


A true expaniience of BALLARD DEAN, Kindibrml, Washington

“fRANTICALLY, § TRIED TO
GET LOO3E a$ the cold
knifed through my cloth-
ing. With sinking heart,
1 found my Stugeles of
neo avail. In a few hours,
if help could not be sum-
moned, I would freeze to
death. Darkness camie on
as I fought hopelessly
with the strong steel jaws.

*MME THING sprang out of
the earth one bitterly cold
evening as I was return-
ing to camp after an all-
day deer hum," writes Mr.
Dean. “I suffered excru-
elating ageny, as it bit
ints miy leg. It was a bear
trap, illegally set for deer.

“THEN | THOUGHT OF MY FLASHLIGHT. There was a chance that other re-
turning hunters might be ia the woods, Bhshing the bright beam off and
on, my efforts were fimallly rewarded. Thanks to those “Eveready’ feesh DATED
batteries, two men saw my signal and rescued me from that death trap.
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1 JUMPED MY PAY
$35 A WEEK

— e —————
*1 had a low-pay. no future job n a tlore clerk.
1 was not satlsfied, but yead abou
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for them,
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“YAfser gudulllng I got a job as BHadlo
Operator ahoard ship, and was able to travel
and see many parts of the world with all ex-
peneda paid, and a good falary besides/*
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Ar. J, E. SMITH, President. Dept. JMOB,
ational Rsdle Instiiute, Washington, D. C.

Smd ma the FREE @4-page book which helped
¥, jump his pay $35 a week.
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‘11- now Chief Engineer of WDOD, Chatis-
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Never Knewt
ItthaSﬂiWﬂ'd?h]a)

Thowszardd Leapn Mdicad dhs hstinemisnt
By Amazingly SmpiécMdthbdd

No Teacher, No Musical Knowledge
Required. Tn a Short Time You
Start Playing Real Tunesl
700,000 Now Enrolled

TH]NK of the fun YOU are missingll The popularity,
frlendshlp, Bood times! Why? Because you think It's
@ to learn music. You have an idea that it's a slow,
tedlous task, with lots of boring drills and exercises.
That's not the twentieth-century way! Surely you've heard
the mews! How people all over the world have learned ta
play by a method so simple a child can understand it—so
fascinating that it's like playing a game. Imagine! Yeu
learn without a teacher—in your spare time at home—at a
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from the very first lesson,
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ing study. You learn to play by play-

ing. It's thrilling, exciting, ingyiniig)! *Thar's Bold In Them Ther Hikitly Ensga.’®
No wonder hundreds of thousands of g;m.:ﬂguénﬂ'lh"::'g!;;ﬂf fooing ang other
people have taken up music this easy who Marted playleg for the fun of W
way. No wonder enthusiastic letters EA*A““;%“‘{ B st Gaika 1o e GAlgas
like those reproduced heregpour in methed (hat makss It amasingly easy o' Iearn
"‘;: a:]' ,°‘t’"$° ‘;"°";f'd-" - Send for FREE Booklet and
und interestimg? Well, just name

the instrument you'd like to play and Print and Picture Sample
we'll prove you CAN! If interested, Beo for Joumelr g*:"'hgilw:;'ﬂ"ﬁg'

mall the coupon or write, dawn, I the privaey of yair own

homo, with the Imteresting Illustrm-
Learned Quiekly # HWoms, I Midm't -
U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC  dream I could actustly loam to play o0 pooklel. “Buw fo Len Musio

without m teacher. Now when I play deckde for yourself whather you watit

29411 Brunswick Blds‘-, for mop'l;a tﬁl:;u Illrdl)lvl t;u!liwn L-ho:: : [g "'ﬁ.’a‘"{oﬁ“’ w:y gln:tmmsntl
Tearmstl y 30 well In 50 sl at diseeynt when wenled

New York City tme. "H. €. 5. Caif, HrEee Sradit) ’

U. 5. SCHOOL OF MUsIC ¥
1"1! Brunswick Bidy.. New York City, N. Y. i
intereated in nusle study, particutarly |n the fmasny |

ment lnﬂlcmad betow. Pleass nend me your free
to Learn Music at Honv and the tree Print & 1
Picture Sample. 1
Plans BiAis Flute 1

viclin Mendolln Piccolo

glu“"A l.!lk\;lela gmml and Tra 1
Piane Aecsrdlon %%mpel Modern Blementary 1
w.-mm-t Taks Sl m alen ! w Playt on Radls, T am ! ""I‘l” one rag'mugng Von.nm(?u ture !
Found '“"”' an B py to el won that © Fawailan Gular . :

|- ave Have You
Qmsfa;nﬁganeﬁl Bidﬁ g?a; %ﬁ 57* W" ?ﬁ'm alr ovezaiit IMAMIB. ;o yeesnsseasinennonnnacsocnonns Tnals‘ Iosmus,..... i
& Cnnuda "tbm %hsxg;lew I‘EEJ M Sﬁﬁgﬁgﬁ i ATIRESE. oevinvavanerrn 1
!‘FHPF éﬂ B 'd nnvwhlsm J Agdres .
L\w\t{nﬂd tien for 0“8|JIP¢ wemder: l Cliy 7Y . '

e sems W -
“l.f: :“thg;m;&! dol- ;’ggg%;ﬁgﬁ%a% &H[' £) Chaek bero Mz Bocklet ~A™ i under 18 genrs of Agp,

tActual pupile’ names on regumt. Piintes by Pr@t.@mw madels |-! T T T T L LY YL Y Y Y



MinutesA Day

oo

orove
L carr rsarke you
o ME AN
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In just 15 minuees a day. right
in tha privacy of your own home.
U'm ready to prove that “Dysamis
Tension® can lay a new outiit of
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Wy Trainesli Aocowmtants Command

ff
GET this straight.

"aecountaney” we do not mean “bookkeep-
ing?x For aceountaney begins where baokkeeping
legves off.

The stilled accountant takes thefigureshanded
::I:rn by the bookkeeper, and
em.

He knows hlczv ]r(llmch the costshin thtle.l various
departments should amount to, how they may
be lowered. Y

He knows what profits should be expected from
a given enterprise, how they may be imcreased.

e knows, in a given business, what per cent of
one's working capital can safely be tied up in mer-
chandise on hand, what per cent is safe and ade-
quate for sales promotion. And these, by the way,
are but two of scores off y
with he points the way to successful operation.

He knows the intricacies of govern-
ment taxation.

He knows how to surwey tiietianss-
actions of a business over a given

ried; how to show in cold, hard
%u:@s_thceppmmssﬁmhmd&mdj

ere it )5 going: He knows how to
use thesse findingssas o brsiis for com-
surucsive policies.

In short, the trained accountant is
the cormdllingor spiirmeobbunipitssss—
one man business cannot do without.

Small wonder that he commands a
salary two to ten times as great as
that of the bhook-

it Anteyrets

e AN

and how ambitious men are qualifyimg ﬂ Hig"l §a’aries

by the La Salle Problem Method

LaSalle accountancy students.* For example—one
man was a plumber, 32 years old, with only an
eleventh grade education, He became auditor for
a large bank with @n income 325 per cent larger.

Another was a drug clerk at £30 a week. Now
he heads his own very successful accounting firm
with an income several times as large.

A woman bookkeep ted in details of a
small job—is now auditor of an apartment hotel,
and her salary mounted in proportion toherwork.

A credit manager—earning 3200 a month—
moved up quickly to $3000, to $5000, and then to
a highly profitable accounting business of his own
which netted around $10,000 a year.

And What It Means to You

Why let the other fellow walk away with the
better job, when right in your own home you may
equip yourself for a splendid future in this profie-
able profession?

Are you really determimed to get

Through  ahead? If so, you can start at once
AEEBEPIAREY to acquire—by the LaSalle Problem
Method—a thorough understanding
of Higher Accountancy, master its
fundamental principles, become ex-
pert in the practical application of
those principles—this without losing
an_hour from work or a dollar of pa{.
Breliminary knowledge of book-
keeping is unnccessary. You will be
given whatever training, instruction
or Teview on the subject of bookkeep-
ing you may personal-

keeper. Indeed, as an : |y need—and without
independent operator (| LaSalle Extension Umiiversity || son = 0o
{head of f|i|is ;:‘ven 2 A e Institution yoijl: you are dissati

counting firm) he may Conxenfrondene C ssatis-
earn as much as the DEPT. 1500 R cmc‘:eitl)’ :i:ﬂ?;mem-lf oot
Eﬁﬁ?fﬂtu;iiﬁuh s Bes T TRt oplgatian s ener. e B that recognize the oppor-
in his cemmunity, or Higher Accounsan :l;;l::i I:*:;fg‘;_.e lﬁ;‘li

the operating man-
ager of a great raik
824,

Some Excanpleies

Small wonder that ac-
countancy offers the

trained man such fine

epportunities—op-
portunities well illus-
trated by the success
of thousands of
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INSURES PARENTS, CHILDREN (Married or Unmarried)
BROTHERS, SISTERS and GRANDPARENTS ... Ages 1 to 75

i Now, modern life insurance methods make it possible for aff of your family, including
n-laws, to be insured in one policy paying guaranteed benefits for death from any cause.

Instead of issuing five or six policies to include mother, father, sons and daughters,
even grandparents, we now issue just oae policy that insures them all . . - and at one low

cost price of only $1.00 a month.

= {NSURES FROM 2 to 6 ==
MEMBERS OF YOUR FAMILY

$1,42200 i
284490 ..
,26620 -~

The figures shown above represent the
Insuwance provided by the policy on @
typlcal avarage famlly of five persons.

RESERVE LIFE INSURANGE COMPANY
DEPARTMENT 17-L. HAMMDMD, INDMANA

|

COMPUTED ON LEGAL RESERVE BASIS

To guarantee gayment on each death that occurs
in your insured family, we hevefi i ficy
out on the strict legal reserve basis, complying
with State goverament requirements in every
respect. This is your assurance of Casihi¥iblanri'¥eu
Need Ir Most. Claims are paid at once . . . with-
out argument or delay. State records verify our
falr and just setilements.

Guarantee Reserve specializes In full family
coverage, that's why we can offer safe, guaran-
teed life insurance on your whole family at one
tow price of only $1.00 a month.

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION

To eliminate comtly doctor feey, et¢,, we have elimi-
pated Medical Examination. All people from age 1 w0
78, in good health may be included in this new &e
Guarantes Reserve family volicv. No membership
fees, no examination fees, no poficy fee .. $1.60 &
month pays for one policy that insuzes all.
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LISTEN YOUNG MEN-

INDUSTRY NEEDS YOUNG MEN BETWEEN 17 AND 35 WHO HAVE SPECIAL-
1ZED TRAINING. They are needed now. They will'be needed more than ever fn
the months ahead. Many fellows are going to grab the first job they can get, whether
it offers them a future won't make much difference. They don't realize a “mere job” toda:
may be no job a year from now. THE THINKING FELLOW IS GOING TO PR
PARE, NOT ONLY FOR A GOOD JOB NOW, BUT ONE THAT WILL BRING
HIM A FUTURE. IF YOU ARE ONE OF THESE FELLOWS 1 OFFER YOU AN—

Amazingly Easy Way
to get into EKECII!ICITY
Youn. Dactiasearg

Electricity is a fast growing field. Tens of thousands of fellowa are making $35.00-$40.00-

50.00 a week and more every week. But to qualify for one of these jobs you must be
trained to hold it. Here at Coyne we will train you by the famous Cayne "Lea_rn-b{;
Doing" method—90 days shop training. You can get my training Srst—THEN PA
EFOR IT IN EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS AFTER YOU GRADUATE UNDER
MY “PAY AFTER GRADUATION* PLAN.

Lestiom Wit Bobks ol@63 Vs

Lack of experience—age, or advanced train you for a good job.
education bars no one. I don’t care 4 good } Get tho Fact‘
;f you don’t know an armature EMPLOY“N‘I‘ Coyneillyourlone ) trﬂanne
rom @ sl tirekeo— Dl ol d gt to get into electricity, Ever
E.i tol It makes mo differencel HELP after obseacil.e 45- remom’-&c'rh 0
't let Jack of money gt u, rs O e
M&tgttgmm"&ﬁ%& Graduation i b o T o roen.
o ﬂz}nﬁﬁw S To get a good job today You can get training tirst
That's why I have worked out you've got to be trained. In- —ithen pay for it in easy
o kb S faa Seotne et e oty Gyt
. uate. You can ouf
Earn While Theee met) will be the oncs gvery\hing absolutely free,
who are the big-pay men of Simply mail the and
I.earlllng the future. Aftar gradua- let ma send you the big, free
If need part-time work to ggnﬂg‘l&.ﬁ:‘lﬁlﬂ!&légt Coyae boolk.. facti .. Tbi.
pay your “"“%""”’” Lifetime Em‘l ’Ea‘i - obll S '
I'll help you get it. Then, In 12 A i e 088 Dot o JALE you. f0 Aok
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est outlays of electrical appa- Sub-Station Onerati ti5a wit ii‘i;‘
fatus ever assembled . . . real J§ Auto & Ariktion ignition EE“'; Il s
dynamos, engines, rplants, J] Malntenance Electrician 2B ‘#@S gih‘ﬂsmaiﬂy
sutoe, ewitchboatds, tranemit: Service Statlon Qwoer Y1 TE 859 & saniea thore
ting stations...everything from Rlectric Refriizorai aFe 1 &8 ) aag
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A Complite Book-Length
Sky Actitun Novel

By
ROBERT SIDNEY BOWEN

Plus Many Stories and Features
Glorifying the British Pilots
Eighting for Democracy

Every American Must Read
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The Wanllls Greatest Sleuth
Tackles a Baffimg Case of
Mysterious Death

in
THE BLACK
GOLD KILLERS

A Eull Boolk-Lemgib Novel
in the Nosomiloer Issue of

THE PHANTOM
DETECTIVE

EVERY AT ALL
MONTH ILOC STANDS

The Federals in Action
in

G-MEN
DETECTIVE

Now on Sale le¢ Everywhere

Identification Bureaus
in America

Send for complete lgt of over 750 Bureays where aur
graduates have been placed in good poaitiony as

FINGERPRINT EXPERTS

Then write the nearest Bureau and learn what our
graduates think of wubl
We have space here to liat only a FEW of these more than
750 institutions, so be sare to send for the eowmgiite Kistl
Biate of Colorado
Blate of Iowa
State of Dish
gw:e of Ohdg

pston, Mass,
New York, N. ¥,
PRburgh, Pa.

Pueble. Colo.

Bait Lake City, Utah
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Be a Secret Service and Identification Exgentl

Eojoy the thrill of getttng your man—with Do persoral danger—
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utiluue aecrets of this young, fasainating acd fast growing professiua.
Wa offer you the same courie of training as we gave the hun«
dreds of our graduates who now hold splandld pnslumu in Iurl
than 750 Institutions, Each of these bureaus bes
ONE to FIFTEEN of qur ur-dualll on regular salal en—lnd Iaill
develop from time to tim:

Mmenicalss Favorite
Comic Mdeggzzines

THRILLING COMICS
EXCITING COMICS
STARTLING COMICS

Each 10c At All Stands

Wonderful Opportunity t'or TRAINED MEN
in This Young, Fast Growing Professiom!
&f ths thousands of towns In America, three-fourths are still

wnhout idmtmnltlm burcaus. Many more are bound to ¢comet That

spells O UNITY. But yoo musz be READY1 It's 6 lﬁ
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INBTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
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INATITUTEZ OF APPLIED SCIENCE
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. Cylinder Blocks,
lumpa . Fenders, anh,rarm Magc hl'nm
Will also acider acd braze on the lightest
mqtgﬂul Works on lron, steel, tin, brass, cop-
psr and atl othet metals. Men Withdut previcas
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hour repau Job, lu a year's time £ DynEmiGcWelder

SNout LESS THAN 6 CENTS A DAY

Instractions Fres—0, a mldlnt abiop paw. AGENTE—Make big
ts seiling ta sor factorles. jamitors and manmive lhw erto
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Asthma Sufferers

Don't rely on smokes, spra s and 1njeeﬂons if you
suffer from terrible recurrin choking. gasping,
frhrezing spalls of Asthma. Thmunﬂc of sufferers
have foued that the firgt dose of Mendaco usually
palliates Asthma spagts and lgogensg thiek stromgling
mucye, thus promoting freer lireathlng and more rest.
fill sleep. Get Metidaeo In tasteless tablets from grug-
EifxtiS'ﬁ ;;lly (guarantee). Momey back unless fully
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Featuring True Stories
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How Little Mistakes in Eating
Can Keep You Holf-Si

Dietary ledigestion—Heartburn

Heo 1s one of the countless people who suffere
lassly from dlstary stomsch dlsorders. Chapter
Victor B. Lindiabr's ¢reat book show? & way
to quick rellef ard prevection for thousends.

Common Rheumatism and Arthritls

He suffers from rheumatic pains largely becauze of simple
mistakes in bis diet. 1f lie follows the suggestion on page
elght of Victor H. Lindiehwis remarkable book he sheuld

get Quick relief,
Excess Welght

than she dose now . .
What Yow Eot”' would tell ler how.

Frequent Colds
Bhe is an easy victlm of coughs and colds. Bams:
tiilog vital 1s lacking in ber diet. WhatT Reed ths
frst chapter of “Yuw dre Wihat You Bar” to mes how
oasy it shouid be to put her 66 the road to sirength
and beslth.

She could reduce tn no time, yet actually eat more food
. if she only ate properly. " Are

Learn How to Eat Your Waty to Better Health

‘[_’ri:m:. AT TAST, Is Victor H. Lindlabr's re-
% markable method of health through diet
brought to yon In a big, fascinating hook—at a
price go low everyone can own it! In just one eve-
ning. yom can learn how to commmtt mistakes In
esting that may have been keeping you below pur
. .. you may learn how to be healthler, Auanpier
by following the prowam principles of health
through diet In Victor H. Lindlahr's remsrkable
book, “Xou Are Whkot You Eot.'

Do you know how yon may Improve your com-
plexion by a simple change In diet? Do you kmow
what high-vitamin fruits and vegetables will help
bulld you up when you are run-down? Do you
know what foods often help promete sound, rest-
ful sleep? Do you know what methods of cooking
destroy the chief value of certain foods? Do you
kuow what vegetables can belp In bullding better
blood?

Let Victor H. Lindlahr belp yon and youtr feun-
lly gain better health through diet. It has been
done in thousands of cases. It is belng done
every dayl

Don't Lot Lithle Miiteled In Eoting
Rob Yos of Goad Hesihh

Foods are medicine . . . and Victor H. Lindlahr
knows that foods have the power that may give
you freedom from many commen symptoms. Out
of the kitchen can come meals to help pnt an end
to many of your distressing troubles. Yes, foods
oftem possess a remarkable power for fmproving
health—and now Victor H. Lindlahr gshows you
how to use this power}

N

NOW

e VISAAM

Just mall the poupen, You
will receive Vistor H.
Limikshr's book by return
mall When it comos pay
the postman %8¢, plus @
fow conts postage. It at
the ond of 65 daya you
aren't thrlledi—return tha
book and your money will
be refunded without ques
4 tlon, MsiitioccupondN 0@

Send this coupon
==5-dlay free trial

ACT NOW!

JOURNAL OF LIVING PUB. COBP.

Dept. M-7, Carlton Ave., Jersey City, N. J.

Bend me Vietor H. Lindisiora Book, "Fou dre What Ve i
fur only 98¢, plui & few eenis DdEbigy. 1 umderatand that if net
delighted 1 may relurn the Book within & dayr abd my tbeney
will be refunded.

CHY e State...........

NOTE: If apt to be out when postman calli, send $1.00 with
coupan and save C.0.D pos(age.




THE GODS HATE
KANSAS

By JOSEPH J. MILLARD

Aatthary of “Wiee Crystal Invaders,” “Ciasih on Viar,” eic.

CHAPTER 1
Roclks from the Sky

E rocks had been hurtling
toward earth for more than a
week, sllent and invisible In the
black aitless vold of space. There was
something dogged in the way the eleven
dark ehunks of stone clustered together,
neither drawlng apart ner touehing,
maintaining always that odd arrew-
head formation as the tens of
of trackless miles whipped by.

And there was something vaguely
sinister in their majestic progress, mov-
ing an unvarying nineteen miles a
second, ignoring the billions of frag-
ments of meteoric dust that fled past
them at vastly greater speeds. They
were somehow like messengers dis-

patched upon some dark mission, their
progress timed to carry them to an in-
finitely distant rendezvous at exactly
the appointed time,

rocks were very close to earth,



An Amazing
Campplete
EBaok-deagth
Norel

Before Temple cowmid move, rubbey
tentacles pinioned his arms (Chapter XV)

Curt Temple Pits His Slim
Earth Knowledge Agpiist the
Mast Perfect Intelligence in
the Cosmos to Save the World
—and the Waman He Lovesl|




Doom Stalks the Earth Wihea Xacwrn, the

still invisible but feeling the first gentle
tug of earth’s gravitation, when Gus
Solle finished his night's chores. He
stripped the last ounce of milk into the
brimming pail, hung the milk-stool on a
peg and got down the oil lantern from
its hook above the cow stalls.

At the barn door he paused, waiting
for two other flickering lanterns to join
him,

Young Gus, his twenty-year-old son,
came striding from the dark shadows of
the horse barn at the rear, slapping
loose straw from his overalls, Arnie
Cole, the hired man, pumped a last
groaning gush of water into the stock
tank, picked up his own lantern and
joined them as they moved toward the
house.

“Supper's readiy!” The gaunt figure
of Martha Solle appeared in the door-
way of the house to make the ammoumce-
ment, her big frame silhouetted by the
kerosene lamp on a table at her back.

“Set the milk in the shanty and sep-
arate it afterwards. It'll keep but sup-
per won't.”

Gus Solle grunted ackmowledgment
as the three moved up the barren
ground toward the frame house.

“If you figure on workin’ old Mag
tomorrow, pa,” young Gus remarked,
“you better throw a pad under her col-
lar. She’s got a bad gall from the hame
strap.”

“Ain’t much sense in working any of
the horses,” Arnie Cole growled, “un-
less we get some rain purty soon. The
more I see of Kansas the more 1 wish
I'd never left Iowa.™

“We could use a drop or two,” Gus
Solle admitted. “Don’t seem to be a
cloud in sight, neither. I like the stars
but I'm getting mighty sick of seein'
’em night after night when the land's
burning up for a good rain.®

E squinted up at the umibelievably
brilliant panorama of the cloud-
less night sky with anger in his mild
face. Unconsclously, the other two
turned thelr faces up toward the
heavens to follow his gaze and his wife,
waiting In the doorway, looked up to
see what the men-folk were staring at.
Thus it happened that four pairs of

eyes saw the rocks at the precise instant
when, some eighty-seven miles up into
the night, they first flamed to brilliance
in the clutch ot tenuous atmosphere.

“Look,” Martha Solle cried. “Shoot-
in' stars—a whole tribe of ’em, looks
like.”

“Meteors, ma,” young Gus corrected
with the superiority of one who had
been to school in town. “A meteor
swarm.”

There was no more time for speech.
What had been only a leisurely glide
through outer space became, in relation
to earth speeds, a screaming fligjitt. In
two seconds, the eleven separate bodies
of rock could be plainly resolved by the
naked eye, and the thin scream of their
coming had reached ahead to torment
the ears.

In three seconds, the eleven rocks
had leaped beyond the apparent size of
baseballs and their brilliance was in-
credibly dazzling. Now the scream had
deepened to a rushing roar, interspersed
by thunderous explosions as two of the
eleven rocks succumbed to the titanic
forces of kinetic energy and burst apart
in midair,

In four seconds, the sound of their
passage was beyond description. The
Solles and Amie Cole stood frozen as
nine flaming rocks, now bigger than
basketballs, seemed to hurtle straight
toward their defenseless house. All
saw the largest rock in front, with the
eight others arrowed out in two streams
behind, sweeping down in a vast arc.

Then, miraculously, the rocks were
overhead, passing above them and
above the low house, sweeping on in
a screaming thunder of awful sound
to plunge into the dusty wheat field
beyond. Air, searing hot and violently
churning, smote their upturned faces,
scorching the breath from their lungs.

The nine rocks struck and vanished
in a welter of flame and mushrooming
dust. The sound became something too
terrible for human ears to measure.
The ground underfoot rocked to the
impact and a firesh wave of sypor-hested
air surged out from the point of contact
and swept the four stunned humans
from their feet.

Then silence fell, a silence that was



Ninth Planet, Seeks to Enslave Husmanily/!

broken only by the faint patter of in-
funitkedimd| particles of exploded rocks
against house and earth.

“Martha!” it was Gus Solle, first to
recover his senses and clamber onto
shaky legs. “Martha, are you all
right?”

They all moved, then, climbing daz-
edly to their feet, mumbling assurances.

“Come on,” young Gus cried shrilly,
his own voice sounding faint against
shattered eardrums, “they landed right
there on the edge of the north forty.
I'm going over there.”



“Wait! Be carefuil”™ Martha Solle
warned. “One of them things might
explode. I wouldn’t go near if I was
you."”

“Heck with that noise!” young Gus
cried excitedly. “I'm gonna find ’em
and dig 'em all out. Them things
are worth money. Pete Halvorsen
found just a little chunk of an old
meteor on his place a couple years ago
and some guys from Washington give
him fifty dollars for it. I bet there’s
a couple hundred dollars’ worth, at
least, right there waliting for us. Come
on!”

They all went, then, running and
stumbling across the parched earth
toward the fresh scars that lay plain
under the starlight, The thought of
money drove all fear from thelr minds,

In the wheat field, the things lay

quietly in their shallow pits—wantiing)!

CHAPTER 11
Lost Expedition

E spring sunlight lay warm on
the fresh green of Culwala Univer-
sity campus. Curtis Temple felt the
tingle of {t through the narrow bandage
on the back of his head and made a
mental note to spend as much time as
possible with his head exposed to that
radiance., It would speed the healing
of his wound.

He went across the campus, a tall
well-knit young man in rough tweeds
with a pleasantly-angular face and
level gray eyes. There was still a glow
of deep bronze on his skin, despite the
traces of hospital pallor, and his rangy
stride was definitely a product of open
spaces. It was hard to believe that
this athlete could be Curtls Temple,
Ph.D,, professor of Astrophysics at
Culwain and rated among the tops in
that vast new field of scientific adven-
ture.

It was adventure that had drawn
Temple to this phase of universal re-
search, the thrill of searching unknown
spaces, of charting the uncharted, see-
ing the unseen, fitting the complexities
of the infinite into a laboratory pattern.

STARTILING STORIES

And it was love of adventure that had
sent him soaring skyward in a free bal-
loon on the ill-fated cosmic ray search
that had nearly cost him his life,

The failure of the balloon had left
him with a shattered skull that confined
him to the hospital for weary months.
It was only now that, thanks to med-
leal genius, he was eut and able to walk
and work and feel the warmth of the
sunlight en his bared head.

He went into the shadowy interior
of the astronomical observatory,
crouchlng under its silvery dome on a
corner of the campus, and entered the
laboratory. Mullane, the weazened
little gnofie of an astronomer, was in
there, abserbed in a delieate radiatien
experiment. He was unaware of Tem-
ple's entranee until the peedle en a
g;gld ibefefe hir began te dip and flicker

Mullane laid down his peneil with a
mock sigh of despalr and snapped off
the switch.

“Don‘t look now,” he whispered
loudly, addressing the bare wall, "but
that man's here agaln—the one with
the tin head.”

Temple chuckled and strolled over
to kibitz at Mullane’s notes. The two
were old friends and associates.

“It’s lucky for you I'd just finished,”
Mullane growled, grinning with his

es, "Every time that silvery skull
of yours gets near the coils, my Indica-
tors run wild,

“I think I ought to tell the F.B.I,
about it. How is your head, and how
much longer do you have to wear that
silver plate screwed to your skull bone,
Curt?

“"Not long, and it really isn’t a plate.
It's a sort of fine-mesh silver screen
that Doe put in te hold the broken
pieces of my skull in place until they
knit,

“I'm actually as good as new right
now but Doc wants to leave the silver
in for another few weeks. I don't mind.
The secar is almost healed, and I never
feel the screen anymore.”

“Too bad you weren't able to go with
the field group the University sent
down to Kansas to study that meteor-
ite swarm. Meteors are your specialty,
Curt, and it isn’t onee in a century that
a big fall like that oceurs before wit-
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nesses so it can be located and studied
while still fresh, Even if nebulae are
my specialty, I'd like to have gone
there, myself.”

Temple's face clouded momentarily.

“Missing that did hurt,” he admitted,
"but somebody had to carry on the
classes here and I'm still technically a
cripple.

“I can’t really kick, though. I'm get-
ting photos, samples and complete re-
ports every day and it's my own line of
study the Group Is following. After all,
Lee is there—and she's my eyes and
ears 6n the expedition.”

Mullane grinned and winked broadly.

“And your heart, too?” he asked sly-

ly.

Temple reddened and then laughed.

*Olkay, granny snoop, my heart, too.
8o what? With all the prying you do
into my affairs, it's a wonder you ever
get a moment off to look through your
telescope.”

“I don’t,” Mullane admitted placidly.
“I leave that job to the camera and keep
my eyes on you. Tch! Tch! How
scandalous.

“Seriously though, Curt, Lee Mason
is every bit as intelligent as she is beau-
tiful—and that's going some. Why,
that master's thesis she did on the osell-
latory determinative of extra-galactie
cathodic emissions was a wendef,

“But I'm warning you, if you marry
her you lose the finest assistant any re-
search man ever had. Why, that girl—"

He broke off as the telephone
whirred, answered the call and then
handed over the instrument.

“For you, Curt. Our prexie himself
calling, no less.”

Wondering, Temple accepted the

hone, The usually precise accents of
cCabe, Culwaln U's president, were
ragged,

“Professor Temple, I—I think you'd
better get over to my office right away.

Something .Ines @ppuiite
that—well, it concerns our Kansas ex-
pedition.”

The cold fingers of a nameless fear
tightened suddenty around Curtis Tem-
ple’s heatt,

“Our field group! What about them ?
What's hap—"

*The field group,”
thickly,

McCabe said
“has disappeared—vanished

with all their luggage and equipment.”

“IDik red? Lee—Miss Mason—
what about her?”

McCabe’s answer was like a phono-
graph with its needle stuck in one
groove.

“The field group,” even his tone was
the same, “has disappeared—vanished
with all their luggage—"

RESIDENT McCABE'S face was

as white as his beard, his eyes red-
veined and dazed, when Temple burst
into his office five minutes later.

“Wiat do yowm meam-—disap-
peared?” Temple shouted, before the
other could speak. “People don't just
disappear off the face of the earth.
What happened to them? Wrhere did
they go? Are you hiding someth—"

McCabe waved a trembling hand to-
ward a chair and hunched over the
desk, gnawing at his beard.

“Of course people don't disappear,”
he said fimsllly. “But they did—nine
persons, five heavy trucks, tons of in-
struments and supplies, tools and
equipment and the six portable shacks.

“Last night, when I talked to them
by phone, everything was going per-
fectly. Wihen I called back this morn-
ing to give them some data they re-
quested, there was nothing left but the
marks where camp had been—and the
meteors.”

“The meteors!!”’ Temple gasped.
“You mean they went off and left the—
the very object of their trip?"

“They left several tons of distinctly
unportable rock,” McCabe admitted.
“But I'm afraid they didn't just ‘go
off and leave them' in the sense you
mean."

“The sheriff and fifty deputies have
been scouring the country since morn-
ing without finding a wheel track or a
trace of them. Nor have they found
anyone who saw or heard the caravan
pass in the night, though every road
out of camp led through towns.”

“But—but they must have gone
somewlere."”

“Obviously,” McCabe agreed dryly.
“The puzzle is where and how. And
I might add a third element of mys-
tery—winy?”

Curtis Temple stared, feeling the
blood drain out of his face. He was
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just beginning fully to realize the sheer
impossibility of what had been told
him.

He knew the layout of the meteor
camp as well as he knew the paths
across Culwain campus, for most of it
was of his own design. Five of the
shacks were small, square sheet iron
affairs, sleeping quarters for the force.
Lee Mason occupied one alone.

The eight men shared the other four,
The sixth shack was really two shacks
built together, housing the photo-
graphic darkroom, the chemistry lab,
the instruments for physical analysis
and cubbyholes in which the research-
ers performed their calculations.

These shacks and all they contained
were built to be carried on four trucks.
The fifth truck bore the portable gen-
erating unit for camp light and power,
the kitchen equipment and rough tools.
Usually a day and a half were required
to break camp and pack for moving.

HILE it was conceivable that

the nine members could com-
pletely dismantle and pack the camp
evernight, it would take some inhuman
driving tirge to make the miracle pos-
sible. Curtis Temple’s imagination
tried to supply a suggestlaa of what
sueh driving urge might be and failed
utterly to conjure up anything but a
black eloud of unnameable teriror.

"“The—the neighbors,” he gasped at
last. “Someone must have seen or
heard something. Someone must
have”

“Maybe someone did. The only ones
closer than the town of Bomer, two
miles away, were those farmers who
saw the meteors fall and reported to
us. There was a man and his wife,
their grown son, and a hired man.

“Our camp was on their land, about
a hundred yards from their house, right
on the site of the meteor pits. The two
Solles and their hired man were help-
ing the field crew on heavy work and
Mrs. Solle was cooking for the camp.”

“They must know what happened,”
Temple said eagerly.

“Perhaps they do,” McCabe whis-
pered without looking up. “Undoubt-
edly they do. But they've vanished,
too—all four of them—the same time,
the same way.”

Temple closed his eyes, seeing a
vision of Lee Mason’s lovely face
with its frame of wheat-gold hair, hear-
ing again the gay tinkle of her ready
laughter and the soft music of her
volee, The vision was like a knife turn-
ing around and around in his heart.

“[Either,” McCabe gritted, tightening
his fists, “it’s a gigantic hoax of some
kind, or—"

“Or,” Temple finished flatly, “the
gods still hate Kansas.”

“Eh?” McCabe stared blankly.

“You've heard my remark that the
gods must hate Kansas because they
throw so many stones at it. You were
in class the day I used that expression.

“Maybe it sounded facetious, but it
wasn’t meant to be because behind it
lies a mystery that has puzzled me and
every other astronomer for years—a
mystery that rivals any puzzle science
ever r
“I—I don’t think I follow you, sir.”

“Look,” Temple leaned forward ear-
nestly. “You know there are roughly,
two kinds of meteorites—stone and
iron. Some twenty million of them
enter the earth’s atmosphere every
twenty-four hours, although few of
them reach the earth without being
consumed by friction with air.

“We think we knmow what meteors
are—cosmic dust, the wreckage of shat-
tered planets or comets burst apart in
space. We think space is full of these
fragments, that we’re constantly meet-
ing them, burning them up in our up-

er atmosphere or letting an occasional
arge one get through to earth.

“That sounds logical, but is it? If
that were the true answer, then by all
the laws of probability the meteors
that do fall should be pretty evenly
distributed over the face of the earth,
shouldn’t they?”

“Of course,” McCabe admitted daz-
edly. “But I don’t see—"

“They should be,” Temple drilled
on. “But they arem’t. The United
States is struck by almost as many
meteorites as all the rest of the world
put together. But the real mystery
lies in stoney meteorites, like the
swarm that just struck in Kansas.

Wiy did they land in Kansas?”
“Winyp—wihy, I suppose they just
happened to.”
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“Did they? Listem! Kansas isn't a
very big state, but a third of all stone
meteorites ever known to strike in
North America landed in little Kansas.
One-sixth of all the stones recorded on
earth struck Kansas.

“More stone meteorites land in Kan-
sas than in any other state in the union
—more than in any other two states
west of the Mississippi. The largest
stone meteorite ever known landed
there. The largest of the rare Pallasite
stones, as well, struck Kansas.

“But that isn’t all. Scott County,
Kansas, is the only place on earth
where meteors ever struck twice in the
same place. More meteoric falls have
been actually witnessed in Kansas than
anywhere else on earth. Two of the
thirteen rarest meteor types known in
North America were found within the
borders of Kansas.”

“Why,” McCabe gasped feebly,
“that’s utterly fantastiic.™

“You bet it is—but it's brutal fact.
Ask Mullane, Dawson, any astronomer,
or read Nininger's book on meteorites
for a complete dated record of knmown
fails.

“It's fantastic, but it's been happen-
ing for centuries, and there must be a
reason! The disappearance of the me-
teor expedition is fantastic, too, but
again there’s got to be a reason.

“The landing of nine huge stony
meteorites, travelling in a perfect V-
formation is fantastic. And that isn’t
all. The expedition has been measur-
ing the impact pits, scurrying around
to cross-examine witnesses to the fall,
getting a complete picture of the di-
rection and velocity of the swarm. I've
just finished assembling their data and
the results are even more fantastiic.”

McCabe wet his lips and blinked
dazedly.

Temple hurriedly strode across and
pounded a hard fist onto the president’s
desk.

“Do you know what those figures
revealed? That meteor swarm was
travelling somewhere between seven-
teen and twenty miles a second—far
slower than the average meteor veloc-
ity. And unless the figures are wrong
—they camre from the mmomn!”

“The moon!” McCabe parroted
feebly. “But I don’t see the connection

between that and our lost group.”

“I don’t either!” Temple barked.
“But I'm leaving for Kansas tonight
and if there is a connection, I'll find it
if I have to tear the whole universe
apaud!”

CHAPTER 111
Bhegh the Great

IVE days earlier, the meteor ex-
L pedition had arrived at the loca-
tien of the fall with high hepes and
intense enthusiasm. There was a werld
of bitter, back-breaking werk te be
dene, but nene of the nine persens in
the greup had any theught fer the
laber invelved.

For the first time, a sizable meteoric
fall had occurred before witnesses in
the midst of habitable country. For
the first time, some of the age-old cos-
mic secrets might be revealed before
relentless Time had hidden them from
the searching eyes of curious man.

First of all, there was the camp itself
to be set up. The Solles and their hired
man were employed on the spot to help
with the manual labor of the job.

The shacks were ranged in two fac-
ing rows, alternating with the parked
trucks to form a short street. At the
north end of this street, the laboratory
shack was erected. This was actually
two of the smaller shacks built together
to house the instruments, equipment
and benches.

Beside the laboratory was the focus
of interest and activity, the great roped-
off area of impact craters where the
nine closely-bunached aerolites had bur-
rowed into the earth. Beyond casting
longing, wistful eyes at the craters, no
one touched the sacred section until
the last shack was up and in place, the
last instrument set, the last wire and
tube connected and ready for the vital
task ahead.

Although the meteorites themselves
lay only a few feet below the surface,
it was five days before any attempt
was made to uncover or lift them from
their graves. A dozen vital tasks, many
of them suggested by Curtis Temple in
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planning the expedition, must come
fiwsstt

There was the problem of learning
from what part of space the visitors
had come. That involved interviewing
everyone who had glimpsed the fierce
flame of the rocks before impact, sift-
ing a welter of faulty memories, optical
errors and vague guesses to ferret out
the fragments of fact.

Farmer Olson had seen the ficeballs
over his cowbara roof: banker Simmis,
through his bedroom window: a young
country school teacher, ten miles west,
was sure they came from right up
there.

The Solles could not agree on which
of three widely separated constella-
tions overhead had seemed to frame
the first faint sparks.

No matter how insignificant, each
fact was weighed and judged and fiittiesd],
at last, into the growing composite
picture of the great swarm’s path
through the atmosphere from its radi-
ant point. When the path was finally
charted and found to coincide with the
angle of impact suggested by the cra-
ters, there was rejoletng in the eamE,
and the mathematicians went to work.

WNHERE was work for all sciences.
= Chemistry attacked the rims of the
craters, analyzing the seil content and
composition, estimating the ameunt of
heat generated by impaect and frem
that, the pessible veloeity of the rocks.

Bacteriology probed the scorched
earth in fruitless search for signs of
living organisms sloughed off during
passage. Physics ramged the wheat
field, striking the baked prairie with
carefully-measured blows to compute
its surface resistance to impact.

Pop-eyed visitors came from coun-
ties around to gape at the spectacle.
Bored reporters drifted in, snapped
dull shots and went away, still bored.

The evening of the fifth day every-
one stood in the circle of light from
portable floods and watched the first
and largest of the nine aerolites glide
up over the rim of its pit, drawn by
windlass on the power truck.

Arnie Cole and the Solles, father and
+um, guided the cables and steadied the
wood beams that served as track for
ihe heavy rock, Dr. Eno Rocossen,

chief astronomer and head of the group,
supervised the job, hovering over the
dingy chunk ot cosmie debris as so-
licitously as a mother hen over her
chiek.

There was a concerted rush to ex-
amine the basketball sized alien as it
came to rest beside the lab shack. Lee
Mason, on her knees beside Jacobs, the
chemist, fingered the fused surface of
the aerolite in frowning bewilderment.

“I've examined a lot of siderites,
siderolites and aerolites,” she said

, “but never one quite like this.
It obviously isn’t an iron or an iron-
stone, yet it seems to lack the chon-
dritic structure of a true stone.

“And I've never seen anything like
that hard, pitchy coating over one be-
fore. Jake, when are you going to start
an analysis test? 1 have a feeling you'll
run into a completely unique chemical
constitution, 1 wish Curt could have
been here to see this.”

Jacobs grinned and reached for a
geologist’s hammer.

“We all miss Curt—but not for the
same reason, Lonely Heart, Here, let's
erack off a few chips and run a test on
them right now. I'm as curious as you
are, We'll try some simple ones to-
night and then start a test for occluded
gases first thing in the morming.”

“Wait!” Lee Mason’s hand on the
chemist’s arm halted the first hammer
blow. “Wihen your arm threw a shad-
ow, just then—Jake, switch off the
lights a mement.”

As swift darkness followed the click
of the switch, a concerted gasp rose.

“Radioactive,” Lee exclaimed. *“I
thougiht I saw a faint, greenish glow
in the shadow. Can you beat that?
Our meteorite is unique. Other stoneys
have only been about a fourth as ra-
dioactive as ordinary terrestrial gran-
ite, which isn't very much.”

“Looks like we found something, all
right,” Jacobs assented excitedly, lift-
ing the hammer. “Well, here goes for
a sample. I'll chip off some for your
spectroscope tests, too. Why, what's
wrong with you, Lee?”

On her knees, Lee Mason was sway-
ing dizzily, her lovely face drawn into
a tight, startled frown. She shook her
head dazedly, after a moment, and her
face cleared.
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“I don’t know. Nothing, I guess,
Jake. Just for a moment I had the
oddest sensation—a sort of cold dread
at the thought of chipping the covering
on the stone. But I'm all right, now.
Go ahead and crack our egg.”

Jacobs touched her, pale forehead
without feeling the glow of fever,
frowned, shrugged and turned back to
his task.

“Sump’n you et, most likely,” he said
lightly. “Waitch where the chips fly,
Lee. We can’t afford to waste a single
grain.”

N hour later, the entire expedi-
tien erowded inte the small 1ab-
oratory for the first rough analysis
tests, Sclentific curiosity ran at too
high a pitch for anyone to think of sleep

-
o

L
|

Before Temple could dodge, a ghostly beam car-
ressed his pistoning legs (Chapter VIII)

that night. Fragments chipped from
the stones waited in nine labelled en-
velopes to tell their hidden stories to
the ears of science.

Dr. Eno Rocossen finished polishing
his spectacles and took out the contents
of the first envelope.

“Jameson, you go ahead with a mi-
cro examination of both sheath and
matrix, using this little chip here. Kin-
sell, you help Jacobs on the—"

He stopped speaking, blinked daz-
edly and passed a trembling hand
across his forehead. The precious bits
of aerolite dribbled out of his lax palm,
unheeded. He gripped the lab bench
hard, leaning on it as though for sup-
port.
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“Doctor,” Lee cried in sudden alarm,
starting forward, “are you ill?”

He straightened, waving her back.
His ascetic face regained its composure,
Only his eyes seemed different—Hat
and empty.

“No,” he said in an oddly changed
voice. “No, I'm quite all right. I've
made the connection, now. It's—it's
a bit confusing for a few moments but
that passes almost immediately. You
may all take hold.”

Through a moment of dead silence,
all eyes stared incredulously, wonder-
ingly. There was no sense in the words,
but there was something vaguely men-
acing in their hidden import. Lee Ma-
son gaped in horror, wondering if the
great man had suddenly gone mad.

Then a disturbance across the room
caught her gaze. The chubby physicist,
Lansdon, was stumbling toward Rocos-
?eﬂ, a strange expression on his moon
ace,

He halted and his hands moved
feebly in a vague salute,

“Yes,” he said oddly, “it is dizzying
at first. You—you’re Bhazh, aren't
you? I'm Tas IL”

Beside Lee, the gaunt, sardonic Ja-
cobs, whose name ranked second to
none in knowledge of star chemistry,
bowed low.

“And here is Gniz,
Bhaazin!”

Lee Mason gaped in bewilderment
and sank down weakly on the nearest
bench.

“It couldn’t be that everybody here
has gone crazy except me,” she said to
herself. “It must be that they're all
sane and I've gone crazy so the sane
things they say and do sound like crazy
things to my crazy mind. It must be
that! Oh, Lord, 1 wonder if Curtll
come and visit me in the asylum.”

She stiffened abruptly and a sha
gasp burst from her lips. Like a das
of ice water, something infinitely cold
touched and clung to the base of her
skull. She slapped at it, tried to brush
it away, but her hand met nothing ex-
cept the soft cloud of her hair.

Lee tried to rise and her strength
refused the task. The thing on her
neck was burrowing, digging incred-
ibly icy tentacles through flesh and
skull bone and deep into the matter

oh mighty

of her brain. She tried to scream and
no sound would come,

Then the icy finger touched some
unknown sensitive spot, deep in her
brain and a swift stab of utter agony
lanced through every nerve in her body.
It was like a dentist's drill touching
the raw nerve of a tooth, only worse—
a hundred times worse. The agony
died and with it, her senses.

A moment later Lee Mason rose
stiffly, turned and bowed low toward
Dr. Eno Rocessen. Her voice came
stiffly, woodenlky:

“Vrag is connected, Great Bhazh.
You have succeeded in all things, be-
yond the greatest vision of our mas-
ter.”

Dr. Eno Rocossen, whose prim fiigune
was familiar to every astronomical
group and conference and society in
the world, grinned like a satyr and
pounded his breast.

. “Of course,” he ackmowledged. “Did
I not promise that it would come to
pass? And am I not Bhazh—Bhazh
the Greatt””

CHAPTER 1V
The Mystery Degpens

ARKNESS had fallen by the

_ time Curtis Temple fiinished

acking his suitcase. He hoisted the

eavy gFip t6 a ehair stared eut of the

windew, seeing Lee Masen's face
against the eurtain ef the night.

At midnight he would take the plane
to Wichita and change to a train for
the remainder of the journey to Bomer
and the site of the vanished encamp-
ment. But even the start of that jour-
ney was four hours into the future.
Now there was nothing but the inter-
minable agony of waiting, the bitter
helplessness of his position in the face
of the mystery.

He turned from the window and
paced the floor, driving a clenched fist
into his open palm, gritting his teeth
against the onslaught of vague, form-
less terrors that chilled his blood. If
only someone had seen the expedition
breaking camp, had heard the thunder
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of the caravan’s passage in the night,
had even found evidence of violence at
the camp-site—

It would give the mystery a founda-
tion of reality, give him something to
get his teeth into. This horrible blank-
ness dug into his nerves. He had the
weird feeling of standing on the brink
of some vast unknown, of being about
to blunder awkwardly into conflict with
some cosmic influence beyond human
comprehension or resistance.

He swore at the thought and tried
to reason his jangled nerves back to
calmness. Wihat had actually hap-
pened? A group of sane, intelligent
people had seen fit to abandon a site
and a project, perhaps for some greater
research that unexpectedly beckoned.

No one had happened to notice their
departure and they, consumed with the
wonder of some new discovery, had
forgotten to communicate with their
sponsors. There was nothing too un-
usual in that. Temple himself had, on
occasion, become so engrossed in re-
search that he had forgotten to eat or
sleep or report himself for days on end.

His eyes lighted with the impact of
a new thought. It was so beautifully
fiimple and logical that only his dis-
turbed mental state could have caused
him to overlook it before. What had
happened was obvious.

Another meteorite had fallen. Per-
haps it was one of the same swarm that
had been detached from the group and
hurled to earth some distance away.
The expedition, seeing or hearing of
this new mass, had simply moved camp
to the new site.

They had not as yet had time to re-
establish communication with the Uni-
versity or even the nearby town. Of
course that was what had happened.
It bad to be that way!

Curtis Temple laughed shakily and
turned to the telephone beside his bed.
He would phone McCabe and set the
prexie’s mind at rest with that explana-
tion.

He was bending over the instrument,
smiling a little at his own earlier panic,
when the window behind him slammed
to the top of its frame and a harsh voice
criedl:

“Stand right still, there, young man.
Put that there telephone down quiet

- "

and don't reach out for

| nothimg.
Temple whirled areund teward the
sound of the voice and his eyes
snapped wide. He stood there for a
F\&ment, rigid with shocked ineredu-
ity.

E intruder was a woman, but

that fact Temple could have taken

in his stride. 1t was her incredible ap-

pearance that made him reel and deubt
his ewn sanity.

She was a woman of perhaps fifty-
five, tall and gaunt, with black hair
stringy around her wrinkled face. Her
skin was rough and reddened from
wind and sun, and the old gingham
dress she wore was faded from innu-
merable washings. As Temple stared
dazedly, she climbed in through the
open window and menaced him with
the weapon clutched in her knobby,
toil-worn hands—a pitchfiork!

The woman held the sharp tines of
the pitchfork close to Curtis Temple's
chest and stared at him for a long mo-
ment with faded eyes that were as
blank and lifeless as the windows of
an empty house. Finally she jerked
her head.

“That your belongins—all packed
nice in that there grip?”

“Y—yes,” Temple managed, swal-
lowing hard. “Who are you? What on
earth—"

“Don’t matter,” the worman snapped.
“Git your grip and come along. Nice
you had it ready. Saves waltin’ around
fer you to pack.”

Temple took a deep, steadying breath
and let his hands drop to his sides.
The woman was obviously an escaped
maniac, a dangerous one with that
crude weapon, and the thing to do was
humor her. He managed a sickly im-
itation of a placating smile.

“Now, I'll be glad to go with yeu.
Just tell me where you intend taking
me ”

A spark glowed for a moment in the
depths of the blank eyes. The pitchfork
lifted, moved, and one of the shar
tines raked painfully across Curtis
Temple's cheek, drawing blood.

“If you aim to get the best o' me,
don’t try. Just get that grip and git
goin’. You'll know where soon
enough.”
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The stinging of the scratch on his
cheek decided Temple against resist-
ance. Still more than half convinced
he was somehow dreaming all this, he
hoisted his packed bag and slid obedi-
ently out onto the dark lawn.

The pitchfork shifted and prodded
him ungently between the shoulder
blades. Under its compelling urge, he
moved out across the lawn to the dark
street in front. There, only the con-
stant pricking of the sharp tines kept
him from halting in fresh amazement.

A car waited at the curb—an ancient
relic of a Ford touring car with cracked
windshield and a tattered fabric top
held down by straps and ropes. Be-
hind the steerlfig wheel sat a gaunt,
weather-beaten man in faded overalls,
There was a second figure in the back
seat, concealed by the darkness. Tem-
ple stiffened as light frem a distant
street lamp shewed a muddy Kansas
lieense plate en the baek of tHe Ferd.

“I got him, Gus,” Temple's captor
cried as they neared the car. “He was
all packed fer travelin’ so we didn’t
fieed to walit around.”

“That's good, Martha,” the gaunt
man approved. “Put him in here by
me an’ you—"

Temple was close enough to see the
figure in the back more clearly. He
stopped short, ignoring the jabbing
tines, and a low harsh sound rose in
his throat.

The man in the back seat was Mul-
lane, the astromomen!

“Good evening, Curtis,” Mullane
spoke, then, in an odd voice that some-
how held a quality of unftumanness.
“Step right in. I know you must won-
der what all this is about, Cuit, but I
assure you it's all for a purpose—a
great purpese—and presently you will
understand.”

“I hope so,” Temple growled, relief
bringing a surge of boiling anger.
“Mully, if this is one of your
gags. . . ”

E stopped short, one foot on the
funning beard, his hand in the

act of swinging open the car deer. Fer
just an instant he had felt a queer, diz-
zying sensation, like the touch of small
cold fingers wriggling momentarily in
his hair. The subtle impact made him

gasp like a swimmer plunging into icy
water.

Then Mullane and the gaunt man
were both leaning forward, staring at
him with a queer feverish intensity.
Thete was something about them, Tem-
ple eould see then, that was not quite
right, 1t seemed to be their eyes. , . .

*Not this one,” the gaunt man said
suddenly, sharply. “Not this one at
all'!!

“Go back to your room, Curt,” Mul-
lane said then, like a parent instructing
a child. “This was all a mistake. You
go inside again and forget all about
what—"

“TW be blasted if I will!” Temple
roared in a sudden burst of rage.
“Somnething's wrong about all this—

lenty wrong! 1 don't kiow what it
s, but the answer’'s down in Kansas,
These two came from Kansas and
they're snatching you, Mully. I'll step
it=and I'll get te the bottom of what's
geing em?”

He surged forward, swung a fist at
the gaunt man. His arm hit one of the
straps holding the top down and the
blow missed its target. Still roaring,
Termple lunged over the side of the caf,
hands clutching at the man's gaunt
throat.

He forgot the woman behind him
until unbelievably powerful hands
clawed into his shoulders and jerked
him back from the car. He spun help-
lessly, saw the pitchfork swing up, re-
versed, caught a glimpse of Mullane’s
weazened face watehing him with de-
tached, sad-eyed interest.

Then the handle of the pitchfork
slammed along the side of his jaw with
desperate fury. Curtis Temple had
time for an instant of thankfulness
that it had not struck the baek of his
head to undoe all the doctors’ fine werk.
Then the blackness of oblivien caught
him tip and swept his senses away.

CHAPTER V
Wand! from the Missing

BLIVIOUS to both heat and

dust, Curtis Temple rocked on his
heels under the afternoon sun and
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stared with dull eyes at the nine dark
chunks of stone—all that remained of
the meteor camp. There was nothing
else, save the nine raw scars from
which the meteorites had been dug.

Fifty deputies scoured the surround-
ing plains for signs of the missing ex-
pedition. Twe FBI men systematically
took the Sdile farm apart in search of
clues. Others ranged the ceuntryside,
guestiening endlessly and fruitlessly.

In the eighteen hours that had passed
sifice the abdiiction of Mullane, the as-
tronomer, and the weird attack on
Temple, nothing bhad happened to
lighten the mystery. Rather, it had
been deepened.

The blow to the jaw had stunned
Curtis Temple for no more than a doz-
en minutes. Immediately thereafter,
his breathless repert had police comb-
ing the streets, throwing an airtight
cordon around the eity. Bt to e
avail, The Kansas Ford with its kid-
neppers and Mullane, their vietim, had
vahished eéempletely.

Before Temple boarded his plane at
midnight, two more of the nafion's
leading scientists had disappeared,
seized by weatherbeaten men in over-
alls, armed with farm implements as
weapoens, It might have been a bur-
lesque of erime, except for the steadily-
deepening under-current of nameless
herrer.

Stillwell, the FBI 1an, met Temple
wlien he arrived at the camp-site the
next afternoon. From fingerprints and
the descriptions of eye-witnesses, the
FBI had identified the kidnappets.

Martha and Gus Solle had abducted
Mullane and attacked Curtis Temple,
Young Gus Solle, junlor, had seized Dr.
Rayfield, the autherity on atomic
pewer. Ardle Cole, the hired man, had
abducted Lanelle, invenitor of the new
exyliur explosive,

Beyond that knowledge, the FBI was
as stumped as everyone else. Four
siiple farmers, twelve of the best
minds of sclence and some eighty-
thousand dollars* werth of instruments
and equipment had apparently vanished
frem the face of the earth, There was
ne conceivable reasen, thaugg the
newspapers sereamed Fifth Celusmn,
and eraclpots besieged the Dies Comn-
mittee headgquiarters.

Nor was there amy apparent infor-
mation to be gained from the meteo-
rites themselves.

To Temple’s trained eye, they were
obviously unlike the recorded types of
stony aerolites.

But this was apparently no more
than a matter of physical composition,
and so little was yet known about me-
teorites that this meant nothing be-
yond the discovery of a new, rare type.
Yet his mind persisted in linking them
wiﬁh the mystery. Why, he could not
tell,

ERHAPS it was because he could

net ferget the elder mystery ot
why Kansas had Been singled sut fer
the grim bembardment fraty the skies.
Acedrding {8 selentific caleulation, tak:
ing all types % meqfeemeg together, the
Fi@ gf fall sheul avera 3 meEhmg
9@ gFgﬂﬁ {8 & square mile every millie

Or maybe it was because the face of
Lee Mason seermed to look out at him
from every stone, a dark unfathomable
pleading in her blue eyes,

He turned away from the nine grim
secrets in stone and went back to the
Solle farmhouse, Stillwell, the FBI
man, met him on the porch.

“Any news?’ Temple asked, for the
tenth time,

Stillwell mopped his streaming fore-
head and swore.

“Yes and no. Nothing about your
girl, but the Solles turned up. Walked
into the police station in Cincinnati an
hour ago and asked for help to get back
here.”

“Then they can explain what's hap-
pened. They'll knowr where the
other—"

Stillwell shook his head.

“But they don’t. Our field man in
Cincy is with them now and getting no
place,fast. They claim the last thing
they remember is standing around
camp that night, watching the meteors
cracked open. The next thing th
knew, they were all waking up in thelr
old Ford on this edge of the Pennsyl-
vanla hills,

“They can’t remember a thing in be-
tween and didn’t know how they got
there, They pooled what money they
had and started heme but it gave out,
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along with their gas, out on Reading
Road in Cincinnati.”

“Ihey’re lying,” Temple cried
hoarsely. “They must be. People don’t
drive in their sleep half-way across the
continent and start kid ii

“People don’t just vanish into thin
air, either,” Stillwell interposed dryly,
“but some did. I know how you feel,
Temple, but it looks like we're facing
the impossible on this case,

“Our men have given the Solles asso-
ciation tests and every known type of
mental and physical exam—and we're
not exactly amateurs, either. We've
faced phony amnesia alibis before, but
this time, I'm afraid they’re telling the
truth.”

The ringing of the old-fashioned tele-
phone inside the house interrupted
them. Stillwell went in and leaned
against the wall besiéde the big box-like
instrument. Through the door, Tem-

le could see the federal man stiffen and

end down closer to the long arm of
the mouthpiece. He started into the
house, feeling the sudden urge and
pound of blood 1A his eardrums,

Stillwell said something explosive
into the phone and pronged the receiver
with a violent crash. He whirled
around and stared at Curtis Temple,

“A heck of a note,” he said flatly, an-
grily. “One heck of a fine note. Are
all scientists nuts or do they just act
that way to be differemdt?”

“Wihat do you meam?” Temple de-
manded, staring.

Stillwell's voice was bitter.

“PBEe were looking for 'em. The cops
and the county sheriffs and the state
police and all their relatives and friends
were looking for ’em, to say nothing of
every half-witted amateur detective and
newspaper reporter. The whole damn
nation was looking for ’em! And they
were fiever Jost.”

“Vffete? What do you—"

Stillwell kicked a chair in an excess
of baffled rage.

“I wish I'd stuck to accounting. The
whole meteor crowd just got in touch
with Culwain and Culwain notified
Washington. They haven’t been lost
at all. They simply packed up, night
before last, and moved to a new spot
two miles east of Vingrove, Arizona.

“We couldn't trail them because they

didn’t follow the roads out of here.
They cut across the prairie and the
wind blew their tracks away. They're
there, now, and your pal Mullane and
the other missing scientists are with
them.

“They've leased a camp-site out in
the desert, ordered a trainload of sup-
plies and materials and have a hundred
workeen hired from all over that end
of the state putting up a regular tar-
paper city.

“Don’t ask me why, or amything
about it. I wouldn’t know. I'm just a
poor, simple—Hey! If you're going to
put in a long distance call to Arizona,
you'd better let me place it for you. 1
know how to handle that kind of phone
and the kind of operator they've got in
Bomer.”

ALF an hour later Curtis Temple
stood at the high wall phone,
with the old-fashioned tubular receiver
trembling against his ear and heard the
volce that had haunted his dreams, He
had not fully realized how frightened
he had been for her safety until new.
“Lee! Darlimg! Are you all right?”
“Of course I'm all right,” it was her
voice, yet not her voice, lacking all the
silvery overtones that gave it life and
melody. “But I'm terribly busy, Cur-
tis. You won’t mind if 1—"

*I do mindi!” Temple snapped. “The
whole country has been upset and I've
been half out of my mind since you van-
ished. You can’t just dismiss every-
thing like that.

“Why did you leave the meteors and
slip away like that? Why couldn’t you
have notified me? Lee, this isn’t like

ou at all. What's going on that I can’t
ow about? What is this important
worl that . . .”

“I'm sorry, Curtis,” she cut in flatly,
“but explanations will have to wait. In
good time you will understand the proj-
ect differemily.”

“Is it—has it something to do with
the meteors?

Temple heard the sharp hiss of a
startled, indrawn breath. Whhen she
spoke again her voice was wary.

“No—well, yes, indirectly. It’s
something too vast and too vital to be
delayed, I must go now. Goodb—"

‘“Wedit!” he fairly shouted the word.
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“Lee, I've got to see you. I still think
something’s terribly wrong. I'm going
to Arizona. I'll be there tomorrow—"

“No!” She sounded suddenly pan-
icky. “You must not come here. I
forbid you to come here. I will not—"

He hung up, cutting off her protesta-
tions.

When he whirled from the phone,
Stillwell was leaning against the wall
close by, eyeing him queerly. An un-
lighted cigaret dangled from his lip.
The FBI man had overheard part of the
coniversation and senised the trend of
the remainder.

“So that's that,” he said, shrugging.
“There's a train out of Bomer in about
twenty minutes that’ll take you back
home. Or I would drive you over to
Rockton. The line to Phoenix runs
tl;ifgugh there. Which’ll you take, Tem-
p e

“Don’t be an idiot,” Temple roared.
“Get me to Rockton as fast as you can.
This isn’t cleared up, by any means.
Something’s wrong with Lee Mason
and I'm going to find out what.”

“Good boy,” Stillwell hurled away
his unlighted cigaret and reached for
his hat. "Something’s wrong with the
whole setup, but my hands are tied,
now. If those men weren't kidnapped,
then the FBI's out of the case.

“From here on, it's your headache,
boy, and I've got a feeling all hades is
about due to break loose somewhere.
If you need any personal help, call on
me, Temple.”

Neither of them could know how
right Stillwell was, nor that he would
be dead within forty-eight hours—the
first victim of the terrible inferno that
he had predicted.

CHAPTER VI
Tihe Crimson Plague

T'HE spring blooming of cactus
made the desert a carpet of breath-

takiﬁ%ebeauty under the morning sun.
But Temple, forcing his rented ear at
top speed over the rutty trail from Vin-
grove, had no eyes for the beaiity
around him.

His attention was focussed on the
huddle of dark buildings rising out of
the desert floor ahead. Even at that
distance, he recognized the familiar
black shacks and the row of University
trucks, and the sight brought a lump
into his throat,

But the swift stab of nostalgia was
swept away in sheer wonderment at
the changes wrought. The original six
shacks were dwarfed by a vaster camp
mushrooming above and around them.

In the center of the area, a towering,
windowless building, large enough to
contain the original camp twice over,
loomed skyward. Radiating frem this
central structure were wide streets
lined with additional shacks in various
stages of construction.

It was unbelievable, impossible—yet
there it was. In town, Temple had been
told that the camp settled on a barren
spot in the desert. Now, forty-eight
hours later, a miniature elty was racing
skyward.

Some of the incredible speed of prog-
ress was accounted for by the flimsy
frame and tar paper construction of all
the buildings. More was due to the
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vast hordes of workmen who swarmed
like flies, raising an infernal din of saw-
ing and hammering.

But manpower alone could not ac-
count for the miracle. Behind it must
lie that same mysterious, inhuman driv-
ing stimulus that had accomplished
the impossible in moving the first camp
overnight. Wihat that relentless urge
was, Temple grimly determined to find
out.

The speeding car topped a small rise
and ground to a sudden skidding halt.
Ahead, the trail was barred by a mas-
sive steel gate, from either side of
which a high, steel-mesh fence ran out
to encircle the entire camp. Signs con-
spicuously posted on gate and fence
readi:

DANGER—CHARGED FENCE!
50,000 VOLTS!

Temple’s eyes became glittering slits
in the taut gray mask of his face. He
got out of the car and strode purpose-
fully toward the gate, fists swinging
free.

Beyond the barricade, a chunky man
in shirt sleeves and stained straw hat
burst out of a tiny guardhouse, a heavy
revolver bumping on one thigh. The
chunky man waved his hands.

“Keep back, bud. This here's private
property and there’s enough hot juice
in that gate to kill an elephant. No-
body gets in, so don’t argue. Just beat
it, flast!”

“Take it easy,” Temple snapped
coldly. “I want to talk to Miss Mason.
Tell her it's Curtis Temple., She’ll see
me.”

The chunky man gave the revolver
a hitch and spat on the hot sand.

“I doubt it, bud. This crowd don’t
exactly go in for social contacts. But

I'll try, amyhow.”

He vanished into the guardhouse and
returned presently, shaking his head.

“Miss Mason says she am’t got time
to chin. She says beat it home and
she'll get in touch with you later.”

“Tthen let me talk to Mullane or Ro-
cossen or—"

The chunky man tightened his lips
and shook his head.

“Nope. She said for you not to pes-
ter nobody else, neither. Sorry, bud.”

You run along, now, like a good guy.*
Temple controlled himself with an ef-
fort and swung on his heel. Force
would gain him nothing against that
deadly charged barrier. He paused sud-
denly. " 0

“Withat’s going on in there, amyhow
What are the bualid—"

“I wouldn’t know, bud. I just watch
the gate.” The chunky man shrugged
and spat again. “For the dough they
pay, I wouldn't even know if this was
Arizona or Iceland.”

FIFEMPLE’S jaw tightened. He
M whirled back to the car, threw it
into low gear and stepped out on the
running board as it lurched ahead.

“Hey!” He stopped the retreating
guard with a shout. “You'd better step
back a little. There may be some sparks
flying when my car goes through your
gate, fellow.”

The gateman stared, swore and wind-
milled his arms.

“Dend¥! Hey, stop that crate! Wait'll
1 phone the office again. Judas Priest,
I only work here, budl”

Waiting only long enough to see
Temple slide in and stop the rolling car,
he plunged back into his booth. A mo-
ment later he came back into sight,
mopping his forehead.

“$it tight, you crazy idjit,” he panted.
“She's comin’ out. Don't do nothing
screwy till she comes, for gosh salkes!"

Temple saw her, then, hurrying
across the hard-packed sand at the same
accelerated tempo that seemed to mark
everything about the camp and his
breath caught in his throat. It was
Lee Mason, with all the loveliness he
knew so well,

Yet something was lacking, some-
thing that defied analysis. The perfec-
tion of line and color was there, but the
innate personality was gone. She was
like a beautiful wax doll, a perfect
image in everything but the vital spark
of animation.

She ignored the guard and came to
the gate, staring through with no
warmth in her flawless face to meet
Temple’s smile.

“Wihy are you making this disturb-
ance, annoying me and interrupting my
work? I told you not to come
Curtis.”
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Her sharp rebuke was a knife stab in
his heart,

“I had to come, Lee, to find out what
happened to gou, what changed you
from a human being into a—"

“Sentiment!” she spat and for an
instant some faint spark flamed in her
eyes. “I won't have it. My work here
is too big and too vital to be disturbed
by silly emotional crisis. There is no
room for personal feelings in—"

Temple’s lips peeled back from his
teeth,

“Why were Mullane and those others

i 7’ he interrupted sharply,
watching her face.

“Kidnapped?” she echoed coldly.
“They came willingly in response to an
appeal the Solles carried for us—"

“I don’t believe you,” Temple
snapped. “Selle’s old Ford could never
have made that trip in so short a time,
And you can’t explain why Mullane and
the others didn’t leave word for their
families if they came willingly, o why
Selles have lest thei meme6ries, 6F="

“Solles’ mental condition is 6f A6 in-
terest to me,” Lee eut in esldly. “The
hen eame seeretly t6 aveid delay.

“As to the trip, the Ford was carried
east in the back of a fast truck. On
the return trip, Solles decided to stop
over in the east so they and their car
were dropped off in Pennsylvania.”

Temple’s jaw set grimly. That ex-
plained how the Ford and its passen-
gers eluded the police cordon, hidden
inside a closed truck. It was a cever
dodge—ioo clever to have originated in
the minds of simple farmers. The ex-
planation only |htensified Temple's
nebulous suspicions.

“You don’t expect me to swallow
that, Lee,” he said fikttjy. “You aren’t
talking or acting this way of your own
free will. I'm convinced of that.

“Ill go now, but I'm coming back
and I'm going to get to the root of this
mystery. If you're hypnotized, Lee,
or held by some threat—"

She whirled away and faced the wait-
ing guard nearby.

“If you see that man sneaking
around,” she ordered coldly, pointing
at Temple, “or trying to get through
the fence, use your revolver. Those
are orders. This is private property
and we have a legal right to defend our

privacy with weapons. Is that under-
stood, guardi?”

The cold, inhuman werds were ham-
mer blows that smashed into Temple’s
reeling brain, exploded shar on
in his heart and sent him reeling bac
on trembling limbs. He lifted a hand
t?;vard her and then dropped it to his
siae,

He turned away, then, his eyes dull
and his face rigid, inflexible,

This was not Lee Mason, not the
laughing girl who had worked with
him in the lab and walked hand in hand
with him under the stars on Culwain
calmpuls. sh'lel‘l';a} was %n gl:a;? creature,
a love rom whic humasnity
had begn drained.

Why or how he could not guess, but
his fists suddenly ached with tension
and his lips moved in a silent bow.
Somehow he would bring the vital
spark back to her eyes, the warmth
into her lovely face once more.

Meanwhile, he faced a superhuman
task. He was a blind man groping
in the darkness. He must steel him-
self against heartache, put aside every
emotion, become as ruthless and cold as
she,

Without looking back, he got into his
car and returned to his hotel in Vin-
grove to lay plans.

That afternoon the Crimson Plague
made its horrible debut in Bomer,
Kansas.

Stillwell, the FBI man, was its first
victim,

TILLWELL and his aides, their

rts finished, had checked out

of their hotel for the return to the

Wichita Field Office. They were leav-

ing the hotel, arpfoaehiﬂg their car

at the eurb when it happened, A dozen
passers-by saw the tragedy.

Without warning Stillwell’s voice
broke in the midst of aremark. He stif-
fened, his lean body rocking up onto its
toes with every joint locked in intol-
erable tengion. An expression of ter-
rible agony framed a cry that was never
uttered.

To the onlookers, it seemed that
some terrible internal gressure literally
blasted every drop of blood in his body
out to the surface, turning the puffed
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flesh aaHititenus anivansm, disttingg it wiidin
tiny droplets of exuded blood.

For an instant Stillwell poised on his
toes, then plunged forward into the
arms of a companion. When a doctor
who had stopped in passing reached
the victim’s side, all signs ot life had
vanished.

No one thought of contagion. The
doctor saw only a rare and exciting
case of organic malfunction. The
onlookers, pressing close, saw only a
morbidly-fascinating form of violent
death. Willing hands carried the hide-
ous travesty of a human form across
the street to the funeral establishment.

“It beats me,” the doctor told the
gaping crowd when he completed a
sketchy examination. “I'ma going to
report this to the state association ﬂght
now.”

He reached for the phone, stiffened
and collapsed with the same horrible
suffusion of blood masking his flesh.
The crowd fled in a panic. One of those
who had borne Stillwell’s body was
struck down in the doorway to the
fggeral home, another in the street out-
side.

Queerly, neither of Stillwell’s fellow
FBI men were stricken. They risked
death a hundred times through the
night to cheat the Crimson Killer,
whipping the crowds into a semblance
of sanity, carrying the bodies of vic-
tims to an unused shed far out on the
edge of town,

No more victims fell that night or
the next morning. An army of medi-
cal warriors arrived in the night and
went to work, analysing and testing
the bodies, the soil, water, air and food
of the town. But results were nega-
tive. No unfamiliar germs were found,
no organic reason for the seizures.
Medical science stood baffled and help-
less.

“Doctors equipped with every mod-
ern defense against contagion, buried
the victims far from town. Two hours
later three doctors, a nurse, the sexton
who had volunteered to fill the graves
and an innocent farmer two miles from
the scene of burial succumbed to a re-
turn of the Plague.

By nightfall, a circle of armed
guardsmen surrounded Bomer to pre-
vent the flight of refugees who might
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spread what the newspapers now called
the Crimson Plague.

That night a mob of grim-faced
townsmen threw gasoline and flaming
torches at the shed where Plague vic-
tims lay. A roaring flame sprang up to
consume shed and bodies within a space
of minutes, and the mob turned away,
its task completed.

A sudden shift of wind suddenly
whipped a shower of ashes from the
ruins out into the crowd. Instantly,
two men dropped with the terrible
mask of the Plague on their faces. The
survivors fled, half insane with terror.

At midnight, the nation’s leading
medical man faced a group of col-
leagues in secret meeting.

“I'll tell you,” he said grimly,
“though I won’t tell the country at large
until I have to. We're stumped. The
Plague can’t be anticipated, checked
nor barred by anything we know. Nei-
ther burial nor cremation seem to ef-
fect its spread. We don’t know what it
is, where it came from or how to stop it.

“Gentlemen, unless some way is
found to utterly isolate the body of
every Crimson Plague victim beyond
any possibility of contact with human
beings, the Plague may sweep the
earth”

CHAPTER VII
Blue Thunder Rising

—

MPLE, pacing the floor of his

hotel roem In Viangrove, heard the

radie reports of the Crimson Plague
and groaned aloud,

The gods must hate Kansas!

The meteorites had fallen on Kansas,
the weird change in the personalities
of the scientists occurred there, and
now the Crimson Plague had burst
forth from the same deadly focal point.
It was too much to blame on
casual coincidence. Behind the linking
mysteries must lie a dark, sinister pat-
tern of some kind, a pattern that mad-
dened Temple because it eluded him.

Why hadn’'t he caught the Plague if
it was a virulent contagious disease?
He had been in close contact with Still-
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well a few short hours before his at-
tack and had moved through the same
atmosphere.

Were the deadly, unseen organisms
of the disease lurking even now in his
system, waiting their time to strike?
Was the Crimson Plague somehow be-
hind the unnatural actions of Lee
Mason and her associates?

The endless chain of unanswered
questions blurred inside his aching
head. There was only one way to learn
those answers and that was to pene-
trate the guarded camp and ferret out
its hidden secrets. There must be some
way inte camp.

Temple paced the streets, asking end-
less questions of store-keepers and any-
one else having contact with the camp,
making and discarding a hundred wild
schemes. He watched the familiar
Culwaln trucks disgorge loads of work-
men from the day shift and pick up
new workers for the night.

His hope of slipping into the group,
disguised as a carpenter, were dashed
when he saw that each man bore an
identification disc riveted to his wrist,
with numbers carefully checked against
a register.

He got his car and drove out to
camp, slipping off the road some dis-
tance from the gate to circle the fence
on foot. Inside, the workmen tore
through their tasks under the beating
glare of powerful floods, putting finish-
ing touches on the last of the new strue-
tures. From the towering central build-
ing came the flame and sputter of
electric arcs.

Temple circled warily, keeping out-
side the backwash of lights, without
seeing a single guard patroling the
fence. Maybe he could insulate him-
self in some way and climb over the
barricade while attention centered on
the work inside.

Fate interferred to keep him from a
fatal blunder. Her instrument was a
stray steer from some nearby range
that chose that moment to wander out
of a dark arroyo. Temple saw the ani-
mal a moment before it poked an inqui-
sitive nose against the wide mesh of
the fence.

He saw the steer and then he was
half-blinded by the sudden blaze of
greenish flame from shorted high ten-

sion current that blazed around the
stiffening body. As the steer went
down, bells jangled wamingly from the
heart of camp. A knot of men raced
into sight carrying rifles and shotguns,
dashing toward the shorted section of
fence.

Temple faded back into the dark-
ness, returned to his car and drove to
town. His eyes were twin flames in
the gray granite mask of his face and
a white-knuckled fist pounded at the
steering wheel in helpless agony.

Somehow the electrocution of the
wandering steer filled him with a
deeper horror than anything else that
had occurred. It drove home, with ter-
rible emphasis, the change that had
taken place in Lee and his friends. The
careless indifference to human lives evi-
denced by that crouching death trap
clawed at his raw nerves.

He spent the remainder of the night
in his room, pacing the floor, driving
his numbed brain to contrive new the-
ories to explain the mystery and new
plans for penetrating it.

And during the night the Crimson
Plague circled out from Bomer, Kan-
sas, striking in a score of towns within
a radius of fifty miles of its starting
point.

EXT morning the streets of Vin-

grove were jammed with men.
During the night construction werk
had been completed at ecamp, the men
paid off and discharged.

Temple wasted most of the day hunt-
ing out these workmen and badgering
them with fruitless questions. They
knew nothing beyond the fact that they
had built and wired frame shacks to a
plain specification. Wihat those shacks
were to be used for, no one knew or
cared. No, they had seen nothing sus-
picious unless driving and double
wages could be called suspicious.

Only a few men, chiefly welders and
riveters, seemed evasive and sillen.
Temple learned nothing from them, but
he gave up, convinced that these men
were simply bewildered because the
could not remember exactly what their
work had been, He was positive that,
like the Solles, they had somehow lest
all memories of their activities inside
the camp.
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Get inside the camp! Get inside
the camp!

The words became a refrain that
hammered Temple’s frozen brain with
the monotonous agony of an endless
drum-beat. He paced the streets and
the desert sands to thelr aching rhythm,
timed his prayers and his eurses to their
endless repetition, ate little and slept
less beecause the insistent elamer of
their command would net give him any
peace.

What was Lee doing in there? What
were they doing to her? Was she sick
or well? Was there any spark of feel-
ing for him still hidden somewhere in
her hearn?

Get into the camp, the endless re-
frain cried. Get into the camp and find
out!

Days of agony passed for Temple.
He spent long hours on a nearby hill-
top, watching the camp through strong
glasses. He saw Lee and the others
frequently, rushing on mysterious fev-
erish errands that centered inside the
big central building. A half-dozen sul-
len-faced guards had been hired and
they spent much of their days hauling
steel sheets and beams from dwindling
piles outside inte the main strueture,

Nights, Temple battered his bloody
head against the impregnable defenses
of the camp. He was caught twice,
stowed away in the back of incoming
trucks.

He hurled chains to short circuit
the fence but was driven off when the
alarm bells brought armed guards.

He tried ramming the fence with his
car and was stopped by stakes set deep
in the sand. A tunnel under the barri-
cade met steel posts sank deep in the
ground. Twice he was shot at by
guards and narrowly escaped death.
Still the unremitting refrain get into
the eamp drove him on.

Meanwhile, the Crimson Plague
leaped out from Bomer, Kansas, in
ever-widening circles. It broke all the
known laws of contagion, skipping ob-
vious victims and ignoring the feeble
defenses raised against it. Wien the
Plague chose to strike, it struck with-
eut regard for sclence’s punny barriers,
Doctors risked their llves to autopsy
vietims and feund nothing to indicate
either a calise or a cuire.

Only one thing was certain. Unless
mankind found some remote corner of
the universe in which to entomb the
bodies of Plague victims, the spread
could never be checked. Most of the
cases apparently rese from contaet with
Plague bodies, no matter what efforts
were made at disinfection nor how re-
mete that eontact might be,

E thirteenth day after his last
talk with Lee, Temple saw a fresh
burst of activity sieze the eamp. All
day the group hauled bundles inte the
main building with frantic haste. When
nightfall Brought ne eessatien of the
rysterious aetivity, Temple stayed at
his hilltep pest, watehing threugh his
Rightghasses.

He saw figures moving on the root
of the big structure and presently the
root itself seemed to split apart and
open a gaping chasm threugh its een-
ter. 1In that chasm, Temple could faint-
ly see a reund, blunt-nesed eylinder
poked upward but the reselving pewer
of hig glasses was tee wealk te malke aut
details.

Wihatever was happening, he felt,
marked the culmination of the mysteri-
ous project. The thought doubled his
determination to penetrate the cam
that night, regardless of cost. He left
his post, then, and drove down the
winding trail toward the darkened
camp.

He was half a mile from his goal, in
the lee of a high hill when the thing
happened.

He first became aware of it as a dis-
tant muttering rumble, more vibration
than sofind. The earth shook to its
thunder, sand billowed from the shift-
ing dunes and the steering wheel wob-
bled in his grasp. With the thought
of an earthquake uppermost in his
mind, Temple braked the car and
kicked open the door.

At that instant, the thunder suddenly
swelled, rising to an unbearable pres-
sure against his eardrums. At the same
time, a weird bluish light sprang up
from some hidden point beyond the
hills, illuminating the desert landscape
with unbearable brilliance.

Then light and thunder whipped
away, dwindling to a whisper that lin-
gered an instant after the darkness had
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once more closed in. By the time Tem-
ple got out of the car and looked up-
ward, there was nothing. . . .

Nothing but a tiny speck of flame
that burst up through the vast pan-
orama of the constellations and was
gone.

CHAPTER VIII
Inio the Canpp

URTIS TEMPLE was an experi-

enced meteor-hunter. His eyes
and muscles had been trained to that
superb coordination that is essential in
capturing the secrets of elusive, fleet-
imf meteor trails.

t was second nature for his eyes to
chart the fragmentary course of that
vanishing spark through the fixed
stars, and reflex action for his fingers
to clock its speed across a familiar as-
terism on the specially built timer in
his wrist watch. When the spark final-
ly disappeared, he glanced down at the

ial and a sharp gasp broke through
his lips.

He sprang into the car and snapped
on the dome light. For half an hour he
sat tensely, a pad of paper propped
against the steering wheel, his pencil
racing furiously, recording endless cal-
culations and computations.

When at last he had finished, Curtis
Temple sat back and drew a deep, in-
credulous breath. He had spent two
feverish weeks attempting to fathom
the activity within the camp and here
lay the answer on his pad—supplied by
a dying spark, a stopwatch and math-
ematics

By the motion of the spark across a
constellation whose apparent diameter
he knew, he had obtained rough esti-
mates of its speed away from earth. By
his knmowledge of the position of stars
it occulted in its flight, he had arrived
a a close approximation of its angle
of departure. By projecting these fig-
ures, he had reached both a beginning
and an end to the phenomena.

It was incredible, impossible. Yet the
object could have been nothing but a
rocket-propelled space ship, leaping up

from the heart of the meteor camp at a
speed that approached fifty miles a sec-
ond. Workable rocket ships were still
a dream of the future, so far as science
knew, yet nothing but a man-made and
man-propelled object could shatter the
shackles of gravity at such a speed.

And unless his hasty projection of
its tangent was far in error, it could
have hurtled up into space toward only
one possible objective—to intersect
the orbit of the moom!

The nine black meteorites on the
Kansas prairie had apparently come
fromn the moon, and a rocket ship was
apparently flying to the moom!

So many things became clear to him
as he reluctantly accepted the evidence
of his figumess. The huge central build-
ing had housed the ship and its roof
had opened to permit its departure. The
tons of fetal mist have gone into con-
struction et the eraft.

Rayfield and Lanelle, authorities on
atomic and explosive power, had obvi-
ously solved the problem of propulsion
while Mullane supplied a keen kmowl-
edge of lunar topography.

But why? The solution of one mys-
tery only intensified the greater one.
Why keep such an accomplishment se-
cret? Had the meteorites revealed the
presence on the moon of some treasure
hoard so vast that last for it turned
human beings into mad machines?

ANEW thought struck Temple
and whitened his cheeks. Had
they all boarded that ship and left earth
forever, perhaps deserting a werld they
foresaw was doomed by the spreading
Plague? In the same breath he dis-
carded the idea,

He had glimpsed enough of the ship
to estimate its size. It could never
transport twelve persons, even if they
had accomplished miracles in selving
the problem of air supply and fuel stor-
age. Temple knew enough of the theo-
retical problems of astrogation to esti-
fhate a maxlmum earrylng capacity of
noet over three or four persons.

Then the others were still in camp,
and with them lay the solution to the
deepening mystery. Temple kicked the
motor to life, and sent the car rocketing
along the rutty trail without lights,
steering by the faint radiance of the
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stars. As he drove, a desperate plan
was forming in his mind.

He left the road and circled around
behind the camp. It lay in darkness to-
night, except for a scattering of lighted
windows, but the full radiance of the
floods was essential to his desperate
plan.

Parking, he got an iron jack handle
and a 30-30 rifle from the car. The rifle
he had bought a week before on the off-
chance that it might serve a future pur-
pose. Tonight it was vital to his
scheme.

Moving swiftly, he ran through the
darkness and hurled the jack handle
against the fence. Crackling flame
leaped up at the impact and the shrill
clangor of alarm bells burst out from
camp. Instantly the floods came on,
turning the night to day, revealing the
knot of armed guards racing his way.

Temple stood for a moment, fixing
the location of his target in his mind
and then ran back to the car. Hunch-
ing up on the fender, he rested the rifle
across the hood and centered its sights
above the running men on the tiny
black bulk of the transformer over the
generator truck, nerve center of the
deadly charged fence.

It was a desperate gamble, for the
guards, hearing the whistle of slugs
over their heads, would think them-
selves attacked and direct a withering
return firee. Temple's eyes were narrow
and cold with grim purpose as he
squeezed the trigger.

The rifle spanged and bucked against
his shoulder. From camp came the
shrill scream of a ricochet as the slug
glanced from the rounded transformer
shell. The guards halted for a startled
moment and then began filiingy. Lead
whistled around Temple's head and
clanged into the body of the car.

He ignored the hail of death, concen-
trating on bettering his aim. The
guards were only a hundred yards
away, yelling and shooting, when he
fired again.

This time a burst of purple flame
ripped up from his target and every
light in camp whipped out. The sud-
den darkness was blinding and the
guards halted with yells of alarm.

Instantly Temple slipped from the
car and raced down the fence, away

from the milling guards who scattered
to fimdl fikssitighives. More startled cries
came from the camp.

Temple ignored the sounds until they
faded behind him. Then he stopped and
threw the rifle against the fence. There
was no answering crackle of shorted
current. The barrier was at least mo-
mentarily robbed of its deadliness. At
any moment some emergency circuit
might be cut in, restoring its murderous
potentialities, but he brushed that
thought aside.

Toes and fingers dug into the wide
mesh and fairly hurled his lean bulk up
to the top of the barricade. He poised
there for a moment, then leaped out
into the darkness.

He landed on all fours, ignored the
vicious stab of cactus needles against
his palms, and plunged forward toward
the dark camp. He had to get in and
find concealment before the lights came
back on or the demoralized group or-
ganized their defenses.

Flashlights weaved in and out among
the shacks ahead and centered on the
generator truck. Temple pounded on
and burst into the darker canyon of the
camp street at a dead run. Ahead
loomed the vast bulk of the rocket han-
gar and he headed toward it as the
heart of the mystery he hoped to pen-
etrate.

UDDENLY a dark bulk sprang at
him out of the shadows of ed
trucks, and starlight glittered on the
metal tube of a fashlight or a gun.
Temple's ears caught the sharp inhala-
tion of breath that preceeded a bellow
of alarm. There was no time to ideniti-
fy the instrument or discover when the
figure was that of a guard or one of his
former friends.

Temple hurled himself at the dark
figure and his fists lashed out. The im-
pact of his knuckles against jaw bone
sent a sharp tingle of pain up his arm.
Then the figure was crumpling sound-
lessly. Temple's exploring fingers felt
the cool bulk of a flashight and he
snatched it before racing on.

He was almost to the hangar when
a puddle of yellow light from a flash
swept out from between two shacks.
Temple darted into the shadows and
froze a moment before the light and
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its bearer came into the street. He held
his breath and saw the thin, ascetic face
of Spirovie, professor of wave mechan-
ics, behind the flashlight’s glow.

The screem showed a luminescent ball clinging
to the nape of the physicist's neck (Chapter X)

Spirovic halted while his light probed
wnder the nearer parked trucks, miracu-
lously missing the figure Temple had
downed a moment before. Then the
light swung away, and Temple drew a
breath of relief. He was starting te
creep on when the physlelst suddenly
haited, gasped and whirled baek.

The flashlight’s beam swept out un-
etringly and pinned Temple's crouch-
ing figure in its glare. Behind it the

physicist’s thin face was wolfish, preda-
tory as he snatched at a small black
case that looked like a candid camera
hung at his side.

Temple did not wait to learn how Spi-
rovic could have sensed his presence or
what the case contained. He exploded
into action, leaping straight at the glar-
ing light.

His shoulder knocked the case from
Spirovic’s hands and sent his slight fig-
ure reeling. Temple kneed him down
and burst dewn the street at a furious
sprint. Behind him, the physicist's
shrill volee rose in a sheut of alarm that
was echoed by other threats frem all
sides.

Temple glanced back and saw Spiro-
vic on his feet, levelling the black case.
Suddenly a ghostly bluish beam shot
from the case. Before Temple could

dodge, it caressed one of his pistoning
legs.

The contact was a searing flame of
agony. His leg went numb and crum-
pled, throwing him forward onto hands
and knees. The beam winked out and
Spirovic raced forward, bawling in a
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triumphant voice, tugging a flashlight
out of his pocket.

For a moment Temple lay in dark-
ness. His right leg was a dead, useless
thing without life or feeling. He dug
elbows and clawed hands into the hard-
packed sand and dragged himself awa
from the street, toward the dar
space between two shacks. Flashlights
sprang up areund him, reaching eut
with Rungry filgers. Temple blinked
eold perspiration frem his eyes and
crawled oh, his breath a wheezing an-
guish in his threat.

E touch of the blue ray, what-

ever it was, had been noe more than

a light caress, and life began to tingle

back inte Temple’s le?. He lurched to

his feet and plunged inte a grim trav-

esty of a run, lurching and stumbling,

For a moment the Hashlights lest him.

Thedﬁ they pieked up his trail in the
sand.

Temple pounded on with blind,
dogged determination until the tower-
ing walls of the central structure
loomed iip overhead. He stumbled
against a small lean-to stricture that
leaned agalnst the bigger building and
his fumbling hands touched a heavy
doer handle,

The door fell away with weighty pon-
derousness, throwing him forward off
balance into the inky interior. A blast
of chill air struck his face. This must
be a refrigerated storehouse for per-
ishable supplies.

It was at least a temporary hiding
place, regardless of its purpose. He
eased the door shut and stumbled for-
ward into the enveloping blackness.

His unsteady feet tangled with some
yielding object., He teetered, clawed at
the empty darkness and went down
with a clatter across the thing that had
trigped him. For a moment he lay still,
fighting down the furious panting of
his lungs, listening to the faint sounds
of the search outside.

After a time he sat up, got out the
captured flashlight and snapped it on
under his coat. The circle of filtered
radiance seeped through the cloth and
spread ouit over the thing beneath him.

It was the fully clothed body of a
man.

Temple’s breath made a sharp wheez-

ing sound in his nostrils. He scrambled
to his knees and a human face showed
in the glow of the light. Then the
sound of his breathing stopped, and the
body slipped back inte the conecealing
shadows,

He had seen the face of the chunky
gateman, suffused with the unmistak-
able spotted crimson of the Plague.

Then the outer door crashed open
and a lance of the bluish light, sharper
;pd stronger now, swept in to engulf

im.

He knew a single stab of utter agony,

then darkness.

—

CHAPTER IX
Elight from Wimgeamce

MPLE opened his eyes in shad-

owy gloom and stared dully at his

surroundings. He was lying on an iron

cot in a tiny, windowless room of n-

painted planking with enly a solid deor

of heavy timbers te relieve the blank-
ness ef the walls.

Overhead, through a low ceiling of
heavy steel mesh, he saw a high-vaulted
roof with daylight filtering through
cracks and chinks. One crack, wider
than the others, seemed to split the en-
tire sweep of the roof into two massive
sections,

That did it! Sight of the oddly-split
roof broke the numbness in his brain.
He sprang to his feet as the memories
flooded back.

He had penetrated the camp, fallen
on a Plague victim and been struck
down by the mysterious paralyzing
force of the blue beam. Now he was

risoner in a tiny cell inside the tower-
ng rocket hangar. The split root was
evidenee of that.

Memory of the Plague wiictim
brought a stab of terror to his heart.
The Crimson Plague had struck the
camp, Were there any other victims
of its inexorable firy? Was Lee
doomed to fall before it? Why had
theé/ left the body of that guard se 6pen
%ﬁ , unguarded? Why didn’t they
€€

Ina fury of desperation he lunged at
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the door and the walls of his prison.
He had to get out, get Lee away from
the Plague area at once. The danger
of his own exposure to the dread epi-
demic was swept away in his fears for
her safety.

Small as his cell was, it was rock-
solid. Temple gave up his efforts to
batter down the door at last, and a
measure of sanity came back to his
brain, He looked around and the low-
meshed ceiling caught his eye. He
sprang up, heoked his fingers into the
gcreen and pulled himself tip against it.

His eyes snapped wide as the new
position widened his angle of vision.

HE rocket ship was back! It lay

in its massive cradle, pointing al-
most vertically upward, so close to his
prison that it was barely beyond his
angle of vision from the fitaat. His eyes
sifted the gloom and made out a laby-
rinth of gears and pulleys that opened
the split roof and tilted the cradle.

The ship itself was larger than he had
at first thought—a good fifty feet in
length, of tear-drop shape, with a max-
imum diameter of perhaps twenty feet.
The nose rounded sharply to a tubular
point and a few feet behind it the hull
was encircled by what appeared to be a
flutead] mretid| ol

Then he saw that the collar was actu-
ally a coweling that streamlined a ring
of backward-pointing tubes projesting
from the hull. He guessed these to be
some sort of steering jets. Further
back, the smooth metal was broken by
stuibby, retractable wings.

The entire hull was of dull, seamless
metal, unbroken by any ports or doors.
Entrance must be affected, he guessed,
down close to the tail, which was below
his line of vision.

Temple’'s muscles weakened, then,
and he dropped to the floor again, his
mind seething with new questions and
problems. To all of them, there seemed
but one source from which to get an
answer—the group themselves.

He threw back his head, filled his
lungs and shouted.

“Hey{? he roared. “What’s the idea
of locking me in here? Let me out

The shout boomed up to the vaulted
roof and whispered away into silence.
Temple waited, then shouted again.

This time he got results. A door
creaked somewhere outside and foot-
steps clattered briskly.

A lock clicked outside his door, and
a small peep-panel swung outward to
frame the cold, expressionless face of
Mullane,

“Stop creating a disturbance, Curtis,”
Mullane snapped sharply. “You were
confined here to prevent further in-
terruptions to our work. Please be sen-
sible about it and remain quiek You
will be fed at regular intervals.”

The words and the tone fanned the
spark of Temple's suppressed anger
into raging flame.

“Go to blazes!” he shouted furiously.
“If I'm such a pest, why keep me
around? Why don’t you knock me in
the head and shove me into cold storage
with that other poor devil?”

“We considered that,” Mullane said
coldly, “and decided this way was bet-
ter and less annoying. Please don't
make us change our minds, Curtis.”

gmu—- Concern for Lee's
safety suddenly dissolved his anger.
“Mully, for God’s sake, why did you
leave that body lying out there? Has
anyone else been stricken with the
Plague? How is Lee? She can’t stay
here and risk—"

“Calm yourself,” Mullane said curtly.
“Miss Mason is in no danger. Her
knowledge is too valuable to be risked.”

He started to close the small panel.

“Wait!” Temple cried. “Wihen did
the rocket ship come back? Or is this
a different one? 1 saw one take off—"

“The same one,” Mullane answered
coldly. “It returned the night after its
departure, l_En'omptly on schedule.”

‘Hey! How long have I been out?

Mullane's voice was

“Two days, Temple. Now, please
don’t make it necessary for us to ap-
ply the beam again in order to avoid—"

“Cut it!" Temple shouted furiously.
“Wihat’s this all about? What are you
using that ship for? Where did it go?”

The rocket was flown to the moon by
Dr. Rocossen,” Mullane answered, after
a momentary hesitation. “It carried a
pre-fabricated launching cradle for the
return journey and an air-tight land-
ing depot shack. Beginning tomorrow,
the ship will operate on a regular sched-
ule, leaving here every fifth day.”
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Temple gaped in sheer amazement.

“Why? Wihat is there on the moon?
You certainly aren’t doing all this just
to start sight-seeing tours?”

“To transport the bodies of Crimson
Plague victims to the moon for dis-
posal”

“Pliaguee witotims?”

“Exactly. There is apparently no
place on the earth or in the earth where
the bodies may be placed beyond
danger of the infection’s spreading. And
as long as the Plague ?feads, medical
science can't stop to dig into history
for the Plague’s origin or take the
time to develop suitable combative
measyres.

“But if the spread could be at least
checked, science feels that it could de-
velop an antidote. We have found a
way to check it—by transporting the
bodies of Plague vietims to the moon
immediately, before they contaminate
others,

There, insulated from earth by the
airless miles of space, they are no longer
a menace and the panic alr ow-
ing in areas yet unattached will abate.

days ago, we communi-
I cated our offer to the govern-
fmefit. Yesterday it was aceepted, We
have present facllities for transporting
tweﬂtrﬁve bodies at a time and con-
struction is started on a larger rocket
with a eapacity of twoe hundred. Within
twe months, the Plague should be
halted.”

Temple’s head was swimming., He
caught his breath with an effort.

“You mean you discovered the
Plague before it started and moved
here to work out this cemetery on the
moon idea? Whe's going to handle the
victims?

“How do you keep from catching
the Crimson Plague yourselves? If
you've worked out a safeguard against
it, why haven’t you given that to the
country?”’

“We are all immune. Naturally im-
mupe. We are, therefore, taking turns
collecting the bodies in our own trucks.
That was a part of our generous of-
fer.”

“Wihere did the Crimson Plague
come from, Mully? There is no pre-
vious record of it in medical history.”

“It is a new and alien menace to
earth, Curtis, from somewhere in outer
space, brought by these meteors.”

Temple's eyes flamed dangerously in
the drawn grayness of his face.

“So that's it,” he said sofely. “The
Culwain Expedition cracked open a
meteor and saw the Plague inside.
They realized instantly what it would
do to the world and that they them-
selves, out of a few billion people, were
selected by Fate to be naturally im-
mune.

“So they rushed here, called in
other scientists to join their unselfish
sacrifice, and built a rocket ship—a
flying hearse to their cemetery in the
sky. Is that correct?”

Mullane’s answer sounded like a
metallic purr.

“Exactly, Curtis.
the way it occurred.”

Temple's lips curled away from his
teeth. He leaned forward and barked
one word.

*INote

Mullane’s face was a blaze of cold
fury. He started to wheel away.

“Wihat do you take me for?” Temple
roared. “A dope? How could you see
microorganisms the best medical equip-
ment in the world can’t isolate? How
could you know what they’d be or that
you would be immune?

“And why treat me like a poor rela-
tion? So I'll run away and escape the
Plague? That’s what I'm supposed to
believe, isn’t it? Well, I've been ex-
posed twice and I'm still here. Either
I'm immune, too, of your Crimson
Plague is as phony as your alibi.

“Maybe that’s it. Maybe the Crim-
son Plague isn't bacterial at all. Are
the bodies of earlier victims waiting
around for weeks to be buried? Is there
some secret action of the Plague that
inhibits decay? Go ahead, Mully. Let’s
hear you explain that in your inimitable
manfer.”

Mullane started to swing the peep-
hole shut.

Wihen no more than a slit remained
open, he said coldlly:

“Our first decision regarding your
disposal was a mistake. I realize that
clearly, now. Howewer, a prolonged
application of the blue beam will rec-

tify that error perfectly.”

That is exactly
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The panel slammed shut, Mullane's
angry footsteps drummed away and
out of the building. There was no
doubt that he was coming back with
one of those paralyzing beam projectors
almost immediately.

Temple must have hit too close to the
truth—so close that his continued ex-
istence was a menace to the group. Nor
did Temple have any illusions of again
being permitted to recover from the
ray.
Its touch now meant his finish, and
the end of resistance to the group’s
mysterious purpose.

He had to escape—but how? The
iron cot, the only movable object in
the room, offered a crude weapon.
Temple demolished it with a kick and
wireniched off an iron leg.

Not that he actually expected a
chance to use a club. - Mullane needed
only to open the panel and send the
beam in through it. For that matter,
it might penetrate the walls them-
sedves. Clothing had offered no bar to
its paralyzing touch.

The heap of blankets from the cot
met Temple’s eye, and a vague hope
stirved. With desperate haste he ripped
them into strips and knotted together
a crude rope with a slip noose held
open by a piece of spring wire from the
cot. Then, using the cot frame for a
ladider, he climbed up and poked the
neoose through the wire mesh celling
above the door,

It was such a slender gamble. 8o
mamy things could go wrong, and
failure signed his death warrant.

Mullane’s footsteps hammered back
amd halted outside. There was no
sound of the panel being unlocked this
time, and Temple’s heart sank, He
had to make Mullane open that.

“Mully,” he called. “Hold on a min-
ute. Maybe you’re right and I'm
wrong. Maybe I have been interfer-
ing with the one thing that can save

. dillizetion™
Temple’s breath hissed out as the

panel opened.
“Don’t be childish,” Mullane

smepped, bending close to lift the black
projector case. “You are only trying
to stall me to save your own valueless
life. It will not work.”

Sweat came out on Temple's fore-

head. His right hand, beyond Mul-
lane’s line of vision, was desperately
working the free end of his makeshift
rope. In the opening, above the as-
tronomer's unsuspecting head, the
crude noose dangled too far forward
to center above its objective. He had
to make Mullane bend forward.

Temple deliberately stepped back
out of sight.

“You can’t escape, Curtis,” Mullane
cried and bent forward, shoving the
projector into the opening.

“The heck I cam’t!” Temple barked
and snapped his hand up. “Watch me.”

The noose dropped over Mulane's
head, the dislodged strip of spring
dropped free and a jerk pulled the loop
tight. At the same instant, Mullane’s
hand pressed the projector knob.

The blue beam missed Temple's head
by inches and then winked out as Mul-
lane dropped the projector to claw at
the strangling line. Praying that the
flimsy fabric would stand the strain,
Temple wrapped the line around his
fists and tugged.

He did not relinquish his hold until
Mullane’s struggles ceased and his
hands fell away from his purpling
throat. Then holding his victim erect
by the taut rope, Temple reached out
through the narrow panel, located the
keys and let himself out.

owering Mullane’s body, he tore
away the strangling noose and felt
for a heartbeat. It was there, faint
but steady.

“Youw’ll be okay,” he grunted, “and
some day you'll thank me for this,
Mully.”

E Jocked the limp figure in his own

former prisen and then retrieved
the fallen projector. If He survived to
escape the camp, science weuld want
to knew the seeret of that strange,
paralysing blue beam.

Right now, escape was farthest from
his thoughts. He had penetrated the
camp but not the mysteries. Until
Lee Mason was freed of the mysterious
influence that had so changed her na-
ture, he would not leave. But he had
to find a hiding place until nightfall if
he was to move about with any degree
of freedom. He looked around the great
hangar.
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The rocket loomed above him, its
cluster of giant stern jets deep in a
metal-lined pit in the floor to confine
the fierce heat of take-off blasts. Stubby
elevator fins at each side rested on
banks of rollers and a gangplank led
gpl lta a round closed port in the ship’s

e y‘

Temple reluctantly tore his interest
away from the big ship and sought
a haven. His eyes fell on the closed
outer door of the hangar, and he crossed
to it. Holding his breath, he eased it
open and peered out. For an in-
stant, the sight that met his gaze froze
him to immobility.

Night was falling and the street out-
side was heavy with shadows. Through
those shadows came the whole expedi-
tion group, running in a grim bunch,
clutching a variety of weapons. The
were heading with ominous purposefiil-
ness straight at the hangar door.

Lee Mason led them, one of the
deadly projectors in her slender hands.
There was no question but that by some
mysterious means, they knew of
Temple’s escape and were rushing to
block his purpose,

CHAPTER X
Kidsapear

MPLE whirled and raced around
the looming rocket toward another
door that showed faintly in the far
wall, He went through it as his puir-
suers burst in the hangar behind, He
found himselt in a harrow corridor
lined with small laboratery elibieles and
leading to an eutside deocr at the end.
Apparently each seientist had his ewn
researeh reem elsse t6 he reelet.

Head down, Temple raced for the
distant exit He was almost to his
goal when feet scraped outside and the
knob turned. Someone was coming in,
blocking his escape that way. He
turned and darted into the nearest lab-
oratory,

From the maze of optical equipment,
this room must belong to Lansdon,
the chubby physicist. Temple’s eye
was caught by an odd instrument, like

a grotesque stereoptican, sitting on the
desk.

It bore the familiar double view-
ing apparatus, except that one lens was
clear glass and the other completely
opaque. The converging screen at the
back was a film of some richly violet
metal that Temple guessed might be
caesium,

But there was no time to indulge sci-
entific curiosity by probing further.
The footsteps were approaching the
door and the laboratory room bore no
windows or other means of exit.

Temple took the only possible hid-
ing place, the space below the labora-
tory bench. A moment later the steps
entered the room.

He heard them advance a few paces
and then stop. The sound of tense
breathing reached his ears, and the
muted rustle of clothing, Nerves
crawled along his spine. There was
something ominous in the deadly
quiet, en Lansdon’s voice spoke.

“Come out, Temple. Come out from
behind my bench. I know you're there
and I have a gun trained on your heart.”

Temple’s breath hissed out. He
touched the projector under his coat
and then his hand dropped. He could
not turn it on men who had been his
friends and associates. For all he knew,
this on might be set to kill at a touch
of the blue beam, He sighed and
climbed out.

The movement brought his eyes in
line with the screen of the odd appara-
tus on the desk and for an instant he
saw Lansdown’s head and shoulders
through that instrument. The sight
froze him in gaping amazement.

The screen showed something alien
and incredible—a ball of glowing violet
luminescence clinging to the base of the
physicist’s brain, tight against the nape
of his neck. It was like nothing Tem-
ple had ever seen before, simply a glo-
bule of pure radiance without form,
shell or nucleus.

He looked around the screen and the
thing was invisible. He looked back
througih the screen, and it was still
there, pulsing quietly in hideous simu-
lacre of life, invisible and unsuspected
without the detector. Temple straight-
ened and met Lansdon’s furious eyes.

“You have seen too much,” the chub-
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by man whispered. “Now you must be
destroyed at once.”

The revolver in his hand lifted and
flamel), a blasting thunder in the tiny
room.

But Temple, forewarned by Lans-
don’s whitening trigger finger, was al-
ready plunging aside and away. The
slug touched liquid fire to his ribs be-
low his left arm. For an instant he
stumbled, gasping.

Then he had his breath again, and
the terrible urgency of his purpose
poured fire into veins and muscles.
There was only the single door, and
Lansdon with his deadly pistol blocked
that. Temple whirled and came up off
his knees with his sound right shoulder
up, and his head down,

E struck the wail behind the desk
with the force of a battering ram.
Thin plywood and tarpaper gave way
before his smashing impact. He
plunged out into cool darkness, rolled
over, felt the lash of sand particles in
his face, driven by a pistol slug that
missed him by inches.

Then he was up, running desperately,
feeling the sting of fire in his shallow
wound. Behind him, Lansdon shouted
wildly, directing the others to race out
and cut off the fugitive's flightt. Ahead
Lay the road to the outer gate and free-

om. . . .

Temple ran a dozen steps down this

road, then swerved back toward the

. It was a crazy, suicidal move,
but now that he knew so much of the
terrible truth, his mind was fixed on
one grim, desperate purpose. Near the
hamgar door, he froze into deep shad-
ows and watched pursuit stream out to

cut off his path to the outer fence.

His eyes grew colder as Lee Mason
raced out, clutching the projector and
a flladiligditt. Like a grim ghost, Tem-
ple drifted through the shadows in pur-
suit as she marched down one of the
s%-eets, whipping the light from side to
side.

Gradually, as they drew near the edge
of the camp, some of the tension went
out of his nerves. Apparently what-
ever word power had revealed his pres-
ence before was now inactive for she
gave no sign of sensing pursuit.

At the end of the street she stopped
and flashed the light out toward the
fence. When she turned back at last,
Temple was waiting with arms out-
spread. He pounced like grim light-
ning.

One hand muffled her cry of warning
while the other batted down the flash-
light and projector. For a few mo-
ments she fought with the lithe
strength of a panther, almost breaking
the clutch of his weakened left arm a
dozen times. He knew that he was
doomed if she succeeded in raising one
shout of alarm. There was only one
alternative.

Temple’s right fist came up and ex-
ploded against the slender jaw. She

asped and went limp in his arms. His
ace cold and emotionless, Temple
scooped up the projector, slung her
slender figure onto his shoulder and
looked around. He was by no means
free as long as that circle of deadly
fence hemmed him in.

His eyes fell on the dark bulk of the
parked University trucks. He ran to
the first one and saw that the key was
in the ignition lock. A moment later
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he was in the truck, with Lee’s limp
form beside him, rocketing toward the
gate,

The roar of the truck motor warned
the rest of his intention. They must
have telephoned ahead, for the gate-
man opened fire with a pistol when the
truck was still some distance away.
Lead spanged on the body and blasted
glittering diamonds from a corner of
the windshield, whipping danmgerously
close to Lee Mason’s silent form.,

Temple, his eyes cold, held the throt-
tle down and drew out the captured
projector. He leaned out the open win-
dow and thumbed the knob. Blue light
beamed out, shifted and engulfed the
guard. He crumpled to the ground.

A moment later Temple was out,
throwing the master switch that opened
the big gate. A touch told him the
gateman was only paralyzed. Then the
big truck was roaring out through the
gate into the night, away from the yells
and the shots and the licking tongues
of blue flame that receeded in hopeless
pursuit,

At the edge of Vingrove, Temple
stopped long enough to find strong cord
and tie Lee’s ankles and wrists se-
curely. Then he swung away from the
town onto the highway that led north-
ward and pushed the throttle to the
floor.

ETTING the endless desert miles

slip past, his mind probed at the

fAew problems arising from his desper-

ate gamble. He had Lee Mason, and

he knew vaguely what was responsible

for the chaﬂge of personality, but he

had no idea how to bring her back to

normal, Yet uritil he could accomplish

that restoration, she would be his bitter
enemy,

Worse, he had no place to go. In the
eyes of the law he was now a kidnapper
and a car thief and Lee would be the
first to condemn him if he were cap-
tured. If he tried to face the law with
the incredible truth as he now knew it,
he would be rushed to the nearest in-
sane asylum.

Beside him, Lee stirred and moaned
faintly. Temple instantly drew off the
highway, cut the motor and bent over
her. His fingers, probing the soft cloud
of her hair, experienced the faintest of

tingling sensations and he knew, then,
that the thing he suspected was there,

Presently her eyes opened dazedly.
She tugged at her bonds, then spat at
him with an animal snarl of rage.

“Take it easy,” Temple advised
quietly. “I know what I'm up against,
now, and I tied those ropes to ,
They'll stay until I've learned exactly
what you are and how you can be de-
stroyed. I'm not speaking to Lee Ma-
son, now. I'm talking to you--the
thing that has burrowed inte her brain
and enslaved her bedy te iise as its
active vehiele,

“I know you’re there. I saw one of
you or a piece of you on Lansdon’s
skull tonight, through his sub-visible
detector. 1 know the glowing thing 1
saw changed him from a human being
to a flesh and bloed robet, and the same
gﬁ sﬁed te Lee and the other scien-

§tS.

“You’re insane,” Lee hissed furi-
ously, writhing and fighting the con-
fining ropes. "I don’t know what you're
talking about. In case you've forgot-
ten, Curtis Teeple, the penalty for kid-
naping is the electric chair.”

Temple’s eyes were terrible in their
coldness.

“In case you'we forgotten,” he re-
torted through set teeth, “the penalty
is no worse for murder. Lee Mason
means more than life to me, and always
will, Bt if I see that I'm galﬂg to be
captured and my purpose blocked—=1'll
destroy this lovely shell of her before
I'll see it go on to a lifetime of herrible
slavery.

“Think that over before you try call-
ing for help when we pass through
some of these towns.”

CHAPTER X1
Science at War

T four o'clock in the mmorning,
Tefple parked on a dark residen-

tlal street in Phoenix, opposite an im-
posing house. He knew that house
well, 1ts owner was an old friend and
former classmate, Allen Farge, fiow
Professor of Physlcs at Mountain Tech.
Temple hated to draw anyone else in
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on his problem, but he had to have
refuge and a modern laboratory in
which to work out the solution.

He shut off the motor and turned to
Lee Mason.

“I'm leaving you alone for ten min-
utes,” he said. “You're plotting ways
to defeat me, of course, and you may
succeed. Apparently you're possessed
of Satan’s own science. But remember
this before you try anything. You tried
to get into my brain the night Mullane
was kidnapped and you failed.

“Yom can't controll me! You know
I'm a deadly menace to you but you
cam't read my mind to tell what I'm
going to do or just how dangerous I

am.

“Your only chance to smash me is
to stay close and try to catch me nap-
ping. That means controlling someone
close to me, and no one will ever be
closer than Lee Mason. Remember
that when you think of harming her
2;& moving your control to someone

He swung out of the cab, steeling his
heart against the thought of leaving
her there, bound and uncomfortable.
His only solace was the realization
that Lee Mason’s own life and happi-
ness hung in the balance.

Farge’s house was dark and silent,
but persistent ringing of the bell
brought a blaze of lights. An orna-
mental lantern above Temple’s head
flastiedt] ooy amvddthlecsquuazeg homnedyyfdaec
of Allen Farge squinted out through
the door pane in sleepy irritation.

The irritation vanished at sight of
Temple and the door whipped open.

*Holy boiled Mackerel! Curt? What
are you doing out in this country? Out
here for your healiitn?” He squinted
and made a face. “You look like a first
class wreck going some place to hap-
pen. Wihat you need is—

Temple grinned wearily.

“Wibat I need, Al, is a stiff drink
about so-0-0 high. And fix yourself
one, too. You'lf need it when you hear
my story, fellow.”

Farge grabbed his arm and pushed.

“Straight ahead to the kitchen, boy.
The stuff is there, and I'll mix it in a
washtub if you say the word.”

They compromised on tall glasses,
bickering amiably on measurements

47

and proportions. But when the drinks
were mixed, Farge seated himself
across the porcelain table, and the
laughter died out of his eyes.

“All right, Curt,” he said quietly,
“let’s have it. You didn’t come here
on any social call. And there’s a
shadow of plain horror in your eyes.
What's up?”

TEMPLE told him, beginning with
the mystery of meteorites bom-
barding Kansas and covering every-
thing that had followed the disappear-
ance of the Culwain Expedition. At
the mention of the Crimsen Plague,
Farge’s lips thinned.

“I saw the Plague,” he said harshly.
You think those things caused that,
too?”

“I'm sure of it—and just as sure bac-
teriologists can’t find Plague germs be-
cause there aren’t any germs” He
rushed on, ignoring Farge’s startled
grunt.

“Look, they offer to transport vic-
tims to the moon, ostensibly for burial.
How de we know that'’s their purpose?
Suppose this is all a hellish pattern, a
scheme to get human bodies to the
moon for some ghastly use? Can you
:n;aglne a better way to accomplish
t- 114

Farge set down his empty glass with

a img hand.
“Go on,” he said hoarsely. “I'm
crazy enough to keep on listening as
long as you make two and two equal
four.”

He remained silent until Temple had
fimisinesd|, exxdnmbiningy thee blkadk progpetar
case without comment. Then he took
a deep breath.

“Count me in, Curt,” he said quietly.
“I’ll do anything for a chance to take
this thing apart and see what makes it
tick.”

“You'll get that chance. Is your
school out for the summer? I've lost
track of time these past weeks.”

“Closed last week—and.twenty miles
out of town I've got the finest private
lab in the country, with everything in
it but a rhumbatron, Curt. It's all
yours. But what can you hope to ac-
complish?”

“We've got to duplicate Lansdon’s
detector that makes the entities visible.
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Until we can see them, we’re helpless.
We can't fight them, can’t analyze
them, can’t even peffeet a weapon until
we get that detector.”

“Sweet job,” Farge growled. “You
don’t know how it's made and by all
the laws of physics, it can't exist, any-
how. You ought to have one of those
entities, as you call them, for a guinea
plg-"

“I have,” Temple said quietly, and
described his kidnapping ot Lee Mason.

Farge leaped to his feet, his chair
crashing backward,

“My Lord! That poor girl tied up
out there all this—"

“Easy, Al. That poor girf would slit
your throat and mine the moment she
got loose. That isn't Lee Mason out
there. It's a hellish, inhuman thing
that's usurped her bedy. God only
knews if her real personality still ex-
ists.

“Maybe without the entity she’d die
or—or have no mind left. I've tried
not to think of that because we've got
to go on, got to smash the plot behind
all this—" his volce dropped, “regard-
less of cost.”

RGE gripped his shoulder a mo-
ment in silent sympathy.

“We'll fight,” he said at last. “But
what about us, Curt? What'’s to pre-
vent an entity’s seizing either of us?"

“In your case, nothing. They've tried
to get into my brain and failed. To-

?ht I figured out why, and tomorrow

try to equip you with the same de-
feﬁse Meanwhile, until I've got it
ready, 1 don’t dare tell you what it is.

“The big risk is that the entity will
leave Lee and run away before we can
accomplish anything, destroying her as
a revenge blow against me. I've tried
to bloek that, though my efforts are
horribly feeble, Al

“The main thing is speed and more
speed. Can you get ready to go to your
lab right away? I've seen those poor
dupes at camp rushing their jobs and
I know what we’re up against in trying
to beat them.”

“Ready in ten minutes, Curt. My
family’s out of town so I haven’t a sin-
gle tie to hold me.™

An hour later they stood in the fin-
est private laboratory Temple had

ever seen. A spare storeroom, hastily
supplied with bed and dresser, became
a comfortable but reasonably escape-
proot prison for Lee Mason. Only a
bank of steel shelves on one wall both-
ered Farge.

“She could rip those down and make
a club of that metal edging, Cunt,”
he protested.

“We’ll risk it. I'm gambling that as
long as the entity thinks it has a chance
to smash us, it will stay quiet to watch
our next moves. I'm deadly afraid of
having it leave her now, maybe de-
stroy her body in retaliation, and take
up some new angle of attack we can’t
guard against.”

He drove a clenched fist into his
palm.

“Darn it, it's all guesswork, Al, and
it scares me. How do I know I'm
right? I thought I saw a ball of light
on a man’s head. On that thin base
I've built up a whole beautiful theory
—that might be utterly cockeyed.

“Wihat is an entity? What are its
powers? I've pieced odds and ends of
evidence into a composite picture of
them but how do I know it isn't a
picture they deliberately created to fool
me?

“Maybe that thing in there is com-
municating with its companions right
now, planning some terrible attack. I
don’t think it is— but I don’t know.
It's all blind shooting in the dark.”

“Wee"we shot in the dark all our lives,
Curt. We never saw an atom, yet
we've built up a workable blueprint of
its structure by which we can build
them or tear them down. It's just an-
other job of that kind. Let's sleep a
couple of hours and get at it.” .

Farge went to his room but Temple
stayed behind, intent on some mysteri-
ous and urgent task of his own. In the
dining room of Farge’s living quarters
he found a set of sterling silver din-
nerware,

This he melted down in the electric
furnace and moulded into a thin skull-
cap of pure silver. He handed the
cap to Farge when he came back to
the lab, rubbing his eyes.

“Wear this every moment, day or
night,” Temple said. “Unless my the-
ory is way off, the entities can't get
hold of your brain through a silver

1
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screen, I've got one, holding the frac-
ture at the back of my skull, and it's
ghe only reason I can think of for my

i A

“But why silver?” Farge demanded,
donning it gingerly.

“I haven’t the slightest idea,” Temple
admitted, “except that silver is opaque
to ultraviolet radiations beyond 3,300
Angstrom Units. Maybe that's a clue
to their »

“It's worth trying,” Farge agreed.
“But how come, if the entities are so
smart, they don’t know that?”

“I think they do. They must. But
the only chance they had to do any-
thing about it was the two days I was
a prisoner and during that time their
attention was pretty well taken up with
the return of the rocket and negotia-
tions for funeral flights. Besides, there’s
no surgeon in their group and only a
lsurgeon could remove my screen safe-
y.l’
He handed over a rough sketch of
the entity detector as he remembered
it.

“It’s a stereoscope,” he told Farge,
“that’s built to superimpose an invisible
image over the visible one to show
them both in correct physical relation-
ship. I'm positive of that.

The clear glass lens on the visible
side won't give us any trouble. The
black lens must have been of Wood'’s
nickel oxide glass. That’s a clue, be-
cause we know Wood's glass will trans-
mit only ultraviolet light and filter out
the visible rays. I have a feeling the
real problem lies in the violet film that
stood behind it.”

Farge pondered, chewing his lip.

“Well, films of the alkali metals
transmit shortwave light below the vis-
ible spectrum. But you say this film
had a violet hue, which lets out lithium,
sodium, potassium and rubidium.

They block all visible light and are
therefore, a dead black. Caesium, the
heaviest of that group, lets some visible
violet pass, which gives it a violet color.
But that sounds too easy, Curt”

“It's a starting point. We'll try all
the alkali metals with every known
type of fluorescent screen, Al, and see
where we get.™

Farge nodded eagerly.

“Kf we can get something besides X’s

to put in a formula, I'll solve it by
mathematics, Curt. And while we're
waiting for a Wood’s lens and stock
of alkali films, we can test for ultra-
violet radiation. It may affect a pho-
tograph plate or emit measurable elec-
trons or react on fluorescent pigments
by direct bombardment.”

They plunged enthusiastically into
the myriad tests. Farge was optimistic
but a worried frown creased Temple's
forehead.

“Have you noticed how quiet Lee
has been?” he asked, the second day
after arrival at the laboratory. “She's
stopped snarling and fighting and just
sits there with a sort of sly smile on
her lips while we put her through those
tests. It's plain proof that we're so
far from the right track that we aren't
even worth worrying about.™

“I've noticed it," Farge growled.
“But one of these fine days we'll
change that smile.”

EY plunged back into the end-
less quest. Temple said little, but
always in the back of his mind was
the haunting fear that maybe the en-
tity had fled, leaving only a graven
memory pattern on Lee’s mind to di-
rect her actions. Or maybe it was in
touch with the camp, directing a smash-
ing blow that might fall when they
least expected it.

The radio brought ominous reports
from the outside world. Apparently the
entities had met his challenge by re-
doubling their deadly activities.

The Crimson Plague struck out with
increased fury, spreading in widening
circles to engulf major centers of popu-
lation with horrible results. The toll
of victims skyrocketed.

The funerary moonflights became
daily affairs, and work was rushed on
the second, larger rocket. New and
faster trucks ramged the devastated
areas, loading victims like cordwood.

A Vingrove woman was committed
to the state insane hospital for insist-
ing she had seen her husband, one of
the earlier Plague victims presumably
taken to the moon, alive and working
at the camp.

Farge and Temple listened to the re-
ports without audible comment but the
lines deepened in their faces, and some-
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how they managed to increase their
efforts another notch. They cut sleep-
ing time to three hours eut of the twen-
ty-four and ate only when weakness
reminded them of the need for fuel on
the Herce fire of thelr energy.

But at the end of the week they faced
the grim truth.

“We've flopped,” Farge said bitterly.
“A week of trying everything without
an inch of progress to show for it. We
don’t even know if the thing’s still
there.

“We can't see it, can’t get a flicker
of energy response on any indicator.
We're right back where we started,
Curt—nowhere!”

Temple, reeling from weariness and
nerve strain, stared at the floor in si-
lence. Abruptly he stiffened.

“Wait! I described the entity in
terms of physical light and energy and
we've been sticking to that basis.”

“Wiat else could it be?” Farge de-
manded dully.

“Mentcal energy. Biophysics has
proved that thoughts are electrical—
or at least produce measurable currents.
The entity apparently merges ltself
with braln activities so why couldn’t it
be pure braln energy?”

"Gracious!” Farge looked startled.
“But biophysics has detecirell mental
and nervous currents. We can't get a
response of any kind. Aad mind energy
doesn't fall in the ultraviolet band, any-
hew. 1t was a gooed theory, though.”

“A sound theory,” Temple barked,
electrified by his new line of thought.
“Look, a generator produces electricity
—but It isn’t electrical itself. Maybe
the entity is the generator, without it-
self belng measurable radiation.

“My theory would still hold, then.
And as to the ultraviolet range, who
kniows where mind energy does lie? Or
suppose that's part of a whole undis-
covered energy spectrum, existing co-
incldentally with our familiar spectrum
and only touching in the ultraviolet
band? at's fantastic, of course, but
I'm simply digging up theories that fit
what facts we do know—and that fits.”

“But try and prove it—or use it—
with existing instruments or toeols.”

Temple was staring at the polished
base of a bench lamp. He started ab-
ruptly.

“I just did prove it,” he barked.
“Quick! Lock Lee in her room and
get back here. We're on our way.”

Farge trotted back a few moments
later, his eyes shining with excitement.

“You hit something, Curt. What was
it?”

“The answer,” Temple exulted. “I
was watching the reflection of Lee’s
face when I suggested mental energy
and an undiscovered spectrum. She
nearly screamed. Her expression
proves we're on the right track at last.”

“But that's an unknown science,
Curt. We don’t know its fundamentals,
we haven't any instrusments—"

“Then we'll invent instruments,”
Temple roared. “You didn't find any-
thing inside that projector except a
gold grid in a sliding frame and a slab
of some strange crystal—no batteries
of generators of any kind.

“Nevertheless, the answer’s there, I
don’t think that machine generates en-
ergy at all. I think it’s a sort of burn-
ing glass proposition that concentrates
natural energy from the atmosphere
into a beam. Welll try doping it out
on that basis.

“And there’s one screen we've never
tried. Element eighty-seven—Molda-
vium, It's one of the alkall metals but
it's properties aren’t known because it’s
never been isolated. Maybe the en-
tities isolated it, and if they have, we
can. Order a stoek right away In the
purest available form.”

It was the following afternoon that
Temple got his idea.

“Commiiz rays?” he suddenly roared
at Farge in the midst of an experiment.
“Wiat a dunce I've been. That's the
radiation that kills the entitles, I'm
positive of it!”

“But, I don't see. . .
at him,

“Look, stones have been falling on
Kansas for centuries, haven't they, with
a concentration too great to be acciden-
tal. That implies intelligeat bombard-
ment, aimed there for a purpose. The
obvious afiswer is—the entitles. But
fne entities ever appeared before.
Why?*

“"You mean,” Farge exclaimed, “that
all the previous meteorites started out
with loads of entities, too? Then
why_”

. Farge gaped
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“Because the entities couldn’t sur-
vive the trip through space. Something
destroyed them—and the logical an-
swer is the direct, unshielded impact
of cosmic rays.

“This last swarm of stones were dif-
ferent from any that ever landed be-
fore. They were coated with a strange,
heavy radioactive coating. Suppose
that was some newly discovered shield
against cosmic rays. That fits my the-
ory and accounts for the entities’ sur-
viving.”

“But, Curt, what can we do with it?
We can’t generate artificial cosmic
rays, Their voltage is way too high.
And we can’t concentrate them except
with a couple of hundred tons of mag-
nets. How can—"

“That projector!” Temple barked.
“If it can tap one range of free energy,
maybe it can tgg more. You've got a
Wilson Cloud Chamber with a Geiger-
Muller counter on it. Start shooting
blasts of the projector inte it and phe-
tographing for explesion trails, Change
the setting of that sliding grid each
time and see if you g‘et a measurable
respenise at any peint.

As though Temple’s ideas had sup-
plied a key, the door suddenly swung
open for them.

Two days later, on a film of semi-
refined Moldavium, they saw a dull
violet glow that moved when Lee Ma-
son moved her head.

The entity/

The image was crude and it lacked
the stereoscopic effect, but it gave them
all they asked for. Now they could
apply themselves to the discovery of a
weapon.

Too tired to celebrate their first vic-
tory, Temple and Farge hung the pho-
tographic negatives of their latest
Cloud Chamber shots up to dry and
tumbled into bed without undressing.

And that night the entity struck back.

CHAPTER XI1
Disaster

MPLE awoke some time during
the night, bathed in cold perspira-
tion, his lungs hammering for air and

his nostrils aflame with stinging tor-
ment. He lay for a moment, gasping
and blinking, watching what looked
like an inexplicable parade of gray
ghosts across the falnt light ef the
window.

Then his brain suddenly threw off
the dregs of sleep and filled with the
horror of what he saw. He sprang out
of bed, snatched open the hall door and
staggered back from a solid wall of
gray smoke that filled the corridor.

Fire! The place was on fire. There
was not a sound to indicate whether or
not Farge or Lee were alive or con-
scious.

With cold terror plucking at his
nerves, Temple crooked his arm over
nose and mouth for partial protection
and fumbled his way down the hall to
Farge’s bedroom. A close-fitting door
had kept the smoke out of that room
and a gentle snore from the long eyl-
inder of covers on the bed brought
Tewmple a surge of relief. He sprang
across and elutched Farge’s shouilder.

“Curt, is that you?” Farge sat up,
blinking and coughing. “Wihat’s
hap_I’

“Fire! I don’t know where it started
or how far it’s gotten, I'm going to
get Lee out. You try to save the instru-
ments and negatives. Humy!™

“Wait ¥* Farge stumbled to the bath-
room and came back with two dripping
towels. “This’ll keep some of the
smoke out of your lungs. Come on.”

With the wet towels plastered over
their faces, they stumbled downstairs
through a solid tunnel of smoke. There
were no sounds of fire, no ominous
glow of flames.

With cold terror in his heart, Temple
stumbled to the storeroom door and
fumbled for the knob. It turned under
his touch and slid away. Under his
touch, the jamb felt jagged and rough.
l; geim suspiclon flamed in his mind,
then.

Light filtered through the pall of
smoke as Farge found the switch work-
ing. By the glow, Temple saw the
prison was empty, the door a wreck
where sharp pieces of the smashed steel
shelving had been used to gouge away
the lock. Lee had done this, his mind
pounded dully. She had smashed her
way otit, started the fire and fled.
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Farge came stumbling through the
smoke, a tangle of wreckage clutched
in his arms. He was almost sobbing.

“Curt! The detector and projector—
smashed into a million bits. Some-
body—" he broke off, staring at the
empty room.

*“Come on,” Temple plunged into the
smoke, snatched a fire extinguisher and
raced for the basement stairs. “Phone
the fire department. Maybe we can
hold it until—"

“Can’t,” Farge panted in his wake.
“She ripped out the telephone and
smashed it, too. We"re cut off.”

They found the fire smouldering in
a pile of broken boxes heaped high
against the wood steps of the base-
ment. Twisted papers and shavings
had laid the foundation for an inferno
that would have been beyond control
in another twenty minutes.

Temple took in the situation at a
glance and thrust the extinguisher into
Farge's arms.

“Take over. This was started so re-
cently I may be able to catch her. I've
got to—"

They both heard it, then—the wail
of a car starter that broke abruptly into
the explosive bark of firing cylinders.
It came from just outside the house.

“The truck!” Temple shouting,
plunging up the stairs. “She’s getting
away in the Culwain truck I brought
from campt™

E burst out into the graying dawn

to see Lee Mason in the truck’s

cab, racing the motor while she used

both hands to mesh the cold-stiffened

gears. The lever gfwnd into place

when he was still a hundred feet away.
The truck lurched ahead.

Temple redoubled his speed. He
made a desperate fliging leap, and his
fangens caught at the edge of the win-
dow frame. For a moment he clung,
kicking for a foothold on the running
board, buffeted by the jouncing of the
accelerating truck.

Suddenly Lee Mason leaned out the
open window. She was driving with
one hand and her other clutched a spark
plug wrench. The wrench was small
and light but, driven by desperation,
its impact against his jaw was stun-
nimg.

He reeled back, felt his slender grip
torn loose. Then he fell to the ground
with breath-taking force. Dimly he
heard the roar of the speeding truck
fade away into the distance and tried
to stumble to his rubbery legs to fol-
low.

Farge, racing out from the house,
held him back.

“Easy, Curt,” he soothed. “You can't
catch her on foot and there isn't an-
other car within miles. Why didn’t 1
drive my car out instead of riding here
on the truck with you?”

He led Temple into the laboratory
and went around opening windows to
clear the smoke. Then he vanished into
the dark room.

Outside, a bird burst into sudden
frantic song. It shocked Temple to
realize, for the first time in weeks, that
outside his tight little sphere of heart-
ache and struggle there was still a
world where birds could sing in the
dawn. He dropped his face into his
hands.

Farge, coming back, put a hand to
his shoulder.

“It’s losing Lee that hurts,” Temple's
voice came muffled through his hands.
“Lesing my chance to save her, now,
when we were on the verge of success.
Now she’s not only beyond reach but
she knows everything we’ve done and
planned so she can beat us with one
smashing blow.”

“I hate to tell you this, now,” Farge
said tightly. “But I just looked at the
last negatives and while I haven’t had
the time for Johnson asymetry meas-
urements, I'd say we had something
with an energy value well over five
billion volts. That could only be cos-
mic rays, Curt. We—we had it—and
now we’ve lost it, forever. There isn’t
enough of that projector left . . .”

“Wheaf?” Temple's head jerked up
and his red-veined eyes were aflame.
“Allen, I've got another projector, one
I snatched that same night at camp.
I've kept it hidden so the entity could
never learn I had it through reading
your mind. Quick, find out what set-
ting you used and we’ll start over
agaiﬂ,"

“Wihoopee!” Farge yelled in a burst
of relief. “And Curt, I stuck a serap of
surplus Moldavium away in the safe
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last night. It’s big enough for a very
small detector.”

“Fine. Fix one I can wear on my
forehead like a visor, so I can see
through it by simply tilting my head.
That will leave my hands free to handle
the projector.”

*Curt,” Farge’s face was sober, “you
can’t buck that crowd alone, even with
the projector. They've got guns, paral-
ysis beams, and an absolute indiffer-
ence to human life. You couldn't hope
to face them all.”

“I've got to,” Temple said grimly.
“Our last chance of getting any outside
help or confidence is gone. You heard
the radio last night. Three outstanding
scientists publicly questioned the mo-
tives of the group in Arizona.

“Amnd in each case, the scientist is-
sued a retraction and apology within
twenty-four hours. You know what
that means. An entity seized each
man. From now on, that will happen
to anyone who stands in their way.

“It would take us weeks to persuade
public figures to wear silver skull caps,
and long before we succeeded, the en-
tites would have struck a counter-blow,

“No, Allen, it's on our shoulders com-
pletely. Wihatever is behind this hor-
rible enfiltration of alien beings will
only be stopped if we stop it.

“They"ve got the public behind them,
now, by stopping the Crimson Plague
wherever their trucks pick up the
bodies. The whele nation is convinced
that its future depends on the group at
camp. We"ve got to strike first and jus-
tify ourselves afterward.”

EY worked for a time in silence.

From the radio came frequent an-
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involuntary nervous system that in-
duces hyper blood pressure and cata-
lepsy.

“At the start, remember, they seized
those farmers, the Solles and their hired
man, to use as chauffeurs and kidnap-
pers. When they were through with
their dupes, they simply wiped out dan-
gerous memories and discarded them.

“I think the Crimson Plague is a sim-
ilar and more hideous type of recruiting
which they've developed in order to
supply themselves ordinary rough la-
bor. I think it's only on scientists
whose brains they need, that they
bother with the type of mind-seizure
we've met on Lee and the rest.”

“Catalepsy”” Farge gasped.
mean—"

“I mean I don’t believe Crimson
Plague victims are really dead. I be-
lieve an entity swoops down on a
crowd, selects its victims and leaves
them helpless, to be hauled away as
slaves to more entities. That'’s the only
way the pattern fits.”

“But Curt, all those poor devils who
were buried, cremated, autopsied.
They were—"

“Muwdenesdl’” Temple snarled. “Mur-
dered while an entity hovered close,
waiting to strike again to convince a
panic-stricken people that only trans-
portation to the moon could check the
Plague.

“Amnd their fiendish plan has worked
like a dream. The group has the public
so sold on them as public saviors, now,
that we'd be thrown in an insane asy-
lum for suggesting the truth. Our only
hope, now, is to smash the entities, get
Lee and those others free of the con-
trol and then destroy the source of
them on the moon.”

Half an hour later, as Temple was
fitting the completed detector over his
head, Farge threw down his screw-
driver and drew a deep breath.

“Tihere it is, Curt. Identically the
same adjustment of grid and crystal as
I had in that other detector when I got
the cosmic ray path in the Cloud Cham-
ber. It won’t take long to verify the
physical accuracy.” His face clouded.

“But Curt, have you thought of this?
Even if we get what looks on our plates
like cosmic rays, how can we be sure?
We've already uncovered new energy

*“You
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fields that we never knew existed.

“How can we know this isn't some-
thin? utterly different—something that
would instantly kill anyone it touched?
You won’t dare use the projector on
Lee or those others without some kind
of guinea pig test.”

“There’ll be a test,” Temple said
tightly. “It’s my idea, my theory from
the beginning. I'll be the guinea pig.
If anything goes wrong, you’ll have to
carry on alone, that’s all.™

“But Curt, you can’t risk that. An
energy bombardment of five to ten bil-
lion volts might smash the brain cells,
kill you instantly, or even destroy your
mind. I won't let you risk that, boy.
We'll get some lab animals, first,
andr—"

“There isn’t time,” Temple inter-
rupted harshly. “Tomorrow night their
big rocket starts hauling bodies. At
any moment the entities may strike
back at us. We can't waste days mak-
ing lab tests now.

“The minute these plates are devel-
oped, I make the test on myself, and
that’s fimzll. One life, more or less,
doesn’t count for much now, consid-
ering what’s in the balance. If it works
on me, I'm leaving at once.”

Prom behind them, a quiet voice
saiidl:

“I wouldn't be in too much of a
hurry to leave, if I were you.”

Temple and Farge whirled simulta-
neously and gasped.

UST inside the laboratory door
stood two young men with grim

faces and sharp, watchful eyes. One of
them cradled the eminous bulk of a
submachine gun sugdgestlvely in his
arims. The other held only a sheaf of
folded papers.

Beside them stood Lee Mason, an ex-
pression of grim triumph on her face.

“Wihat—who—" Farge gasped.

“Tillotson and Rowe,” the man with
the papers introduced them, “of the
Federal Bureau of Investigation. We
have warrants here for your arrest on
charges of kidnapping and unlawful de-
tention of the person of one Lee Mason,
who has sworn out warrants now being
served. Will you come along quietily?”

Temple stood frozen, feeling the
blood drain from his face. Lee had

done this—not Lee, but the entity who
controlled her. She had rushed to town
after setting the fire and had organized
this crushing blow.

Beside him, Farge suddenly straight-
ened and threw back his head. His
eyes were cold.

“This is either the beginning or the
end,” he said distinctly. “And there’s
only one way to find out. If this works,
Curt, you’ll know how to carry on. So
long.”

Before anyone could move to stop
him, he lifted the untested projector
and snapped it full in his own face.

“Aliten’!” Temple cried. “For God's
sake, dom'tt)”

His voice broke as Far%e swayed and
crumpled to the floor, the black case
tumbling from his limp hands. Ignor-
ing the menacing lift of the submachine
gun, Temple dropped to his knees and
lifted Farge's head. He saw the blank,
relaxed features through a mist of pain
and there was a dull roaring in his ears.

“Tilly, he did the Dutch right in front
of us,” cried Rowe. “But for cripe’s
sake, what with?"

CHAPTER XIII
Prisoners in Space

EE MASON broke the shocked
tension. She screamed shrilly and
pointed a shaking hand.

“Get that thimg! Grab it quickiy!
It's a horrible deadly weapon they've
tl:;:;llll”working on. A death ray! It can

The FBI men were dazed and uncer-
tain at the swift turn of events but Lee
Mason was the complainant who had
sought their aid. At her frantic cry,
they both surged forward, intent on
grabbing the mysterious case at Tem-
ple’s side.

At that instant, Farge stirred. His
eyes opened and his lips twisted into
a smile.

“Success,” he murmured softly.

The one word drove a blaze of new
strength into Temple’'s numbed mus-
cles. Farge was alive. The mysterious
emanation of the projector, whether
cosmic ray or not, whether destructive
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;otati:e entities or not, was at least not
atal.

Still on his knees, Temple whirled
and snatched the projector from the
clutchin‘gt fingers of the two FBI men.
His swift movement caught them flat-
footed, with Tillotson still empty-
handed and the submachine gun point-
in‘g at the flnsy. Before they could rec-
tity the efror, Temple tilted up the case
and pressed the butten.

There was no visible beam, no sound
of unleashed power, but the two leap-
ing figures stopped as though halted by
a stone wall and tumbled imto limp
heaps. Lee Mason screamed in sudden
terror and whirled toward the doof.

Cold-eyed and tight-lipped, Temple
levelled the projector agaim and
snapped the catch. She fell in the door-
way, crumpling witheut a sound.

And in the violet screen of the detec-
tor, still dangling over Temple’s eyes,
a glowing ball of violet light suddenly
ﬂagmliupagardivmslmﬂ i asiinglle thusst
of intollerable radiance.

“Curtd!” Farge bawled, scrambling to
his feet. “You killed it! You destroyed
it! I saw it for an instant with my
naked eye—like a little cloud of glow-
ing mist that whipped away. Curt, it
works! We've won!

“We've lost,” Temple barked,” if we
don’t get out of here before these fed-
eral men wake up. They'd haul us in
and keep us all locked up for weeks try-
ing to get this thing straightened out.
Come on, They must have a ¢ar.”

He stooped, threw Lee Mason’s limp
figure over his shoulder and raced out
with Farge at his heels. Outside, a
powerful sedan stood in the driveway
with motor purring softly.

Temple dropped Lee to the front seat
cushions beside Farge and climbed un-
der the wheel. An instant later the big
car was roaring away from the labora-
tory at reckless speed.

“Wihere can you go?” Farge panted,
twisting around to stare out the back
window. “They'll be up and organizing
a state-wide hunt within a matter of
minutes. They'll block every highway

“There’s only one place to go,” Tem-
ple said through set teeth. “Straight to
camp. We've got the detector and the
weapon and temporary freedom.
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“It will take these two at least hilf
an hour to reach a telephone that works.
By that time we can be past Phoenix
and well on the way south toward Vin-
grove. There’s no time to waste, now.”

ETWEEN them, Lee Mason
stirred and her eyes opened—eyes
that were clear and bright and alive
with the vivid spark of her personality.
“Curt!” she clutched at his arm with
a little cry of “Curt, you
freed me from that horrible slavery. Oh,
Curt, you don’t know how 1 watched
you fight and prayed that you'd win,
even though 1 couldn’t do a thing to
help you. But the ghastly things it
fmade me do to you, while 1 was Relp-
less.”

She broke off with a sob at the an-
guished memories. Temple grinned
happily, patting her hand., He had been
horribly afraid of this moment of
awakening, afraid that the entity would
take a last revenge by wiping out Lee’s
mind of memory.

But apparently destruction had come
so swiftly and unexpectedly that the
entity had had no time for venegance.
Her mind seemed completely free and
clear.

“Forget it all, honey. Forget the
whole thing. It's over, now, and before
morning we’ll have the others free, as
well. Wear this cap every moment, day
and night, and they can never seize your
mind again.” He handed over a dupli-
cate of the silver cap he had made for
Farge. “I've carried this a leng time,
waiting for a chance te use it. New
meet the bravest and swellest friend
whe was ever put en this earth.”

Lee turned and laid a hand over Far-
ge’s.

“I know,” she said softly. "I watched
you, too. What you did back there, risk-
ing your life or more to try that umn-
tested projector.”

Farge reddened uncomfortably and
interrupted the praise with a sudden fit
of coughing, Temple grinned and re-
scued him.

“Lee, tell me about the entities—
everything you can that will help us de-
feat them. Where did they come from?
What are—"

“But Curt, I can’t. That's the hor-
rible part of it. I never did know what
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was really happening. That night at
camp, I felt something icey diggingbinto
my brain. Then everything went black
and when I awoke, I felt normal again
except that I couldn’t command my
own body any more.

*“I could think something I wanted to
say but I couldn’t say it. 1 could plan
places to go and things to do, but 1
couldn’t do anything. Nor could I stop
myself from doin? the things I did do.”

“Then you couldn’t feet the entity as
—as a personality?” Temple demanded,
his eyes showing his disappointment.
“You had no sudden rush of additional
kmowledge or.”

“Not a thing, Curt. I made one of
those projectors—as we all did—but my
brain simply couldn't figure out what
my own hands were fashioning, nor
why. The only time I really felt the
thing's presence was a time or two
when problems had to be worked out
mentally.

“Then I started thinking about the
problem in response to some command
I couldn’t anallyze or resist and sudden-
ly a whole flood of energy would pour
into my brain. My thought-processes
would speed up until I actually couldn't
keep up with them—and then suddenly,
out of the spinning jumble, would come
the amswer.”

“I thought so,” Temple muttered.
“Pure mental energy, Allen, as we fig-
ured. But Lee, when you talk to one
another about the affairs of the entities,
is your conversation si »

“Exactly the same,” she interrupted.
“Warrds flash into my mind, and I speak
them without knowing why or, often,
what they mean. But I think the enti-
ties also converse with one another by
some psychic means, too.

“Offten a group of us would stand to-
gether for hours without moving or
speaking a word, but I'd get a feeling
of thoughts fairly flying through the air
around us, and suddenly everyone
would rush off on some new project.”

“Then,” Farge demanded, “you
haven’t any idea what their purpose is?
You don’t know why they invaded the
eartin?"’

“I haven't any idea. But,” she shiv-
ered uncontrollably, “I have a feeling
it's horrible, ghastily."

It was not until late afternoon that

they ran into the grim manhunt or-
ganized by the FBI. A few miles
north of Vingrove they raced over a
hill and faced a trap. A state police
eoupe was parked on the pavement, nar-
rowing it to one lane, and tweo uni-
formed patrolmen Hanked a huge port-
able stop sign that blocked the rest of
the highway.

“Duck low,” was all Temple said.
“We can't be stopped now.”

He slowed deceptively, then jammed
the throttle to the fitanx. The heavy
sedan leaped ahead like a living thing
in a roaring surge of unleashed power.
There were startled rells, a splintering
cras}i, the grinding impact ot steel on
steel,

EN they went through, racing
down the highway with one fender
flapping and the speedoreter needle
near the hundred mark aa lead thudded
futilely into the back of the sedan. Be-
hind them, a wrecked barricade, an
overturned police coupe and two khalki-
unifermed wild men vanished into dis-
tanee,

They wheeled into the road to camp
shortly after dusk and joined a proces-
sion of vehicles of all kinds jamming
the trail. Temple pulled up beside a
man changing a tire and leaned out.

“Wihere's everybody going?” he
asked.

“Gomnna watch the new rocket take
off at nine o’clock,” his informant
grunted. ‘“They set the first trip ahead
a day and everybody's out to see it from
the hills.”

“Come on,” Temple sent the sedan
leaping ahead, bouncing over the hard-
packed sand to avoid the traffic on the
trail. “There isn't a moment to lose if
we want to save some two hundred
poor Plague victims from slavery.”

A short distance from the gate, he
stopped the car, and he and Farge
climbed into the back, crouching on the
floor while Lee slid under the wheel.
Temple held the projector ready.

“[t’'s up to you,” he whispered grim-
ly. “Try to make the gateman shut off
the current and open the gate for you.
If we can get in without raising an
alarm, our chances of success are in-
finitely better than if we have to crash
the gate and face a pitched battle”
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He adjusted the angle of the detector
on his forehead and patted the flat case
of the projector.

“If an entity comes to investigate, I'll
handle jt.”

“I should be able to put it over,” Lee
said tightly. “Lord knows, I've had
enough ise”

She stopped the sedan close to the
gate and leaned out as a surly, beetle-
browed guard appeared.

“Jonas,” she snapped, coldly imperi-
ous, “the gate at once. I have just es-
caped my captors and have important
news.”

In the rear, Temple and Farge held
their breaths as only silence answered.

“Curt,” Lee whispered suddenly, her
voice ragged. “Wihat’s wrong? All he
dt:gs is stand and stare without moving.
D _”

Temple raised up for a quick glance
and his breath caught.

“Easy, Sweet. There are two free
entities floating this way to investigate.
His own is still in his brain, waiting for
their report, I'll have to shoot.”

He lifted the projector and they all
saw the twin wraiths of glowing mist
that suddenly appeared and tthen
whipped away as the terrible bombard-
ment destroyed their alien atoms,

Simultaneously, the gateman yelled
and whirled toward the camp phone in-
side the guard booth. He had almost
reached his goal when a blast from the
projector destroyed the guiding entity

sent him sprawling.

“That means open war,” Temple
snapped. “Everybody out.™

As they leaped from the car, he slid
under the wheel and sent the heavy
sedan lurching back. When he judged
he had sufficient run, he slammed it for-
ward and jerked the dash throttle wide
open. The big limousine thundered
across the sand, bearing down irresist-
ably en the steel fmesh gate.

Twenty feet from the gate, Temple
jumped. He struck the sand and rolled
over and over, arms shielding his face.
An instant later the sedan smashed
headlong into the barrier.

There was a blaze of searing, roar-
ing high tension flame that momenta-
rily engulfed the car. Then the flame
died, the gate went down with a crash

and alarm bells burst out from the heart
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of camp. Temple sprang to his feet as
Lee and Fargo raced up.

“Stay here, you two,” he snapped.
“You wouldn’t stand a chance in there
without a weapon. I'll handle things.”

“Nuts to you,” Lee panted cheer-
fully. “Allen has his tools and he says
he can convert any paralysis gun into
an entity-destroyer, now, in five min-
utes. Get going. It's almost eight-
thirty right now.”

ERE was no time to argue. Tem-

ple fought down the quick stab of

fear for her safety and hurdled the

wrecked gate. Behind him, Farge

snatched a paralysis projector from the

sprawled gateman and dug at it with
eager fingers as he ran.

Ahead, a knot of men burst from the
camp and raced toward them down the
road. A gun slammed, and lead whis-
tled over their heads. Temple tried a
blast of the projectoe but the distance
was still too great. More shot came,
unicomfortably close.

“Stay here,” he pleaded between
panting breaths, “They haven’t any
compunction about shooting to kill.”

Their answer was an added burst of
speed that carried them, dodging and
twisting, straight into the hail of lead
from the advancing guards. Temple
groaned and tried the projector again
without any great hope. The range was
still extreme.

But miraculously, this time there
were bursts of violet and the figures
pitched to the sand and lay sprawled
and still. It was grotesque, a slaughter
without bloodshed, a mocik carnage.
Temple hurdled the still forms with Lee
at his heels. Farge stopped for a quick
search of the bodies, then caught up
with them, panting.

“No paralysis projectors,” he gasped.
“Seems odd.”

“I know why,” Lee panted the infor-
mation. “They only had—five crystals.
Curt—stole two projectars—that night.
Only three—left.”

Temple's eyes were on the looming
bulk of the new rocket hangar, dwarfing
the old structure, poking the silvery
snout of its monstrous burden toward
the waiting sky. To him it was a sym-
bol—the symbpl of countless thousands
of Plague victims, living dead, who
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They raced across the crater floor, using light
lunar gravitatiom totmc&e\a/ﬁ their speed %chap-
er

would be doomed to lifetimes of slavery
if he failed. He must not fail.

Suddenly his eyes widened and his
steps faltered. The silvery nose of the
projecting rocket was reddening, glow-
ing with reflected flames, and the still
night air was carrying a faint mutter of
distant thunder to his ears. He choked.

“The rocket,” he groaned. “It’s tak-
ing offf!™

His words were drowned in the ti-
tantic thunder, his eyes dazzeld by the
incredible brilliance of the great ship's
take-off. He saw it, riding the curving

scimitar of the flames up into the stars.
Then it was gone and the three of them
stod gasping, stunned.

After a moment they broke the spell
and raced on. They burst into the main
camp street and a blue beam licked at
them from the shadows. Temple fired
a burst from the projector and an en-
tity flamed to death in the darkness.
Farge snatched another paralysis pro-
jector from the sprawled figure as they
ran past.

Suddenly Dr. Eno Rocessen burst
from a shack ahead of them and ran
madly toward the smaller rocket han-
gar. He carried a projector but made
no effort to use it, all his energies con-
centrated on flight.

“ him?” Temple roared. “If he
gets the small rocket away we're licked.
They can stay on the moon, beyond our
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reach, and whip those hundreds of
Plague victims into an army for some
new invasion.”

Staggering, gasping, every breath a
flamimg agony, they pounded doggedly
on, cutting down the distance. Temple
lifted his projector and then let it fall.
He couldn’t risk blasting Rocossen’s en-
tity, destroying the knowledge of how
to operate and guide the rocket.

UDDENLY their way was blocked

by a knot of figures plunging into
the street ahead of them, cuting them
off from their quarry. There was Ja-
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