeks from now. That play is some-
thing all right and just because of
you, too.”

“Thanks, Phil. I’'ve been worried
though. They say I'm such a good
Satan on the stage that sometimes I
wonder if I play the part too enthu-
siastically. Suppose there is a Satan
and he decides I'm so good he makes
me his assistant.”

“Yeah, Mr. Craig.” The bartender
gave him a fishy glance. “I gotta
close up now and I think you had
enough somewhere else, anyhow.
Better go home and get some sleep.”

“I’'m perfectly sober,” Alex in-
sisted. “All I want is your unbiased
opinion, Phil. You see, I'm thinking
of writing a play along those lines.
I wish you’d tell me how you’d feel
if I was associated with Satan and
everywhere I went, there was nothing
but trouble.”

The bartender picked up a thin
champagne glass and began polishing
it. The glass shattered in his hand.
He cursed softly, threw the pieces
away and picked up another. This
one slipped through his fingers and
smashed on the bar.

“I'm telling you, Mr. Craig, there’s
trouble here already. The boss
makes me pay a buck and a quarter
every time I bust one of these. I—

oops! Damnation! There goes an-
other one. What’s the matter with
me? I'm all thumbs.”

“Phil,” Alex said sharply, “suppose
my presence were responsible for
what has just happened. Just imag-
ine that I carry around an aura of
evil that makes you drop glasses.
Just how would you feel about me?”

The bartender shivered and poured
himself a drink. He slid the bottle
across the bar toward Alex. He gave

it just a little too much steam and
the bottle kept on going to plunge
over the bar and smash on the floor.

“Another couple of bucks. I won't
get no pay this week,” the bartender
groaned. “One thing though, Mr.
Craig, all this shows me just how I
would feel if you were responsible.
Know what I'd do? I'd beat it the
minute you walked into this place.
I'd even quit working here because
you live across the street. Yes, sir—
you’d never lay eyes on me again.
Not if I saw you first.”

Alex finished his drink in a gulp.
“Thanks, Phil. That’s what I wanted
to know. Here’s ten dollars. Pay
for the breakage out of that and keep
the change.”

LEX turned and started to walk
out. The bus boy was standing
on a table dusting a huge chandelier
in the middle of the room. Suddenly,
the table caved in. The boy grabbed
the chandelier with both hands. His
weight pulled it from the ceiling.
Bared wires crossed. There was a
blue flash and all the lights went out.
The bus boy fell heavily and lay still.
Laths beneath the ceiling plaster
started to burn.

The last thing Alex saw was the
bartender with a blackout lantern in
one hand a seltzer siphon in the other,
sending a stream of seltzer toward
the fire. Alex decided to get out be-
fore the building caved in.

He walked the streets for a few
minutes and unconsciously discovered
that he was headed for Valerie’s
apartment house. He looked up. Her
windows were all lighted. He had to
know how she felt about all this.
Why she had fled from the theatre
without waiting for him?

He didn’t ring the bell, but walked
up to the big glass door. It was
locked and he cursed. Mpysteriously,
the door opened of its own accord.
He shrugged, went in and stopped in
front of the elevator. On second
thought he decided to walk. The lif:
would probably plunge to the cellar
if he got into it, doing damage with-
out hurting him.

Valerie opened the door and
stepped back a few paces, one hand
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against her lovely throat.

“You're afraid of me, Val,” Alex
accused. “That’s it. That’s why you
didn’t wait after the show. May I

come in—or won’t you take the
chance?”
“Come in, Alex. I—I'm sorry

about tonight. Honestly I am, but
you did frighten me. I watched you
playing the role of Satan. It wasn’t
human, Alex. Everyone in the audi-
ence believed you were Satan and
you were. That was not acting.”

Alex nodded. “I know. Val, I'm
in trouble. Something almost as bad
as being Satan’s deputy. Right here
in New York is a man who used to be
like me until Satan fired him. He’s
a Nazi spy and he threatens to expose
me unless I obey him.”

“Expose you?” Valerie gasped.
“How did he find out? Who will be-
lieve him? Even now, I'm not sure
but this is all a dream. You look
the same, you act the same.”

Alex shuddered. “You should have
been with me tonight. People will be-
lieve all right. Bound to when things
happen and I'm always around. Din-
gle—that’s the name this spy goss
under—has me all wrapped up ready
to be put on a platter and served to
Schickelgruber. Boy, could he use
me though.”

“This is no time for joking,” Va-
lerie said severely. ‘“Alex, I've told
no one, of course. They’d have
thought me mad. But I do believe
you are possessed of the Devil. And
you’re perfectly right about what a
spy organization could do with your
Alex, where is this going to

“You're trying to be brave, Val. You
are brave,- but who can stand up
against the evil I represent. You
keep moving away from me. I don’t
blame you. There’s no telling what
will happen at any moment, just be-
cause I'm here. So—I'm going. I
won’t bother you again. Good-by,
Val. I'm quitting the show, too.”

E HEARD her gasp as if in pain.
“Alex, you can’t!”

“Listen, darling, if I keep on play-

ing the show, some night, that theatre

is going to catch fire, or the roof will
fall in. Something is bound to hap-
pen. No, Cartwright will have to get
someone else. You tell him that for
me. Say I’'m ill—anything. Just
don’t make me see the Cartwrights.
Every time I show up, Alicia bops
Cory with an encyclopedia.”

He turned and walked out. Valerie
started after him, one arm out-
stretched. She dropped it slowly,
closed the door and wept bitter tears
into her slim hands. At last she
wiped her eyes, and then she uttered
a little cry. She was looking at a
luxurious fern she’d raised for years.
It was mottled, shriveled, its fronds
trailing the floor, and the brass orna-
mental base from which the plant
grew had developed a wide crack.

Valerie shivered, hastily slid home
the extra bolt on the door and then
began to cry openly.

Alex walked home. He hadn’t slept
much lately, but somehcw he felt no
fatigue. Possibly, as the Devil's dep-
uty, he’d require no sleep. After all,
things couldn’t happen during the
time he slept.

He knew though, that Dingle had
him with his back against the wall.
The bartender had given an outspoken
idea of how people would feel about
it. Valerie knew what he was and
shied away from him. He had to keep
Dingle from publicizing what he
knew!

Others would die. He'd bring hor-
ror and violence wherever he went.
Yet, by joining forces with Dingle,
perhaps even worse things would de-
velop. Alex made up his mind. He’d
join the spy ring—with a lot of those
mental reservations their members
kept when they became United States
citizens.

That would do it. He'd stall, even
try to bring disaster upon the spies,
while waiting for the opportune mo-
ment when hed get Dingle where he
wanted him. Then he’d take his se-
creted document of exposure away
and kill him. He’d have the man fall
and break his neck.

Alex glanced into a darkened store
window which, nevertheless, reflected
his image. He was smiling, all teeth
showing in a nasty grimace of Devil-
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ish mirth. He liked the idea of kill-
ing someone. Sounded good, espe-
cially where Dingle was concerned.
He’d have to watch his step though,
doing it only after he had Dingle’s
papers.

Alex’s steps were lighter, his shoul-
der squared, head high. He found
that he actually wished someone
would come along so he might dem-
onstrate his powers.

Soft wind blew through the
branches of trees that lined the street.
Alex thought it sounded like a low,
unpleasant laugh. Like one he’d
heard before, coming through the
floor of Bill Parker’s laboratory. No
matter, let the Devil laugh. Alex
would give him plenty to laugh about.

CHAPTER X
Make the Man Talk

LEX didn’t sleep. He felt as

fresh and alert as though he’d
just risen from an untroubled rest.
He changed clothes, put on a blue suit
and when the doorbell buzzed at mid-
morning, he knew it was Dingle com-
ing for his answer.

Dingle entered hesitantly. He
knew only too well what Alex might
do if he chose.

*“Sit down, Dingle,” Alex said.
“I’ve thought it all over. You're per-
fectly right. As Satan’s assistant I
have to carry on. Make trouble, mis-
chief. Tl help you and show this
town what a nuisance I can really be.”

“You went out after I left this
morning.” Dingle was more at ease.
“You experimented and found out I
told the truth? Now you will join
us? Good. We shall provide oppor-
tunities to bring terror down upon
these fools here. They will hear you
laugh clear down to Hades itself.
You must come with me at once. We
have urgent need of you.”

Alex put on his hat and walked
down to the lobby with Dingle. There
the wily spy stopped him.

“I must go alone. You see, anyone
who rides with you risks his life.
Proceed to Nine-o-one Belvedere

Boulevard. You will be expected.”

“Run along,” Alex said. “I just hap-
pened to think that there’s a bank
cashier down the street who refused
to cash a check for me last week. I'm
going to arrange things so he bets on
the horses, loses his shirt and takes
home a few samples from the bank.
Just a bit of clean fun. I’'ll contact
you within half an hour.”

Dingle laughed and hurried away.
Alex stayed in the lobby, praying the
building foundations would stay up.
After half an hour he stepped to the
curb and hailed a taxi.

The address turned out to be a man-
sion in one of the fashionable sections.
Alex opened the gate, walked to the
porch and the door was opened in-
stantly. The beetle-browed Heinie
stepped aside with alacrity as Dingle
rushed forward to greet his guest.

“I knew you would not fail me, Mr.
Craig. Come downstairs to the cel-
lar and meet the others. I am second
in command. Herr Zellman is our
leader. He waits for you.”

Alex followed Dingle into the big
cellar., He heard a groan while
descending the steps. but had no time
to wonder about it. Lights were
turned up. In a far corner a man
was strapped in a heavy wooden chair.
His lips were sealed with tape and
a blindfold was drawn over his eyes.

Zellman came forward, a tall man
with a ramrod spine and Prussian
manners. He spat on the floor, looked
Alex up and down a few times and
spoke in a particularly nasty voice.

*Dingle, I think you are crazy. You
have always been crazy—insisting you
were once related to the Devil! Now
you say this man is the Devil’s aide.
What nonsense! But, if he wishes
to work for money, we can use him.”

“Herr Zellman,” Dingle insisted,
“I am telling the truth. This man
does have strange powers. I can
prove it.”

“Ja? How, idiot?”

“For hours we have tried to make
this stupid pig of a defense worker
tell us about the new plane design.
He prefers to die rather than talk.
Let Herr Craig ask him questions.
Then you will see.”

“Nonsense, but to make you stop
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talking these crazy things, I consent.
Out with the light except the spot
which you will keep in the prisoner’s
eyes.”

HE lights were snapped off. A

spot turned on and focused on
the prisoner’s face. Alex saw that
it was puffed badly. Blood oozed
from the corner of the man’s mouth.
He was stripped to the waist and
there were the marks of a heavy lash
across his back.

Ordinarily, Alex knew he would
have revolted at the sight. Instead,
he found himself very much inter-
ested. They removed the prisoner’s
blindfold and gag. Dingle gave Alex
a respectful nudge.

“Ask him to draw you the plans for
the new plane. He knows them.”

Alex stepped closer. The prisoner
looked up, opened his mouth and ut-
tered a scream.

“I’'m not going to hurt you,” Alex
said softly. “Why should I, when
you are about to help us? Now I'll
have you untied. There is paper and
pencil on that table. Go over there
and draw the plans for this plane. Go
ahead.”

“All right,” the prisoner said. “I’ll
do it for you because—what am I say-
ing? I won’t . .. yes, I will. I’ll do
it. I can’t stand any more of this pun-
ishment. Let me loose.”

Herr Zellman watched all this and
very slowly his jaw dropped and his
eyes bulged. The prisoner drew the
plans clearly. Zellman folded the
papers and handed them to one of
his men, who was ashen and trem-
bling.

“Ach—this is coincidence or hyp-
notism. No matter, we have what we
wanted. Take the papers to the ad-
dress you know of. Have them sent
quickly to Berlin by the usual chan-
nels and on microfilm. Well . ..
move, swine!”

The spy to whom he gave orders,
clicked his heels and saluted. “Ja,
Excellency. I am sorry, but that man
—I am afraid of him. Never have I
been afraid except the day when our
Fuehrer inspected my company. I
felt the same way then.”

“You dare put der Fuehrer in the

same class with this—this— Fool,
take these papers and obey orders!”

The man headed for the stairway
and stopped. Alex stood there, lean-
ing against the wall and smoking a
cigarette. The spy licked his lips,
sidled toward the steps and without
taking his eyes off Alex, started to
climb them.

“Good luck,” Alex said very softly.
“Just be sure you never reach that
address with the papers. In fact,
never reach anywhere, and say hello
to my boss when you meet him.”

“Your boss?” the spy quavered. “I
do not know him. Therefore, how
should I meet him?”

“You will,” Alex smiled.
worry.”

Dingle heard nor saw none of this.
He was talking enthusiastically with
Herr Zellman. The head spy nodded
and gave some more brusque orders.

“The prisoner will be taken to a
quiet place and disposed of. I do
not wish him killed here and litter up
my cellar. Dingle, you will see to it.”

“I take Herr Craig along,” Dingle
said. “Soon you will be convinced,
Excellency, and meanwhile he must
be kept happy. I always enjoyed
watching something scream with pain
when I was in Craig’s position. He
will enjoy it, too, and learn to like us.”

“Don’t

ELLMAN shrugged, but decided

not to cheat himself of some of

the fun. He stepped up to the groggy

prisoner and slugged him half a dozen

times until he fell unconscious. Then

he kicked him, turned and walked up-
stairs.

“Man after my own heart,” Alex
said. “He’s really been trained to
punish people, hasn’t he?”

“We are all trained,” Dingle ad-
mitted. ‘“Ach, but you should be able
to teach us much more. That will
come later. Now we take this pig
away and dispose of him. Do you
prefer the knife, or perhaps a gun?
Silenced, of course.”

“Oh, a gun by all means.” Alex
followed Dingle out the cellar door
to where a car was parked behind
the house. “Let him think he has a
chance to escape and then—plop—
let him have it in the back. You will
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do the shooting?”

Dingle’s face fell. “No. It is not
my turn. Hans must do it because
he is next to have that privilege. Get
in the car. Watch out now, the pri-
soner is bleeding. Do not get any
blood on your clothes, my friend. The
police might ask questions—ach!
What could the police do to you?”

Alex didn’t know, but he had a
pretty well-set idea of what he could
do to Dingle, Zellman and all the rest
of this mob. He’d doublecross them,
of course. That came easily because
Satan was the smartest doublecrosser
in existence, and Alex was his aide.

“How come,” Alex queried, “you’re
no longer afraid to let me ride in a
car with you, Dingle?”

“Because you are one of us now.
You will hardly wish us bad luck. Of
course, things do happen sometimes
whether you wish it or not. I will
take the chance.”

Dingle raised one foot and brought
it down hard on the prisoner’s neck.
He sighed contentedly and waved a
hand to the driver. The car headed
toward a large public park a mile
away, stopped in a very dark spot
and Dingle got out.

Alex said, “Isn’t this risky? Parks
are well patrolled. The shot might
be heard.”

“No, the gun is silenced. Hans—
attention! Let the prisoner go a short
distance and then—do not miss.”

They all got out of the car. The
prisoner was hauled to his feet,
slapped back to consciousness and
Dingle made a handsome speech about
letting him go iree. The prisoner

srtuml&ed_“f_orward.r ,,h"i{ql}L abrl¥e‘ to

walk. Hans raised the silencer-
equipped gun, smirked and drew a
bead on the man’s back.

“Hey—you!”’ he called.

The prisoner twisted his head, saw
what was coming and tried his best to
duck. Hans pulled trigger. There
was a terrific roar. Hans stared at
what was left of his hand and then
he began to whimper. This rose to
a scream of pain. He turned toward
the car, took a couple of steps and
tripped over a rock.

“Let him stay there,” Dingle
gasped. “The gun jammed. The ex-
plosion will have been heard. We
must get away quickly.”

LL piled into the car and the
A driver raced away. He pulled
off the road and hid behind a thick
tree as two police cars went whizzing
by. Dingle wiped sweat off his face.

“Ach,” he groaned, “what will Herr
Zellman say? I should not have left
Hans behind. They will capture him
and he is weak. He will talk. The
prisoner also still lives. They will
know he gave up the secret of that
plane. I—it is you, Craig! You who
are responsible.”

Alex grinned. “I guess there’s no
doubt about it, Dingle, but, as you
said, things will happen.”

Dingle groaned and slumped low in
the seat. The car pulled up in front
of the big house. Alex got out,
walked slowly toward the entrance
and stopped a moment. He reached
up, easily pulled down a thick branch
of a tree. A branch he couldn’t have
moved more than an inch or two
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normally. He snapped twigs, let the
branch go back into position and
grinned.

Behind the tree was a street light.
It threw the shadow of the bent twigs
against the big house, creating in
shadow, a gigantic swastika.

“If the cops miss that,” Alex told
himself, “it certainly isn’t my fault.”

Herr Zellman was pacing the floor
when they entered. Dingle drew him-
self up and made a report. Zellman
cursed, glared at Alex and then
vented his full fury on Dingle.

“Always, you bungle things. Not
like you used to be, in Berlin when
we built up the party. There you
were superb. Get a grip on yourself,
Dingle. Forget this nonsense of hav-
ing been associated with the Devil.”

“Ja, Excellency,” Dingle breathed
normally again. “But what of the
plans you sent? The ones that pris-
oner gave us? The verdamnt F.B.I.
will get a statement from the prisoner
and know we have the plans.”

“It makes no difference,” Zellman
snapped. “The man who took them
away was killed in an accident. The
car he drove caught fire. He was de-
stroyed by the flames and so were the
papers. Let’s get out of here. Hans
is bound to talk.”

CHAPTER XI

Sabotage in Reverse

HE next night Alex and Dingle
were driving well out of the city
and along a newly laid highway. Alex
had no idea where they were going
nor what Dingle had up his sleeve.
A new spy headquarters had been
established, but half of the organ-
ization had fallen into the F.B.I. net.
Alex had read all about it in the eve-
ning papers before Dingle arrived.
Hans had talked, but lied about the
location of the spy nest. The defense
worker gave the G-men a general idea
where it was located and they secured
the vicinity. Oddly enough, they’d
found a big house with the shadow of
a huge swastika across it. Inside,
they found part of Zellman’s spy

mob, frantically trying to pack equip-
ment and get clear.

“Dingle,” Alex spoke at length,
“you blame me for what happened
last night, don’t you?”

Dingle gave him a crooked smile.
“Of course. But you cannot help it
any more than I could when I was in
your place. The fact is, I am very
happy about the whole thing.”

“About losing that swell hideout
and half of your spy ring?”

“What is that? We have other
places, more men. It did not do Herr
Zellman much good. When the High
Command hears of this, they might
see that Zellman gets an attack of
pneumonia or something. Then I
shall be in command and, with you
working by my side, there is nothing
I can’t do. Nothing.”

“What about tonight?” Alex asked.
“Where are we going?”

“Three miles ahead is a very large
army camp. From this point many
units prepare for a trip abroad. It
is almost time another convoy starts
for England with many troop ships.
We must find out about that.”

“How?’)

Dingle laughed. “You are very new,
Mr. Craig. You forget the powers
you possess. All that is necessary is
to ask someone who knows these
things. He cannot refuse to talk.
There is a tavern where officers con-
gregate. We go there.”

Dingle pulled up about five hundred
yards from a tavern ablaze with light
and merriment. They got out, and
Dingle seized Alex’s arm.

“You will go alone. They will rec-
ognize you, but that doesn’t matter.
Get the highest ranking officer you
can find. Pretend you are here to talk
about putting on your show.”

“It will never work,” Alex said. “I
quit the show this afternoon and the
papers have the story.”

“Take a chance,” Dingle urged. “If
you are questioned, lie. What dif-
ference does it make? You have the
power to convince anyone of any-
thing. I know. I did some convincing
myself, just before Munich. Go now.
If I can slip in, very well, I shall. If
not, you get the information.”

“Right you are,” Alex grinned.
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“Say, 'm beginning to like this. Fits
me very well, gives me great satisfac-
tion. Troopships, eh? To be sunk
by subs, 1 suppose? Nice going.”

INGLE nodded in deep satisfac-

tion. “You are learning much
faster than I did, my friend. It took
me almost six months before I could
reconcile myself to the idea of taking
on more than Satan had in mind for
me. I was afraid of death at first,
but then—Ilike you right now—I
wanted to see how far my power
would extend.”

“And did it go as far as sinking
troopships with thousands of men
aboard?”

“No,” Dingle answered sadly. “But
the mischief I created sometimes de-
veloped into beautiful things. Satan
gives you only the right to do mis-
chief, yet when properly handled this
more or less minor item can be built
into large ideas. Like troopships.”

“See you later,” Alex said brusque-
ly, and walked toward the tavern. No
wonder Satan had fired Dingle. The
man was mad with a lust for power,
that typical Nazi trait. He would
murder for it a thousand times over
and laugh cheerfuily as the thou-
sandth man died.

Alex knew what would happen if
he didn't break this spell which
chained him to the Devil. He’d get
like Dingle, plotting to build up the
mischiefs into larger things. Things
Satan himself might have hesitated
to perpetrate. He’d come to look
upon trouble and crime and murder
as part of his work. This had to end
soon—or it might never end. Alex
patted his damp face with a handker-
chief and turned into the tavern.

There were thirty of forty officers
seated around the place, talking qui-
etly. No one paid much attention to
Alex. Civilians were not barred and
inquisitive ears would have heard
nothing from any man in the room.

Alex sat down at a corner table
and ordered a sandwich and a drink.
He looked around, saw oak leaves on
a major’s shoulders and waited until
the man looked up.

“Ccme over here,” Alex said very
sofily. “Come on, whether you want
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to or not, and sit down at my table.”

The major arose, frowning heavily.
He crossed the room and stopped be-
side Alex.

“Haven’t I seen you somewhcre be-
fore? Wait— I've got it. The
theaire! Why, you're Alex Craig.”

“That’s right, Major,” Alex said.
“Sit down, won’t you? Have a drink.
Waiter!”

They talked about the play for ten
or fifteen minutes. Then Alex leaned
across the table, looked squarely at
the Major and asked him a question
which should have meant a trial for
treason.

“Major, when dces the next convoy
of troop ships leave for Britain and
from what port? You know. Officers
of your rank are usuaily advised atiead
of time.”

“Why, of course I know, Mr. Craig.
I'm happy you are so interested in
the armed forces. Thirty thousand
troops are sailing tomorrow night
from Hoboken. Twenty miles at sea
we pick up a big convoy of plane car-
riers, destroyers, cruisers and a battle-
wagon.”

Craig’s fingers almost crushed the
glass in his hand. He hadn’t really
meant to ask that question nor to
listen to any answer like this. His
intentions were merely to be seen
with an officer and then relate some
pure fiction to Dingle. Now he’d have
to force himself to forget what he
knew. Under no circumstances could
Dingle have this information.

UT why not? Craig’'s other sell

asked this question. His mis-
sion was to act as Satan’s agent, prom-
ulgate mischiefs. Mischiefs, yes, but
not wholesale murder, rank treach-
ery. Craig’s eyes were cpen and star-
ing. He saw nothing. An idea de-
veloped in his mind—cne crammed
with horror.

Dingle had been Satan's emissary.
too. He'd gone too far, tried to han-
dle things too big for him. 7To usurp
Satan’s power. That was why he’d
been removed. Now, if a convoy like
this one was blasted. certainly that
would be a big item even as Satan
looked at things. Perhaps he'd fire
Alex as he had Dingle.
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“What a price,” Alex groaned. “No
—7I'll never do it.”

The major finished his drink.
“Sorry, Mr. Craig, I've really got to
leave. Important things to do. These
are important times, you know. Wish
I could help you arrange that camp
performance of your show, but it’s
impossible. Thanks, anyhow.”

He walked out of the tavern. Alex
drank a glass of water and felt a bit
less feverish. The major hadn’t the
vaguest recollection of telling about
that convoy. He’d received the im-
pression that Alex Craig had come to
arrange a camp show.

Again, Alex told himself that Din-
gle would never learn this informa-
tion. Satan might have him by the
coat tails, but not by the neck. Alex
still retained his self-respect. He was
definitely not a traitor.

Then someone dropped into the
chair vacated by the major. It was
Dingle, smiling in approval.

“Excellent work, Mr. Craig. Better
than I did in my heyday. I was at
the table right behind you and I
heard every word. Thirty thousand
men sailing at midnight tomorrow.
Many supply ships will accompany
such a force. And—this is what
makes it so very fine—there is a sub-
marine flotilla lying just off New
York waiting for orders from us.”

Alex showed none of the consterna-
tion that raged in his brain. He had
to make Dingle believe he was co-op-
erating. Force him to go ahead with
his plans and then use Satan’s pow-
ers to blast them wide open.

“It was very easy,” Alex smiled.
“Meanwhile, what’s in the wind? I
want action.”

Dingle explained while they walked
back to where the car was parked.

“We have a couple of things in
mind. First, though, we’ll meet Herr
Zellman. It is necessary that I bow
to his judgment, but that will not be
for long. The convoy business I shall
handle myself and take all the credit.”

They stopped at a farmhouse, re-
plete with cows, tractors, barns and
a huge silo. A slattern-faced woman
let them in. Zellman was there, rather
impatiently waiting.

“You two are very late,” he said

suspiciously. “After what happened
last night, I am not so sure about this
man Craig. You may trust him, Din-
gle, but I happen to be the leader
here and I tell you I am not satisfied.”

“Why not?” Alex asked quickly.
“You refuse to believe I have certain
powers. Perhaps I could demonstrate
them on you. For instance, suppose I
make you tell just what is planned for
tonight?”

“Even Gestapo methods could not
make me tell if I did not choose to,”
Zellman snapped. “This is all foolish-
ness.”

“Is it?” Alex looked straight into
the spy’s face. “Tell me—what is
planned for tonight?”

ELLMAN answered promptly.

“Two things. First of all, we
intend to really show our hand by
blowing up a small munitions dump
at a testing ground for big guns. Two
men will handle it. I, myself, and
the best of my men are going to per-
form a daring task. If it succeeds,
we shall all be decorated. The Iron
Cross with oak leaves, for me. The
F.B.I. has picked up a number of
Bundists. They are being held here
in New York at a secret spot which
I know about. Those fools are ready
to talk and they must be extermi-
nated.”

Alex moved back and sat down,
smiling. Zellman glared at him sud-
denly.

“As I have been saying, I do not
trust you. Dingle is a fool for taking
you in!”

“But you just told him everything,”
Dingle cried. “Things even I did
not know about tonight’s plans.”

Zellman arose slowly and faced
Alex, his features paling. “I ...
told you what . . . was to happen to-
night? Ach, what nonsense!”

“Two men are going to bomb a
small ammunition dump,” Alex said.
“You are going to liquidate a number
of Bundists who are under arrest and
in danger of revealing too much in-
formation. Now, do I know what’s
in your mind, Herr Zellman?”

Alex grinned at the man’s conster-
nation. For a moment Zellman looked
ready to draw a gun and start shoot-
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ing. Then he relaxed a bit.

“It was hypnotism or mind-read-
ing,” he snapped. ‘*“But very good
because no one here knew this in-
formation but me. Very well, I con-
cede you may become a valuable man,
Herr Craig. Now to work. Dingle,
bring two men here at once. There
are eight of them hidden in the silo.
Hurry!”

Zellman opened a wooden box and
drew out two compact bombs, ar-
ranged with a trigger mechanism like
that used on grenades. Two men re-
ported, stood at attention and heard
Zellman tell how to draw the pin,
hurl the bombs and then get away
quickly.

Alex idly wandered out of the place,
wondering where Dingle had gone.
He leaned zgainst a car and lit a
cigarette. The two spies hurried to-
ward the car. Alex heid the door
open for them.

“Remember,” he warned, “when you
pull the pin, throw the bombs slowly.
It would be terrible if you didn’t.
Just give the pin a yank—never mind
removing it entirely. That’s not nec-
essary.”

“Ja, ja,” they nodded and grinned.

“And the very worst of luck to
you,” Alex murmured after them.
“May those bombs go otf long before
you reach the munitions dump and
may you meet my employer on his
own threshold very soon.”

Dingle was heading for the house,
followed by six more men. He veered
off, came up to Alex and grinned
crookedly.

“While Herr Zellman gives the or-
ders to those men, I will be in the silo.
It is equipped with a short-wave radio
and I shall contact the submarine flo-
tilla.”

“Very good,” Alex approved. “It’s
too bad we can't actually see them
sink those ships though. Takes all
the kick out of our work.”

“We shall witness it,” Dingle
vowed. "This will mean promotion
and hcnor for me. Therefore, I plan
to return to Germany for a short time.
You will come along. One of the sub-
marines can pick us up at some lonely
beach. 1f there are guards patrolling,
you can take care of them very easily.

Now you had better go into the house
before Zellman gets suspicious.”

LEX was eager to comply. He
had to find out what was
planned, every last detail. He did,

because Zellman suddenly decided to
make Alex part of the murder squad.

“In one hour,” Zellman explained,
“a party of eight newspaper photog-
raphers are being allowed to take pic-
tures of the arrested Bundists. How-
ever, the authorities insist that these
newspaper men arrive in one party.
They are not going to arrive. An ac-
cident will delay them. I shall pro-
vide each of you with cameras and
clever duplicate identification papers.
You will be most careful, reach the
traitors and ... shoot them with
guns I also will provide.”

Ten minutes later everything was
all set. Alex knew how a murderer
felt as he started on his bloody mis-
sion. Two cars were made ready.
Dingle stayed behind and gave Alex
a confident wink as Craig clambered
into one of the cars beside Zellman.

The chief didn't speak very much
until they were close to their destina-
tion.

“Once we are inside, do not be too
eager to get busy. Pretend to take
pictures. In fact, do take some so that
we may send them to our superiors in
the Reich. They will be excellent
propaganda showing how we handle
these stupid Americans.”

“Zellman,” Alex said, “are you sure
the real photographers won’t show
up?,’

Zellman smiled. “I would stake my
life on it. Arrangements were made
that they meet at a tavern which is run
by someone friendly to us. They will
be treated to drinks, and when they re-
cover, this will be all over with.”

“I thought you said those real pho-
tographers were going to have an ac-
cident,” Alex persisted.

“You ask too many questions for a
newcomer,” Zellman grunted. “Yes,
there will be an accident. The two
cars containing the photographers
will then smash into a truck. The
drivers will be quite intoxicated. Nat-
urally, the affair will be hushed up,
but not the eradicating of the Bund-
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ists. The whole world will know
about that.”

The two Nazi cars pulled up before
the city jail. Alert men began at once
moving toward them. These were
F. B. I. men who wouldn’t even trust
a cabinet officer unless he was equip-
ped with passes and properly iden-
tified.

“One more thing,” Zellman whis-
pered. “Do not speak unless neces-
sary. Then be very sure there is no
accent. Here they come. On your
toes.”

Alex drew himself as far back in the
car as possible and pulled down his
hat brim. One of the F. B. I. men
opened the car door.

“Identification papers and passes
please,” he said. ‘“Also, tell me what
newspapers or syndicates you repre-
sent.”

“Ja,” Zellman nodded and spoke—
in German, without the vaguest idea
as to what he was doing. His men
chattered in the same language.
Ahead, the first car was similarly en-
gaged.

Alex saw two F. B. I. men haul one
spy out bodily. Someone had fired a
shot.

Zellman gave the F. B. I. man who
was staring at him a hard shove,
barked a command and the car darted
away. Bullets were fired at it, bullets
that smashed into the back of the
vehicle, scaring everybody out of his
wits except Alex. He knew there was
no bullet manufactured that could
touch him.

“The fools in the first car must have
betrayed us,” Zellman growled. “We
did nothing. Did we, now?”

He bent a stern glance on Alex who
shrugged and said, “You were there,
Herr Zellman. I heard or saw nothing
amiss. You must be right—someone
who was traveling in the other party
queered us.”

“Back to the farm,” Zellman grunt-
ed. “We have lost them. If I only
knew why that Federal man seemed
so surprised when I spoke to him. Do
we look like German spies? No! I
take pride in the fact that my men
have been here long enough to pass as
Americans. We speak English per-
fectly.”

CHAPTER XII

Perhaps a Solution

INGLE was waiting inside the

farmhouse. By the quick return
of half the spies he knew something
had gone wrong. He flashed a look at
Alex who just grinned back at him
and made an expressive gesture with
his hands.

“We are beset by bad luck,” Zell-
man said. “Ever since this Alex Craig
joined us, we have had nothing but
trouble. One more incident and—
well, I shall make up my mind later.
Where are the two who went to bomb
the munitions dump and that gun-
testing grounds?”

Dingle took a few backward steps,
a precautionary measure.

“Excellency, it just came over the
radio before you arrived. Two men
were blown to bits near the proving
grounds. The authorities say they
must have intended to hurl bombs at
the munitions dump, but somehow the
bombs went off in their hands.”

Zellman threw up both hands and
exploded into three minutes of curs-
ing in German. With a great effort,
he calmed himself and sat down.

“We cannot stay here. My men who
were captured will face a firing squad,
of course. These Americans have sud-
denly become tough. It is hard to get
good agents without importing them.
We must break up and remain quiet
for some time. Take cover tempo-
rarily.”

“We must then have money,” one
of the spies said.

Zellman nodded. “This is quite
simple. We sold many Ruechswan-
derer marks to our people and re-
ceived, in return, good United States
money. Of course, the people who
bought our marks were not cheated.
Some day, when we invade this coun-
try, those marks will be worth a great
deal.”

“If you win,” Alex put in judi-
ciously and drew a harsh glance from
the spy leader.

Zellman went into the next rocm.
They heard him rummaging around.
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Then he yelled for the slattern-faced
woman who was the front for this
hideout.

“The money,” Zellman cried. “What
happened to it? I kept it concealed
between the pages of many magazines
which were in the living room. The
magazines are gone.”

The woman turned pale. “Herr
Zellman,” she said tonelessly, “you
did not tell me there was money in
those magazines. Boy scouts came
asking donations of reading matter
for U. S. O. canteens. I gave them
the magazines.”

“Ach, du Lieber,” Zellman moaned.
“The United States Army has just
gotten another raise in pay. Fool!
Idiot! You should be shot. You should
be—no! No, I am wrong. It is not
your fault. Dingle is right. This
man Craig is possessed of the Devil.
I thought Satan was on our side, but
he seems to be fighting us, too. Seize
him!”

Alex put up no fight when two men
gripped his arms. Zellman walked up
to him and slapped him across the
face.

“There we have the swine respon-
sible for all our troubles. ‘The work
of the Devil,’ Dingle says. Bah! This
man is a counter-espionage agent. He
informed those F. B. I. men that we
were spies by some signal. He talked
to the two men who were sent out to
bomb the munitions dump. Therefore,
he also tampered with their bombs.
He must have discovered the money
in those magazines and sent Boy
Scouts to trick the stupid woman.
Everything points to Craig, and we
have but one method of preventing
him from interfering with us again.”

ELLMAN stepped back and drew
a knife from a hidden scabbard.
Dingle rushed up to him.

“No, Excellency. Do not try it. He
cannot be killed.”

“He cannot be killed?” Zellman re-
peated with disdain. “Is there a man
or beast that lives and breathes that
we Germans cannot kill? Stand aside,
Dingle. I shall deal with you later.”

“I warn you,” Dingle shouted. “You
will die by your own blade if you try
to stab him.”

Zellman rubbed his chin dubiously.
“Of course, there is no use taking
chances. I was once very good at
knife throwing. That is it! I do not
have to approach him. Stand away
from the swine. I shall show you a
new Nazi method.”

Alex’s captors let go of him and
moved away with considerable alac-
rity. Zellman took the point of the
blade, raised it and smiled confidently.
Alex reached into his pocket, took out
a cigarette and put it between his lips.

The blade flashed as it hurtled
across the room. There was a blaze
of flame. The knife vanished and
Alex stood with a lighted taper in his
hand. He calmly applied this to his
cigarette as he smiled at Zellman.

The chief spy almost collapsed. His
men started moving farther and far-
ther away from Alex, their eyes bulg-
ing in terror. Only Dingle remained
calm, probably because he’d been
through similar things.

“A trick!” Zellman yelled. “A trick
like the way he read my mind. He
was very quick, caught the knife and
concealed it. He cannot catch a bul-
let.”

Zellman produced a gun, aimed very
carefully and fired. A man slightly
behind the chief spy gave a scream,
wobbled forward a few steps and fell
heavily. There was a bullet wound
through the side of his head.

Zellman screamed in terror, dropped
the gun and plunged through the door.
He didn’t bother to take the car, wor-
ried none at all about his men. They
were running for it, too, following
Zellman as he raced up the highway.
One mile farther on, a State Police
posse, looking for the car which had
escaped from the F. B. L, corralled
them.

In the farmhouse, Dingle smiled
contentedly.

“Very good work, Mr. Craig,” he
said. “We are rid of Zellman and his
men for good. Of course, we cannot
remain here. The F. B. L is bound to
locate the place. Wait only a few
moments while I contact the U-boat
flotilla again and tell them to send a
boat ashore for us at eleven tomorrow
night.”

“You go ahead,” Alex said. “I’'m not
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waiting here until the F. B. I. shows
up. Tell me where to meet you to-
morrow and we’'ll make all the ar-
rangements.”

“Good. Do you mind if I tell you
something, Mr. Craig? You are an
American citizen and quite patriotic
and yet you help me, an enemy of yocur
nation. Why? That is easy to an-
swer. You cannot help yourself. It
is Satan within you. Your duty is to
create mischief and you cannot pass
up a single opportunity. That is very
good for me—for you and for Satan
himself. T shall be at your apartment
tomorrow morning.”

Alex felt like flattening the runt's
nose. Maybe Satan was controlling
him, but at no time had he felt the
slightest desire really to help Dingle
or any of the others. In fact, tricking
them had been very pleasant.

LEX got his car out of the barn
4% and drove away. He passed
Zellman and his aides, all handcuffed
with a horde of state police surround-
ing them. Alex felt even better. Cars
were being stopped for investigation,
but somehow the police let him go
through unchallenged.

He reached the city, drove straight
to his garage and put the car up. It
was only a short distance to his apart-
ment and he walked rapidly. Quite
some time had passed since his evil
aura had exerted itself upon innocent
people.

At any moment, a passerby might
stumble and break his legs. Two taxis
might find a great attraction for one
another and crash. Fires might break
out. Anything could happen, and
Alex was thoroughly tired of those
events now. He wanted time to re-
lax and think. There had to be a way
out. Perhaps Bill Parker was pro-
gressing better with his odd oscilla-
tor tube than he expected.

Then, too., there was Valerie. Alex
felt lost without her quieting influ-
ence. He didn’t blame her much. Be-
ing with him was like deliberately
looking for trouble and pain. Maybe,
when he managed to get rid of his
Satanic power, she’d take him back.
One thing he did know—there was
no one else to take her place.

He walked up the stairs to his floor,
turned a corner and stopped short.
Valerie was standing outside his
apartment door. She saw him, gave a
low cry and hurried into his arms.

“Alex,” she half-sobbed, “I don’t
care what has happened. I'm in love
with you and nothing can break me
of it. I've been so unhappy.”

He kissed her gently and then
opened the door. They went inside
and Alex mixed a couple of drinks.
He sat down opposite her.

“This is all very well,” he said cau-
tiously, “but you know I am possessed
of Satan’s influence. The ceiling may
cave in on you, that glass may break
in your hand—anything may occur.”

“I don’t care,” Valerie said happily.
“Not one thing matters except that
I'm completely lost and miserable
without you. The show was terrible
tonight. Jim Warner took your part
and was almost as bad as you were
the opening night. The Cartwrights
are furious.”

“Val.” Alex took one of her hands
and held it tightly. *“I'm not going
back. There are much more impor-
tant things to be done. I'm part and
parcel of a Nazi spy ring.”

“Alex!” She pulled her hand free.
“Alex, you can’t be!”

“But I can. Now don't get me
wrong, darling. I've had the time of
my life smashing this spy ring and 1
succeeded, too—all except for one
thing. A man named Dingle is now
the spy leader. Once he was also an
agent of Satan. He has a scar on his
wrist similar to the one I am afflicted
with.”

“Then he has the same powers as
you?”

“No. That puzzles ine, too. Dingle
is one of the meanest, decublecrossing
little rats I've ever met. A typical
Nazi who likes to hit below the belt.
Seems that after he got this power
he helped to build up Hitler. Jmagine
that!”

“Imagine nothing.,” Valerie said.
“That’s the most logical thing we’ve
so far uncovered about this crazy
business. Satan had to be behind Hit-
ler.”

“Guess you're right. Well, any-
how, Dingle started pulling things
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too important for a mere agent to
handle, so Satan got sore at him.
Fired him. Actually withdrew that
power so that Dingle couldn’t create
more trouble than Satan himself.”

“More logic,” Valerie said. “Alex,
not to change the subject, but I'd like
my drink diluted a bit more. You
made it too strong.”

“Maybe you’d prefer champagne?”
Alex smiled.

“Have you any?”

“Go ahead and drink,” Alex
chuckled. “Your highball has turned
into champagne. Good vintage, too.
I learned that trick from the boss
himself.”

ALERIE marveled at the change
and then plunged back into her
serious discussion.

“Tell me more about this man
Dingle.”

“He thinks he’s got me over a bar-
rel,” Alex said cheerfully. “It hasn’t
occurred to the little punk that I can
get rid of him any time I choose. It
must be done carefully though be-
catise he knows my secret and has
taken steps to expose me if I refuse
to follow his orders. He’s written
the whole story of himself and me,
hidden the document and swears it
will be made public if anything hap-
pens to him.”

“Who would ever believe him?”
Valerie scoffed.

“They’d think he was crazy, at
first,” Alex said. “Then, as my pres-
ence causes more and more trouble,
they’ll begin to believe. Can you
imagine what will happen once people
are convinced I am the storm center
of evil?”

Valerie nodded sympathetically.
“No matter what does happen, Alex,
how much every other person on earth
shuns you, I’ll not desert.”

“You're tops, Val,” Alex said. “Now
I've got to scrape this devilish mind
of mine and find some way to stop
Dingle. IHe must be removed because
he is not only dangerous to me, but
to thousands of American troops.”

“Maybe,” Valerie said thoughtfully,
“I’'m absorbing some of your evil in-
fluence, Alex, because I just got an
idea. Use your powers on Dingle in

a way that he doesn’t reccgnize or
suspect. Even scare him to death if
necessary, but make him go after
those hidden papers, get them and
then—the rest is up to you.”

“Val,” Alex cried, “you’ve hit upon
the solution. Dingle is looking for
the glory which will be his when the
convoy is sunk. If I renege, refuse
to help him, he’ll get sore enough to
try and expose me. That’s it!”

“But here is another point,” Valerie
said soberly. “We still have to deal
with the Devil—or your condition—
or whatever it is.”

Half an hour later they were both
slumped in their chairs, trying to
figure some angle which would make
Satan release Alex. It almost seemed
as though Satan knew all about this
plot against him and was dulling their
minds.

“Dingle was given the boot,” Alex
said for the tenth time, “because he
went over Satan’s head. Plotted some-
thing more than mischief. Maybe I
could do that, too, but—suppose Sa-
tan is so busy he doesn’t care? No,
Val, I must locate him. It’s abso-
lutely essential.”

They had accepted the idea of a
very real and tangible Devil, by now.
It made the problem easier to ap-
proach, somehow.

“Tell me,” Valerie urged, “just
what he said to you about being so
busy.”

“Not much. Just that he couldn’t
take care of everything himself. The
petty things, that is. He was required
to be somewhere else. That means
he is on earth, Val. He’s somewhere,
posing as an ordinary human being.
But where could he be?”

“Wherever the most trouble ex-
ists for this planet,” Valerie said
promptly.

“Berlin! Berchtesgaden! Adolf!”
exclaimed Alex. “Of course!”

“You’ve hit it,” Valerie cried.
“Alex, that must be it. Where else
could Satan be arranging matters to
populate Hades any more than if he
was behind Hitler, egging him on?”

Alex lit a cigarette with fingers
that shook. “Dingle is arranging for
a Nazi U-boat to pick him up. I
could get rid of Dingle, join the
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U-boat and see to it that our convoy
of troops escapes them. I could easily
persuade the U-boat commander that
I must go to Germany. Val, I'm going
straight into the camp of our enemy.
Satan is there. He must be! And
I'll find him. TI'll find him or I'll
make things so damnably hot for the
Nazis they'll wish Mussolini was their
leader.”

CHAPTER XIII
Dingle Should Dangle

AR LEX was shaving the next day
N when Dingle appeared. All dur-
ing the night Alex and Valerie had
plotted and planned. Alex required
no sleep and he was quite alert.

“I have made all arrangements, my
triend,” Dingle announced. “You are
coming with me to Berlin. Ah, it
will be a great sight to see Der
Fuehrer himself decorate me and pro-
mote me to head all our activities in
this country. Then, when we have
won the war and conquered the
United States. I shall take full com-
mand and you shall be dealt with as a
friend.”

Alex picked up his shaving brush,
well-loaded with lather. He walked
over to Dingle and shoved the whole
thing into his mouth. Then he pushed
the cocky Nazi into a chair.

“Dingle,” he stated. “ycu bave an
odor worse than all the brimstone in
Hell. You'd pollute the place. No,
you won’t go back to Germany. You’ll
stay here until after the court-martial
and then they’ll swing you from a
rope. Shooting is too easy for a skunk
like you. Dingle, you'll dangle.”

Dingle writhed in surprise and
fear. “I'll expose you.” he shrieked.
when be could speak. “I'1] tell every-
one you are the Devil's right-hand
man. I'll make mankind run when
you appear. I'll—"

“Go ahead,” Alex shouted. *“I'd
rather take a rap like that than let
you injure anyone. Expose me. A
fat lot of comfort it will be when the
ncose tightens around your own filthy
neck.”

Dingle gave a bleat of terror,
jumped up and raced madly out of
the apartment. He took the elevator
down, bolted cut of it and yelled for
a taxi.

Alex was already across the street.
He wasn’t exactly certain how he'd
got there. The last thing he remem-
bered was wishing he could beat
Dingle to the street and—there he
was.

Dingle’s taxi pulled into the traf-
fic. Alex hailed another cab and fol-
lowed him. Dingle's cab suddenly
seemed to fall apart. A fender dropped
off first, then a door fell off. Finally
one wheel broke from its axle and the
taxi almost crashed into a street light
pole.

Dingle knew what this meant. He
started running. Once he looked over
his shoulder and saw Alex grinning
at him. Dingle darted into an alley
only to find it was blind. He retraced
his steps and passed within two feet
of Alex.

Then Dingle found that he conld
no longer see this man who could be
anywhere and everywhere. He seemed
to have vanished and Dingle felt a
bit more secure. He'd outwitted
Satan’s agent.

Dingle entered a bank. proceeded
straight to the safe deposit vaults
and was admitted. He opencd a box.
stealthily transferred several fat en-
velopes into his pocket and finally
drew out a letter addressed to one
of the largest newspapers. He at-
fixed a stamp, closed the safe deposit
box and hurried upstairs.

He ran out of the bank, saw a mail
box on the corner and went to it
There was a waste paper bacsket just
below the mail box and it was heaped
high with discarded newspapers and
junk.

Dingle peered around carefully,
saw 1o signs of Alex and pulled down
the metal slot of the mail box.

He raised the envelope toward it.
Suddenly the accwnulation of papers
in the rubbish basket caught fire. A
tower of flame shot upwards. Dingle
felt flames scorch his extended hand.
He gave a yell of alarm, stepped back
and the sealed letter fell out of his
hand.
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T DROPPED squarely into the

blaze and was consumed in two
seconds. Dingle knew why. This
time, when he looked around, he saw
Alex leaning against a light pole and
applying a match to his cigarette.
Dingle gave one screech of terror and
fled.

He made up his mind to go home,
write another letter and try again.
If that failed, he’d go personally to
some editor. But Dingle spent seven
hours trying to find the brownstone
front house in which he lived. All
the houses on his street suddenly
looked alike in every respect and they
all bore the number of his house.

Two or three times angry house-
wives put a broom to him. He be-
came more and more frantic. It was
getting dark. He had to meet that
U-boat. Alex Craig or no Alex Craig,
Dingle was going to reach Germany.
Once there, he’d be out of Alex’s
reach. That was it! Run away.

Make some excuse to remain in Ger-
many. Offer his services to the Ges-
tapo. Of course, he would insist upon
being assigned to the home front. To
keep the residents of Berlin, for in-
stance, toeing the mark and heiling
their heads off at the proper moments.
Dingle didn’t care much about the
idea of active service.

He didn’t dare spend any more time
finding where he lived. Alex would
see that he’d never locate his own
home. So Dingle unlocked a door of
one of those brownstone front houses,
knowing it was not his. Strangely,
though, his key fit them all.

He made his stealthy way through
the house without being seen, reached
the back door and darted out. He
climbed a fence with considerable ef-
fort, reached the street behind the
house and hurried away.

Nothing happened and he became
more and more sure he’d fooled Alex
Craig. He even went so far as to
risk hiring a taxi which took him to
within a mile of the desolate beach
where he was supposed to meet a rub-
ber boat sent out from the submarine.

Dingle made his way to the beach,
crawled beneath a row of bathhouses
and restcd. He felt as though a six
months’ rest wouldn’t be too much.

He’d earn it when those American
troopships dived beneath the water.
Dingle was boiling with rage against
the United States and everything
American. He hoped the submarines
would surface and shell and machine-
gun the life-boats.

Dingle knew he didn’t require the
services of Satan’s agent to sink those
ships. The U-boats carried their own
devils, poised in torpedo tubes. The
fat envelopes occupied his attentions
for a short time. They were lengthy
documents pertaining to his exploits
as a Nazi agent. They included every-
thing—even the fact that he’d mur-
dered the second officer of a United
States freighter while it was still on
the high seas.

Dingle shuddered as hsz recalled
that. It had been a close squeak. His
shudders became even more violent
as he remembered Alex’s threat. That
pun on his name. Dingle would dan-
gle. He would, too, if he was ever
caught with those papers on his per-
son. He’d be revealed as a killer. The
fact that he’d committed the murder
on the high seas meant a federal trial
and a rope around his neck.

INGLE consulted the luminous

dial of his watch. It was time.
He crawled out of his hiding place,
looked around and saw no one. The
night was quite dark, which helped
a great deal. If any foolish Coast
Guardsmen happened to stumble onto
him, they’d never live to tell the story.
Dingle had an automatic in his fist.

He reached the water’s edge and
scanned the sea. There it was. Faintly
outlined, he saw the dark bulk of the
sub. It was a mile out and there was
a small boat coming ashore for him.
Dingle felt like cheering.

There was a crunching sound to the
left. He twisted his head and saw
two men, rifle-armed, coming his way.
Dingle rushed across the beach and
did a nose dive under a bank.

The men were coming closer, but
they hadn’t seen him, the sub nor the
small boat. Dingle determined to
leave American shores with a trail of
blood behind him. He raised one arm,
rested the automatic against it and
drew a bead on the two guards.
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As his finger started to squeeze
trigger, Dingle found himself pos-
sessed of a terrific urge to sneeze. He
tried to silence it, but the sound shat-
tered the silence.

The Coast Guardsmen wheeled,
rifles came up. Dingle arose and tried
to shoot. The gun refused to work.
He started running. He wanted to
reach the small boat now almost
beached, but something kept him run-
ning in the opposite direction. He
heard someone shout a warning, but
he couldn’t stop. Rifles blazed. Dingle
gave a leap and slid on his nose along
the sand. He'd left United States
shores with a bloody trail behind him
all right. The sand was well-stained
and Dingle was dead.

Alex came striding out of the dark-
ness. He stopped and watched the
Coast Guardsmen examine Dingle and
nodded in complete satisfaction. The
treacherous little Nazi deserved what
had been meted out to him.

A fog had strangely materialized
over the sea. Thick enough so that
it concealed the submarine and the
small boat coming in toward shore.
Even when the boat broke through
the big fog wall, a blob of moisture-
laden atmosphere obscured it.

Alex moved toward the water and
part of the same fog quickly envel-
oped him. The Ccast Guardsmen saw
or heard nothing.

Two Nazi sailors in the small boat
saluted and helped Alex aboard.
Though Alex’s schooling had never
included German he found that when
he tried he could speak the language
fluently.

They rowed him out to where the
U-boat was surfaced. Alex returned
the salute of the commander and dis-
covered he was in charge of the whole
flotilla of six subs.

The sub dived immediately. Alex
explained how Dingle had fumbled.
The captain asked no questions. He
was convinced that his duty lay in
first sinking the troopships and then
heading home with a very important
guest aboard.

OUR hours later the six U-boats
were surfaced and signaling one
another. Alex, on deck, saw them

scatter to take up positions of attack.
Not long after, he knew the convoy
had been sighted.

One of the U-bats dived, but some-
how her conning tower remained
opened. She dived—straight to the
bottom. Another developed mysteri-
ous engine trouble and couldn’t move.
A destroyer’s searchlight picked her
out and shells began to hammer into
the sub’s sides. There was a gigantic
explosion and she went down.

For some unaccountable reason the
commander of a third sub decided to
spread a row of mines across the path
of the convoy. The first mine that
was sent overside, slipped somehow
and one of its prongs hit the side of
the U-boat.

A fourth sub got below the surface
all right, but the crew of a heavy
bomber saw it, outlined as if with
phosphorescent paint. Bombs dropped
and the fourth sub disappeared.

Alex knew what was happening.
He was a hundred feet below the sur-
face, but something told him that only
this U-boat and one other was left.
He was willing their destruction with
all his might, and that not so much
as a sliver of paint be scraped off
the hull of any American ship.

The U-boat’s commander knew
nothing of this. He figured that it
was time to strike. With clipped
orders, he maneuvered the craft until
her periscope showed for a second.
There was a huge troopship squarely
in the center of the cross hairs.

“Fire,” he snapped.

Two torepodoes went hissing into
the sea. They were properly aimed
and couldn’t miss that huge target.
Halfway toward the mark, both tor-
pedoes crashed into the side of the
fifth sub which had risen almost to
the surface.

“That,” the Nazi sub-commander
told Alex, *“did it. By now, half a
dozen troopships are sunk. We shall
surface and watch the fun.”

The sub nosed up. Suddenly her
lights went out and she rolled dan-
gerously to port.

“A depth charge,” the commander
yowled. “Crash dive! Get away from
here. Something has happened. None
of the ships were sunk, and I saw
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no signs of our flotilla.”

Alex sat down on a tiny bunk. He
wasn’t afraid. There were no depth
charges made that could sink this
submarine so long as he was on it.

CHAPTER XIV

Satan’s Paradise

AYS later, Alex went ashore at

Nantes, in Occupied France. A
big car was waiting for him. As he
was driven through the city, he had
a chance to see the pinched faces of
the conquered, the arrogant attitude
of the Nazis. There were long lines
of women in front of food stores.
Streets were mostly deserted except
for the Germans.

Alex sat beside a Gestapo major
who kept chattering gayly about his
exploits. It seemed he’d had charge
of a company which rounded up all
relatives of a Frenchman who was
suspected of sabotage and had run
away.

“We have an excellent law here,”
the major explained. “When a want-
ed man escapes, we arrest all his

relatives. Even the in-laws. This
particular swine had seventy-two
relatives. Imagine that. Thirty were

men, and I supervised their execu-
tion. A lovely evening that was. The
women were sent to till the fields.
One old woman got sick. Naturally,
she was of no use to us, so—"

“What about the children?” Alex
asked.

“Oh, them? They were sent to a
catnp. Those who show a willingness
to adopt our ideals, will be well-fed
and raised into good Nazis. The
others—well, we cannot be respon-
sible for everyone in this land, can
we?”

“Obviously not,” Alex agreed. “Is
it permissible for me to ask where
I'm going?”

“To the airport. A plane will take
you to Berlin. Naturally, before you
are permitted to go about the streets
of Berlin, you must get rid of those
clothes. They are real wool, eh? We
have seen none of it. The civilians,

I mean. Naturally, the army has al-
most all we need.”

The car turned into a narrow street
and came to an abrupt stop. A horde
of soldiers were slowly converging
upon a fairly wide square in which
men, women and children were hud-
dled in terror.

Other troops were smashing win-
dows and doors, howling for all occu-
pants to hurry to the square or be
shot. An old man tottered from one
house, reeled past the car and a Nazi
soldier gave him a nudge with a bay-
onet. The old man half-turned
around, his weatherbeaten face still
proud. He opened his mouth and the
soldier promptly closed it by bring-
ing down the butt of his rifle on the
old man’s head.

The old man swayed, fell to his
knees and then dropped flat. There
was an ugly wound in his head. His
hands were clenching and unclench-
ing, but not a moan escaped his lips.
Then the hands ceased to move. He
was dead.

“That,” Alex said icily, “was the
work of a coward. The man who did
it ought to have his neck broken.”

The soldier turned around to get
the appreciation of these officers in
the car. As he did so, his legs became
strangely twisted. He did a crazy
loop, came down and there was a sin-
ister cracking sound.

“Gott im Himmel!” the major cried,
aghast. “He really broke his neck.”

“He did,” Alex said slowly. “But
you did not hear me hope that he
would. Is that clear?”

The major gave Alex a puzzled
frown. “Ach, I could have sworn—
but no. My ears are hearing things.
Come, we shall drive on.”

“Wait a minute,” Alex told the
driver. He faced the major again.
“Just what is all this about, anyhow?”

HE major shrugged. “Just one
of those things, my friend. Twelve
men from this particular district
were ordered to guard a certain
stretch of railway against saboteurs.
There is much sabotage lately. These
stupid French do not appreciate what
we have done for them.”
“Stop lying and keep on with your
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story,” Alex ordered brusquely.

“Of course,” the major nodded.
“A train was wrecked and six troops
killed besides a score injured. The
twelve guards had been told that if
anything happened they would die
and that every male member of fam-
ilies in this section would be ar-
rested.”

“You can’t lock up a crowd like
that.” Alex remonstrated.

“No. But it will not be necessary.
There is a barbed wire enclosed field
where they will be held. Now all are
to be tried before a military court.
Besides the twelve guards who will
be shot, every fifth man in the district
also dies. Tomorrow, if the saboteurs
are not caught, every fourth man of
those left will be shot, and so on until
all the swine are eliminated.”

“Hmm, an interesting phase of jus-
tice,” Alex mused. “Suppose we at-
tend this trial, Major.”

“But I am ordered to get you to
Berlin.”

“And I prefer to remain for the
trial,” Alex snapped. ‘“We stay.”

“We stay,” the major groaned.
“Yes, of course. Come with me.
Court is to be held at the City Hall.
You shall see how we arrange things
so that we do not have too many
mouths to feed.”

By the time Alex and the major
reached the City Hall, perhaps a third
of the prisoners were inside while the
rest were herded into one group on
the street. They were being tried,
but it made little difference whether
or not they heard the proceedings.
They were doomed, anyway.

The crowd parted as Alex and the
major entered the big court room. On
a dais were four Gestapo officers
seated in comfortable chairs. One
sucked on an orange and kept spitting
the skin and pips in the direction of
twelve men lined up before the bar
of Nazi “Justice.”

A Gestapo colonel arose, sighed and
patted his paunchy stomach. He
burped and cursed the champagne
he’d had for lunch. Then he spoke
in French.

“You twelve men are to be given a
fair trial. You were warned of the
consequences if anything happened

along that railroad you were supposed
to guard. A train was wrecked
through sabotage. Therefore, you are
all guilty and it is the sentence of this
court that you be shot as soon as the
rest of the trial is over. Corporal.
form the other prisoners into line and
march them before us. Tap every
fifth man on the shoulder. Tap him
with a rifle butt, perhaps, so he will
know. Each man so tapped will also
be shot.”

The twelve doomed men were led
away after this very “fair” trial dur-
ing which not one had uttered a word.
The line of citizens was started mov-
ing. Alex and the major sat down at
a table.

Alex leaned close to the major.
“This is a slaughter house, not a

court. Major, you must defend those
men. You must get them off.”

The major looked startled. “I?
Why, that is nonsense. I—but per-

haps I had better. You are right.
Why should these innocent people
be condemned?”

QUICKLY the major arose and
yelled for attention. The Ges-
tapo colonel bent a stern glance on
him, but the major stepped forward
and began an impassioned speech.

“Excellencies, we are making a
grave mistake. These people are
guilty of nothing. We have brow-
beaten them enough. It is time to
change things and give them some
real justice.”

“What?” all four Gestapo officers
yelled. “This is treason.”

“Perhaps,” the major went on. “You
are dooming innocent people. I can-
not sit by idly. A court goes on evi-
dence alone and none has been pre-
sented. Not one of these poor vic-
tims were near the railroad. They do
not know the identity of the saboteurs.
The twelve guards were warned—they
should pay, yes, but the others—no.
Never!”

Alex leaned forward slightly and
beamed a mental message at the major.
He urged him to plead for the twelve
guards, too, but somehow Alex knew
his message wasn’t getting across.
There were influences here stronger
than his own. Powerful influences
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which only Satan himself could wield.

The major kept talking, pleading.
Tears ran down his cheeks. His elo-
quence was enormous. Finally he sat
down slowly and bowed his head. The
Gestapo colonel held a quick confer-
ence with his co-judges and then
arose. He cleared his throat and bent
a benign gaze upon the stunned men
who had already considered them-
selves doomed.

“It is fitting that we honor a cour-
ageous foe,” he said. “Our accusations
against you were unfounded. If the
saboteurs are not discovered that can-
not be your fault. Go back to your
homes in peace. For the anxiety we
have caused, I shall repay you by hav-
ing a food ship unloaded at once and
its contents turned over to you.”

The men filed out, their thin shoul-
ders hunched as if they expected the
culmination of this obvious trick to
take the form of bayonets. Nothing
happened. Soldiers moved respect-
fully out of their way.

The Gestapo colonel spoke again.
“Much as it pains me, the twelve
guards are ordered shot at once. That
is all. I am in no mood to hold this
court in session longer. I am over-
come by grief for those poor innocent
men whom we so nearly executed.
Come, gentlemen, we shall try to re-
gain cur composure as soldiers by wit-
nessing the executions. They should
be good.”

The major raised his head and
looked around like a man who’d just
had a frightful nightmare.

“What has happened?” he asked.
“I must have been asleep.”

“They’re going to shoot twelve
men,” Alex said.

“Oh, a minor event. We shall go
at once to the airport.”

“We shall witness the executions,”
Alex said tartly. “By the way, how
do I reach the airport—in case I have
to go alone?”

“Merely take the next right turn
and go straight. You cannot miss it,
but of course I shall go with you.
Why not?”

“It’s just a hunch,” Alex said.
“Only when four men who call them-
selves judges finally wake up, as you
did just now, there’s no telling what

might happen . . . to you. Let's go
before the guns start blazing.”

The major shook his head as though
he thought Alex mad. They walked
through a side door and into a walled-
in area that looked something like a
playground. The twelve prisoners
were lined up against the farther wall.
They stood rigidly. A boy of no more
than sixteen had his back firmly
planted against the wall and he was
whistling softly. Not one shred of
fear showed in his eyes.

IRECTLY across the cleared

area four soldiers were busy
feeding ammunition belts into a pair
of machine-guns. The four Gestapo
officers stood to one side, chatting
amiably.

“Why machine-guns?” Alex asked.

The major shrugged. “It is too late
for single executions by rifle. We
prefer them, of course, but well, there
are only twelve doomed men. Two or
three bursts. Then the sergeant will
draw his pistol and finish off those
who do not die quickly. It is nct
worth waiting for, frankly. I can
show you some rarer sport in Poland
later on if you wish.”

Alex said nothing. He could still
feel those more powerful influences
prevailing, but somehow they didn’t
seem quite as strong. He looked
squarely at the machine-gunners,
crouched behind their weapons. A
sergeant stood to one side with his
hand raised. He brought it down.

The fusillade should have started,
but instead, the gunners all rose, faces
livid, eyes bulging. One spoke, mo-
tioning toward the twelve victims.

“No, we cannot do it! My Uncle
Hans is there. And my father and
my brother Sigfried. We cannot shoot
them. They are my people. Our peo-
ple.”

Another Nazi wailed that two of
the men were his brothers. The other
pair identified more of the stunned
Frenchmen. The sergeant stared in
amazement at his men and then barked
a harsh command. Other soldiers,
drawn up to the rear, marched for-
ward and took the four men prisoners.

The sergeant, red-faced with fury,
drew his pistol and advanced toward
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the twelve condemned. He raised the
¢in to point it at the first man in line.
1Zc drew a bead on his head. Then he
cried out in horror, dropped the gun
and covered his face.

“No. My brother I will not shoot.
I cannot do it. Impossible!”

“Lieber Gott,” the major cried,
“what has happened to the {fools?
Those are Frenchmen—not Germans.
Why do they recognize them as rela-
tives?”

“Maybe,” Alex said gently, “they’ve
become afflicted with a disease known
as ‘conscience’!”

“Nonsense,” the major roared.
“Now even the sergeant will not shoot.
Wait, I'll show them. I'll take a
machine-gun and carry out the order
of the court.”

CHAPTER XV

Hitler’s Familiar

HE major hurried over and knelt

. behind one machine-gun. He
swerved the weapon so that he might
rake the row of doomed men from one
end to the other. Alex raised his left
hand, his brocw wrinkled in concen-
tration.

Then, with a fraction of a second,
the yard was hemmed in by a deep
fog. It swirled over everyone and
everything. The major was not even
to be stopped by that. He yanked the
trigger of his gun.

There were hoarse screams from the
fog. The major nodded in satisfaction
and kept on shooting. Finally he con-
sidered the job done. Certainly not
even fifty men could have withstood
the blasts from that gun.

The fog lifted as suddenly as it had
come down. The major’s look of com-
bined pride and satisfaction changed.
There were no Frenchmen lying on
the ground. In fact, there were no
Frenchmen at all. Just the Gestapo
colonel, standing amid the other three
members of the court. Those three
were dead—riddled. Only the colonel
had been spared.

He yowled an order. Soldiers
moved forward and the major was

promptly seized and lined up against
the wall. A firing squad moved into
position and the colonel took com-
mand of it.

“Utter fool,” he berated the shiver-
ing major, “you let the prisoners es-
cape over the wall and when we tried
to stop them, you shot at us.”

Alex sighed and walked toward the
door. He looked over one shoulder.

“Remember Warsaw, Major? Re-
member those heads you cracked,
those firing squads you have com-
marnded?”

As Alex climbed into his car and
drove away, the rattle of rifles an-
nounced the death of a Nazi. Alex
smiled grimly and considered his
work well done. Twenty minutes
later he was in a military plane on his
way to Berlin.

No one asked any questions. They
just accepted him and showed all re-
spect. The powers of Satan were
working beautifully although Alex re-
called the more evil influences which
had sent those twelve Frenchmen to
face a firing squad. Only because the
greater evil influence had somehow
passed off had Alex been able to exert
his own powers.

He was really beginning to enjoy
himself here. The more trouble he
caused, the better.

In the early evening, his plane
landed and he was transferred to a
car which whisked him to the Hotel
Adlon, Berlin’s best. They served him
a meal of ersatz sausage, some evilly
black, soggy bread and coffee that
wasn’t even a tenth cousin of the stuff
that grew in Brazil.

Alex turned down the food tem-
porarily and asked to have it sent to
his room. There, at a wave of his
hand, the sausage became beefsteak,
the bread turned into soft, white rolls
and the coffee gave off an appetizing
aroma.

“Not bad,” Alex commented as he
wiped his lips. “I wonder just who
these rats think I am? I wonder how
I can find Adolf? But I'm in no
hurry. Before I meet him, I'd like
to have some nice, little scheme
cooked up to bother him. Ah, this
is something. I'm not even envious
of Satan himself.”
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GESTAPO colonel arrived with

considerable pomp and cere-
mony shortly after. Alex didn’t
bother to return the salute.

“You have done excellent work in
the United States,” the colonel ap-
plauded. “We are proud of you.
Therefore, tomorrow morning you
shall be honored. You shall be per-
mitted to form part of the honor guard
when Reichsmarschal Goering is dec-
orated for his bravery in visiting the
front last week.”

“That was brave,” Alex commented
dryly. “Goering is one beautiful tar-

et

“That is not all,” the colonel went
on. “You shall also stand beside our
Minister of Propaganda while he de-
livers a speech to the residents of
Berlin. He will tell them what you
have done for us. You will listen to
a million voices cheer.”

“Are you sure they’ll be cheers?”
Alex asked.

The colonel looked very stern. “I
promise it. There will be cheers or
firing squads. The brave people of the
New Germany always obey. Now, is
not that a glorious finish of your
work? The present stage, I mean.
We shall send you out again, of
course. In the service of Der Fuehrer
there is no rest.”

“I know,” Alex said. “The wicked
never get any. Take it from me, I
know. Say, have you seen anything
of the Devil around here?”

“Ach, no. Heinrich Himmler is
busy in France just now. I shall ar-
range a meeting later on if you wish.”

“No, thanks,” Alex rejected the of-
fer. “Himmler is just a junior devil.
I'm looking for the real thing. Good
night, Colonel. May you descend the
steps rapidly.”

Alex listened at the door and heard
the colonel fall head over heels down
the steps. He grinned, and went back
to a comfortable chair. Nothing
seemed strange to him. The fact that
he was here, in Berlin just because he
wanted to be, seemed quite natural.
He was getting used to being Satan’s
agent.

Then Alex frowned. Satan had as-
signed him to only one portion of
the world and that had not included

Germany. Yet the powers he held
worked here, but Satan might not like
it. Alex fervently hoped he’d put in
an appearance. Satan’s hand must be
forced, he must be tricked into show-
ing himself. Alex had given up hope
that Bill Parker would duplicate his
strange machine in time to be any
good.

If only Valerie were right. She
had maintained that, as Dingle had
been fired because he’d taken on a bit
too much power, the same thing would
happen to Alex. Otherwise, Alex
would have to seek out Satan some-
how, corner him and demand his re-
lease. That might prove very difficult.

Alex decided to take a walk. After
all, he might as well see what Berlin
was like. A sentry posted at the hotel
door barred his way with a rifle.

“It is not permitted to go out dur-
ing the blackout.”

“For me it is quite permissible,”
Alex said.

The sentry brought his gun to pre-
sent arms. “Ja—for you it is permissi-
ble,” he repeated woodenly.

NMOLESTED Alex roamed the
blackout streets. He was able
to see everything, however. Gestapo
men were abroad in great numbers
and all armed with submachine-guns.
It was a very peculiar way to guard
their own principal city. Alex got
the notion they were really guarding
themselves.

There was work to be done though.
If Alex couldn’t summon Satan, he’'d
have to ferret him out and that meant
asking countless questions. He
turned into a night club that was go-
ing full blast. All occupants were
officers and Gestapo men. Average
citizens were verboten such pleasures.

There was an officer in the uniform
of a general and he was very drunk.
Alex sat down at his table. Three
aides gasped and reached for wine
bottles.

Alex said, “Beat it, bums.”

All three arose quickly, came to at-
tention, saluted and wheeled. They
walked out. The general eyed Alex
fishily.

“Do you know me?” he demanded.

“No. I've never been so unfortu-
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nate as to meet you.”

“A clever answer. I am the man
who led the advance into Warsaw.
My men killed off fifteen thousand
pigs who lived there. We did it in
one hour flat. Great work, wasn’t it?
Say, there is something about you I
like.”

“I know just what it is,” Alex an-
swered. “One of these days you’ll get

a bit closer to others like me. You'll
like them even better. Hell is
crammed with their kind. General,

you’re going to answer some ques-
tions.”

The general waved his glass, slop-
ping liquor on his uniform. “For you,
my friend, anything.”

“Hitler hasn’t been showing him-
self much lately. However, you run
across him now and then. Has he
taken any new man in hand? Made
someone outrank you, for instance?
Someone who has not earned his pro-
motion on the field of battle?”

“Ach, yes. An especially good-
looking swine named Ludwig Zehn-
fennig. No one knows where he came
from nor who he is. Adolf adores
him.”

“What does he do?”

“How do I know?” the general
barked. ‘“Whenever I have seen him,
he stands around posing like a love-
sick girl. What does he do? Noth-
ing! Yet he gives me orders and I
have to obey or—or I get pneumonia.
It has become a very contagious dis-
ease here, especially among high of-
ficers.”

“I know,” Alex said. “Frequently
has complications, too. Lead compli-
cations. Well, thanks for the infor-
mation. Oh, yes—where is this Lud-
wig Zehnfennig now?”

“Find Hitler and you find him,” the
general answered. “I do not keep
track of them. Or wait—I just hap-
pened to think. There is a battle
going on now. We are annihilating
the enemy. Killing them by the mil-
lions. Of course, we retreat some,
too.

“It is my policy that when you
wish to locate Hitler, look for a bat-
tle that is being won in reverse and
he will be there. Ach, he is such a
clever man. Heil Hitler!”

HE general made a weary salute.
“Yeah,” Alex muttered. “So
he’s promoted a nice-looking fellow
to be an aide, eh? General, I'll wager
this man has blond, wavy hair, blue
eyes and a peaches and cream com-
plexion. T’ll bet he stands about six
feet high and is built like an Adonis.”
“How did you know?” the general
marveled. “I thought you had not
met Ludwig Zehnfennig.”

“I met him all right,” Alex grunted.
“Only he didn’t look quite like that.
You see, he knows what Hitler likes.
Thank you, General. You have been
most helpful. Vive la France!”

“Indeed.” The general smiled.
“Yes, indeed.”

Alex scowled as he walked out of
the place. Coming into contact with
these over-dressed, over-arrogant,
over-murderous men rankled in his
heart. Not even the influnce of Satan
could make him like them.

On the street again, he looked into
cdarkened windows and stared at
empty tins labeled chicken and ham.
Saw the dummy coffee cans, dummy
bottles of milk and huge, luxurious
looking loaves of bread —made of
solid wood and a little paint. At least,
the Germans could look and remember
what real food used to be.

A patrol marched toward him. Alex
moved directly into their path. The
patrol stopped short, sidestepped and
then goosestepped forward again,
avoiding him. Not even the lieuten-
ant in charge knew why he and his
men had done this.

Alex went back to his room and
wondered what the citizens of Berlin
did during the blackout. They
couldn’t eat or drink because food and
even beer was lacking. If they talked
and forgot to praise the war effort
that gave them a few marks a week,
no food and no rest they’d be re-
ported and shoved into some concen-
tration camp.

Grimly, Alex determined to create
as much confusion here as he possibly
could. He’d exert every effort, use
that Satanic power of his. It would
be a pleasure worth millions of dol-
lars. Perhaps, in the morning, he'd
find a good chance to cause some trou-
ble. Goering was to be decorated.
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Goebbels was to make a speech.
Alex grinned broadly and started
making plans. He knew this Ludwig
Zehnfennig offered possibilities of
being Satan, but if that hope petered
out, he’d take Valerie’s suggestion
and start things humming to such an
extent that the Devil’s own works
would be subordinated. He’d bring
Satan into the open and this time he
wouldn’t get away with any slick talk.

CHAPTER XVI

Trouble in Berlin

EXT morning Alex was ushered
across a huge, cleared space in
front of a great public building. Le-
gions of soldiers, sailors and Gestapo
agents were drawn up at rigid atten-
tion. Behind them were thousands
upon thousands of people, packed
closer than they are on a Broadway
subway during the rush hour. All the
children carried flags and the men
wore glum faces.

Alex’s guide was a high Gestapo
officer trailed by a squad of rifle-
armed men. Alex felt as though he
were being led out to be shot. They
entered the big building between rows
of soldiers at stiff attention.

Alex decided this had gone on
smoothly just about long enough.
Suddenly, the soldiers all dropped
their rifles. The ensuing clatter and
scramble turned officers’ faces pink
with rage.

Alex calmly walked out on a broad,
long veranda used for reviewing
troops. A parade started, headed by
a band that played the Horst Wessel
song. Alex grinned tightly and the
band started to play God Save the
King, while a frantic bandmaster
yelled and cursed.

Then a few tanks rumbled along.
Very few. When they got opposite
the reviewing stand, four of them
broke down. Finally squads of men
pushed them off the right of way.

The parade took about an hour, but
Alex enjoyed every moment of it,
especially when a closely packed regi-
ment switched from the goosestep

to the arm-swinging march of British

soldiers.

“What is the matter with the
fools?” Alex’s guide snarled. “They
will be punished for this. Tonight
they start for the front. Ach—now
comes Goering. What a car? And
he rides all by himself in the back
seat.”

“He needs lots of room,” Alex com-
mented dryly. “What happens now?”

The guide pointed to a small, indi-
vidual reviewing box built high above
the steps.

“Goering insists upon being deco-
rated there, as our brave Fuehrer al-
ways does. Goering gets another
medal, but where are they going to
pin it? He is covered with them now.”

The big car came to a smooth stop.
Goering arose, raised his hand and
the crowd yowled. He smiled, saluted
the officers who stood waiting to re-
ceive him and then got out of the car.
He waddled up the steps, disappeared
inside and then trumpeters sounded
a flourish on their brasses.

Goering walked out onto the high
individual stand. A colonel-general
saluted and bowed. An aide brought
out a plush pillow on which rested
a brilliantly sparkling medal. The
colonel-general made a speech, the
crowd heiled obediently and then the
medal was pinned on the fat man’s
chest.

Goering walked to the railing, all
smiles. Alex held his breath and
raised his arm as though heiling the
air marshal. Instantly the stand be-
gan slowly sagging. A great chunk
of concrete slapped down on the steps
as the railing gave way. Goering gave
a wild shout. Just in time two men
grabbed him, but it took eight more to
haul him back to safety.

Someone in the crowd started to
laugh. It was taken up, but lasted
only a few seconds. The horde of
Gestapo men turned around slowly
and reached toward their guns.

LEX’S guide stifled his own
laughter.

“Do you know what caused that?”
he asked. “Three years ago the plat-
form was built very carefully so that
even if Goering gained weight, it
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would still hold him up. It did, too
—even four days ago when he got
another medal. But this time it col-
lapsed. The last medal was just too
much.”

“Yes,” Alex grinned, “I know.
Isn’t it almost time for Goebbels to
show up? All these people can’t
waste time standing there. Not with
a war going on.”

“It makes no difference,” the officer
said. “If they remain there four
hours, they work six hours overtime.
We count the time it takes them to
assemble and then return to their fac-
tories. Yes, Goebbels will deliver one
of his impassioned speechs. This one
is supposed to be especially good, but
I have my fingers crossed.”

“Why?” Alex queried.

“pAfter what has happened, it seems
the day is cursed by bad luck.”

They waited about half an hour for
the arrival of the Minister of Propa-
ganda. He arrived, in state, like
Goering. He swaggered up the steps
and walked to a row of microphones.
Alex nudged his guide and went over
to stand almost beside Goebbels. No-
body tried to stop him. It was as if
he couldn’t be seen, or that the guards
had no power to challenge him.

The band played for a minute or
so, and very poorly. Alex saw to
that. Then the trumpeteers blasted
another commanding note, and Goeb-
bels cleared his throat.

Into the microphone, he said, “My
fellow comrades of Greater Germany.
We are here to honor our great sol-
dier, Hermann Goering. He is the
living example of what all Germans
should be. We honor him and we
honor you. Every one of you who
fight to drive back the nations that
oppress us. Some day your reward
will be great.”

That was what Goebbels szid. Out
of the amplifiers came Goebbels’
voice, but not his words.

“My fellow comrades of Greater
Germany. Greater? Ach, no. It
is at its peak now. We are here to
honor Goering. I don’t know what
for. He is honored so often it gets
to be a habit. Another medal, another
pound of fat. Our great soldier grows
mightier each day. We honor you,

too, for being so meek. For working
for wages that a ten-year-old boy
could make in America. For working
hours decent rulers wouldn’t require
of their horses. If you are rewarded
at all, it will be in blood. Hitler
loves blood baths. So do LI.”

The crowd heiled frantically, and
Goebbels bowed low. He waved his
hands and went on. Words came
from his lips and were mysteriously
changed in meaning when they
emerged from the loud speakers.

“If Germany wins the war, you will
be the rulers of the earth. Of course,
you will keep on working just as hard.
For the same money. Governing the
world requires a lot of cash. We'll
get a lot from the other nations, but
that will not affect you. No—so much
money it takes. Goering, for instance,
has millions tucked away. Herr
Ribbentrop thinks money is like the
champagne that he used to sell—it
must be hoarded. Hitler, our beloved
Fuehrer? He is a frugal man. He
lives frugally and he saves. It should
be an example to you—if you ever
have anything to save.”

OMEONE, aghast, tapped Goeb-
bels’ arm and whispered into his
Goebbels shook him off and
started to speak again. The roar of
the crowd blotted out his words. The
people were pressing forward and the
Gestapo had to give ground.

Troops carne pouring into the
square with bayonets fixed. Gradu-
ally, the crowd was dispersed. Alex’s
guide mopped his face and suddenly
sat down on the steps.

“This is a bad day for the Reich,”
he moaned. “For once, Goebbels told
the truth and the people liked it.
They will never believe his lies again
until a few thousand of them are shot
as examples. What could have come
over him? Why did he say such
things?”

Alex didn’t reply. He was watch-
ing a sleek car drive up. It carried
two flags, a chauffeur and a footman,
but the tonneau was empty.

“Isn’t that Hitler’s car?”
asked.

His guide nodded. “That makes it
worse. He will know about this. The

ear.

Alex
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whole lot of us will be put on the
Russian front—in the winter.”

Alex walked away. He’d created
his confusion and mischief. Enough
for the moment at least. There were
more important things to do. The
presence of Hitler’s car indicated he
was back in town. It also indicated
that Ludwig Zehnfennig was here,
too.

Alex approached the car and spoke
to the driver. Anyone else would
have been promptly shot, but no one
disturbed him. The driver talked,
amiably and casually, as if Alex was
one of his closest friends. Hitler had
returned, but was busy at the Foreign
Minister’s office. His entourage was
camped at the Adlon, Alex’s own
hotel.

Alex hurried there, more eager
than he’d been in days. Upon this
newcomer, Zehnfennig, depended
everything. If he was Satan, staying
close enough to direct Hitler’s move-
ments, then Alex could corner him.
He’d make him reveal himself no mat-
ter what it cost.

The next few moments might mean
the final test. If he failed now, he’d
be doomed, with but one chance left
to summon Satan. He must duplicate
Dingle's efforts and outdo Satan him-
self.

A clerk, who was very gracious for
some reason he never did figure out,
gave Alex the room number of Lud-
wig Zehnfennig. Alex went to the
sixth floor, paid no attention to the
automatic salute he got from a row
of guards lining the hallway and
walked straight up to the door.

He didn’t knock, just twisted the
knob and stepped inside. A strik-
ingly handsome young man turned
around. He’d been busy applying
comb and brush to his blond, curly
hair.

“What is it?” he snapped.

“Hello — Satan.” Alex  smiled
grimly. “Don’t tell me you can’t re-
member Alex Craig?”

HE blond young man’s lips slowly
parted in an amused smile.
“Congratulations,” he said. “I
didn’t think you’d ever catch up with
me. Busziness, that’s my alibi.

Couldn’t keep track of you although
I knew you were coming here. Nice
work with those submarines. You
bagged a couple of sub captains I'd
already selected for a special niche
in Hades.”

“And what did you think of my lit-
tle gesture this afternoon?” Alex
dropped into a chair. “Rather good,
wasn’t it?”

“I didn’t see it,” the Devil said.
“Though, of course, an inkling of
the procedure did come to me. Heard
enough about it though. You cer-
tainly made an awful donkey out of
that blabber-mouthed Goebbels. Of
course, you know I don’t like such
goings on. You are trespassing, my
dear fellow. It is my privilege to
upset the plans of great murderers.
I delegated to you only the right to
create mischief.”

“Now see here,” Alex argued, ‘“‘you
gave me a promise that I was to be
released upon request. I'm asking
to be released now, and I don’t want
any alibis about your being such a
grand liar.”

“I'm afraid not.” Satan began to
comb his hair again. “Like me this
way, Alex? Adolf does. I'm staying
right beside him until I'm ready to
pull my final coup.”

“While thousands die,” Alex
groaned. “No wonder you were ban-
ished to Hell. I thought that what
these men represent would turn even
your stomach.”

“Oh, but it does. And what a
select crowd I'm getting. You see,
Alex, old boy, I'm rather tired. I
want to quit chasing around for a few
hundred years. But I must be kept
amused, of course. When I'm not
happy, I brood. When I brood, ter-
rible things happen.”

“Boy, you sure have been brooding
lately,” Alex commented.

The Devil laughed. “Then you see
what I mean. Now with enough cli-
ents standing in line, with special
problems for people like those who
govern this nation, I shall be content
for a long time. The world won’t
have to experience any of my works.”

Alex looked up quickly. “Then you
don’t intend to have Hitler win this
war?”
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“Did I ever, Alex? My badness, I
was beginning to think you were
quite clever. Of course, Hitler won’t
win. Suppose he did, now. What
would happen? I'd not only have a
rival Satan here on earth, but also a
rival Hell. People in my bailiwick
would start praying they’d never be
sent to earth., Can't have that. Oh,
no—I'm just giving Hitler a build-up
so his fall will be all the harder.
That’s part of my policy. It’s worked
for thousands of years. Let a man
visualize himself the master of the
world and then—bingo—I rub his
nose in the mud. A little preview of
Hell, Alex.”

“Rub Hitler’s snoot extra hard for
me,” Alex said. ‘‘But you're evading
the subject. I came here to get my
reiease. You must keep your word.”

*I think not. You see, I don’t have
to keep my word. What's honor to
me? You've done much too well. I'd
miss you, Alex. Maybe some future
day. Remind me about the turn of
the century. I'll think it over then.”
“That is final?” Alex asked.

SHEinal-¥

Alex drew a deep breath.

“Then T'll fight you with every
ounce of power you’ve bestowed upon
me. I'll wreck this country and every
nation associated with it. TI’ll turn
Goebbels into a bigger blabbermouth
than he is. I'll make Goering twice
as huge. In fact, I'il cause Mussolini
to attend Hitler every moment from
now on.”

“Hades forbid,” the Devil grimaced.
“Keep Benny where he is now. By
the way, I've done rather handsomely
for Benny where he is concerned,
haven’t I? Made quite a bum out of
him.”

Alex arose. suddenly tired for the
first time since he'd encountered
Satan. Valerie had been wrong.
Satan refused to abide by his prom-
ise. Alex was sentenced to a life of
everlasting trouble.

“Good-by, Alex,” Satan said with-
out looking around. “Sorry I'm so
busy right now. Got to make myself
presentable. Hitler is extremely ob-
serving, you know. I’ll be seeing you
around somewhere.”

Alex hali-stumbled out of the suite

and somehow made his way to his own
quarters. He sat down on the edge
of the bed and groaned. Satan didn’t
even seem to worry if he usurped
some of his powers. Maybe he was
even pleased.

CHAPTER XVII
The Devil Cornered

LEX recalled the events of the

afternoon and despite his per-
sonal trouble, he laughed. That really
had been fun. With more time, he
could have thought of even more dev-
astating ideas and he regretted that
Himmler, who headed the Gestapo,
should have been absent. Himmler
should come in for some special treat-
ment. And there was Ribbentrop, too
—and all the lesser officials of the
Reich.

There was some excitement out
front. Alex went to the window. He
saw Ludwig Zehnfennig, otherwise
the Devil, climbing into Hitler’s car.
Satan looked up and waved cheer-
fully. Alex let go of the curtain and
sat down again.

This meant the end of all things.
The theatre, his friends—Valerie.
He couldn’t allow her to associate
with him any longer. It was too dan-
gerous. Anyway, Val deserved bet-
ter things than an agent of the Devil.

Alex brought both hands slapping
down on his knees.

“All right,” he said aloud. “If that’s
how it is to be—I'll do the best I
can for this world. I’ll stay here and
drive these Nazis mad. I'll have
them running around in circles. I’ll
break the morale of the entire coun-
try, make the people see what kind
of an ideology they are worshipping.
If T can do it, I'll even stop this war
and drive Germany into a defeat that
will ring through history books for
generations. I’ll bring ruin and fire
and pestilence. TI’'ll—”

“You’ll do nothing of the kind,”
a voice snapped.

Alex jumped to his feet. In the
center of the floor stood Satan. Not
as Ludwig Zehnfennig, but in the
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likeable personality of the suave man
whom Alex had originally encoun-
tered.

“Alex,” he said, “you’ve really
broken my heart. The very thing I
hoped you’d never think of just es-
caped your lips. Naturally, I came
right back. You will not stop this
war until I am ready to have it
stopped! Is that clear?”

“You make it sound that way,” Alex
countered, “but the fact remains
that I still possess the power you
delegated to me. I can create enough
mischief to stall these Nazis in their
tracks, cause an internal upheaval,
confuse the leaders and make these
people see just exactly what is hap-
pening.”

Satan sat down on the edge of the
bed. “Alex,” he said slowly. “Why
not be reasonable? I need you. Of
all my deputies you have done the
best work. And I like you when you
impersonate me on the stage. After
all, even Satan enjoys being flat-
tered.”

“I’ll never go back to the stage,”
Alex said. “Not as long as you refuse
to keep your promise.”

“But if I release you, audiences will
laugh again as they did that first
night.”

“What do I care? There will be
more plays, more theatres, other au-
diences.”

Satan spread both hands in a ges-
ture of despair. “You're impossible.
Really, Alex, I don’t know what to
do with you. Most mortals would
relish this chance you have. Perhaps
I sheculd—no, damned if I will! You’'ll
remain my deputy, but I'll control
you a bit more, that’s all.”

“You may control me,” Alex admit-
ted, “but so long as I possess any part
of those powers to create mischief,
I'll work hard at doing just that. I
can’t urge men into a hail of machine-
gun bullets as you do. I can't start
great holocausts by simply command-
ing them to start. But, with my lesser
power, I can control minor things
that, if carefully planned, will result
in those other events.”

“Oh, Alex,” Satan chided, “don’t be
so foolishly stubborn. What do you
viant, money ?”

HERE was a flash of light and

Alex stared at what was probably
the largest amount of cash he’d ever
dreamed of. Currency of all nations,
gold and silver. Sheaves of bills.
They almost filled the room.

Alex shook his head. “There isn’t
enough money in the world to tempt
me, Satan.”

“Then perhaps it is power you
wish?” Satan gestured again.

The money vanished and in its
place was a line of men. Premiers,
kings, potentates, sultans, nabobs.
They all bowed low to Alex and one
by one vanished.

“Where’s Hitler?” Alex demanded
suddenly.

Satan laughed, raising one leg and
clasping the knee with both hands.
“Oh, no, my dear fellow. Hitler was
not among those because I know
what's in your mind. You’d have torn
him limb from limb. So even power
and glory won't tempt you. Alex, I
haven't been the Devil these ages for
nothing. I know that every man—no
matter who he is—has a price. What’s
yours? I’ll listen quite sympatheti-
cally.”

Alex paced the floor for a few mo-
ments. “All right,” he turned sud-
denly and faced Satan. *“I do have a
price. You want me as your deputy.
That lasts forever, I suppose, so this
is no great bargain, understand. How-
ever, I'll consent in return for one
thing.”

“Now, that's
Satan smirked.
my dear fellow.”

“You will stop this war at once.
End it with the utter and permanent
defeat of Hitler and all his satellites.”

Satan jumped up, his face twisted
in hatred and surprise.

“I most certainly will do no such
thing,” he snarled. “Took me long
enough to get this thing started and
I will not put an end to it until I
have what I want.”

“What is that?” Alex asked.

“A well-populated Heil. The world
has become too civiiized. I don't get
my quota any more unless I start wars.
And as for amuseinent —why, I
haven’t had any realiy good subjects

being reasonable,”
“Name your terms,



76 STARTLING STORIES

for ages. However, they are begin-
ning to accumulate now. No, I can’t
do it, Alex. Not even for you.”

“Then there is no deal,” Alex
snapped. “Those terms were final.
I'm willing to sacrifice myself if by
doing so I can stop this slaughter.
I'll act as your deputy and do a good
job of it even if I become the most
hated man on earth. But only under
those conditions which you have just
rejected.”

Satan eyed him narrowly. “You
know I could make your life a hell
on earth if I choose. I could even
take you!”

“Admitted, but you can’t make me
exert your delegated powers in any
manner except as I wish.”

“Perhaps not,” Satan frowned.
“Come now, think it over for a little
while. Have fun here taunting these
Nazis. Just lay off starting riots and
creating incidents that may cause re-
bellion. You'll soon find it so amus-
ing. Take a side trip to Iraly. I'll
even permit you to go to work on
Mussolini. After all, he doesn’t
amount to much, anyhow. Or Tokyo
—no. No, I take that back. You
can’t go to Tokyo. I'm reserving
those Japs for myself.”

Alex said, very firmly, “I made my
offer and I refuse to bargain further.
Take it or leave it.”

ATAN changed to a wheedling
tone. He threatened, begged,
pleaded and Alex stood there, im-
passive, unimpressed. Satan stepped
closer and his eyes burned into Alex’s.
“I could stow you away below, you
know. Keep you for those years when
I'll be content to remain in Hell and
let the earth live in peace.”
“You couldn’t do that, either,” Alex
challenged. “I'm just not your type,
Satan. For once in eternity, you are

licked. I've got your back against
the wall. There isn’t a thing you
can do.”

Oh, can’t I?” Satan barked.

“No. Not unless you take away all
my powers and release me from your
influence. Nothing short of that will
do and you know it. So I'm to re-
main your mischief maker, am I?
Very well. If ycu are afraid that

Hitler and his satellites will create
a rival hell on earth, imagine what
I'll do. No one can harm me. I'm
invulnerable and therefore I have no
fear. Believe me, Satan, I'll give ycu
something to think about. I'll begin
immediately. Rightin myroom at the
Adlon in Berlin. At the Adlon—the
Adlon—hey, what’s happened? The
room has changed. This isn’t the
Adlon. It's—"

“Your own suite in New York,”
Satan said. “I've lost, Alex. You and
that girl have been too much for me.
Oh, T know how you plotted, but I
didn’t think anyone would ever wish
to give up these powers as you just
did.”

“Then I am released? Roofs won'’t
cave in when I walk by? People won’t
start fighting or break their legs?”

“You are now as you were before
you called upon me. Just as you
were, Alex. Wait and see. Perhaps
you'll be sorry. I rather think not
though. But you should be thor-
oughly ashamed of yourself.”

“Why? Because I wanted to be
merely human again?”

“Yes, exactly. Now I have to go
to the bother of finding another mis-

chief maker. Meanwhile, Adolf
waits. Impatiently, too. But I for-
give you, Alex. Shall we shake

hands on that?”

“Oh, no.” Alex backed away slowly.
“One grip of that paw and I'll find
myself whisked right downstairs to
where you hang out. I'm not sore
at you. What I did in Berlin repaid
me for any anxiety I had during this
service as your mischief maker. I'm
just being very, very careful, now.”

Satan smiled. “Good man. Proud
of you, my boy. Well, I must be run-
ning along. Good-by—for new.”

A sudden gust of wind swept
through the room so powerful that it
overturned chairs and made heavy
rugs flutter like bits of silk. Then
an eerie peace.descended.

Alex made a dive for the telephone
and dialed faster than he’d ever done
in his life. Someone at the theatre
called Valerie to the phone for him.

“I’'m back, Val! Back and free. I
defeated Satan. Val—I'm free!”

She answered in a voice chcked by
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a sob. “Alex, I'm so terribly happy.
But are you sure? Remember Satan
promised tc free you before and
didn’t. He said he was the greatest
liar in history. Perhaps he is taunt-
ing you again.”

“How much longer before the per-
formance starts?” Alex shouted.

“Half an hour.”

“I’'m coming over. In thirty min-
utes I'll know. Pray for me, Val.”

CHAPTER XVIII
The New Deputy

ORY and Alicia Cartwright
looked up as Alex burst into
their otfice at the theater. Cory im-
mediately placed both hands atop his
head and gave his wife a worried look.
“No encyclopedia?” Alex asked,
and hardly dared to breathe.

“Alex,” Alicia said, “when you came
in before, I struck my husband, but
I couldn’t help it. Some—some devil
inside me rose up and made me do
that. I don’t feel that way, anymore.
Cory, darling, don’t look so unhappy.
I'm not going to hit you.”

“Never mind that now,” Alex said.
“I’'m going on tonight.”

“Alex, that’s wonderful,” Alicia
Cartwright said.

“Maybe you won’t think so in about
twenty minutes,” Alex said, and
grinned.

He hurried to Valerie's dressing
room and pounded on the door. She
let him in, whisked her maid out-
side and for two or three minutes
they didn’t speak.

“I read about what happened in the
Atlantic,” she said. ‘“Alex, was that
your doings?”

“Every bit of it. Nice, eh? I should
be decorated for it, but we’ll just pass
that up. The main point is, I'm free,
Val. Just a moment ago I walked
in on Alicia. She never made a move
to lambast her husband. That’s point
number one. We’ve just time to dem-
onstrate point number two. I want a
cigarette.”

He lit one, took a deep breath and
held the match near his finger. He

gave a howl of pain and dropped the
match.

“Fire burns me,” he chortled. “It
was the most beautiful pain I've ever
experienced. Shertly, I'll demon-
strate point number three. There
goes the overture. See you on-stage,
honey.”

Alex hurried to the wings, adjusted
his clothes and when his cue came, he
walked out before the audience. He
wore none of the props, but the in-
stant he appeared, they recognized
him and a wave of applause went up.

Alex paid no attention to it. His
part called for a grimace. When he
faced the audience and grimaced
while he was under Satan’s spell, the
audience all but cowered back in their
seats.

This time, someone laughed. It
was taken up until the theater rang
with it.

“Thank you,” Alex yelled. “Thank
you very much. The part is no more
hammy than I. From here on, my
understudy will carry forth. You
have made me completely happy, my

friends. You have proven point num-
ber three.”
He waited in Valerie’s dressing

room until the play was over. She
came back in a great hurry.

“Alex, they’re still laughing at you.
They wouldn’t laugh if the Devil was
inside of you. They’d sense it and
believe you the greatest actor to cross
a stage.”

“I know that, darling. Now, while
I formally quit this play, you change.
See you at the stage door.”

When he entered the Cartwright’s
office, Alicia was phoning.

She said, “Oh—just a moment.
walked in. Alex, it’s for you.”

He

LEX took the phone and Bill
Parker’s voice reached him.
Parker was highly excited.

“Alex, I've tried to reach you at
every bar and night club in town. I
rang your apartment until the phone
bell must be worn out. Then I thought
of the theatre and at last I've found
you.”

“What’s up?” Alex queried. “You
sound as if you’d uncovered a vein of
gold in your backyard.”
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“Better than that Alex. Much bet-
ter. I've prepared a new tube. I tried
it and the thing works, Alex. It
works. I took all kinds of short cuts
because we were in such a hurry, but
I succeeded, anway. Come right over.
You can contact the Devil any time
you wish. Don’t be long.”

He hung up before Alex could ex-
plain that he no longer needed that
method of communicating with Sa-
tan. For a moment he hesitated, in
doubt whether or not to call Bill Par-
ker, and decided against it.

This was a night for celebrating,
without having bartenders break
glasses or bus boys trip and hurl plat-
ters of food into the laps of astounded
guests. Bill Parker should share in
the celebration. He’d helped, too,
even if he was a bit late with his
new thought intensifier.

Alicia took both his arms and
swung him around to face her.

“Alex,” she chided, “you were par-
ticularly lousy out there tonight.
What happened to the old spark that
made audiences go mad with delight
over you?”

“It’s died out,” Alex told her.
“Gone completely. Don’t get me
wrong though. I'm still a good actor,
but I need a new play. That’s why
I'm resigning as of right now. See
you later, good folks, and don’t think
too harshly of me because of what
has happened. It really wasn’t my
fault.”

He bolted out of the room, saw a
few stage hands titter at him and
grinned. The greater the razzberry
he got for that performance, the bet-
ter he liked it. Applause that would
shake the rafters would never sound
as sweet as those gusts of derisive
laughter out front.

Valerie hurried to meet him and
they started away from the theater.
An elderly man passed by. Alex
stopped.

“Hey, you!” he called.

The man turned around.

“Come here,” Alex said. “Whether
you want to or not, come here.”

The man didn’t move. All he said
was, “Are you nuts?”

Then he turned and resumed his
walking. Alex threw both arms around

Valerie.

“Remember how they used to obey
my commands? That’s point num-
ber four. Now for the next one.
Where’s a street light that casts a
shadow?”

They almost ran around the corner
and then decided to walk to Valerie’s
apartment where Alex’s shadow had
originally refused to appear. It didn’t
take long—not the way they walked.

ALERIE stepped up to the wall

and her shadow was clearly
thrown. Alex, smiling happily, stood
beside her. His smile died. Valerie
gave a gasp of horror. There was
no second shadow!

“Alex,” she cried.
. . . you're not free.”

“Something must be wrong,” Alex
said, shaken. “I—Val, look! Look,
quickly!”

A shadow came sweeping across the
wall and stopped exactly where Alex’s
shadow should be silhouetted. It
froze there. He moved his arms. The
shadow moved, too. Then a second
shadow came along. Alex gave a
sharp cry of fear as he recognized the
silhouette and looked around wildly
and in vain for the caster of that
shadow.

“Sorry, Alex, old boy,” said the fa-
miliar voice. “I really forgot. Your
shadow is back and won’t go away
again. Oh, yes—Valerie, don't be-
lieve those fairy tales. I do cast a
shadow. See! Only, when I cast a

“Oh ... Alex

shadow, I don’t appear, do I? Per-
haps you are right. Just another
thing to worry about. Good-by.”

The shadow drew erect, an arm
snapped to a salute and then it was
gone, as if wiped clear by a sudden
ray of moonlight,

“You are free, Alex,” Valerie said.
“He did keep his promise.”

“Sure he did. I made him. If he
hadn’t, so help me, I'd have turned
Germany upside down. That’s the
only part of this I regret. I could
have done great things there. Great
things.”

Valerie took his arm and held it
tightly. “Only one more point, dar-
ling. Flowers had a habit of wilting
when you were near. There’s a florist



shop two blocks away. It’s still open.
Let's go there and find out.”

“Why not? I'm no longer afraid.
Though I will confess my heart
dropped clear to the sidewalk when
my shadow didn’t appear. Look now
—it’s trailing me. I'll bet my shadow
was lonesome for me. Hi, there, pal.”

The shadow obediently waved back
in unison. They kept walking briskly
until they reached the florist’s shop.
Alex looked at the bright blooms in
the window and remembered how they
dropped and wilted. If these remained
fresh, he was completely free, not one
semblance of a taint remaining. He
had to be sure of this.

They walked in and a clerk came
up to greet them. Valerie gave him a
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and tell him the good news. Did
you know he built another of those
intensifiers and it works?”

“Alex.” Valerie halted abruptly.
“Alex, do you think we should risk
it? That’s how Satan got you the first
time. I’ll never forgive Bill Parker
for that.”

“I have two reasons for visiting
Bill,” Alex said. “One is to thank
him for co-operating and the other
is to bust that new machine into atoms
before someorne else gets into trouble.
Step on it. I can hardly wait.”

ARKER’S house was brightly il-

luminated behind the shades
drawn in obedience to the dim-out
laws. The butler let them in.

By
G. WEINBAUM

sales talk while Alex wandered over
to a big display of roses. He leaned
close and sniffed their fragrance. He
even stroked the petals and they kept
their heads upright, their stems erect.

“I want just one flower,” Alex told
the clerk. “Only one, but I'll pay
you five dollars for it. Get me the
biggest flower in the store that will
fit into my buttonhole. That’s all I
ask.”

The clerk brought a huge chrysan-
themum and pinned it to his lapel.
He stood back and shook his head
dubiously.

“It's not your type, sir. Much too
big. Looks awkward if I may say so.”

“A sunflower wouldn’t be too big.”
Alex whacked the man on the back as
he gave him a banknote. “Come on,
Val. We’re going to Bill Parker’s

At

“Mr. Parker is upstairs,” he ex-
plained. “He told me you were to
go straight to the lab.”

They walked up the stairs side by
side. Alex spoke humbly.

“I’'m free again, but, Val, it was
really you who did the trick. I only
made Satan release me by following
your suggestion.”

The lab door was closed. Alex
banged on it. There was a click and
the door opened. Alex held his breath
lest that infernal intensifier hum be
resounding through the place. There
was only silence and he felt relieved.

Bill Parker came toward them,
hands outstretched. “Alex, I've done
it! When I finished, I was ready to
collapse from fatigue, but accomplish-
ment of my task perked me up. I feel
great. I even look great and so do
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you. You, too, Val. Come on in.”
“Oh — that machine,” Alex said.

“I’'m going to smash it, Bill.”
“Smash it?” Parker gasped. “But

I thought—"

“I've licked Satan. I beat him at
his own game,” Alex explained. “I
won’t need the thought intensifier any
longer, but I am grateful to you for—
Val! What's the matter? What are
you staring at?”

The girl, face pone dead white,
backed out of the room, turned and
fled downstairs. The butler, carrying
a tray of drinks and canapes, stopped
and stared. Alex and Parker hurried
down after her.

“Alex!” she almost screamed, point-
ing at him. “Alex—the flower. In
your buttonhole!”

Alex looked. The huge bloom had
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quietly folded up into a limpid, de-
jected-looking mass. Alex turned
quickly toward Parker.

At that moment, the butler moved
forward, fell over his own feet and
landed in a mess of broken glass and
gooey canapes.

“Bill,” Alex cried in horror. “Bill—
you!”

Parker nodded gloomily. “Yes, me.
I tried out the machine—and I met
Satan. He told me if I became his
new deputy, I'd invent astounding
things. Already great ideas are form-
ing in my mind, but—I'm afraid,
Alex. I know what happened to you
and I'm afraid. Alex—what shall I
do?”

Alex stepped very close.

“Bill, there is only one thing you
can do. Go to—Germany!”
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By RAY CUMMINGS

The man who’s conservation-wise
L Says Thin Gillette’s the blade he buys!
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TG BOMB BCMBERS—Inventor Lloyd J.
Martin of Beverly Hills, California, has
come up with an ingenious device which
threatens to make the air over target areas
2 hot place for would-be bombing planes.
It is a small balloon with skirts and a long
train—said skirts being a parachute and the
long train a cable which terminates in a
grappling hook with a bomb attached.

Thousands of these balloons can be re-
leased when an alert sounds, performing
economically and ultra-efiiciently the job
of cumbersome barrage balloons. If a
bomber fouls one of the cables, it’s good-by
bomber, as the bomb will blow it to bits.

Tf this air mine fails to explode, the para-
chute is released after a certain length of
time and floats to earth so gently that the
bomb is not exploded and can be used
again.

THEY DON'T HATCH—Dried hen-fruit now
sent abroad for our soldiers, sailors and
allies, takes up exactly 25% of the space
the ordinary moist cackleberry occupies in
shipping, and there are no shells to break.
The product can also be kept longer and in
far more savory shape than the pickled
eggs dear to our friends in China.

And while we’re at it, the new cello-
phane wrapper on the Army’s emergency
ration keeps it fresh as fresh for at least
a year from the Arctic to the Torrid Zone.

ACK TO THE MIDDLE AGES—Soldiers of
today are going to look more than ever

like men at arms of the age of chivalry if
the invention of M. J. O. Lobelle of Lang-
ley, England, is generally adopted. It is a
visor to cover the faces of steel-helmeted
soldiers, made either of a perforated metal
plate or of a veil-like curtain of chain mail
mounted on a hinged frame.

The purpose, of course, is to protect our
warriors from face wounds caused by shell
splinters or flying debris.

SUB SPOTTER—A new type of underwater

detector was invented by the late Bladi-
mir S. Goloviznin of New York City just
before his death. It consists of two hol-
low spheres which float in contact side by
side and are connected with a ship or shore
observation post by cable.

A constant current Is maintained through
the circuit, and when a sub approaches, its
motion disturbs the inter-sphere contact,
causing fluctuations in the circuit which
reveal the pigboat’s presence.

The device can be anchored to the bot-
tom or suspended from the hull of a ship
as needed.

This
STARTLING WAR
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United
tates is blessed with a huge share of

ESOURCEFUL AMERICA — The

the basic sinews of war. We produce one-
third of the world’s iron ore, 40% of its
iron and steel, two-thirds of its oil, 40%
of its copper, 29% of its zinc and 24% of
its lead. Hitler’s got to do a lot more con-
quering to match that, as has brother Tojo.

OBOT SNIFFER—A device for spotting

fires in airplanes before they start has
been patented by F. J. Schirm of Hoboken,
New Jersey. An electric multiple nose, it
consists of a suction pump from which
siender tubes lead to all parts of the plarne
where gasoline or other inflammable vapors
are apt to accumulate.

If any of them are approaching the com-
bustion point, their heat changes the con-
ductivity of a wire inside the tube, causing
a warning lamp to light up on the dash-
board.

LASTIC GUMNBELT — A machine-gun belt

composed of plastic links is the offering
of L. L. Berry of Erie, Pennsylvania. The
linked belt is nothing new in itself, but
heretofore all such belts have been made of
metal. Berry’s invention promises to save
a lot of steel and other alloys for other
uses.

ROPELLER IN A WELL—Ships of the

much-discussed ‘“‘sea otter” type and sim-
1lar vessels in which the propellers are di-
rectly under the hull instead of astern and
approximately at keel level have trouble
getting into some harbors because of
their increased draft. To remedy this,
Washington Inventor Warren Noble has
devised a propeller that can be lifted into
a well rising through the hull.

The propeller is carried at the lower end
of a piston-like drum that fills that well
and can be raised and lowered by means
of long screws operated from the upper
end. Changes can be effected while the
ship Is in motion. In the raised position,
the propeller blades project just enough
below the ship’s bottom to keep her on her
way in shallow water.

ERMAN CITIZEN INVENTS RANGE FINDER

—A. U. S. patent has just been issued to
Frederich Wilhelm Gehrke of Munich for
a compact and simple artillery range finder
which is a great aid to accurate gunfire at
short and medium distances from the tar-
get. This device, however, is being pro-
duced for Uncle Sam instead of dear
Adolf by the General Aniline and Film
Corporation of New York. And dear
Adolf can’t do a thing about it. Tsk, tsk!



Jane was sitting on the floor, a ruby-red cluster of crystals encircling her brow

THE GLORY FLIGHT

By FRANK BELKNAP LONG

Jim Scott Takes a Strange Ride Through Saturn’s
Crepe Ring and Unearths a Mind Long Dead!

HE Doc’s words were ominous:
“You understand, of course,
. that you may never return?”

He had finished taking my blood

pressure, and was removing the busi-

ness end of a stethoscope from my

chest. He seemed annoyed because I
wasn’t dying on my feet.

The Doc wasn’t a sentimentalist.

He could watch the Crepe Ring blot

82

out a ship and a pilot, light a cigar,
and mutter around it: “It seems sort
of wasteful, doesn’t it?” Not tragic,
or hard on the poor guy's family. Just
wasteful.

The Doc believed that only totter-
ing human wrecks should undertake
a Saturn Ring flight. The sound lads
should conserve their energies for jobs
which were less hazardous.



THE GLORY FLIGHT 82

It burned me up to realize that the
Saturn Company was getting incur-
able human wrecks instead of men.
Was getting them by twos and threes,
and all because there was an ice-
hearted old walrus in the examiner’s
office who should have been given his
walking papers.

Well, the Company was getting a
sound man this time.

“Sure, I see your point,” I told him.
“Ring pilots sit down most of the
time, and the controls are easy to
manipulate. Why not let a Johnny
Fallapart handle the job.”

He looked straight at me.

“Well?™

“Look, Doc,” I said. “I’'m not claim-
ing that the Johnny Fallaparts can’t
hold a ship to its course. But if you
knew you had a month at most to live
would you fight to stay alive inside
a dark flame whorl?”

“I wouldn’t want to come out of a
whorl alive,” was his grim rejoinder.
tHe handed me a card, with a hole
punched through it. “This will pass
you,” he grunted. “Good-by and good
luck.”

I walked out of his office feeling as
though a quart of nitroglycerin had
teen brought to a boil in my chest.
I'd show him what a six-foot-seven
giant could accomplish inside Saturn’s
Crepe Ring. So help me, I would!

UT under the wheeling constella-
tions I cooled down in slow
stages. Glancing up at the pylon-
shaped bulk of the recruiting station,
and then down through a translucent
sky ramp at the tiered hangars of the
Phoebe City spaceport my resentment
took wings, and went flapping off over
the berthed ships like a Rhean blad-
der-bird with its tail feathers quiver-
ing and its talons tucked in.
Saturn's wide, flat, golden rings
filied a third of the sky above me,
zureoling the immense bulk of the
little moon’s primary in concentric
bands. From Phoebe the Dusky Ring
resemibled a crudely welded circlet of
base metal uniting the glowing
plagques of the planet’s great yellow
crown.
Company men don’t talk about the
Dusky Ring much. Astronomers who

think they know why it looks dusky
would get a jolt if they could see the
logs of ships which have passed
through. At Yerkes and on Mount
Wilson they still call it the crepe
ring, and claim its dusky color arises
from the transparency of the particles
which compose it.

But lads who have piloted ships
through say it doesn’t look drizky at
close range. Why does the Company
keep its ship logs under lock and key,
and sneer down its administiative nose
at Mount Wilson? Well, I know now,
but I didn’t when the Doc passed me,
and finding out nearly cost me my life.

The Company was sending its fast-
est ships through and rushing the re-
turning pilots to conferences from
which they emerged with bulging wal-
lets and sealed lips. I'm speaking, of
course, of the handful that got
through. Those that didn’t were un-
sound men who had disappointed the
Doc.

I was plenty robust, still in my
twenties, and had a senior pilot's li-
cense tucked in my skyjacket. Feel-
ing as reckless as a punch-drunk bull
moose I descended to the hangars in
a pneumatic lift, and was caught up
in a milling press of new pilots as
eager as I was to pass under showers,
line up for uniforms and get measured
for ships.

Vigorously I shouldered my way to
the outfitting station on Level V 5, a
thousand feet above the hangars, and
padded down a humid, cold-lighted
corridor to the peel-off room.

Stripped to the buff in a sizzling
curtain of steam, I found myself bor-
rowing a cake of soap from the lad in
the shower next to me, and parrying
his questions with exuberant wise
cracks.

“Sure, I'm going through the ring.
But a guy my size should have & bet-
ter than even chance of not wearing
crepe.”

“Before you blast off they‘ll hand
you sealed instructions,” Le grunted.
“You won’t feel so all fired sure of
yourself when you scrape the wax off,
and read what John McNulty thinks
you should know. If you ask me, he’s
an unscrupulous old buzzard.”

“Yeah?” I countered belligerently.
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“You seem to know a lot about it.”
He grinned at me through the
shower slats.
“I ought to,” he said.

E1)

“I'm McNul-
ty.
The soap slithered from my hand
and went careening over the tiles be-
tween us. The president of the Sat-
turn Company didn’t look his age. I
happened to know he was thirty-nine,
but in the dim cold light, with suds
covering the gray patches on his tem-
ples, and a rubber cap over his thin-
ning hair he looked almost like a kid.

“Holy smokes!” I said.

“I felt like a shower,” he explained.
“And I wanted to see if we were get-
ting lads with hair on their chests.
You seem to have plenty of lean meat
on you. You’ll need a lot of pilot room
space, though. Good Lord, but you're
tall. Six-feet-six?”

“Seven,” I said.

“Hmm, seven. Well, your co-pilot
won’t take up much room. Good luck
to you, iad.”

He thgust his hand through the
shower siats, and clasped mine in a
steely grip.

“A swell guy,” I thought, descend-
ing to the hangars in a shiny new uni-
form. Itwasalittle short at the knees
and the supply room clerk had looked
daggers at me, but the bootmaker had
fixed me up. Ascending to above my
knees was a pair of rust-colored solar
boots into which my just-long-enough
breeches had been tucked.

I stood for an instant looking down
over myself. From the toes of my pol-
ished solar boots to the silver pilot
stripes on my sleeve I was a trimly
outfitted sky officer, if there ever was
one.

My only regret was that I couldn’t
walk through the streets of Phoebe
City clad in that uniform. The girls
would—oh, heck. There’d be time
enough for blondes, brunettes and red-
heads when I brought the ship they
would assign me back with her rocket
jets flaming.

S I stepped off the lift, my eyes
were drawn straight ahead. The
airlock yawned on a golden glow, and
her name was Lyra II. Boy, was she
a ship! Trim and wasplike, and with-

out a seam showing.

Striding along the platform toward
her, T told myself that I could never
have another such moment in my life.
My first command, and I not yet
twenty-five, and capable of enjoying
everything that came my way in life.

Tightening my anti-grav belt I low-
ered myself to the lock float, and
stretched out at full length. There
was a sudden, vibrant droning, and
the buoyant half-cylinder—some lads
call ’em mummy cases—began to rise.
Set in motion by my weight, it swung
in through the complicated lock mech-
anism on a rising tide of ozone and
settled down in a grooved cradle on
the deck of the lock chamber.

When I arose to a sitting position
the cold lights of my new ship were
winking down at me from a corrugated
metal overhead. TI’ll skip the fifteen
or twenty minutes I spent looking
over Lyra II. Not only was she a
soundly constructed vessel, built for
speed, but everything about her was
shipshape, and no pun intended. The
lock chamber was studded with cold
lights, the passageway luminous from
deck to overhead, the galley spacious
and equipped with a magneto-range,
and the rocket rooms a joy to contem-
plate.

I didn’t ascend to the control room
immediately, because little indications
here and there—a crushed-cut cigar-
ette butt in the little sick bay, and
a thin ribbon of smoke on the between-
deck stairway told me that my co-
pilot had preceded me into Lyra I1.

He had preceded me in and would
of course jump to attention when I
entered the control room, snapping his
hand to his ultra-violetray shield with
a crisp: “Yes, sir. What are your or-
ders, sir?”

If you think that, you’d better douse
your head in cold water, and take an-
other look at me. Sure, I was a three-
stripe pilot, and I wasn’t supposed to
share my command. I wasn’t sup-
posed to because the regulations
stressed that a space-officer with a
lesser number of stripes was a co-
pilot in name only.

But when two skymen share the
dangers of a ring flight the one with
a seniority rating either drops the
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regulations, or his self-respect out
through a gravity port. I didn’t think
I’d have much trouble getting across
to him that my stripes didn’t count
for the duration of the flight.

I didn’t burst right into the control
room, but rather opened the door a
Scotch inch, and peered in, squinting
against the cold light glare, and mov-
ing my head to right and left.

McNulty had said something about
my co-pilot not taking up much space,
but the figure sitting before the con-
trols wasn’t just a featherweight. I’ve
seen some little lads I'd hate to square
off against, and usually they make bet-
ter pilots than big lugs like myself,
because lightness is no negligible fac-
tor when you're piloting a suicide
crate and have to adjust to gravity
shifts in double quick.

No, he wasn’t just a featherweight.
He looked downright delicate and—
holy suffering cats! I waited a little
time to make sure I hadn’t burst a
blood vessel. Then with strides that
jarred the delicate control instru-
ments like the final crashes of an ava-
lanche I crossed the chamber, grabbed
her by the shoulders, and swiveled her
about till our eyes met.

“All right,” I said, steadying my
voice with an effort, “you’ve had your
fun. I don’t know who you are or
ilow you got into my ship. But you’re
not staying, understand?”

Her lips whitened, and her chin
came up.

“Stop shaking me,” she choked.

“You're not staying,” I raged. “I'm
carrying you straight out!”

“No you’re not,” she protested, tug-
ging at my wrists. “I've a perfect
right to be here. This is my ship too.
I'm your co-pilot!”

Did you ever see a sturdy oak, firm-
ly rooted, confident of itself, shrivel
to the dimensions of a dwarf fern and
begin to quake? Neither did I, but
that’s how I felt.

A shudder took hold of me. She was
slender and lovely, with large, ac-
cusing eyes, blue-black hair, and
lashes that threw long shadows over
her pale, girlish face. A girl hardly
out of her ’teens, and the Company
was sending her on a Ring flight!

“For two months now the Company

has been giving all qualified pilots a
break,” she said, holding her head de-
fiantly high. “You've got to expect
revolutionary changes from now on.
If your vanity is hurt, you know what
you can do.”

I did, but unleashing the kind of
profanity the situation called for was
prohibited by the regulations. Be-
sides, a Company pilot would no more
think of using profanity in the pres-
ence of a woman than he would of
looking startled when a rocket tube
backfires.

N UTTER silence I did what I had

to do, freezing the controls for
initial acceleration with fingers that
felt like fungus-growth sprouting
from my palms.

She stood so close to me, her hair
brushed my cheek.

“You’ll need more acceleration than
you’re allowing for when you hit the
heavy side,” she interfered coolly.

I remained grimly silent, keeping
my gaze averted and adjusting the
controls to suit myself. I was still
fuming inwardly when we blasted up
from Phoebe City into the black night
of space.

If a slim girl could pilot a ring
crate no wonder the Doc was passing
men with one foot in the grave. All
the pride which I had taken in my first
command, all the zest, had gone out of
meg.t.u

I was alone in the control room
when I broke the seal on my instruc-
tions. She had gone to her sleeping
compartment, probably to powder her
nose. No doubt she'd be setting her
cap for me when she returned. Her
name was Jane something-or-other.

“You call me Jane and I'll call you
Jim.” Just like that. *Jane, old girl,
there’s a meteor ahead. Tuck in your
skirts and put away your knitting.”

The instructions had been typed
out. Skipping three paragraphs of
official rigmarole I read:

Do not for an instant allow yourself to
forget that you will not be alone inside the
Ring. The crystals are alive, perhaps in-
telligent.

Crystals? I thought, a cold dread
tightening about my heart. I glanced
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back over the paragraphs I had
skipped. Yes, there it was—a sum-
mary of the hazards the Company
wanted me to know about. That it
didn’t make pleasant reading goes
without saying.

Hazards one and two were old
friends. Dark flame whorls and ether
twisters were not confined to the Sat-
urn system, but moved in eccentric
orbits about all of the outer planets.
Flame whorls were seething vortices
of infra-energies with fiery cores,
ether twisters thin ribbons of space
curvature which moved snakelike
through the void.

The third hazard was seemingly
alive. Just reading about it was worse
than—well, if you’ve ever visited a
place you've never seen before, and
found yourself remembering it you’ll
know how I felt when I read the third
paragraph of my instructions. Other-
wise I can’t get the feeling across to
you. No pen could even suggest it.
It was too terrifyingly strange.

Sweat had broken out on me and
my spine felt like a dissolving icicle.
The Company was sending pilots into
the Crepe Ring to collect ruby-red
crystals. Men were risking their lives
for crystals glowing in solitary splen-
dor, and swarming over the controls
of ships derelict in the void.

Crystals swarming in through solid
metal bulkheads from the fringes of
the Crepe Ring and encircling the
brows of pilots too terrified to scream.
Crownlike clusters of crystals on
brows streaked with perspiration,
above faces distorted with horror.
Crystals tightening nooselike about
human throats—

I leaped up with a startled cry. My
mind was forming images not sug-
gested by the paper in my hand. It
was as though the terse Company in-
structions had opened up obscurely
remembered vistas too horrible to con-
template.

But how could I have remembered?
I had volunteered my services know-
ing that some tremendous challenge
awaited me inside the crepe ring, but
I had been given no hint as to its na-
ture.

Solely to steady myself I clicked
on the stern visidisk at the base of

the control board. Instantly the
screen brimmed with light and I saw
a full little moon swimming in a sea
of haze a million miles behind the
Lyra’s belching rocket tubes. Phoebe
moving around her primary in the op-
posite direction from all the other
moons!

Well, I was still seven million miles
from the crepe ring, and hazard three.
Dark flame whorls, of course, were
another matter. I hesitated an instant
before clicking on the fore-view disk.

I thought I knew what I'd see. The
wide, glowing rings, and on both sides
of them three or four inner Moons,
and Japetus. Japetus with his bright
face. There is no other Moon in the
System with so great a reflecting
power.

I clicked on the disk, and caught
hold of the instrument with both
hands, my eyes riveted on what ap-
peared to be a terrifying gap in the
firmament. Darker than a coal sack
it seemed, a black and spectrally coro-
nated disk which was sweeping to-
ward the ship with a velocity which
chilled my heart like ice.

Something seemed to shriek in my
brain: “Throw the gravity stabilizer
off center! Damp out the auxiliary
jets and cut your radial velocity by
two-thirds!”

The flame whorl was filling two-
thirds of the disk when my hands tore
across the control panel, realigning
its glowing units, and ripping out an
entire cluster of coils low down on
the board.

IVE minutes later I sat bathed in

i clammy sweat, staring at a visi-
disk in which Japetus shone bright-
ly, dimming the more distant glow of
Saturn’s great golden crown. I was
trembling in every limb when we
passed the little mcon, and the disk
brimmed with a radiance so fiery it
flickered on the overhead, and bathed
the control room in an unearthly re-
fulgence.

I was trembling because I had
obeyed an impulse that wasn’t ra-
tional. I had skirted the whorl and
saved my command when the experi-
ence of a thousand pilots had screamed
at me from the Navigator’s Manual
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that it couldn’t be done. “God, man,
don’t try it. You’ll telescope your
ship and yourself along with it.”

My temples were pounding, and my
spine felt like a dissolving icicle. I
knew that when a whorl filled the disk
a pilot’s instructions were to increase
his velocity and try to blast through.
Chances were he would emerge blind
or crippled, but no sane pilot would
attempt to skirt a whorl.

There was a tightness about my
skull, and my mouth felt hot and dry.
Had I skirted a whorl before? I had
no conscious recollection of having
done so, and yet through crumbling
dykes deep within my mind there had
gushed a flood of memories. Again
that inexplicable feeling returned of
having visited a place I had never seen
before and recognized certain ghastly
landmarks.

It was as though I were walking
along the edge of nothing searching in
vain for signposts that kept receding
before I could reach them and sud-
denly I felt the need of talking to the
slim girl whose cool defiance had
filled me with rage.

Another insane compulsion, but so
overwhelming it sent me reeling
across the control room, and along a
cold-lighted passageway to the offi-
cer’s cuddy.

Some instinct told me I would find
her there. The ship was still lurching
from a too swift deceleration, and the
passageway along which I lurched was
a maelstrom of flashing lights and
spiraling seepage fumes. A fit of
coughing seized me just as I reached
the cuddy, doubling me up. For an
instant I stood with my hand pressed
to my mouth, groping with the other
for a knob that seemed suddenly to
sprout from my palm.

Still coughing, I flung open the
cuddy door.

She was leaning against a swaying
bulkhead on the far side of the cham-
ber with her head thrown back, her
white throat pulsing. But what froze
me in the doorway was not her terror-
contorted face. It was the tall, white-
lipped man standing by her side.

John McNulty no longer looked like
a kid in his twenties. His face was
haggard with strain, the crows’ feet

below his temples etched so deeply
they had a stippled-in appearance, as
though a red-hot needle had been
dipped in acid and passed in and out
through the puckers around his eyes.

He had thrown one arm about the
girl’s sagging shoulders and was try-
ing to calm her.

“Go steady, Jane,” he was pleading.
“We’re in no danger now. The ship
won’t—"

His voice faltered, as though my
sudden appearance had startled him
with a strange dread. His shoulders
jerked and he took a swift step back-
ward.

A sudden, terrible rage had welled
up in me. His duplicity in saddling
me with a girl pilot and stowing away
like a skyport gamin until her beauty
had demoralized me set off a fuse of
rage and jealousy which blasted every
shred of sanity from my mind.

Cursing, I lurched across the cuddy
and flung myself savagely at him, beat-
ing him over the head with my fists,
ramming my knee upward into his
stomach. A red mist filmed my vision,
and I saw his startled, pain-contorted
face as though in a dark glass.

A red glass filmed with light, a mad-
dening crystal which seemed to pul-
sate and expand till it filled the cuddy,
blotting out the bulkheads and Jane's
white face.

“Kill him! Kill him!"” a voice
screamed in my brain. “He’s trying
to take away your mind!”

FOUGHT with all my strength,

but John McNulty seemed to have
wrists of iron. He had seized my
arms and was pinning them to my side,
bruising my chest with his skull. It
was a fierce and savage struggle for
an instant. I tore one arm free,
thudded a hard fist against his jaw.
He cursed, released his hold on the
other, and started chopping away at
my head with short, vicious blows.

I tried to put both arms about him
and lock them over the small of his
back. Despite the punishment I was
taking, I knew I could make my
strength felt if I could get a lung-
squeezing grip on him. But he
seemed to know all the tricks, includ-
ing the vicious ones. He side-stepped
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every time I tried to close in, raining
lefts and rights to my temples, and
crouching like a panther as he circled
me.

e had abandoned grip and twist
methods, perhaps sensing I was good
at them too. I soon found that big-
ness could be a handicap, making a
man unwieldy in a slugging match. I
couldn’t seem to rock him, despite my
long reach. He was fighting now like
a maniac amuck, driving wicked
punches into my stomach, and duck-
ing when I swung at him.

I was gasping for breath when he
aimed a blow at my solar plexus which
sent me reeling back against the bulk-
head. I groaned, clawed at my
stomach, and started to slump to the
deck. But the instant my knees
sagged strength seemed to flow back
into them.

Abruptly I swung back toward him,
my elbows jerking. Swung back, but
didn’t lash out at him. Instead my
body seemed to move against his fist,
and a blow that should have doubled
me up straightened me out. I saw
his fist shoot backward from my
stomach, saw my own arm come up.

The next instant he was side-step-
ping furiously and crouching like a
panther as he circled me in reverse.
A panther walking backwards, dodg-
ing my efforts to move away from him.
To move away instead of closing in,
while he kept withdrawing blows from
my head in short, vicious jerks.

Suddenly he had moved in close and
was pinning my arms to my side with
wrists that seemed abruptly to melt.
My temples began to pound and a red
mist filmed my visage. For an instant
I saw his startled pain-contorted face,
and then I kneed him. At least my
knee descended from beneath his ribs
where it had found lodgement, and
I leaped backward toward the door.

For a terrifying instant I stood
with cold fury welling up in me,
watching his arm return to Jane's
shoulder and hearing his voice quaver :
“Now we’re in no danger. Jane,
steady go . ..”

Then out into the passageway I
backed as if propelled by an unseen
force, my body bending sharply at the
waist. Just outside the door a spasm

of coughing seized me, straightening
me up. It started as a mild attack and
ended in a fit so violent I thought my
lungs would burst. I moved along the
passageway in erratic backward jerks,
like a puppet on a wire. Into the con-
trol room, and across a lurching deck
over a tangle of ripped-out coils to the
pilot’s seat, my knees flexing as I
heaved myself up.

The fore-view-visidisk was brim-
ming with radiance, and as I stared
down at it transfixed Japetus swam
into view, dimming the ring glow be-
hind him. Japetus that I had watched
sweep past scarcely fifteen minutes be-
fore, trailing clouds of light and leav-
ing the chamber bathed in an unearth-
ly refulgence.

Suddenly a shadow seemed to fall
upon the disk, obscuring the little
moon, darkening a third of the instru-
ment. My mouth went dry with hor-
ror. Slowly, so slowly it seemed as
though an eternity was consumed
while I stared, a dreadful, light-
rimmed smudge encroached on the
edge of the disk.

The dark flame vortex was creeping
back toward the center of the screen
when I sat bolt upright, a cry rasping
in my throat. Sweat was running down
my face and my heart had begun a
furious pounding, but I was no longer
groping in darkness, appalled by
something I couldn’t explain. Deep
within my mind another dyke had
been shattered.

%VITH a certainty transcending
vision I knew that wrapped
around the Lyra II was an ether
twister, its vibrating bulk warping
time-frames inside the ship. Through-
out the vessel the space-time con-
tinuum was contracting, and I had just
relived fifteen or twenty minutes,
moving backward like a puppet
through a sequence of events which
had already transpired.

I had recoiled from McNulty and
returned to the control room in erratic
jerks, like a player in an ancient
American cinema film being run off
in reverse. I was a younger Jim Scott,
watching a peril I had but recently
surmounted creep back across the
disk.
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But though I was fifteen minutes
younger I could remember everything
that had occurred in the short interval
of time which had been blotted out
by the most terrifying phenomenon
in space. It did not surprise me that
I could do so, for a memory once
implanted cannot be erased and a
mental image can survive even the
backward flow of external events.

But what chilled me to the core of
my being was my certain knowledge
that long before there had been any
reversal of time inside the ship, I had
destroyed an ether twister. The short
interval of time which had come un-
raveled could not explain that strange
remembrance of events long past
which had come to me now for the
third time.

EEP within me a voice screamed

I had struggled once before to
resist the backward wash of time
which was sweeping me to destruc-
tion. The voice screamed that the
backward sweep would soon become
a raging torrent which would suck
the Lyra II into a maelstrom of dis-
solving time-frames, and vibrate it out
of the physical universe.

“An ether twister can be dislodged,
Jim Scott. Other pilots have freed
their ships. Force remembrance from
your brain out through your hands,
Jim Scott. Resist. Fight the time
flow!

“Encircle the ship with a chain of
electrons, and apply heat to the en-
veloping circuit till it gathers speed
and flies off into space. A mass of
protons will remain, a positively
charsed secretion on the rocketing
hull.

“Don’t you remember, Jim Scott.
You freed your ship. A ribbon of
space-curvature writhing like a snake,
breaking free and hurtling away, dis-
lodged by a weaving mass of sub-
atomic particles. Resist, Jim Scott.
Fight the time How!”

Suddenly my hands were moving
back and forth across the vibrating
panel. As I manipulated dials and
rheostats I knew that two huge cath-
odes were arising on the hull of the
Lyra II. 1 knew that I was creating
a stupendous spark gap in the vacuum

of space, encircling the ship with a
blanket of force which might tear it
asunder.

There would be no resistance out
there on the naked hull. The flow
would be accelerated till the electrons
flew off and a weaving energy brush
remained, as volatile as the gaseous
incandescence at the Sun’s limb.

It would be spread out thin, and
if the charged particles did not over-
lap the twister might be dislodged,
and the energy blanket sucked into
its receding maw. But if the force
blanket buckled . . .

With trembling fingers I ripped out
an infinity plug, rotated an Arago
disk.

“John, he’s come back!” Jane's voice
broke in a scream over my head. I
had slumped jerkily to the cuddy
deck, and was lying with one leg bent
under me, the other spread out. My
heart was thudding dully, my mouth
choked with blood.

I had no recollection of returning
to the cuddy, only of bending over
the control board with my hands a
confused blur of movement. But
seemingly I had returned, for Mec-
Nulty had dropped to one knee beside
me, and was lifting me up.

“A Saturn twister,” I choked. “I
went back in time—"

“Easy, lad,” he cautioned. “You
don’t have to tell me what happened.
We’ve returned to where we were be-
fore we went back, apparently. There’s
a second or two missing, but lads who
ought to know tell me that when you
dislodge a twister, time shoots ahead
to where it was before it started back
and then spills over into the future
a little, like a stretched rubber band.

“When I landed that last punch you
reeled back, and started to slump.
Now you have slumped. But we won't
worry about the missing two or three
seconds, will we?”

He was grinning at me and I was
grinning back. I felt like grinning
and I guess he did. I didn’t know how
he felt, but I knew how I felt, and—
well, sometimes a grin relieves tension
no matter how ghoulish it looks.

“I'm sorry I almost had to cripple
you,” he grunted. “But I had no
choice. Jim, why did you try to kiil
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me?”

“I don’t know,” I groaned. “I can’t
understand it.”

He stared at me steadily. “Jim
Scott, don’t you remember your first
flight? Jimmy, don’t you?”

OULD a man remember and yet

stare, tight-lipped, and shake his
head, confused? The answer came
with unexpected suddenness. Even as
my gaze locked with his, tiny pin-
points of red jelly formed on the port-
side and bulkhead and descended glis-
teningly to the deck.

Jane leaped back with a startled
cry and a sudden horror flared in
McNulty’s eyes.

“The crystals, Jim,” he muttered,
hoarsely, his fingers tightening on my
wrist. “Get up, man, for Heaven’s
sake. Get the tubes.”

I understood. Very deliberately I
arose. I was still groggy, but I shook
my head to clear it, and walked out
of the chamber with my whole atten-
tion concentrated on what I had to do.
I had never felt so calm, so sure of
myself.

I went straight to the supply room,
removed two vacuum tubes from an
insulated container, adjusted the suc-
tion filaments and returned to the
cuddy, my mind a whirl of returning
memories,

Jane was sitting on the floor with
her back to a cushioned bulkhead, a
ruby-red cluster of crystals encircling
her brow. McNulty was standing by
her side, swaying unsteadily. He was
pressing his hand to his forehead
where a double diadem rested—a
double-diadem of glowing, many-
faceted crystals which was tightening
like a whipcord about his skull.

The red crystalline flood covered
the entire deck now and was glowing
from a thousand facets as it poured
through the portside bulkhead, solidi-
fying as it spread. Memory had re-
turned like a huge wave of the sea,
sweeping away my terrified gropings.
I knew that the crystal clusters did
not always contract. Sometimes they
clung loosely to human brows, bring-
ing strange dreams, driving men mad.

Like most living things their be-
havior was erratic. Living they were,

fearfully alive, though they could in-
crease or decrease their density at
will, and were composed of energy
concretions as unstable as the radiant
matter at the core of suns. Concre-
tions which enabled them to pene-
trate solid metal buikheads, and solidi-
fy with the speed of light.

Jane had begun to moan. Her eyes
were unmoving, and she was staring
with unwavering intensity at the crys-
talline flood.

“Get them off,” she pleaded. “My
mind—"

“I know darling,” I said, falling to
my knees beside her.

“Please,” she sobbed.

“They took away my memory,” I
said. “But not immediately. They
can’t—immediately.”

The tubes had begun to vibrate in
my hand. Into them had crept a red
radiance, a fiery glow. “They took
away my memory,” I said, my voice
deathly calm. “But I can remember
now, darling.”

I looked down at my hands, saw that
they were trembling, “I love you,” I
said. “I have always loved you. I
have never loved anyone but you.”

She did not speak, but I knew she
heard me. She did not speak even
when the cuddy was no longer filled
with the weaving crystalline life
which had seeped in from the crepe
ring. In each of the tubes there now
reposed a single huge gem, ruby-red,
but lusterless, drained of all life.

Staring down at my suddenly steady
hands I krew that the Company had
met the crystal challenge and sur-
mounted it. Knew that from deck and
moist flesh the blood of crystals had
been drawn into the two small cylin-
ders which I was clasping tightly now.

Moisture from my hands clouded
the glass a little, but I could see the
two huge, gemlike concretions in the
depths of the glow. So intense had
been the amplification of force within
the tubes that the swarm had con-
densed into just those two aggregates,
with tumultuous pulsations which had
suddenly ceased. Burnt out by a flow
of energy through the meshes of glow-
ing vacuum grids the great, lifeless
gems reposed now in—"“Company
coffins.”
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I stared down at the stripes on my
arm, and then my head came up. The
Company had won through again. The
Company couldn’t be licked.

As though from a distance I heard
a voice say:

“Jim, lad, if you’ll help me bring
the crate around we’ll be back in
Phoebe City at the crack of dawn.”

OURS later we were sitting by

an open window in McNulty’s
private office on the third floor of the
Company Administration Building,
with the distant lights of Phoebe City
shimmering in our coffee cups. I was
drinking my coffee black, but Jane had
poured cream into hers, and was stir-
ring it with hands that trembled a
little.

“I knew you’d come back to me,
dearest. I knew. I was sure,” her eyes
said.

“When you saw the crystals you
remembered?” McNulty prodded,
crushing out a cigarette.

“Yes, everything,” I nodded. “My
first Saturn flight, long ago, when the
Company was pioneering in the field.
They called it a “glory flight” in those
days, I believe.”

“They still do, lad,” McNulty
smiled. “But as I was saying, the Doc
had to humor you. You kept insisting

he was sending invalids, cripples
through the crepe ring. Subcon-
sciously you felt yourself to be—well,
mentally ill, and you took it out on
the Doc. He says you were furious
when he examined you.”

“Was I very bad?” I asked.

“You were simply suffering from
amnesia, Jim—space-shock amnesia.
There were bad months, of course, and
you slept at the Phoebe City Institute.
But most of the time you were com-
pletely rational. So rational, Jim,
that you’ve been a flight instructor for
twelve years.”

“And Jane?” I asked.

“You refused to see her, Jim. And
I'm afraid you subconsciously hated
me because my signature on your in-
structions had sent you through the
ring. It was tough on me, Jim. We
were buddies in the old days.”

“I don’t hate you now,” I said.

“I'm glad, Jim. You see, Jane and
the Doc and I planned it together. We
felt that if you could go through the
Crepe Ring again you might be cured.
Shock therapy, you understand? We
felt another shock, going through all
that again, might restore your memory
and in a very real sense bring you back
to us.”

“So that’s why there were new pilots
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swarming to the lockers and an air of
expectancy hovering over the space-
port. You arranged all that?”

“Add myself talking to you in the
shower, Jim,” McNulty continued. “I
talked to you through the shower slats
the first time, remember? We were
opening up the pitchblende diggings
on Saturn, Jim. Those early pilots
took tremendous risks.”

“It’s funny,” I said. “I thought all
the time the Crepe Ring was to be my
objective. I had forgotten that the
challenge was Old Man Saturn him-
self.”

“The crystals took away your mem-
ory,” McNulty said. “Naturally your
subconscious ire was directed against
the Crepe Ring and the hazards you
encountered on your first flight, be-
fore you reversed your course and
brought the ship back with the devil-
i1sh things clinging to your brow. You
emerged babbling.”

“You got them off ?”

“Yes, we got them off with a vacuum
tube. But when I talked to you you
just kept muttering over and over:
“I'm going back, you hear? The Com-
pany isn’t licked yet.”

STARTLING STORIES

Jane was looking at me with shining
eyes.

“Darling, when we decided to ac-
company you we knew it would have
to be in one of the old ships, in one
of the little suicide crates. The new,
fast ships are much safer, but if we
had made the flight in a new ship you
mightn’t have remembered you had
worn a glory crown.”

“A glory crown?”

She nodded, her hand creeping into
mine.

“When one of the old pioneers
would return,” she said, “with the
crystals imprisoned in vacuum tubes
the kids at the hangar used to beg for
them. They called them glory
crowns.”

I didn’t say anything. Couldn’t. I
felt choked up, but not because I had
worn a crown. No, I was remember-
ing I had looked down over my new
uniform not twenty hours before, and
thought about blondes, brunettes and
redheads. And all the while the most

loyal, sweetest little wife a man ever
had was waiting inside Lyra [[—wait-
ing to lead me out of the deep dark
into a bright new dawn.
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THE HOT-AIR MERCHANT
James Watt Gives Flexible Steam Power to the World

N the city of Alexandria about 130 B.C.
there lived an inventive scientist by the
name of Hero who made a scientific toy

which he called an aeolipile.

This was a hollow metal globe pivoted
between a pair of trunnions, and supplied
with steam through onc of them which was
hollow. The steam escaped from the globe
through a pair of vent pipes facing tan-
gentially in opposite directions at the ends
of a diameter perpendicular to the axis, im-
parting a spinning motion to the globe by
its escape.

A far, far cry from the heavy steam loco-
motives so recently landed on the shores of
the Mediterranean in Hero’s own neighbor-
hoced by the invading Allied armies in their
all-out African offensive to defeat the
Nazis. But the aeolipile of Hero was the
trze forefather of the mighty steam engine
of today.

The bread cast upon the waters of time
by one of the ancient democratic and free-
dom-loving Greeks had indeed returned a
thousandfold.

To no one.man belongs the credit for the
invention of the steam engine, one of man-
kind’s best servants. The list of men who
had a hand in its development is long and
illustrious, from Hero to Sir Charles Par-
sons of steam turbine fame. But perhaps
the greatest of them all was the young Scot
who arrived in Glascow in 1756 at the brash
age of twenty.

Fresh from an apprenticeship in London
to a philosophical instrument-maker — an
apprenticeship which hard work and frugal
living prevented him from completing—
young Jamie Watt found that the city
guilds would not recognize him as a master
craftsman.

“You’re nothing but a hot-air merchant,”
they told him in derision. “If you have so
much steam, why didn’t you finish your ap-
prenticeship?”

This sort of talk {licked young Watt in a
raw spot, because, al! of his life, he had
been interested in the possibilities of steam.
The only stecam enginc then known was the
Newcomen piston engine used for pumping
water out of mines, made a practical suc-
cess by Thomas Newcomen by his separa-
tion of the beiler from the cylinder and the
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use of a jet of cold water into the cylinder
to condense the steam artificially.

Unable to open an instrument shop in
Glasgow, young Watt succeeded in getting
on at the city’s university as instrument-
maker. He became very friendly with
Joseph Black, the discoverer of latent heat
and the university’s lecturer on chemistry.
With Black he discussed the possibility of
improving the Newcomen engine which
wasted so much steam and fuel.

Watt made a number of experiments in
1761 and 1762 with no direct results. He

James Watt

was still called the hot-air merchant by
members of the guild which had repudiated
him. Until the year of 1764 when a model
of Newcomen’s engine which formed part
of the college collection of scientific appa-
ratus was turned over to him to repair.

In putting the model in order Watt made
several unsuccessful attempts to remedy its
wastefulness. This defeat caused him to
begin a scientific examination of the prop-
erties of steam, learning the relation of its
density and pressure to its temperature. He
studied the improvements Newcomen had
made over the Savery model—and the
greai idea struck him.

If Newcomen could divorce the cylinder
from the boiler, why couldn’t he go a step
further and divorce the cylinder from the
condenser? He had already made two de-
ductions that were essential to the eco-



nomic use of steam in a condensing steam-
engine.

One was that the temperature of the eon-
densed steam should be as low as possible,
and the other that the cylinder should al-
ways be as hot as the steam which entered
1t.

“I’ll show them that I’m a good hot-air
mechanic,” he vowed as he set to work.

The result was all that he had antici-
pated. To maintain the necessary vacuum
he had to invent a new organ, namely, the
air-pump, the function of which was to re-
move the condensed steam and injection-
water along with any air gathered in the
condenser. But one change and improve-
ment only meant another condition which
had to be cared for.

Before he was done, James Watt had to
supplement his great invention with sev-
eral less notable but equally important ad-
ditions. In Newcomen’s engine a layer of
water over the piston had been used to keep
it steam-tight.

Watt had to invent a tighter packing lu-
bricated by oil. Newcomen’s engine had
the upper end of the cylinder open to the
air; Watt covered it in, leading the piston
rod through a steam-tight stuffing box, al-
lowing steam instead of air to press on the
top of the piston.

In Newcomen’s engine the cylinder had
no jacket to reduce loss of heat by radia-
tion and conduction; Watt not only cased it
in non-conducting material, but introduced
a steam-jacket between the cylinder proper
and an outer shell.

When he had finished making improve-
ments he no longer had an engine that re-

motely resembled the Newcomen model
from which he had started.

He had at last produced a steam engine
which had flexible power and which was
economical of operation. He had vindi-
cated his name as a hot-air merchant and
had put steam to work in the most practical
way the world had yet known.

In 1768 he formed a partnership with
Matthew Boulton, who owned the Soho en-
gineering works at Birmingham, and from
there on the Watt steam engine began to
make itself felt by the entire nation. Dur-
ing the ensuing ten years James Watt de-
veloped the steam engine by improvement
and invention after improvement and in-
vention, introducing the crank, the fly-
wheel, the double-action cylinder, the par-
allel motion, as well as the centrifugal gov-
ernor.

His crowning achievement was the indi-
cator, an instrument which is to the steam
engineer what the stethoscope is to a phy-
sician.

Prior to Watt’s time the steam-engine
was exclusively a slow-working and cum-
bersome pump. The Scottish lad who was
called a hot-air merchant added so many
improvements that it became adapted to
drive machinery of all kinds. From this
stage to the steam-driven ship and the
steam locomotive it was just a step.

James Watt had given flexible steam
power to the world. And in November,
1942, the American Expeditionary Forces
took the powerful modern descendant of
Hero’s aeolipile back to Africa with them
to move trainloads of supplies destined to
preserve the freedom of the world!

THE DURABILITY OF STONE

How John Smeaton Developed “Portland Cement”

O THE average citizen the term

“Portland cement” vaguely means a

brand of concrete which is manufac-
tured in or near Portland, Oregon. Noth-
ing could be more erroneous.

Like the steam engine, the binding mate-
rial itself has a long and illustrious history
—from the powdered gypsum used by the
ancient Egyptians and Assyrians on down
to the high-grade product of today which
requires a huge plant and a battery of pro-
duction-line machines to bring it into ex-
istence.

From the time of the earliest caveman
who learned how to daub wet clay in the
chinks of his rocky den to keep out the
wintry blast man has been familiar with the
use of bonding material in one form or an-
other. But he never really understood
what cement was until the wooden light-
house on Eddystone Reef at Plymouth,
England, was destroyed by fire in 1755.

At this time an energetic member of the
Royal Society of Engineers, a young man
just turned thirty-one, had returned to Eng-
land from an extensive study of the canal
works of engineers in the Low Countries.
The properties of cement scarcely inter-
ested John Smeaton; his head was filled
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with designs for stone buildings and bridges
and dams and retaining walls.

So this fellow of the Royal Society was
somewhat taken aback when he was asked
to go to Plymouth with the idea of draw-
ing plans for the erection of another wood-
en lighthouse.

Nevertheless, John Smeaton clapped his
hat onto his head, bundled up well against
the March gales that battered Plymouth,
and made a thorough examination of the
reef in spite of the wind and the pounding
sea.

And he reached a strange conclusion on
that March day in 1756.

“A lighthouse is highly essential here,”
he told his associates, shouting to make his
voice heard above the roar of wind and
sea. “A beacon light should be installed
here higher and more securely than in a
flimsy wooden structure. I’d say its light
ought to be at least sixty feet high.”

“But, Mr. Smeaton,” protested an aide,
“what will you build the house of? A
wooden structure that tall would be carried
away by the first storm.”

“Exactly,” agreed the engineer. “So I
propose to build the lighthouse of Portland
stone.”



His companion gaped at him in amaze-
ment. He knew that the Oolitic limestone
from the Isle of Portland was one of the
finest building stones in the world, but—
but—.

He voiced his perplexity. These were
the days before structural steel and con-
crete forms.

“But, Mr. Smeaton, how will you bind the
stones together? What sort of cement or
mortar can we use that sea water won'’t
affect? What kind of lime mixture can we
use that will even set under water and in
continual moisture?”

Which was a cogent question. It opered
John Smeaton’s mind to the fact that man-
kind knew practically nothing about the
qualities of cement. His studies as an en-
gineer and as a member of the Royal So-
ciety had told him little about binding ma-
terial. It was high time somebody started
an investigation into what stuff made the
best cement under various conditions—and
why.

“We will dovetail the stones,” decided
Smeaton at once. “And, as Portland stone
is the best building stone available, we will
grind up the {ragments and use them as a
binder. But first I must make tests with
this—er—Paortland cement.”

And John Smeaton did just that. He was
the first man to make serious attempt to
grapple with the question of the cause of
the varying hydraulic properties of differ-
ent lime cements.

The resuit of these experiments taught
John Sineaton that the best hydraulic limes
were made from limestone containing an
appreciable amount of clay. He arrived at
a mixture of cement that would set in from
ten to twenty minutes, either in or out of
water.

The Eddystone lighthouse was started in
August, 1756, and completed in Juine, 1757.

Tt rose to the full height of seventy feet
with about forty courses of dovctailed
Portland stone, firmly cemented with
Smeaton’s “Portland cement.” It stood
successfully against the wind and weather
for more than a hundred years—until it had
to be removed to another section on the
reef in 1877, because of the undermining of
the reef by the angry seas.

This engineering feat excited such wide-
spread admiration that the impetus given
by John Smeaton to the study of cements
and binders and concrete went on apace.

Although his “Portland cement” was, of
course, different from modern Portland ce-

ment, nevertheless the color and properties
of Smeaton’s cement were similar to native
Portland stone.

With research into the subject, it war.
now just a matter of time before spcciai
machinery to grind and calcine and mix
stone and clay into the finest cement came
into being.

In 1845, Mr. I. C. Johnson, manager of
the Messrs. White & Sons’ works at Swans-
combe, produced a cement of the modern

John Smeaton

type by burning the raw materials with in-
tense heat until the mass was nearly vitri-
fied and then grinding this clinker into a
powder which, to use John Smeaten’s own
words of nearly half a century carlier, pro-
duced a cement that would ‘“‘equal the best
merchantable Portland stone in solidity and
durability.”

Today, the world carnot progress with-
out cement and the added structural steel.
Used in thousands of works of construction,
Portland cement has become the fourth
largest industry in the world. In the
United States alone there are some 150
great plants turning out thousands of tons
daily of this powdered mixture of silica,
alumina, lime and magnesia which, thanks
to John Smeaton, rivals the durability of
Portland stone.

SPINNENG LIEKKE A TOP

I ecn Foucault Invenis the Amazing G yroscope

T WAS really a lovely Christmas—
Noel, to little Léon. His father had
given him such a splendid present. It
was a Chinese top, a wretty thing of pol-
ished wood, shaped like a section of a cyl-
inder with a free-spinning top handle and
a pointed base. It stood as straight as a
soldier of the line when it was spinning.
And the amazing thing was that its hollow

inside was filled with a number of slightly
concave discs, each with a central peint
something like the bottom piece of the top.

When Léon lightly grasped the little red
handle of the spinning top and lifted it
quickly, the entire upper part of the top
came off, and the inner discs showered to
the table from the spinning bottom piece,
to continue spinning themselves.



Little Léon was delighted, and he spun
his top by the hour, never failing to be
amazed at the deluge of inner discs which
spun for themselves upon release. Galileo
had long ago discovered the secret of the
pendulum, and Sir Isaac Newton had long
ago propounded his Law of Motion—but
little Jean Bernard Léon Foucault in Paris
that Noel of 1824 when he was five years
old knew nothing of this. He was just a
small boy with a Chinese top.

But the gods of science and wisdom must
have smiled when Léon received his gift.
For young Foucault became deeply inter-
ested in the mysteries of his top. Why did
the outer top impart its motion to its tiny
progeny? Why was it difficult to twist or
turn a spinning top? And when Léon grew
older and learned to spin a solid, more con-
ical-shaped top at school, he became quite
expert in making his top do tricks.

One that always amused and surprised his
companions was the trick of picking up the
spinning top in a loop of the cord and mak-
ing it spin around on its point in the loop
while remaining rigidly at right angles to
the earth and with no other support save
its own speed.

Why did a top do this? What good was
it? How could this queer phenomenon be
reduced to mathematical law and then ap-
plied to some sound working principle or
machine?

Queer thoughts for a young French boy
whose father wanted him to become a phy-
sician. But Léon Foucault was no ordinary
boy. With a mind which had a natural
trend for physics and mathematics, by the
time he was a young man he gave up his
medical schooling and turned to experi-
mental physics.

By now he had discovered Sir Isaac New-
ton, and many of his questions were an-
swered in theory if not in practice. And
still Foucault dreamed dreams about his
top and the principle that a spinning body
tends to maintain rigidity in space and
carry forward its motion in a straight line.

Until finally the great idea came to him.
If nothing more, he could prove directly
the rotation of the earth. The tops which
had spun in his hands and in his mind had
spun out a rhythm of thought which was to
bear fruit reaching far down the centuries.

In 1852 Foucault built an utterly new
style of top. It was a queer-looking thing,
like a skeletal globe or a working model of
the planetary system rather than a top.

The idea was simply that of mounting a
heavy, rotating wheel in such a way that it
was free to rotate about any axis, carry-
ing on its original straight line of moving
force regardless of the action of any person
holding the top—regardless even of the
axial rotation of the earth.

Known by sight to almost every child of
today, Foucault’s top was such a little
wheel mounted in a metal circle which in
turn was mounted within another outer
circle at right angles to it, and the outer
circle was mounted at right angles between

the arms of a larger half-circle set upon a
base.

Thus the top when at rest could be
moved freely and easily in any direction,
having three dimensions, or degrees, of
freedom. When Foucault wound a string
around the main shaft of his top and
whipped it free to set the top spinning, the
top became rigid in the position it assumed,
apparently defying the natural laws of
gravity.

In actual fact, it was following Isaac
Newton’s Law of Motion—rigidity in space
and precession. Now Foucault set his top
in a perpendicular position and set it spin-
ning. To his amazement it seemed, as the
time sped by, that the top was changing its
position. In twenty-four
hours of tests the top
made a complete circuit
around its base.

This was really false
motion. What was hap-
pening was that the top
maintained its original
plane of motion while the
room and the earth turned
beneath it, indisputable
proof of the revolution
of the earth on its own
axis. Had the top been
large enough it would
have halted or at least
greatly affected the spin-
ning of the earth itself.

To this global top Foucault gave the
name ‘“gyroscope,” or stabilizer. For this
unique invention and its subsequent demon-
stration Léon Foucault received the Copley
medal from the Royal Society in 1855, and
the gyroscope was brought to the attention
of a marveling public, becoming one of the
most popular scientific toys of the age.

It remained a toy while Foucault went on
to other notable achievements in science
which bear his name. However, in the lat-
ter part of the nineteenth century a man by
the name of G. M. Hopkins introduced an
electrically driven rotor which could im-
part to the spinning gyroscope a constant
impulse of steady power. This addition put
the gyroscope to full practical use.

It could now be used as a stabilizer for
ships in stormy weather. It became the
steadying influence in gyroscopic com-
passes, the underlying principle of robot
steering devices and robot controls, because
it never varied from the rigid plane in
which it was set.

Today several manufacturers of scientific
instruments build them with integral gyro-
scopic parts for a thousand purposes and
uses. Man now rides the ocean, flies the
skies and operates myriad pieces of intri-
cate machinery by the use of that scientific
toy with the inflexible will to maintain its
original plane of motion.

The gyroscope, stabilizer of the world,
built upon the very spatial design and mo-
tion of Mother Earth herself, is a precision
instrument of science invented by that
French lad who dreamed of spinning tops.

More THRILLS IN SCIENCE /n the Next Issue
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A Tribute to America’s Heroes of Production
By MAJOR GENERAL E. B. GREGORY

Quartermaster General, United States Army

HE production side of this war will be

won by Americans who do the small
things well, whether it is making a rivet for
a tank or sewing a sleeve in an Army
uniform.

The casual onlooker is too apt to think
of war production just in terms of big
tanks, giant bombers, longrange guns and
fighting ships.

g Ceryrin ity These are vitally necessary. But in this

war, as in every war, the men who fight

are human beings. They must have food, clothing and shelter be-

fore they can be expected to fly their planes, fire their guns or sail
their ships.

Throughout America today, there are millions of workers
turning out clothing and tents, growing and processing food-
stuffs, building barracks, raising horses and mules—all absolute
necessities to the Army, all direct contributions to ultimate
victory.

When historians write down the heroes of production in
this war, they will spotlight those who served faithfully in the
production of necessities that keep our fighting men and equip-
ment in operation. The heroes will be the men and women who
did their duty at every place in the production line.
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The Greal Invasion
By WILLIAM MORRISON
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As Hari switched on the Hyper-Light Ray, the
invader reached out and lifted him from the
ground
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On That Dread Day Strange
Beings Descended from the

Heavens to Paralyze an Entire
World with Fright!

’-!‘HERE was a full-sized riot go-
ing on in the classroom when
the teacher walked in. At first
the noise was so great that no cne
heard him. But once Hari had ac-
cidentally looked up and caught a
glimpse of the stern face, the rest of
the pupils realized their teacher's
presence soon enough. They quieted
down with a suddenness that was
startling.

He stared at them grimly for a mo-
ment.

“What is the meaning of this up-
roar?” he demanded.

Only Hari had the courage to at-
tempt an answer.

“We’re being invaded by a race
from another planet, Teacher, and
we’re defending ourselves.”

“Invaded by a race from another
planet? Where did you ever hear
such nonsense?”

Hari hesitated, and then blurted out
the news hurriedly.
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“It was in the newspapers. An
astronomer saw some objects hurtling
through space, and he thinks they’re
spaceships, and I had an idea for a
game—"

“Oh.
idea?”

“Yes, sir.” Hari lowered his eyes.

“Well, I'll think of your punish-
ment later. Meanwhile, to the other
credulous members of this painfully
ignorant group of would-be scholars,
let me say a few words.”

Everyone was absolutely quiet, lis-
tening.

“Most of you are too young to re-
member any other occasion on which
a hullabaloo was raised about an inva-
sion from another world. My mem-
ory, however, stretches back a little
further than yours. I recall that many
years ago there were similar rumors,
followed by panic and tumoil.”

A voice interrupted eagerly.

“Did it really happen, Teacher?
Were we really invaded?”

“Of course not. The whole stery
was a hoax, just as this story is a hoax.
That is the point I wish to make. Ac-
cordingly, in the future I advise you
to pay less attention to sensational
headlines and more to your studies.

“How do you expect to be intelli-
gent, well-informed adults if you
don’t study now? Invasion from an-
other planet is a complete impossibil-
ity. That has been proved time and
again. Do you understand that? It
is a complete impossibility!”

A row of heads nodded in agree-
ment.

“Now,” their teacher ordered, “go
back to your work.”

Fifteen minutes later, the first news
of invasion came.

Every head was bent studiously
over a difficult problem in physics
when the keen ears of Lorin, Hari’s
best friend picked up the faint noise
of a loudspeaker a considerable dis-

So all this noise was your

tance away. He raised his head
abruptly.
“Something’s happening!” Lorin

shouted. “Something important!”
The teacher scowled. His own hear-

ing had become dulled with age, and

he regarded Lorin’s remark only as an

impertinent attempt to destroy dis-
cipline.

“Young man—" he began.

A loudspeaker in the school itself
suddenly began to blare out its mes-
sage.

“Bulletin! Strange spaceship lands
at unknown point north of equator!
Race from other planet leaves trail
of ruin and destruction! Thousands
feared already dead! Stand by for
further news!”

“But invasion from another world
has been proved to be impossible!” the
teacher protested blankly. “It has
been proved— Order, order, come to
order!”

No one paid any attention to him.
The loudspeaker was repeating its
message, and from all over the school
came the voices of excited students.

The announcer interrupted again.

“Flash! Another spaceship lands
approximately a thousand miles north
of first! Others feared coming! Trail
of invaders marked by death! Toll of
victims mounts into hundreds of thou-
sands! Invaders destroy means of
communication, leaving blasted areas
isolated!”

The teacher began repeating to him-
self in a hollow voice.

“It’s impossible, it’s impossible, it’s
impossible.” His face was a mask of
fear. “It’s imposs—" He fell over in
a dead faint.

ARI was surprised to discover

that he himself was not afraid.
He felt instead a sense of exhilaration
and adventure. No more dull classes,
no more useless learning, no more
stupid punishments!

Some of the students were almost
gibbering in their fright. They didn’t
know what to do, or where to go. Hari
knew. He would set out to fight the
invaders—

A voice cut
nouncer’s speech.

“Official government order. Martial
law declared. Every available able-
bodied man to report for immediate
service to fight against the invaders.
Women and children to leave occu-
pied areas at once. Reinforcements
being rushed—”

into the first an-
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“Suppese they come here!” Lorin
whispered excitedly. ‘“Where shall
we go?”

“We’li stay and fight them!” Hari
declared stoutly.

“But you heard what the announcer
said about women and children—"

“We're no children,” replied Hari
proudly. “We know how to handle
guns. We’'ll stay and do our share.”

The mass of students was moving,
carrying Hari and Lorin with them.
Outside the school, the pressure of the
crowd diminished, and the two boys
shook themselves free.

“Where shali we go first?” Lorin
asked.

“We’ll see if another ship lands
near here. If it does, we’ll stay. If
it doesn’'t—"

The loudspeaker was blaring again,
a third voice now speaking. The
tones were no longer firm and smooth-
ly modulated, but anxious, even
frightened.

“All men, as well as women and
children, urged to leave areas at-
tacked. Invadeis have powerful new
weapons unknown to our science. Ul-
tra-sound ray produces paralysis in
thousands simultaneously over wide
region.”

Fiari and Lorin listened, and a
tremor of fear swept over them as the
voice went on.

“Hyper-light ray produces almost
immediate blindness. Other weapons
not yet used, but seem to be held in
reserve. Government admits helpless-
ness, knows of no means of defense.”

“The best way to detend is to at-
tack!” Hari said fiercely.

“Suppose they do kiil some of us—"

There was no question of the an-
nouncer‘s iright any longer.

*“All our own weapons have proved
useiess. Explosive devices can not
gct near enough to operate. Hand to
hand combat out of question. I re-
peat, all men, as well as women and
children, to leave areas attacked. Do
not try to fight back. It is useless.”

Hari and Lorin stared at each other.

“Did you hear that? There’s noth-
ing we can do.”

The auncuncer was speaking again,
bt his voice had become unintellig:-

ble, and he was replaced.

“Government experts are working
on a plan which at present is shrouded
in secrecy—"

“That’s what they always say,” com-
mented Lorin.

“They always say, ‘Working fever-
ishly,” ” Hari agreed. “Listen.”

“The government will put its plan
into operation at the earliest possible
moment. Meanwhile, here are further
facts learned about the invaders. They
seem to have made complete prepara-
tions for taking over our planet. They
are accompanied by powerful hunting
animals, presumably to track down in-
dividual men and women who mo-
mentarily escape their death rays.

“Men who have seen the invaders
and escaped report that they are twice
human size, and completely inhuman
in form. They seem to be capable of
no emotion other than that of
cruelty.”

“W-what do they do?” Lorin asked.

T WAS almost as if the announcer

were answering him personally.

“Several refugees report individu-
ally that they hdve seen the invaders
devouring dead men. These reports
are doubted by officials, who do not
believe the invaders would stcp to eat
in the midst of their task of subjugat-
ing our planet.

“Nevertheless, the theory that the
invaders regard our race as food-ani-
mals has already gained wide cre-
dence, and confirmatory facts are
known.”

“Cannibals!” Lorin shuddered.

“They’re not,” replied Hari. “Can-
nibals eat their own kind. They eat
us!”

“Don’t be technical,” Lorin said.
“Look, you can do what you want, but
I’'m not going to run to see these can-
nibals! I'm going to hide!”

“You're a coward!”

“I'm not! I'm sensible! The gov-
ernment orders even men to run away.
And I'm not a man, I'm only a kid!”

“Since when?”

“Since I found out they’re canni-
bals, that’s when! We can’t do any-
thing to hurt them.”

“We can fight,” Hari declared.
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“It wouldn’t do any good. What
about yourself?” Lorin demanded.
“Do you want to be eaten?”

“No, but—they won’t get me!”

“You can’t escape from their death
rays if you're close to them. The best
thing is to get as far away as possible.
We're lucky the first two ships landed
so far south. We’ll just have to hope
there aren’t any more.”

“You are a coward—"

There was a noise like a vast peal
of thunder, and then a light that
seared their eyes. The voice on the
radio ceased abruptly.

“Can that be—” Lorin stammered.

“I don’t know. I hope not!”

“It’s a third spaceship! And it
landed close by! If they start the
death rays—"

They both began to run. Hari
caught himself, stopped and held on
to Lorin. The latter boy struggled to
get away.

“What are you stopping for?” he
demanded.

“Because I don’t know which way
to run. In what direction did the
ship land?”

“I don’t know.”

“Then where can we run to?”

Lorin’s eyes grew moist.

“I'm scared!” he said.

“Don’t be a baby! Be brave like
me! Be brave—"

A low rumbling sound seemed to
rise up out of the ground and pene-
trate to the very marrow of their
bones. For a moment Hari felt as if
his brain were on fire. The noise
continued for fifteen seconds, twenty,
twenty-five.

Hari dug his fingers into his ears,
but the torture was becoming intoler-
able, when the noise suddenly ceased.
The ringing in his ears died away
slowly.

“That must be the Ultra-sound
ray,” Lorin gasped. “If we had been
closer, we’d be dead now. What can
we do?”

“Which direction did it
from?”

“Owver to the east.”

“Then we run west!”

Five minutes later, while they were
still running, the sound came again,

come
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but this time from further away,
weaker, and not so painful. It was a
full half hour before the boys were
beyond its reach.

ARI looked helplessly about him.

He and Lorin had stopped run-

ning because they were tired, not be-

cause they felt they were out of dan-

ger. Everywhere about them, people

were moving with feverish haste, some

merely scurrying back and forth aim-

lessly, others keeping steadily in one

direction, as if they knew where they
were going.

A few of these seemingly intelli-
gent folks, Hari noticed, were headed
straight for the invaders.

The people in flight were of every
kind. Men, women, children; all of
them had fear in their eyes, and in
their faces. Even the infants who
know nothing else knew enough to be
afraid. They had caught the feeling
of panic from their mothers.

One man had a bundle filled with all
sorts of valuables, as well as unneces-
sary and absurd objects he would be
sure to throw away later. He had
packed everything he could lay hands
on, unreasoning in his fear.

Another was wearino several suits
of clothes at the same time, in the
hope that if he lost everything else,
he could at least keep his body clad.
A third, with a fierce expression on
his face, carried a tiny weapon that
might have served to kill a small ani-
mal, but would have been useless
against a man.

“I'll show them,” he was mumbling.
“I’ll sell my life dear.” He was most
scared of all.

Hari noticed that there were gov-
ernment officials in the crowd, men of
the highest dignity, still distinguish-
able by their uniforms, but otherwise
no different from the rest. If possible,
they seemed even more panic:stricken.
They had forgotten all their duties in
their desire to flee from the invaders.

Lorin stared at his companion.

“I'm tired,” he said suddenly. “I
can’t go any further.”
“We’ll sit down.

ping us.”

“I’'m hungry.”

Nobody’s stop-
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“Me, too.
eat.”

“But we haven’t any money.”

“We won’t need money. It’s no
good at a time like this.”

They went into a shop. The con-
tents were scattered about in wild dis-
order, and the owner was gone. They
glanced quickly at the shelves. There
was nothing but expensive jewelry.

“What good is all that junk?” ex-
claimed Lorin.

“People keep the craziest things.
Let’s try some place else.”

Further on they discovered a food
store, but others liad discovered it too,
and they had a struggle before they
could eat.

“What'll we do now?” Lorin asked
when they were finished.

“Keep moving, I guess.”

“Where to?”

“Away from the invaders. They
can’t be everywhere. So far as we
know, there are only three of their
ships on the whole planet.”

“As far as we know,” agreed Lorin.
“But we don’t know very much. The
first thing they do is cut the means of
communication. The announcer said
so. There could be a dozen space-
ships, and we wouldn’t know it.”

“No use worrying about that. I
wonder what happened to our
teacher.”

“The sound ray must have got him.”

“I suppose so.” Hari nodded. “And
just about two hours ago, he was say-
ing that an invasion was impossible.”

“That just shows how much good it
does you to learn something in
school.”

There was a short silence.
broke it.

“I wish I knew what happened to
my father and mother.”

“I wish I knew what happened to
mine. But there’s no use worrying.
They must be all right. They can run
faster than we can. A lot faster.”

“Yes, but suppose they stopped to
look for us?”

“Then they’d be out of luck. But
T'll bet they’'re safe. The only thing
that bothers me is that they're worried
about us.”

Hari stood up.

We’'ll get something to

Lorin
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“Do you want to get started again?”
he suggested.
“We may as well.”

LOUDSPEAKER unexpectedly
came to life.

“A fifth ship has just landed at some
unknown spot to the west. Further
details are not yet at hand. All in-
habitants are warned—"

There came a further repetition of
the dangers to be expected from the
Ultra-sound ray, and the Hyper-light
ray. “To the west!” Hari exclaimed.
“That’s where we were going!”

“It seems that we can’'t run away
from them, no matter how hard we
try!” Lorin said desperately.

“It seems so. Notice that the an-
nouncer said this is the fifth ship.
That means there’s another one unre-
ported some place, in addition to the
one that landed near us.”

“They must have sent a big army.
Maybe they intend to wipe us all out
right away.”

Hari shook his head slowly.

“Not if they want to keep us for
food animals,” he said.

“I’d rather die now than live to be
eaten later!”

“Not me. I'm going to stay alive as
long as I can.”

The crowd around them had grown
thicker, but people were not moving
so rapidly. The trouble was, no one
knew where to go. And everyone was
afraid to stay where he was.

Babies were squalling, and that
made it hard to think, but Hari was
thinking nevertheless. He had heard
one of the announcers say something
about government experts having a
plan of defense. He wondered
whether it was true. Did someone
really have a plan that might possibly
work, or was the announcer just try-
ing to calm the pecple with soothing
statements?

He spoke to Lorin about it. Lorin
shrugged his shoulders helplessly. He
couldn’t guess.

For a whole hour, Hari consoled
himself with the hope that the gov-
ernment had a plan to save them. In
the end, it was a government spokes-
man himself who taught him better.
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The news came over the broadcasting
system.

The government’s plan had been to
send a committee to the invaders, pro-
posing complete surrender, provided
the people’s lives were spared. The
committee had been greeted by both
the light and the sound rays, and its
members had been lucky to get away
with their lives.

Hari and Lorin slept that night in
an enormous empty house that had
been deserted by its owners. In the
morning, Hari felt courage returning,
but Lorin was more frightened than
ever. The noise of people moving
and yelling during the night had kept
him awake. And once he had heard
—or imagined that he had heard—the
distant noise of the sound ray.

They ate in silence. And then there
came the perpetual question.

“What shall we do next?”
asked.

“Let’s go back,” Hari said abruptly.

“Go back? To be eaten?”

“Just go back. There’s no place to
run to. And the invaders will be
coming here soon. If we go back,
we’ll fool them.”

“Some way of fooling them!
running right down their throats!”

“They won’t even see us,” Hari de-
clared.

“Suppose they turn on the sound
ray?”

“We’ll put something in our ears.
But maybe if they don’t expect us,

Lorin

By

they won’t turn it on. And then,
maybe—"

“What?” demanded Lorin expect-
antly.

“We might learn how to conquer

them. The trouble is that so far, no-
body’s got close encugh to learn their
weaknesses. Well—there’s a job for
us.”
“You’re crazy,” scoffed Lorin. “If
the government couldn’t do anything,
what hope is there for us? We're only
a couple of kids.”

“That’s a fine way to talk!” Hari
chided him. “But suppose it’s true.
Maybe we’ll be able to succeed where
men have failed. If the invaders see
us, they may figure the way you do—
we’re only kids, and we can’t hurt
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them. We’ll see about that!”

Lorin hesitated.

“Well, are you coming with me?”
Hari prodded.

“I don’t want to, but—I don’t want
to be left alone, either. All right, I'll
go along.”

HEY started on the way back,

slowly and cautiously. Practically
everyone had deserted the invaded
area by now. As the boys walked
along they met only a few people who
had been stunned by the sound ray
and had recovered. After an hour’s
walking, they no longer met even such
people as these.

They had been proceeding steadily
for several hours before they realized
a peculiar thing. Despite the inva-
sion, nothing had been touched.
Houses, fields, roads, all were un-
harmed. Only the people had been
affected by the destroying rays.

It was Hari who pointed this out.
Lorin stared about him.

“You’re right,” he admitted. “What
does it mean?”

“It may mean that they’ll want to
live here themselves. Or else, after
they’ve won mastery, they’ll let us
come back. In either case, they must
be great scientists, to be able to direct
their weapons so skilfully.”

“It isn’t good sense for us to get
too close to them,” Lorin said nerv-
ously.

“Oh, they’re not worried about us.
They don’t even suspect that we
exist.”

They kept on, more cautiously than
ever. And then, unexpectedly, they
saw the invader.

It was evident that he hadn’t seen
them. Hari shuddered to think of
what would have happened if he had.
As the broadcasts had reported, the
invaders were giants, at least twice
the stature of an ordinary man, and
between three and four times the
height of Hari and Lorin.

This one had a face that was a hor-
rible parody of human countenance.
There were two cold and glittering
eyes, a cruel slit of a mouth, and a
jaw so firm that it seemed to be made
of some hard rock.
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Hari thought he could feel Lorin
trembling at his side. Then he reali-
ized that it was he himself who was

shivering.
The invader was walking with giant
strides in their general direction.

Suddenly he paused and seemed to be
listening. Hari, afraid to move for
fear of attracting his attention, held
his breath.

Then the Hyper-light ray flashed
on. It was the first Hari had seen of
it. It swept in a vast circle in which
the invader’s body occupied the cen-
ter. As it hit his eyes, Hari, with
difficulty, suppressed a cry of pain.
He dropped to the ground, Lorin be-
side him.

The light ray swept on over them,
to cease as unexpectedly as it had ap-
peared. The invader turned and
strode gigantically away.

Hari began to rise to his feet and
thought better of it.

“Let’s get out of here,” Lorin said.

“We've gone this far, we might just
as well go a little farther.”

They crept forward. In the far dis-
tance, a gigantic silver object re-
flected the sunlight from its gleaming
sides.

“The spaceship!” Hari exclaimed.

“Let’s go back!”

Hari paid him no attention. Lorin
was afraid, but he would get over that.
In the meantime, they would be learn-
ing about the invaders, picking up bits
of the information needed to over-
come them. Hari already had an idea.
If they could get close enough with-
out being discovered—

“Stop !” Lorin whispered with sud-
den fierceness.

“What’s the matter now?”

“We’re being watched!
eyes—"

Two great eyes were staring out at
the boys from the underbrush. Hari
made out vaguely the doglike body be-
hind the eyes; black, muscular, and
with an appearance of supple power
that frightened him more than he
would let Lorin know. But this ani-
mal was certainly no giant.

“It looks dangerous, but— Why,
it isn’t nearly as big as we are! If it
attacks us, we can fight it off —I hope.”

“Don’t you remember what the an-

Those
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It’s a hunting animal!
It won’t attack us. It will point us
out to the invaders. They’ll be sure
to get us now!” Lorin gasped.

“Don’t be so scared, and don’t give
up yet. The first invader went away.
Maybe there aren’t any others
around.”

nouncer said?

OTH boys stared back at the two
great eyes.

“I can’t stand this,” Lorin whis-
pered, his teeth chattering. “In an-
other minute I'm afraid I’ll run.”

“I feel the same way,” Hari gulped.
“There’s only one thing to do.”

“What’s that?”

“Run toward it, not away from it.
Maybe it’s scared of us, too. Come
on!”

Together they rose from the ground
and dashed at the miniature monster,
just as if they hadn’t been ready to die
of fear. It backed up slightly, roared
unexpectedly, and then turned and
ran.

“We're in luck,” Hari said, panting.
“Now let’s get away from here, before
it can return, bringing the invaders
with it.”

To Lorin’s dismay, he pressed for-
ward again.

“You’re too brave for your own
good— and mine,” Lorin muttered an-
grily.

There was a distant rumble, as of an
Ultra-sound ray far off. They put their
hands to their ears, but that didn’t
help at all. The vibration seemed to
penetrate their bodies, piercing its
way to every bone and muscle.

Then the paralyzing vibrations died
away. The boys kept on moving until
Hari froze to the ground.

“More invaders!” he exclaimed.

There were half a dozen of them
this time. The group of giants was
more frightening than anything Hari
and Lorin could have imagined. The
overwhelming effect of all those cruel
faces together was something that had
to be seen to be appreciated.

A sound ray played over the boys,
torturing them ogain. The invaders
looked up as it was trained on their
own great bodies, and then disre-
garded it.

“Did you notice that?” Lorin whis-
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pered. “It doesn’t seem to hurt them.”

“That’s bad. I had anidea for some-
thing, and now it’s useless.”

“What was your idea?”
quavered.

“I planned to steal their sound-ray
projector and turn it against them.
But if they’re not vulnerable to it—"

“Maybe we can hurt them with the
Hyper-light ray.”

“We’ll have to see if we can steal a
projector from the spaceship. Per-
haps it isn’t well guarded.”

The giant invaders had turned and
were walking toward their ship. And
then Hari came face to face once more
with the hunting animal he had pre-
viously frightened away.

It roared at him, and opened a mouth
in which huge teeth glistened with
terrifying effect. But Hari wasn’t
so much afraid of the teeth. He was
frightened lest the invaders hear and
approach.

Apparently, they were too far away.
Hari took a step forward, and the ani-
mal leaped at him.

Hari sidestepped, and as the black
body went hurtling past, the boy
turned and threw himself upon it.
The animal squirmed out from under
him, roared again and leaped once
more.

This time it grazed Hari’s shoul-
der, throwing him off balance. He
staggered aside, but as he did so, his
fist caught the animal a blow between
its huge eyes.

It drew back, roared this time as if
in pain, and slunk away.

Lorin shook his head with awe.

“You've got more nerve—and more
luck—"

“Come on!” ordered Hari. “Don’t
waste time talking.” And they pressed
forward again toward the ship.

It loomed a short distance ahead of
them, growing larger with every step
they took. They could see an open-
ing in its side, and the figures of the
invaders walking in and out. A beam
of light shone from the opening.

Hari had apparently lost all sense of
fear. He approached so close to the
giant figures that he could see the ex-
pressions on their faces. But he didn’t
dare look at them for very long. They
were too frightening. Instead he

Lorin
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turned his attention to the Hyper-
light ray projectors that each of them
carried at his belt.

If he could only lay his hands on
one!

ARI was sorry as he watched that
he had not brought a weapon
along. The invaders wore very little
armor, and as far as he could tell they
would have been easily vulnerable. It
was just as he had imagined. If every-
body hadn’t been frightened and run
off, the government might have found
a way to deal with the invasion. All
the officials would have needed was a
few brave men.

Lorin was tugging at Hari's arm.
He was more scared than ever, and
wanted to get away. But Hari kept
his eyes on the light-ray projectors.
If only he could secure one—

Then, as if by a miracle, it happened.
One of the projectors slipped from an
invader’s belt and fell softly to the
ground, where it lay disregarded. The
invader turned carelessly and walked
away.

“Don’t let them see you!” Lorin
whispered desperately.

But Hari no longer felt the need for
caution. He ran forward and dived
for the projector. It was a compact
instrument, small but heavy. There
was a metal stud at one end. A slight
pressure on this, and the light ray
would spring into existence.

Hari heard a low cry of alarm from
Lorin. The invader had discovered
the loss of his projector, and was re-
turning to look for it. Hari glanced
up, saw the expression of surprise on
the cruel face, and almost fell to the
ground. The invader had caught sight
of him!

There was a fraction of a second in
which the invader stood motionless, as
if stunned. Hari pressed the stud, and
the Hyper-light ray caught the giant
in the eyes. He staggered back, as if
blinded. Hari turned off the light and
sprang away.

He and Lorin went racing through
the tangled paths in a mad effort to
escape. As long as the sound ray
wasn’t turned on, they had a chance.
After them came the invader. The
blindness had been only momentary.
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And then to their ears came the sound
of other invaders joining in the search,
and a long-drawn roar—

It was the hunting beast. Even be-
fore they saw it, they recognized the
sound. The beast bounded ahead of
them, its great eyes blazing, and
roared again. The two boys came to
a frightened stop. They turned, and
saw the invader almost on top of them.
Lorin screamed, and ran straight at
the beast, which moved aside.

Hari had foolishly turned to fight.
He had switched the Hyper-light ray
on again. But this time the invader
was prepared for it. With one arm he
protected his eyes. With the other,
he reached out and seized Hari around
the middle.

In one horrified glance, Lorin saw
Hari being lifted from the ground, his
face contorted with terror, He saw the
cruel mouth of the invader open,
caught sight of the glistening teeth,
the slavering jaws—and ran as he had
never run before. Behind him, urg-
ing him on, came the roars of the
disappointed invaders.

L T T

How Lorin got away, he never
knew. The hunting beast must have
been unable to follow his trail on this
unfamiliar planet. Besides, even for
a boy, Lorin was moving very rapidly.
Two hours later, his pace had slowed
down to a feeble walk, but he was still
fleeing. He was taking no chances.

Later that day, he encountered fa-
miliar faces. They were those of the
schoolmates he had known in that
long-gone time before the invasion—
one whole day before, in fact. Lorin
told them of how he had seen Hari
eaten alive, and they all shuddered.
One or two of the most venturesome
had played with the idea of sneaking
back and taking a look at the invaders.
They gave it up quickly enough.

Some semblance of order was begin-
ning to appear out of the confusion.
The government was making plans,
not for surrender this time. The in-
vaders were apparently unwilling for
some reason to venture out of the
territory they had already occupied.
The government was willing to leave
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them there, while it prepared slowly
and methodically for a counterat-
tack.

ORIN passed the days in aimless

fashion. With no school to at-
tend, and no duties to perform, he
didn’t know what to do with himself.
He poked his nose everywhere, saw
everyone, listened to everything—and
was bored.

He missed Hari. If his companion
had been less reckless, he would have
been still alive. Lorin’s eyes misted
over whenever he thought of him.

It was a week later that Lorin heard

a voice, It came over a broadcasting
system, and that in itself was not sur-
prising, for the government had

rapidly restored the “means of com-
munication. But this was not a
government broadcast. And the voice
was something Lorin had never ex-
pected to hear again. It was Hari’s
voice.

“Hello, everybody,” Hari said. “Es-
pecially Pop and Mom, and Lorin. I
am broadcasting from the invaders’
camp.

“I should explain first of all that
they are not really invaders. They are
just visitors here, and they are sur-
prised that we got into such a panic
about them. They didn’t destroy our
communications system. The broad-
casting people just got scared and ran
away.

“I was captured a week ago, and
have been busy learning to understand
these visitors ever since then. I do
not know all the words of their
language yet, but I have learned
enough to realize that we were wrong
in what we thought,

“They tell me that I have picked
up their language quickly. That, I
have explained to them, is due partly
to the fact that with our people, chil-
dren are almost as intelligent as
adults, although much smaller. Part-
ly it is due to the fact that I am ex-
ceptionally bright.”

(“That’s Hari, all right,” thought
Lorin. “Conceited as ever.”)

“I must explain first about the Ultra-
sound ray. They had no intention of
hurting us. They set it up merely as a
loud speaker system, to communicate
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with us. But it seems that our lan-
guage is at so high a pitch as to be
inaudible to their ears—and their lan-
guage is so low as to seem to us like
unpleasant and dangerous vibrations.

“They understand the difficulty now
and will not broadcast the sound ray
any more. When they speak to us,
they will raise the sound pitch as they
have done in my case.

“As for the Hyper-light ray, that
wasn’t meant to be harmful, either. It
appears that the light on our planet is
too dim for the visitors to see by. Be-
sides, it is mostly at wavelengths be-
low their limits of vision. A strong
light in what they consider the visible
range happens to blind our sensitive
eyes. They will be careful not to blind
us in the future.

“They tell me that these rays of
theirs may have paralyzed or blinded
our people temporarily, but that they
have not come across one case of
death. That should prove to any doubt-
ful persons that they are not really
trying to invade our planet.”

Hari paused, to let his words sink in.

“The reason they came in five ships
is that they have already had experi-
ence in space travel. They have in-
vestigated the planets nearest them,
those closest to the sun. As it is a
long trip from their home planet to
ours, they were anxious not to waste
time in shuttling back and forth, so
they sent five ships on the first expedi-
tion.

“If my friend, Lorin, is listening, I
want to let him know that he made a
terrible mistake in thinking that the
beast we ran across was a hunting
animal. It is only a pet, and our visi-
tors brought it along for purposes of
companionship. I myself was never
deceived about it for a moment.”

(“Liar!” exclaimed Lorin.)
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“The visitors do not eat our race.
That is another mistake that some
people made about them, but I did not.
They brought their own food.

“If Lorin thinks he saw one of our
visitors about to eat me, that is because
Lorin was too excited to think
straight. The visitor was merely
bringing me closer, to get a better look
at me in the dim light. He had his
mouth open in a grin, and what seemed
to be a roar was just a laugh of amuse-
ment at finding me unafraid of him.”

(“Oh, what a liar!”)

ARI went on imperturbably.

“I have learned the names of
many things in our visitors’ language.
The supposed hunting animal is actu-
ally a type of cat. The visitors them-
selves are remarkably like Homo sa-
piens, which means ‘men.” It is true
that they have very big features and
great, powerful bodies, and they differ
in other ways also.

“But they do not seem so horrible
in appearance, once we get rid of our
false ideas about them. In fact, they
are not altogether unpleasant looking.
We seem to them like midgets. Their
planet is Venus, ours is Earth.”

(“Why don’t people stay home on
their own planets, where they be-
long?” Lorin muttered.)

“I shall tell a great deal more in my
next broadcast. Right now, the visi-
tors want to talk to me, because they
rely a great deal on my judgment.
Meanwhile, I want to say only that we
have been the victims of a very foolish
misunderstanding, and that this
wouldn’t have happened if everybody
had been brave and clever like me, and
hadn’t given way to panic. Lorin can
tell you that I wasn’t frightened.”

(“What a liar,” said Lorin bitterly.
“What a liar!”)
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The Super Velocitor

By S. C. CARPENTER

Space, Time, and Distance Are No Deterrents for a Scientific
Criminal When He Throws a Veil of Invisibility Around His Aides!

CHAPTER I
The Mail Robberies

UPERINTEN-
DENT HAMIL-
TON reached

for his telephone.
“This is Conductor
Burton, of Number
Twenty-eight, speak-
ing from Bradford.

\ The mail car was
i ?_.i-‘_/ o robbed somewhere
S between here and
Ridgedale. Registered mail gone. Am

holding car for your orders.”

“Sidetrack and guard the car,” came the
order. ‘“Call the Btadford police. I will
be right over on Number Thirty-one.”

Superintendent Hamilton banged the re-
ceiver at the hook and glared at the offend-
ing telephone. The third mail robbery in
two months, and neither the local police,
railroad detectives, nor the postoffice in-
spectors had found a single clue.

Number Thirty-one was a fast mail, mak-
ing only two stops in the run from Ridge-
dale to Bradford. Registered mail placed
on the train at Ridgedale had somehow
\franéshed into thin air before reaching Brad-

ord.

At neither of the two intermediate
stops had the Bradford mail been handled
by the clerks and the train had pounded
out her average of fifty miles an hour be-
tween stops with not even a slow-up.

After the first robbery, a mail clerk had
been arrested as the only one who could
possibly have handled the mail. At the
second robbery the clerk alternating with
him was in charge of the car. Pursuing
their thought that the mail clerks must be
the culprits, the inspectors arrested him as
the perpetrator of the second theft and a
possible accomplice in the first.

Thus it stood when Hamilton reached
Bradford, where he found the mail car
sidetracked and the police on guard. He
was greeted rather brusquely by the in-
spector in charge:

“Isn’t it a rather high-handed proceeding
to order the United States mail held up. I
have taken the responsibility of forwarding
the mail, transferring it under police in-
spection. I am confident no clues were
destroyed by so doing.”

“HMave you found anything?”

“The car itself is being examined now.
But so far we have found not a scrap of
evidence except a bit of mud on the side

sill, as though someone had climbed into
the car with muddy feet.”

“That may help.”

“Maybe. Maybe not.”

FTER a consultation between Hamil-

ton, the inspector and the police, the
clerk, who had been put through a severe
grilling, was released. The other two
clerks also were exonerated, as they were
obviously innocent of the series of rob-
beries.

Perplexed and not a little disturbed over
the situation, Hamilton returned to his of-
fice. By the time he reached his desk his
decision was made.

“There is only one man who can handle
our end of this case—Detective Crane, of
New York.”

A telegram was promptly sent and a re-
ply as promptly received. Two days later
Detective Crane walked into Superintend-
ent Hamilton’s office.

“I’ve heard of you, Mr. Crane, and be-
lieve that with your wide experience you
can help us out on a mighty tough proposi-
tion.”

“T’ll be glad to do what I can, but cut
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Those in the car were looking

straight before them, revealing

not the slightest sign of mo-
tion, or breathing

out the ‘Mr.’
just Crane.”

“All right, Crane,” laughed Hamilton,
“we’ll get down to business.”

Hamilton went over the situation brief-
ly, but there was little he could really tell.
For some time Crane stared thoughtfully
at the floor.

“Now let’s sum up. Three times your
mail car has been robbed. In every one
of the three robberies there has been a spe-
cially valuable shipment. Mail clerks ar-
rested, with no effect on robberies. No
one entered the car who didn’t belong there,
and no chance between stations to board
trains. Absolutely no clues except a bit of
mud. That sums it up.”

“Just about. I can think of nothing
else.”

“All right. Now let’s get a little more
detailed information. Exactly what were
these valuable shipments?”

“All I know is that the registered mail
was unusually heavy.”

“Did you know, beforehand, this heavy
mail was coming?”

o ”»

To most of my friends, I'm

“Hu'mphl And the robbers did. Some-

thing funny there. Any special guards?”
((No ”»

“And with two robberies, one after the
other, you mean to say you took no special
precautions against a third?”

“Well, both clerks were in jail and they
brought another from a distant division.
The first two might have been in it, to-
gether, but hardly the third, who was on
the car at the last robbery.”

“That may be true. Got the men shad-
owed?”

“No. They have all been transferred to
other divisions.”

“How about the car, itself? What type
is it, blind ends?”

“It’s an older-type car, platform and
doors at each end.”

“Doors locked?”

“No. The end doors were unlocked, and
on the trip when the last robbery occurred
the clerk says the side doors were open
for ventilation. It was a hot day.”

“And that’s the trip when you found
mud on the side sill?”

‘lYeS.,Y

“How about that mud?
came from?”

Find where it
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“It’s been analyzed by a chemist and
several geologists have examined it. All
agree it is a common clay that occurs all
through this section. It might have come
from anywhere.”

“Clerks didn’t have mud on their shoes,
did they?”

“No. And they all swore up and down
that no one entered the car who didn’t have
a right to be there. There were no stops
between stations and, anyway, an outside
gang couldn’t hold up the car without some
show of force.”

“No? Well, apparently, they did. And
now”then, when is the next robbery coming
off?

“When is the—WHAT?”

“Well,” laughed Crane, “let’s put it this
way: When is the next big shipment due?
The next robbery will occur right then.”

“If they stick to schedule, there won’t be
another for a month. But in two weeks
the First National Bank of Ridgedale will
make a special shipment of money. They
will furnish their own guard.”

“Good! Can you get the chief of police
over here?”

“Yes, I’ll call him now.”

IFTEEN minutes later the chief had

arrived and the introductions were over.

“Now, Chief, I have evidently pumped
Superintendent Hamilton dry, but there are
a few little points which maybe you can
clear up.”

“Fire ahead.”

“Besides the mail clerks, is there any-
one you can think of who could have had
any possible connection with the rob-
beries?”

“No. In the two months since the first
affair we have thoroughly investigated
everyone who had anything to do with that
car and cannot find a shred of evidence.
It’s the most mystifying case I ever heard
of. Three times that car has been robbed
in broad daylight. How?"”

“That’s what I’m here to find out, Chief.
Assume, for the moment, that one of the
clerks is guilty. In at least one case the
side doors of the car were open. It would
be a simple matter to toss a package
through the doorway to a confederate at
some point along the right of way. Can
you think of anyone who could have been
that confederate? Now think carefully,
Chief. Valuables like that don’t disap-
pear into the underworld without showing
up again, somewhere.”

Brows knitted in thought, the chief
drummed with his fingers on the desk.

“I have it! Spider Morgan.”

“And who, may I ask, is Spider Mor-
gan?”’

“He is a budding young crook who bids
fair to become an expert if he keeps on.
We have had him up several times, for
petty thefts. For the past two or three
weeks he has been specially flush with
money, but as he hasn’t pulled off a job
for some time, we have nothing to hold
him on. We have, however, kept an eye
on him, though he is not being actually
shadowed. He could not have been con-
nected with the last robbery, anyway.”
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“Why not?”

‘“Because he was somewhere inn the city
at the time.”

“What do you mean—*‘somewhere in the
city’? Don’t you know exactly where he
was?”

“We know his whereabouts except for
one interval of about half an hour.”

“What time was that?”

“Between eleven and eleven-thirty.”

“Where was the train at that time, Ham-
ilton?”

“Left here on time at
Reached Bradford on time,
forty.”

“Where was Spider at eleven?
the station?”

“No. In a billiard parlor a mile away.”

“Humph! That certainly lets him out
from actual participation in the robbery.
And we don’t know that it actually oc-
curred between here and Bradford. But—
Spider disappears at the same time the
train leaves the city. It may be sheer
coincidence—probably is—but the ques-
tion of his whereabouts is worth investi-
gating. Yes, I have a hunch that Mr.
Spider Morgan will bear watching.”

“Now, Chief, I have a plan and I want
your help. When the First National makes
its shipment two weeks from now, I am
going on the car with it. Meanwhile I
should like to have you put a shadow on
Spider Morgan. Start now and hold him
day and night, till I give the word to let

O ”»

eleven-two.
at eleven-

Near

“Okay, Mr. Crane. We’ll do it.”

“And you, Hamilton, I'll depend on you
to make arrangements with the First Na-
tional to have me go with the shipment.”

And in this commonplace manner was
started the most amazing case Detective
Crane had ever encountered.

CHAPTER 1II
The Fourth Robbery

TWO weeks later No. 28 left Ridgedale
for Bradford, with Detective Crane in
the express car. By agreement with the
police chief, known only to the latter and
Detective Crane, to prevent any possible
leakage, arrangements were made with the
bank, at the very last moment before train
time, to ship the money in an ordinary day
coach of the following train, an “accommo-
dation.”

Several plain-clothes men were scat-
tered through the car. A bogus package,
with marked bills, was carried from the
bank under guard and placed in the safe
of the express car. Crane, known to the
clerks in the car as the bank messenger,
was given the combination of the safe and
full authority to take any measures he
saw fit.

He decided to take no chances. As the
train pulled out of Ridgedale, he opened
the safe and personally inspected the pack-
age. It had certainly not been tampered
with at the beginning of the journey.
During the short run to the first stop, the
express and mail clerks approached the
safe only under Crane’s watchful eyes.



ile again opened the safe as the train
left the station. The package was still
intact. The same precautions were taken
on the run to Riverside, as during the
first part of the trip. Riverside was the
last stop before Bradford, and Crane felt
that the crisis was approaching. At the
station he kept his eyes on the package all
the time the safe was open and felt a dis~
tinct relief as the door clanged shut.

The train swung out across the switches
and he opened the door for his usual in-
spection. The next stop was Bradford and
he knew they would make an average speed
of fifty miles an hour till the end of the
run.

Leaving the safe door open, he sat down
on a box and looked at the package.

The danger points of the two stations
were passed and nothing had happened.
The theory of tossing the package out of
the door to a confederate could neither
be proved nor disproved while he was in
the car. But it had been only a surmise
on his part and he hardly felt it was the
right solution.

What other solutions remained? Since
the train had not been held up to perpe-
trate the robberies, Cranc was at a loss to
proceed for further light on the mystery.
Settling back on the box, he leaned against
the side of the car, near the open door,
letting a cool wind blow across his fore-
head. The tension was over and he began
to relax.

Glancing around the car, he noted that
the clerks were busy at one end. Again
fixing "his eyes on the package, he thought
to himself that the whole elaborate plan
had been for nothing. The trap had failed
to spring and he was no nearer a solution.

But suddenly, with eyes bulging with
amazement, he stared at the safe. The
package was gone!

W ith the train thundering along at sixty
miles an hour, no one near the safe but
himself, it had literally vanished in the
wink of an eye. One second it was there.
The next instant—gone! Before his very
eyes the fourth robbery had occurred, and
he knew no more of what happened than he
did about the other side of the moon!

In one jump he reached the safe, pulling
the signal cord to stop the train as he
leaped. Carefully, methodically, he exam-
ined the safe and the whole surrounding
region of the car. The package had van-
ished as though it had never existed.

By this time the train had ground its
wheels to a stop, and the crew were run-
ning forward. Swiftly Crane gave his or-
ders. Two men climbed to the roof and
searched the train from engine to tail-
lights, poking into the overhang of the
ventilators and peering down between the
cars. Two more went through the cars,
searching aisles, seats and vestibules and
calming the nervous passengers.

RANE and the conductor, starting at
the cowcatcher, searched the engine
and running gear of the train. Then, joined
by the rest of the crew, they combed the
track and adjoining ground for fully half
a mile behind. Exactly what Crane ex-
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pected to find by this performance was:’t
quite clear, even to himself, but he didn’t
find it. Finally, calling in the flagman who
had gone back when the train stopped.
the ‘“highball” was given and the inter-
rupted trip resumed. . . .

Four men were gatiiered in the office of
the chief of police. They were the chief
himself, Hamilton, Crane and Post-oftice
Inspector Saunders, who had been follow-
ing Spider Morgan. Crane felt the ten-
sion in the air. Hamilton looked at him
coldly, but the only remark he made was:

“It’s a good thing we sent the money on
the local. It got through.”

The chief was sizing him up with a coel,
level gaze, and Crane could feel his scorn
for the “famous detective” who had al-
lowed a robbery to occur under hijs very
nose.

The chief’s voice snapped through the
tense stillness:

“Well, Crane, out with it.”

Crane told his story from start to finish
without interruption. When he ended the
chief’s eyes were snapping. Suddenly he
darted his fmger straight at Crane.

“If it wasn’t for your well-known repu-
tation, young man, I should say you had
been asleep. Inspectm Saunders, would
you enlighten us by telling what you have
found?”

“Yesterday morning Spider Morgan
didn’t leave his lodging house till ten
o’clock. He went to a cheap lunchroom
and took his time about breakfast. When
he finished, he walked leisurely across the
city to Sullivan Park and hung around
there till a man came along in a car and
picked him up.”

“What time was that?”

“A couple of minutes before eleven.”

The chief and Hamilton glanced at each
other.

“I expected from what information you
gave me, Chief, I might have to make a
run for it, so I had a car with me. It was
a powerful car, but I had the time of my
life keeping behind Spider, even though I
let her out, good and plenty. They went
straight back into the hills, and from the
start maintained a fifty-mile speed. They
were heading up for that range of hills
that runs between here and Bradford, and
stopped at an old deserted farmhouse on
Pantlrer Mountain.”

“Just a minute,” broke in Crane. “How
far is this Panther Mountain farmhouse
from the railroad?”

“It’s ten miles from the point where the
train was robbed,” snapped the chief, “so
you can cut Spider Morgan out of your
calculations.”

“Both men went into the house,” con-
tinued Saunders. “I timed them and it
was exactly eleven-ten. Then minutes
later they came out with another man.
All three got into the car and started back
here. They dropped Spider at the Park
and he made straight for a lunchroom. I
was hungry myself and went in right be-
hind him. He handed a bill to the cashier.
It was a large one and she couldn’t change
it. She showed it to me, as I was right
behind Spider, and asked if I could. I



changed it for her and—"

“Go on.”

“Here it is.”

The chief took the bill and glanced at
it. Then his jaw dropped. It was a
marked biil from the bogus package!

LIKE a burst of machine-gun fire came
a rain of questions from the chief,
striving, with all the skill of the trained
inquisitor, to penetrate the minds of the
two men and get to the bottom of their
stories. Through the sledge-hammer bloys
of his inquiry they stuck to their guns.
Finally from sheer exhaustion, he stopped.

Slowly the incredible truth filtered into
their minds. During the ten-minute in-
terval while the suspects were in the farm-
house, the train, ten miles away and run-
ning at top speed, had been robbed! And
Spider Morgan had left the house with
part of the loot in his possession!

Hamilton was the first to break the tense
silence. With a look of awe, almost of
fear in his eyes, he gripped the chair till
his knuckles went white.

“My God! What kind of an infernally
hellish combination are we up against, any-
way?”

The four men stared from one to the
other. Finally Crane rose, shaking him-
self as if to break a spell.

“The only way to fight that combina-
tion,” he said slowly, “is from the inside.”

A few days later Spider Morgan was
arrested and given a ten-day sentence for
vagrancy. Not a word was said about the
robberies. He was thrown into a cell with
a dirty, miserable bum for a cellmate. It
was no new experience for Spider, and
the bum was evidently enjoying his chance
to sleep in the peace and quietude of the
jail.

For some hours Spider regarded his
sleeping companion, thoughtfully, but after
administering a few tentative kicks in the
ribs he gave up his overtures at com-
panionship as a bad job. Throughout the
next day and the rest of the ten-day term
it was the same. When the bum wasn’t
sleeping he wasn’t talking, either.

In spite of all Spider’s attempts at con-
versation he elicited nothing buit an occa-
sional grunt or monosyllable. When his
release came, he felt he had never had so
uncommunicative a cellmate in all his
prison experience.

The day after Spider took the air, the
bum was also released. His dirty, ragged
possessions, such as they were, had been
returned to him and he stood at the gate,
an unkempt figure, suddenly eyeing the
passersby. Finally, with an inarticulate
grunt, he jerked his cap down over his
eyes and slunk down the street. And no
one could have recognized that slouching
figure as Detective Crane.

For many days, several weeks in fact, no
word was received from Crane. Then, by
some mysterious means of underworld
communication, he got through to Hamil-
ton a message that he was making prog-
ress, but was being constantly watched
and it was very difficult to communicate.

A few days later, as Hamilton walked

back to his office from lunch, a rough-
looking man accosted him.

“Gimme a quarter, Mister; I'm starvin’.”

Hamilton ignored him, but the man per-
sisted and finally became such a nuisance
that Hamilton called an officer, who led
him away, protesting and threatening.

Early in the afternoon Hamilton lifted
his telephone receiver and found the chief,
himself, on the wire.

“That man you had arrested this noon
insists on seeing you.”

“I don’t want to see him, Chief. I’m
pretty busy. But seeing it’s you, I’ll come
over.”

On arriving at the jail the man greeted
him with this astonishing piece of infor-
mation:

“Spider says I'm the stupidest pal he
ever had.”

Hamilton stared at him angrily, then:

“By Jove, if it—"

With a quick motion to his lips the man
silenced him, and the chief caught on.
Motioning the guard to withdraw, he led
the way to his own private office.

INKING into a chair, the man wearily

drew his hand across his forehead. The
chief stepped to a cabinet and got some
brandy.

“Here, drink this, Crane, you’re all in.”

“Thanks, Chief. That’s better. I’ve
been leading a dog’s life, but I think it’s
worth it. We’re up against something big.
Don’t ask me what it is—I don’t know.
It seems, as we expected, that Spider is a
member of a gang. The head of this gang
is known to the members only as ‘The
Boss.” No one knows who he is or any-
thing about him. Spider says they rarely
see him, unless a job is being pulled off.
Then he takes personal charge.

“The first thing I did after leaving the
jail, was to look up Spider. Told him I
was a stranger here. Been kicked off a
freight train and landed in the cell where
he found me. He took me in charge right
away and we have been good pals ever
since. About three weeks ago he per-
suaded the Boss to accept me as a mem-
ber of the gang. I kicked. Said train
robberies were not in my line. But he
laughed and said it was a dead cinch the
way the gang pulled ’em off.

“When I asked him why, he shut up.
Said there was some secret about it. No
one knew but the Boss. The members of
the gang know only enough to make them
work together. Anyway”’—and Crane
laughed for the first time—“he says the
Boss wants me in the gang because I can
keep my mouth shut. Spider says I’ll fit
in right there, as I'm the stupidest pal he
ever had.

“It’s about time we roped ’em in. The
Boss smelled a rat when Spider was ar-
rested after the last robbery and that’s
why they have been laying low. But I
think he’s only waiting now for another
good haul. I suggest we bait a trap with
something he can’t resist. Stage a ship-
ment of diamonds from some jewelry firm.
Suit yourself about whether they are real
or paste.”
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“Well,” laughed the chief, “if you're in
the car, I’ll make ’em paste.”

“So be it. As a member of the gang, I'll
take part in the robbery. It’s up to you,
Chief, to cover us and nab the whole gang
on a signal from me. And say, Hamilton,
I owe you an apology!”’

“Cut it out. I understand, perfectly.”

“You don’t know the half of it. It seems
a would-be member of the gang is under
constant scrutiny till he proves himself in
the first holdup. That’s the only way I
could get to you and avoid suspicion.
The Boss is running no chances, I tell
you.”

CHAPTER III
T he Boss

AS THE train pulled out of Ridgedale
with a shipment of diamonds, three
men left Sullivan Park in an auto, and took
the road leading into the hills. The three
men were Crane, Spider Morgan and a man
whom Crane now knew as “Bud” Hanson,
an expert safecracker.

Crane looked off across the city to a
trail ¢f smoke floating up from the hori-
zon. The mail trazin was pounding out
through the yards on the final stretch of
its run and gaining speed with every puff
of the big locomotive.

“What’s de game, Spider? Thought we
was after the mail train. Ain’t dat it, down
dere? Job musta been called off.”

“Called off, nothin’. We just playin’
wid dat train like a cat does wid a mouse.”

“Humph! Guess it’ll take some cat to
catch dat mouse.”

“Don’t youse fret, Bo.
nothin’ yet.”

Little more was said as the auto climbed
the road that wound up through the hills.
Finally the road emerged from the woods
into a clearing, and the auto pulled up at
an old, deserted farmhouse. This must be
the Panther Mountain farm that Saunders
had mentioned, Crane thought. The car
was left in the weed-grown driveway and
the men entered the house.

As they entered, a man stepped forward
to meet them, a man whose whole manner
and personality aroused Crane’s immediate
interest. For although Spider and Hanson
were typical underworld toughs, the Boss
showed every evidence of culture, refine-
ment and Keen intelligence. And such a
man, with a criminal twist to wis brain,
Crane knew, is a dangerous antagonist,
indeed.

“We have plenty of work ahead of us
and I shan’t waste words,” he said, ad-
dressing Crane. “You are here to join the
band. No man joins this band without
fair warning and a chance—just one—to
back out, if he wishes. As a member of
the band, nothing you hear, see or feel
must be divulged to an outsider. A new
member is told nothing in advance. He
must find out for himself.

“The real secret behind this band is
known only to me. Once a member, you
remain one. You leave it afterward under
penalty of certain death. And now”—he

Youse ain’t seen
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peinted to the door-~"“if you du not wich
to accept these terms you are absolutely

free to walk out that door and go. De-
cide!”
“Phew,” thought Crane to himself. “I'm

letting myself in for more than I bai-
gained for. This Ross must be infernally
sure of himself to let me walk out that
door scot free after what has already been
divulged. All the more reason for getting
at the bottom of this mystery.”

“T’ll join,” he said curtly.

The Boss turned to Spider and nodded.
Spider and hjs companions left the room,
returning immediately with four curious
contrivances. They were metal cylinders,
or tanks, each roughly a foot in diameter
by two and a half feet long. Attached to
each tank was a sort of harness of metal
straps, ending in a mask which could be
put over the face.

Each tank was securely fa stened to the
back of one of the men, like a pack, the
cylinder standing vertical]y between the
shoulder blades. At first glance Crane
thought they were filled with compressed
air, or gas, possibly a form of oxygen tank
for opening the safe. But, as his own tank
settled into place against his back, it felt
heavy, as though it contained machinery.
VE‘HE weight was taken by two straps

curving over the shoulders and con-
necting in front with a horizontal band
passing around the chest just under the
arms. The top of the tank, just back of
the head, was connected to a band which
closely encircled the forehead and the
mask fitted snugly oyer his head. These
connections were flexible so the head could
be moved freely in any direction. The
lower end of the tank, similarly, was con-
nected with a band encircling the waist.
The whole thing, though a little heavy,
was easy to carry.

Motioning Spider to follow him, The
Boss stepped into the next room. A couple
of minutes later he appeared in the door
and beckoned Hanson, for all ithe world
like a doctor summoning patients.

Then Crane was called. As he entered
the room he noted that Spider and Hanson
had disappeared, having probably left the
room through another door which opened
into the }‘all In a recess in the wall he
saw a small panel, like an electric switch-
board. On this panel were dials, a con-
troller handle and two electric cords sev-
eral feet long.

Seating Crane in a chair, The Boss
plugged one of the cords into the machine
on his back. Then he slowly started to
move the controller handle, but Crane
never saw the finish of the movement. A
sudden wave of deadly nausea swept over
him. His brain whirled giddily and his
stomach felt as though he were falling
through an elevator shaft at a thousand
feet a second. Finally the agony passe,
and was foilowed by a high-pitched hum-
ming. This, in turn, quieted down to an
almost imperceptible buzzing in his ears.

“Feeling better?” He came to his senses
to find The Boss disconnecting the cord
from his own tank. “All right, we'll go.”



Leaving the house, they joined the other
two men in the yard. Immediately a be-
wildering variety of conflicting impres-
sions forced themselves on Crane’s atten-
tion. First, to his intense surprise, they
ignored their own car and started off down
the road on foot, The Boss in the lead.

As they tramped along he was still pon-
dering this strange behavior of the gang
when he began to notice another puzzling
fact. It was hard to walk. The slightest
movement was impeded, as if by a dense
medium. He felt as if he were trying to
walk under water. Close on the heels of
this came a third impression—this time a
feeling of uneasiness, a very familiar un-
easiness. Glancing quickly at the sky, he
noted the narrow strip between the trees
was clear and blue; but, looking around
him at the trees, he understood.

When the men entered the house a few
minutes before, a gale had been blowing;
but now not a leaf stirred. The woods, the
whole of Nature, seemed suddenly quiet in
that ominous stillness that precedes a
storm, and he knew a thunderstorm in these
hills was something to remember. The
blue sky meant nothing. Thunderheads
could be rushing down upon them and
might not be seen in these woods till di-
rectly overhead.

“Guess we’re in for it this time,” he said
to himself.

But this walk was a poser!

“That Boss is sure a wise guy.” Crane
thought. ‘“He believes in confusing the
scent by pulling the job a different way
each time. The last robbery was evident-
ly engineered directly from the farmhouse
itself; how I cannot imagine. And now,
just by way of variety, we are walking to
it! Of all the puzzling cases I ever ran
up against, this is certainly the ace.”

URRYING a little,
alongside of Spider.
“What’s de big idea in de hike, Spider?
The Boss surely don’t expect to catch that
train by walking! Why don’t we take the
auto?”

“Auto! Holy mackerel, hear the man!
Auto, is it? Look ahead of youse.”

“Well, yes, I see a touring car standing
in the road up there. Probably a break-
down. What’s dat got to do with it?”

“Guess youse ain’t blind, at any rate, if
youse can see it. But youse don’t see the
half of it, Bo.”

And not another word would he utter
as they tramped the half mile separating
them from the stalled car ahead.

And suddenly Crane’s detective instincts
roused themselves. Where were his wits?
His brain hadn’t seemed to be working
right since they left the house. The un-
canny stillness of everything in Nature
was getting on his nerves. He would see
the game through in his role of train rob-
ber. But, at the same time, he must keep
his eyes open for every scrap of evidence
he could get. And a very important piece
of evidence was taking shape right now.

The Boss was well ahead of the party
and almost to the auto. Was he stark
crazy to ignore the four witnesses in that

he ranged up

car—witnesses who could not fail to re-
member the group of men who passed them
with such strange contrivances on their
backs? As he noted the number of the
car, Crane also noted something else. The
Boss stepped to the side of the car, bent
over, and looked at the instrument board.
And not one of the group so much as
glanced at him!

Waiting till the rest of the men came up,
The Boss remarked to Crane:

“That chap is reeling off forty miles an
hour.”

But the detective barely heard the
words. He was staring in astonishment at
the car and its occupants. On the front
seat were a young man and a girl, on the
rear seat two girls, and all four were fixed
and motionless as wax figures.

“Dead” was the first thought that flashed
into his mind. He glanced at The Boss,
who regarded him with a quizzical smile.
Again he looked at the silent, motionless
forms in the car. In his long detective
career he was familiar with death in many
guises and that was not death. The happy
laugh on the lips of the girl in the front
seat, the glow of the color in the faces of
all four, could be nothing but abounding
life and vitality. Something wrong here,
surely. For the life of him, he could not
define the feeling, but he felt something
strangely uncanny, unnatural about the
whole thing.

Puzzled, nonplussed and more than a
little awed, Crane approached the car for
a closer inspection. The two on the front
seat were looking straight before them.
The two on the rear seat were turned to-
ward each other, one with her lips partly
open as if speaking, but a prolonged, close
examination revealed not the faintest sign
of motion, breathing, nor the flicker of an
eyelid.

Slowly he reached over and touched the
hand of the girl nearest him. The fingers
were flexible and the flesh warm. He
passed his hand before her open eyes. No
response. His glance wandered over the
interior of the car and rested on the
speedometer. The pointer was at 40 and
a shade more. Humph! Speedometer out
of commission.

From sheer professional force of habit
he walked around the car, taking in every
detail.

Something, he couldn’t quite understand
what, caught his attention and he stopped
for a closer look at the front wheel. Then
he sighted across the tire to a spot of dirt
on the mudguard. The wheel was moving!
Very slowly, but steadily and surely, the
top of the tire crept forward. Glancing
quickly up and down the road, he saw the
auto was moving up hill. He placed his
hand, then his ear to the hood. The en-
gine was not running.

Turning in incredulous amazement to
The Boss, he found he was standing
squarely in front of the auto, one foot on
the fender and leaning forward with both
elbows on top of the radiator.

“Yes, this car is making all of forty
miles an hour, and when you have fully
observed the phenomena of wheels going
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around, kindly get a move on, yourself!
Come now, snap out of it!”
QQAS A MEMBER of the gang, Crane
was supposed to obey The Boss.”
As a detective, it was his duty to find some
clue to the meaning of this strange occur-
rence. The Boss had already turned away
and expected him to follow. It was a time
for quick thinking and quick action.

Was the strange condition of this party
due to natural causes or was it a sham?
Natural causes seemed out of the question.
One person might possibly have a fit or
trance or something, but hardly four at
once! Sham had a shade mote reason on
its side.

The Boss showed no surprise at the sit-
uation. In fact, he appeared to expect it.
As The Boss was connected with the rob-
beries, anything connected with The Boss
even remotely must be investigated. These
people might be members of the gang, un-
known to him, and the whole a fool stunt
to “get the nerve” of a new man. Well,
he’d wake that bunch out of their tomfool
tableau in short order.

Quick as a flash his hand shot out, just
grazing the wide-open eyes of the girl in
front of him. Not by the flicker of an
eyelash did they move. Quickly he placed
his hand over her heart. With a grim sus-
picion changing to certainty, he carefully
felt for the exact spot and waited. The
flesh was warm, but under his hand he felt
no beating!

With deft quickness he examined the
other three.

“Dead, all four, and very recently. The
Boss knows something about this.”

Hand flashing to his gun, he whirled.

“Hands up!” But the rest of the party
were far ahead.

Cursing himself for a premature and
foolhardy act that by the grace of Provi-
dence had miscarried, he replaced his gun
and strode after the others. Never in all
his experience had he been compelled to
leave the scene of a crime without a thor-
ough investigation, but the explanation lay
with The Boss, and The Boss he would
follow. If his self-control could be kept
and no more fool breaks were made, this
was the last holdup.

Controlling himself with a great effort,
he tramped along with the rest, trying to
appear unconcerned, but his mind was
racing. What was the meaning of this
whole, mysterious affair? Rapidly he went
over the evidence, to date, tabulating the
main items in his mind and trying to find
some tangible thread on which to string
them:

The mail clerks arrested and released.

The mud on the sill of the car.

The mysterious vanishing of the package
in the fourth robbery.

The ten-minute interval at the farm-
house.

Finding the marked bill on Spider.

The machines strapped to the members
of the party.

Leaving the house on foot to meet a
train miles away.

The auto murders.
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CHAPTER IV
The Case of a Fly

XACTLY how were these bits of evi-

dence connected with a solution of the
mysterious robberies? Crane couldn’t find
a single theory to which he could follow
even two of these clues, not to say the
whole eight! To be sure, he was actually
on the way, in person, to a solution of the
mystery. Bfit his active mind refused to
let go of the problem.

(1) How were the three mail clerks con-
nected with it?

Simply, so far as he could see, because
they were the only persons in reach of the
mail at the time. Assuming that the first
clerk had committed the first robbery, he
was safely in jail at the time of the second.
The second clerk had handled the car on
alternate days with the first, and therefore
there was a chance of collusion between
the two. The second man had simply car-
ried on when the first was arrested.

This theory, however, was knocked to
sthithereens by the fact that the third rob-
bery of the series had occurred when both
men were in jail, and under another clerk
brought in from a distant division, with no
possibility of his being in collusion with
the other two or with the gang. * All three
men had been transferred to othér divi-
sions on their release, and the fourth rob-
bery had occurred despite everything. Ob-
viously the clerks were innocent, and had
no associatioh with the gang.

(2) How about the mud on the door sill?

The police had agreed, without excep-
tion, that the mud had been scraped off
against the sill from a shoe. Several geolo-
gists had examined the mud. It was a clay
found very frequently along the whole di-
vision and no clue was given as to its
locality. The clerk had not seen it at all
and it seemed prébable that it came from
the foot of one of the men loading mail
or express at one of the stations.

(3) The mysterious vanishing of the
package in the fourth robbery, right under
his very nose, simply had him guessing. It
had literally vanished as a light does when
the lamp is switched off.

(4) And the gang had been at the farm-
house only ten minutes. A careful com-
parison of time between Saunders and the
train conductor had established the fact
that the train had been robbed during this
ten-minute interval. But it was also
known, as an absolute certainty, that not a
man had been seen leaving the house, from
the time they reached it, to the time they
left it and returned to the city.

(5) And yet a bill that had been, indis-
putably, in the package on the train, ten
miles away when Spider Morgan went into
that house, was on his person when he left
it, ten minutes later.

(6) As to the machine that each man
carried on his back, that, at least, could be
explained with some plausibility. The
mechanism and its actual purpose was
wholly a mystery, but it was plainly in-
tended for some use during the robbery.
The power had been started by connecting



it with the switchboard before leaving,
ev1dent1y the only way to do it.

A wise precaution, Crane thought, to
prevent possible tampering by the men.
That horrible jolt to his stomach was
simply the effect of vibration. At a cer-
tain critical speed the machine had trem-
bled violently and shaken him with it. The
machine was not running to pump up pres-
sure, or charge batteries for use on the
train. He only wished the whole problem
was as easy of solution as the machines!

(7) On the train? Well, they certainly
were never going to get aboard that train
by walking to it; that was dead sure. It
had pulled out of the yards at Ridgedale
as they left Sullivan Park, and its fast
schedule was maintained till the end of the
run.

And yet Spider had said thecy were play-
ing with the trains like a cat with a mouse.
They had a safe-cracker with them, as
though he were intended to be on the car
in person, and the sole purpose of this
expedition, so far as Crane knew, was to
board and rob that particular train.

LSO, a curious feature of this walk

was the resistance he encountered.
The most nearly reasonable explanation he
tould think of was some peculiar atmos-
pheric condition, though the storm had
failed to mﬁterxalxze. A thought did flash
into his mind that the machine on his back
might have a gyroscopﬁc action which,
with the complex movement of walkmg,
made it difficult to move. But this failed
to explain the distinct feeling of pressure
against his body.

(8) And the quadruple murder, if it was
a murdeér, in the car?

His lips set grimly. The Boss could
explain that murder when the chief began
to sweat facts from him! It had, obvi-
ously, nothing to do with the robberies.
It was simply an individual crime, a prob-
lem by itself. And Hamilton was right!
What a devilish mess they were up
against!

With a great effort he brought his mind
back from its wanderings and focused his
attention on a peculiar object in front of
his face. The dbject, in itself, was by no
means peculiar. It was simply an ordinary,
evéryday fly, one of the numerous species
that make life miserable for the housewife.
Yet Crane stared at it as if he had never
seen a fly in his life.

Brmgmg his acute faculties to bear on
this miniature problem that had literally
popped out of the air, he noted that the
insect appeared to be suspended motionless
in space—no ordinary position for even a
fly. Then as he observed it more care-
fully he noted that it was making headway
across the road, from which brilliant ob-
servations he deduced the not unreasonable
assimption that the insect was actually
flying. Yet, in all his born days, he had
never seen a fly actually on the wing taking
life quite so leisurely as this one.

He grinned as the thought struck him
that an ant, crawling across the road in the
same direction could give this fly odds and
beat it! It was a relief to find a problem,
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¢ven for 2 moment, that had nothing te do
with those infernal robberies. And this
fly certainly had no ... What was that?
Deep in the recesses of his consciousness
a thought stirred. “That fly solves the
problem!”

What nonsense was this? The thought
persisted gradually, taking a little clearer
form.

“In the actions of that fly you have the
solution to the whole problem.”

Confound that hot sun! The band press-
ing into his forehead was driving him
crazy. A fly solving the problem of the
train robberies! Stark, idctic nonsense!
A vague, intangible idea was constantly
eluding his grasp. Dimly he began to
perceive a something, a sinister something
he could not define.

Then it came. Out of the chaos of his
whirling thoughts, slowly the grim form
advanced. Instinct, reason, common sense,
all combined to fight back the intruder.
Incredibly grotesque, utterly alien to all
known human experience, the answer to
the problem pounded, pounded, pounded at
his tortured mind, beating, smashing its
way into his consciousness. Then the un-
earthly, devilish ingenuity of the whole
scheme, with all its hideous menace to
society, blazed into his brain.

In spite of his iron nerve, his physical
senses gave way to a reeling panic of ter-
ror. Staggering like a drunken man, he
lurched on. His face under the mask took
on the frenzy of fear. With eyes tightly
shut, he swayed dizzily. Gradually ke
calmed down enough to stop and force his
reason to take command. Then he ven-
tured on, slowly regaining strength and
s€lf-control as he started after the other
men already some distance away.

INALLY he was able to face the

matter more calmly. The solution was
incredible, impossible, but like dll other
incredible solutions in his career the acid
test must be—did it give a complete and
satisfactory explanation of every element
in the problem?

Carefully he went over all the points
again. Did it clear the three mail clerks?
Absolutely. Did it explain the mud? Yes.
Point after point was completely cleared.
Link after link dropped into its proper
place in the chain of evidence. There were
a few gaps; but these gaps would be filled
and he knew the links that filled them.

“And,” he said to himself with a sheep-
ish grin, “no wonder The Boss was enjoy-
ing himself at the auto. I was never so
fooled in my life. It even solves the quad-
ruple murder!”

“Say you, back there!”
self, was striding back toward him.
is no scenic tour. Wake up!”

Rounding a curve a short distance fur-
ther on, they were confronted with the
familiar sign, “Look out for the engine.”

“Now,” said The Boss to Crane, “we’ll
go through the air. I'm running no
chances of leaving footprints. The train
is only about two miles further on, if my
calculations are correct, and on this down-
grade she is hitting sixty miles an hour.

The Boss, him-
LS



Press this button on the tank and you go
up. Press that one and you come down.”

Crane did as he was told and, to his
amazement, his feet lifted from the ground
and he began floating through the air in
the direction of the train. The other mem-
bers of the gang were ahead of him, float-
ing like great birds.

Soon they saw the end of the train ahead
of them and stopped at the rear platform
of the last car. Crane, though he knew
by this time what to expect, could not re-
press a feeling of amazement as he looked
along the length of the ten cars toward
the engine.

The fireman had just put on coal and the
smoke, hanging motionless above the roofs
of the cars, looked curiously like a roll of
dirty cotton laid along the top of the train.
Even at the smoke-stack, where he knew
the smoke should have been pouring
through into the air, there was little per-
ceptible movement of the black smudge.
Just a faint, slow heaving, like the almost
gentle upboil of a thunderhead.

With one foot on the rear step, The
Boss gave his orders.

“We haven’t pulled a job for some time,
so we’ll make up for it by taking in the
passengers. And you”—he pointed to
Crane—*“this trip you are merely to watch.
You’ll get your share, just the same. Now,
men, go to it.”

And go to it they did! In the train was
the same uncanny, deathlike stillness as in
the auto. Spider took one side of the aisle
and Bud the other, and they made a clean
sweep. Watches and pocketbooks were
easy, but rings and necklaces were a little
harder. Some of the rings came off with
difficulty, but all eventually found their
way into the capacious pockets of the gang.

Many a time they stopped to cut the
strands of a necklace from the shoulders
of some unsuspecting woman. Even the
hand-baggage was searched and, when
pockets became filled, a few roomy bags
were requisitioned, the contents being
coolly dumped outside the train.

Crane, helpless and inwardly boiling with
rage, was forced to look on. He had never
imagined such high-handed, free and easy
looting was possible.

When they reached the express car, they
simply walked in at the end door. Bud
opened the safe with the dial, and they
cleaned it out. Then the gang hunted
through the express matter for anything
worth taking, relieved the clerks of their
valuables and went out through the side
doors.

THE fifth robbery in the series had taken
place—and it was a complete success.

The trip back to the farmhouse was un-
eventful. Here the procedure was re-
versed, each man going in to the panel
room and having the power turned off the
machine. Crane helped them put the loot
into the auto, incidentally taking note of
the fact that a gentle breeze was once more
blowing through the trees.

As the men got into the car he hung
back a littlee The Boss was leaning for-
ward shifting the gears; the other two

117

men were busy stowing the loot.

“Hands up!” Crane poked the revolver
into The Boss’ ribs.

“Hands up!” echoed from the bushes on
both sides of the road.

Crane was hurled sprawling as the car
leaped forward, taking the curve into the
main road on two wheels. Down the road
a big police auto slowly backed from
among the trees, a literal broadside of rifle
fire blazing into the robbers’ car. The re-
port of a bursting tire, half-drowned in the
roar of the guns, a wild, sickening lurch—
and the on-rushing car nosed into the ditch,
hung for a moment, precariously balanced
almost on end, then toppled over on its
side.

Two figures painfully and slowly de-
tached themselves from the wreckage,
hands held high. They were promptly
ironed. When The Boss was finally extri-
cated, he didn’t need irons.

On the way back to headquarters, Crane
asked:

“Well, Saunders, how long were we
away from the house?”

“Away! What do you mean? You have
just come out. We followed your car, as
you instructed. We were near enough to
see you taKe the car into the driveway and
enter the house. Immediately we threw a
cordon around the building. That was
twelve minutes ago and not a person left
that house till you walked out with that
loot: Every man in our force can swear to
that.”

Crane chuckled. “And, by the way,
Saunders, did a car go past while we were
in the house?”

“Yes! There was a man and three
women in it. They were going at least
forty miles an hour.”

Crane gazed pensively at a cloud in the
strip of blue sky above them.

‘“Were they dead? I thought they
were.”

“You—what?” gasped the astounded
Saunders. “Why, Crane, that blow you

got from the mudguard must have upset
you. They certainly weren’t dead when
we saw them’} Not by a long shot.”

Once again the same four men were
closeted in the chief’s office. On the table
in front of Crane lay one of the tanks.

“One of the most mysterious crimes in
many years has been solved,” he began,
“and the greatest menace to society in the
history of criminology has been nipped in
the bnd. If you expect a learned discourse
on the scientific whys and wherefores, I
fear you will be disappointed. I leave all
such questions to the scientists themselves.
All T can tell you is my own experience
and the theory I have evolved to fit it.

“In solving a crime, gentlemen, many
theories can be evolved that will fit some
of the known facts, but the supreme test
of the true theory is, does it fit all the
facts? The true theory will not only ex-
plain all these facts, so far as I have ob-
served, but it can be checked and tested
by events that turn up later in the case.
We have had many puzzling and seemingly
impossible combinations in this case, but



the thcory I hiave in mind brings them ali
together as neatly as do the pieces in a
cut-up picture puzzle.”

RAPIDLY and clearly he sketched an
outline of the robbery, from the time
the robbers’ car left Sullivan Park till it
up-ended itself into the ditch on Panther
Mountain. Then he carefully reviewed the
whole case, bringing out all the salient
points.

“The first inkling I had of the truth was
while I was watching that fly—and that,
by the way, is tlie first instance I ever
heard of where the solution of a crime was
revealed by watching a fly cross the road!
You may or may not be aware of it, gen-
tlemen, buf some of the species of flies are
the swiftest creatures on wings, and I was
racking my brains to understand why this
insect chould be so slow.

“It was not hovering in mid-air, as they
often do, but moving steadily forward. I
could distinctly see the wings slowly mov-
ing on each side of the body and, if you
have any idea of the extreme rapidity with
which a fly’s wings vibrate, perhaps you
can imagine how astonished I was. It
locked curiously like those moving pic-
tures taken with a slow-motion camera.
Gradually I began to see the reason. It
seemed too vague and too incredible to
grasp at first. Then, as in the burst of a
star-shell, the whole truth was revealed.”

He paused, looking from one to the
other. The proverbial pin could have been
heard to fall in the tense silence that fol-
lowed his words.

“Gentlemen, that fly appeared slow to
me because I, myself, was fast! I was
thinking, feeling, moving, actually living
at such a quick tempo that everything else
was practically stationary ifd comparison.
You can probably realize that a man who
runs down criminals for a living must have
nerves of steel. But I freely admit that
when it fairly got into my head that I was
probably moving as fast as any rifle bullet,
I came as near as I ever did in my life to
having a real shock.”

Here he patted the cylinder in front of
him.

“I cannot explain it, myself. I doubt if
it will ever be fully understood. But this
machine, in some mysterious way, was
generating electric or atomic impulses that
passed through my body, the circuit prob-
ably being from the band at my forehead,
through the body, to the band around the
waist. To my own personal senses, every-
thing appeared to be perfectly in propor-
tion and normal.

“Nevertheless, not only were we made
invisible by our terrific speed, but the im-
pulses must have acceleratéd the whole
intricate machinery of our life processes
till they were functioning at a propor-
tionate rate. And it is that speed, gentle-
men, that explains every incident of this
case. We walked because the auto would
not have been affected by the impulses.
The resistance I felt was due to the air
pressure caused by the swift movement.

“The quadruple ‘murder’ was due to the
simple fact that, all told, I probably re-
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mained near that car for less than the hun-
dredth part of a second. As was proved
by my examination of the bodies, I wasn’t
there long enough, literally, to feel a single
heart-beat. And as for the people in the
car, how much do you suppose they, them-
selves, could see, hear, feel and realize
during the instantaneous flash of time that
we were beside them?

“The same thing applies to robbery—to
all the robberies, in fact. The gang found
the train stationary with relation to them-
selves, and simply stepped on board, took
their time about getting what they wanted
and got off again. The whole thing was
over so quickly that nothing was percept-
ible to those on the train.

“The mud found on the car after the
third robbery was scraped from the shoe
of one of the robbers, who probably
climbed into the car through the side door.
The reason you, Saunders, failed to see
anyone leave the farmhouse was because
we were totally invisible. The shock I
received as the machine started was due
essentially to the same cause as the sensa-
tion you perceive in a fast elevator; except
that, in my case, it was greatly intensified.

“It even explained”—and here he smiled
—“the coming storm. The trees and bushes
around me appeared to be moctionless with
that uncanny stillness which, as you know,
just precedes a heavy thunderstorm. The
idea, the feeling, the impression of an ap-
proachmg storm was simply a natural re-
action to the appearance of this familiar
condition of Nature.”

AGAIN Crane placed his hand on the
machine. “I fully appreciate that my
explanation must sound as wild and fan-
tastic to you as it would have sounded to
me, so I shall close with a little demonstra-
tion. After that I am going to bed and
sleep a week! The reaction on the physical
system from the speed at which I was liv-
ing, even for those few moments, is some-
thing terrible. The starting panel at the
farmhouse has been thoroughly examined,
as it stood, and then carefully removed
from its place. There it is, over there,
connected to the electric circuit in this
building.”

With Saunders’ help he firmly fastened
the machine to his back. Connecting the
cord from the panel, he stood with his hand
on the control lever.

“I believe you have a stop-watch, Chief.
Will you kindly time me from the instant I
move the lever?”

Slowly Crane began to move the lever—
and vanished. Almost instantly he reap-
peared in the same spot.

“Two seconds to the dot,” said the chief.

Crane walked to the table and took from
his pockets two watches, several rings,
three pocketbooks, bills, coins, a cigar
lighter, a dozen cigars and three card-cases.
These he placed on a newspaper which
lay on the table.

“There, gentlemen, you may disentangle
your own property. I have finished.”

Three men stared in open-mouthed won-
der at the table. Then three men began
frantically feeling of their own pockets.



They had been robbed! Cleaned out!
Hamilton broke the amazed silence with
a laugh.
“And to think I anticipated something
like that, and kept my hand on my watch.”
“Yes,” laughed Crane, “I noticed that. I
had to lift your hand up to remove it.”
“And where, may I ask, did that newspa-
per come from?” interrupted the chief.
“Oh, that! Well, after I lifted the goods

from you three easy marks I spied that pa-
per on your desk, so I sat down and read
the sporting pages.”

The chief, with a gasp, sank very sud-
denly into his chair.

“And all in two seconds!”
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THE ETHER VIBRATES
(Continued from page 12)

Peering at the scanner {I carry a portable
three-dimengional peerer expressly for that
purposel L find the Nov. issue full of possi-
bilitiex. Possibly we can make something out
of something—we shiull see.

It seems we can rarely gel to the reading
matter without glancing at the cover—usu-
ally recoiling in horror. Happily this is not
one of those horrific jobs so we can trip
lightly on to the lead novel. Are you all trip-
ping?

Barring the fact that “Day Of The Cloud”
was founded on the ever-lovin® “Save the
World” theme, it was a nice hunk of archi-
tecture. 1 might mention in passing that
those unpronounceable names should go out
the air lock—just like Zarnak. They might
go well in a Compound Cross Word Puzzle
but never, never in Stf. I can stomach Jo,
Jak, Jon or something equally asinine, but
every time I ceme to a mess like Xrdlo or
Vh'rw—Ugh, my eyes whirl like a Venusian
Gyrocar and my tongue curls up with read-
er's cramp. Honestly. Sarge, if we weren't
already at odds with the alphabet I'd be
tempted to launch a new *“Society For The
Frevention Of Unpronounce:sible Names In
Stf.' They may lend atmosphere to some but
they merely clog my jets and foul the cyclo-
tron.

1 am still chuckling over “The Earth Saver.”
Trés droll. A whole mouthful of compli-
mentary adjectives to Astrogator Joe Millard
for that wacky little yarn.

“Death Ray' was anemic and “The Ancient
Brain” struck me as being very Burroughish
in plot and composition—only lacking half-
naked savages tlinging death rays to complete
the picture. Surely the Hall of Fame merits
a more distinctive selection.

And what’s all this nonsense about Finlay
being strictly a Fantasy man? Certainly his
work is out of this world, but so is the great-
er portion of Stf—fantasy all. He is light
years ahead of the pack in style and work-
manship. For that matter it really makes
little difference who does the garnishing—I1
am in favor of more stories and less art.
Liet the art critics turn to Pollce Gazette or
Fequire—I can take my Stf. raw.

There are certain Kiwis who claim to ab-
hor the old Sarge and his salty repartee. I
think they secretly enjoy your patter, Sarge,
or they wouldn’t continue to read it—uand
moan. Anyway, what sort of a course would
we steer without the steadying influence of
the old Sarge to guide us?

Aside to Pahjoir Tuuk: Did you grab that
moniker out of a passing hyperbole or win it
in a Martian bingo game? Surely no doting
parent would do a thing like that deliber-
ately.

I believe a letter eontest would inject new
life into the old cadaver—thougha Xeno
Zombie all around would accomplish the same
results in true space style,

I haven’'t been able to lay hands on a copy
of T.W.S. what with being in the hospital—
hence the 'gram to S.S. It really makes little
difference, anyway, since I have read both
impartially for years as have many other
loyal fans.

1 would appreciate hearing from any other
service men who are Startling Story fans—
in fact all the Startling Story fans. I will
faithfully answer any letters which come my
way, s0 blast off, you space bums, and if you
can't write, send me a photo.

Incidentally, Sarge, the blatt column is a
perennial favorite with most of us and is
really deserving of a better fate than to be
deposited willynilly half here and half there.

Here are the jugeroo ratings:

1. Day of the Cloud—§H Xeno jugs.
2. The Earth Saver—35 Xeno jugs,
3. Death Ray—2 Xeno jugs.
4. The Ancient Brain—1 Xeno jug—empty.
Note to Sarge—Pardon the paper, pen, en-
velope, ete. This is Wah!—73rd Evac. Hos-
pital, National Military Home, Los Angeles,
Calif.
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A salute to you, Sergeant Mace—~as from
one cracked Xeno jug to another. Hurry
up and get out of that hospital and go to
work on the Japanazis. If memory doesn’t
fail the old Sarge, you don’t have B.O. and
we printed a letter from you not long ago
in one of our trilogy of science mags. Don’t
ask me which one. If you didn’t see it,
shame on you. It’s all the old space dog
can do to keep track of the oddities of one
department at a time.

There was nothing wrong with pen and
paper, kiwi, and the ink was a beautiful hue
which corresponded chromatically to the
seventh color of the spectrum—red, to you
junior pee-lots who haven’t kept up with
the serial. A nice color of blood for true
Americans. Which brings to mind that lit-
tle gag of a flag manufacturer here in New
York who sent a small American Flag to
the emperor of Japan with the following
note:

“Dear Hirohito, we are sending you this
gspecimen of the American Flag. We guess
you have found out by now that these col-
ors don’t run.”

Nice, eh? Well, carry on, Pee-lot Mace,
and write the old Sarge whenever you get
lonesome. Everybody doesn’t love the
Sarge like you do. Look!

STRONG TALK
By R. E. Geis

Dear Sarge: 1T give you fair warning.
iZither you give up that childlike space talk—
or I'll run yvou off the ether waves with (vo-
cal) static.

Strong tallk, isn’t it. (Gulp!)

Now for vour stories and their rating—
Xeno jugs, of course,

1. “The Day of the Cloud”—oh, give it four
jugs.
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Kapth $Sovel this was sornething!
way, it was tunny: three jugs.

3. “T'he Ancient Brain”-—a Hwll of Fame
story, too! Anyway, a skimpy two and one-
half jugs.

4. ‘““The Death Nay”—the cat must have
dragged that one in. One-thirtyv-second of a
j#liU\ 1036 N. Kiliingsworth, Dortland, Oregon,

Whereabouts is this U.S.A. Kiwi Geis?
Or where dc you think the old Sarge is that
you have to tack on a return address like
that? Never mind—don’t answer that.
Just stick your nose in the rocket gears and
press the starting switch.

I have now a problem child of an ether-
gram. A junior astrogator writes in that
he just read the November issue of STAR-
TLING STORIES and that he, too, is in-
terested in the occult and has had a number
of personal experiences in same.

Well, that really baffles the chief astro-
gator. If this is a new style of kidding the
old space dog—it wins. Junior, give me a
sentence out of STARTLING STORIES,
using the word “occult.”

“I stepped out of the airlock without my
space suit and caught occult.”

Sit back down, junior, unobtrusively.
You might better have said that you tried
to lasso a Plutonian slug horse and caught
cccult.

Maybe we’d better drop the subject. If
I can puzzle out the signature I'll drop the
right party a couple of rocket blasts to
straighten him out.

Here comes word from another soldier.
These boys talk language the old Sarge can
understand.

SOLDIER WITHOUT TYPEWRITER
By Leroy Tackett

Dear Sarge: The last time I wrote you I
was a civilian—with a typewriter. Now I'm
a marine without & typewriter, so you'll have
to excuse the pencil.

Now te the business of the day, meaning
STARTLING STORILS, Volume 8, Number 3
November, 1942,

The cover: Ah, beautiful, wonderful, mar-
velous, superb—and a work of art, no less.
A case of Xeno to Bergey for getting out of
the rut of BEMs. heroes, and ladies in red.
It does my heart good to see a change of
scenery on STARTLING STORIES’ cover. In
fact, it is the shot in the arm S.S. needed
to put it on the road to recovery.

“The Ether Vibrates.” Well, 1 see that you
stil} hold the reins, you jug-sluggy fugitive
from a Martian bar. Speaking of bars, did 1
ever tell yvou about the time on Uranus when
I—but (ahem) that is another story.

Shades of Tucker, can T believe my eyes?
For once there is no new can of alphabet soup
in the “Ether.” Ha! @ur campaign is suc-
ceeding. Soon we will completely remove
these blights on the fact of science fiction.

1 second Regan's plea for new blood on the
cover. How about Royen? He did an excel-
lent job on CF a while back.

And now we come to Pee-lot Brown. I
wonder who left the door open? Koly Klono!
Doesn’t he realize that fan feuds are as out-
dated as alchemy?

Betore we shove off the yarns, my dear as-
teroidat poodle, how about that contest? Give
originals for the best letters and see how
equiclkly “The Ether Vibrates” and takes on
new lite. And what’s cooking with the an-
nual? Is it, lor ism’t it?

“The Day of the Cloud.”
Not only does the cover
novel also jumps higher.
try to dig up a new theme, will you? SS has
given Tellsu an awful becating in the pasat
couple of years. How about giving Mama

Nice going, Ross.
improve, but the
But—-ugh—Sarge,
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Karth a rest for a while and moving on to
other parta of the 8ystem? Give us anything,
but stop destroying glnnets and moons.
“The Earth Saver. , humor, Good hu-
mor, at that. Nice work, Joe. Keep it up.
The Ancient Brain.” Different to say the
lJeast. For once, no blood ‘n’ thunder. Yep,
a good Hall of Fame yarn, if there ever was

“Denth Ray.” So sorry, but for some rea-
son it didn't click
“World Beyond the Sky” sounds interest-

ing. Possibly a planet is not destroyed by
some catastrophe, huh? Poeaibly.

The gic on page 31 was the best In the ish.
The others were—That's all, they just were.

That about takes care of it. eq@ you in a
couple of months—maybe. Sorry I can't in-
clude an address, Sarge, but at the present
time I haven't got one.—San Dlego, if.

Nice letter, leatherneck, and the old
Sarge was able to read it without a tele-
8O Of course, you wax a little fresh
wit! your superior officer. Asteroidal poo-
dle, indeed!{ But who wants to tangle with
a marine? That’s one of the last boys in
the world a sane person wants to tackls.
Ask the Japs who messed around Wake Is-
land. Ask anybody.

I can’t give you any new dope of the an-
nual at present, and the chiet pilot hasn’t
given me the go-ahead signal on a letter
contest as yet. I’ll pass your new blood on
the cover suggestion along to our art edi-
tor. And I guess that clears you up for this
trip, Kiwi Tackett. Better slip on your
space scanners and take a watch at the
controls.

WEINBAUM STILL SUPREME
By Bill Stoy

Dear Sarge: Weinbaum’'s “The Black
Flame” and Wellman's “Twice in Time”. ..

[Turn pagel
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those are two of the main Teasons why I can’t
think much of the novel, “World Beyond The
8ky” In the Jan., ’43, STARTLING. I admit it
would be decidedlg unfalr to compare Wil-
liams' story with those two exceptional yarns
(for it certainly couldn’t hold a candle to
“The Black Flame'), were it not for the
fact that 0 many other good novele—a num-
ber almost exceeding the amount to which
I can count—have been between the covers
of 88. So that “WBTS"” and most of the other
book-lengthers of the past year or so, show
up rather shabbily in comparison with the
high level of STARTLING’'S novels that once
was. and might yet, with a little effort, again

Not that Willlams’ tale was particularly re-
volting, or anythmf of the sort. Let's just
say that it bore a faint tinge of medlocrity.
It might even have made & fair yarn, had the
wordage been compreesed down to the scope
and worth of the plot . .. something about
the size of & 20-page novelette, perhaps. As
it was, I actually scanned the last few pages
instead of reading ’'em, a sure sign of dull
fiction. 'Tak, tsk, and when I think of what
good atuff RMW has turned out on occasion!

Waell, as the novel goes, 8o goes the whole
issue. Hrgo the fiction was not particularly
notable. Xceptions—~"“Green Torture” and
“Forgotten Past.” The Hall of Fame selec-
tions seem to be lmprovlng. If, a8 you darkly
bint, more of Weinbaum'’s stories are to be re-
printed goon, more power to ya! Imagine
some more of the van Manderpootz series are
in order—and if I remember correctly, they're
quite enjoyable. 1f you ever get around to
publishing an Annual, one all-Weinbaum
number might not be amias,

Cover: Art? Well, that’s debatable. Un-
doubtedly a relapse from the covers of the
Novewber 88 and December TWS. Ah, weel,
vears of this luridness have inured me to such
stuff as the present cover, and have turned
me into a hard-bitten and calloused soul.
However, after obtaining a mag from the
newsstand, I do take precautions that no one
else acclidentally sees the cover. It may be
unnoticed in the welter of other mags on the
newastands, but, by itself, a casual glimps of
all ita blazing glory might do irreparable
dama e to some innocent bystander. Klono

nows what suffering and torture un-
told multitudes have gone through ... and
just because some editor or artist thought a
few BEMs (plus the usual supermannish hero
and the wide-eyed-with-terror bit of fluff)
would have a nice effect. Methinks more are
repulsed by that than attracted.

‘Schomburg's work on the interior is very
good for a change. Apparently he had plenty
of time to work out his pix in detail. Morey
and Marchioni are still not 86 hot . . . an in-
fusion of Paul or some other would be most
welcoms.

Thrille in 8clence at usual high level;
betcha a book compiled of those thumbnaii
sketches would sell. The Ether Vibrates
good, too, even if it is run by a garrulous
yardﬁlrd of space. Hmm, next issue novel ap-
pears to be attractively off-trail. Well, we’ll
806-—140-92 Burden Crescent, Jamaics, N. Y.

See here, Kiwi Stoy, what makes you
think that everybody—including yourself—
wants a monotonous succession of cover
paintings of planets in space? We have to
vary the pictures in order to give you space
monkeys something by whlch to make con-
trasts. As for BEMs, how in all the holy—

.8pace imps can you call the lynx-headed

man of

ster?
How do you spell your first name, any-

way—with a “u” or an “i”? Never mind,

undra Unuum a bug-eyed mon-

Every Picture Packs a Thriu in
AMERICA’S BEST COMICS
TEN CENTS EVERYWHERE

12¢



you wrote a nice letter in a repulsive sort
of way and I'm sure the writers and artists
will appreciate the bouquet of stinkweed.
As for the old Sarge, go ahead and pour it
on. I've a fresh case of Xeno.

LICKING MY CHOPS
By Paul Carter

Dear Sarge: The January cover would
have been good if almost anyone else but
Belarski had painted it. Give it two Xeno

jugs.

At - long last, Alex Schomburg has again
been allowed to decorate the magazine with
illustrations. Hooray for A. S. Give him four
Xeno jugs. Give Marchioni 4, Morey 3%. At
laat, a whole issue completely lllustmted'

Departments, up to snuff: 4% Xeno juga.

Ah, yes, and the stories—

Give Willlams four jugs. He’'s done better,
and he’s done much worse. Good going. In
fact, excellent going.

Give Morrison 2} jugs. Plot: ancient.

Writing: so-so.

Give Hilliard 4% jugs. Ah, this 18 more
Hke it. Let's hope the Hall of Fame returns
to its high position. 1t ought to, if your
promise about Weinbaum means something
and isn’t balloon julce. a8 was the promise of
“Branches of Time."”

Give Nitkin 8 jugs. Enough said:

Give ‘“The Gladlators five juge and a bou-
quet. Best thing in the issue, but completely.
A bit too short, though.

And so goes ‘another ipsue of 8. 8. On the |
whole, better than last year; it glves romise
of what may come in the future.
next month’s lead—“Speak of the Devu"_
bhas me licking the proverbial chops in an-
ticipation. This eould bc better than ‘Blood
ont t})m 8un”, maybe? (Gene Hunter, please
note.

As for Cummings's approaching Icarus
thing. If that follows the Cummings routine,
one novel in S. 8. shall be skipped by this
correspondent—the first to receive that ig-
nominious treatment. And Cummings ecan
write, after all.—Paul Carter, 156 8. Univer-
sity St., Blackfoot, Idaho. .

Well, Pee-lot Carter, you didn’t give the
old space dog much to bark at this time,
Hope the good ship STARTLING
STORIES doesn’t disappoint you in 1943,
and, confidentially, I'd like very much to
have you write in your reactions to SPEAK
OF THE DEVIL which is delivered at
your spaceport herewith.

You know, the way you talk of giving
folks the jug is almost ominous. That ex-
pression is current in certain sections of
the country as being synonymous with giv-
ing a person the sack, the bounce, the brush-

off—the stern rocket. But I know you
don t mean it that way, and I’ll follow your
instx:uctions. Only the old Sarge will empty
the juge first.

Okay, all you little ogres climb back into.

your cages. Seal the port Frog-eyes, and
unseal the Xeno. We’re a-going space
cruising.

—SERGEANT SATURN.

P.S. Junior astrogators, keep on buying
War Stamps and Bonds! We are getting the
Japanazis into a tight corner, and every
bond you buy puts another wrap around
their necks. And don’t forget to listen to
“The Army Hour?”, official program of the
War Department, on the air every Sunday
afternoon from 3:30 to 4:30, Eastern war
time. You’ll hear many suggestions that
will help us all to do our bit to win this
war and build a future that is a future.
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REVIEW OF THE
SCIENCE FICTION

FAN PUBLICATIONS
By
SERGEANT SATURN

FF again on the mad whirl! Steady
yourselves in the control chamber,
kiwis, while the old Sarge takes a
steadying shot of Xeno and puts on his com-
pound mlcroscopxc glasses.
What’s this, Short-wave? A shortage of

,_,_-‘-1 AW

fanzines this trip? Maybe it’s the off sea-
son, or perhaps the editors are busier in
war work or Army Service. Whatever the
cause, we'll wade on through the pile of fan
mags present and see what we have for this
month’s inspection.

First comes our old faithful:

FANTASY FICTION FIELD, 1702 Da-
hill Road, Brooklyn, N. Y. Editor, Julius
Unger. Weekly. 5c per copy.

The subject matter of this little sheet—
from one yellow sheet to eight pages, depend-
on the amount of copy—is improving
ateadlly There is actually good news and in-
teresting articles. And, of course, the glossy
pre-view prints of the covers of coming pro-
fesslonal mags continue to be included. At
least three full Xeno jugs to Editor Unger.

THE FANTASITE, 2405 First Ave., S.,
Minneapolis, Minn. Editor, Philip R. Bron-
lgn. Bimonthly. 10c per copy; three for
25c.

Well, re-cork oy Xeno jug! Thirty-eight
gases-—countmg the covere—of single-spaced
iack Ink on white, standard stock. A con-
tents page tbat looks very professional and
nicely balanced. Excellent art work and col-
orful line-drawing headings for articles and
departments. And the cover: Shades of Sat-
urn-—8 grifin roosting on an_ eight-ball, or
maybe it ia a_spatial bubble dancer in blue,
Anyway, an effective cover, and an all-around
Jg(wd Job. Even has a neat crossword puzzle.
ice work, boya.

FUTURIAN, Grange Terrace, Leeds 7,
England. Editor, J. Michael Rosenblum.
6-weekly intervals. Price 3d. per copy;
2/- per annum.

Ah! Another of those fanzines from across
the Big Pond. This one 1a black on white,
22, pages without a contents page and a&par-
erme7 including a fanzine called TH

. A bit confusing, not to mention that
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some of the department heads look more like
doodling than drawin But, all in all
newsy number and wit! ‘A couple of excellent
black and white {llustrations. Also, dope on

British fans in the service. Nice going.

SALUTE, 8pecial free number, 2050 Gil-
bert Street Beaumont, Texas. Editor,
John M. Cunningham. Free on request.

A mighty neat stunt, if you ask the old
Sarge. Editor Cunningham launcheg a brand
new publication with a free copy. Six pages
of lavender ink on standard stock white.
good editorial, a couple of line drawings, and
a l ¢ of single-spaced news items about fans

fanzines here and there about the globe,
Thcte ts room for make-ip improvement and
the addition of a contents page, but this new
fanzine strikes the old space dog as showing
?mmlbilltxeu Better write for your free copy,

VOM, Box 6475, Met Station, Los Angeles,
Calif. Editors, Private 4e and Morojo.
Monthly? 10c per copy; $1 for 10 copies.

The phonetic abbreviation or spatial double

a

WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO
TO HELP WIN THIS WAR 2-

FIC CRIME DETECTION AT

M iz HOME
Tt 2 oy by o
-mmsmnmmt.m 1620 Sunsysids, CHCABD

talk makes it difficult for the old Sarge to
decipher. but in the matn, VOM still carries r or s
on with legal size format and sharply cut

stencils. The illustrations verge a bit on the
macabre this jssue, what with a Jap-like war

special supplement somewhere insfde.

mask on the cover and a flylng bat gal 13 sd. D w t
5 n
single-spaced type that wellnigh hogs the old urln In er

Sarge down to his ears. Sure, it's easy read-
ing—and tnteresting to most of you fans.

Which cleans up the fanzine snowstorm | gis for bresth was the wery last: if res
in this section of space for the time being. | siowly 7 esting your

¥ you sﬂﬂﬁ with thoss terrible &tucka of As
cold and damp; if raw, Wiotry winds m: tlu{m choko as 1! ewh
sleep is impossible
ecgtse of the muﬁ:lo to breethe: if you feel the disexso is
it Awl.y don’t fail to send’ at once (o the

Maybe we’ll have an avalanche of books to Axtiza (Co. foahel free triklyei syremirkable method:, MO

matter wh-u you live or whether you have any faith in any remedy

report on next voyage. Meanwhile I’ll con- | under the 8un, send for this feeo trial If vou bave wufered for &

Iifetime and tried evorything you could Jearn aof without relief; evan

serve my strength so I can wrestle With | 7, are utterly discouraged, do not sbandon hopo but send taday

Taurus. (Bull, to you proletarians.)

for this free trial. 1t will cost you nothing. Address
Frontier Asthma Co. 280-K Frostier Bide.

Hand me a fresh Xeno jug, Wart-ears; 4ez Niagars St Buftale. N. Y.

there are ink spots in front of my eyes as

latfe as astn tablets.

nd don't forget there’s a war on, pee-
lots. Give the ga anazis he— (censored

but tomprehensi le

—SERGEANT SATURN.

Jom THE ¢.B. c. !
(Civilian Bo-b Corps)

mmuusmmmm
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A Prolific Writer Invades a

New Field

ITH this issue of STARTLING

STORIES in your hands you have

read, or are about to read, SPEAK
OF THE DEVIL, a complete book-length
novel which combines the science of today
with the medieval witchcraft of the Dark
Ages. The author, Norman A. Daniels, has
woven a humorous and yet spine-chilling
tale that rises to moments of stark and
serious drama.

STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGE-
MENT, CIRCULATION, ETC., REQUIRED BY THE
ACT8 OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 1912, AND
MARCH 3, 1933, of Startling Stories, published bi-
monthly at Chicago, Iil., for October 1, 1842. Btate of
New York, County of New York, ss. Before me, a
Notary Public in and for the State and County afore-
said, personally appeared H. L. Herbert, who, having
been duly sworn eccording to law, deposes and =ays
that he 18 the Business Manager of Startling Stories,
and that the following s, to the best of his knowl-
edge and bellef, a true statement of the ownership,
management, etc., of the aforesald publication for the
date shown in the above caption, required by the Act
of August 24, 1912, as amended by the Act of March
8, 1988, embodied In section 537, Postal Laws and Reg-
ulations, printed on the reverse of this form, to wit: 1.
That the names and addresaes of the publisher, editor,
managing editor, and business manager are: Publisher,
Better Publications, Inc., 10 East 40th Street, New
York, N. Y. Editor, none ; Managing Editor, none ; Busi-
ness Mann er, H. L. Herbert, 10 East 40th Street, New
York, 2. That the owners are: Betwr Publica-
tions, lnc 10 East 40th Street, New York, N. Y.; N. L.
Pines, 10 “East 40th Btrest, New Yerk, N. Y. 8. That
the khown bondhoiders, mortzsgeea. and other security
holders owning or holding 1 pér cent or more of totai
amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securitles are
none. 4. That the two paragraphs next above, giving
the names of owners, stockholders, and security
holders, if any, contain not only the list of stockholders
and security holders as they appear upon tbe books of
the company, but. also, ‘in cases where the stockholder
or security holder appears upon the books of the com-
pany as trustee or Iin any other fiduclary relation,
the name of the person or corporation for whom such
trustee is acting, is given: also that the ssid two para-
graphs contain statements embracing afBant’s full knowl.
edge and bellef as to the circumstances and conditions
under which stockholders and security holders who do
not appear upon the books of the company as trustees,
hold stoek and securities in a capacity other than that
of a bona fide owner; and this affant has no reason to
belleve that any other person, assoclation, or corpora-
tion has any Interest digect or indirect in the said stock,
bonds, or other securities than as so steted by him.
H. L. Herbert, Business Manager. Bworn to and sub-
scribed before me this 9tb day of October, 1942. Eu-

ne gv;ghe?gzs Notary Public. My commission expires
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Although known to thousands of readers
in the detective field, Mr. Daniels makes

Norman A. Daniels

herewith his bow to a science-fiction andi-
ence. After you have identified his physi-
ognomy between his hat and his cigar, read
what he, all too modestly, has to say about
himself in a crisp, reportorial style:

“I was born in Connecticut on June 3,
1906. Exodus—Columbia, Northwestern
and Trinity. Worked as a police clerk,
then an insurance investigator and from
this naturally gravitated into fiction writ-
Married a swell Connecticut girl in

“Aftet a few million words of detective
and mystery fiction, the first long pseudo-
science story comes forth—SPEAK OF
THE DEVIL. With a particular dislike
for Hitler, it was quite simple to find a
foil for Satan. Perhaps Hitler and the
Devil are one and the same—an interesting
speculation, to say the least.

“Stories of Satan seem to have a uni-
versal appeal; a fev/v are masterpieces of



literazure. Vet, none--so far as I know---
have treated the subject from a pseudo-sci-
entific angle, so perhaps we have something
fairly new here.

“As for me, personally, there isn’t much
of particular interest. Writing more than
a million words a year for several years
keeps a man pretty busy. I'm too fat, too
bald, and I have a definite stenographer’s
spread. I live in a New York hotel where,
if a tack gets loose on the furniture, six
men come up to fix it. All of which doesn’t
exactly tend to lessen the waistline.

“I’ve written books, radio scripts and
reams of fiction. With the same cock-eyed
mind that conjured up this story of the
Devil, maybe I can think of something even
wackier, if the good readers care for this
yarn. And I hope they do.”

Well, that’s what Norman A. Daniels re-
ports about himself—and we call it slan-
der. Actually, he’s a jolly, good-looking
sort of fellow and one of the most popular
fiction writers living. You’d like Norm
a lot if you knew him—and you're sure to
warm up to him when you read his swell
yarn.

ol
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GET INTO THE SCRAP WITH
YOUR SCRAP!

Take your salvage material to your
nearest filling station or local
Civilian Defense Headquarters.

Read
STARTLING STORIES

Fuvery fssue

% W% L

TRICA

LEC

FOR EXAMINATION
MODERN

INCLUDING RADIO
AND TELEVISION
Here’s eat news for anybody interested in Electricity. NEW
17th. edition. of Applied Electricity brought right down to date
with NEW Electrical> subjects fully covered. 10 big Volumes and
all shipped FREE, for examination.

For, BIG FIELD! Big Demand!

Beginners Big Pay' Men who tl.lu'xdersu‘alm(xI electricity
r ® are . urgen! neede n oL~
.and Expe.'t‘. F s Eands of m!ustnes. Autos, air-
over. 3000 pagés @ planes,: machine, sho ractically every in-
—hundreds “of§§ dustry depends on elergx‘ic&y and men who know
Lillustrations —the i this subject make big money. Pleasant, fasci-
most complete@ nating work, casy to learn and do; learn with
work of its kind f} these books. Send coupon for a set for FRE

n’é‘hhg\’eﬁ‘"’!' D‘éls'- cxamlnation and see for yourself.

shed. {
Motors, pow ek SE A year’s consulting privileges
ns %adios, with our engineers now given

television, .every- to all buyers of this famous
thu_lFu electrical N .Cyclopedia of Electricity.
- AMERICAN 'r'zepﬁ'icm. SOCIETY
shers gince (898

explainéd so any- w R

one__can under “
I.stand:m . Yocational Pul : :
American Technical Society, Dept. £-349, Draxel-at 59th St., Chicago

Sena for 10 days} free -use, 10 volume sct of Applied Electricitye

ou also agree to send me a certificate entitling me to consulting prive
ileges for one year, I wiil pay the delivery charges only on the books,
If 1 wish I may roturn them in 10 days and owe you nothing, but if I
keep them, I will send $2.00 after 10 days, then $3.00 a month until
the total price of only $29,80 is paid.

NAME. . . .ccoescesaccressersssassssasssnscessnatsansesnsassasce
ADDRESS. .. ceceauves DI T cetsscccscee

CITY. o« cale e ionaisecoo-sodooannsseos STATE. ¢1eseesaacans
Please attach letter stating age. occuPation and name and address of
€mPployer and give ai least one busintss man as refercane, f

Acid indigestion
Relieved in 5 minutes or

: double your money back

When excess stomach acid causes painful, suffocating gas, sour
stomach and hearthurn, doctors usually prescribe the fastest-acting
medlcines known for symptematic recllef—medicines like those ir
Bell-ans Tablets, No laxative, Beli-ans brings comfort in a jiffy or
double your money back on return of bottle to us. 25¢ everywhere.

HOSPITAL BILLS PAID

For Only a Few Pennies a Day

How would you like to have Hospital or Doctor
bills paid-for yoursclf or your family? Thousands
will tell you the genuine Prudence Policy is foro~
most—it!s the most complete HOSPITAL AND
SURGEON’S FEE INSURANCE offered. Liberel
Policy pays_up to $485.00 for Hospitalization.
Covers ‘SICKNESS:or INJURY, many other libe
eral benefits! WAR RISK ‘included.. Send for
literature at.once. No Agent will call. Write
today! PRUDENCE, .Pioncers of Hospitalization.
Insurance, 1710 Old Colony Bldg, Chicago, IR.

SONG POEMS WANTED

TO BE SET TO MUSIO
Freo Examination. Send' Your Poems to
J. OHAS. McNEIL, MASTER OF MUSIO
510 T'F 50. Alexandria Los Augeles, Calif,

WA

60

TEST THEM
EXAMINE THEM

We make FALSE TEETH for you BY MAIL from | eomm ]
your mouth-impression! Money-Back GUARANTEL SEND

;Jl iStlitisfal(;t«i,on. F]KE%::D{‘YQSS i'fl)n 1!\%3- ﬁm NO
erizl,  directions. kit o W !

Styles and Information. Write foday t6 e m§ .@_EE_Y?
PARKER DENTAL LAB., {27 N. Dearborn St., @cit. 17R, Chicago, b1,
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THIS VALUABLE NEW BOOK
“Mathematics Made Easy” — gives
You simplified instruction in every §
phase of figuring ALL types of §
work, PLUS a FREE DeLuxe Pro- M
fessional 10 inch SLIDE RULE. H
Saves time, simplifies all calculat= §
ing, fractions, estimating, percentage,

ecimals, costs, ratios, etc. Complete
;tnstructions for using a Slide Rule.
BOTH FREE—with

this offer,

lacead:

L3
Devimntnid

:f you want

A BETTER JOB and BIGGER PAY:

Neoew .
SHADOWGRAPH Method : _f
=—You Read Blueprints the Fxrat Day

BLUEPRINT

is a
short time — ai an unbelievably low cost.

print Reading was created by

details, they explain all technical words in simple language.
to know ahout Reading Blueprints — no matter what
kind of work you do,

NOW ANYONE CAN READ BLUEPRINTS

Everytbing about Blueprint Reading {s put right at your
finger-tips! Simple a3 A, B, (. No need to attend ap
mfwstre trade or technical school. No prervipus techni-

[

or_special education is needed. Here's 8 sreedy Blue=
print Reading Course for all trades that is ABSOLUTELY

different. No dry textbooks — ¥mt Jearn by seeing and
doing — and you READ BLUEPRINTS from the very
FIRST DAY. With this amazing new_method — 2 few

minutes & day is all yeu need to read Blueprints
on gight. This simplitied, spare-tinie, Home Study
Course meets all Blueprint IRequiremeits for Civil
Service and National Defense Jobs.

QUALIFY QUICKLY
FOR A BIG PAY JOB

Hm is really big pews for you — if you have
job. if you want a job in any branch of
metal work, weld-

CREATED BY
NOTED EXPERTS?

H. V. WALSH, B.A.,
Professor, Columbis U.,
1919-1935; F. A. RAP- 8
POLT, B.8., C.E., Prof.,
School of Tech., City Col-
Y. F. B m'E 8,
shipbuilding, shect ewe
ing, electricity, machine tooling, plumhing, car- ark Col. of Engineering,
pentry, radio, building automotive and Diesel
Engineering, or any other of the mechanical, con-

ltmction or DEF‘EN\T} INDUSTRIES — the AUS-
H. “‘Shadowgraph’® Method CAN HELP YOU QUALIFY for a BETTER

N TEC
OB AND BIGGER PAY in an amazingly short time. This marvelous howme-
study method is s0 easy — it enables even a schoolboy to learn Blueprint Reading
from the first day!
This 24-Volume Blueprint Reading Course 1s packed in a epectally con-
structed bookcase, which in itself 1s a unique “Working Mndel”” designed
to enable you to read Blueprints from the first day. The Course contains
over 600 Actual Blueprints—Charts—Tables—Diagrams—Signs—8ymbnla
and &ther Instructive Pictures that help you to read Blueprints practically
on sight.

EVERYTHING IS SENT TO YOU ATONCE!
The complete 24-Volume Blusprint Reading Course [s sent to ybu together wlith
the speciaily constructed “Working Model” Bookease. You alse FREE~‘‘Mathe-
matics Made Easy” and Professlonal Slide Rule. Everything 13 s8nt in one ship.
ment. ACT TODAY—DUE TO RISING PRICES FREE GIFT OFFER IS LIMITED.

AUSTIN TECHNICAL PUBLISHERS
275 7th Avenue, Div. SM-3, New York, N. Y.

Cenadian and Foreign orders accepted. Full amount must accompany ocder.

SEND NO MONEY

aﬂatim,

AMAZING NEW INVENTION

MAKES BLUEPRINT READING EASY AS SEEING A MOVIE
LEARN AT HOME — EASILY, QUICKLY -= IN SPARE TiME

Thousands of Men Wanted At Once!

Better Jobs — Bigger Pay are waiting for men who can READ BLUEPRINTS. Here, at last,
a pew quick and easy shortcut way to learn Blueprint Reading at Home in an amazingly

This sensational ‘‘Shadowgraph’’ Method of Blue-
Nationally Famous Experts — skilled in teaching techbnical

bjects to men without previous technical education. They have eliminated all complicated
Geta ‘i % taing everything you need

E=?;QIIIQISIEIIllEﬂﬂIlllHillIllﬂ

READING

MEN of ALL AGES
and ALL TRADES
if you are a
Mechanie, Student, Walder, Car-
penter, Plumber, Qm;munder,
Machinist, Sheet Metal Worker,
Tool Maker, Electrician, Steel
Worker, Aviation Mechanic, etc.

You must know
Blueprint Reading
to win promotion
and bigger pay

FREE. EXAMINATION

AUSTIN TECHNICAL PUBLISHERS
275 7th Avo., Div. SM-3, New York, N, Y.

Send me on FREE APPROVAL your coma
plete 24-Volume DBiueprint Reading Courss
with special “‘VWorking Model”” Bookcase. I
am to get FREE ‘‘Mathematics Made Easy’
and Professional Slide Itule. I will pay post-
man §1.95, plus postaze and C. Q. D. charges
on arrival. If I return everything \vithin 5
dase ¥ou are to refund my meney in full.
Otherwise I «will remit $ monthly for
3 months and a final mvment of 81 for the
4th manth until the total prics of $8.95 i3
paid. (10% discount #f full payment accom-
panies order—same refund guarantee.)

NEme s e N & e seraes
AITEs T Rl . R I, e cos
CleFeceeeesivaierinnen.. Stale NN e seve
Befarenos. ......covviianiii i, .
LY L et SR 0000 o s <8 N6 cSbolo X
NOTE: If you encinse $1.95 with COUPOn~—

we will pay all postage charges.
refunded if nct satisfied.

EEERaRRE R RRREIIEERENRR DTN

Every cent



CARPENTERS

LET THIS AUDEL SET

SOLVE YOUR PROBLEMS

NOW your job and you’ll neverbe without
one. The man who takes pridein his per-
sonal skill is the man that is always in

demand. The skilled carpenter’s work is the
1, casiest because he knows the practical short cuts
and modern methods. His pay is higher be-
cause he does more and better work with less
effort. Audel’s Carpenters’ & Builders’ Guides
gives you a Helping Hand into the Master

Class.AcompleteCarpenter’s and Builder’s
“t Course for study and ready reference.

Helping Hand Is Extended to You

Carpenters everywhere are using AUDEL’S
CARPENTERS’ & BUILDERS’ GUIDES as
a helping hand to easier work, better work and
better pay. To get this assistance for yourself
9 you nced only use the coupon below without
risk. Find out for yourself whether they will
be a valuable daily assistant in your work.

Condensed Contents of
Audel’s New Guides

Guide No. 1—431 Pages
1200 ILLUSTRATIONS

Use of tools, different woods, nails
and screws, tiling saws, chalk line,
plumb and level, rules and scales,
mitre boxes, steel square, laying-
out work, Jolms and joinery, how to
build work bench and furniture.

Guide No. 2—455 Pages
400 ILLUSTRATIONS

Carpenters’ Arithmetic, how to
build houses, barns, garages, oun-
galows: reading plans drawing up
spe(nimﬂnns estimating cost, pro-
portioning beams, estimating
strength of tirnbers, mensumuon
geometry, trigonometry.

Guide No. 3 — 255 Pages
400 ILLUSTRATIONS

FExcavating foundations. how to
build conerete forms, fr'uninghouses
setting girders and sills, framing
joists, well holes, how to lath, types
of roofs. tangents, sk)llghts and
scaffolding and hoisting.

If you find that the hundreds of charts, tables,
i diagrams, specifications and instructions will
h(‘l 1 you, keep the books, sending $1a month for 6 months.

Guide No. 4 — 448 Pages
400 ILLUSTRATIONS

Shingling, how to lay roofs, hang
doors, frame windows; building
stairs: cornice work, exterior andin=
terior trim, layving floors, puttingon
siding, painting, and firstaid to the
injured.

Use This Free Coupon Now!

Take this step now into the Skilled
Carpenter Class. Don’t keep on doing
hard or unnecessary work that you don’t have
to do. Learn the short cuts and easier modern
methods. Be a Master Worker. Let these
Practical Guides give you a helping hand into
the class where you belong.

Strong, flexible covers— easy to carry in the pocket. Clear white
paper. A handsome set of practical, helpful books that every carpen-
ter will be proud to own.

HANDY POCKET SiZE GUIDES
BIG TYPE-EASY TO READ AND LEARN

IS00 PAGES-3700 EXAMPLES

o
s

Aupets: - AubelS  Aupees! ™
Capenreas CARPENTESS. CampenTeas kw‘“‘gas m gz THEO: AUDEL & CO.
N o 49 W, 23rd St., New York City
Bullbns BUILDEAS  Bulioens ot L3 examiNATION
3 GUIOE i DE %) 3 | Please submit me for a%proval and free
Guoe i 07 o @ ] coupon IR FR ULl
£ d ip a
I 5 3 & once, prepaid, the 4 numbers If satisfac-
= | tory 1 1grceto send you 31 within five days and to fur-
&, % W ‘ther mail you $1 mouth!y until $6 is paid.
u NGME ... oouiatotectonsrsetonssostorsscssrescnnssssscs
BUILOERS HOuSE |
MATHTMATICS RA;& ]
DRAWING .
. Huf«c ‘“;&’"; FRAMING ™ AHEID 00000000000000000CAO000HHE G OO0OEEOOON0CO0GO00
JHiiEay 5pfcmcmm-«s LAYINGOUT
VUANITGRE FOUNDATIONS [ ]
B Occupafon .......covevveeveeronensecsoscesansns ceeenn
|
]

Employed DY . .ooevenenrrnvessansne sesssane PAL



SPee-D-

keeps your blade keen!

SAVE STEEL
FOR ME

CASH ror you...

UP TO $10.00 PER YEAR

You’'ll want SPEE-D-HONE the moment you see it and
try it...not because it costs so little . . . only 10c . .
but because it enables you to enjoy dozens of clean,
comfortable quick shaves from one razor blade.

50 to ]oo Yes, SPEE-D-HONE is small, compact, easy to carry,
mail and use. Takes only a few seconds before every

S UCCES S IVE shave to keep that razor blade in first-class condition.
SHAVES ON Men tell us they've had as many as 50, 75 and 100

clean, cool shaves from one blade. That's ECONOMY
ONE BLADE! for you . . . saves finest cutlery STEEL for war effort.

on]y And don't overlook the women, either. Tell your
|°¢ wife or sweetheart about SPEE-D-HONE. She’ll’know
why. .. and want one right away.

Each Simple, complete instructions for use on every
at Your sppg.p.HONE. But the important thing is to get
Dealer’s spEE-D-HONE from your dealer now. Only 10c for
months of the best shaving you've ever had.

If your dealer can’t supply you, send 10c together with 3c,
to cover postage and handling, for each SPEE-D-HONE

LOOK ~  desired (offer expires June 30, 1943) to Department TG
For THIS CURTISS CANDY CO. (distr.), CHICAGO, ILL.
DISPLAY
at YOUR ! 3

s Mail SPEE-D-HONE to the boys in serv-
DEALER’S ice. They'll appreciate one. Use at least a
TODAY! half dozen for this purpose. Specially carded for

easy mailing.
FOR VICTORY BUY WAR BONDS AND STAMPS!





