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interest you..

1 F ym e t:hzt mm, here’s sarm:thmg that wﬂi
Mot a magie formulinot a ge:twﬁcfwmck

' scheme—hutsomethingmoresubstantial, more practical. .

Of course, you need something more than just the
desire to be an accountant, You'vegot % pay the price

~~be willing to study earnsetly, thoroughly,

Sall, woulda'eie beworth your'while to sacrifice some
of your leisure in favor of & interesting home study-—over
a comparatively brief period in your hﬁﬁ‘ Always pro-
vided that the %wm were good——a salary of $2,000

to $10,0002

An accounitant’s duties are interesting, varied and of
real worth to his-employers, He has ,fmm’mg?’

Do yott feel that such things aren’t for you? Well,
don't be too sure. Very possibly they can bel

Why ‘not, like so many before you, mmﬁttg&ta

LaSalle’s modern Problem Methed o t’x*smmg f’ar an

Wﬁntmﬂy position?

+ Just suppose vou were gemmtté(i o vmrk ina Iarge
wecounting house under the personal supervision of an
gxpert accounsant. Suppose, with his aid, you studled

- socounting principles and solved problems-day b{ day

| wggsy ones at Arst-—-theq the more difficult énes. 1fvou

vowld do ehis—and if you ¢ould turn ¢o him for adwca‘
it the aﬁmbiams ‘becate wmpiex—-ﬁem you'd master

LaSalle Problem Method.

“trol, Qrgammmm

~many LaSalle graduates have paid for their traiing—
. with increased earnings—before ¢

_ For accountants, who are trained
‘ management, are the executives of the uture.

-tdney, “The. Proféssion That ”Pzzy:?a

That’s the mxmm;g woiy. follow in prmmpie under the

You cover accmtamy i’wm ﬁm hmc ?mm%lw
tight up through Accountancy Systems and Income Tax
Procedure. Then you add C. P. A, Trwsmg and rxmw -
para for the C. P. A examinationg. :

ou go dlong, you abeorh the pmmgﬂm @f Audit-
ing, ("‘f’e mnéﬁ ‘Business Law; Statistical Con-
:mag&mcm and Finance, :

Yoy progress i #s spredy 48 ymx care 1o fake jtee i
depending on your own eagerness t6 §eam and the time
you spend in smdy. k

Will recognition come? The only mswm, ag ymz km‘%:
is that success desy come to the man who' i really
trained. It's possible your employers will notice your
improvement in & very few weeks or months. Indeed, -

e

havecompletad it -
in organization and

Write For This Free Book

own don't put off fnvesti ation of all
t}m fyzwts. Wmm our free 48 “Accotit.:
Il provc that
accountancy offers brilliant fatures to those who aren’t
aftaid of sericus home study. Send us the coupon wow.
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Public. Accountants’ among
LaSolle alumni
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old’ Séw:’%mn‘t Saturn's 1 ca ;
i et of some of those siuzling letters.

- allithe way through my space suit, And am
ﬁfit, on my hands and. wade inl -

» &maﬁd
&pins. )
‘That just

ing of wenches, I mind the time I was temporarily
drinking my way through a hogshead of Nekkardin in that space port on

SVenus.

Yes, sir, that big Venusian blonde—er—ahem—about this month’s mail and

the yapping chorus: . :
O Tempmg | Jupiter, how the sight of that
il bag warms the very ventricles-of your
vt, 1 can almost

- I ready to spit ¢
“You sgrmehair squirts, you said it! For L

°, like another chief pilot we've heard tell of,
Ylike a good fight ,

. Vmi‘g potnething about heat, dide’t I?
- Thig first letter practicall
eyebrows when opened it.. Rocketeer
Lester Cole, s scientifiction fan with four
T.W.8. stars on his space suit, turng on the
heat in his asbestos-lined communication.
Posy he radiate with blitzkrieg bolts for

" Arthur Barnes? Well, nobody can truthiuily

say we don’t listen, Up and atom, Pilot

: Cm?&e.’,

BRINGING CARLYLE BACK ALIVE
By Lester Cole

It's finally come! What I've wanted to pay
for b long time is going to be sald in this let-
Cter. And I warn yvou, there's four years be-
hingd me. 1 really don’t know where to start,
WWail, I cen get one thisg off my chest thal
hag besn annoying me,
Tve kept my temper abont this rauch teo

jong wnow. Hvery one of your redders from

Ciahout 14 to 12 always tells you his age and

claims he's either your youngest or one of
- gaur youngest. I guess they think it will
slp them gat their Ietter nto print.  Thoy
start thelr letters something on this order,
- eeing oune of your wyoungest remderge-ste”
{I hate to make an ﬂxamé)w of Miss Myers but
since she roots for G. Ci—and I don’t mean
Gary Cooper!) :
This s guite boring and it geems o me
that thers has bhen an over-gbundance of
young resders writing in. I don't mean to in-

In thie department we shell publish your

opinions every month. After aazi this is

OUR mmmmnﬁ and it is edite ?%f{ TOU,
iy wm%{ in THRILLING WONDER 870
BrEE falls to ellek with yeou, it I8 up te-
yvou to let us know about it. We weleome
your lettgrs whether they arg complimen-
tory or eritical-—or contain Zood old-fash-
joned brickbats! Write regularly! As
many of your letters as possible will be
priny herein, We cannot undertake to |
enter into private corvespohidence.

- Johngon?

singed off my

MNErves.)

ELL, another month has rolled around on the old space-log—side-
real or lunar, take your pick. It seetss like just last week I was ad-
" dressing this crew from the chief astrogator’s cabin for the first time:
and around on its axis and in the plane of the elliptic each planet

out of a berth and was

ault them, since Im one myself but it secms
entirely vmnecessary to write your age.
while we're on the sublect, let me o a
bragging, I started reading T.W.8
Just atter it had changed into your hands, and
at that time I was nineé years old. I don’t
ggmg&i?t% that I understand T.W.B but I

1 . , : o
« Now, inte the Barnes-Arvcier feud with ail
colors flying. i
Catcher-of~Triptevossurs Carlyle with

'
And 1. don't. cnfl
whether :
woman could stand up undeér the charge of &
Calsomgalomphitus without loging her herve.

{(Fardon me, I

kick I got in 1987 when Barnes wrote the first
Carlyle gstory. Boy, was that corpyd “(Op
should I say is?)
HInoe,

One thing in Barnes' favor, though, &H(E .

that's Teny Quade, belleve i or not! 1
bad my way, Nine Plansts Pletures would
fold and ons of those Hyclops would get Miss
Coarlyle, And then we could have more of the
Abbott Pamily, The Carlyle-Qusde ptories
are well written but my sympathies are with
Mr. Arcler. (Back me ug, My. Arcier, Every
Cariyle fan ls going to be after my scalp as
well as yours! .
And now, & business on hand with My,
Corl B (ﬁ%&iaw@hm«@%ﬁmm‘} Andorson, m
really amased at you, Mr, Anderson.
sround velling for & feud., Did yoy make
that siip pur 1y, so body would start
ony with you? In the November lssgue, dage
m@wpmmggagh 12, wou state: “Our Martian
correspondent-—uaip blinge to him——gpeaking

Arperican for otice, has iost was pretiy thme.

machine,” Apparently, Mr dergon, ~Fou
don’t ke letters shout time machines—Alan
Saun's tlme machine, to he move direct. It

@l boils dowsn to one thing, You think that -

section of hip letter silly and trite. Right?
Yat, in the August issue, page 120——paragraph
19, gm}r wirite:

‘O mad Worldl
acros of Venusian Swamp)e—"'
sitly and just about as {rite.

This seems: ng

chine was
vou to do_ the pamoe thing. :
As to the "Via" stories, I think they'reall
right. One suggestion, thaugh. ]
Giles write about'the Martlan Expedition No.
2 and Venus Hxpedition No. 27 They seem

intereyting, what littie we do hear from them.

No need to say anvihing ebout Pete Manx.

How can Barnes compare
T,
1 Gad, compared to that supsr-won-
Can, Mre Johnson is Hving a perfectly s

cand normal existence. - :
it's BOG wears ip the fubtupd-mo.

forgot-bigs Carivie has no:
Anyway, I can remembey the big.

Ive' been laughing ever’

You go

My Wingdom (40 miilion
Oh, don't get

me wrong, that business about the time ma«
%NMW bad. But it's no excuse for

Why dessu't

goes to show what a dizzy wench Time is, anyhow. And, speak»«yk

little
in 1836,

Just ¥eep giving us hig stories, and I for one .

will hold my peace. Would be nice H Peis
{Continued on page 11)
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WHA’I‘ instrument would you. ke to plag?  We'l shesir
., you how. you can lexrn to play it guiickly, - easily, in
dpnre time gt home—for less - than SEVEN CENTS
A DAYT Wever mind if you don'’t know “ane nate of vyusie
frgm another - dor't worry about “special talent.” .

The &ruth of the matter is that- s now play. who
WPYer ‘they. eould]
wliere have diseovered this amazingly easy way to lesrn
¢ mmsle at-home, Now. they are e iwymg the thrilling satis-

* Paetion of playing the xmme, guitar, saxophone or
ather favorite fustrurents. Some of them are playing in
erchestris and over the radio : others aré tesching musie,
wmalidng money in spave “or i‘szil titae, - And thousands are
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Eg
x v
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witl o Four eyes whmmﬁn&m
sud eaily soi van learn to play

el - Don'y dmxbi; ﬁm@’t mﬁ«
Hend foz (thefagolngting 1

st
bl ﬂ &YK e Sample ¢ you
e ihfs meﬂmd
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Yes; men and women every.

thivd- yemy < Tst, 189
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1. 8. SGHOOL OF Muss ‘ : o .
2642 Bronswick Bidy., wﬁvwamw? : i

am inferseted in i shudy,
%’hmmammwm .
Pictues Basple.

having the time of thely Hvew playing for thaf? m #ns
joyment and the enteviainment of thelr friends, - ;
It all came shout when they wrote to the U. 8. ‘Sﬁbwi of
Mxxzsic for.the Free Booklet and Print amd P:ctm 3&&%’};&&
bat shew you how EASY it is to learn music at
madem way, No tedions seales, no tiresome axercises,
fearn-te play by playing — start right in slnost
with the melody of & simple tune! It takes onl
minutes o day und the cost is trifiing ; yw save ﬁm ;
ga::a% f}f’me o et e FRED DROGT (e 4 g
- BHUPen H1k ge 3 o
8.} w. 8. School of Muwsie, 294%

Brunewiek Bllg., N. ¥. [s38

oty fn the lagtrowent fndissied below,

%o Lewrn Music st Home,” and the fres Print
@ Slarinet ’
M%ﬁm whbar ;‘;’@W*
uty
sk iz |
Carnat amms & i
gm?w ?emmmy sameay i
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GETTING AHE,

B eveay pssenviar
| FEATURE OF A
| BIG MACHINE

Y authe Reminglon No&sw
im Delure Portsble hes

them o1l Stsndurd kevbowd, full sixe witing wimdm,
‘back spager, margln control, exclusive touch regulatop—
evary essential festure of o ‘big machine, OF eourse, it
NOISELESS, Use It anyiime, enywhere, with never o
‘wony of disturbing others, No wonder wsers calf 8 “THE
MACHINE THAT SPEAKSIN A WHISPERI™

| FREE

With yow new Remingten Deluxe

88 Nolseless we send yous—absslutely > |
© frge=~p ¥%-page booklet on Touch |
- Typios, the system wsed by ewpert
pists, Slmply witien and

- Ulagtrated, it's as easy bo Follow as A,

2 0. Test e Insirictions durlig the 10 |

( oo trlsl we offer, See how usv it

B s 1o Tearnt Mail the coupon below for

* further dg&aﬁm_

Wy
i}

Mrsisnon pos

i oo

Imagine! Save as little a5 10¢ o day and you can
wwn the new Remington Molseless Deluxe Ports
able. Use it for reports, for bustness, for letters,
Do sway with slow tedious handwiiting, Make
your wiitten work Impressive and easy o read, 5
Hundreds of jobs are waiting for the penon who  JE
knows how io type. Help yourself to get aheadl ',

‘ 10 DAY FREE TRIAL
YOUR CHOICE OF 22 TYPES MONEY BACK GUARANYEE E
WY 2 gL g Thors nré w5 shings stiached to this oFer, Free of charge, we' B8
 This is Elite, smaller and | o el davs to use snd tost his wecine,

uses less space. A, sl doposit delivers the Nofseless portable to your |
Thlﬁ Pi home, Belance on terms as fow & 10¢ a day. You goodwill

is 10&, larger deposit will be promptly refunded 2t the end of 10 days i
and easier to r@m’ﬁ wouare notentlrely setified, YOU DONTRISK A PENNYE

» : . ’ ’ . " 1 !

SPECIAL! > Aow!,

included In the price undes nmwmmw e, Dest. 149.2
] C E i S sagy Pl )

chase plan, we will send you this hand. 463 Wk n St Bufalo, M. Y.

some, Jut blck carving case, Consbucted | Tell ma, without #&ismﬁmf how to got 5 Ftu ’fv ol f i naw

Riemla fng Cave snd Fiee
of sturdy Boply wood, covered with sich ﬂ?“
Dubut fobric, it will ; nlre the Typing bookist for as Hittle 25 10¢ & day. Sead c?m &mm. )

‘most axpensive: fugmege. Remeve the T U A
R typewites and you have o besuliful -
womy weekend bag,
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‘ing place on

SYWRE not & Triceratops,
ﬁtg;s OIAULS

THE REAQER mws
{ ﬁammﬂed’ from p&ge &y

gfmm travel into the mtum, or aam it b&
wriet

The best story in the November issue was
“The Day To Come” “Fomb OF Tims” was

the seeond best and third was “Shall Stay .
These Courlers—>
SEhall Stay These Courlevs—" in front of “Via

The resson that T put
Camwmm” was that “Shall Stay These Cou-
rierg-" was about atanﬁm and being a stamp
collector, I took 1o it w%m;iiy that gection
of the -Beott Catalog for 2113 I's also the
first story about stamps I've ever seen in

TW.E. or sclence fletlon for that matter, Bew
f@re i forget, how about ?'mzm % stam
an envelope ke you d4id in “Shall Stay ' em

Couriers—"" frol each place that a. certaln
story hagyemﬁ to take place In; for example,
a 13 cent apple gra&\«m stamp, upon_ which s
shown on one side (the stamp is divided In
halfy the tnventor of the roeziwt s;izm and on
the other, & rocket shi

8 ﬁi§ 1t might
be fmrm&rged oIy Cents,” he story tak-

Of courde, thig ided iy weak
but it counld be developed.

Also, tell Mr. Bergey t%wt 8 Trzcﬁmteps
has three horng: two near his eyves and one
on his snout, That nwngtmsity, on the epver,
Alsg. tell him that

did pot look like Glla Monsters

that Brontosaurs did not rear up on their
mm legy and have teeth like a
if that thing on the cover was & Brontosaur,
gpd 1 Bave my doubts as to whether thiz s
{rioe, Other than this, the only thing wrong

with the cover was four peopls, one Tyran-
ROBEUL One cryatal, and twe PL .

srodaciyis,

My final complaint is that vou dov't give
proper honor to Martin Alger who gtarted the
SFTPOBEMOTCOSHFP. (}&r},‘ those covers (?)
~-E300 Loguns Btreet, Ban Fraoeisoo.

Well, Mr. Barnes; Lester Cole’s electronic
barrage was shocking, eh, watt? Or were

; you insulated? Is Miss Cariyle s face Mar-

tian red!

Shooting stars, lad, but this old space-dog
will bét you a food mpsule agamst one of
Saturn’s Rings that you'll take to the Car-
'lgie cffering in this issue, TROUBLE ON

TAN, like 2 magnet takes to a meteor.

So Artist Bergey is off hig orbit and
doesn’t know. the difference between an
archeopteryx and a cephalopoda? Cut your
rocketg, pal, we ghall boil him in his own
oils. Funny guy, that Bergey. He witnessed
u space-crash the other day and when the
gky-cop asked him for the license pumber
of the strato-chariot, he said:  “I'm afraid
Pve forgotten, but 1 remember that if it were

. multiplied by itself, the cube root of the
product would be eqaai to the stum of the
‘digits reversed!”

Now, 1 ask vou-—what can yvou do with a
guy whose mind tracks in this fashion? -
pin my equinox and call me ’I‘wzrly, if
that stamp idea of vours isn't just the thing
fm@ our spacemails. ‘What this planet needs
Bga{r& five-cent stamp, with b.e, monsters
ergey painted on "em in profile, eh?
Wait 4 minute . . . heres a sputtering fuse
on a tHme-bomb that Space-rat Dann Heil.
man has sent in for Kelvin Kvmt. s due to
bisst off in a trice-erato onfound it,
Pilot Cole’s got me doing aubisa talk now!
Let's read this message before it blows up.

NO THANKS FOR MANX

By Dann Heilman

ngooks, zounds, and ods bodkins! How

Vmamh &ongar do we have to put up with Pate

- (Continued on page 12)

BIBOBAUL,
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Men——Womea

QET READY NOW

Raﬂway Postal Clerks .
f’wml Llerks 1,600 the first af mw
nﬁu {WQ 1‘? h%ﬁ ‘ggyt ’%&x gnd i?wwm:ﬁ
ey i GBS PRy g B
Inerensed yearly lo $2,300 and 3&%@%@1&&% mﬂ%ﬁ
tions, " Advance miny be had to Chisf Si%t‘k ul 52,700 a yesr.
(8112.50 ench poy duy.) Age 18 to

Travel fepﬁr
“Uncle
Sam”’

3 Days On ~= 3 Days Off - Full Pay
Ballway Postal Clerks on mmz runs usually work 8 (‘hw
and ?mva § days off duly or In the same proportion,
ing this off duty’thelr pay contivees just ag though w
were working. They travel on o pass when on business.
When they grow old, they ave réthred with o pengton. -

mt'y Mail Carriers, Post Office Ctéﬂm

Clerks and Carders now get $1,700 1314187 & month}
the fivst year on

vegalay and sutomatically nerease $100 &

veur to mme (17590 4 mxmtk). .
Age 18

Ass't Statistical Clerk
(}mn b Mop - Y ggmﬁxm 18 . B0, )

. mengs 1o the Iﬂy m%w»»%
b.c, m wade o this me :

Mamy Other wgwum

]
il o o7, Stetitly
wm a4k omes,

Get Free List of Pwmms B
B‘Hthmsfﬂmem Tear 1 o med mall i foday-— -

nanu

M&m&mwwﬁthww gotting ‘5 Big-paid
povernment. Job,
”"-'_7_1“__‘_" NG N I SN N—

FRANKLIN ma‘mw DBegt, L28?, Rochester, N, ¥
Busk_t dharge (1) a full dwerigtin of
wos G«Mwﬁ kafw my&ag gted £ ﬁ m
o8, vetnmant, Pasitious wnd How o Got m"é‘% :
o2 U, 8 Government Jobs: 64) %mwb«twéo%qmﬁi&fwm

Nams

T T ]

sEseaETEBY O UUBIRAT LY D R P T

Address
Uss This Coupon Befory’ you Mislay. it - Write or Pﬁn Fia!xstv

11

of gath -




| S sualh rm;s “::theeded
s NOW]

| study cticel ' The de-
| mand dor ﬂ'c’i’fm fmen s AL
1 mw!mfﬁ'ﬁ. ﬂlﬁwmmhwimpm“w?
| Bisger Pay 2 SR ATRE Bt
&mm mwixsmesi wx§ mﬁ’ a2 vb
nearly BO0O mumsuﬁs mm
% Pagtorn

<3046
mﬁ)@et m}g. cluds

- sure, I'Il sdmit |

(Continued from page 11)
Manx? Personally, I }mv& hmi ez&m&@hf su
ent was good Wi a? hi?
somethite 1o write about, but aﬂ:er 1 theres .
s limit to evervihing, 1 liked Ro Holl-
day, and A Comed

seerns £o me that Kent iz trying to put-Manx

“himself, "Ag-far ag U'm concerned Man Abont

Time was the blade of dry grass that severed
tlm hizmg' gd  guadroped’s  vertebrael -~ I'T'3
lither Kent is petting lazy .or his
%am of humor has been sa.&pm} to nil, I am
a very appreciative lover of humor But ¥l be
darned If M, Abﬁﬂt T4 even bmught a pickly
grin to my face. 'Tain’t funny, McGees!!ll Will
suine obliging person kindly deliver a lusty
blow into Kent's personage below the belt on .

the nether slde? ~ Arouse him from bis leth~ .

argy!  Tell 'Ira if he has to write Manx, to
place encugh of that ingredisnt into his wwk
which causes the propér muscular co-ordina.
tion of the human features which denoteg un-

; Practios and Mwagemmx,

nuxi;y o

{rations.
wﬂnﬁa%%m&miﬁsémm e in’ your
want &

them, chegk mmrmmm&w %mwm Teal m%’g

Wv&s " yott wanit et
awmm ‘smmw

|_Ame Ammimt % nmwﬂy. N!ﬁmm- Home Study cwne:

: 834& Droxel 1 at 5o 56th, Chisage

: i mmamw sgzmm:x
1 imw Qﬁmg B ten ds?\

mwéﬁwrmmmm mn%@ﬁwwm& 84,80 iumié

B ot ‘mgrs b0 Bive me & ¢ gmma anhiiliog mwmmw

W

yrivileges with yous experts for one

stating age, oecupstisn ﬁmmww'a natse and
@aﬁrw aud ﬁm of at least one business inan 45 reference,

M&mxﬂ
Plenss aliuoh

16 DAYS TRIAL

CBATISFACTION GUABANTEED
o Money Back., Attvactive siyies. Low prives,
BROKEN GLASSES REPAIRED.

Jugt  sand  yeur name for
s:ﬂn Ng MQ“EY EREE Corenlar today.
ADVANCE. «sywrmaﬁ €0., 537 §. Dearborn, Dept, T-2, Chlesge

ﬁﬁfkwm” %m@mpmm. dnce Zrods sm ("3 mm:ﬁ )/ ﬁ%? ‘
74 g;;

wition, Aany . Gradiunie «‘
Inapectors :

plus 0 piart, Lstabii -
- Gustiess Training Institute, Div. 8502, BuFals. M. Y.

QQRE POEMS WANTED
-G BE SET TO Wﬂi@
: Pm Exgmination. Send Your
. mm. MeNELL, m :ﬂ 02&‘ M’USI@
: Wirie . Los Aungeles, Calif,

mmuv
Webraske

Doy 4178

on the
amgmw}tm:;,

‘pal?

< digappointment,

BUppY en}aymﬁnt, i us, Kent! gWim

humor.}
ey fax' hiz Det, cover. &mm

Cungrats to Berge
grats to Murphy, Paul, and Wesso, Tell em'

to hes u% the go :gﬁ wm‘}t. ‘Whenever youw're
in doubt, Bd, use Paul. He iz & never-ending
supply of undeniably superb pleturization.
He is beyond a doubt the esgence of genius in
his composing perfection and priceless char-
acterization of blzarre beasts and beings of
Bevond. In other words, he's PAUL. .
truthfully say that my eyes have never ob-
served a Paul llustration whig}z falled to
satigfy,

Four stories, on an average, are very good,
Let's have many, many more of Gileg’ “Vig”
stories, Stories will also %'0 good by Kuttner,
RBinder, and that undeniably Ingenjous suthor,
Mr. Ross Rockiynn.~-7063. Ohio Ave., Silver-

ton, O.

S0 you want to die—laughing, eh, space
Well, we shall load Ke vin Kent's
oxygen helmet with more than one whiff of
nitrous oxide. And after partaking of all
that laughing gas the old gent had better
tickle our funny-bones from now on, or
we'll send Fete Manx back to making mud-
pies in the Paleozoic Epoch—and leave him
there for kee Blow me mm the eighth
dimension, Pilot Heilman, if you're not right
for demanding more scientifun and non-
sc{ijence,

All jesting aside, Helmsman Heilman, fo-
cus your microscope on THE GREEKS
HAD A WAR FOR IT in this issue and let
me know if you can slip the old Sergeant a
kind word about the yarn.

Well, strip my gears and call me 8Shift.
less if we haven't got time on our hands
once more! It's a spacegram 8.0.8. from
ﬂm%m Alan Saon, and he's lost his nm
mac

LOST AND FOUND
By Alan Saun e

Many, meny thanks to Mr. B Earl Bivﬂezdt

of Thornton, I, for his friendly, well mean-
in me“ inm the Movember, 1940, issus of .
THRILLING WONDER STORIES.  Readin

%:ha m meant for me with special interest,
bmﬁmm feeling Increasingly relisved.

“at last!” I m‘iesﬁ jovfully to' myself, as,
megesine in hand, I ceased pacing my spa-
vloug laboratory. “At long last T am about to
find out just what became of my beloved ﬁma v
machine! Oh joy supremet” .

But reading on, I wasg doomed to heart-sick
For I was soon to realize
thet Mr, Bielfeldt's letter had nothing to do
with me. Il explain, .

First of all, his description of the odd look
ing machine he saw. with the aid of his Tem~.
pomsmsmrwa clever invention 1 should have

~of Bras was fam lzmt it

can




long ago thought up mysel!, what with me
being so undeniably brilliant<in no way de-
seribes mine, . o
My invention is & large, dull ball, about ten
feet in dwmém{; Dark-blue in color, it con-
taing one small cireular door, and rests se-
ewrely on a shor sgucer-shaped table of
tremendous strength.  True, it sadly Iacks an

mmr?' Ve appeatrance, but what an inven-
gamz t igwer—-wan, rather, t &n inven-
ter 5

here iz one thing, however, which proves
beyond a shadow of doubt that the modernly
dressed gentleman Mr. Blslfeldt ssw in the
ultramodern office of the year 8754, was not
Prafessor M. T. Head bn - excited, the
rofosgor doss get & wild look In his eye.
- That I shall not
- Mr. Bielfeldt, not the left. .
all, once mere preslly dissppointed, I

again %eg the resders of T W.B to inform me,
if they really know, the whereabouts of my
beloved guper-invention—my time machine,

And-—oh yes. I looked behind that plle of
sdiectives my observing friend, Mr. Carl H
Anderson, o kindly suggested., No-——my logt
time machine wasn't there at all, but instsad
a peatly folded note addressed to me. It read:
My dear Mr. Smun: :

ware! That man from Petoskey, Miehi-

gan, iz extremely fond of feuds as he once
openky confessed in a rather bombastic Jetter
in a certain ma%mine you both read. Don't,
I beg of you, allow this beeckler to provoke
you dnto starting one. Ignore him com-

pletely, .
o N {Signed) Anonymous

Could this letter have been left there by the
vanished professor?

I would like to clsar up one thmég, however,
‘When I stated that the Agrﬁ 1539, issue of
THRILLING WONDER STORIES contained a
letter of mine—the first one—1 didn’t mean
tfim firgt letter I had ever sent to that maga-
zine,
of the department, The Reader Speaks.

Before signing off, I wish to make known
that the Novembear, 1940, issue, as far sz I am
conceined, was h%r ne means & disappolnting
one. A% usual, it was grand . Keep up the
good wcrk,m‘:i’o;maw, Canada, ) .

We'll be calling all rocketeers, Spacebird
Saun, and you can be sure that one of our
gimlet-eyed crew will find your elusive time
mechine quicket’n you can peel a meteor.
Make it a good reward, Iad, and I'll join in
the hunt for your vanishing vehicle myself,

And heres a six-blast space-gun salute and
a handful of Venusian orchids from Charles

Hidley. Cut in your radiophones on this.

CALLING HOLLYWOOD
By Charles Hidley

Hamilton's “Gift from {the Blars” iz Just
that: a clever and hwmamu% yarn that would
be ideal for the movies, Oh, if only I could
inflaence some producer! The M&n{hi plos
~ars the best he hag done to date. A light stf,
story is a relief. No. 2 is “The Lifs Machines,”
something I've been wnfing for and wvery
reminiscent of the days of “Hlectropolls” and
wieradise and Iron™: the latter Breuer eple
reminds me that both the cover and ijlustra-

tlon for Wellman's novelel were poor and alse
to wonder why Wesso does not draw as he.

d3d ten yemrs sgo for that P. and I bool,
“he Golden Barrier” is egually fine, but be-
. oauge ties are unfair, I hud to make this one
number thres. Aside from Margﬁhy‘ﬁ two, it
Bad the only good illustration in the issue.
Glad to see Basty back, though, snd Marchioni
wnd Schomburg, too.
The eoncluglon of the Marewry launi is
Fourth.  Giles hag endowed upon these classics
« g @urs of reality that makes the firet inter-
plangtary “histories” deserve thet name—geis
entific elassics. May that brave crew never
fall in their spectacular—Giles malkes it sound
lilke every+day work-—flights snd explora-

thons. .
{Continued on page 120)

eny: But it is the right-one,

T moeant that mine weas the fivst letter | &

tionemPolice Photogrophy - and
Seeret Servicel" That's what
I told the men who pow han-

dlathe good jobslisted nthe J

colwm at the right. Giveme |
a ehanee and I'N traln YOU
to fill an important posi-
tion in the fascioating §
field of - gelentific orime
detection,

Get In Nowl!
But don't be migled. Sclentific
crime detection is net simple.
It’s & selemee-—a renl seience,
which m?%ﬂrea very s ecial
training. I teach you this sch
ence &0 that you should be
competent to do the work of n
thoroughly trained employee
in s buregu of ideﬂtmmgm@n;
for the rest of your I
glve you something nebody
can ever take from you.
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Intery ‘fa'n:&hry‘ wilds, Them s |
a Checkmafe in the Staikmg of;’ :

Garry drilled it twice and the monster crashed agalnst the wall and collapsed
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TROUBLE

ON TIT

By ARTHUR K. BARNES

Author af “Watew of Wrath” “Satellite Five” etc.

CHAPTER 1
Snaring a Trapper

HE conférence was not going
well,

It was taking place in the New
York offices of the London Interpla-
netary Zoo, on the top floor of the tre-
mendous Walker Building. The suite
was built of the finest modern materials
and equipped with all the comforts sci-
ence could devise, Vacuum-brik walls
shut out noise.
fluff insulation. Martian sound-ab-

There were mineral

sorbent rugs, plastic body»ccntmx fur-
niture, air conditioning. - The press of
a button brought iced drinks or lighted
cigarettes of aromatic ‘Venugian tobac-
cos thirough a recess in one wall. =

Despite all these comforts, the wsztor '
was having a bad time. :

At one end of the room was a small
screen.  On a stand before it was the
morning “newspaper,” consisting of a
tiny roll of film. Subscribers could turn -
on the latest news at any time by sim-
ply flashing it onto the screen. A dial
enabled the reader to Hlip tkmugh the
entire “paper” with a twist or two.

A Complete Gerry Carlyle Novel




fgmua&ﬁmwhxie fox
en for foreign, yellow for
n—made it easy for the
turn to any desired section.
now it was turned to the pale
ot mterplane&ary page.

mﬁm CARLYLE CHALLENGED IN
A RACE TO SATURN

oy i&n&m Zot Contract at Stake

* As Prize for Victor
- ONY Se Q 4 PouBrientific circles
: 'ﬁtxrreé with mterest today as the supremacy
< of G *Catch-'em-Alive” Carlyle in the
‘ mic of nterfimetary trapper—ithe rigorous
" -profession of capturing monstrous life-forms

on . our tteaghh&mg planets and returning.

with thens ‘alive for exhibition in Earthly
wmmwaa “challenged by Prof, Emsmw

st& Carlyle's contract with the London
- Interplanetary Zoo comes up for- amsmw&i
soon, Prof, Kurtt suggested that so impor-
tant a position should be given only to the
one most fitted o hold ity
Intimating that he considered himsell the
better “man,” Rurtt proposed a race with the
rich L.1.Z, com:mct as the prize.
The contest would be decided on the basis
of a journey to any. designated. planet, the

capture of any designated monster. t?wrwn,'

and safe return to Barth under the racer’s
. own power. First ‘home with the creature
‘alive and well would be declared the winner,
Prof, Kurtt suggested that the planet Sa-
tirn would afford sufficient difficulties to test
the mettle of the contestants,
- Bpeculation was rife. . . .

The ‘news item wasd switched off
sharply, coincident with a sound sus-
piciously like a feminine snort. Claude
 Weatherby, public relations director
for the London Interplanetary Zoo,
" mopped his brow furtively. He felt that

- he would rather contend with the tan-

- trums of any of the world's greatest
collection of planetary monstrosities
than with Gerry Carlyle’s famous tem-
perament,

ERRY was in an uncompromising

mood. It was apparent in the set

. of her shoulders, the swing of her arms
~ as she paced the office floor. Undoubt-
edly one of the most famous women in

the world, she was also among its most

‘beautiful. But hers was the beauty, not

- of the aloof Grecian goddess, but of the

- jungle tigress. Underneath its alluring
" curves, her body was tough, resilient;

inured to hardship and battle, She cmﬂé

be softly feminine on cccasion. But

I‘E L%EN& W@%I}EK S‘;TGRIES

ai&e like ﬁim yamgie t:at &he mulé ’be -
daﬂgemua.

Starting her career as'a g:tﬂ still in
her teens, Gerry Carlyle had fought her
way to the top of the most exacting of
all professions. Success was not won
by resort to feminine ﬁtmtag&x:h nor by
use of her amazing beauty. Gerry
scorned such wiles. In a man’s world, -
she competed with men on their-own
terms. Her success was due to hard
work, brains, courage, and the over-
wheimmg effect of her forceful parsanw
ality. ,
“Captured by Gerry Carlyle,” the

well known legend on so many of the
tanks and glass cages at the London .
Zoo, was a symbol of what may be
achieved by grit and enwr;arise in a
democratic world.

Visibly drawing upon his  nerve,
Weatherby tmtatwe}y resumed an ar-
gument, '

| “After all, my dear, it's only a pub-

licity stunt. We ‘appreciate that you
are the outstanding personage in the
business. Please be assured of that.
We would never have consented to the
“race if we hadn’t had absolute faith in
your ability to defeat this fellow Kurtt.”

“I understand all that,” Gerry said
coldly.

. “Perhaps we should have certsulted
‘you before barging ahead with plans
for a jolly send-off ceremony with you
and Kurtt. But, really, we were con-
fident that your famous sportsman-
ghip—." ]

“Spare me the crude flattery, Claude.
You haven’t told me all the circum-
stances surrounding this sﬁiy challenge.
I like honesty. I make a point of being’
straightforward, Why don’t you?”

Weatherby crimsoned and began to

- splutter., Gerry stopped him short thh

an imperiously unpraised hand.

. “Here are the facts, The planetary
hunters, of whom I am one, can be
counted on your fingers. - Another two
or three, Clande, and you’d have to take
off your shoes to count them, We form
probably the most exclusive little co-
terie anywhere in the Solar System.
The chance of anyone’s possessing all
the qualifications to become a success-
ful trapper of monsters is literally one.
in millions.

" “Now- this fellow Kurtﬁ»——-he: s no
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more a professor than you are--is de-
Bnitely not one of us.  He’s a small-
time, penpy ante hanger-on, chiseling
a few dollars. by talking some sucker
inte financing him for short trips. There
are two unexplained things. In the
first place, none of the genuine hunters
would bave the appalling lack of ethics
to try snaffling a fellow-member’s job.
It just isn’t done.

“A man like Kurtt wouldn't dare sug-

' gestsucha thing. He hasn’t the—er—

courage, Unless, of course, someone
important egged him on. And second-
ly, where on Earth would a phony like

GERRY CARLYLE

Kurtt get the financing? This is big
business, Claude, as you well know.
The returns of a successful trip of mine
may run close to a million dollars a

: %ear for the L.1.Z. But it also costs

undreds of thousands to carry out an
expedition, a :

“As for the race—against Hallek or
Moore or one of the others it would be
fun,” But to associate with a man of
Kurtt's unsavory reputation is harmful

to me and the Zoo. The whole thing— " d

B .
“It certainly doesn’t smell good,” in-

. terpolated a third voice.
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FEATHERBY and the girl
VW glanced at an easy chair in the
corner, Barely visible were a pair of
muscular, booted legs draped over the
chair arm, and a cloud of pipe smoke.

When it dissipated, the ruggedly good- - '

looking face of Captain Tommy Strike,
Gerry's fiancé, grinned sourly at them.

“Look, Claude,” he explained, “What
Gerry is asking, in her quaint way, is
who's backing %&urﬁ?" B :

Weatherby hemmed and hawed, his
British tact quite unequal to the task.

“Fact ig—ithwe—ah-didn’t realize

ourselves who was behind Euwrtt 4l

after we'd agreed on the—uh-—bally
publicity stunt. The man behind--"
His voice petered out entirely. ‘Gerry
Carlyle gazed with rising consternation
at Weatherby. : =
“Claude!” she cried. “You don’t
mean to say— It can’t possibly be that

horror from Hollywood on the Moon.

Not Von Zorn again!”

“Well—" Weatherby made a de- -

feated gesture and hunched his shoul-
ers like a man about to be Gvers
whelmed by a storm. Doy

Gerry groaned in mortal anguish. Of
all people in the system to be in her

.




- past few years had raged
fercury to Jupiter, with skir-

“sen's Comet, and various wayside

. “battlegrounds. * It had convulsed the
- Bystem with delight.

With Gerry, it was the matter e;f an

““ideal.” She took it as a personal insult

when Von Zom’s clever young techni-
' cians synthesized, for motion picture
“'consumption, robot-controlled planeta-
ry monsters instead of using the real
thing, - - She always loved to unload a
roaring cargo of the genuine article just
in time to show up the menace in Nine
- Planets Pictures’ latest action epic as
- the wire and papier maché cmatwm
* they really were. '

COWith Von Zorn, it was a matter of
box office. There was no percentage
i making high-budget films when Ger-

. ry was constantly turning them inte

- low-gross productions by her genuine
attractions at the L.I.Z.

By vigorously pacing across the room |

~and back, Gerry tried to reduce her
head of steam.
“So!” she finally burst out, and the
Syﬁable was like the bmstmg of an
atomic bomb. “Old monkey-face hasn’t
had enough, eh? Still whetting his
" knife in case I turn my back. Thinks
he’ll run me out of business. Put one

" of his stooges in my place so he can dic-
tate to the Zoo the way he dictates to
those poor, deluded devils at Holly-
wood on the Moon t”

Weatherby and Strike sprang to their
- feet, ready to duck or run, as the emer-

- gency might indicate,

“Well,” Gerry continued in a voice

- that can only be described as a cultured

- feminine snarl, “all right, I accept the
challenge! And I can promise Kurtt
and that sly simian, Von Zomn, a
tmﬁmmg that they’ll never forget! "
.. 8he strode to the visi-phone, snapped

the lever. The eyes of the switchboard
girl in the oduter office stared frighten-
edly from the screen. Obviously she
had been listening in through the inter-
office communicator. Just as obviously,
she held her employer in awe.

“Get me Barrows!” commanded Ger-
ry peremptorily. “Get me Kranz. Rout

Ve Zorn, ¢zar “of ‘the'me-. :
1siness; was pasztiw!y the .-
me. The feud between these

n the Moon, Venus, Almus-

‘mmmm& W@NBER ST@REE@

out that whole szlovmiy, craven crew m’:’ .
mine. - Tell em we've got things to do-

‘and platea to go, if they could: possibly

spare a little time from their carous-
mg * ‘ ‘

GERR’Y pam.eé to smile a htﬁe bénv >
one knew better than she that her

crew was neither slovenly nior coward- -

ly. They were picked men, culled from

* the thousands of hopeful adventurers
from everywhere who constantly be-
- sieged her in their desire to join. They

were intelligent, highly trained, vigor-
ous, and incredibly loyal to their be-
loved leader. Several in the past h&d .
given their lives for her. '

Though they sometimes pﬁayef:& a
game of grumbling about Gerry’s iron-
handed rule, they fercely resented any
outsider’s intimation that her leader-
ship was anything short of perfect.
They lived dangerously, and severe dis-
cipline was the price of survival. They -
were envied by red-blooded men every-
where, and they were proud of it.

Gerry tossed her head confidently
and smiled.

“I think Mister Kurtt won't find any

such team as mine to go to bat for him.
As for you, Claude”—she gazed at him
as she might regard some remarkable
but slightly distasteful swarnp-thing
from Venus—*you may run along now.
Whip up your excitement and pu %hmty
fanfares. Make ready for the caiossai;

ceremony, the great race.

“Youwve inviegled me into this non-
sense, and I'm agreeing only because
it’s a chance to hoist Von Zorn on his
own petard. But it must be done on
the g@mﬁ Mal&, Claude. I want noth-
ing petty.” _ ‘

(Grerry walked to the passage that led
to her private suite and exited with a
faintly grandiose air. When angry, she
had a tendency to dramatize her anger.
Weatherby shut his gaping mouth. He
seized his hat with the attitude of a
man who has just been reprxeveé{ from -
the gas chamber,

“Y’know,” he said’ bewilderedly to
Strike, “she’s quite a changeable wom-
an. Sometimes I think she’s a bit diffi-
cult to fathom.”

Tommy smiled as h& held the outer

‘door for Weatherby. It was the under-
standing smile of one w&m has just lis-
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TOMMY STRIK

expressed the attitude of all the ree&g-

tened to a masterpiece of understate-

ment.
“Quite,” he agreed. “Rah-ther!”

CHAPTER II
Getaway Day

E start of the Kurtt-Carlyle race

was spectacular enough to satisfy

the wildest dreams of any publicity

~man. Staged at the Long Island space-

port, it was carried out in the most hal-
lowed traditions of such events.

The newscasters were there with
‘their three-dimensional color cameras,
picking up the ceremony for millions
of listeners. Thousands of eager spec-
tators thronged the many galleries of
the port. To them, Gerry Carlyle was

‘ the epitome of all the heroines of his-

tory, adored for her beauty, her cour-
age, her amazing exploits.
Weatherby, through the “papers”
haé given the affair a tremendous build-
Notables, as advertised, spoke
,bmeﬁy Anwng the foremost was Jan
. Hallek, the genial Dutch hunter whose

fame was second only to Gerry’s. He

-nized men of the craft.

he wished Gerry the best of luck and
was politely distant toward Professor
Kurtt, B

The mayor of Greater New VYork,
currently a presidential
dwelt at length upon Gerry's courage

and far-sightedness. Somehow he tied -

them up with the political party he
represented,

The Governor of Idaho, the ma:,ror SO

campaign manager, professed to gee in

Gerry’s expeditionary force a perfect = 2
harmony between Capital and Labor. If =
his party was returned to power at the =

polls in November, he promised to

-~ bring about that ideal condition in t’he L

country.
Gerry and Tommy Strike wewe{i :

all this uproar somewhat cynically :

through the telecast set in the Ark it-
self. ‘They were dog-tired. For one

‘solid week, almost without mﬁ’t, they

had rushed through the tremendous

task’ of mmﬁmng the ship for an ex- =
- tended j journey.

The mighty centrifuges were com- :
pletely checked by expert mechanics, .

to be certain there would be no failure
‘of motive power in mid-space.  Anend-

Ostentatiously -

candidate, ©
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less stream of supplies—food, medi-
cines, clothing, water, reading matter
for the crew's off-duty hours—poured
in through the open ports. Weapons
of all kinds were stowed away in the
arsenal. Space suits and all emergency
equipment had to be examined. Bcien-
tific instruments were taken aboard.
A course was charted by Lewis, Chief
. Astronaut, double-checked by Gerry
‘hergelf. She and Tommy had tb call
~on their last dregs of energy to push
through their program to completion
-Now Temmy was slumping ex-
haustedly in an easy chair and puffing

‘the  ancient pipe with which he had

‘gaved *s Ife on Venus. That was
~“the memorable occasion when she had
" determined 1o obtain the unobtainable
o murrl, For sentimental reasons, he re-
. tused to throw it away. Like all organic
matter when over-ripe, it smelled evilly,
- "It seems to me,” he grunted wearily,
“that this fellow Xurtt is pretty
thoroughly hated for a guy who isn’t
deing much harm. Why not give him
the benefit of the doubt?”
. Gerry sniffed in disdain.
“Come to the starbeard port and look

. ~at his ship.”

- - The Kurtt vessel lay in a starting
_cradle on the far side of the field, apart
- from the mob milling around the tele-
cast cersmony. It was two-thirds the
size of the Ark, plainly a refitted old-
style rocket ship. One section, instead
of being metal, was composed of glass
to permit a spectator to see into the
ship. The glass had a greenish tint, in-
dicating a high iron content—the
strongest type of glass to resist high
pressures. : '

) ‘EE that?” Gerry demanded.

¥ “This Kurtt fake has made
twe or three short trips to the Moon, or
maybe Mars. On the strength of that,
he loads his ship with a conglomera-
tion of sickly beasts from some brok-
en-down zoo. Then he goes hedge-
hopping about the country, making
one-night stands, collecting nickels and
dimes from the yokels. He’s just like
an old-time medicine showman. He
tries to sell copies of his ungrammatical
book, which is a dreary account of what
he thinks were dramatic incidents in

another grimly

‘his miserable existence.” : o
Tommy grinned. “I still think it

must be that feminine intuition of yours
working overtime. I gather you just
den’t like the guy.” :

“He’s an out-and-out fake. Are vou

defending him?’
Strike dodged the trap. :
“Not me. If you and everybody
think he’s a phony, that’s good enough

for me. What worries me is that you're

liable to underestimate him. After all,
he has plenty of money behind him
now. See those rocket tubes? They're

Jdined with the latest super-resistant

materials. Which means our friend
must have completely, new atomic en-
gines, using Uranium Two-thirty-five.
That costs. And besides, he’s pretty
confident, else he’d never have picked
Saturn to race to.”

“The best rocket ship in the system
can’t match the Ark for speed. I'll
bet we could cut his flying time in half
if we had to.” :

Gerry knew her ship and the almost
unlimited power of centrifugal force it
utilized. She had no fears for its superi-
ority.

They were interrupted by a messen-
ger who came running in excitedly.
The climax of the grand shivaree out-
side had arrived. The presence of Gerry
Carlyle was expected. She sighed, madeé
swift magic with a lipstick, smoothed
her shining hair, glanced with poorly

-concealed satisfaction in a mirror.

Then, with a provocative wink at
Strike, she hurried before him to the
main port. '

When Gerry Carlyle and Tommy
Strike made their appearance, the

cheering was tremendous and pro- -

longed. Candid camera fiends clicked
their shutters and fought for tnusual
angles. Autograph hunters battled one
r “Catch-"em-Alive”
Carlyle’s signature. The inevitable
college youth tried to handcuff himself

to Gerry's wrist in a futile effort to

achieve fame. For Gerry Carlyle’s
name was synonymous with glamor—
more than the most highly paid star
who ever acted for Nine Planets Pic-
tures.

In a swift blitzkrieg, the pair smil-
ingly thrust their way through to the
battery of microphones. And there,

5. = e e
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for the first time, Strike met Professor

Erasmus Kurtt. It was a shock.

Strike’s innate sense of fair play had-
him prépared to lean over backward to

do the fellow justice. He had already
felt sorry for him in view of his uni-
versal unpopularity. But Kurtt was a
creatureé not even a mother could love.

He was tall and rather lean, yet had
a remarkably rounded little paunch.
He looked as if he had just swallowed

-, @ whole melon. His hair was thinning

 on top, and his scalp was greasy from
too much of some tonic. As he talked,
his single gold tooth gleamed rhythmi-
cally in the Sun. He constantly hunched
himself in an  ingratiating gesture,
while regaling bored reporters with his
life story. Obviously he was excited
with being in the spotlight. In short,
he was the sort of character people al-
ways avoid for no particular reason,
except complete disinterest,

“See what I mean?”whispered Gerry,
as she advanced with a dazzling smile
toward the mayor.

- Strike nodded. He saw all right.
Never in his life had he met anyone so
thoroughly unlikable. Easy-going
though he was, he felt he could really
dislike Kurtt with no effort at all

PEXOMMY managed to efface himself
in the front line of the crowd. This
was Gerry’s show. He had no desire to
Jintrude or make speeches or shake
hands with anyone. He watched with
impersonal detachment as the two con-
testants were introduced for the benefit
of the color cameras and televisors.
Gerry, in the name of sportsmanship,
had to shake Kurtts clammy, fishlike
paw. She listened patiently while
"~ Kurtt’s oily, pompous platitudes rolled
off his tongue. He called her “charm-
ing little lady” and “my dear” and
made patronizing  reference to her
achievements “in spite of the handicap
of her sex.” Long after that, he con-
cluded with the pious hope that the
best man mmight win,
Strike watched uneasily as the un-
mistakable signs of rising temper made

themselves manifest in Gerry's de- |

meanor. He shrank instinctively be-
fore the expected storm. He did not
ghrink without cause. In the lull fol-

lowing perfunctory applause after

_one was rooting - for- her.

23

Kurtt’s speech, Gerry’s clear voice rang
out, - '
“Where's Von Zormn?”

Kurtt smiled a pathetic imitation of

a smile. :
““BEre—{ beg your pardon?”
“Don’t evade me, Professor.”
turned directly to the microphones.
“Ladies and gentlemen, you are doubt-
less wondering who is really respon-

sible for this race. There is only one
man I know in the entire Solar System

who has the shockingly bad taste to

try to take my job. Von Zorn, the
motion picture person, is backing the

professor, hoping to run me out of busi-

She

ness. Von Zorn isn’t here because he .

doesn’t have that kind of nerve. Or =
_ perhaps he realizes' that he has over-

matched himself again. Or—" -

The horrified announcer
pushed himself into the scene that was
being telecast to millions of delighted
listeners. ,
he deftly edged Gerry out of focus and

quickly -

Making smooth small talk,

#

sound before her tirade came to an

end. = L
Strike shook his head. The combina-

tion of Gerry’s long-standing feud with

Von Zorn and Kurtt's unethical he-

havior had been too much. In spite
of rigorous schooling, her famous tem-

per still sometimes got out of hand.
But now, of all times! Naturally every-
Suppose
though, after this scene which clearly
indicated her contempt for her oppon-
ent, something should go wrong.

proud girl like Gerry, would be un-
bearable.
definitely stuck out this time.

Strike began to have a nagging little .

premonition. More closely than ever,

he watched the ceremony. Gerry, as

had been agreed upon beforehand, was
to make public her selection of the
monster whose capture wag necessary

for victory. She named the dermaphos . '

of Saturn, so-called because, according

- to Murray—the great pioneer explorer
whose books were standard texts in’

every -college—the dermaphos™ hide

glowed with a faint phosphorescence. &
- Kurtt, much to Strike’s increasing
uneasiness, was not in least taken
aback, Not much was known about

the dermaphos, except from the writs

Yes, the Carlyle neck was-

hat. :
if Kurtt woni?  The humiliation, for a
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ings of Mugray and one or two other
explovers,  They described it as a rela-
tively large creature and rather rare.
Confident inr the ability of her own crew
to swrmount any and all obstacles,
Gerry ‘had purposely chosen a beast
~ that would be difficult to capture. . But
- Kurtt was nodding and smiling, per-
fectly agreeable. It was a curious
phenomenon, dnd it gave Strike con-
siderable to think about.
At last the ceremony came to an end.
Police firmly herded the crowd off the
~ tarmac, leaving it clear for the two

take-offs. Strike, awaiting his fiancée
at the main port of the Ark, was too

disturbed even to call her down for
losing her temper at the microphone.
- Instead, he asked:
- “Has it really occurred to you, kitten,
- just what's at stake in this silly race?
You've deliberately selected a lmb;
sawed it half-through, and climbed out
.. on it. If it breaks, after your interest-
' ing but impolite and boastful remarks,
we're washed up. Completely. And
Kurtt isn’t acting like a man who's con-
vinced he can’t win.”
Gerry smiled with complete aplomb.
“Masculine intuition, my love?” she
taunted. "1 know I acted like a cat
just now, but I simply couldn’t help it.
Anyhow, I'll be a good girl and attend
" to business from now on  So you
needn’t worry about who's going to
win thig race. That, my brave wor-
rier, is in the bag.”
“I wonder,” said Strike thoughtfully,

" as the rocket tubes of Kurtt’s ship be-

gan to rumble mightily.

@

CHAPTER 111
Hell Hole

YHE Inferno, as described by Dante,

is an unpleasant place. But for

gsheer ugliness, inhospitality and dan-

ger, it fails to approach the planet Bat-

urn, Twenty-one days in that dreary

bell convinced Tommy Strike of Sat-
urn’s absolute hideousness.

There was one favorable aspect. The
surface gravity of Saturn was not-much
different from that of Earth. All other
aspects concerning that malodorous

world afforded nothing but discomfort
and peril to human beings, Of this

- Strike was positive as he gazed over

the bleak landscape. ,
The surface of Saturn was rugged.

Tremendous mountain ranges reared |

massively into the murky atmosphere,

colossal on a scale that would dwarf

anything known on Earth. Most of
their surfaces were frozen solid, That
was not so much because of tempera-
ture~for internal heat made Satwn

sufficiently warm to support life—but-

because of the great pressures created
by Saturn’s thousands of miles of at-
mosphere. This was proved by the oc-
casional - outcroppings of blue-gray
“rogk,” which were solidified ammonia.
Clumping steps along the corridor of
the Ark drew Strike’s attention. It
was Gerry, dressed in the special suit
designed for dse under such abnormal
pressures. As an extra precaution, hel-
ium was used instead of nitrogen to
prevent any possibility of the “bends.”
“More observations 7 inquired Tom-
my despairingly.
_ She smiled with gentle understand-
ing. '
“Yes, a few more. But our three
weeks' work is showing splendid re-
gults. It won’t be long now. 1 know
it’s boring, but you realize as well as
I that we're up against a completely and
unclassified unknown form of life.
Most people, of course, think our job's

~dene when we bag a specimen and get

him into the ship. As a matter of fact,
the hard part is yet to come. Catching

© ’em alive is much easier than keeping

‘e alive and well.” .

“I know, 1 know.” Strike knew the
entire lecture by heart. “We must ex-
actly duplicate in the hold of the Ark
every feature of the animal’s environ-
ment. As far as possible, we must learn
of what he's commposed, his habits, what
he eats and drinks -and breathes, and
how much., Transporting a creature
through millions of miles of free space
into an alien environment is not a job
for an amateur.”

Gerry applauded clumsily with her
bulky gauntlets, ,

“Brave! Sometimes I really think
you're learning something about this
business. Coming along, my hero?”

Strike made a wry face, but obedient-
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Iy turned to the empty suit standing
within the air-lock.” A moment later,
properly dressed, he stepped with
Gﬁrry to the hard«paeked soil of Bat-
uri’s lowlands. The hour was mid-day,
though full dgghght was only a weak
solution of night

Gerry squinted a weather-eye at the
heavens, observed the turgidly boiling
fragments of cloud masses whipping
past, The daz}y windstorm, which came
regularly enough to set a clock by, was
about over. Now its tag ends were con-
fined to the upper reaches. . Common to
all the larger planets; Saturn suffered
tremendous gales of ammonia *and
methane that raged above the main
body of hydrogen-helium atmosphere.

E Ark was resting in the bottom

:zi‘ a moderate-gized valley, This

landing p%ace had been chosen partly

because it afforded shelter against the

elements, but mostly because of a re-

markable- feature of Saturn’s atmos-
phere,

There were still traces of oxygen on
the planet. Being heavier than the
other gases on the planet, the oxygen
< had gathered in “pools” in the low
spots. Since animal life was dependent
upon oxygen even on that mmerabie
planet, the result was that small “is-
lands” of life were distributed over
Saturn existing only where sufficient
oxygen remained. Naturally that
helped Gerry’s search considerably.
The Ark simply hopped from valley to
valley till they found a spot with one or
more specimens of the dermaphos t:hey

were secking.

After finding a colony, all their ef-
forts had been devoted to the most
thorough analysis of the animal’s en-
vironment, to reproduce it perfectly
w;thm the space ship.

" As Gerry and Strike walked ponder-
ously along a familiar path, they en-
countered other members of the crew
already at work. One party was busily
- engaged in digging vast amounts of
Saturnian vegetation for transplanting
ingide the ship. Thifs was to feed the
dermaphos.

The plants were invariably low-
growing vegetables, clinging close to

the ground to prevent being uprooted .

by the terrible winds, The leaves were

. flat mushrooms.
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thwk spatulate, like some of Harth's
‘ornamental cacti, and dark in color.
Others  were azhapaci like tightly
bunched artichokes, some like large,
One type, the favor-
ite of the dermaphos, looked like a bel-
ligerent cabbage. :

As the two walked along, occasional
gusts of wind rattled a miniature hail of
armored insect life against their metal-
lic suits.

mournfully, “Meeee! Meeee!™ It was
the Screaming Meemie. ,

Farther on, Gerry paused before a
small, dense bush somewhat resem-
bling the carnauba palm  tree, from
which Brazilian natives get coffee from
the seeds, and cream from the sap. o

The Saturnian plant went the carn-
auba one better, however, It leaves
made a tasty salad when mixed with its
fruit, and a delicious drink could be dis-

tilled from its sap. To top it off, a fra~

grant spice could be shaken from its
pinkish blossoms., Hence its name-—
the Blue Plate Special plant. Gerry

. stripped the bush eagerly, dropping her

prizes into a specimen bag. ,
. Once Strike pointed out a splatter of
sticky stuff clinging to a stone, Rising

from _this, clear out of sight into the

low-fl gmg scud, rose a thin, silvery
stran

“Kite,” remarked Strike over the tiny
partable twi-way radio in his space
suit,

Gerry nodded. The Saturnian kite
was an eight-legged creature with folds
of membrane between ith limbs, much
in the fashion of the Térrestrial ﬁymgk
squirrel. It also spun a filament like a

spider’s web, though its thread was in- .

finitely more powerful. The kite's web .
was actually thinner than plano wire,

yet its tensile strength was almost =

twice the wire's.

The kite was insectivorous. During
each of the perivdical winds, it allowed
itgelf to be swooped into the alf, mains
taining contact with the ground by
spmnm%xm lengthy filament. Oneend
of the thread was firmly attached to a
rock by some organic adhesive manu-
factured within its glands, In the teeth
of a gale, it spread itself wide imitating
a parachute net, to trap the millions of

, m&ects being dashed aiwut by the wind. £

Once a blundering birdlike -
~thing flapped heavily by, shrieking
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: ;M any time, the Kite could descend ’by
‘"‘mﬁn - in™ on ﬁw pmctzcaﬁy inde-

M glﬂd we managed to catch a

, “couple of those things,” Gerry
mmarked “I have an idea we might

maire a fortune from them.”

- "No kidding! How? Sell 'em to

' mﬁe boys every March, instead of us-

C m ‘paper and string for their kites?”

‘No, silly.” Get a couple of those
‘creatures to spin a few miles of that
. amazing filament, and you could weave
a coat or any other garment that would
never wear out. Just think what the
cotton and wool and silk tycoons would
' pay us to keep that off the market!”

' Strike disdained to reply. In a few
-moments, they entered the area where
they had located their dermaphos. The
amma} was apparently a rather rare
specimen, yet once it had been located,
it remained pretty well staked out.
That was because it was an extremely
sluggish creature, moving only short
distances at any time.

Without much searching, the two
hunters relocated their monster. Strike
-stood staring at it wryly.

“Not much of a beasue is he?”

The dermaphos certainly was some-
what of a disappointment, being abso-
lutely unmelodramatic in appearance.
There was nothing exciting about it,
like the Venusian whip, or the cacus
of Satellite Five of Jupiter. Nor was
there anything attractive about it, like
the famous energy eaters of Mercury.
~ It appeared to be merely a tendoot,

" erested lizard with a thick, warty hide.

. There were pemhamtzm, of course.
Its six feet had only two toes apiece,
indicating that evolution on Saturn had
taken cognizance of the futility of
scratching at that dense, rocky soil.
More strangely, despite the pictures in
Murray's tests which showed rows of
phosphorescent lights like those that
decorate deep-sea fishes, this derma-
. phos did not glow. For the most part,
though, it was an ordinary creature,
considering what important matters
hinged upon its capture.

“Well, what's on the program today,
kitten?" Strike wanted to know.

“A pound of flesh. Dr. Kelly is play-
ing the role of Shyleck and wemlf like

‘was in store for them.

" browsed

a sample of our friend here for analysis.
He's been working on the puzzle of
why the dermaphos doesn’t phos,
he’s been taking pwtur&a aﬁd all sorts
of tests,”

Strike considered. The dermaphos’
hide was much too thick for any sort of
injection of local anesthetics, though it
could be gassed into temporary uncon-
sciousness, But that would be the
means to be used for the actual capture,
and Gerry disliked to give her prospec-
tive victims any advance hint of what
Some of the
planetary life-forms were amazingly
adaptable. After one shot of an&sethetic,
they could develop immunity to it. ,

“Big reptiles are always sluggish,”
said Tommy jauntily. “T'll bet I can
whack off a piece before he even rea-
lizes what's happened.”

He selected a hand-ax from the row
of hooks round the outside of his suit,
which had more equipment than a Boy
Scout kit. Confidently he stepped
around behind the dermaphos as it
sleepily on the leathery
foliage. Seizing the tip of the mon-
ster’s tail, he smashed the ax down.
Instantly he was flung off-balance by a
ton of enraged flesh. He fell heavily,
and the world spun with incredible
speed.

HEN his eyes focused properly
again, Strike found himself star-
ing into the gaping jaws of the derma- .
phos. In his ears, the angry and fright-
ened scream of his fiancée was ringing.

“Tommy! Tommy! Are you hurt?
Don't move. I'm coming!”

Btrike grmned shakily,

“Relax, Everythmg s under control,
I think., He can’t hurt me in this suit.
Just get around behind him and warm
his stern with a heat beam. And listen,
Gerry, remember. your credo—go un-
necessary heroics. Stay well out of
danger.”

A faint sobbing breath in Strike’s ear-
phones was the only audible indication
that the girl was anything but under
iron-nerved control. For a minute there
was an armed truce, while the derm-
aphos tried to make a decision, Strike
remained motionless. Ax in one hand
and tail fragment in' the other, he stared
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mhhnkmgiy into the unquestionably

lethal mouth of the ugly Saturnian-

meonster.

Since he was mvoiuntarﬁy in a omm‘

tion to do so, he made observations.
The beast %mci sharp teeth in front as
well as grinders in the rear. That
shiowed that he was probably omnivor-
ous, though none of the hunting party
had seen him eat anything but vegeta-
tion. Besides, at least four of the fangs
appeared to be backed by glands of
some sort. The acid secretion drolled
slowly onto the breast of Strike’s pres-
sure suit, and it was so pawerfui that

‘the metal became pitted.

_ Beyond the range of Strike’s vzgmn,
Gerry went into action. The dermaphos
squealed suddenly with  rage and
flipped its _mighty bulk around to face
a new tormentor.

Strike rolled wildly aside to avoid the
thrashing monster. Even in that con-
fused instant of activity, he got a
glimpse of the raw spot on the derm-
aphos’ tail where he had hacked off
the living flesh, It was still smoking
from Gerry’s well aimed heat ray blast,
and Strike found time for swift sym-
pathy. That must have stung the un-
happy creature badly.

Then the brief drama was finished.
Strike clammbered to his feet and moved
to safety on the far side of the clearing,
while Gerry calmly lured away the
slow-moving dermaphos.

Preaeﬁﬂy the ‘two hunters jOiﬂBé

forces again. Strike bowed clumsily
and- offered the bit of Hesh-from the
animal,

“Compliments of the management,”
he said with an affected accent, “for
mademoisele.”

The two looked deeply into each
other’s eyes, and unspoken volumes
passed between them. They were a
modern " couple, those two, wont to
spend more time kidding and rough-
housing than in tender words, But they
were also in love. Physical danger
to either, though pretty much to be ex-
Ewt&d in their profession, was always

arrowing to the other,

“It's t“mme:s like these,” Gerry said
slowly, “when 1 thmk of chucking the
whole thing.”

“And settle ﬁ@m ina htt!e gmy
penthouse in the west?’

They grinned at each other. Gerry
«:«mw never of her own- vnhtxon quit-
the rigorous, exciting game in which
she was an acknowledged leader. It
was in her blood like an incurable di-.
sease. She was the kind to die with her
boots on, probably on some distant
world where human feet had never trod
before. Life, for her, consisted of
boldly tackling murderous life-forms
for the benefit of the millions of spec-
tators who yearly thronged the London
Interpianetary Zoo.

-There was no other, and they both
knew it.
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2 HRUGGING off the momentary re-
nction, Birike and Gerry made

. their way slowly back to the Ark. Dr.

- Kelly, a red-headed Irish biologist with

- a Harvard accent, met them as they
o gtepped inside the air-lock. Excited, he

' seized the piece of the dermaphos. With

@ brief apology, he rushed off to his
little Ea‘bcmwry, trailing a mutter of
| inaudible comments. Gerry looked after
_the scientist in wonder,
“Seems to be in a terrible rush,” she
observed,
. Bhe learned the reason shortly. Turn-
ing toward the control room, she and
Strike came across Lieutenant Bar-
rows, whose young face was frowning
in pure, concentrated worry. He gasped
with relief when his superiors arrived.

“Oh, Miss Carlyle!?™ he blurted.

“S@methmg unexpected has turned up.

Professor Kurtt visited us today

~ “Kurtt, here? That's impossible!
Saturn's thirwwtwm thousand miles in

diameter. He couldn’t just drop in on

us lke a bill collector!”

~Once again Strike felt that familiar -

prickle of apprehension whenever he
thought or heard of Kurtt. The fake
professdr looked Hke o harmless bore to
the naked eve, but close inspection re-
vealed -his deadly gualities. Tommy
- had learned never to underestimate an
opponent, and he recognized the man’s
cool, quiet shrewdness. - And this latest
move made him feel more uncasy than
ever,

“I dare say,” he pointed out, “that
it was no great tm:k to find us. Saturn
seems to be poor in any sizable metallic
deposits, so a good detector would re-
cord the presence of the Ark promptly.
No, that xsnt wimt worries me. It's
why he came.”

Barrows mxd that practically haif the
crew were away from the ship, doing
scheduled tagks. The remainder, the
gcientists, were in their labs.

“Whm I stepped out of the control
© room,” he continued, “I found Kurtt
and four of his crew stmlimg along the
main corridor as i they owned the
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" place. He apologized for walking in,
but said no one answered his hails,

He tried to pump me about our pro-

gress, but Le got mighty little out of

me.” Barrows looked, faintly com-

placent.

- “Is he gone now?” Gerry snapped.
“Oh, yes, Misge"’

“Crew know about Kurtt ce:}mmg o

here?”
“Those in the ship heard him talk-

ing with me as I tried t0 maneuver him
Dr. Kelly

outside without a fuss,
knows, and Dr-"

“Did Kurtt let anything slip about
what he’s been doing since arriving on
Saturn?”

“Well, I thought he seemed a little
worried. I don’t really believe he' s
located a dermaphos yet, Miss Car—

“Okay. We pulle a boner by not
setting a guard, But ﬂ:’s cbvicus that
Kurtt came nosing around to see if we'd
found a d&rmaphos yet, and, if so, to
try stealing it off right from under
our noses.”

She took a deep breath and began to
give her orders to the now thoroughly
alarmed Barrows.

“Call in all the crew, Everyone. As
soon as they get here, tell Kranz to take

five men with him, and a full comple-

ment of weapons and gravity plates.
Have Kranz stake himself out by our
dermaphos, but make no mowve till 1
contact him by radio. Just watch, and
protect our property in ‘case Kurtt
should try to hijack it. On your toes,
now. Snap to it?”

ARDLY missing a beat in her ma-
‘ chine-gun firing of orders, Gerry
whisked into the control room and
switched on the inter-ship communi-
cator,

“You researchers, attention! Bring

your reports to the control room at
once. e're leaving &horﬂy, if it’s at
all possible.”

Before actually catching any alien

monster, Gerry always had her scien-

tific gta® learn every possible item
concerning the beast. Then the data

was tlwmu%hly gone over in a general

meeting. If they agreed that enough
was known to insure safe transport of

their prize, the expedition was then

brought to a swift close.
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The present conclave guickly came
together in Gerry's presence, Analyses
“of vegetation and general environment
and other data were quickly given. A
few unexpected items were brought

out, The first concerned the planet it

self. ~ Apparently Saturn; locally at
least, was quite rich in uranium. That
fact would have been worth a fortune
a few years ago. Since the discovery
of vast uranipm deposits on the Moon,
however, firanium on as distant a planet
as Saturn was Interesting, but of no
particular value.

More to the point was the fact that
some of the plant life, particularly the
cabbagelike favorite of the dermaphos,
seemed to utilize uranium as Earthly
plants utilize sulphur and other min-
evals. Depo@im of uranium salts had
been found in the foliage.

.. Most interesting of all was Dy

'Kelly’s report, based on a quick check
of the sample of dermaphos flesh which
Strike had brought in.

“The fact that the beast didn’t phos-
phoresce had been worrying me,” he

explained. "It occurred to me that
perhaps it was =z fuorescence that
showed up in Murray’s pictures. Of
course, the dermaphos doesn’t notice-

ably fHuoresce to the naked eve, either,

But there are gquite a few mineral salts
which Auoresce under the impact of
ultra-violet. I remembered that the
electroscopes showed the presence of
uranium, - which reacts under ultra-
viclet rays.

““Then I thought it was entirely pos-
gible that Murray's photos were taken
with UV flash bulbs or photo-floods.
8o I experimented with my own
camera, and somhe UV lights. Sure
enough, it's the uranium in the der-
maphos itself that causes it to glow
under ultra-violet! It eats wuranium,
Just why, no one could say without
prolonged study of the animal, both
alive and dissected,

“Qur bodies use many minerals, of

course, My guess would be that uran-

ium salts act as a catalytic agent in the
processes of metabolism and diges-
tlon, somewhat as some of ocur own
- ductless gland secretions. Then, after
their work is done, they are eliminated
unchanged through the skin. That's
anly a guess, of course—.” ’

" to the last detail.
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“Good work; men,” Gerry cutin, “It
tells me what I want to khow., We ¢can
make our capture immediately. I want

to pull out of here at once, because our -
- rival has been prowling around and

might think it cute m hijack our der-e
maphos, Barrows.”

“Ves, Miss Cmiylm ?»

“The hold is fully prepared?”

“Two of them are veplicas of Saturn
I have put all the
incidental specimens like the kites and
the Screaming Meemies in one hold,

according to your orders. The second

hold is reserved for the dermaphos. He
rides alone, so there will no ach:mce of
a free-for-all fight ruining our prize.”
“Spare us %e lecture, Mister B&r«-
rows.” Gerry was acid, bmpatient.
“Radic Kranz. Tell him to make the

“capture. It should be quite sisnple, Use

anesthetic gas bomwbs, of course..
rest of vou prepare to take off.” ,

Quickly the control room emptied,
leaving only Gerry and Strike.  For
perhaps fifteen minutes they worked
gilently, making ready for the depar-
ture. Then Strike, glancing out the
forward port, spied Kranz returning on
the double-guick with his squad. Be-
hind them, suspended by gravity bands
adjusted to neutralize exactly the force
of grav&ty, the sleeping dermaphos was
hauled al ong.

“Kranz is baw:k ” said Strike. “He
has the prize.”

Gerry jumped, her nerves on edge.

“Good.” She sighed with relief.
“That finishes us up here, A godd job
well done, and will T be glad to leave
this place! Nothing left now but a
few comfortable weeks in space, then
the wictory celebration. Professor
Kurtt, Um happy to say, is stymied.”

Strike said nothing. He had a nag--
ging sense of having overlooked some-
thing, a feeling almost of forebeding. It
had all been too easy so far. Was'it -
just a sort of calo before the fury? ‘

It was, When they were only a short
distance from SBaturn disaster struck.

Lo BANDON ship!”

The call rang through loud-

spoakers in every corner of the nghty :
rocket craft.

h“Abmﬂm sth Prepare to ahamém

ip : A

‘The




out the Ark many times before, but

only in periodical life-boat drills, prac-
tise fo emergency “that no one

" dreamed would ever really arise. The

Ark; one of the greatest of space ships,
had been built with every resource of
- roodern science to make it impregnable

‘against the assaults of space or unpre-
_ dictable condifions on alien worlds.
~Could such a ship ever be destroyed?
It seemed impossible. .

~ lyle, as calm as if she were ordering

. dinner, came through the speakers in

every compartment. o
“Abandon ship. Prepare to abandon

ship.” E : V

- Throughout the length and breadth

of the‘”frk? there was orderly confu-

denly, rackéd by some terrible internal
disturbance. It was the fifth explosion
of rapidly increasing severity that had
shaken her from stem to stern.
. The report from the engine room was
- incoherent. . The huge centrifuges
* seemed to be crumbling, flying apart
inexplicably. As each cluster of rotors
broke away, it hurtled with frightful
speed clean through the double walls of
the ship. The control panel was a
- jumble of wreckage, as if smashed by
the blast of some cosmic shotgun. It
‘was only a miracle that there were no
casualties vet,
As oxygen rushed out into. the
vacuum of space, automatic bulkheads
. began to rumble shut. Tortured metal
. screamed somewhere deep in the ship.
" Presently the acrid stench of ammonia
e fltered through the corridors. At least
"+ one of the animal holds with internal
pressure equal to that of Saturn’s at-
mosphere, had  blown outward, per-
haps weakéned by the rpturing of the
adjacent engine room walls.
There was no panic. Speedily the
members of the crew gathered up those
items of equipment that were desig-
nated as “vital” in case of such emer-
gency. Then, three to a car, they en-
tered the miniature rocket ships within
special locks in the sides of the Ark.
A signal flashed on each control board.
The pilots flashed back their readiness
- for the take-off. . ;
“Abruptly the ship spouted monsters

ry kaé W&&ﬁi{é‘eé “through-

" The quiet, icy voice of Gerry Car-

sion.  The mighty hull shivered sud.
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and rockets like a surrealist Roman

candle. ,

BN the glassite bow of the Ark,

- Gerry Carlyle and Tommy Strike,
true to ancient traditions, waited for
their crew to get clear before they
abandoned their ship. As each life-
boat shot away, another light gleamed
on g panel in the pilot room. =

Finally there were seven lights show-
ing. All the life-boats but one were
clear. Hovering at a safe distance from
the Ark, they waited for further orders.:
Gerry took one final look about the
room. It had been more of a home to
her than any other place. Then Strike
and Chief Astronaut Lewis hurried in,
They had stowed away the charts and
instruments. :

“All set, gentlemen?” Gerry asked
coolly, ;

“All set.” ‘ .

Both men carefully avoided any sen-
timentality. They knew Gerry was as
bitterly heart-broken as they were, and
knew also that she would fiercely re-
sent any suggestion of feminine weak-
ness. It was one of the traits for which
they admired her. ‘

The three of them stepped into the
last life-boat. )

Strike sent the little Yocket streaking
away ouf of immediate danger., They
took a backward glance, after they had
withdrawn about a half-mile. The
stricken Ark was drifting helplessly.

Slowly revolving, she'.revealed a
gaping hole in her stern. The tangled
ruins of one of her centrifuges dangled
from the gash like exposed intestines.
Qutlined against the bright hull was
one of the Saturnian kites. It had been
cast forth when one of the holds near
the engine room had given way. Ac-
customed to withstand Saturn’s pres.
sures, the kite had literally exploded
into tatters. That was what would
happen when all the specimens were ex-
posed to amp:iy space.

Gerry shuddered.  Quickly, though,
she established short-wave communi-
cation with the castaways and rallied
them around like a cluster of silvery,
flame-gpurting metal fish. The first
thing was to take stock of their situa-
thon.

On the credit side was the fact that
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they had been less than twentwaaur
hours away from Saturn, and still ac-
celerating, when the accident struck
them down. Saturn. loomed gigan-
tic in the sky. Its eternal rainbow rings
looked so near, it seemed almost as if
one could reach out and break off a
piece.

Before Gerry could issue an mc}er,
an excited voice hammmed through her
loudspeaker.

. "Miss Carlyle! Captain Strike! A
space ship is coming up under the
stern of the Ark!”

e oot

CHAPTER V
The Etiguette of Murder

TERRY and Strike stared at each
other in electric tension. Another
ship? Rescue? , '

“This is incredible,” said Gerry in’
an awed tone. “Why, the odds against
another .ship being in this part of the
Solar System at this particular moment
must be billions to one.” Sudden mis-
givings troubled her, “You don’t sup-
POSEs

They ran into esch other, striving
to see out of the forward port. Gerry
groaned,

“It’s that Kurtt! He would show up
at a time like this. I'd almost rather
not be rescued than to have—""

“This wouldnt be more than mere
coincidence, would it?” Strike asked,
his voice low and tense.

The radiophone signal buzzed. Gerry
reluctantly gnapped the switch. Com-
ing through the televisor, Kurtt’s but-
tery voice fairly dripped sympathy.

“Are you there, Miss Carlyle? Dear,
dear, what a shocking disaster! I mn«.
eerely trust that no one has been in-
jured, What could possibly have been
the matter? Some structural weak-
ness, no doubt.” &

Strike saw Gerry beginning to secthe,

“This is a time for diplomacy, kit
ten,” he whispered.  Facing the trans-
mitter, he said: “Look, Kurtt. We've
eracked up. Under these circum-
| wgtances, of course, our little contest
- gnust be put aside. If you'd be so good

Strike sent blast afler blast
at the charging Gors

Y,




 love and war.
© . that I happened along. I badn’t had

-

as to ease over ﬁzw 'way and take us
aboard—" " =
“All in gm& time, Mr. Strike,” Kt%rtt
rephied amthmgiy “All in good time.”
-+ But his ship, instead of rescuing the
. castaways, moved alongside the Ark.

- It fastened itself to the riven hull like

.a leech. With a strangled exclama-
‘tion, Gerry seized a pair of binoculars.
.. Bhe could’see right through the glassed-

"~ in portion of Kurtt’s ship. That part of

' the hold was partially ﬁﬁm with
Baturnian vegetation, mostly the arti-
choke type and Blue Plate Special

plants, doubtless intended to feed cap-

- tured specimens. There were a few of

_these visible, but no dermaphos,

. But the presence of the dermaphos

was not long in coming. Mistily,

_through the green glass, Gerry could

_see figures moving, a port sliding open.

Choking with rage, she cried out:

“The thief is helping himself to our
demphm! We spent weeks prepar-
ing to make our capture, before finding
one of the things. And now he helps
himself, just like that How &aea ke

- get that way?”

As if in answer to her angwahed ex-
clamation, Kurtt's unctuous voice be-
came audible again.

“Laws of salvage, Miss Carlyle, as
~you know. I hate to take advantage
of your misfortune. Still, all's fair in
Rather Iueky for me

time to locate a dermaphos béfore you

were all ready to leave. That’s the

nalty of traveling in a slower ship.

b ‘%eow fortunate that your specimen was

still secure in its compartment. Might
have been thrown free and ruined.”

- “Okay!” snapped Strike. “You've
got the dermaphos. Now give us a
hand here, will you?”

“Ah, T was coming to that. As a
matter of fact, my poor ship is so small.
That’s the penalty of not being wealthy
and glamorous. You see, there is
hardly room for any more passengers.
‘Insufficient food and oxygen, you un-
derstand. I might take two or three

aboard, but how can I choose whom
to take and whom to leave behind?

Am I God, thus to deny succor to my
fellow-men?’  He r@gzstem& pious
shock. “Oh, my, no!”

- Then he continued.
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“I'm so sorry, but it is beyond my
poor capabilities to aid vou. However,
be assured that I shall send out rescue
parties just as soon as I get within
radio range of Earth.”

Thunderstruck, Strike stared at the
microphone as if it had turned into a
snake,

“Kurtt ! he bellowed.  “You can't do
this. It’s murder! You wouldn't go
off and leave us stranded in mzci-space
Kurtt, are you listening?”

UT EKwtt's rocket ship was al-

ready gathering momentum. It
spewed flame in a great red blossom,
kicking sharply away from the side of
the Ark. For a supposedly slow ship,
it gathered speed surprisingly as the
pilot recklessly poured in the fuel
Within a minute’s time it dwindled.
Then its dark shape was abruptly lost
in the blackness of interstellar space.

Strike turned to his fiancée,

“I had a hunch we were underesti-
mating that bird. He’s as cold-blooded
a killer as the most vicious speczmen
we ever caught. Well, there goes every-
thing., Von Zorn has backed a winner
at last. The Zoo contract, the Ark
and us—wiped out.” ,

Gerry’s shoulders twitched. Strange, |
burbling sounds came from her throat.
Suddenly she threw back her head and
burst into hearty laughter.

“Oh, I just thought of sameth&ng
What a joke on poor Kurtt! Only he
doesn’t know it vet.”

Strike and Lewis stared at one an-
other in horrified astonishment. Wasg
Gerry Carlyle of the iron nerves and
the stout heart giving way to hysteria?
The mere idea was a grim reminder
that they were in a predicament from
which there was little hope of escape.
The two men quickly looked away,
ostentatiously pretending to busy
themselves with nothing in particular.
The girl's hearty laughter abruptly
ceased,

“Stop acting like silly boys who were
caught stealing the jam! I'm not hys-
terical. It is a joke, a colossal one.
But I'm determined to be there when
Kurtt finds out about it. It’s too good
to miss. So let's get bﬂsy and find a
way out of this mess.’

Quickly Gerry opened a small locker,
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 took out the Emergency Chart every

astronaut must have before  being
allowed to leave Earth. A map of the
Solar System, it was marked to indicate
the nearest source of aid in case of
breakdown, illness or any other disaster
at any particular point in space.

Gerry’s  finger quickly traced out

the Saturnian system. The four inner

satellites were colored black, sx%znfyw

ing that they were airless chun

rock, utterly usecless for any purpose.
Rhea was marked with a red cross to

- indicate mineral wealth. Both the outer

Al

“making a vital decision.

satellites, Iapetus and Phoebe, had
arrows to show rocket fuel and food
caches for stranded space wanderers.
Hyperion was too small to be con-
sidered. But Titan, largest of all, had
both blue and red crosses, inc‘iwatmg
habitability plus mineral wealth.

Gerry was faced with the necd of
"Maoreovey,
there would be no changing that deci-
sion once it was made, Of that hand-
ful of satellites, they could manage a
lucky landing on only one. After they
made their choice, there would be no
getting away again unless and until
the Ark was repaired. The tiny, short-
range life-boats would be useless for
cosmic distances.

Coolly Gerry stowed the Emergency
Chart away and turned to the row of
slim reference books that lined the bot-
tom shelf. This little library was her
pmde The most complete of it kind
in the System, it had been compiled by
(Gerry herself.

It was a digest of every known fact
concerning the planets, their satellites,
and the astercids. In it were repre-
sented every space explorer from Mur-
ray to the present, and the gleanings
of knowledge by interplanetary hunt-
ers like Hallek and Gerry Carlyle
There was also a lengthy contribution
~—Gerry made a wry face—by Anthony
Quade, Society of Spatial Cameramen,
and the data he had collected while
roaming the void for movie locations.

HE opened up the volume on Sat-
urn and its satellites, turned to
Titan and quickly Hipped the pages.
Titan was extraordinarily rich in min-

erals of almost every conceivable type.

Only transportation costs prevented

miniig there. Also, its atmosphere wag

breathable, its temperatures apparently

not lethally extreme,

More remarkable, according to Mur-
ray's writings, theve was clvilized life
on Titan. The cities there had been
bult with an amazing genius for metal-
working, But Murray's notes were

sketchy on the subject. It seemed ‘r:hat .

the inhabitants of Titan were few in
number and difficulf to communicate
with, though quite friendly.

The fact that highly , evolved life

existed on the satellite was not start-

ling. Advanced civilizations had been
discovered in at least three other places
in the System. If any nomadic tribe,
gifted with the ﬁhﬁzty to work in
metals, had wandered in ffom outer
space and decided to locate in the Solar

System, it was only natural for them to (

select Titan and its wealth of ores.
- Gerry was not interested in making

any social contacts at the moment. But

it was the fact of life om Titan that
motivated her final decision, The Ark
needed metals for repair, and they were
to be had on Titan., As a last resort,
the inhabitants might conceivably be

able to help. The girl weighed this

possibility carefully against the un-
deniable fact that if any other roclket
ships were to enter the Saturnian sys-

tem, they would land only on the two

outer satellites, never on Titan. Con-
fident In her own self-reliance and the
ability of her crew, though, Gerry made
her choice,

Incisively she gave her orders. The

eight little life-boats moved purpose-

fully toward the Ark. Jockeying skil-

fully into place like tugs about an ocean
liner, they began to haul the mighty
space ship toward its rendezvous. Sat-
urr’s largest satellite was rapidly hurt-
ling closer to the site of the disaster,

At first there was little appreciable
progress. Then gradually momentum
was gathered, aided by the growing

effect of the satellite’s gravity, More

awiftly moved the drk, il the life-
boats were forced to reverse their posi-
tions and act as brakes. The surface
of Titen expanded with. a termfymg
rugh,  Desperately the ministure
rocket ships strove to check the danger-
ous descent, blasting furiously with
every maﬂahiﬁ ounce of their limited




- fuel sy mﬁmnm be-
fore tlve - he entire underside of
the Ark scured by the savage
blaze of the little rocket tubes.

Timing it
. ovider' to dart away from underneath
- -the falling juggernaut. With an awful
concussgion, the Ark’s stern plowed
. deep into the soil of Titan, throwing a
buge powdery wave into the air. Then,

almost in slow motion, the rest of the
-+ tremendous metal giant toppled down-
. ward. Rocks and dust sprayed out on

" either side. The Ark lurched once like
- a dying monster, and gently rolled over

. on one side.

' Gerry smiled, pleased with her ex-
- pertness. . She had brought the ship

' down so its torn hull would be easy to

- reach. - : :
: Gently, like a flock of curious birds,
the life-boats fluttered to rest in a
ragged circle. Gerry dabbed at her fore-
liead with a wisp of handkerchief, then
smiled hardily at the two men.
. *“Well, here we are on Titan, Withagt
benefit of brass bands.” 8She paused,
before continuing in a casual voice.
“You know, I wonder if the place is
destined to be our tomb.”

CHAPTER VI
Sabotage

FENHE eyes of every occupant in the

; eight life-boats gazed questioningly

dt the surface of the strange little
world, Had Gerry Carlyle’s fanatical
attention to detail paid dividends again,
enabling her to select the one right

place for them to land? Or had the

sketchy information in her library be-
trayed them into descending into a hos-

tile environment? Perhaps it would be -

- so freezingly cold that repairs to the
Ark would be impossible. In that case,
they were doomed to a lingering death.

In the main boat, Gerry and Strike
were relieving the tension of doubt by
swift routine, refusing to take anything

. for granted. Thermometers, atmos-

pheric drift gauges, barometers, and

bolometers were projected through
vacuyurm suction tubes. - Air samples
were drawn in through the Bradbury

‘perfectly, Gerry gave the
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ifaives‘afné automatically analyzed. Vis-

~ual observations were made through

the glassite ports, for Titan was rather
well lighted by the reflected glow of
Saturn. ,
The surface of the satellite was irreg-
ular, hilly. Jagged cones of possible
voleanic origin formed a low range of
foothills, with a pass leading to the re-

gion beyond., Dunes of fluffy material

like volcanic tuff dotted the near land-
scape. :

This and other. reports were ex-
changed between the life-boats. Pres-
ently a complete picture began to ap-
pear. It was even more favorable than
suggested by Murray's notes. The
thin atmosphere was largely nitrogen,
helium and oxygen, with indications of
negligible amounts of other gases in un-
stable equilibrium. Methane was pres-
ent in small amounts. This, being the-
product of organic decomposition, in-
dicated vegetable life.

The temperature was only slightly
below freezing. Doubtless Titan re-
ceived heat from Saturn and the Sun,
almost undiminished by any absorbent
atmospheric layers. Gravity on a body
only a few thousand miles in diameter
would be relatively weak, less than half
normal Earth gravity.

With understandable pride, for the
value of her incredible thoroughness
had proved itself again, Gerry finally
contacted all the life-boats. '

“We're perfectly safe, men. Dress
warmly. Carry a bottle of oxygen with
a tube, and take a breath of it every
minute or so in order to prevent blood
bubbles from forming. Hand weapons,
of cﬁ@mm, just in case, So, everybody
out!” o ‘ .

A faint cheer returned to her through
the communicator. The life-boats dis-
gorged their human cargo as if eight
weird eggs were hatching out. After a
brief period of leg-stretching and ad-
justing to temperature and adjustment
to temperature and weak gravity,
Gerry immediately organized her forces
to cope with their grave predicament.

The extent of damage had to be sur-
veyed by the engineers and workmen.
Then a party under Strike's leadership
prepared to reconnoiter the immediate .
vicinity to make sure they were in no

- danger from hostile life-forms. They

+
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used one of the life-boats, powered with
the little fuel remaining in the tanks of
the other seven, Finally Gerry herself
led a small expedition to examine thor-
oughly the other parts of the Ark.

Strike reported all clear. The only
thing of interest was one of the cities
Murray described. It was just a few
miles away, but apparently long de-
serted. Gerry reported that the damage
to the ship was surprisingly small. The
crash upon Titan had been eased ex-
pertly. A few dents in the hull and a
number of fixtures torn loose inside
were the only internal casualties. Two
compartments had been torn open 1o
_outer space-~the engine room and the
first Saturnian hold next to it.

Both groups gathered around outside
the tangle that once was the engine
room, watching the workmen clear the
debris away. With oxygen bottles in
one hand and tubes leading to their
mouths, they looked like a group of
solemn Turks puffing on their hookahs.

NSIDE, where ti‘m engineers
crawled about with portable X.ray
equipment, were twin centrifuges. Run-
ning in opposite directions to obviate
torque, they were composed of thou-
sands of tiny rotors spinning at a rate
of nearly fifty thousand revolutions per
second,

The principle had been worked out
three-quarters of a century before by
Professor Rouss, of the University of
Virginia. Rouss ran roters eight thou-
sand revolutiong a second in blasts of
cornpressed air, achieving centrifugal
force a million times as strong as grav-
ity, The Ark, a mighty centrifugal

*flier, was the ultimate development of
that early experiment. The double

centrifuge in her stern was powerful ~

enough to move a gxgaat mountain,
After an hour’s 'steady labor, the
Chief Engineer reported to Gerry.
There was an odd look on his face.
“Well, Baumstark,” she urped im-
patiﬁmly “What's the score?”
Speaking in clipped phrases, Baum-
stark replied.
“Seem to have two outs on us, Miss
© Carlyle. We've pretty thoroughly X
rayed the mess. The starboard centri-
tuge is undamaged, but the others is in
"a bad way.” He held up several strips

fights fair.,

of Glm., “You can see what the Laue
patterns show-—advanced crystalliza-
tion. Big sections of the rotors col-
lapsed from metal fa%zgﬁe at-the same
timme, and Bew apart™. ‘
“Do vou have any idea wimt a&meﬁ
it?” she asked tersely. :
Baumstark took a battered ruin’ s:}%

‘tubes and coils from one of the work-

men, He offered this as evidence.-

“This probably was a vibration pack.
We found it crushed in among a cluster
of shattered rotors. Someone delib- -
erately introduced it into the centrif-
uges, and it created rhythms that in-
duced metal fatigue. W%’ve been sabo-
taged, Miss Carlyle.”

Gerry and Strike exchanged a Eﬁng
ook of slewly dawning comprehension,

“So,” murmured Strike. “My hunch
was right. Friend Kurtt evidently
found time to do the job right before
Barrows found him wandering around
inside the Ark. Clever, in a way, much
better than a bomb. It became effective
only when we started the centrifuges
for our teke-off. Kurtt wanted o be
sure he wouldn’t wreck things till we
were well out in space. 'With luck, the

vibrator would have been hurled out

through the hole in the hull, and we

" would never have known the cause of

the trouble.

“Kuttt, of course, simply had to hang
around near Saturn, wait till we showed .
up, and then tag along at a safe dis-
tance. Sooner or later, he knew he -
could grab our dermaphes without an
argument,. No wonder he was so
agreeable when the dermaphos was
chosen, and no wonder he picked Sat-
urn. It's far enough ocut of the way so
it would be unlikely that anyone w?auld
be around to interfere or rescue us.’

Gerry, whose intuitive hate and dis-
trust had been proved so well founded,
took this evidence of utterly cold-
blooded treachery with surprising calm.
She smiled with grim promise.

“I rather pity poor Von Zorn when
we get back.” :

Strike looked troubled. :

“You don’t think Von Zorn %t&aﬁy
ordered Kurtt to do anything like thm
do you?”

“Oh, no. He doesn’t like me, because
T know him for the faker he is. But he
That much T grant. No.



. thought of
sh&' inned wryly.

electric induction furnace.

ﬂu im@imsss with that fact when we re-

turn
P | we ‘return, you mean. Kustt
* mever meant to let us survive, and he’s
- done a pretty good job so far.” ‘
“Right. That's the next gae&twa

. She turned to the chief engmaer

 “Baumstark, can we manage thh the
- one tmtmfuge 27

“No, mizs, Torque.”

“’I‘hen how about repmm?”

AU’MSTARK glanced around re-
WP signedly, wet his  lips and
ahrugged :
© ' “Dozens of rotors and stators ezthez‘
RhS %tmm or badly weakened. Probably two
- hundred replacements necessary. We
5 have a few spares, that’s all. I—1 don’t

<.see how it's ;:mﬁmh}@ for us to get the
;A rk moving, miss.”

- There was profound silence. Strike's
hmﬁ dm;}%d to his boots as he
urtt speeding to triumph
~with the fruits of their labors. Thesﬂ%
id I hear something just then?”
oo Gerry raised her lovely, troubled face

‘and gazed at him inquiringly.

“1 think that third out just whxzzc:d
©past us into the ghormmps mitt.”

Of all the women in the System,
Gerry Carlyle was probably the least
- prone to accept an adverse decision
without bitter protest. She would
‘doubtless start an argument with St
- Peter, claiming it was undemocratic to
_force a new angel to wear a halo and
strum corny tunes on a harp against
_her will. Hence, though the greatest
 Umpire of all seemed to be calling
them against her, Gerry vowed to go
dewn swinging.

Before any sense of defeatism could
ovaszrcama her men, she was snapping

orders with her accustomed spirit. In -

the Ark’s tiny workshop was a small
Gerry. had
that brought outside. Then she dis-
patched four men with ore-finding
doodlebugs. The latest development
not-only lecated bodies of metallic ores,
but- also, by registering infinitesimal
_differences of electrical resistance, in-

,‘enit
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' dicated what kind of metal was pr’e

A powerful alloy had to %3& used to
withstand " the terrific' speeds of the’
centrifuges. Only a combination of
strong but light beryllium and the
densely strong but heavy neutroxite,
not found on Earth, could be used.
These had to be found by the ore
hunters.

There were other difficulties,though.
Baumstark seemed to draw them from
his helmet like a magician. The first
was the fact that to smelt ores, their
induétion furnace would eat a tremen~ -
dous amount of amperes. So much
power could never be provided by the
generator that operated the itghts in
the 4rk.

“Rewind the generator,” was G@ﬂy s
reply.

Then Baumstark pointed out that
they hadn’t a source of power sufficient
to keep that generator moving to pro-
duce the necessary amperes. Tommy
Strike solved this one. ‘

“Steam,” he said. “Haul out one of
those tanks we use to carry aquatic
specimens and set it up as a boiler. Just
beyond that pass there, about half a
mile away, there’s a forest of some
sort. Leafless trees in all kinds of
queer geometric shapes. Perfect for
firewood. I saw no evidence of water
on Titan while we were scouting
around, but we can fix a trap that will -
save most of our steam. So we'll be
able to use the same water over and
over again.”

The ease with which obstacles were
overcome by the ingenuity of the cap-
tain and crew of the Ark inspired a
cumulative feeling of irresistibility in
all of them. Gerry glowed with pride.

. This was the result of her careful selec-

tion, severe discipline, rigid training,

- and years of constant reminder that

every possible mmmg&my should be
anticipated,

Undei some circumstances, she
might even have welcomed this chal-
lenge to her ability and self-sufficiency.
But the terrible threat of Kurtt—which
paradoxically loomed larger the farther
he sped from them-——left no time for any
complacency.

One thing was lacking before they
wuld commence their work, and it was
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came . ﬁhargmg into camp with a gleam
of triumph in their eyes, like that of a
Forty-niner who had struck the mother
lode. Both beryllium and neutroxite
had been located nearby, practically on
the surface of the ground., It would be
a comparatively simple matter to mine
it in quantity. -

Gerry at once parceled out the vari-
ous jobs, and work commenced furi-

ously. At that particular season of the.

Titanian year, the satellite was illumin-
ated by either the Sun or Baturn for
three-fourths of its day. Hence, by
workin
lost little time because of darkness.

The only delays were caused by un-
foreseen difficulties. The first occurred
at the slanting shaft drilled into the
hillside, following a vein of almost pure
neutroxite. Returning to work after
the first short night, the men found the
stope had collapsed. Gerry’s examina-
tionn revealed that four holes, about
six inches in diameter and close to-
gether, had been bored low in the wall
of the shaft, weakening it to the point
of breakdown. The holes were smooth
as glass, and apparently continued into
the very bowels of Titan,

“If none of vou fellows dug these
holes,” observed Gerry, “then they
must have been made by a burrowing
animal of some kind. I'll.stick around
while you work and see if I can’t spot
our hecklers.”

Digging continued, with men lug-

ging sacks of the heavy ore back to the

Ark. The light gravity enabled them
to handle what would have been hun-
dreds of pounds on Earth. Presently
a muffled, whirring sound came from
inside the tunnel, and the workmen
p@pfped out in a hurry. Gerry, heat ray
in hand, set herself at the tunnel mouth.

At the rear came a sudden flurry of
rock dust, and a remarkable creature
burst into view. It was about the size
of a woodchuck, but quite round. Its
mouth was set precisely in the center

“of its head, perfectly circular, and was

armed with a formidable set of teeth,
Two tiny eyes glittered deep in their
furry sockets. Balancing upright like
a weighted doll, it stared solemnly at
Gerry Carlyle. \

The girl mwe& forward quiietly, hop-

shifts, the crew of the Ark ==

ing to capture it by the scruff of the
neck. Immediately the animal turned
to face the wall of the cave, A num-
ber of little flippers, placed at hap-
hazard spots all over its body, sprang
into view. The creature began to spin
in a clockwise motion at a furious rate,

literally boring into the gmuné with its

terrific teeth. In ten seconds the
strange creature had vanished.

It was Kranz, peering in astommh-
ment over Gerry’s shoulder, who tzamed
it in a burst of inspiration. \

“Call it a Rmtary Mole?”

CHAPTER vxi’:
Mystery of Life

HE Rotary Moles—there were
four in the local family-—proved

.quite a nuisance with their constant
~ burrowing into the mine shaft. When

‘driven out, they sat around staring

curiously at the operations like so many

sidewalk superintendents watching an
excavation. In desperation, Gerry was

forced to devise a mamﬁd of capturing

them.

She abhorred th& wanton kﬂ%mg of

wild life, which rendered useless her
h:gh@ewez@d hypodermic rifles. They
would destfoy any animal as small as
the Mole. Also, the anesthetic gas dis-
persed too quickly in thé thin Titanian
air to be of much good.

After brooding awhile over a method

to catch the things harmlessly, one of

the men gave Gerry the clue. To scare
the Moles away, he threw a half-empty
can at them. They darted off, then
came racing back to the splotch where
the pineapple juice had soaked into the
ground. At once they all up-ended and
began to spin, boring madly into the
damp spot. Unqnestmnabiy they ha& a
passion for fruit juices.

That made it easy. Gerry built a
box trap and filled it with soil.

emptied two cans of juice on it.

Moles in a sadly battered trap. Another
hour would have enabled them to win
to freedom.

“What a testimonial for the pine-

Then
she set it out the second night and .
The
next morning they had four Rotary
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apple people!” Ge ‘"~V.giéat&dg as she

stowed the Rotary Moles out of harm’s

way. *“They ought to be glad to pay

plenty for it.”
After the boiler-generatorfurnace

hook-up had begun to function, another-

interruption occurred. The first batch
of neutroxite had been poured into
gand molds. The smelting of more ore
was proceeding satisfactorily, when the
~ glectricity unaccountably = weakened.
Checking along the wires from the gen-
grator to the furnace, Strike found what

- appeared to be a rather slender copper

. bar lying across the wires. With the
" toe of his boot he kicked it aside.
" Three:minutes later there was an-
‘other short in the circuit, Tommy again
" was forced to remove the apparent cop-
" per bar from the wires, This time, after
kicking it away, he bent down to pick
it up. He received a mild electric shock.
When he dropped the thing hastily, the
copper bar began to walk away.

“So,” murmured Strike grimly. “You

want to play.” :

He pursued the perambulating bar,
It ducked swiftly into the pile of wood
used to fire up the boiler. With one
sweep Strike spread the fuel about the
landscape, but there was no copper bar
to be seen. ) :

‘He began to swear softly as he peered
around. Gerry, fascinated by his antics,
came over. :

“What goes on now?” she demanded.

Strike explained briefly,

“It must be a sort of chameleonlike
thing,” he concluded. “First it imitated
_the wires. Now it's imitating the sticks

~ of wood. Probably generates a current

within itself like an electric eel, Maybe
" if we wait around, it'll move again.”

< (Gerry snorted in exasperation. .

-~ “And no doubt it amuses and warms
itself by shorting our wires at every op-
portunity.” Another monkey-wrench in
the machinery that we'll have to dig
out.” ‘ ‘

" Carefully they began to sort the
woodpile, searching for a stick that
would give them a mild jolt. A loud
complaint from = Baumstark warned
them, Behind thelr backs, the cham-
eleon had sneaked over to absorb the

juice from the furnace lead-ing again.

. They tried to surround. the thing,
© which now resembled a copper bar. But

.

it seuttled away lizard-fashion much
too rapidly to be caught. Thoroughly
annoyed by these alarming delays,
Gerry said reluctantly:

“We've got no time to waste in
studying that little beggar, and find out
how to capture it. If I don’t get an
ingpiration within an hour or two, we'll
just have to kill it outright.” ‘

FGR’E"{JNATELY the inspiration
came; In Gerry's quarters was a
large mirror, her one concession to fem-
inine vanity while on expedition. This
she carried outside and set up along-
side the chameleon® favorite spot-—the
electric wires—tilting it so it would re-
flect nothing but the dark-blue sky.
The third brief night passed, and
Gerry awoke to the sound of hilarious
laughter. Hurrying out, she found
Tommy guffawing and pointing: inar-
ticulately, The chameleon, in its nat-
ural state looked like an ordinary chunk
of flesh with legs. It lay twisting

~ futilely before the mirror, sputtering

feeble electric sparks, Part of it was
blue as the sky, while the rest shaded
into a rapidly shifting mottled color, .

“The poor devil tried at first to
imitate nothing, looking up at space,”
Strike explained - finally. “Then it
must've caught sight of its reflection
in the mirror and tried to imitate itself!
The natural result was a complete ner-
vous breakdown 1™ ~ ;

After this interlude, nothing arose to
interrupt their work. Metals were
smelted, poured into molds. Emery-
wheels howled as the little rotors were
ground smooth, Before long they were
ready to be welded into place in the
matrix of the huge centrifuge. That was
when they faced the most appalling
complication of all. It was found im-
possible to weld the rotors!

“It’s the beryllium, miss,” explained
Baumstark worriedly. “We used only
moderate heat to smelt it. - That was
okay. We had to use a terrific tempera-
ture to smelt the neutroxite. That was
okay, too. But now, in order to weld,
we have to use enough heat to affect the
neutroxite, and it’s too much for the
berylium. It just oxidizes away., We
need a fux, and it can’t be made.”

After everything had been going so
well, for this apparently unsurmount-




' able obstacle to arise was  almost

- enough to drive even a Gerry Carlyle to

4

tears. Had she finally made the fatal
mistake that all adventurers sooner or
later commit? -

When she had chosen Titan to land
upon, rather than the outer satellites,
she had made a gamble. " By going to
Iapetus or Phoebe, it might have been
possible to cram the life-boats with
rocket fuel, leaving room for only one
person to pilot. With skillful navigation
and great luck, some of them might
have been able to make the Jovian sa-
tellites, and the mining outpost on
Ganymede, to organize a rescue party
for those left on Titan. Instead, Gerry
had characteristically decided to shoot
for big stakes. It was a wager-—~com-
plete repair of the Ark and triumph in
the race with Kurtt, against annihila-
tion.” She had wanted all or nothing.

. And for the first time Gerry Carlyle
knew the sick, stifling sensation of
despair. '

But there was one last trump in her
hand. Gerry still had the notes in Mur-
ray’s diary concerning a civilized race
ont Titan, with remarkable skill in the
use of metals. If those people were
still on Titan, perhaps they could help.,
1f they were gone, as Strike’s report of
a deserted city would indicate, perhaps
the castaways could read from the ruins
something that might be of assistance
to them.

There was still fuel left in one life-
boat, so Gerry, Strike, and Lieutenant
Barrows piled in. They took off with a
roar; heading straight “north” for the.
city Tommy had seen earlier. After
swiftly covering about six miles, they
sighted it, Half a mile from its limits

ar

was a level plain, aﬁ&?ﬁ;’ere Strike set
the rocket ship down gently.

| T a cautious distance the trio
examined the strange city, Itap--
peared to have been built for a popula-
tion of approximately twenty thousand,
by BEarthly standards. It had been con-
structed on the basis of some baifling,
alien geometry. The designs resembled
the geometry of man, but the patterns

. just evaded complete comprehension,
‘barricading themselves in the mind just

beyond the borderline of full meaning.-
All around its edges, the city was crum-
bling to ruin. It was as if some invisible
monster of decay were slowly eating to-
ward the center, which was still in ex-

cellent repair. And in all that weirdly

beautiful expanse, not a single living
thing moved. Barrows broke the quiet.
“Isn’t it incredible how  persistent
and unconguerable life i8? We find it
everywhere, under the most terrible
conditions—the inferno of Mercury, the
stewpot of Venus, and crawling under
tons of pressure on Saturn. Now even
on this barren rock, a great civilization
evolved. Those Arrhenius spores sure -
got around, didn’t they?” ; ,
Gerry smiled. “I doubt if what we
see out there actually evolved on this
empty ball of stone. Probably it came
from some other universe, many eons
in the past. Shall we explore it with-
out waiting for reinforcements?” T
There was no digsenting voice. Gerry

always meted out harsh punishments
for infractions of her safety-first rules, . -

but now time was working swiftly
against them. Besides, the place looked
g0 deserted, there seemed to be no rea-

[Turn page]
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son for the. xmm caution, :

So they moved into the city. ‘I‘hmr
first discovery was that it had been built
for a race of bemgs smaller than hu-
ANS, mfakmg it seem like a large-scale
model of a city. Doorways were five feet
in height, windows in proportion. Odd-
ly, there were neither doors nor win-
dow panes, suggesting utter indiffer-
ence to temperature changes. Nor were
the buildings, save for a few curiously
graven towers, more than three stories
in height,

As the group walked slowly toward
the heart of the city, they found it in
a remarkable state of preservation, The
streets were clean, totally devoid of
~ rubble or dust. It almost seemed as if
. the place were waiting patiently for the
return of its masters, and was tended
daily by some mysterious, invisible
presence. The echoes of their booted
feet rattled in the emptiness.

“Gradually, as Gerry led her sceuts
into the center of the city, a curious
feeling began to oppress them. They
felt the gradually increasing certainty
- that they were not alone. They paused
irresolutely, every nerve on the alert,
Did they really hear that stealthy rust-
lm%{ in the depths of the mysterious,

ened apartments? A cautious peek
within showed strangely malformed
furniture, but no living thing.

“T don’t like this,” said Gerry uncom-

fortably, one hand on her heat ray gun.

“Perhaps—"

" 'The brassy clangor of a mighty gong
shattered the stillness with two tremen-
dous, shivering notes. Gerry, Strike,
and  Barrows raced in a breathless
sprint for open country. With wild,
awkward bounds that broke Olympic
records at every leap, they scrambled
and sailed like jumping-jacks running
amuck. They didn’t stop for breath till
they were out of the city and safe be-
side their little rocket ship.

HEN they looked back through

the grayish daylight, they re-
ceived an even greater shock, The
city was alive! Peopled with bipeds
mawmg about the streets, inn and out of
buildings, it was just like any nofmal
town. The change was so abrupt, the
terrestrial explorers gaped at the city,
theén at each other. They were too

shocked to talk, All they mnié éa wam
gulp stupidly.

Gerry was first to recover the use of
her voice. She used it to get in radio
communication with the Ark.

“Listen carefully, Kranz she
ordered. “We've discovered civilized
life here. There’s not much rocket fuel
left. 8o instead of our coming back in
the life-boat, I want you to lead a rein-
forcement party. Head straight north,
through that little pass. But first go to
my room and look in the locker behind
the door, On the top shelf you'll ind a
contraption that looks like a half-dozen
wired bowls attached to a power unit.
Bring it out, and take along a new sup- |
ply of oxygen bottles.”

Instead of settling down to wait,
Strike unhooked his binoculsrs for a -~
long look at the city’s inhabitants.

“They’re nothing to be afraid of,” he
decided. “They're less than five feet
tall, slender, delicately built. Besides,
didn’t Mm'my say they were friendly? ...
They’ll probably recognize us as hu-
mans, just like Murray. Come on. Let’s
pay ‘em a visit now.”

Gerry dubiously agreed, so the trio
moved back toward the city. They were
met at #a edge by a group of four Ti-
tanians. As Strike had said, they were
frail, uniform in height to the last mil-
Hmeter, and entirely hairless. They
were dressed in a metallic cloth which
was wound around them like mummies’
wrappings. It was obvious that they
dressed for moedssty rather than com-
fort, however, for their Hesh was tough
and hard,

Their features were generally human.
Instead of ears, though, there were four
filaments sprouting from each side of
the head, and shaped like a lyre,

“Be nice to “em,” Gerry cautioned,
“Remember, their good will may be our
last hope.” :

CHAPTER VIII
Monster of Evil

NE of the Titanians stepped for-
ward with a graceful waving of
hands, a low bow.
“Mradna lusow,” he said politely.
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Tommy grinned, also ’bawmg iudp
crously.

“You don’t say!
Democrat ?”

The Titanian gmiled urimistakably,
bowing more rapidly than a Japanese
diplomat, Pc«mtmg to Gerry, he said:

“Ree yura nerom.”

" Republican or

“That’'s what I've always said,”

Tommy agreed amiably. “Great kid.
But she needs a man around to keep
her from getting hysterical.”

He blocked g playful punch from his ~

fiancée. After a few more exchanges
of pieaaammes, the Titanians led thﬁ
castaways into the city.

It was entirely different this. time,
filled with the quiet hum of life. Vehi-
cles moved silently and swiftly through
the streets, though neither wheels nor
motive power were visible. Occasion-
ally they caught glimpses of a form of
escalator inside the buildings. Through-
out their tour, the strange people never
once gave vent to any expression of
surprise at. sight of the visitors
from Harth.

“Thev're the most super-polite race
Pve ever seen,” Strike said uncomfort-
‘ably.  “In fact, too much so. They
have the exaggerated formality and
ership of mannerism of a decaémt
people.”

Gerry, slightly startled at this pene-
trating comment, agreed,

“Yes, the aura of decay does seem to
saturate the place. A pity, too. They're
such nice little men.”

The tour of inspection, instead of

¢ clarifying, simply added more mys-

teries, There was no indication what-
ever of any central source of power gen.
eration or machinery. And nowhere did
they see anyone at work. Titanian life
seemed to be one long round of guiet
amusement and leisure.

The journey ended before one of the
Titanian apartments. Gerry and Strike
entered, leaving Barrows outside to
watch for Kranz, They found the odd
Furniture strangely comfortable,

| were inconvenienced by the low ceilmg

e

B O

and lack of light. Evi ently the Titan-
jans could see in the dark better than
cats. Food was offered, but it was a
case of one man’s meat being another’s
poison. It made both of thém tem-
porarily sick.

but
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Gerry picked up a vase-shaped object,
beautifuily molded of metal, though in-
credibly light. She tried to brealk it be- -
tween her hands, then hammered it
savagely on the wall,

“Not a dent!” she exclaimed in awe.
“The. stuff is some kind of alloy, too.
Tommy, these people do have a secret
that will enable us to r&pair the Ark!
1f we can only learn it—"

They looked at one another with ris-
ing excitement,

To kill time, Strike amused himself
hugely with sii}y antics. First he en~
tertained the astonished Titanians with
feats of strength that were quite si
in the reduced gravity. Then he tried
to find a common denominater in his
attempts to communicate with signs.
He was less successful in this.

During this display, he made one dis-
turbing discovery. There was a raggﬁ&,

‘apparently bottomless hole in the

at the back of the room. A nauseating
odor rose {rom it, nggestwe of name-
less evil,

INALLY Kranz arrived with five
other crew members. Strike, Gerry
and Barrows took the oxygen bottles
that were offered then. Then Gerry
seized the apparatus which actually re-
sembled a series of bowls joined by
wires. ,
“Now!” she exclaimed in triumph.
“Now we can really talk to these
people”
er statement created a sensation,
and the entire party crowded into the
apartment. The Titanians seemed de-
lighted at the prospect of entertaining
this bunch of overdressed, muscular,
hairy guests. They listened with. every
evidence of profound interest as Gerry

expounded the principles of the gadget - '

she held in her hands.

“This is a thought helmet,” she de-
clared, with an air of defying anyone to
contradict her. She held up one of the
bowl-like metal things. “It's an inven-
tion of my cousin gEimer at Federal
Tech. It has built-in headphenes, and
contains a compact power unit,
Thought, of course, is a delicate elec-
trical wave that's generated by. the
atoms of the brain. When the com-~
panion piece to this helmet is placed on  °
the head of amthmf pemmag, each acts .

e
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as a supér-sensitive receiver of mutual
electrical thought impulses.”

Strike made the mistake of offering
an argument, ' ,

“So what? After you pick up your
impulses, they’d have to6 be reproduced
in your own brain. Did Elmer think

of that?” V
-~ “Elmer has thought of everything,”
Gerry replied bitingly, “except how to
deal with impertinent interruptions,
-, May I continue, please?”

5 ‘%r}m.$9
“The impulses received are greatly
" amplified in the coils of these helmets.
By electrical induction, they set up
similar impulses in the brain of anyone
who wears the helmet. So the wearer
experiences the exact thoughts he has
tuned in,” Gerry donned one of the hel:
mets, Then, approaching one of the
Titanians, she induced him by politely
gentle signs to emulate her example.
There were three other helmets with
lead-ins to Gerry’s master helmet,

“These,” she explained, “are one-way
receivers. You can hear what goes on,
but your own thoughts are not broad-
cast, Otherwise there’d be an awful
~ jumble. Here, Tommy, Barrows, Kranz
.. All set?” .

Carefully Gerry threw a switch in her
-helmet and then the Titanian’s.

A faint humming sounded, but that
was all. There were no thought im-
pulses, Strike began to grin.

“I think I could beat Elmer just with
my sign language.”

Gerry sighed, “My, aren’t we the im-
patient one, though!” The terrible un-
certainty and lack of time reflected in
her voice as sarcasm. “Human thought
waves, my love, range within a narrow
band of wave lengths. We must stay
within that range to hear thoughts.
Each brain has an infinitely fine dif-
ference from every other brain, We
have to tune in.” i

She began to twist a sunken vernier
dial on the Titanian's helmet, broad-
casting a repetition of a single thought:

“We wish to be your friends. We
wish to be your friends.”

The three men also twisted their
dials and simultaneously picked up
Gerry's unspoken thought. The expres-
sions on their faces were ludicrous. But
betore they could say anything, the Ti-

tanian’s features also registered amaze-
ment and pleasure. He bowed and fut-
tered his hands ingratiatingly, Gerry
raised her eyebrows in triumph.

“Now to tune in on our friend. T'll
speak my thoughts aloud, so all you
need to do is get on the Titanian wave
length.”

HERE was a moment of silent dial-
twisting, and then the Titanian's
thoughts came in with sudden strength.
“So happy to welcome the strange
bipeds. Our homes, our sustenance, our
lives are at your disposal.”

This had the sound of ritual rather

than a genuine offer. Gerry cut her
switch momentarily and turned exul-
tantly to Strike,

“Just think! We're in contact with
an intelligent race, with all their cus-
toms, sclence, lterature, and intellec-
tual progress, Probably the culture of a
planet from another universe. Why, a

few weeks here may open up un-

dreamed-of avenues of research in all
lines of human endeavor!”

“We haven’t got weeks to spare,” in-
terjected Strike. “Remember Kurtt?”

“Um, yes. Kurtt and the race.”

Gerry suddenly looked harassed at
this reminder that their lives depended
upon her tact and ingenuity. She
started to reestablish thought contact
with the Titanian, but was interrupted
by the booming gong that had fright-
ened them earlier in the day,

The Titaniang all spread their hands
regretfully, mouthing their incompre-
hensible gyllables. Gerry snapped the
switch just in time to catch the end of
the explanation,

“It is the Time of Offering now. We
must retire. Please do not go away. We
shall awaken shortly. Our homes are
yours.” '

Bowing ingratiatingly, the Titanians
lay down upon their curiously con-
structed beds and instantly dropped
into a coma. All through the buildings

came the rustling, pattering sound of

thousands of tiny feet. The party from
the Ark watched in wary bewilder-
ment, The tension was snapped by
Gerry's gasp. ,

“Look there—coming up through the

hole i the Scort®

It was a hideously malformed little
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devil that stared around with bright,
beady eyes at the intruders, then
popped out into the room. It stood
about three feet high, in appearance
much like a sea-horse. At the base of
the nauseous, scaly body there were
four short legs, ending in hoofs. The
creature seemed tay-heavy Just as the
Titanians were the epitome of kindli-
ness, this thing was stark evil.

“No sudden moves, boys,” Gerry or-
dered in quiet tones. “This monkey
looks as if he could be pretty mean.”

There was intelligence in the beast’s
eyes as it surveyed the unexpected situ-
uation. Abruptly the slender snout
opened and it hissed, long and plercing-
ly. It also recognized a foe,

War had been declared.

HE group from the dArk pressed

slowly back to await developments.
There was something mysterious, un-
explained. They wanted to learn the
vital elements of the situation before
deciding on a course of action,

The monster apparently took this
withdrawal as capitulation, and
promptly went about its business,
ignoring the others. The hoofs made a
faintly disturbing clop-clop as it crossed
the room to bend over one of the gleep-
ing Titanians. From its snout pro-
truded a long, thin extension that was
almost needlelike. Before anvone could
speak or interrupt, it was plunged into
the throat of the Titanian!

Action erupted in a swift furry.
Someone had his heat ray out in a
flash, hurling a soundless, searing bolt,
The monster doubled up in quick pain,
nipping at the glowing spot on its
herny hide. Then it turned, hissing
viciously as if charged.

Cool and efficient, Gerry instantly
took command,

“Concentrated heat beam,” she or-
dered calmly. "Im armor is too strong
for diffused rays.”

As she spoke, she had her own
weapon unsheathed and adjusted with
a single swift motien, While the mon-
gter drove at them, Gerry emotionless.
ly drilled it twice and stepped out of
the path of the plunging body like a
graceful bull-fighter. It crashed against
the front wall and collapsed, smoking
from half a dozen heat ray blasts.

- Immediately after the brief scuffle,
two more ugly devils magically pmyp@ﬁl
up into the room. For a moment it
looked like real trouble in the con-
fining, narrow room. The leading Ti-
tanian, however, stirred restlessly and
raised himself on one elbow. He was
groggy, like a bear roused from hiber-
nation.  But he managed to convey by
gestures of negatién that Gerry and

‘the hunters were to do nothing to in-

terrupt. Then he heavily dropped back
on the couch and sank into a coma
again.

“He wants us to lay off, men,” Gerry
said in bewilderment. “Evidently this
sort of thing goes on all the time, May-
be he isn’t being hurt, and will tell us

about it when he awakms This whole

business, though—" She shook her
head. “It absolutely beats me”

The new monsters methodically went
about plunging their needlelike tongues
into the sleeping Titanians’ exposed

throats.
turned sharply away. She found Strike
‘making the most of the opportunity to
study the body of the dead one.

“Find out anything?” “

“A little,” he said &bafzractediy
one thing, this tonguelike jigger is

sharp and bony. Also it's hollow, like
And the cheeks
inside are lined with pouches that're

a hypodermic needle.

partially filled with some oily stuff.”
Gerry forced herself to wait patient-
ly while the ugly little monsters came

in three relays to gouge at the necks

of the helpless Titaniang. Finally they

disappeared for good, and the vague

seurrying.sounds all over the city died
away to silence. This in tuwrn was
broken by the double note of the deep-
toned gong.

The three Titanians aweke, bright-

eyed and seemingly refreshed, to turn
graciously again to their guests.

CHAPTER IX
Children of Esau

AGERLY Gerry donned the
thought helmet once more, plac-
ing the corresponding helmet upon the

Gerry repressed a shudder, .

“For .

“leading Titanian. Gone now were all



oug delving into the mysteries
of an anclent and dying civilization.
Even the urgency of their terrible pre-
dicament faded momentarily before the
“importance of learning the queer rela-
tionship between the Titanians and the
monsters. o

“They are the Gora,” came the Titan-
ian thought waves, anticipating Gerry’s
questions. “They are native to this
world.”

“Which means that you're not?”

“No. Many ages ago, the Old Ones
came here from a far star. There was
death on our original home, though I
know little about it. When we arrived
here, our pregence was resented by the
Giora.  But their catacombs were un-
derground, and we did not interfere
much with one another. Then it was
discovered by the Gora that we people
have a strange gland in our bodies—"

The Titanian lifted his chin to ex-
pose hig throat, There was an opening
there, reddened from the recent mis-
treatment, ,

“Formerly, when our race was ex-

panding, our artisans worked miracles -

with metals by virtue of the secretion
from this gland. Now, however, there
is no longerany need to build, and that
secret has been lost.”

A thrill of excitement passed through
the Ark's crew. ‘

“So to us the gland is a wvestigial
organ of no value. But to the Gora,
the secretion serves not only as food
and drink, but as valuable plastic mate-
rial for many uses, From the moment
they learned this, there was constant
warfare between us. Raiding parties
of the Gora would lie in wait for incau-
tious individuals, or occasionally make
daring night raids into our homes.
Once captured, a Titanian was rarely
seen again live. He was doomed to a
ghastly slavery far underground, a liv-
ing death.

“We, in our turn, fought back with
powerful weapons. Poison gases were
released in the burrows of the Gora.
Traps were set. But in the end, supe-
rior intellipence solved the terrible
problem. To end the futile, destructive
warfare, we as the dominant race made
a pact with the inferior Gora. After
all, the glandular secretion was of no
particular importance to us. So we
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agreed that ‘zwimm&ery’p&meﬁtmy reve

olution we would set aside a brief
period.

“During that time, the Gora are per-
mitted to come up from below and re-
plenish their supplies of the secretion.
This period, known as the Time of
Offering, is marked by the great gong.
In return, the Gora agreed to take over
all manual duties in running the city
and keeping it in a fine state of repair.
They clean our homes, operate all our
machines, while we are free to engage
in cultural pursuits and enjoy the more
abundant life. Thus, by virtue of in-
tellect, we have relegated the Gora to
the status of our slaves,

“They are utterly dependent upon
our glandular gifts. They must ap-
pease our every whim or suffer the con-
sequences. We have a falling birth
rate, which vou may have guessed from
the fact that the outer portions of our
city are no longer in use. This fact

~ also strengthens our dominant posi-

tion.”

TRIKE and Gerry exchanged a
long look of profound horror.

“What a monstrous bargain?” burst
out Gerry in dismay.

Barrows smiled uncomfortably.
“Why, the idiots actually think they
put over a fast one! Why don't they
look around? Can’t they see the evi-
dences of mental and moral decay, the
results of easy living? Dominant race!
The Gora give them a few concessions
and grab off the secretion—the most
precious thing they have.”

“Poor little children of Esau,” said
Gerry somberly, “They sold their
birthright for a mess of pottage.”

The Titanian, able to get only Ger-
ry’'s thoughts, bowed politely.

“I am sorry. I do not understand.”

Gerry removed her helmet, cradling
it in her arm, .

“I'have an orange grove back in Cali-
fornia,” she said with apparent irrelev-
ancy. “We have a lot of trouble with
ants.” /
“Aunts?” queried Strike. “Trouble-
some relatives?” :

“Ants, Those creatures that get into
everything with amazing persistence.”

“That describes my female relatives,
all right”
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“No, I'm serious, Tommy. Ants have
an astonishingly complicated and well
developed econommy. They take plant-
lice and carry them yp to the tender
young leaves of the citrus trees. They
let the insect cows extract the vital

- juices of the plant. Then the ants re-

“down into their formicaries.

turn and stroke them with their feelers
to induce them to exude this juice. The
ants promptly harvest it and take it
They
handle aphides the way human beings
handle cows, tending them and ‘milk-
ing’ them. Any encroachment upon
their little system-—Iladybird beetles,
for instance, eat aphides—is met with
fierce resistance.”

“I get the analogy. This relation-
ship between Titanian and Gora is a
parallel case. The Gora are pretty ant-
like in habits, at that. Symbiosis,”

There was a lengthy silence while
the politely attentive Titanian looked
from face to face, trying to interpret
the expressions of pity and sorrow.
Again, more heavily than ever, came
the pressure of their desperate situa-
tion and the need for swift action. But
it was sharpened now by the knowledge
that a possible solution to their troubles
was at hand.

Gerry slipped on her thought helmet
again. In her most diplomatic manner,
she began to dicker for a supply of the
probably vital glandular secretion. The
Titanian’s answering thoughts were
evasive, regretfully negative, With a
great show of deprecating hand-wav-
ing, he indicated that this would be a
technical vielation of their pact with
the Gora. No amount of urging or
offers of barter could move him.

Strike -suddenly leaned over and
snapped off the switch on Gerry’s hel-
met. ,

“Before you start losing your tem-
per,” he urged, “and alienate them for
good— Look. It's obvious they're
scared stiff of what the Gora might do
in retaliation. The stuff about violat-
ing their pact is just a pretext. And if
they’re scared, there’s no persuading
‘em. So I bave an idea. Let’s call
this visit quits for today, and I'll tell
you later what I'm planning.”

The distant Sun had already disap-
peared, and Saturn bulged low on the
horizon, - Gerry made excuses, refus-

ing to impose apon Titanian hospitality
further. She promised to return the
next day to resume the intergsting con-
versation, Hscorted by the unbeliev-
ably gracious Titanians, who were visi-
bly relieved at the change of subject,
Gerry and her men marched toward the
hills where their rocket ship lay.

HE life-boat barely managed to ac-
commodate the entire party. There
appeared to be just sufficient fuel left
to carry them back to the Ark. Gerry,
before taking off, twisted around to
speak,
“Would it be too much to ask just
what’s on your mind, my sweet?”
Strike smiled. “Skip the sarcasm,
kitten, Here's the way I see it.  We
aren’t sure yet whether this Titanian
stuff will help or not. That's the first

thing we must know. After that, may-

be we'll have reason to baitle for it

“And how will we find out?”

Strike took from his shirt the de-
capitated head of the slain Gora and
waved it aloft triumphantly,

“There’s a sample of the stuff inside
the cheek-pouches of this thing, It'll
be enocugh for Baumstark to make a
test.”

It didn’t take long, back at the Ark,
for the chief engineer to grasp what
was wanted. He promptly disappeared
into the engine room with welding ap-
paratus in one hand and a cupful of the
all-important secretion in the other,
searching for rotors and matriz upon
which to experiment. A reddish glow
flickered and shadows danced. Finally
Baumstark reappeared, His grin was
s0 wide that he dropped the oxygen
tube from his mouth. He held up thumb
and forefinger in a circle, sguinting
through it in glee,

“Perfect!?™ he gloated,
perfectly ! '

Beyond question, the secret of the

“It works

ancient Titanians' gemius with metals

lay in their glandular secretion, which
acted as a miraculous flux, It lowered
the melting point of neutroxite far be-
low beryllium’s danger point, fusing
the alloy rotors onto their matrix beag-
tifully. ,

There was a swift gabble of explana-
tions from the scouting party to the

crew members who had stayed with the -
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Ark. Then Batimstark posed a sombre
“I'll need quite a lot of this stuff for

_the welding job. Can you get it?”
© “That's why I wanted to get you

away from there before explaining my”

plan; Gerry,” Strike said. “I was afraid

_the Titanian might read your thoughts
while I told you what I intend te do.
We'll have to scrape together every
_ hypodermic syringe in the Ark, im-
provise some if we can’t find enough.
Then back we go tomorrow. When
- the Time of Offering comes again, we
enter and help ourselves, .

“It must be done without the Titan-
ians’ knowledge, of course. They're
too seared of their ‘inferior’ neighbors
to risk any violation of their pact. And
naturally we've got to give those little
devils, the Gora, something to think
about in the meantime.”

Esxcitement ran like electricity
through the crew. Darkness came,
blackly impenetrable. But hope, which
had burned only as a dim spark, now
flamed into a blazing beacon. With
courage and skill, they might yet save
themselves.

. WﬁEN dewn came, Strike laid out

, his plan of campaign. Gerry
willingly let him take full command.
There were two proton cannon in the
Ark itself, but they were huge. In
those days, it still teok a vast machine
‘to produce an effective stream of sub-
So Strike detailed one
squad to remain with the ship, using
the proton cannon to protect their final
stronghold, in case the coming war
shauld be carried to that extreme.
. 'The last dregs of rocket fuel in the
fife-boats had now been used up, 5o
the raid had to be carried out on foot.
Eighteen of the crew, including Gerry
and Strike, formed themselves in
groups of three. One was equipped
with hypodermics and containers for
the wital fluid, the other two armed to
the teeth. The rest of the men made
a skeleton squad to be posted midway
between the Ark and the city of the
Titanians, prepared to fight a rear
‘guard action if necessary.
“This may go off quietly, without a
hitch,” said Strike. “I hope it does.
But if we have to fight—and it's our

#

lives we’ll be fighting for—I mean to
put up a real scrap.” :

Timing their approach to arrive
shortly before the morning Time of
Offering, Gerry Carlyle and Tommy
Strike led their little party over the .
six miles of barren, trailless badlands

-and into the Titanian city. Though

they were gripped by interest and ex-
citement, their expressions demon-
strated their grim determination to
carry off the coup successfully. They
knew the penalty for failure. It was
death—if not by the Gora, then by
scarcely less horrible thirst or starva-
tion. There was little water on the
satellite, and the food of the Titanians
had proved unsuited to human con-
sumption. They had to win or die.

Gerry was met by apparently the
same Titanian trio who had entertained
them the previous day. They were still
as smiling and ingratiating as ever. A
faint qualm stirred her conscience.

“My only real regret,” she said, “is _
that we can’t stay and uncover the
sécrets that lie hidden in this ancient
city.”

“Dow’t forget Kurtt,” reminded Tom-
my. “He must be a third of the way
back to Earth by now.”

“I remember. But don’t worry about
the race. We may not win, but it’s a
foregone conclusion that Kurtt won't,
either.” ,

“Your inspired logic escapes me.
However, I agree that there’s plenty
around to interest us here. Too bad
we can’t put off this job of having to
fight for our lives. Maybe we can re-
turn some day and dig around a little.
Yeah-maybe!”

CHAPTER X
Hotfoot on a Frigid World

HE party was well into the occu-

pied portion of the city. The Ti-
tanian - began gently hinting by signs
that he wished to communicate through
the thought helinet. Strike quickly as-
signed each squad to a street-level
apartment, urging them to be alert for

the signal. Oxvygen bottles were fast.
ened to the men’s belts to leave their
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hands free. The dull booming sound of

the gong camse at once.

The Titanians as usual conveyed in-
finite regret that they should be forced
to leave their guests. It was a rude-
ness that pained them deeply. Strike
bowed and waved his hands under-
standingly, watched them disappear,

“Now!” he shouted.

The squads scattered on their as-
signments. Strike, Gerry and young
Barrows darted into the nearest apart-
ment. The Titanians had already com-
posed themselves in their deep slumber,

Swiftly Gerry whipped out an enor-
mous hypodermic and went to work.
While Barrows held the container, she
shot stream after stream of the sticky
ichor into it, ewsicecating the gland.
Strike seized the smallest piece of fur-
niture in the room, a queer device
shaped somewhat like a plano stool.
He strode to the hole in the floor and
listened,

Like a distant waterfall came the
rush of thousands of little feet. The
miniature thunder rolled nearer and
nearer. Then he heard something
serambling just beyond the Hmit of his
vision in the black pit. A horrid snout
poked sharply into view—

“Down vou go!” shouted Strike.

He slammed down the stool-like con-
traption on the protruding head. The
{Gora vanished with an agonized hiss.
The hole was completely blogked by
the stool.

Gerry and Barrows glanced about
apprehensively, Reassured by Strike’s
confident grimace, they turned to the
second sleeping Titanian. Underneath
the stool a Gora was hammering and
pushing, but they were no match for
Strike’s weight and strength. One
bony, needlelike tongue jabbed clear
through the bottom of the obstruction,
Strike. promptly snapped it off with a
vicious blow.

All over the city now, the sounds of
uproar began. The Gora who had been
blockaded had evidently spread the
news. HEnraged monsters were erupt-
ing from unclosed holes and converging
upon the source of the disturbance. Just
as Gerry started to work upon the third
of the Titanians, four of the beasts
rushed through the doorway, hissing
with fury,

- a new assault,

Strike calmly picked up a huge table
and with one hand scaled it across the
room. The resulting carnage gave him
a lot of pleasure. He sat upon the
up-ended stoel, still biackmg the imle,
and drew two guns.

“What was that yarn abauﬁ: the tai-
lor's boy who killed seven with one
blow? I'm not doing so badly myself.”

His heat ray licked out once, twice.
For the time being, six dead Gora ef-
fectively barrvicaded the entrance. (Ger-
ry hurriedly finished her work, tossed
the hypodermic aside. Barrows sealed
the precious can of fluid,

“All set?” asked Strike reluctantly.

As Gerry nodded, the reptilian tan-
gle of dead bodies burst inward under
Gora began to stream
in.- Coolly the three began to fre
backing toward a window that led to
the street. The deadly sniping quickly
stalled the attack. The odor of burn-
ing flesh filled the room. The Titan-
ians, aroused by the clamor, lurched
about. Still half-asleep, they wmﬁg
their hands in futile distress.

ARROWS slipped through the
window first. His disappearance
was marked by an exclamation of pain
and anger. Gerry and Strike, piling
through after him, found the lieutenant
battling ferociously. Blood streamed
from a slash across his forehead and
weled slowly from two stabs on his
left arm. He was encircled by twitch-
ing, dead and dying Gora.

The remaining squads from the Ark
were converging rapidly upon the cen-
tral rendezvous, fighting deadly rear-
guard actions. Swiftly Strike counted
his forces. ‘

“Only seventeen!” he snapped,
“Who's missing "

It was Kranz, a veteran of the Car-
lyle adventures from the very first ex-
pedition. Dead or not, he couldn’t be
left behind. Without a backward
glance, Strike asked which apartment
Kranz had been in. Then he yelled a
fierce battle-cry.

“Come on, gang. Let’s go!”

In a single mighty bound, he leaped .
clear over the encircling Gora and
dashed for the indicated building, He
vanished inside. After momentary hesi-
tation, four of the crew jumped after
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him. The structure trembled with the
fury of the battle within, Then Strike
reappeared with the bleeding, semi-
conscious Kranz over one shoulder,
~ The additional weight made it im-
ossible for Strike to return by jump-
- ing over the enemy. But he peeled
back his lips in a fighting snarl and
rushed with reckless fury, his two guns
~ spitting deadly heat beams. For a
minute the Gora seemed on the verge
of overwhelming him. But just before
. they succeeded, they broke in confused
panic before the advance of that ter-
_ rible engine of destruction. They fled,
hissing and squealing.
Strike and the others rejoined Gerry.

. Kranz still dangled over his shoulder.

“Now’s our chance,” panted Strike,
between draughts from his oxygen bot-
tle. “Make our run for it while they're
disorganized. Ready? What's the mat-
ter with you?”

Gerry stood staring at Strike with
her lips parted, her eyes shining. She
was experiencing that strange emotion
—a compound of awe, fright and ad-
- miration—that every woman knows
- when she sees the man she loves in
two-fisted action.

“Anything wrong?” demanded
Strike.

“No, Tommy,” she replied obedi-
ently.

*Then get going.”

“Yes, Tommy.”

Gerry led the way ,out of the city.
They ran laxly, with the gliding,
ground-hugging stride that saves en-
ergy and covers space on low-gravity
S worlds. They crossed the plain and
were well into the hills, within sight

of the small party waiting there, before
‘the Gora took up the chase. Without
pause, Gerry’s group kept right on go-
ing. It was their first and only duty
to get the flux back to the Ark.
Twenty minutes of steady jogging
brought them three miles of the way.
Exhausted, they called a brief halt.
Flinging themselves down on the
ground, they sucked at their oxygen
bottles avidly. But the bottles had
been drawn upon heavily during the
mad flight across Titan. Now they
were nearly empty. Everyone made
the discovery at once. Promptly they
closed the valves, conscicusly forcing

themselves to modulate their heavy
breathing. It was not too successful.
A dozen ordinary  breaths left their
lungs starving for oxygen.

Strike rose slowly,

“No time for vest, I guess.
for not caching a supply of bottles on
the trail somewhere. Got to keep mov-
ing as long as possible. Save as much
oxygenas you can for a final dash.”

EY were still one-fourth of the

way from the ship when the em-
battled rear-guard caught up with
themn. Blus-faced from lack of oxygen,

not one of them was without wounds.

They had been trapped in a cul-de-sac
and forced to storm their way out
Without oxygen reserves, and bleeding
from cuts, they were staggering in the
final stages of exhaustion.

~Nor was there any respite at hand.
In the near distance rose a towering
column of dust in the breathless air,
kicked up by hundreds of enraged Gora.
The monsters stampeded along the trail

to avenge the death of their kind and

wipe out the intruders who threatened
to upset their tight litle economy.

As i the danger were not serious
enough, the rear-guard leader injected
another menace into the situation.

“Our heat ray guns, Miss Carlyle,”
he gasped. “They're running low. The
beams are weak. Have any spares?”

A quick check-up showed that no
one had any spares, and the guns of the
main party were also found to be nearly
exhausted., Strike shifted the burden
of Kranz from one shoulder to the
other,

“Well, Gerry, what do you do in that
orange orchard of yours when the ants
get as bad as this?” he asked.

“We put a patented device around _
the trunks of the trees, impregnated

with something the ants can’t cross
over,” Gerry said thoughtfully. “Sort
of they-shall-not-pass strategy.”

She paused, trembling on the verge
of an idea, They were approaching a
narrow defile between steep cliffs. On

the farther side of this would be the

open plain leading to the Ark. If they
could somehow block that defile—
“Of course?” yelped Strike. “We'll
give "em a super-colossal hotfoott”
Everyone stared at him as if he had

My’ fault
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gone insane. But he herded the party ‘

quickly down the canyon, stopping just
beyond the narrowest part.

With the remaining energy in our
guns, we couldn’t begin to annihilate
the Gora,” he panted. “But we can lay
down an ;mpamabie barrier., Look!”

He aimed a continuous blast at the
rocky canyon bottom. The lavalike stuff
smoked faintly, began to glow, Finally
it bubbled and heaved like a mud gey-
ser as it became molten. The effort
completely emptied Strike’s weapon.
He cast it aside/ But the others had
caught on. Recklessly they poured
their heat rays along the rough rock
floor, from one side of the passage to
the other. They made a complete band
about fve feet wide, extending from
cliff to cliff, of seething lava. When
their guns were useless, the party with-
drew to a safe distance to watch.

The vanguard of the Gora raced into
sight, pouring down the narrowing V-
shaped gap toward the bubbling ribbon
of doom, When they were almost upon
the boiling magma, the leaders skidded
to a halt, hissing shrilly, But those be-
hind were unable to see any reason for
stopping. They piled into the leaders

with irresistible momentum. Al of

them sank waist-deep in the molten
rock. Squealing hideously, they writhed
in brief torture.

‘A cloud of steam quickly rose, merci-

fully hiding the slaghter. Louder and

shriller came the shrieks of the dying
(rora as hundreds, blinded by the steam
and their own insensate fury, rushed
headlong toan awful death.

TRIKE, first to find his wvoice,
yélled above the noise.

“Better move on, gang. That stufi’ll
cool and some of "em will get through.”

Tearing themselves from the horrid-
Iy fascinating scene, the hunters walked
slowly away. They reached the Ark
without further incident.

Their first action was to fing them-
selves down in the recreation room, seal
themselves in tight, and literally bathe
in blessed oxygen, Even Kranz, serioys-
ly though not fatally wounded, craved
to saturate himself with onygen even
before going to the infirmary. Breath-
ing easily was the most important im-
mediate reward of their victory.

For two Titanian days and nights,
mm’tmg ghifts of eager workers kept
the shriek of ml%dmg and the clangor of
hammers going almost without ceasing.
At decreasing intervals, marauding
bands of Gora came snooping around.
But a blast of the proton cannon guick-
Iy discouraged their taste for this sort
of entertainment. The last few hours’
of lahor were without interruption of
any kind. u

Finally the centrifuge was repaired
and new plates had been installed to
make the engine rooms air-tight once
more. As Gerry &ep&w& to depart, she
felt a curious mixture of relief and re-
luctance.

She had no fear that the Titanians
would suffer because of human inter-

Aference. The Gora were, indeed, too de- . .

pendent upon the Titanians to avenge

themselves upon their hosts. But there k

was so much to be learned, so many
mysteries unsolved, so great a story yet
untold! She wished they could remain
and solve the mysteries. Perhaps they
could even assist the likable Titanians
to break loose from the invisible chains
which bound them to their parasitic
masters,

Instead, though, they had to leave at
once, There was the matter of Kurtt,
and Von Zorn, and their livelihood was
in the balance, VYes, there was a score
to be settled here, and the sooner the
better, Maybe they could return some
time. But now—

Ports clanged shut. The rotors be-
gan to whine in rising crescendo to a
thin whistle that passed beyond the
range of human ears. The Ark trem-
bled, then rose in a breath-taking
swoop, There were some doubtful mo-
ments among the engineers as they ap- .
prehensively watched the results of
their welding, But no signs of strain
developed. The patched cem:rifuge
seemed as good as new.

“Full speed ahead!” came Gerry’s
command,

The Ark began to accelerate rapidly.
Titan fell away, dropping to the size
of a baseball, a marble, a pinpoint of
light that was ultimately obscured. Sa-
turn itself began to shrink, as if being
squeezed by the encircling rings. The
Ark began to approach a speed of thou-
sands of miles per minute, :
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o Sl ﬁm mlmﬂess acx:elemtien con-
" tinyed. There was no fuel supply to
worry about, Gerry could call upon the
almagt infinite power of centrifugal
force to drive them faster and ever
faster through the vacuum of inter-
planetary space.

Gerry had no intention of coasting. '

~Mechanical breakdown under the terri-

- fic drive was the only hazard. Carefully

calculating the staying powers of her
- centrifuges under continual stress, she
decided the risk was not too great, con-
sidering the prize at stake. So the
speed was built up beyond anything
‘ever achieved by m&max‘y rocket ships
dependent upon atomic fuel. Jupiter
loomed on the starboard, with its Hock
of scattered - satellites, then quickly
dropped behind, ,

CHAPTER XI
The Price of Victory

AYS passed into weeks as the Ark
continued her furious rush
through space. The asteroid belt pre-
wexateg its hazardous barrier. But Gerry,
disdaining to go cautiously above or
below, plowed straight through.

It was a hectic stretch, with alarm
bells ringing and the ship’s lights dim-
ming constantly as the repelling screen

took the juice. But the Ark negotiated
this cosmic blast and fled onward.

Finally the yellow-green speck that
was Earth grew larger, eastly visible
as a disk to the naked eye. Worry be-
gan to seep through the crew as they
neared the end of the journey. Despite
their tremendons dash, they still had
not seen any sign of Professor Erasmus
Kurtt,
~ Had he already returned in triumph?

1f so, the belated appearance of the Ark,
laggard and empty, would result in
humiliation beyond endurance. Gerry’s
hot-headedly taunting speech had
burned all her bridges. She would be
the laughing-stock of the System. Strike
finally voiced his doubt.

. “Seems to me, Gerry, we should've

caught up to Kurtt by now. Maybe he's
already home. Or maybe he cracked up
somewhere, Maybe we ought to've

pzcked up another ﬁ&rmaphos on Sa-

turn before leaving, Maybe—"
“Maybe you think Kurtt will win thig

race. { admit he must have pushed

along pretty fast to have kept ahead of -

us this far. You can take my word for
it, Tommy. We'll find him utterly help-
Iess probably revolving around the
Moon as a satellite.”

Strike gaped stupidly at this calm
statement of authority. But his aston-
ishment was nothing compared with

‘the emotions he felt when they came

within telescope range of the Moon.
They began decelerating with body-
wracking speed. They had seen Profes-

gor Kurtt’s space ship! Its glassed-in

section was unmistakable. The ship
was spinning futilely about the Moon
in a eccentric orbit, elongated by the
strong pull of Earth.

Strike turned toward his fiancée, de-
manding fiercely:

“All right, all right! Never mind the
laughs. Explain this, will you? How
did you know? What's happened to
Kurte?”

Gerry controlled her delight long
wnon§h to elucidate.

“It’s so simple, Tommy. It all hinges
on one of the first principles of our craft
—gtudy your specimens. Kurtt didn’t.
He let us do all the work, then simply
helped himself to a monster he knew
nothing about.
know was that the dermaphos needs
uranium for its metabolism. He stored
away a haphazard mess of vegetation
for it to feed on, as we could see when
he stole our dermaphos. But only a
srmall percentage was that cabbage-
shaped thing with the uranium salts de-
posgits,

“Then he put our dermaphos in the

glass showcase of his, where it was ex-
posed to the full sunlight for many
days. What happened? Well, the meta-
bolism of the creature, accustomed to a
minimurmn of sunshine, was stepped up
tremendously. He became ravenous. He
ate up all the vegetation and probably
all the other Saturnian specimens in the
hold. But a dermaphos can’t utilize this

food without the catalytic assistance of

uranium salts:

“He sensed the presence, probably by
its radiation, of the Uranium Two-
thirty-five in the nearby fuel hoppers,

One thing he didn’t
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I know the construction af the type of
ship Kurtt uses. Between the hold and
the fuel hoppers, there’s only a light
door. The dermaphos, growing more
active under stiraulus of the sunshine,
can easily smash it. It doesn’t take
much Two-thirty.-five to operate 2a
rocket ship, so the dermaphos finighed
it off in a few mouthiuls, ;
© "Kuret is left with just the fuel re-
maining in the firing chambers and
feeder tubes, not enough to decelerate
for a landing on Earth., The best he can
possibly do is fall into a braking orbit
around the Moon, ultimately swinging
around it as a satellite.”
& TRIKE stared at Gerry in exagpera-
tion, resenting her omniscience,
Yet she was apparently corvect. If so,
it was certainly a huge joke. He began
to chuckle. “Bo that’s why vou laughed
when he took our dermaphos! Well, 1
hope you're right, smartie.”

There was excitement when the drk
finally drifted past the Moon toward
Kurtt’s helpless ship. Several private
yvachts and little gputtering spaceabouts
were circling around like crows after a
hawk. The space taxis traveling from
Hollywood on the Moon te the big
bloated gambling ships detoured so

their passengers could get a lock at the .

phenomenon.

They all scattered wildly as the
mighty Ark eased into position beside
Kurtt’s rocket.

“Kurtt will be having conniptions
about now,” Gerry said, “He can’t win
the race unless he returns under his
own power, and he can’t,do that unless
he has someone bring him entra fuel.
That, of course, would be contrary to

~the terms of the contest.”

Deftly she maneuvered alongside the
glassed-in hold, It was empty of life,
animal or vegetable, She had been right
about the appetite of the dermaphos.
Presently Professor Kurtt himself ap-
peared at one of the forward portholes,
He stared at the Ark like a murderer
who looks upon the ghost of his victim,
Stark terror bulged hig eveballs. Gerry
motioned vigorously for him to go to
the ravaged hold and arrange for the
crew of the Ark to make contact there,

Kurtt refused in pantomime. Gerry
casually pushed the button which auto-

matically slid the proton cannon from
the concealed ports. In full view, they
pointed directly at the hull of Kurtt's
ship. Kurtt grudgingly obeyed. He ap-
peared in a pressure suit and assisted
his men in joining the two ships by the
contact tube,  Gerry led her crew into
Eurtt’s ship, Fully dressed in pressure
suits, they entirely ignored the ugly
looks and mutterings from Kurtt’s men.
She found her dermaphos in the fuel
compartment,

Promptly she gaﬁuhembaﬂ it into a
coma, strapped the gravity plates
around it, and transferred it to the Ark.
The pressure there had once again been
built up to resemble Szxtwmm condi-
tions.

Then she peremptorily wdere& Pro-
fessor Erasmus Eurtt to come at once
to the control room of the Ark. Kurit
came reluctantly, shucking off his
pressure suit at Gerry’s command, The
girl and Strike stood staring at him
balefully in silence. Kurtt grew visibly
more nervous by the moment.

“You're taller than I am,” Tommy
said at last. “Almost as heavy. It'll be
a fairly even match.”

Kurtt gulped and whined a feeble
protest, Gerry cut him short,

“Just a question or two, Professor.
Youhave any objections to our reclaim-
ing our derm&phw? Laws of salvage,
vou know.”

Her wvoice was bitter-sweet, but
Kurtt shook his head in mute fright.

“Do these jackals”she waved at the
bunch of curiosity-seekers hovering
about—"know. anything what hap-
pened? Could they have seen the der-
maphos? Have you communicated with
anyone since you ran out of fuel?”

“N-no. No one knows anything. I
was t-trying to f-figure out a way to get
t-to Earth.” , ,

The girl smiled in complacent satis-
faction.

“That fortunate circumstance may
save you a lot of grief. -“We might not
even have to air this matter in a court
of law. And now, Tommy? I think the
rest of thig case is in your department.”

OMMY escorted Kurtt into an-

other room and closed the door. -

Faintly his words came thmugh the
door.
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“You wmm wrwkec‘i our ain@
in mid &tcie the fruits of our
labor, and calmly left us to die. Don’t
get the idea that we d&n’t like you,
Kurtt: We just think you're a louse.
This'll hurt you more than it hurts
' m@—m”

There was the sound of a hard fist
striking bone. Then there was tumult,
Gerry cocked an ear critically and
turned to the visiphone to put in a call
to Hollywood on the Moon, Von Zorn
was not there, but the call was trans-
ferred to the California offices. Present-
ly the simian features of the great Von
‘Zorn—the little Napoleon of the film in-
dustry—glowered from the telescreen.

“So it’s you!” he snapped, staring at
her under lowered brows. “From the
reports | been getting of suich excite-
ment at the Moon, I should've guessed
as much.”

“Don’t you want to know what hap-
pened?” asked Gerry with wsg&acwm
sweetness,

“All right. 3o what goes on? Wherﬂ s
that dog, Kurtt?”

Carefully sparing no single detail,
- Gerry told the story of Kurtt’s dastard-
ly trick. Throughout the recital, Von
Zorn's face turned crimson, then pasty
~ . white; then a peculiar shade of puce.

“Loxd ” he groaned, fu&ly realizing
‘what it might mean to him if the
murderous behavior of his candidate
became known to the public. “I—I—
So help me, I didn’t authorize him to do
any such thing as that. With me, it
was supposed to be just a race, on the
square. Honest!”

Gerry sadistically enjoyed the spec-
" tacle of Von Zorn squirming and per-

spiring. Then she said regretiully:
¢ *Yes, I know it was just Kurtt's
idea”"

The relief on the man’s face was
comical,

“Well, then,” he barked, “I give up
Kurtt, Qf him I wash my ‘hands. Ab-
solutely—

“Ah, ah. Not so fast. I know wyou
don't gxiay dirty, but éws the world
know it?"”

Von Zorn's complexion was in a con-
stant state of Hux, Now it became paia
again,

“But—but you wouldn’t break that
story when it would ruin me unjustly!

Come, now.
that. You're too much of a lady!
*1 am not, And only one thing will
prevent ‘me from telling the whole
story. I'll 1&% ymi have an armistice on
my terms.” ‘

“Whymwhy that’&* blackmail

“It is, isn’t it?” she agreed pleasantly.
“Are you going to pay?” :

“Okay,” Von Zorn groaned. “So
what’s the price?”

“A huge banquet in my honor tomor-
row night. Tommy, the crew and I are
to be guests of honor, You will be the -
host.”

Von Zorn buried his face in his hands
at the thought of this humiliation.

“There must be Aowers, motion fﬂcm
ture celebrities, and newscasters,”
Gerry continued remorselessly. *“The
speech of the evening will be made by
you, eating humble-pte. You will stress
the fact that not only have I brought
home the dermaphos, but also your
entry in the competition. I am bring-
ing back Erasmus Kurtt—

She turned as the door opened and
Tommy Strike entered. He was slight-
ly bruised. Behind him he dragged a
shapeless bundle, which he laid at
Gerry’s feet with the proud expression
of a cat bringing something for its
young. She examined the repulsive
thing briefly.

“Yes.” Gerry turned back to the teien
screen, “We're bringing Kurtt back
alive.”

Von Zorn moaned in protest.

“I can’t do it. It ain’t human, It's |
cruel”

Gerry was adamant,

“Yes or no? After all, I'm
you down plenty- easy.”

Von Zorn braced himseld visibly,

“Al right. This once maybe I can
do it., But if it kills me from shame, ’d
hate to live with your conscience.”

ERRY CARLYLE and Von Zorn

traded long, silent looks owver

thousands of miles of space, via the
visiphone. Slowly Gerry smiled.

“You're a pretty good loser, at that,”
she said,

Von Zom grimaced, remembering
what Gerry could have done to him if
she had been at all vindictive,

- “And you're not such a bad winner,

I know vou better than

B,

fetting
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But this is only ene round. T ain’t lost
yet. Next tirne, maybe, huh?”
_ Gerry smiled with scornful superior-
ity.
“Just keep on swinging, little man,
Some day you'll learn you're fighting
out of your class. Well, see you to-
morrow night.” She snapped the screen
to darkness and turned to Strike. “And
that is that.”

“Wot quite,” contradicted Strike.

“Have you forgotten the proper fade-
out to every melodrama, after the forces
of evil have been defeated and the vil-
lain properly thrashed?”

Gerry smiled tantalizingly, Tommy
shoved the battered Kurtt aside with
one feot and seized his fancée. Theve
was g struggle, but it was quite brief
It ended in a well known gesture of
mutual affection between the male and
the female of the human species. ‘
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" The Old Professor From the Crimson Planet Feared Earfhs
Savagery-Until Humanity Taught Him a Profound Secret!

HE afternoon
Rocket Express
train from Chi-
cago ~came into the
gtation, and I stepped
off. It was a warm
gpring day. The little

= diana, sprawled lazily
under the golden sun-
shine, I trudged
akmg qmet tme-s,hmied streets toward
Caslon Preparatory School for Boys.

Before I had gone far, I was discov-
ered by the children playing here and
there, With the dogs, they formed a
shrill, raucous procession behind me.
Some of the dogs growled, as they
might at a wild animal. Housewives
looked from their windows and gasped.

$o the rumors they had beard were
true, The new teacher at Caslon was
a Martian!

I suppose [ am grotesquely alien to
human eyes, extremely tall and incredi-
bly thin, In fact, I am seven feet tall,
with what have often been described as
broomstick arms and spindly legs. On
an otherwise scrawny body, only the
Martian chest is filled out, in compari-
son with Harth people. I was dressed
in a cotton kirmona that dangled from
my nagrow shoulders to my bony
ankles, Chinese style, I understand.

Thus far I am pseudo-human.  For
the rest, a Martisn is alien, from the
Earth viewpoint, Two long tehtacles
from the back of my shoulders hang to
my knees, appendages that have not
vanished in Martian evolution like the
human tail. The top of my skull is
bulging and hairless, except for a fringe

town of Elkhart, In.
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of silver-white fur above large conch-
shaped ears. Two wide-set owlish eves,
a generous nose and a tiny mouth com-
plete my features. All my skin is
leathery and tanned a deep mahogany
by the Sun of our cloudless Martian
glies,

Timidly 1 stopped before the gates
of Caslon Prep and locked within the
grounds. The spectacles on my large
nose -were cup-shaped and of tinted
glass that cut down the unnatural glare
of the brighter, hotter Sun. I felt my
shoulders drooping wearily from the
tug of more than twice the gravity to
which I was conditioned.

Lauckily, however, I had brought leg-
braces. Concealed by my long robe,
they were ingenious devices of light
metal, bracing the legs against strain.
They had been expensive—no less than
forty dhupecs—but they were worth
even that much,

Gripping my cane and duffle-bag, I
prepared to step into the sanctuary of
the school grounds. It looked so green
and inviting in there, ke a canalside
park. It would be a relief to escape from
those Earth children. They had taken to
tossing pebbles at me, and some of the
canines had snapped at my heels. Of
course I didn’t blarme them, nor must
I resent the unwelcome stares I had felt
all around me, from adult Earthlings.
After all, T was an alien.

STEPPED forward, between the
gates. At least heve, in the school
that had hired me to teach, I would be
accepted in a more friendly fashion. . ..
Sassl
The hiss of a thousand snakes filled



the air. I reacted violently, dropping
my bag and clamping my two hands
around my upraised cane, For a mo-
ment I was back on Mars, surrounded
by a nest of killer-snakes from the vast
deserts, I must beat them off with my
cane!l ,

But wait. This was Earth, where
snakes were a minor class of creature,
and mainly harmless. I relaxed, then,
panting. The hormb&e, icy fear drained
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Eragers came flylng toward me and | wag
helpless to ward them off

away. Perhaps you human beings can
never quite know the paralyzing dread
we have of snakes,

Then I heard a new sound, one that
cheered me somewhat,

A group of about fifty laughing boys
trooped into view, from where they
had been hidden behind the stone wall
circling Caslon’s campus. They had
made the hissing sound, as a boyish
prank, How foolish of me to let go of
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Jmy nerwves, 1 thmugh@ wryiy

I smiled at the group in greeting, for
these weve the boys I would teach.

“i am Professor Mun Zeerohs, your
new teacher,” I introduced myself in

what, compared with the hurnan tone,

is a reedy voice. “The Sun shine upon
you. Or, in your Earthly greeting, I
_ am happy to meet you.'

Grins answered me. And then mur-
murs arcse.

“It talks, fellows.”

“Up from the canals!”

“Is that thing alive?”

One of the boys stepped forward. He

- was about sixteen, with blue eyes that
were mocking, ~

“Tm Tom Biamm senior cimsman
"Tell me, sir, is it true that Mars is in-
‘habited 7

It was rather a cruel reception,
though merely another prank. I waved
my two tentacles in distress for a mo-~
ment, hardly knowing what to do or
say next,

“Boys! Gentlemen!”

A grown man with gray hair came
hurrying up from one of the buildings.
The boys parted to let him through.
He'extended a hand to me, introducing
himself,

“Robert Graham, Dean of Caslon.
Ym”r@ P’mf&a&m’ Mun Zeerohs, of
course.” He turned, facing the group
reprovingly. “This is your new instruc-
tor, gentlemen. He will teach inter-
p}ammry history and the Martian lan-
guage.”

A groan went up. I knew why, of
course. The Martian tongue has two
case endings to every one in Latin.

“Now, gentlemen, this is for your
own good,” Dean Graham continued
sternly. “Remember your'manners, I'm
sure vou'll like our new professor-—

“I'm sure we won't!” It was Tom
Blaine again. Behind him, an air of
hostility replaced the less worrisome
mockery. “We've never had a Martian
teacher before, and we don't want one!”

“Don’t want one?”’ The dean was
more aghast thah 1.

“My father says Martians are
cowards,” - Tom Blaine continued
loudly. “He ought to know. He'’s in
the Space Patrol. He says that in the
War, the Martians captured Earthmen
and cut them to pleces slowly. First
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their hands, then—"

“Nonsénse!” Dean Graham &mp;wd
“Besides, the War is over., Martians
are in the Space Patrol, too. Now no
more argument. Go to your dormitory.
Professor Zeerohs will begin conduct-
ing class tomorrow morning. Oscar,
take tbw: professor’s bag to his quarn
ters.”

SCAR, the school’s menial robot,
obediently stalked forward and
picked up the bag. Somehow, I felt
almost a warm tide of friendship for
the robot. In his mechanical, rudimen-
tary reflex mind, it was all the same to
him—Martian or Earthman. He made
no discrimination against me, as these
human boys did.

As Oscar tumed, Tom Blaine stood
as though to block the way. Having
his orders, the robot brushed past him.
A metal elbow accidentally jabbed the
boy in the ribs. Deciding against grab-
bing the bag away from steel fingers,
Tom Blaine picked up a stone and flung
it clanging against the robot’s metal
body. Another dent was added to the
many I could see over Oscar’s shiny
form.

The rebellion was over—for the time
being.

I realized that the boys were still
hostile as I followed: the dean to his
rooms. My shoulders seemed to droop
a little more,

“Don’t mind them,” the dean was
saying apologetically, “They’re usually
outspoken at that age. They've never
had a Martian feacher before, you see.”

“Why have you engaged one for the
first time?” I asked,

Graham answered half patronizingly,
half respectfuily.

“Wany other schools have tried Mar-
tian teachers, and found them highly
satisfactory.” He didn't think it neces-
sary to add, “And cheaper.”

I sighed. Times had been hard on
Mars Iately, with so many dust storms
raging up and down the canal regions,
withering the crops. This post on
Earth, though at a meager salary, was
better than utter poverty. I was old -
and could lve cheaply. Quite a few
Martians had been drifting to Earth,
gince the War, By nature, we are dogile,
industrious, intelligent, and make de- .
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pendable teachers, engineers, chemists,
artists,

W’i‘hay always haze the new teach-
ers,” Dean Grabam said, smiling un-
easily. “Your first class is at nine
o’clock tomorrow morning. Interplan-
etary History.”

Freshened after a night’s sleep, I en-
tered the class room with enthusiasm
. for my new job. A hundred cold, un-
friendly ‘eyes watched me with terﬁfy—
ing intensity.

“Good morning,”
warmly as I could.
+ “Good morning, Professor Zero!” a
chorus bellowed back, startling me.

8o the hazing campaign was still on.
No, I wouldn't correct them. After all,
even the Martian children T had taught
had invariably tagged me with that
name, ‘

I glanced around the room, approv-
ing its high windows and controlled
sunlight. My eyes came to rest on the
blackboard behind me. A chalk draw-

I greated as

ing occupied its space, It depicted, with
some skill, a Martian crouching behind

an HEarthman, Both were members of
the Space Patrol and apparently were
battling some space desperado. It was
young Tom Blaine’s work, no doubt.
His father claimed all Martians to be
cowards and weaklings.

Y leathery face showed little of

my feelings as I erased the hu-
miliating sketch. Ignoring the snickers
behind me, I grasped two pieces of
challe in both tentacles, writing with
one and listing dates with the other,

1945—Digcovery of anti-grav force, on Earth
1955—First space flight

1978—FKarthmen claim all planets
1992—Pionecer-wave to Mars
2011-Rebellion and war

2016—Mars wing freedom
2040—Earth-Mars relations friendly today

“Interplanetary History,” I began my
lecture, “centers about these dates and
events, Not till Nineteen fifty-five were
Earth people assured that intelligent
beings had built the mysterious canals
of Mars., Nor were we Martians posi-
tive till then that the so-called Winking
Lights of your cities at night denoted
the handiwork of thinking creatures.

The exploring Earthmen of the last
century found only the Martians equal
to them in intelligence. Earth has its
great cities, and Mars has its great
canal-gystem, built ten thousand Mar-
tian years ago. Civilization began on
Mars fifty centuries previous to that,
before the first glimmering of it on
Barth"

“See, fellows?” Tom Blaine inter-
rupted loudly. "I told you dll they like
to do is rub that in.” He became mock-
ingly polite, “Please, sir, may I ask
why you brilliant Martians had to wait -
for Earthmen to open up space travel?”

I was shocked, but managed to an-
swer patiently.

“We ran out of metal deposits for
building, keeping our canals in repair.
Our history has been a constant strug-
gle against the danger of extinction. In
fact, when Earth pioneers migrated in
Nineteen ninety-two, it was just in time
to patch up the canals and stave off a
tremendous famine for Mars,”

“And that was the appreciation Earth
got,” the boy charged bitterly. “Rebel-
lion”

“You forget that the Earth pioneers
on Mars etarted the rebellion against
tmatmn and fought side by side with
U’

“They were traitors,”
bluntly.

I hurdled the point, and continued
the lecture.

“Mars won its mdepen&enw after a
nine-year struggle-

Again I was interrupted.

“Not won., Earth granted indepen-
dence, though it could have won
easily.”

“At any rate,” I resumed quietly,
“Earth and Mars today, in Twenty-
forty, are amxcabie, and have forgotten
that episocde.”

“We haven’t fﬁrgbﬁen!’* Tom Blaine
cried angrily. “Every true Earthman
despises Martians,”

He sat down amidst a murmur of
defiant approval from the others, I
knew my tentacles hung limply, How
aggressive and intolerant Earth people
were! It accounted for their domination
of the Solar System. A vigorous, push-
ing race, they sneered at the Martian
ideals of peaceful culture, Their

he stated
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pirates, legal and mhwmimg ﬁﬁﬁ

o mg aWwaysiar loot.

meﬁ% Tom Blaine was represen-

tative of the race. He was deter-
mined to make things so miserable here
for me that I would quit. He was the
leader of the upper-class boys. Strange,
that Earthpeople always follow one
who is not wise, but merely compelling.
‘There would have to be a test of au-
thority, I told myself with a s,mkmg
heart.

“I am the teacher,” I reminded him.
- “You are the pupil, Mr. Blaine.”

“Oh, yes, sir,” he retorted in false
humility. “But you’d better teach his-
tory right, Professor Nothing, or not
at all!”

I hastily switched to the Martian
language.

“The Martian language as is well
known, is today the official language of
science and trade,” I went on guard-
edly. “Through long usage, the tongue
has become perfected. Official Earth
English is comparatively cumbersome.
For instance, the series of words mean-
ing exaggerated size- big, large, great,
huge, enormous, mighty, cyclopean,
gargantuan. Is ‘big’ more than ‘large’,
or less? You cannot tell. In Martian,
. there ds one root, with a definite pro-
gression of size suffives.”

I wrote on the blackboard,

bol, bola, boli, bole, bolu—bolas, bmmﬁ

b&ias, bei%wbaimay boligi, boloso, bolusu

“ Mam:em is a scientific lmgw&ge, you
see.”

“Bragging again,” sneered a voice.

An eraser sailed toward me just as
I turned from the board. It struck full
inmy face in a cloud of chalk-dust. As
if at a signal, a barrage of eragers flew
- at me. They had been sneaked previ-
ously from the boards arcund the clasg-
room. [ stood helplessly, desperately
warding off the missile with my ten-
tacles. The boys were yvelling and hoot-
ing, excited by the sport.

The pandemonium abruptly stopped
as Oscar stumped into the room. His
mechanical eyes took in the scene with-
out emotion. One belated sraser flew
toward him. His steel arm reflexively

raised, caught it, then hurled it back
with stunning force. To a robot, any-
thing that came toward it must be re-
turned, unless otherwise commanded.
Tom Blaine yelped as the eraser
bounced off his forehead.

“Dean Graham,” said Oscar like a
phenograph, “wants to know if every-
thing is going along smoothly.”

I could see the boys hold their
breaths. Oscar went the rounds daily,
asking that routine question in all the
classes. If this disturbance were re-
ported, the boys would lose an after-
noon of fresdom.

“Everything is well,” I murmured,

though for a moment I was sadly
tempted to take revenge. “You may go,
Oscar.”
- With a click of internal relays, the
robot left impassively, He had seen
or heard nothing, without being other-
wige commanded.

“Afraid to report it, eh?” Tom Blaine
jeered. “I told you Martians are yel-
low”

It was more than gravity now that
made my shoulders sag. I dreaded the
days that must follow.

VEN outside the classroom, 1 was
hounded., I can use only that
word., Tom Blaine thought of the dia-
bolical trick of deliberately spilling a
glass of water before my eves.

“Don’t = don’t!?” I instinctively
groaned, clutching at the glass,

“What's the matter, Professor?”’ he
asked blandly, “This is nothing but
water.”

“It’s sacrilege—" ‘

I stopped there. They wouldn’t un.
derstand. How horrible to see water
spill to the ground in utter waste! For
tenn thousand vyears, on Mars, that
precious. fluid has been the object of
our greatest ingenuity. It hurt to see
it wantonly fung away, as they might
flinch if blood were shed uselessly be-
fore them,

As I stumbled away from their
laughter, [ heard Tom Blaine confide
to his cohorts:

“I got the idea last night, looking in
his room. He was playing with a2 bowl
of water. Running it through his fin-
gers, like a miser. I've got another idea,
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fellows.  Follow me to the kitchen.”

I wasn't aware till half through the
solitary evening meal in my rooms that
the food tasted odd. It was salty! The
boys had stolen into the kitchen and
salted my special saltless foods. My
stomach revolted against the alien con-

dirnent. Mars® seas, from which our life

originated long ago, held no sodium
chloride, only magnesiom chloride,
-with which all Martian food is “salted.”

I went to bed, groaning with a severe
headache and upset stomach ifrom an
outraged metabolism. Worse, it rained
that night. I tried to shut my ears to
that pattering sound. Millions of gal-
lons of water were going to waste,
while millions of Martians on my home
world, were painfully hoarding water
“for their thirsty ¢rops.

The pains eased before morning,
What terment would Tom Blaine and
his relentless pack think of next? The
answer came when I found my spec-
tacles missing. My .eyes were almost
blinded that day, more from glare than
senile failing of vision. They watered
and blinked in light that was fifty per
cent stronger than on more remote
Mars.

“Lower the blinds, Oamr, T ordered
the robot when he appem'e& as usual.

“But, Professor,” Tom Blaine pro-
tested, jumping up as though waiting
for the moment, “think of our eyes. W%
can’t read our lessons in the dark.

“Never mind, Oscar,” I said wearily.

" The robot stood for a moment, relays

" clashing at the reversed orders. When
he finally left, he seemed to shrug at the
strange doings of his masters, Earth-
men and Martians alike.

“Have vyou . any idea where my.

glasses are, Mr. Blaine?” T asked in di-
rect appeal I tried not to sound timid.

“No, of course not,” he retorted virtu-
ously,

1 nodded to myself and reached for
the lower left-hand drawer of my desk,
then changed my mind.

- “Will you all help me look for them?”
1 pleaded.

HEY ransacked the desk with de-
liberate brutality.
“Why, here they are, Professor!”
Tom held them up from the lower

feft-hand drawer in mock trimumph, 1
put them on with trembling hands,

" “How careless of me to leave them
here yesterday.” I smiled: “One must
have a sense of humor about these
things. Now we will decline the verb
krun, to move.)

I went on as though nothing had hap-
pened, but my whole head ached from
hours of straining my eyes agams’e the
cruel glare.

That night, utterly exhausted I went -
to bed only to find my anti-gravity unit
jammed, obviously by human-hands.
One of my few pleasures was the ability
to sink into restful slumber in the low-

gravity field, after suffering the tug of |

Earth gravity at my vitals all day.
Earthmen on Jupiter know how agomza»
ing it becomes.

I passed a sleepless night, pantmg

and aching under what grew to be the

pressure of a mountain. How could I
go on against such heartlessness? Tom
Blaine and his friends were ruthlessly -
determined to drive out their depised
Martian teacher. If I complained to

Dean Graham, it would be an admission

of cowardice. I didn’t want to betray
my race, But I was miserably aware
that I had not a single friend in the
academy.

Oscar appeared in the morning, with
‘a message from Dean Graham. The

mechanical servant waited patiently to
be told to go. When I swayed a little,
he caught me. His reflexes had been
patterned not to let things fall. :
“Thank you, Oscar.” I found my
hand on the robot’s shiny hard shoul-
der. It was comfortingly firm. “You're
my only friend, Oscar. At least, you're

not my enemy. But what am I saying? ‘

You're only a machine. Ycu may go,
Oscar.”
The message read:

Today and tomorrow . are examination
days. Use the enclosed forms. At three

o'clock today, all classes will be excused to

the Televmon Auditorium,

The examinations were routine. - De-
spite my unrested body and mind, 1
felt an uplift of spirit. My class would
do well. I had managed, even against
hostility, to impart a sound understand-
ing of Interpianetary Hz&tﬂry and the
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il @imast proudly over the
~laboring heads. Suddenly I
@ﬁf%’mw

“Mr. Henderson,” I said gently, “I
wouldn't try that if I were you.”

.The boy flushed, hastily crammed in-

to his pockets the notes he had been
copying from. Then he gaped up in
amazement, Tom Blaine, at the desk
beside him, also looked up startled. The
question was plain in his eyes. How
coutd I know that Henderson was
cheating, when even Tom, sitting next
%o him hadn’t suspeuﬁ&?
“You forget,” I explained hesitantly,
~ “that Martians use telepathy at will.”
© Tom Blaine stared, his mouth hang-
ing open. Then he jumped up.

“Are we going to stand for that?
Spying on us, even in our minds—" He
gasped at a sudden thought. “You
knew all the time about the .glasses.
You didn't expose me” He Hushed,
but in anger rather than embarrass-
ment, “You made a fool of me!” ,
" “One must have a sense of humor
about those things,” I said lamely.

The rest of the examination period
passed in bristling silence, More than
ever,, now, they were hostile to me,
More than ever would they show their
antagonism. How could I ever hope
to win them, if patience was taken for

cowardice, understanding for malice,.

and telepathy for deliberate spying?
Why had I ever left Mars, to coms to
“his alien, heart-breaking world?

T three o’clock, examinations were
over for that day. The class filed
to the Television Auditorium.

A glant screen in the darkened room
displayed a drama on Venus, then
news-flagshes from around the system.
An asteriod, scene of the latest radium

rush, Ganymede, with its talking plant

show, Titan’s periodic meteor shower
from the rings of S8aturn, A cold, dark
scene on Pluto, where a great telescope
was being built for interstellar cbser-
vations, Finally Mars, and a file of
Earthmen and Martians climbing into
a sleck Space Patrol ship. '

“The Patrol ship Greyhound,” in-
form the announcer, “is being dis-
patched -after pirates. Captain Henry

Blaine is determined to blast them, or
not come back.”

“My father,” Tora Blaine said proud-
ly to his classmates,

“My son,” I murmured, leaning for-
ward to watch the last of the Martians
vandsh within,

When the armed ship leaped into
space, the televigion broadcast was
over.

There were no more classes that day.
I dragped across the campus toward the
haven of my rooms, for I needed rest
and quiet.

A shriek tore from my throat the in-
stant [ saw it. A horrible, wriggling
snake lay in my path! It was only a
small, harmless garden snake, my rea-
son told me, But a million years of
instinct yelled danger, death! I stum-
bled and fell, trving to run against
gravity that froze my muscles, I shrank
from the squirming horror as it stopped
and  defiantly darted out its far}md
tongue.

The outside W{)rm burst into my con-
scienceness with a thunderclap ef
laughter. Tom Blaine was holding up
the wriggling snake. Once the first
shock was over, I managed to keep my
nerves in check,

“It’s only a garter mmke,” he mocked.
“Sorry it frightened you.”

But what would they say if a humgry,
clawing tiger suddenly appeared before
them? How would they feel? I left
without a word, painfully compelling
my trembling limbs to move,

I wag beaten. That thought ham-
mered within my skull,

They had broken my spirit. 1 came
to that conclusion after staring up at
a red star that winked soberly and
seemed to nod in pity. There was my
true home: I lonped to go back to its
canals and deserts. Harsh they might
be, but not so harsh as the unfeeling in-
habitants of this incredibly rich planet,

I went to my rooms and started to
pack.

Angry voices swiftly approached my
door, The boys burst in, led by Tom
Blaine,

“Murderert” Tom yelled. “A man
was strangled in town two hours ago,
by a rope—or a tentacle! You looked
murder at us this afternoon. Why did
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you kill him? Just general hate for the
human race?”

How fantastic it sounded, yet they
weren’t ‘mere boys, now. ’I‘hmy were a
blood-lusting mob. All their hate and
misunderstanding for me had come to
a head. I knew it was no use sven to
remonstrate,

“Look, fellows! He was packing up
to sneak away. He's the killer, all right.
Are you going to confess, Professor
Zeerohs, or do we have to make vou
confesg

It was useless to resist their burly
savagery and strong Earth muoscles,
They held me and ripped away the light
metal braces supporting my legs, Then
I was forced outside and prodded along.
They made me walk up and down, back
of the dormitory, in the light of sub-
atomic torches,

T became sheer torture within an

hour, Without the braces, my weak
muscles sagged under my weight.
. Earth’s gravity more than doubled the
normal ‘strain.

“Confess?” Tom snapped ﬁwmly
“Then we'll take you to the police.”

I shook my head, as I had each time
Tom demanded my confession. My
one hopeless comfort was the prayer of
an earthly prophet, who begged the
First Cause to forgive his children, for
they knew not what they did.

For another hour, the terrible march

kept up. I became a single mass of -

aching flesh. My bones seemed to be
cracking and crumbling under the
. weight of the Universe. My mental
anguish was still sharper, for the tide
of hate beat against me like a surf,
Where was Dean Grabam? Then 1
remembered that he had gone to visit
his relatives that evening. There was
neo one to help me, no one to stop these
half-grown men who saw their chance
to get rid of me. Only the winking red
eyve of Mars looked down in compas.
sion for the suffering of a humble son.
“Oscar’s coming ! warned a voice.
Ponderously the robot approached,
the night-light in his forehead shining.
He made the rounds every night, like
a mechanical watchman. As he eyed
the halted procession, his patterned re-
flexes were obviously striving to figure

out what its meanm% could be.

“Boys will go to the dormitory,” his
microphonic voice boomed. “Against
regulations to be out after ten o’'clock.”

“Oscar, you may go,” barked Tom
Blaine,

The robot didn’t budge. His selec-
tors were set to obey only the voices
of teachers and officials.

“Oscar—" I began with a wild cry.

A boy clamped his hand over my
mouth. The last of my strength cozed
from me, and I slumped to the ground.
Though I was not unconscious, I knew
my will would soon be insufficient to
make me resist. The boys looked
fnght:emd ‘

Maybe we've gone too far,”
said nervously.

“He deserves it,” shrilled Tom un-
easily, “He’s a cowardly murderer!”

“Tom!” Pete Miller came running
up, from the direction of the town.
“Just heard the news—the police
caught the killer—a maniac with a
rope.” He recoiled in alarm when he
saw my sprawled form. “What did you
do, fellows? He's innocent, and he
veally isn’t such a bad old gup”

The boys glanced at one another
with guilty eyes. Fervently I blessed
young Miller for that statement.

“Don’t be sentimental,” Tom Blaine
said much too loudly. “Martians are
cowards. My father says so. I'm glad
we did this, anyway. It'll drive him
away for sure. We'd better beat it
now.”

The group melted away, leaving me
on the ground.  Oscar stalked forward
and picked me up. Any fallen person
must be helped up, according to his
patterned mind. But his steel arms felt
softer than Tom Blaine’s heartless
accusation. ,

one

HE class gasped almost in chorus

the next morning, when their Mar-
tian professor entered quietly, as
though nothing had happened the
night before,

“HEraminations will continue,”
nevnced,

It was small wonder that ﬁhmy looked
surprised. First, that I had appeared
at all, weak and spent by the night's
cruel ordeal, Second, that I had mm ,

I an-
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given up and left.. %m&, that T hadn’t
reported the episode to Dean Graham,
The pums&xment would have been
severe,

Only T knﬁw I was back because it

would be cowardly to leave. Mentally
and physically I was sick, but not
beaten. Besides, I had heard young

" Miller insist that I was not such a bad.

 old guy, after all. It was like a well of
- cool water in a hot desert.
Examinations began. Oscar entered,
 handed me a spacegram and clanked
out again. Nervously I opened and
read the message, DMy tentacles
twitched wuncontrollably at the ends,
then curled around the chair arms and

clung desperately. Everything wvan- -

ished before my eyes except the hide-
ous, shocking words of the spacegram.
, world was ended. Mars or Earth
—it made no difference. I could not
go on. But existence must continge. I
could not let this break me. Grimly I
folded the paper and laid it aside.

I looked with misted eyes at their
lowered heads, I needed a friend as
never before, but hostility and hatred
were the only emotions they felt for
me as [ tuned to them one by one. They
hated their teacher, though they knew
him to be wise, Humble, patient, as
Martians are by nature,

And I was beginning to hate them.
They were forcing me to. Savagely I
hoped they wnu}d all fail in their ex-
aminations.

I switched back to young Miller, who
was biting his pencil. Forehead beaded
with sweat, he was having a difficult
time. Thoughts were racing through
his brain.

~ Wanted so much to pass . . . enter
Space Point . . . join the Space Patrol
some day . . . Not enough time to
study . . . jobin spare time after school
~hours . . . help parents ... In what
year did the first explorer step on Nep-
tune’s moon? Why, Nineteen-seventy-
six! Funny how that came all of a sud-
den . . . Now what was the root for
“planet,” in Martian? Why, jad, of
course! It isn’t so hard after all . . .

Wish that old Martian wouldn't stare
at me as if he's reading my mind . | .
How many mioons has Jupiter? Al
ways get it mixed up with Saturn.

1

THRILLING WONDER STORIES

Eighteen, six found by space ships!
Funny, I'm se sure of myself . . .
I'll lick this exam yet . . . Dad’s going
to be proud of me when I'm wearing
that uniform, . . .

I turned my eyes away from Miller's
happy face. A deserving boy, he would
be a credit to the Space Patrol. Others
had their troubles, not just L

- Abruptly there was an interruption.
Oscar came clanking in huriedly.

“Dean Graham wishes all classes to
file out on the campus, fmr a special
event,” he boorned.

The boys whispered in curiosity and
left the classroom at my unsteady
order. The campus was filled with the
entire school faculty and enrollment.
My group of senior classmen was al-
lowed to stand directly in front of the
bandstand. I felt weak and in need of
support, but there was no one to gave ,
it to me. ‘ V

EAN GRAHAM raised a hand.

“A member of the Space Patrol

is here,” he spoke, “having come from

Space Point by rocket-strato for an

important announcement. Major Daw-
son.”

A tall, uniformed man, wearing the
blue of the Space Patrol, stepped for-
ward, acknowledging the assembly’s
unrestrained cheer with a solemn nod.
The Patrol is honored throughout the
System for its gallant service to civili-
zation.,

“Many of you boys,” he said, “hope
to enter Space Point some day, and j join
the Service. This bulletin, received an
hour ago, will do honor to someone
here”

He held up the paper and read aloud.

“Captain Henry Blaine, in command
of Patrol shi g) Greyhound, yesterday
was wounded in the daring rout of
pirates off the Earth-Mars run.”

All eyes turned to Tom Blaine, who
was proud of the ceremony in honor
of his father. The official held up a
radinm-coated medal—the Cross of
Space, for extraordinary service to the
forces of law and order in the SBolar
System. Dean Graham whxsp&red in
his ear. He nodded, stepping down
from the rostrum and advancing,

My gasp of surprise was deeper than
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those of the mhem as he brushed past

Tom Blaine., Stopping before me, he

pinned the glowing medal on my chest.
" Then he grasped my hand.

“I think you’ll be proud to wear that
all your life?” He turned, reading
further from his bulletin. “Captain
Blaine’s life was saved by a youthful
Martian recruit, who leaped in front
of him and took the full blast that
wounded the Earthman, His name
W ‘

I found myself watching Tom Blaine,
He didn’t have to hear the name. He
was staring at the spacegram he had
stolen from my desk, but hadn’t had a
chance to read till now. He had sensed
my momentary agitation over it, and
had hoped perhaps to use it against me.
It read:

WE DEEPLY REGRET TO INFORM
YOU OF THE DEATH OF YOUR BON,
KOL ZEEROHS, IN HEROIC SERVICE
FOR THE SPACE PATROL.

—THE HIGH COMMAND,
SPACE PATROL.

UT now my weakness over-

whelmed me. I was aware only

of someone at my side, supporting me,

as my knees threatened to buckle. It
must have been Oscar.

No—it was a human bemg!

“Every one 'of us here,” Tom Eiame
said, tightening his grip around me, “is
your son now—if that will help a little.
You're staying of course, Professor.
You couldn’t leave now if you tried.”

We smiled at each other, and my
thin hand was nearly crushed in his
young, strong grasp. Yes, the teacher
from Mars would stay,
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Half the city was stricken with a strange new biight that was turning man into a
caricature of himself

The Greatest City iri the World Bows Before a Biclogical Barrage

: CHAPTER 1
Mystery Blight

HERE was a crash in Ward C

and an answering scream. Then
followed a series of violent con-

" cussions, quick shouts, the sound of
people staggeting across the floor, The
in-a hospital gown dashed out, fol-

_ lowed by disheveled orderlies.

The fugitive patient raced down the
corrider, bowling over the amazed desk
nurse in his path. He paused long

~enough to wrench a fire-extinguisher

from the wall, spin about and hurtle it

-

~ as Invisible Doom Cloaks Humanity in a Mantle of Madness!

in the faces of his pursuers. Then,
using his bare fists, he smashed out the
heavy panes of a2 window and dived
through to the ground—and freedom
—a Hoor below,

Phones jangled wildly, call bells
rang, and emergency .lights blinked.
Nurses leaped to their stations and in-
terns poured out of the staff house,
struggling into their jackets, At the
great iron gates that bordered the hos-
pital’s grounds, guards looked about
nervously, wondered what in blazes
was going on. Near Emergency, across
the way from the ambulance garages,
someone shouted once and then, a few




seconds later, again, this time feebly,
The hunting interns veered sharply in
their tracks and caught sight of a tall
slender figure #litting through the
ghrubbery. It was the escaping pa-
tient. ~

An intern dashed out of Admissions,

and plunged into the brush. In another
instant the crowd saw him spin around
‘between the hot<houses a few yards be-
hind the fleeing patient. As they broke
into the clear, he left hig feet in 3 flying
tackle that brought both sliding to a
halt alorig the gritty soil. Then the
others came up and seized the furiously
struggling patient. It needed four pow-

An Amazing Complete
Novelet

By
ALFRED
BESTER

Author of “The Broken Amiom,”

“Voyage to Nowhere,” etc.

s .

erful orderlies to drag him off to Psy-
chiatric, o

The intern brushed himself off,
shook his head once, and limped pain-
fully until he reached the Administra-
tion Offices. He pushed through, kicked
open the inner door and seated himself

with a sigh. The big man in tweeds at
the important-looking desk looked up in
astonishment and threw down his pen.

“Now then, Lewis,” he sald, “what
thew."

“Doctor Cole to you,” grinned the
intern. He squirmed around in the
leather chair and smiled amiably. “Oh

‘worshipful Director, I am bearer of
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evil tidings. ,@n second thought, Mr.
Miller, I think you'd better call me
Hero Cole,”

“What's .on your mind?” Miller
snapped irritably, '“E’m a busy man,
" Cole”

*”‘Mﬂt too busy ft;»x what 1 have to
say.”

ILLER looked up shrewdly at’

M the young intern,

“I know what you're going to say.”

“Bo vou've guessed it already; eh?”
Cole said. “Yep, this makes the fifth
in three days. And now there’s some-
thing else.”

“Something else?” Miller frowned,
- puzzled,

“Something very much else” Cole
dug into his pocket and withdrew a
sheaf of notes. “When five apparently
harmless, patients go violently mad
that's not so awful. But when you look
at these admissions figures”— Cole

tossed the notes across the desk-—"and

find that ninety per cent of the patients
admitted at Queens County Hospital
during the past week were suffering
from malignant tumors and some pecu-

liar cancer types, you begin to smell’

gomething rotten somewhere.”

“It’'s unbelievable,” gasped Miller.
He scanned the notes hurriedly and
then Jooked up at Cole. “Unbeliev-
able.”

“It’s worse,’ answered Cole, his voice
erisp. “I haven't got the reports vet,
but wait until you see those diagnoses.
Cancer! What's wrong with those pa-
tients just vaguely resembles cancer,
I tell you, Chief, we're up against an
epidemic of something that hasn’t yet
heen seen inside the pages of a medical
book I®

“Vou're mad!” shouted the director.
“A new disease? That’s impossible.”

“See for vourself,” answered Cole.
He grabbed Miller's arm, pulled him to
the dpor. “They've all been placed up
. in the South Wing., Come and take a
look.™

The tweo men walked quickly to the
elevator and were whisked up to the
Roentgenology Floor,

Reaching the floor above, they
walked slowly around the great, high-
ceilinged room that was lined with
beds. The sight that met their eyes

was almost incredible. The patients
lay restlessly, in no pain whatever,
The charts showed normal tempera~
ture, normal pulse, normal blood |
counts, and thoroughly normal data for
each. - But nevertheless the patients
were sick, for all had changed from
thoroughly healthy specimens to mis-
shapen, distorted caricatures of human-
ity.,
Some had suddenly sprouted minia-
ture legs on one shoulder or developed
extra fingers in the middie of the palms.
Others were turning Cyclopean, one
great eye bulging cut in the middle of
the forehead, There were patients with
small spheres budding over the entire
body that twme«d them into human mual-
berries,

All were twisted and changed, as
though Nature had suddenly decided
to add extra lumps of clay to the human
race, willy-nilly.

“How long has this been going on?”
whispered Miller, “Why hasn’t there
been word in the papers?”

“Less than a week. These growths
practically expand under your eves. It's
as though human flesh has sud&eniy
taken on independent life of its own.’

Cole lit a cigarette, puffed nervously.

“About tho:“w patients who suddenly
went mad,” he went on. “The first one
died. }umped from the fifth foor, Well,
we had a post mortem.” Cole nodded
at the glint in the other's eye. “You've
guessed again, haven’t you? Ves, it
was tumor of the brain drove him mad.
God! There’s no telling what the in-
fective source is. There’s no telling
who may be hit next—or where, These
growths develop damnably fast. You
or I may have the germ of horror grow-
ing within us this minute . , . to push
out anywhere, even in the brain. And
it’s going to spread fast, too. From
epidemic to endemic and from endemic
to pandemic. Miller, we've got to do
something to stop this before the city
finds out!”

UT the city did find out. Slowly

but inexorably, with the slow

steady march of news that had all the

relentlessness of Beethoven’s Erolca
Symphony.

On Monday the Times ran an - edi-

torial directed against the slipshod
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methods of Queens County Hospital,

where séventeen mad patients had run
riot for three hours, And on one of the
back pages was an obscure item about
a two-headed snake that had been found
in the Central Park Zoo.

Tuesday papers annmumﬁd @ &uﬂdm
onslaught of horrible murders, evident-
Iy the work of 2 new crime band, BEOMEs
what similar to the late Murder, Inc,
ring. The newspapers also reported
the statement of Professor Higgleston
at Columbia University, who alleged he
had seen a swarm of pterodactyls roost-
ing in the eaves of the Museum of Art.

But when Weéﬁes&ay morning came
around and half the city went to work
to find that the other half was myster-

iously absent, matters turned suddenly .

from the casual to the serious. The
telephone company was forced to sus-
pend service when hordes of key tech-
nicians failed to report. The morning
newspapers were not on the stands.
Half the shops were closed, half the
police force off duty, half of all com-
munications silenced: The city was
half-stifled, choking with stagnation.

Citizens returned home almost im-
mediately to get to their radios and
wait for some news that would give
them a clue. At home they found them.
selves surrounded with a monstrous
sickness whose only symptoms were
the horrible distortions of its victims,
distortions that they had laughed at
only a few days before. The radiocs
failed to explain much, Newscasters
told their listeners what they already
knew. Told them that half the city was
stricken with a strange new blight that
was turning man into a caricature of
himself.

In the Queezm County Hospital there

L was no time to wait for bulletins over
the air, Admissions had mmpﬁd 1
high there was no time nor reason to
calculate it in terms of percentage,

The staff worked indiscriminately.
Nurses tock over, orderlies took over,
even probationers were suddenly ele-
vated to R.N.s and pitched in to help
stem the hopeless tide.

Only Doctor Cole stood back just
enough to try for a clear comprehensive
view, Restlessly he roamed the wards
and temporary sick rooms of the hospi-

tal, hummg, mamhmg for some. tell
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tale clue that might give the stricken
city the relief it needed so urgently.

“It dsn't cancer,” he muttered ower
and over, “at least not the cancer we've
known. There’s no sense diagnosing.
But what's the infective agent? Bae-
teria? Protozoa? WVirus? What the
devil could it be?”

FE ran down to Pathology and
B peered in.  Alone in a welter of
tapﬁy-tuwy apparatus sat Dr. Dunn,

“Well?” asked Cole.

Dunn shrugged wearily.

“Nothing,” he said, “nothing at all
I've sectioned and used every stain
known to the business. I've been work-
ing for hours.” He blinked bloodshot
eves, “And there's nothing. P'm afraid I
can’t hold out much longer. Maybe it's
got me, What's the first symptom?”

“That’s the hell of it,” answered Cole.
“There just isn’t any sympmm*”

He patted Dunn on the shoulder and
wandered out. Well, he hadn’t ex-
pected quick results, anyway. Best -
thing would be to look for possible
modes of infection. What could hit an
entire city so fast? Water supply?

He ran down to the staff house and
changed to his street clothes. His car
almost out of gas, he stopped off at a
station. When no one answered his
persistent honking, he was forced to
help himself from the tank. Then he
turned north and drove swiftly toward
the city. The road was deserted,

The grass in the ditch, Cole noticed,
was thicker than usual, hmvy-—stemme& ‘
and clotty like thick stalks of spaghetti,
The whole countrymde, for that mat-
ter, was slowly turning lumpy and
grotesque. Trees sported humps and
bulges on their boles. Bushes were dig-
colored coral clumps.

And then, to send a chill down his
spine, Cole began to notice lumbering -
forms lurking far in the background.
Creatures that had once been humans
and animals, but now were savage-
looking monsters. Cole pressed his
foot down on the accelerator in quick
fear and with his free hand felt hastily
for the revolver in the side pocket of
his car, It made him feel a little bet-
ter . when he had transferred it to his
own jacket.

The city streets were even more ap-
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palling than the suburbs. The deserted
buildings with horrible forms lurking
in the shadows; normal-looking in-
dividuals every once in a long while
scurrying as if for dear life’s sake; the
heaps  of smashed-up cars at odd
corners that made progress a painful
geries of detours. It was almost an

hour before Cole reached the Depart-

ment of Water Supply.

- Only an old clerk wag left in the
office. He was an old white-haired
man who sat easily in the superin-
tendent’s chair and greeted Cole with a
toothless smile,

“Too old for it, I am,” he said, “that
plague likes ’em young and tender like
oun,” '

Y “Never mind that,” said Cole angrily.
- “I'm from Queens County Hogpital, I
-want to know about the water supply.”

“What?” asked the clerk. “You got
to ask me, I'm the Department now.”

“Know anything about infection of
the city's water?”

“There ain’t been none. They
checked all that before they got took
sick.” ,

“Sure ¢

g‘Yﬁp.” )

What next? Cole turned uneasily
and thought hard. Food? There
might be some officials left at the
Health Department. He ran through
the ominous streets, looking behind
constantly. At last he reached the new
Health and Sanitation Building. Irony
of ironies, he thought grimly, if they're
all stricken. .He ran shouting through
the long echoing corridors.

They all were,

UT in the inspector’s office he

B2 found a report. He checked
hastily. Milk absolutely safe. Three
score public markets tested in key posi-
tions throughout the city, and all re-
ported negative, Sewage negative,
Rivers mnegative. Where, in God's
name, was the infection coming from?
From the skies? Perhaps.

Cole trotted back to his car, think.
ing desperately. This might be some-
thing like cosmic ray Infection. A new
type of solar radiation or barrage . . .
- something wild. Like—

Oh!
He reeled back from a sudden blow,

rolled over and glanced wup hastily.
The Thing he saw made his blood run
cold. Long arms and a crocodile skin -
with talonlike teeth that glittered.
Cole pulled his knees back as the Thing
dived at him. He kicked savagely,
driving his heels into the chest. It
grunted, blowing a gust of charnel
breath in his face, paused, then plunged
at him again,

Cole caught it with one heel and
pushed it to the pavement. In another
second he had the revolver out and fired
point-blank from the hip. The Thing
staggered back from the smash of the
thirty-eight,” gasped hoarsely and
plodded toward him again.

Horrified, Cole stepped back and
fired once more, carefully at the head.
This time it halted, knelt slowly and at
last toppled to the ground, a shuddering
Thing that had once been a man,

But the shooting had attracted atten-
tion. Cole heard sounds and saw
shapes looming up from the tight
little side streets of City Hall, Panic-
stricken, he sprinted for the car. The
motor choked and ground but would
not take. Cole leaned over and locked
both doors. Once more he tried the
starter, As the engine turned and hic-
coughed he heard scratches on the
doors, He turned, caught a horrible
glimpse of weird facegs. Then a fist
smashed through the window and at
that instant the motor caught. Cole
slammed into gear and sped the car off
just as claws reached for his throat, The
acceleration tumbled his attackers from
the running board. He was safe—so
far.

#SHAPTER 11
First Clues

mii

OLE headed up Broadway and
tried to soothe his jagged nerves.
He'd learned something. The things
were almost impossible to kill, He'd
have to get plenty of ammunition,
The shambles through which he
drove were maddening., He wondered

~how long it would be before he too

succumbed, Perhaps he wouldn’t at
all, though, he speculated. Evidently
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a certain percentage of the city had im-

munity to the mysterious blight.
Cole turned on the radio, just in case,

He caught the announcer’s flash: . ....

“mgpidemic the United States has ever
known, Aid is being rushed to New York at
once, although the Government does not
state whether it will arrive in time. New
York has not answered any kind of commun.
ication for the past twelve hours and there is
the terrible posgibility that there'is no one
living. ‘The entire region over a thirty-mile
square has been isclated under strict quar-
antine. This broadcast is being specially

directed toward the city from Philadelphia

in the hopes that those who are still safe
will know that aid will arrive within eight
bourse-"

Eight haaw!

Cole turned East to Madison &venae,
‘drove swiftly uptown and yanked to a
halt before Abercrombie. He headed
for the game department, deciding that
it was time to supply himself with a
heavier revolver and plenty of ammuni-
tion. On his way out he was amazed
to discover over thirty people, per-
fectly sane and normal, living in the
basement of the store. Thay had been
there since the plague had broken out
in its virulent form.

Just as a check, Cole drove past the
42nd Street subway - entrance and
dropped in to investigate. Here, too,
he found hundreds of normal people
who had taken the underground as a
refuge. They were living there cheer-
ful, unharmed. Perplexed, Cole started
the car and sped back to the hospital
This was his first break, He didn't
yet know what the blight was or what
it meant, but he did know that people
who were underground were safe from
its dangers, Why? There had to be a
reasorn.

At the hospital, Cole was horrified to
discover the gates open and unguarded.
He tuined up the driveway and inched
slowly across the grounds, peering
from ‘side to side. No guards? That
meant something wrong., He stopped
the car and was about to get out when
a small geyser of dirt ﬁ:cked up before
him and he heard the rip of a shot from
the staff house,

Cole squinted and saw wham uni-
forms leaning from the windows and
beckoning at him. Quickly he drove
down the iength of the grounds and

L

in g,”

&%

~ into the small garage behind the hwse.

Heé darted up the steps. The door
opened; and he was vanked into an ex-

cited cmwd of ﬂt}tmm and nurses.

“No one’s safe in the Main Build-
came the hasty explanations.

“Homicidal mania’s spreading like

wildfire”

“All of them?” he gasped.

Little Dr. Dunn shouldered forward.
Cole was glad to see the pathﬂiggist
still healthy.

“Not ali,” answem& Dunn,  “About
twenty per cent.

“What about the rest?”

“Monstrous-looking , . . terrified . . .

irritable, but no more &augemuﬁ than

an arf}mary mob of humans.”

“No more dangerous!” Cole grinned

sourly, “You ever hear of lynching?”

There was an uncomfortable shuffle
in the group and Cole changed the
topic hastily.

“Listen,” he said, “I think I've got

a little information that tnight - help,

- Where's Miller?”

Dunn’s face fell,
said at length,
maybe they got him. Can't tell”

- “Too bad.” Cole paused, thoughtful,
He realized what a keen blow Miller's

“Disappeared,” he
“Maybe it got him or

loss would be to them. Then he began

brigkly : “Anyway, I've discovered that
living underground seems to ward off
infection. - Does that mean anything to
any of you?”

O one answered until a vcsic&
grumbled from the background.

“Suffering sinus, 'm only a doctor!”

There was enough of a laugh to re-
Heve the tension. They settled down
as best they could to exchange informa-
tion.

“I need statistics,” Cole told them.
“If g:m could give me enough facts I
mig

be able to draw up an empxr&cai ,

theory about this crazy business, We've
got to do something before the relief .

gets here or they'll walk smack into
slaughter.”

No one dnswered. They had nothing
to contribute,

“Simmons? Carmichael? Allen?
Doesn’t anybody know anything?”

“Hr ... Doctor Cole . . .” She was
a plam~1m§:mg nurse he didn’t know

from Eve.

o 4
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“W&ﬁ?’ he - &mmnded abstractedly

“Reports were sent in to Director

Miller's 0&%6&, covering every phase of
the epidemic.”
- “Yes?” Cole urged eagerly.
“Unfortunately, the report is prob-
abiy where I last saw it—on Dzrector
‘Miller’s desk.”
- Cole stood up, wrapt in thought,
-amid the disgruntled exclamations that

- followed. For the first time in the rapid

series of events of the past week he
- felt the sore need of Miller’s driving
- force and keen executive ability, Miller
was an organizer and leader, by nature
suited to bring order out of Chaos. At

. last Cole shrugged and locked arcund.

“Well,” he said, “I.guess I'll just
have to get them “their reports.” He
shook off their protests, inspected his
new gun, and prepared to leave. Then
Dunn came up and tock his arm,

“See here, Lewis,” he said, “if you
must go, why not minimize the risk?
Now I know this much. The harmless
variety won’t bother you if you don’t
incite them. The violent ones will tear
at anything that remotely resembles a
, 'nm'mal individual. Let’s get you a dis«

' guise.”

" They dashed through the siaff house
searching for make-up. Simmons ad-
mitted to a love of amateur theatricals
cand sapewzsed the facial distortions.
They mixed flour with water and past-
. ed lumps: over Cole’s face, stuffed his
~ clothes with lumpy pillows and mot-
tled his skin with paints. When Sim-
mons was &m&e, Cole walked crookedly
down to the mam building and shyffled
inside,

He spent a harrowmg hour in Mil-
ier’s office amidst shambling, screaming
- monstrosities, literally fighting his way
to the desk. It was overturned, the pa-
pers scattered all over. Cole felt his
position so precarious he was forced to
scoop up armfuls of paper and ram them
into his shirt, hoping the reports would
be included. At last he fought his way
outside and ran back to the staff house.

HILE he showered and had a
little supper he told the others
about the hospital-shambles. Then
they settled down in the library and

sifted through the papers. In his haste,

Cole had been unable to elimindte the

chaff ‘He found bills fer smnonary
requests for favors . . . all the tedious
business that Miller was accustomed to
take in his stride. Then Cole unearthed
a receipted bill for raw beef bones—six
thousand dollars’ worth. He fingered
it curiously, wondering what earthly
use the director could have had for
such material, and then went on with
the serious work.

The reports that he and the others
examined were critical and laughable
by turns. Some were imaginative and -
spoke of Martians and the red plague.
Others were too brief, too tragically
succinet,  There were hundreds of
questions that could be asked, ques-
tions that would have to remain unan-
swered. At last Cole looked at the
sorry little list he had gleaned from the
mass and arose.,

“Well,” he said, “we don’t know an‘ '
awful lot. I've managed to bring back
a pile of paper and one picture, t
ter included by mistake. The total facts
we've been able to gather are: one, that
people underground are not affected;

“two, that although the growths affect

humans haphazardly they seem to af-
fect vegetative life uniformly.”

“How’s that?” someone called.

“When I say uniformly,” explained -
Cole, “I mean that all reports show that
only one side of trees and tall brush is
affected. The humps protrude the en-
tire length of the bole, but only on one
side

“Like moss growing on the north
side ?”

“That’s just about it,” laughed Cole.
“Now in addition to these findings, I
made one other that may or may not
bear on the case. While I was lurking
around the hot houses I happened to
look in. The vegetative growths there
were abgolutely normall”

Dunn whistled in amazement.

“Just what it means, though, I.
couldn’t say,” continued Cole.

“Never mind about that for the time
being,” interrupted Simmons. “I've an
idea. Let's assume this epidemic is a
result of some radiation form. X-rays
can produce something like this. Then
the natural question is: where’s . the

_source of radiation?”

“Perhaps fmm overhead, Cosmic, or

something-—

e lat- .



“MNot when you look at those trees,”
anawered Simmons,

“Right!?" snapped Cole. “The rest
of vou get the idea?  Simunons Is sug-
-gesting that the ulcerated side of the
tree points toward the source of radia~
tion.”

“Bo?” :

“So we'll do a little research. Sup-
pose we take the principle of the radio
direction finder, In other words, let's
go out, dig up some accurate com-
passes, and plot the direction of tu-
mors on trees over a wide §tretch. Say
as far east as Port Jefferson and west
to Sommerville or High Bridgfz. irn
take some-timie, but I think it's worth
‘the few hours.
tions. The radiation source should be
pret:ty close to the intersection of those
lines.”

CHAPTER 11T
Seation Death

T was quite dark when seven of the

hospital’s staff squeezed into the
car with Cole. They headed for New
York, ferreted out three other cars, and
broke into an instrument shop for the
necessary equipment. At last they
split to cover their assignments,

Cole and Dunn, who had the New
York sector, drove in silence, waich-
ing the streets cautiously. The occa-
sional normal-locking humans they saw
scurrying down the side streets showed
thems that the infection had not at-
tacked the entire population. The sight

of that mmmunity strengthened their

faith in their own. Reflecting on the
-curious enigma of immunity, Cole ques-
tioned his companiozn,

“1 don’t know the answer,”
Dunn, “There are two factors that
might operate. First, the external and
internal coatings of the individual fur-
nish mechanical protections against in-
fection. Second, the insusceptible in-
- dividual contains no receptors for the
infection. That is to say, no organic
substratum exists upon which the in-
vasion can anchor.” ‘ :

“Seems to me,” said Cole, “that our
immunity should be a matter of me-

We can plot the direc-

" gaid
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. chanical skin pmtm:twn, ‘givice we sus-

pect ray infection,”

“Very likely,” Dunn nodded. “Prob-
ably all of us have an unknown skin
quality in common. Perhaps the an-
swer lies in skin pigmentation. But '
there's not enough time to find out.”
He shrugged.

Turning north on Fifth Avenue, the’
car passed Sherman’s statue and sped
along the east side of the Park. The
hideous shrubbery and monstrous crea-
tures that ‘twisted and stumbled
throngh the broken branches made
them shudder. After a pause, Dunn
nudged Cole.

“By the way’,” he aake& “who was
in that one p&cwre ym; found in Miller's
office?”’ V

“Miller,” was the answer. “Mﬁier
and a man by the name of Gurwitsch,
Just one of those informal snapshots.

" Must have been on Miller's desk,
 Funny I never noticed it before.” -

“Not the Alexander Gurwitsch?”
“The very same. Miller studied with
him for three years. I don’t suppose
you knew our director was a damned
fine zoologist before he took over the
redg P

“T didn’t,” answered Dunn. “But if
he worked under Gurwitsch he worked
with the best. A. G. has done some
remarkable things with abnormal plant
growth.”

“Abnormal plant gmwth?” echoed
Cole. g
“Yep. Report in the Journal of
Zoology. Look it up in the staff li-
brary some. time when you get the
chance.”

They proceeded unmolested to the
north end of Central Park and took
a dozen careful compass readings. As -
they turned south again and drove
downtown, they were horrified to see
a dull red glow on the horizon that
could mean only one thing—that the
city was in flames.

Central Park South was filled with
hordes of hoarse-shouting, gesticulat-. |
ing creatures who were rioting with
Haming torches. The two men, watch-
ing carefully, saw to their amazement
that the mobs were being led by leaders
clad in peculiar, white, semi-transpar-
ent suits, with hm&*& that eovered their
heads. ‘
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mamma -at the chaotic turn of

events, Dunn turned the car to-
ward home and sped rapidly toward
the bridge. But at Canal Street Cole
-guddenly ordered Dunn to stop and, to
the latter’s bewilderment, vaulted out
‘and disappeared into the darkness.
" There was the sound of running feet,
an exclamation and the plaunk of a fist
meeting a jaw. Presently Cole re-
turned with a piece of glossy material
in his hand.

“Saw one of the Boys in White,”
he explained, “and I wanted to get a
lobk at their uniforms. Here's a hunk,
What d’vou make of it?”

Dunn took the strip of uniform and

- fingered it meditatively.

" “Feels like a gelatin cloth to me,”
he said,

“Me, too,” answered Cole. “But why
gelatin? And why a uniform?”

“I think the radio might give us the
| answer.
. seem to be doing all right when it
comes to inciting to riot. Probably a
nice little organization!” Dunn reached
down and switched on the radio.

“wmedpy thiz time of chaos. Citizens of New
York, our homes, our country, our lives and
the lives of those we love are in the highest
danger. New York has been attacked. T&w
tirme hag come to declare that a most critical
emergency exists. The existing government
is inadeguate to handle the situation. In
such emergency, when the same peril may
attack all our other citles at any rmoment, I

appeal to vou to join my Army of Health,
33&1}90@2 me and I pledge that normality will
Be restored and the country healed. Beek
Cout any man you see in white aniform and
say you want to aid the Healer., The Healer
iz the only man who can save the countrye"

“Pretty, isn’t it?” Dunn clicked off
the set and sneered. “The cleverest
technique for setting up a dictatorship
T've heard of in a long time. From
healing the country it'll be just one
short step to taking over the country.”

“Yes, but why gelatin uniforms?”
persisted Cole.

“Simple.- Kills two birds with one
stone, Probably this Healer has
started all the trouble. Probably man.
- ufactured and sent out the uwniforms
- to hiz men in advance, They must
immunize the wearers.”

“Perhaps—" mused Cole. He was
cgilent for the rest of the trip home,

The gentle Boys in White

The other explorers had not yet re-
turned when they reached the staff
house.  Cole ran up to the library, got.
a few books, and locked himself in
his room with instructions that he be
called when all had arvived.

The long hours of the night dragged
interminably while the besieged staff
kept close watch and listened to the
mad sounds that echoed across the
grounds from the hogpital buildings.
At last a car drove up to the house,
followed by a second and later a third,
The excited searchers called Cole and

‘all crowded into the dining room for

another conference,

“While Dunn is plotting the radia-
tion lines on the map,” said Cole, “let
me tell you what we've learned. We
find that the source of infection is 2

radiation. How? From a series of
clues. ’
“First: D've checked almost every

possible mechanical means of contam-
ination and found all negative.
“Second: there is the all important
evidence of the tree and shrub infec-
tions. I don’t think anyone will deny

that evidence points to a radiation flow.

ing from a definite guarter . . )" He
paused and looked around. Simmons
came up grinning and placed a map in
his hand.

“Moreover,” continued Cole, “there’s

- pther evidence, Why were the plants

in the hot-house unaffected? Why are
people living underground unharmed?
Obviously, they are protected from the
harmfnl exposure.” .

op HAT'S this mysterious ex-
posure? demanded a score
of voices.

“I don’t know,” answered Cole, “but
¥ can tell vou a sirnple story that will
explain a lot. Biologists at the All-
Union Institute of Experimental Med-
icine at Moscow have been experiment-
ing with the reproduction rate of living
tissue. They noticed that cell division
frequently followed a definite rhythm
and concluded that it might originate
in neighboring cells. .

“They set up an experiment. Taking
young slender roots, they placed one
so that its tip m%mf:d directly at a
side of a second. The first they called
the biclogical cannon, the semmd the
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detector. They pemxtfceé the two roots

to remain in this position for three
hours. Then the détector was sectioned
and the number of cell divisions on
both sides of the root were counted.
In the exposed area about one-fourth
more divigions were discovered. Ap-
parently, the biclogical gun made a
difference.

- “The experiment was tried more than
a bundred times, and each time the re-
sults were the same. It was tried but
with a thin sheet of quartz interposed
and again the results were the same,
But when a thin sheet of glass was
used, or when the quartz was coated

mth gelatin, the effect ceased. Now, -

you all know that quartz is transparent
to ultra-violet myszhﬁe glass and
gelatin _ are opague—" He paused
meaningly. :

The others stirred amazedly and
stared at the young scientist. _

“Trom all these considerations,” con-
tinued Cole, “they concluded that the
influence might be an ultra-violet radi-
ation generated by the cells of the
sender. Bince it was the increasing
rate of mitosis that had betrayed the
emisgions, they were named mitogen-
etic rays. Gentlemen, I'm of the opin-
ion that our city is being bombarded
with some new and extremely powerful
form of these mitogenetic rays. All the
evidence points to it . .~

“How about the hot-houses? called
Dunn,

“That, too. Queens Hospital hap-
pens to have plain glass hot-houses,
Ordxnary glass, like gelatin, blocks off
mitogenetic rays. Those men, the or-
ganizers of the man who calls himself
the Healer, wear gelatin uniforms . . .
obviously to protect themselves from
these mitogenetic rays. Last of all,
our search has shown that these rays
emanate from a common focal point.”
He held up the map. “A point at Black
Tor, some twenty miles above New
York on the Hudson. I don’t know
what the Healer is using for his mur-
derous work, but one thing is self-
evident.,” We've got to get up there
and destroy it!”

There followed a chaotic half hour
while men were selected and the little
arms and ammunition they possessed
were distributed. At last sixteen in
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all assembled in the dining room for a
last word before setting out.

“We've got to get through,” Cole
told them. “The Healer is broadeasting
death and destruction from Black Tor.
If we can smash him, the entire cam-
paign will collapse. Rememher that
we'll accomplish more if we're cau-
tious. Stop off in New York and pick
up all the weapons you can use. If

you get the chance to hijack a man's

uniform, do it

“Why not manufacture our own out
of gelatin before we go up there?”
asked Simmons.

*Not enough tﬁme, in the first gﬂm& ,

In the second, this may be a special
gelatm«-ﬁabrw that may take too long
to duplicate.” :

“But why get suits at all?”

“Dunn and I have agreed that our

immunity results from some unknown
skin quality which affords mechanical
protection to the mitogenetic rays.

But as we approach the source of the

emanations they’ll grow tremendously
stronger——remember the law of inverse
sguares—strong enough perhaps to
break a:hmugh our normal skin protec-
tion,. We can’t even take that chance.
All right, now! No more discussion.
Take any route north you like . . . but
he at Chanceville, just below Black
Tor, by five o’clock!”

CHAPTER IV
Men in White

T was féﬁrwthirty when Cole reached

Chanceville, and two of the other
cars were already waiting on the turn-
pike. The trip up had been horrible,
for the closer they approached the
source of the barrage, the more hor-
rible the distortions of men and
growths had become. ,

“Hey—look at the Tor!” Dunn
pointed ﬁxmt@d]ﬂy as the black pesak
loomed up in the distance.
almost imperceptible radiance’ piayeé
in a halo around the tip, a radiance of
subtle pastels, It flickered and swayed
like dancing fire imps. For long min-
utes the two men stared, fascinated.
At last Cole snapped his fingers.

P

A thin,
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- “Pive o'clock,” he said. “Can’t wait
m%ak;mg«m Let’s get on.”

V isin%};e file the twelve men paced
iselessly down the road. A hundred
- yards beyond the cars they came to a
turn and presently sighted the outly-
ing homes of the town. It was getting
light quite rapidly and there was an
~urgent need to get past the barracks
‘before they were seen. ,

- They were almost past the big town

hall that Simmons pointed out as the
barracks when the interruption came.
Three white-clad sentinels rounded a
corner and started at the sight of men
but a few feet away. One cried:
“Halt!” and fumbled at a holster. The
others darted forward, yanking at their
belts. b

Cole swung up the rifle he was car-
rying and swung it butt-foremost in a
mighty arc that cracked sickeningly
against the head of the leader. He
went down with a coughing grunt and
rolled against the legs of the second
who tripped and fell. The remaining
man let out & frightened howl and fired
his revolver blindly before a shot from
behind Cole dropped him in his tracks.

But at that instant the barracks dis-
gorged a thin stream of uniformed
men who closed in on them.

“This way!” yelled Cole. He turned

and sprinted into a narrow lane be-.

tween two houses. The others fol-
lowed. Behind him Cole heard blows
and struggling bodies. Then he was in
a backyard, Lithely, he vaulted a high
board fence. He dropped down on the
other side and waited until he was fol-
lowed by another figure in white, Dunn.

“Where're the others?” he whispered.

UNN motioned with his head to-

W ward the barracks,
They set off at a low crouching run
until they were clear of the town and
then straightened to take the steep road
that led o the mountain top. The half-
.~ light of the dawn brightened rapidly
- and high above them loomed Black Tor,
Through the frees they could make out
the glint of metal, the outlines of a
giant structure poised at the tip of the
peak. Still they tore up the jagged,

twisted mountain until at last they

sighted a high barbed-wire fence.
i!ﬁ; was close-meshed, heavy and over

ten feet high, braced with rough steel
stanchions set in concrete piers.’ A

‘hundred yards above the fence, masked

by wild bushes, was a high-towered
stone mansion that looked like a medie-
val observatory. At the top was an all
too modern turret of twentieth century
metal. There was only one gate to the
fence in view, at the head of the road,
and that was guarded by a squad of ten
men, ,

“How in blazes are we going to get
through?” muttered Cole. “We can’t
take any chances. Want to bluff?”

“I can get vou in,” answered Dunn.
“Listen—.”

They held a whispered conference,
then Dunn took the rifle and crept into
the forest alongside the road. In a few
minutes a shot rang out as he began
a miniature war with the guards before.
the gate, Taking advantage of the ex-
citement, Cole dashed up to the fence.
He listened to the excited reports of the
guards, peered in the direction of the
unknown assatlant, then nodded and
dashed up the slope toward the tower
as if running for aid. He yanked open
the heavy oak door and slammed it shut
behind him, breathing deeply in pre-
tended relief,

As he looked around the small ante-
room in which he found himself, he
heard a step. An officer thrust aside a
curtain and entered,

“What the hell’s the trouble out
there?” snapped the officer.

“There’s an attack on the tower, sie,”

The officer started and turned to
bark a command to the guards in the
room behind him. Cole took a quick
step and jabbed the muzzlé of his re-
volver into the officer’s back.

“All right,” he gaid tersely, “tell them
to back up against the walls.” The of-
ficer hesitated and felt the gun prod
him fiercely. He gave the command.
Cole shoved the man before him and
stepped guickly across the guard room
until he reached the closed door at the
far side. He swung the officer around,
reached for the knob and opened it a
fraction. Then he yanked open the
door, darted through swiftly and
banged it shut behind him,

To the right he saw a flight of stone
steps. He darted up them. Behind
him the door burst open and a shot
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cracked out as the officer dashed after
him. - Cole reached the turn in the
stairg and pelted on up until he was at
the first landing. Below him came the
trample of pursuit, He half stumbled
up the remaining fHight to the firgt floor
‘as the others came around the turn..

Another shot and a cry from below,
thfm he was through a door and had
slathmed it behind him., There was no
key in the lock. He turned to see a be-
wildered man in uniform arise from a
radio control board and snatch a pair of
ear-phones off his head.

“Trouble!” cried Cole hoarsely, He
nodded his head toward the door.
“You've got to hold them off for
awhile. I'm going up to report.”

HE . radic operator nodded and

pointed through the control room.
Cole dashed on to a narrow spiraling
sweep of iron steps and went clanging
up their twisting heights. He heard
the dim repercussions of splintering
wood down there and savage shouting.
Then bullets were whamming and
whining  through the metal girder-
work,

Cole thought his heart was going to
burst with the strain of plunging up
those incredibly steep stairs. Then he
had reached a small platform beyond
which were two curtained doors. He
paused for a moment in indecision,
wondering whether to dart in or con-
tinue his fight up the twining stairs
toward the tower's top. But many feet
were crashing on the metal and he was
sure they might wing him before he
- reached the top.

Cole turned to the right and jumped
through the door into a large room,
lined with windows on one side. He
darted over for a look down and saw
~ he was high above the ground. He
locked around wildly, This was some
kind of biological lab. No place to hide
here.

He continued through two other
rooms and then found himself in an-
other laboratory. Long tables were
laden with microscopes and a huge con-
denser glittered in the bright morning
sunshine. The uproar. of the pursuit
was swelling behind him and before
him, until he felt he was surrounded
‘with sound. The door at the far end

- caught the key in the slot.

was locked. He turned the key care-

fully and peered out. Then his heart

sank as he realized something abruptly.
The tower was round, of course. He
had sped around the periphery of rooms
and come back to the same iron land-
ing!

The stairs were covered with guards,
crowded together, talking and gesticu-
lating., Fresh men were sqmrmmg up
the stairs from below, asking questions,
telling about the skirmish outside, hear-
ing about the crazy guy within, Be-
hind him Cole heard the pursuers dash-
ing through the laboratory. He took a
breath, opened the door softly and
sizppf:d through, the ‘key still in his
hand.

- He stood, back to door, and fumbled
desperately to press the key home and
twist it. After a moment’s work he
Asg steps
ran forward inside, he twisted it and
felt the door quiver under an onslaught
of knocks.

“Ttg locked, sir,” he called.

“I know thm: you blasted fool!” came
the officer’s voice. Other guards crowd-
ed up behind him to listen.  He slipped -
the key out again and tucked it up the
sleeve of his uniform,

“What shall we do, sxr?” asked Cole.
“There’s no key out here.”

“I know that, too,” snapped the cf~
ficer zmpaumtiy “Some of you come
inside to search, He must be here, The
rest watch those steps.”

Cole turned and looked at the other
guards, They shrugged and sauntered
lazily through the open door.

“Hey,” a voice called — a familiar
voice. “We ought to watch the top of
them stairs, huh?” Cole stared and al-
most fainted from the shock,

“Right!” he managed to call. “Come
with me. We'll go above”

They pushed through the crush and
took stations a few yards up the ap:rai- ‘
staircase. Cole trembled with anxiety
until they were a little byond earshot.

“For heaven’s sake,” he whispered
from the corner of his mouth, “haw did
you do i7"

“Simple,” answered Dunn. “Y’au
sent out scouts. I pretended I was one,
too. I hunted around for myself for
awhile and then reported back to the
gate. Then we all heard the trouble in-
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M&mﬁlﬁc a{mup One nice thing

" about a mz%z}rm If yvou've got 1% on

your best enemy won’t know you.”

“I'm glad to see you,” whispered
Cole fervently. “Come on, 1@?; s sneak
aloft. There's not much time.”

Carefully they backed up the stairs, a
step at a time, until they were con-
cealed by the mesh and intermesh of
iron grid-work. Then they turned and
ran swiftly up until they reached the
- head where a guard already stood be-
fore a heavy metal panel.

“Guard change,” said Cole. The man
saluted, started down. They waited
until he disappeared and then tried the
panel. It slid aside weightily. . They
passed through into a small hatchway.
Barring the door, they mounted the
hatch and came up to a broad open floor
of polished glass, covered with apps-
ratus. - :

“This,” gasped Dunn, “must be it!
The machine that’s responsible for the
plaguet”

CHAPTER V
The Healer

UDDENLY they were aware of the
thundering drone and the crack-
hng discharges. The tower head, al-
most twenty feet in diameter, was filled
with what appeared to be a glant gun
or electrode. It reared up from the
floor, from a welter of smaller mechan.
ical adjustments, coils and wires, like
a mechahical imitation of a prehistoric
mastodon, The insulated masonry sup-
ports were like great haunches. A
nightmare of contacts, switchpoints
_and tube dischargers, it resembled a
barrel-like body, and an ovate steel
hfad lengthened to a short ugly muz-
#le.

The thing was pointing south, and it
shook and trembled in the droning roar
of its power. They could see servied
ranks of Coolidge tubes discharging
and glowing, hear the whispered force

tﬁe muzzle emanation, smell the

-~ pverpowering odor of ionization,
“God?” breathed Cole,
thing!” He stepped forward instine-
tively, followed by Dunn. Suddenly a

“what a.

voice behind them cried out:

“Stop, you blasted idiots I

A ‘huge man, in uniform, stood at a
small archway behind them.

“How many times do I have to warn
you?” he shouted angrily. “You can’t
go within ten feet of that projector un-
less you want to fry. And what the hell
are you doing up here?” e,

“Can’t tell you in this noise, sir,”
called Cole,

“All right, come into the w&rkshop.“

The man stood to one side, 2 massive

figure in the bulky hooded uniform,

while they passed into a small work-
lab. Then he slammed shut the thick
door and faced them.

“Well,” he demanded sharply, “what
do you want? I gave orders I was not
to be disturbed.” -

Cole stood silent for a breath, his
fingers trembling on the butt of his
revolver. Then he sighed quite audibly

‘and looked up.

“Oh worshipful Healer,” he said bit-
terly, “I'm the bearer of evil tidings.
On second thought, Mr. Miller, you'd
better remove the mask!” V

The world seemed to stand still
They heard the rumble of the projector
through the heavy door, and Miller
drew in several sharp breaths. Then,
with the violence of a volcanic eruption,
he went into action. His arms flung
out and seized little Dunn by arm and
shoulder and hall-threw bim m'to Cole’s
body.

As the two men reeled back he turned
and yanked at the heavy work-lab door.
He was halfway through before Cole
managed to disentangle himself and
Teap in pursuit,

Cole caught up with Miller beyond
the archway and threw himself at the
latter's flying legs, His shoulder clipped
against the calves, bringing the big man
down with a crash. Cole scrambled for-
ward on hande and knees and clinched
with Miller, and the two, clawing and
pummeling, strained to their feet. They
stood, feet planted, trading punches
savagely for almost a minute, Then
there was a flicker of white at Cole’s
side and a whirl of arms.

ILLER cried out and stagpered
. back., He teetered for an instant
and staggered back another few feet
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The projector roared up suddenly and
his body stiffened like a puppet jerked
by a string,

There came a series of crackling dis-
charges and a violet aura played around
- Miller’s body while his limbs danced

and twitched in a mad jig. Slowly he
began to ¢rumble and brown, and his
body sank to the polished foor.

The reek of roasting flesh filled the
chamber. The two men turned sickly
and ran back into the lab,

“What did you do?” asked Cole at
fast. :

“What I had to.” Dunn shook his
head. “While you were punching him
I sneaked around and cracked his skull
open with the rifle.”

Cole nodded and sat for awhile,

“How'd you know it was Miller?”
Dunn queried after awhile.

“Tell you later.” Cole pmHeﬁ himself
together. “Right now we've got to de-
stroy that machine completely. Other-
-wise they might be able to get it back
into action in a few hours.”

‘{Wen"’)ﬁi

Cole paced around the labmmmm and
thought desperately. He picked up a

"~ few reagent bottles, read their labels

and smiled slowly.

“Did you know,” he began absently,
;‘1 was almost busted out of Columbia
f) o

“For what?”

“Never mind now.”
argund the room for equipment with
revitalized energy. “I've got a tough
job for you, Dunn. Go below and bring
me a guard. If you can’t get the guard,
at least get a uniform. An extra uni-
form, get it?”

Dunn was out of the lab in a flash
and tumbling down the hatchway. He
slid aside the outer panel and peered
down the stairs. Through the cross-
hatch he was able to discern a solitary
guard mounted at the lower landing
where the search for Cole was still in
disgruntled progress. Evidently most
of the men had already been sent below.

He tiptoed down until he was a few
yards distant, then gradually craned
over the edge of the balustrade, swing-
ing his rifle by the muzzle at the end
of his arm. The butt hung a few feet
‘behind the guard’s head. Dunn flexed
his wrist fiercely and swished the heavy

Cole, busied over retorts,

Cole hunted

pendulum forward. The guard crum-
pled with a clash of equipment to the
steps, Instantly, Duon leaped down
the last few yards, heaved the inert
body to his shoulder, picked up the
rifle, and tottered back up the stairs.

In the hatchway he threw down the
unconscious man and ripped off his uni-
form. He slung the body outside the
panel, slammed the door and dashed
back up to the laboratory, carrying the
rifie and the heavy folds of gelatinous
material.

“Rip off the zippers and snaps,” said
“and macer-
ate the material for me, will you?®”’

In a few moments it was ready. Cole
placed the heavy stuff in a large beaker
and boiled it gently until it was quite
liquid. He set it to cool and turned
back to his own work of gently spray- "~
ing a colorlegs fluid into a smail vat of
fuming cloudy substance. Dunn sniffed
the acrid bite of nitric acid,

5 Cole poured the contents of the

vat into the beaker, they heard the
clang of steps on the stair below, ateps
receding into the distance.

“Guard’s come to,” breathed Dunn.
“How much Ilonger, Lewis? We
haven't much time.”

“Give me ten minutes,”
With frantic fingers, Cole yanked
cartridges from his belt and pried the
bullet-heads from the shells. He
dumped out the bound stalks of cordite,
split open the bundles and began to Iay
a long string of individual stalks across
the smooth Hoor of the projector roem.
Dunn pitched in, and together they laid
a long train weaving in and out around

the sides of the tower,

“When they returned.to the labora-
tory, the mass in the beaker had set into
a hoge hump of yellowish pelatin, '

“Careful, now!” gasped Cole. He
lifted up the beaker and carried it gen-
tly outside, placed it on the Hoor with
open mouth adjacent to the end of the
train,

“Mercury fulminate,” he called to
Dunn. “You'll find the powder in a
watch crystal on the table,” :

Cole took the powder and heaped it
in a pile just touching the gelatin and
train. Then he arose painfully and bit
his hp
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“Let’s go,” he said. He bent over
aﬁaium& applied a match to the far end
of the train, The cordite flared and
bumed rapidly along its length, Dunn
up the rifles and together they
dashed down the hatchway, and out on

the stairs, They galloped down, three
. at a jump. As they reached the land-
' mg Dunn called:

‘Stand by, Lewis, trouble ahead!”

The officer and guards were assem-
 bled on the landing with an excited,
uniformless man. They glanced at Cole
and Dunn and raised their rifles. Be-
fore a shot was fired, the two scientists
had smashed into them, sending them
reeling. They darted down the lower
stairs. A volley roared after them,
- missed. .

Far up the tower the shots continued
to belch out. Then they had reached
-the bottom and were tearing through
the radio room. The operator sprang
to his feet. Cole sprinted past Dunn,
swung up his rifle, and sent the man
smashing back into his control board.
They panted through the door, reached
the head of the broad staircase, and
there Dunn twisted his ankle. He col-
lapsed like a deflated balloon, reeled
and tottered forward down the broad
expanse of steps like a rag doll.

Cole abmost fell himself as he burst
down with all the speed he could man-
age. Dunn was semi-conscious when
he reached him. He tried to rise and
slipped back again,

“Go ahead, Lewis,” he grinned. “No
Merriwell stuff1”

Cole cursed and picked up the light
man and eased him over his shoulder,
Feet were trampling down the staircase
as he tugged open the guard room door
and burst into the astonished group of
men loitering there,

“8ick,” he yelled. “T'm getting him
,below.” He crossed the room in three
giant steps and was through the curtain
before they could answer,

E must hurry, Time was precious.

He managed to pull open the
heavy outer door and was out in the
open. The train wasn’t too long. It
was due any moment now, He lurched
across the grounds, gaspimg with split
lungs. The fence was a hundred yards
distant, Would it be far enough?

Could he reach it before— A hundred
yards. It seemed like a hundred miles. -
He heard men shouting behind him and
suddenly the gate loomed up and he
was surrounded by alert men with
poised rifles, He sagged against the
wire mesh, eyes popping with the
strain,

And at that moment the tower blew
up.
It seemed to shake itself loose from
Black Tor and spray out against the
bright morning sky. There was a ti-
tanic explosion and a hideous fountain
of flames ripped down the length of the
stone and masonry, It stopped and
showed sudden space where solid brick
had been a moment before. Then the
concussion threw them to the ground
and Cole lay amid the whistling frag-
ments that rained down,

He thought he must have lost cone
sciousness for a long time, for it seemed
hours later when at last he arose and
looked about. The tower was entirely
demolished. Only a few fragments of
the foundation still stood. The entire
peak of the Tor was littered with
chunks of broken stone and bere édnd
there he could see bewildered guards
in torn uniforms struggling to their
feet. But, curiously, the explosions
still went on. He stared at the little
craters of earth that blasted up over
the peak,

“(ive me a band up, Lewis” !

Startled, Cole saw that Dunn was
apparently unharmed, although his left
shoulder iocoked bloody and twisted.
He. raised him gently, then the two
crouched back and wondered at the rea-
son for the explosions. - At last Dunn
gnapped his Bngers,

“National Guard,” he said, and tried
a grin, “Isp’t it just like them to get
here too late? They're shelling the

peak from below with a Stokes mor-

tar. Probably they took that look
around this morning and got the story
from the boys below.”

Cole nodded and, as if by common
consent, they turned and hurried down
the road away from the well meant de-
struction, & hundred yards below they
paused to rip off the gelatin uniforms
and stare down at the hittle town. They
could see brown uniforms bustling
about and the glitter of bayonets. For
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some time they miked in silence and
at last Dunn grunmd and asked:

“How'd you do it, Lewis?”

“Blasting geiatin,” answered Cole.
“That’s why I was almost busted out of
Columbia. Learned how to make it at
school. Explosives always were a hob-
by of mine.”

“Y see.” Dunn sighed and tried to
adjust his smashed shoulder a little.
“Tell me, Lewis. How did you Know
it was Millex?”

“Oh, that! Well, vou gave me the
clue yourself, Remember the photo-
graph of Miller and Gurwitsch? You
mentioned at the time that Gurwitsch
had done remarkable things with ab-
normal plant growth and told me to
look it up in the Journal of Zoology.
1 did, and discovered it was Gurwitsch
who had done the initial work on mim-
genetic rays at the Moscow Institute.”

. “But just because Miller studied with
him—" objected Dunn.

“Naturally that’s not conclusive
proof,” interrupted Cole. “But there
was another matter that seemed to
clinch it. Among Miller’s papers at the
hospital I found a curious item. A bill
for six thousand dollars’ worth of raw

beef bones. Know what you make from
bones? Gelatin. Yes! - Miller had
been repwini this coup for years.
Manufactured his own special gelatin
tabric for the uniforms in secret. He
organized everything without a clue.
Probably conceived the plan back in
Moscow. Evidently he learned more

‘than biology back there. He had the

will to lead and direct, the love of an-
thority and domination.”

“I see,” repeated Dunn. He gazed
around at the cool morning with some-
thing of relief in his pain-stricken face,
“I suppose this finishes it.”

“Not quite,” answered Cole slowly.

“We've smashed the prc«;eﬁmr and its
inventor, and the army’s taking care of

the ﬂeya in White down there, but—"
His eyes tock in the stricken land and
he pointed toward the distorted things.
“No, our work’s just beginning, Dunn.
We must bring health and sanity back.”
Suddenly he noticed the revolver still
clenched in his fist. He tossed it into
the crackling brush with a shiver of un-
concealed relief.

“Thank God,” ke said, “I've no more
use for that. I'm a doctor—not a de-
stroyer,” ’ ‘
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A SPEC&AL FEATURE OF INTERESTING ODDITI

ES

by MORT WEISINGER

CYCLOPEAN VISION

UTURE man will have one eye!

: Biologists report that nature is
radually working toward a single eye
in the center of the face. Tests show

[ on’ Boy:
ONE EYE
§ 15 ENouGH! -

that m&my pmgﬁe have: a ﬁommmt eyr;;

which does most of the seeing, just as

most people are right-handed. The

dominant eye does 90 percent of the
seeing.

© The effect of a ﬁiammam eve is to

decrease stereoscopic wvision. Things

look Hatter. Some biologists, looking
thousands of vears into the future, sug-
gest that in time all our seeing may be
done with one eve and that, in effect-
ing the change, Nature will have moved
the eye to the center ‘of the forehead,
turning us into a race of Cyclopes.

SCIENCE GIVES UP
IMPLE science lists five absolute
imposaibilities!

You can’t unroll tire tape without
making light. The separation of the
tightly adhering surfaces produces a
glow easﬁy visible in the dark.

You can’t focus X-ravs., There is no
lens which refracts X-rays as a burn-
ing-glass focuses visible rays.

You can’t use a siphon in a vacuum
because it is the atmospheric pressure
that forces the liquid up the short arm
as soon as the long column of liquid
begins to fall under its own weight.

It m a‘bsahxtety imposmbie to shoot

i
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a bullet from a revolver or a rifle hor-
izontally. Regardless of its speed, the
bullet glways falls due to the effect of
gravitation upon it. Consequently, the
path of the bullet is curved.

You can’t walk without generating
electricity. Hven if there is no friction
the impact causes electrification.

THE FIVE-SENSE LIQUID
INGER ALE is a five-sense ﬁqﬁiéi

It is one of the few inanimate

things known to science which can be

' tasted, smelled, heard, seen and felt

without being touched !

You can taste ginger ale without
touching it. Hold your tongue above
a glass of the liquid, and the efferves-
cent action will make bubbles fly onto .
the tongue. You can also hear ginger
ale—ity bubbling action gives forth a
distinetly audible scund which may be
heard by holding the ear in close prox-
imity to the lguid You can see it
that’s obwvious. You can feel it—the
spray from the effervescing bubbles
may be distinctly felt on the sensitive
skin of the lips. And you can smell
the liquid, by sniffing it an inch away.

- STAR DUST

VERY star must explode!
Astronomers report that at
least twenty stars of our stellar unmi-
verse explode yearly.

Since our Univerge iz about 2 billion
years old, it follows that some 40 billion
stars have already exploded during this
period. On the other hand, our stellar
system contains only about 40 billien
individual stars,

Thus, we must conclude that prac-
tically every star must explode at least
once during its evolutionary history.
But the chance of our Sun’s exploding
within the next few years is still only



about one in several billions, so that
such an explosion is much less prob-
able than many other mmplmmt events
that gan h&ppm to humanity.

AIR THIEVES

ACTERIA in the ocean use up
more oxygen than fish!

Ozxygen in the ocean is probably used
up more rapidly by bacteria and other
micro-organisms than it is by all the
fish, and other visible animals ranging
from tiny shrimp to gigantic octopi,
according to oceanography experts.

Bacteria swarm in the depths in in-
credible numbers. A guart of ocean
water may. contain anywhere from
100,000 to 16,000,000 bacteria, consum-
ing oxygen at the rate of .001 cubic
centimeter to more than one cubic
- centimeter per quart per year, This
looks rather insignificant-—but there is
a staggering total of quarts of water
in the cceanl

BOTANICAL DIVINING RODS

REASURE-HUNTERS are using
flowers to locate hidden minerals!
Modern mineralogists sleuth for val-
uable substances via botanical evi-
dence.

For example, in Uppm’ Silesia, and
in some parts of Belgium, the profuse-
ness of the calamine velvet, growing in
out-of-the-way places, has, in every izt
stance, resulted in the finding of valu-
able deposits of zinc ore being found
below. Birch trees growing in great

- profusion indicate iron ores beneath,
The presence of the plant, the Con-
volvulus althaecides, in certain sec-
tions of Spain, indicates the abundance
of phosphate ores beneath the surface.
Silver ore deposits seem to favor
Erigonum ovalifolium.

In Michigan and Wisconsin, met-

_allurgists, baffled by the profusion of

a shrub known as Amorpha canescens

on land once mmidﬁréé of little value,
- thought fit to call in the help of botany

experts. The botanists preéwtm} that
below., ‘ .
And so it proved!

REFRIGERATOR MARATHON

E “mileage” of the average elec-

tric refrigerator excseds that of
most automobiles!

Westinghouse engineers report that

the compressor motor of an electric
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refrigerator travels the ﬂqmvaiant of
250,000 miles in five years’ normal op-.
emtmmwmmgh to carry it around the
world 10 times if it could travel under
its own power.

BLACKOUT BLUES BEATEN

CIENCE is iiﬁking the blackout!

Blackouts in warmg courntries
usually necessitate painting factory
windows, so that electric lights are
necessary in the daytime. In England,
complete obliteration of windows is ob-
viated by use of blue windows and
orange lights.

During the day some daylight is
transmitted, but at night the blue glass
will not transmit outwardly the inner
wm“ége light, which iz effectively fil-
tered. ‘

- NATURE'S EXTREMES

ATURE has four extremes that
can never be challenged!

Nothing can move faster than 670,
000,000 miles per hour—the speed of
light.

Nothing can be colder than absolute
zero—273 degrees Centigrade.

Nothing can be smaller than the nu~
cleus or core of an atom. Ten trillion
would fill an inch.

No celestial bcﬂy can get much hot-
ter than from six to seven million de-
grees Centigrade! Above that, the



 blades. . .

.pmmm M the hgm &mﬁ:ﬁad weu?éi
- blow itup! - ,

THIS mm&m WORL&

KZGHTY THOUSAND foot pounds
“of energy are used by an athlete

in wmxmg 100 yards in 11 seconds, ac-
- eording to recent tests. . . . A single
- ton of high-carbon, cold-rolied strip
steel will produce a million safety razor
. Someone has estimgted
that a half ton of candles would be re-
~quired to produce the amount of light
used monthly by the average American
family. . . . The tiny crystals which
~are regimented, line after line, to make
Polaroid, are so small that three billion
of them would just about cover the
head of a pin 1/6 of an inch in diameter.
Organic chemists of the world

L made approximately 25,000 new chems-
ical compounds last year, an increase
- of about 6 percent. . . . The venom of
the black widow spider is approxi-

"mately 15 times more potent than ﬂm&
- of the rattlesnake. . . .

There are 11 oil-wells in the United

| States which pump oil from under the

ocean. . . . The instinct to keep flying
in one dxw#:tmn is so strong in migrat-
ing butterflies that they have been
known to fly through tunnels rather
than make a slight detour. . . . Gaso-
line has an explosive power more than
eighty times that of dynamite, .. .
Carrier pigeons with g natural cam-
ouflage of mottled plumage are being
bred for wartime use. . Desert tur-
tles of the Southwest sometimes swal-
low enough water in a single drink
to imcrease their weight forty per
cent.

Thc: ’i‘*hysania moth of Guatemala
attains the phenomenal wingspread of
more than twelve inches. .., Paint
experts say that an object may appear
heavier in weight if painted or
orange, lighter in weight if colored blue
or yellow. . . .

W
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Meet the Scoundrels of the
Spaceways as They Find That
Cheating Cheaters is Universal

HE Baturnians had never seen

anything like it, and they

crowded around the novel space

¢ gship that Trenholm and O'Hara had

set down among them. The native’s

broad good-natured faces wers agape
with excitement.

On the side of the ship was a flam-
boyant painting of an Indian girl
holding aloft a bottle that contained
The Red Man’s Old-Fashioned Radio-
active Herb Remedy, fortified with
vitaming A to B inclusive, the latter
made with the most recently discov-
ered carbon isotope.

Beside the girl, there had originally
been a sign announcing that the chip
was the' home of Trenholm and
O’Hara’s Gigantic Medicine Show,
but the names of the owners had been
painted out and replaced by the bet-
ter serving names of the Jones Broth-
ers. Trenholm and O'Hara, with un-
derstandable modesty, desired no pub-
licity for themselves.

O’Hara was giving the Sa

The megapod turned upside down, Waloe clutch- » el
APt fna Rim desperately his usual spiel now.

£1
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#Come closer, ladies and gentlemen,
camne closer,” he chanted, The ladies
and gentlemen, eyes alight with ex-
pectation, obeyed. Their faces were
slephantine, with huge flapping ears,
but without trunks. And to O'Hara
they brought back old memories of
those ancient cartoons that in bygone
days had depicted the Republican
Party as a man with an elephant’s
head.

 But it was not the heads that chzeﬁy'

interested him. It was the rough,
pink beads they wore around their
necks.

“We are now about te give you,
ladies and . gentlemen,” he went on,
“absolutely free of charge, two hours
of the most solid, fascinating, instruc-
tive, and educational entertainment it
has ever been the fortune of any mor-
tal being to experience! Yes, sir, la-
dies and gentlemen., Entertainment
unparalleled and absolutely free of
charge!”

- Trenholm threw a switch then, and
their ancient movie projector flashed
a picture of a Martian dancing girl on
the three-dimensional screen, while
the braying of one of the latest dance
tunes came from the loudspeaker.
Most of the music had been produced
by the new electric trumpets and
trombones, with shrill overtones that
were guaranteed to deafen a sensitive
ear. The Saturnians watched and lis-
tened as if spellbound. O’Hara stared
at the pink necklaces, :md whispered:

“Trenholm, my lad, we've got a for-
tune in our hands!”

TENHOLM nodded. He was a

L large man, blond, something like

an ancient Vikin

with no trace of Viking recklessness.

-Recklessness  wouldn't  have paid.

These Ssturnians were twelve feet

tall, with muscles even out of propor-

tion to their size, and an Earth man

compared o them had no more than
the strength of a child

O'Hara was small and dark, with a

- volubility that contrasted with Tren-

hobn's tendency to silence. And at

- the moment, he was excited, very ex-
gited.

Attracted by the noise of the 3 mmm,

more Saturnians were flocking to the

in appearance, but

ship. O’Hara almost went crazy try-
ing to estimate the value of those
necklaces. They were made of satar-
gyrite, which was mostly silver sul-
phide, but they contained ﬁpprecmblc
guantities of Element 102,

Element 102 was the only known
source of atomic energy whose trans-
formation was capable of being accel-
erated or retarded at will; and the
price for it was high, extremely so.
But getting it was a very dangerous
business. The Saturniauns, being be-
low par mentally, were protected by
stringent laws. If Trenholm. and
O'Hare were caught at their little
game, the penalty would be at least
ten years in a jail that boasted no air
conditioning, no television movies,
and which guaranteed to teach way-
ward men the error of their ways.

The reel showing the Martian danc-
ing girl came to an end, and Trenholm
slipped on another that depicied a
Mercurian minstrel show. The jokes
and gags were so babyish that a ten-
yéar-pld EHarth child would have

‘flushed with shame to be caught lis

tening to them, but they suited the
Saturnian taste perfectly, and gales of
faughter swept the crowd.

O’Hara did a little mental calculat-
ing then. Judging from the mass of
people collected here, they would get
rid of their radio-active herb remedy
in three days.  From advancs informa-
tion they had secured, they could rea.

- sonably 'count on a Saturnian patrol

ship being back on the fourth day.
That gave them a whole day to spare.
Hara grinned, and almost felt the
untold wealth in his pocket.

The Mercurian minstrels wheezed
to an end, and O'Hara stepped for-
ward with his right hand raised for
attention,

“Ladies and genﬁemex;,” he roared,
“we offer you now an attraction so
sensational, so unbelievable, that vow
will think your eyes and ears are’
playing vou false. Nothing like it has
been seen or heard of on Saturn from
the beginning of time. Nothing like
it has been seen or heard of on any
of the planets. Ladies and pentlemen,
we offer Waloo, the Saturnian with
the intelligence of an Earthmant”

" Walco stepped forward, grinming
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with pride, He seemed like z2n aver-
age Saturnian, and he was exactly
that. They had picked Waloo up
stranded on Mercury, and he had
shown no wisdom there, But now he
was wearing a pair of huge spectacles
whose rims were caught around his
flapping ears. And to the other Satur-
nians he wmust have looked as wise
as a judge.

“Waloo,” said O'Hara gravely,
*how much is two plus two?”

ALOO hesitated,
“Four,” he ventured aﬁer a
- while.

The crowd began to whisper excit-
edly. Ewidently they were checking
up. After a few seconds, however,
most of thenms were convinced that
Waloo’s answer was correct, and they
stared at him admiringly.

“How wmuch is four tmm% six?”
O'Hara asked.

“Twenty-four,” Waloo guessed.

“How much is ninety-nine divided

by three?”

“Seventeen,” replied Waloo, grin-
ning stupidly, and O'Hara smothered
an oath and swept on to the next ques-
tion before the Saturnians could
make up their minds whether or not
he had made a mistake.

For a time Waloo answered cor-
rectly. And then O'Hara played his
‘trump card.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he cried.

. “You have all heard of the Einstein
theory. It is so difficult to under-
stand that few. ‘people, even on Earth,
know what it is. - But Waloo knows!
Waloo, explain the Binstein theory.”

Waloo began slowly.

“In ordinary mechanics,” he in-
toned, “if a body moves with the
velocity o’ with reference to ‘0 and
‘0 itself moves Wlth velocity v’ with
reference to ‘O

They were stricken with awe. They
hadn’t the slightest suspicion of what
it all meant, of course. For that mat-
ter, mneither had Trenholm and
('Hara. Trenholm had simply taken
the words from a long-outmoded text-
book on physics, and copied them for
Waloo's benefit on a small placard.

The placard was hung on the wall
of the space ship, where to the near-

sighted Saturnians it was practically
invisible, But Waloo, with his spec-
tacles, could read the words with ease,
just as he had read the answers to the
gquestions ’Hara had asked him,
They were spelled in the new inter-
planetary phonetic manner, and even
a Saturnian could pronounce them, no
matter how ignorant he might be of
their meaning. The whole difficulty
with Waloo had been in teaching him
to reply to the questions in order, and
not to skip on to the next question’s
answer before the previous ope had
been given, as he repeatedly did.

Waloo came to the end of the Ein-
stein theory, and there was a burst of
spontaneous applause. Waloo Hushed
happily.

“The damn fool must really think
he knows what he's talking about,”
O’Hara thought, and then addressed
the crowd again.

“My friends, you hava seen and
heard this remarkable exhibition
Would you ever have expected such
intelligence from a Saturnian? Would
you not have called it impossible?
Well you, too, can be as intelligent as
Waloo, Yes, ladies and gentlemen,
incredible ag it may seem, we can in-
crease your intelligence a thousand-
fold! Just drink one bottle of genu-.
ine Red Man’s Old-Fashioned Radio-
active Herb Remedy with vitaming A
to R every day for five days, and you.

will be able to answer all the questions

Waloo has answered.

“This intelligence remedy, . dis-
covered by an old Indian with one-
fourth Martian blood in Oklahomia,
U.8.A., Earth, while digging for roots,
has a reccerd of one hundred percent
success! It is sadio-active, as you can
see when I bring a bottle close to this
electroscope. It has all the vitamins
in the world, and it contains that magic
¢element, carbon isotope seventesn-B
the form of carbon responsible for the
genius of our greatest thinkers., Re
sults guaranteed, or your money back?

O’HARA had them going, ami Em'
knew it. Stupid as they weie,
the Saturnians differed from other
stupid people, in that they were aware.
of their deficiency, They had a tre-
mendous. respect for intelligence. and
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lesrning, and would do anything to im-
prove their minds. YHara did not
tell them that on Earth, the same
Radio-active Herb Remedy, consist-
ing of little more than a trace of
chemical and some colored water, had
been advertised as a purifier of the
biood stream and a cure for various
disease, On Mercury they had guaran-
teed it to increase the strength of the
muscles. The remedy had an un-
pleasant taste, and that made people
believe in it. And for occasional
doubters, he and Trenholm could refer
to that Martian doctor who had writ-
ten a crazy article solemnly asserting
that they could improve the intelli-
génce,

Sometimes O’Hara could not help
grinning when he realized that despite
all advanceg in science, people had
the same old weaknesses and desires,
and fell for the same old tricks.

“Results guaranteed, or your money
back!” he repeated.

“The price, you idiot, the price!”
Trenholm whispered., *“Tell them the
pricet” O’'Hara had a tendency to be-
come intoxicated with his own words,

“And what do we charge for our
magic Radic-active Herb Remedy?”
declaimed O’Hara. “Not one thou-
sand Immmanetaxy Lead Standard
dollars, which it is well worth, ladies
and gentlemen, which it is well worth,
Not one bhundred dollars. Not even
ten dollars! No, all we ask for five
bottles of this wonderful brain stimu-
 lator is ome small necklace of pink

beads.

“Think of it, just one small necklace
of worthless pink beads for five bot-
tles! And as sn extra added bonus,
to the firet ten purchasers buying this
wonderful Radic-active Herb Remedy
with all the vitamins, we intend to
give away, absolutely iree of charge,
one pair of beautiful, hand-made,
guaranteed plastic spectacles that will
mnake you look as intelligent as you
are going to bel”

If the Saturnians had been impa-

tient to buy the remedy before, the
offer of the spectacles stampeded
them., They pressed forward in so
dense a mass that OHara was forced
to Plead with them,

“Fast a mamem, ladies and gentle-

men, just a moment? he boomed.
“There is enough of the Radio-active
Herb Remedy for all. And my brother
and partner, Mr. Jones, authorizes me
to state that our offer of spectacles to
the first ten purchasers will be ex-
tended to every purchaser!”

It was an hour before the buying
spree had ended and the last Saturnian
had gone, his five bottles of Radio-
active Herb Remedy clutched firmly
to his breast, and his spectacles with
their lenses of plain, green-tinted
translucite suspended from his ears.
O’Hara was dancing around the ship.

“Almost half the stock gone!” he
gloated, fondling the necklaces.
“Trenholm, one more evening like this,
and we're getting out of this place.
We'll have enough to be rich!”

RENHOLM was more restrained.

“Tomorrow's haul won't be as

good as this one,” he warned. “We
got the cream of the crop tonight”

“If only 1 had thought to take more
bottles,” O'Hara groaned. He looked
around the ship. “Where's Waloo?”
he asked suddenly.

Waloo was gone,

“He’s out there in the open coun-
try,” observed Trenholm. “We'll have
to go after him,”

’Hara nodded, and went into the
ghip. He returned with a small round
metal object in his hand.

“For the stinger prongs,” he ex-
plained, and they set out.

Overhead the rings of Saturn cast a
faint, reflecting light, and they could
see without using their electric rays.

. The countryside had an eerie appear-

ance in the semi-darkness. The plants
were pyramidal in shape, rising from
a broad base, and coming almost to a
point, so that they might conserve
their heat against the freezing tem-
peratures that would come during the
long npight. They were almost all
dark red and brown in color, and there
was no touch of green to’ relieve the
ugly monotony,

Trenholm and O’Hara remained at
first on a well-traveled path. Then,
from far off to the right, came the
whinnying of a megapod. They
stopped suddenly.

“That’s probably it,” said Trenbolm.
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“Waloo heard it, and set out to cap-
ture it”

They turned off the path to the
right. A small glowing heliz came
twisting slowly past them, shedding a
lurid violet light, and they gave it a
wide berth. When excited, the helix
had been known to wrap itself with
incredible speed around a man's arm
or leg, and squeeze. There was ter-
rific force in the luminescent coils, and
the usual result was that the arm or
leg fell off, the stump cauterized by
the mdimtﬁm as neatly as if done by
a surgeon's electrodes.

In the distance they saw a megapod
bound into the air, and come sailing
down again slowly. Then they heard
a low whistle. That was undoubtedly
Waloo,

The Saturnian was no more than a
few hundred feet from them, and if
they were lucky they would see him
in less than fve minutes. As they
made their way forward, however, a
sudden shadow fell on them. They
stopped again and looked up.

Apparently descending from a spot
in one of Saturw’s rings, far to the left
of them, a cloud of what seemed to be
dust was tracing a parabolic path in
the air.

“1 guess that's it,” O'Hara said, and
grasped the small metal object he had
 taken from the ship more tightly.
“Suppose we put our backs to one of
those plants?” he suggested.

Trenholm shook his head.

“The prongs might slide down its
sides,” he pointed out, “We'd better
stay as far out in the open as we can.
Save the energy in that projector.”

- The particles of dust came closer,
so that they seemed like small black
spheres. Then, while still high up,
the spheres distintegrated, and there
were 4 thousand particles for each one
that had existed before. They fell
less rapidly now, having encountered
‘the resistance of the Saturmian air.
But they fell nevertheless, and when
apparently only a mile up, the new
particles, themselves grown to black
spheres, disintegrated in turn.

“Do they spht again?” asked O-
Hara.

“No. They're individual stinger
animals now.”

$ the animals drifted down, the
Earthmen could make out their
outlinés. Each black leathery balloon
was almost two feet in diameter.
There was no appearance of eyés_ or
any other features. Behind each bal-
loon were three large purple streamers
several yards in length,

It was these streamers, arranged
like the prongs of a fork, that had
given the animals their name, and it
was in them that the danger lay. A
single touch of their purple fronds
would incapacitate a Saturnian, or
kill an Earthman,

The prongs were coming closer now,
seeming to fill the whole sky.
“Turn on the projector,” Trenholm
gaid. ‘

O’Hara. pressed a button, and held
the projector over his head. They
could see very little, for the prongs
blotted out most of the light, and the
projector’s radiation was ultra-woiet.
But they knew the projector was
working, for above them a prong sud-
denly came within range, and ex- -
ploded!

The ultra-violet light had struck the
black balloon, and both the leathery
substance and the purple streamers
had dissolved into gas. O'Hara could
smell a faint odor of sulfur com=
pounds. :

The prongs began to explode rapid-
Iy now, and for a moment the space
above them became clear.. But other.
prongs came drifting in from all sides,
and O'Hara could not let up for a sec-
ond. When he tired, Trenholm took
the projector from hzm and directed
it against the silent thrcmg of in<’
wvaders.

A prong came within ten feet of
them without exploding, and O’'Hara
tore it to pieces with a shot from h;g
electric gun.

“The radiation is getting weak
now,” Trenheim snapped [ £ they
keep coming—

A faint wind had sprung up sud-
denly, and all the prongs began to
drift toward the left.

“IYll drive them away,” exclaimed
O'Hara happﬁy “Aﬂ we have to do
is wait.” :

The wind freshened, and within a
minute it rose to hurricane intensity.
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And after that ﬂ@w rain hit them,

Most of the prongs had drifted far
enough away to be no longer danger-
ous, ‘and the rest were disintegrating
in the rain. The raindrops were enor-
mous, at least three inches in diam-
eter, and they came down with many
times the force of any hailstones
Trenholm and O’Hara had ever seen
on earth.

They fell without breaking up into
smaller drops because they were not

pure water, biit & viscous aqueaus §O=-

Tlution. The force of the wind had
whirled them up from a lake where
they had been resting quietly, and
was now hurling them at Trenholm
and O'Hara,

The two men cast themselves on the
ground in the lee of a tetraphyte, one
of the huge pyramidal plants, and
waited for the storm to pass. The
drops of rain hit them and splattered,
and the droplets rolled down their
faces §o that they could taste them.
They were bitter and nauseous, and
their taste was almost worse than the
battering they were receiving from
the rain.

In ten minutes, the wind ceased
suddenly, and with it the rain. The
two men rose to their feet painfully,
and squeezed as much of the liquid as
“they could out of their clothes. Ahead
of them, the megapod sprang into the
air a second time, and once more they
could hear Waloo whistling w the
animal enticingly.

EY started forward again. Soon
they could see the megapod clear-
ly. At first glance it looked like noth-
ing more than four huge mustard-col-
ored legs, grotesquely held together
at the top by an insignificant body.
On each leg was a pair of wings, kept
folded when the animal sprang up-
ward, extended as soon as the highest
point in the leap had been reached,
thus permitting a gradual descent.
The wings were useful also during
a high wind, for then the animal could
soar, and travel long distances with-
out effort. The legs were jointed, and
the forelegs were twice as long as the
others, so that on the ground the meg-
apod -had difficulty keeping its bal-
- ance, But it wcaawmaliy made use

of a stiff tail that acted as an addi-
tional support. The head was round

and tiny, and hardly seemed fitted for

a beast of sufficient size to carry a
Saturnian. ,

Waloo was holding something
green out to it. As Trenholm and
QO’'Hara came closer, they recognized
the material as the roots of a rare
vamety of tetraphyte that was grow-
ing all about them. At the same time
that Waloo was trying to lure the
megapod nearer to him, he whistled
coaxingly.

The megapod stared at Waloo, its
tiny eyes showing its indecision. Fi-
nally it leaped forward, and nibbled
the green roots. Waloo did not move,
and the megapod, encouraged, began
to eat steadily.

“It’s wild, isn’t t?” O'Hara asked,
low-voiced.

“Wild, but not a;meriesa, Tren-
holm saxd “This field we're in belongs
to a group of Saturnians.” :

“Then if Waloo is caughte”

“It’s jail for him.”

O'Hara frowned.

“What about us?”

“The Saturnians will probably make

enough noise for someone to send for
the patrol,” Trenholm replied. “You
know what the patrol will do to us.
Jail, and reconditioning of our ewvil
way.”

“Don’t you think we ought to get
out of here?” (VHaras exclaimed.

“We need Waloo for a couple of
evenings yet” Trenholm stiffened
suddenly. “Something’s bappening to
the hmst*”

The megapod had fallen asleep on
its feet. With its tail jammed against
the ground to keep itself from falling,
and ite eyes closed, it resembled a
piece of sculpture. The green roots
had contained a drug called somnal,
and it had acted with great speed.

Waloo had drawn several pieces of
thin, metal twine from his pocket, and
was carefully tying the "megapod’s
wings, to prevent them from unifold-
ing.

gw};ere did the Saturnians ever get
the brains to handle these animalsﬁ’”
O’Hara wondered.

“They didn’t,” answered Tmmhalm
“This method of capture was devised

e S g Bk e
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by a Martian and taught fo them,
Watch.”

The wings had all been tied, and
Waloo carefully mounted the animal’s
back, his feet wrapping closely around
it. Then he cautiously bit one of the
vertebrae just below the megapod’s
neck. With one startled spring, his
steed was leaping high in the air,

ITHOUT the wings to retard

its descent, the megapod came
down again as quickly as it had gone
up, and landed with a shock that sent
a tremor through its body. His legs
wrapped firmly about it, Waloo held
on, The megapod leaped again.
- This time, with the pain of the de-
scent, it staggered and almost fell
The nexzt leap was not so high, and
the following one still lower. Within
a few minutes the megapod had be-
come so bruised that it refused to
spring. Then Waloo carefully untied

the hind wings, and bit the megapod's °

neck again. The megapod leaped, and
on the descent, spread its two free
wings. The shock was not so severe
now,

In half an hour, Waloo had reached
the stage where he dared untie all the
wings. The megapod no longer at-
tempted to throw him off its back, and
Trenholm and O'Hara watched in fas-
cination as the animal and its rider
- went floating about the field,

A sudden crunching sound on the

ground nearby drew the Earthmen’s

attention. A Saturnian was approach-
ing, his eyes fixed on Waloo. His face
showed an expression of deep anger.
“We'd better warn the damn fool,”
O’'Hara whispered to his partner.
Waloo was unconscious of the dan-
- ger. Then the Saturnian bellowed
suddenly in a voice that sounded like
the roar of a hundred bulls, and from
behind him came an answering bellow.
The megapod, startled, leaped into
the air, and, spreading his wings,
turned upside down. Waloo began to
slip off, clutching desperately at the
animal’s back to keep his balance. But
his efforts were in vain. As he fell,
the megapod turned right side up, hit

the ground again, and béunded away.

“What do we do now?” O'Hara de-
- manded, :

“We run,” Trenholm gaid. “Some-
body is sure to send for the patwl
We can’t afford to wait for it.”

“But Walog—"

“The worst he’ll get is a month or
two. They’'d give us ten years and
recondition us, Do you want that?”

“But’ we've still got some unsold
bottles!”

“We've taken in enough satargyrite
to be sitting pretty the rest of our
lives. Come on!” .

Waloo was lying where he had fal-

‘len, stunned. They ran without lock-

mg back toward him. At first the
noise of the Saturnians behind them
died away, but as they approached the

space ship, it suddenly grew in inten-
sity once more.

Waloo was coming after them in

great twenty-foot strides. Behind
him, the pack of $aturnians was howl-
ing their heads off, calling on him to

stop. Waloo paid them as much at-

tention as if they hadn’t existed.
A hundred yards from the ship, he

passed O’'Hara and Trenholm, who
had to swerve aside to prevent being

ran over by his hurtling body. He got
to the ship five seconds ahead of them,
and slatmmed the door in their faces.

“What do we do now?” ('Hara
cried. *If they decide to make up for
losing Waloo by taking it out on us—"

But the Saturnians were not in-
terested in the Earthmen, They want-
ed Waloo. Through the transparent
windows of the space ship, they could
see him, the key to the door in hzs
hand.

\HEY shouted at him; they a:urse&

him, they urged him to come out
and take his medicine like a man. But
Waloo didn’t budge. Then the Sat-
urnians, in their rage, began to bang
against the ship.

“They’ll wreck it,” O’Hara moaned.
“And the patrol will be coming back
soont”

Trenholm was breathing hard,

“The first thing to do,” he said, “is
to calm down, Take it easy, O'Hara.
It'1l be a half hour before the patrol
gets here, and we've got plenty of
time,

ship.”

We've got to calm these Sat- - .
urnians and get Waloo out of tiw s
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“Is that aﬁl?” smffed O’Hara ex.
gitedly, ”

“Take it easy, or Tll mack you
right in the teeth. - That’s better. I've
got a plan, You're going to talk to

these people. Waloo can hear you
through the auditory tube, and wheth-
er the rest of them pay much atten-
tion to you or not won't matter at
first.,  Give them a regular spiel, and

lead up to the introduction of Waloo, ‘

< the mtellzge:nt Saturnian.”

O’Hara got it, and smiled slowly.
He took a deep breath and shouted:

“Ladies and gentlemen!”

The hubbub came to a sudden stop.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he went
on, “you are about to witness, abso-
lutely free of charge, two hours of the
most  solid, fascinating, instructive,
and educational entertainment it has

Jeveér been the fortune of ady mortal
being to experience. Ves sir, ladies
and gentlemen. Entertainment un-
pamlieled and absolutely free of
charge.”

There wag magic in O'Hara’s voice,
for they were actually listeming to

“him.  They muttered, but they lis-
tened.

“Andto begin with,” orated O’'Hara,
“we offer you an atiraction so sensa-
tional, so unbelievable, that you will
think your eyes and ears are playing
you false. Nothing like it has been
seen or heard of on Saturnp since the
beginning of time. Nothing like it
has been seen or heard of on any of
the planets., Ladies and gentlemen,
we offer Waloo, the Saturnian with
the intelligence of an Earthmant!”

And Walso, hypnotized by the fam-
iliar introduction, opened the door of
the ship and stepped out, his spectac-
ies hanging from his ears!

The mob of Saturnians uttered one
buge roar of trmmph and plunged

 forward, carrying Waloo back into
- the ship. Trenholm and O’Hara stood
by shouting helplessly.

YTt was ten minutes before the Sat-
urnians thought of getting out again,
and when they did, they carried the
unconscious Waloo as a trophy of vic-
tory. For the next couple of mﬁnths,
Waloo would inhabit a cell.

(Hara and Trenholm hastened in-
side. At first glance, the place was &

shambles;, but the machinery had not
been -damaged.

They swung shut the door, - }ocked_

the auditory tube, and starteé the en-
gine.

“Ready?” Trenholm asked, ‘and
without waiting for a reply, gave the
ship the gun with a jerk that sent
O’Hara flying. , ﬂ

E ship rose quickly, passed the

crings of Saturn, and straightened -
out into space in the direction of

Earth. O'Hara wiped the sweat from
his forehead. Through the rear win-
dows they could see the patrol sh:p
coasting in to make z landing.

“That was close,” O'Hara panted.
“I only hope they don't try to follow

. “I’};l takie them a half hour to find
out from the Saturniang what's been
going on, and by then it'll be too late”

. “If you knew how glad I am to get
out of that place—" (0’Hara began, and

then he howled. “The botties! The
bottles!”

“What about them?” Trenhelm de.
manded.

“They’re gone! Those Saturmans

have stolen all our "Radio-active Herb

‘Remedy! There's just one bottle left.

And you claimed they were honest!”
“They are, but they have no sense.
If they see something in front of
them, they take it.”
“The dumb clucks.” And then O-
Hara's voice froze with real horror,

“They’ve taken the pink necklaces!

And we hid them?”

“What!” Trenholm gasped,

“Every last one of them!” O’'Hara
trembled, “We've made a mistake,

Trenholm. Those Baturnians aren’t
stupid?” ’

renhoim Moked O’Hara was
right. Every last necklace was gone.

“This is a dishonest business,”
Trenholm said heavily, *We should
never have gone into it.. But I don't
understand—" He interrupted him-
self. “Well, I'll be damned!”

“What is it now?”

“That damn herb remedy ! Remem—
ber what first gave us the idea of an
inteiligence improver? That article
we read about an infusion of Martian
plants containing the new carbon iso-

s
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tope temporarily increasing the 1. Q.
Well, we used those plants to make
our stuff.  O'Hara, we actually made
those Saturnians intelligent enough
to rob us!”

“This is a fine time to be thinking
of that!” stormed O'Hara.

*Calm down,” Trenholm urged, ‘“am}
have & drink.”

“At a time lke this, it's a drink
you're offering mel”

“Orur last bottle of Red Man’s 01d~
Fashioned Radio-active Herb Remedy.
There's nothing better for stimulat-
ing the brain. I'm thinking we have
greater need of it than those formerly
dumb clucks we left behind us,” Tren-
holm added gloomily.

HEADLINERS IN THE NEXT ISSUE

THE three men aboard the space ship stared
through the transparent wall of the observa-
tion room. ‘They staved sut into the blackness
of space, searched intently—for a world that
wasn’t there.

“1 can't understand it,” muttered one of the
three men. “This is the correct Solar System,
according to our calculations. The planet Earth
should be over there”—he pointed with a finger
inte the blackness below—Sbut it jso’t. s
gonel” .

. “Yes<-gone!” echoed one of the man'y com-
paniong.
versel”

You'll want to join in the cosmic quest for
a missing world in Barry Cord’s sensationa! sci-
entifictionn movel, THE LOST PLANET.
Here's a story of starrovers of the future that
you will' procleim &s the interplanetary classic
of 1941, Written by a newcomer to THRILL-
ING WONDER STORIES, you'll welecome
Barry Cord into your fold of fantasy favorites,
THE LOST PLANET is published complete in
the March issus, llustrated profusely by Wesso!
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E was Spaceman Nwumber I, and his

rocket cralf was the first to land on an

alion world, His simple exhibitions of science

amazed the inkabi They called hitnm a mir-

gole man-——for was he not a stranger from the
stars? .

Here’s a star-spangled novelet of a mot-
tal who could have had the power and the glory,
but chose fo refurn to his native plarwet. Fred.
eric Arnold Kununer, jr., telly vou more about

;

“It's lost—lost somewhere in the Uni- |

bim in STRANGER FROM THE STARS, ia
the next issue, & novelst of wonder.

L B

T hovered up among the clouds, a whirling,
baffling entity of evil, It destroved every-
thing in its path—but nothing could destroy it!
Military strategists called upon the powers of
science to help annihilate this spinning Nemesis
ix& the sky—but the gyrating foe was invelner
able.
And then one man had the answer. The
creature had to destray itself! Robert Arthur
tells you how in THE mﬁESTRUCTmixE,

featured in the next issue.
A ROCKET race in the strafosphere, be-
tween the racers of the fature! Danger
and @ cargo of theills aboard this lghi-year-a-
second drama of the speedsters of tomoreow.
Captain Pawl Jones thought he could witv—bust
ke had to race againgt a bawnding memory-——a
memory that came OUT OF THE YEARS.
Wiritten by Ivan Sandorf, another newcomer to
TW.8., OUT OF THE YEARS iy an excifing
novelet packed with a cyclotron of surprises.

# Ok & F &

THER cstxmtmémg gtories by papzuisr fmﬂ»
tesy writers in the Mareh issue " of
THRILLING WONDER STORIES., And omr
regular star-parade of exclusive fact features,
SCIENTIFACTS, LOOKING FORWARD, and
others, And trail along on Sergeant Saturs’s
steilar orbit as he blasts off from Earth to m:m
in THE READER SPEAKS, the bei

L I S B ]

" readers’ department in scientifiction/ And o

member-—T.W.5. is the cnly monthly 1
with a long complete novel in every ismel
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By KELVIN KENT

Author of *Knight Must Fallf® “A Comedy of Eras,” efc.

 ‘When the Strong Man of Peloponnesos Finds Himself in a Labor
Daze, Year-Leaper Pete Proves That a Brain and
Brawn Trust Is Mightier Than Zeus!

CHAPTER 1 “You just don’t understand, Biggie,”
‘ he said wearily. “Lots of guys have the
Back to 700 B.C. same trouble”

Mr. Bigpig Callahan, one-time
ETE MANX rubbed his bullet bronco-wrangler and currently a
head reflectively, put the derby wrestler both owned and managed by
back upon it, and glanced at his  Pete, looked glum. Or, at least, one
companion in the taxicab. supposed he did. It is difficult to de-
tect emotion in a face like a slab of
beef, slashed by a lipless gap, dotted by
two tiny, glittering eyes, and fringed
with bristling red hair and a couple of
scalloped objects that were pmbabiy
ears.

Bigpig’s face had not always been
thus, Raised in New York’s East Side,
he had brawled his way from Jersey to
Montana, remaining in the latter place
for six vyears learning how to punch
cattle, Pete had a well-founded idea
that a cow had once stepped on Big-
pig’s uncomely face, a process scarcely
calenlated to improve on nature. At
any rate, it was neither a thing of
beauty nor a joy forever. :

“Iﬁ”&nw” said Mr. Callahan. “Dey git
me.

Pete translated mentally, Roses,
pétunias, or tulips to Bigpig came un-
der the classification of flors. But it
was only goldenrod that was poison.

“You're allergic to the things,” Pete
pointed out. “8ee? It’s' like having
hayfwer

‘Alloigic, huh? Izzat good or bad?”

“It's bad. And we get cut here. The

Doc'll fizx vou up. He’s a smart fella

Pate Manx |

A Compliete Pete Manx Névelet
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He fomd out I was aﬁoz—-aﬁerg;c to
time twaw}mg

But this was utterly heyon& Bigpig’s
comprehension, He could never have

understood the principles of Mayhem’s
device that had more than once pro-
-jected Pete Manx back into historical
- eras and long-past centuries. Once
Pete’s consciousness had been sent
back to Rome to inhabit the body of a
© citizen of that interesting city; once he
had visited Egypt.

But those days were gone forever
for Pete. Every time he had visited an
ancient time-sector, he had got into
trouble. Right now he was sitting
pretty, or had been till lately. He'd
givén up his job as concessionaire at
Coney Island, and instead was manag-
ing Bigpig Cailahan, Mamrooth of the
Mat. And Bigpig was good-—there WM
" noe doubt about that,

Built like an ox to begin with, his
years of wrangling on the range had
_develo ge& lightning-quick reactions in
what Pete hopefully called his brain.
The mauler had only two serious faults,
He had fallen arches. On another man
that might be unimportant, but Big-
pig’s arches reminded Pete vaguely of
the Brooklyn Bridge. His other really
dangerous weakness was his allergy.

Doctor Horatio Mavhem's scrawny
figure appeared in the door in response
to a ring. The scientist’s mild eyes
blinked at the callers,

. ‘;Ah. Hello, Pete,” he greeted. “Come
in.

BEY were ushered into Mayhem’s
laboratory, where wirea, rheostats,
converters, generators, and tubes made
a baffling jigsaw puzzle. Two metal
chairs, looking rather deadly, stood in
the corner., Pete averted his gaze. He
had sat in those chairs more than once,
and each time he had been flung back
into past centuries. They were part of
Mayhem'’s time machine, that released
the epo of the individual and sent it out
to possess the body of some inhabitant
of an ancient time-sector..

“This,” said Pete, “is Bigpig Calla-
han.” wafﬂy he explained the situa-
tion, while Blgpig shifted unhappily
from one foot to another,

“8c we had a scrap scheduled for
last night, Doc. And it was all fixed,

W‘HR}ZLLKN G WONZ{}ER STORIES

only Bsgg}e ran into some goldenrod in
a florist’s shop. He swelled up fit to
bust and we forfeited the purse.
couldn’t fight. He couldn’t even talk.”
“Allergy, eh?” Mayhem asked, .
- “¥Yeah. The Purple Python was. a
set-up for Biggie—but he lost the purse.
It was winner take all.”

“Ida moidered da bum,” Mr. C.aﬁa- »
“T’'da thrown °

han remarked at random,

him outa da ring.”
“Sure,” Pete soothed his ﬁgh’ter

“Just relax, Biggie. Don’t bother us.”

Bigpig wandered away in a vague man-_

ner, while Mayhem and Manx went on
mmmg

“Some people are allergic to golden-
rod pollen, of course,” the doctor
nodded. *“But-"

“It hits Bigpig bad, His throat swells
up 8o he can hardly breathe. Now
look, Dae, you're smart. Can you cure
Ezggﬁﬁ so he won't be allergic any
more?”’

Instead of answering, Mayhem
velped sharply. He sprang forward,
making frantic gestures.

C “Stop! Don’t do thatl
rent’s turned on—"

“My feet hoit,” explained Bigpig, and
sank down in one of the metal chaivs.

LECTRICITY crackled, Mr, Cal-

lahan looked surprised, and then

an expression of utter calm flooded his

face.

laxed, to all appearances a large, un-
cmmeiy, and repugnant corpse,

“Biggie!” Pete cried despﬁraw}y

“Look out!”

Mayhem shut off the current, but he

was too late. Bigpig Callahan was no
longer among those present. Pete
Manx clawed at the wrestler’s shoulder.

“Wake up, vou bird-brained dope'
Ymiu can’t do this to me! It ain’t le-
ga V

The scientist drew Pete badck,

“He isn't dead He’s just ‘been sent
into a past era,”

“Oh...oh, yeah. That’s right. Well,
what are we waiting for? Bring him
back, Doce, will you?”

Mayham hesitated.

“I'm afraid I can’t, just yet. I was
making some ad;u&tmenm on My ma«

chine, and I'd dismantled part of the -

apparatus, The device only works one

He -

The cur- }

He ceased to breathe, and re-

&
L

!
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way now. Never mind, though,” the
doctor consoled, “I’ll be able to wake
your friend up in a week or so, maybe.”

Pete writhed in anguish. “Where is
he now?” ,

“Um—let's see.” Mayhem referred
to various gauges.  “Beyond 700 B.-C.
Maybe 800 B, C.”

“Huh,” said Pete unhappily. “Back
- to the dinosaurs, huh?”

“Oh, no. Ancient Greece—Pelopon-
nesos—is where he's gone, I think
There was a culture there, you know.”

Pete went off on a tangent. ,

“That dumb ox! -All my dough tied
up in him, and he goes visiting Greeks.
He'll get in trouble, He’s too dopey to
keep out of it.” A great inward strug-
gle seemed to be taking place within
My, Manx's soul, but at last virtue tri-
umphed. “Doc!” Pete said suddenly.
“I gotta look after that monkey. I
know how this time racket works. Can
you send me back to Greece too?”

Mayhem nodded,

“Yes. But I can’t return you to our
present time-sector for some time, un-
til I've finished my repairs—"

“I'll get along, 1 can take care of
myseli—but Biggie can’t, Okay. Shoot
the works, Doc.” And Pete zeated
himself in the second of the two chairs.
. Mayhem went to the instrument
board and pulled a lever. Pete was
gurprigsed to discover that it was the
Fourth of July., His head had becormea
Roman candle.

- Sysss—swish! ‘

Pete Manx stopped breathing and re-
laxed., He was on his way to 700 B, C.!

%
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CHAPTER II

Strong Man Fills Strong-Box

ETE opened his eyes to sunlight
and a face. The face was unpre-
possessing, decorated with a bristling
black beard and an assortment of scars.
The man was wearing armor, and a
plume waved from his bronze helmet.
He leaned over Pete and jabbed the
prostrate man in the stomach with a
sSpear.
“Hey!” said Mr. Manx. “Don’t do

&

that, It ain't friendly.”

“No runaway slave can make a fool
out of one of the King's Guard,” the
soldier growled, and used the spear
again, ~Pete scrambled hurriedly to his
feet, staring around. '

He was in the midst of a fairly big
city, This was seemingly the main
stem, for s number of chariots were
rolling past, filled with people heading
for a masquerade. They wore an as-
sortment of tunics, togas, pillow-slips,
and armor, or 80 it seemed to Pete, He
yvelped and dodged the spear,

“SBlave?” Pete said aggrievedly.
“Where in Hellene am I :

“In the city of Tiryns, of course, in
the Peloponnesos, as if you didn’t
know,” said the soldier. “And I wag
taking you to the king for judgment
when you pretended sunstroke and fell
down. Come along!” ‘

Pete obeyed. There was nothing else
he could do. He was, he decided, talk-
ing Greek, for his memory-center con-
nected with speech had automatically
hitched itself to the brain of the body

“ he was inhabiting. Mayhem had once

explained all this very carefully. The
miserable luck that pursued Manx
whenever he took a time tour had
struck again. So he was a runaway
slave this time. Pete swore softly at
his ill fate. Glancing down, he sup-
pressed a shout, a short, sharp cry of
dismay. He seemed to be clad only in
an inadequate pillow-slip.

“Oh-oh,” Pete murmured. “Tirst
thing I gotta find myself a pair of
me-__w

Haled through Tiryas at the point of
a spear, he found himself wondering
about Bigpig Callahan. He had not
the slightest idea what Biggie would
look like in his Hellenic incarnation.

They reached the palace. It was a
dump, compared to the White House,
Pete thought. They entered, presently
finding themselves in the throne room,
a big, chilly place with a raised dais at
one end., It was filled with a motley
throng, but Pete’s eyes were riveted
to the throne and the man who sat upon
if. . :
The king was a husky old man with
a long gray beard and a vicious gleam
in his eye. Beside him stood a dapper,
handsome officer in gilded armor, who.



- answered Pete.

N

‘occasionally Iéaﬁe& §w~warﬁ te whwper
in the ruler’s ear.

Before the dais stood a very giant of
| & man-—a brawny figure clad in a dilapi-
dated lion skin and nothing else. Mild
blue eyes searched the room in a dazed
manner,

. Pete’s captor dragged him into a
corner, “We'll have to wait,” he mut-
tered. “Hercules is in trouble again,
Cand I'll wager Nessus is responsible.”

“Huh?” The guard turned away,
scowling, but a friendlier soldier nearby
“Nessus is the officer
standing beside the throne. He used
" to be the city’s chief hero, till Hercules
' came, But nobody locks at him now.”
" The name of the man in the lion-
skin was vaguely familiar.

. “Hercules, eh?” Pete said. “What's
his racket?”

NIMATION showed in the oﬁher s
face,

“You must be a stranger, not to

-~ know of Hercules. He's under bond
to the throne, and King Eurystheus
makes him do dirty jobs like cleaning
the stables, but Hercules is a hero in-
deed, He killed Geryon—a human mon-~
‘ ster with three bodies——and brought
~his herd of red cattle to the king. And
he slew the lion of Némea—that's the
skin he’s wearing.”

“A Frank Buck, hubh?

“I know not the name. He captured
the man-eating horses of Diomedes,
too, They're penned up now, of course,
and malefactors are fed to them. Eurys-
theus doesn’t like Hercules; he’s afraid
* of his growing popularity wst%m the peo-
pie. But he daem’t dare kill him out-
right. He just gives him harder and
harder tasks to perform.

Nessus bent toward the king and
whispered again. Eurystheus smiled
and stroked his beard. He stared at
Hercules,

“It has come to our knowledge,” the
king rumbled, “that you struck a cos-
termonger and dislocated hig jaw.
What was his offense?”

“Gosh,” Hercules said plaintively,
“he stepped on my corns. He was tryin’
to sell me some goldenrod an’ I ean't
stand the stuff. An’ he wouldnt go
away. I don’t get this set-up, any-
. Waym” .
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“Yipee!” The involuntary cry burst -
from Iietes lips. The guard made a
frantic clutch as his captive sprang for-
ward. A spear whizzed past Mr
Manx's head, and a scldier shouted,
“An assassin! Siay him!”

But Pete wasn't heading toward the
king. He was embracing Hercules.

“Biggie! It's you!” Pete gurgled at
the lion-skinned man.,

“Hey—you sound like Pete{” Hercu-
les said, “What'sa idea of thzs whacky
get-up, anyhow? What— ~
 Pete scrambled to safety behind the
hero’s brawny legs as a soldier ap-
proached, waving a spear. But King
Eurystheus lifted a hand,

“A friend of yours, Hez‘cu}es? Who
is this helot?”

“Mank is the name, your honoge"

“Silence!” Pete’s guard bellowed.
He bowed low before the king. “A run-
away slave, your majesty. I caught-
him amd brought him back for judg-
ment.” ; '

“I see.” Eurystheus scrabbled in his
beard. “Well, throw him to the man-
eating horses. We can’t bave such
goings-on in Tiryns. It's bad enough
with the imperial treasury running at a
deficit and the people objecting to our
taxes, without slaves® getting above
themselves, To the man-caters with

him.”

Two soldiers grabbed Pete, who
clung frantically to Bigpig's pillarlike
legs.

“Make ‘em go ‘way,” Manx babbled.
“Soak ’em, Biggie—quick!”

Mz, Callahan hesitated, scratched his
head thoughtfully, and then swung im-
mense arms., The soldiers described
an irregular orbit across the room, end-
ing up by folding around an impassive
pillar. They slid down gently to the
floor.

“Sedition ! Nessus cried, his thin,
handsome face alight with malice.
“Slay them both!”

“Hey, wait a minute,” Biggie roared,
suddenly getting the idea. “Pete’s a
pal of mine. You can’t push him
around,” *

There was a silence. EHurystheus

leaned toward Nessus,

“I can’t order Hercules killed,” he
;ﬂiﬁspmefi, “The people won't stand
or it.” ‘
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“Well, kill the slave,” said Nessus,
with what Pete thought an unnecessary
enthusiasm, “

But Biggie folded his arms and
scowled.

“Pete’s my pal. If anybody lays a
finger on him—"

HERE was a silence. It was a
deadlock, and no one realized this
as well as Mr. Manx. From his experi-

 ence with kings and Pharaohs, he knew

how important it was for regents to

keep face, and his mind was working.

furiously in an attempt to find an out.
Maybe there was a way—

“Now wait a minute, your majesty,”
he said, gulping, “I got an idea we can
settle this out of court.  You said the
treasury was running in the red. Sup-
pose I show you a way to clean u
plenty—" -

“Kill him!” Nessus snapped, but the
kim%iaaned forward interestedly.

- “Eh?  Are you talking about—"

“Money,” Pete said enticingly.
“Gold, Dinero, The long green”

Eurystheus shushed Nessus with a
lifted hand. .

““He may know where some treasure
iz hidden. Come forward, slave. 1
shall hear from you.” .

Pete glanced around.

“This has gotta be a private audi-

ence. Just you and me and-—uh—Her-

cules here.”

There was a little wrangle about this,
but presently the courtroom was
cleared. Nessus, however, remained,
glaring at Pete and Hercules with

" vicious eyes,

-

“Now,” said Eurystheus, “speak up,
or.my torturers will make you. Where
is this treasure buried?”

By this time Pete had had time to
consider possible angles, Somehow his
mind had gone blank. What Tiryns
needed was some up-to-date racket that
would pay dividends—but what? Not
knowing much about the culture and
life of the Hellenic city, it was impos-
sible to say. Pete cast back to what he
had seen during his progress toward
the palace. Chariots. . ..

“Who owns all these two-wheel ja.
lopies around here?” he asked,

“Don’t change the subject,” the king
growled. *“About this treasure—""

95

“It’s on the main stem, just waiting
to be picked up,” Pete sald burriedly.
“Your transportation system’s lousy.
No subways, no El's, no buses.  It'd be
tough to make those here in Tiryns,
sure, but you've got a ready-made busi-
ness here with these chariots. It's too
hot to walk, What Tiryns needs are
taxis. . ..”

It took an hour to explain the situa-
tion to Eurystheus, but Pete’s pglib
tongue finally convinced the king,

“But I gotta get something out
of it, King,” he argued. “I'll fix upthe
whole business for you—take care of all
the angles—but vou gotta give me a
franchise on the main stem. Only my
cabs can run there. No competition.
We can keep the fares up that way.” ~

“A franchise?” The king pondered.
“Well, you say you'll give me fifty per
cent of all the profits. How long will
this arrangement keep up?” :

Nessus whispered in the royal ear.
Eurystheus smiled and turned to Her-
cules, '

“You wouch for this slave? Good
Then he is safe for vour lifetime, Her-
cules, We are merciful, The franchise
is valid as long as you live.”

And, despite Pete’s objections, so it
was arranged. o

‘ HEN Manx started something,

" he finished it. He got a money-
lender to put up a small amount of gold,
with Hercules’ famous Hon-skin as se-
curity, and with this as a basis, tock
an option on a few dozen cheap chari-
ots. Creating taximeters was not too
great a problem, onee Pete understood
the monetary exchange of the city.
Cogged gears, connected with the char-
iot wheels, caused various dials to re-
volve, indicating the fare.

“You gotta put on a front,” Pete ex-
plained to the wide-eyed Biggie. “Help
me splash on some of this gilt paint.” -
It wasn’t long before the chariots were
finished, Nobody would have recog-
nized them.

They gleamed like gold, and had
striped awnings to protect the occu-
pants from the heat of the sun. On the
backs were stenciled glaring red signs:

- PETROS MANKOS CABS
Six Can Ride for the Price of One
Why Walk? Ride in Cool Comfort-
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Pete had- pnrpasc%y bought &malz,
ﬁgm chariots, for he saw no reason to
incur the expense of purchasing and
- caring for horses. Instead, it was easy,
with a little labor, to transform the con-
veyances into rickshaws, which could

~ be drawn easily by the drivers them-

. selves,
It werked at the Fmr ” Pete mused
smugly, “so why not here?”
- And it did work! For yvears the com-
mon -people had enviously eved the
chariots which they could net-afford to
own. Now they paid gladly to ride
briefly on a level with nobles. The no-
‘bles, however, didn’t like it. They had
a way of driving recklessly into Pete’s
cabs and overturning them,
Mr. Manx was equal to the occasion.
Within a few days a new fleet of cabs
_made their appearance on the streets of
Tiryns, They were purple, with golden
spangles, and had bright orange awn-
ings with tassels. Small fans, connect-
ed with the turning wheels, helped to
keep the riders cool. The fare was dou-
ble that of the plebian chariots, but
these cabs modestly advertised " the
legend:

. ULTRA LIMOUSINE SERVICE
For Those Who Can Afford the Best
, Fans and Music Provided -

The limousine charioteers were spe-
cially picked and trained by Pete. In
the absence of radios, he decided to
depend on the human voice, and soon
the limousine cabs were rolling along
merrily, drawn by huskies who yodeled
popular songs Pete taught them,
“Wagon Wheels,” “My Merry Olds-
mobile,” and “Heigh-Ho” were the fav-
orites, until the charioteers got short of
wind and threatened to strike for a ten-
song-a-day minimum.

Pete installed a special seat at the
back of the cabs, and placed on each
one a neatiywumfarmed blonde with a
zither, who thereafter sang and played
while the cabmen devoted their ener-
gles to pulling. The nobles, who here-
tofore had preferred their own private,
horse-drawn chariots, now flocked to
the Ultra Limousine Service. “Honey
draws flies,” Pete remarked sagely to

Bigpig. “And honeys draw guys. Not.

bad, eh?”

CHAPTER III

‘Home on the Range

ETE found no difficulty in renew-

ing the options on the chariots, and
more were immediately added. Tiryns
was a changed city. By the end of the
second week Pete was able to present
King Eurystheus with three bags filled
with gold. He was, however, distressed
to find Nessus closeted with the king,
obviously up to no good.

“I don’t like that shavetail,” he told
Biggie——and his fears were justified
when the pair were summoned to the
palace the next day. Eurystheus'show-
ered them with compliments and
praised the cut of Hercules’ lion skin,
which Pete had redeemed out of hock.
“A mighty hero,” he said tauntingly,
glancing at Nessus. “How long has it
been since you killed Geryon? A year?
You must grow stale here with nothing
todo. Su Xgmwe you trot eif to Elis and
clean the Augean stables.”

“Suppose he don’t?”’ Pete made the
mistake of inquiring. ,

“Hercules is under bond to me,” said
the king. ~ “In expatiation of various
crimes., If he fails to obey me and re-
fuses the tasks I set him, he dies. But
the mighty' Hercules will obey, I am
sure.’

“Okay,” sald Pete, shrugging. *We're
in. So we're stable-boys. But don’t
think I don't get the a,r;gie—-» :

He didn’t finish. It wasn’t necessary.
But, later, he got Nessus aside and pro-
ceeded to insult the officer vigorously.

“You put the king up to this, shave-
tail. My franchise is good as kmg as
Hercules lives, but Eurystheus doesn’t
like the idea of splitting the take with
us. If Hercules just happens to kick
the bucket, I lose the franchise—"

“And will be flung to the man-eating
horses,” Nessus said nastily, “¥l
make sure of that, slave”

Pete was feeling none too well when
he and Bigpig arrived at the neighbor.
ing kingdom of Elis. King Augeias

. was a huge, fat man with s helpless air

of incompetence whenever he ordered
people executed, which he did far too
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often for Pete’s peace of mind, Clean-
ing the Augean stables was no smalil
task. They hadn’t been cleaned for
thirty years!

“Well, we'll be finished in thirty

years, maybe,” said Biggie, staring at
the mess. Pete shook his head.

“Won't do. There's a time limit
There’s gotta be an out—there always
is, if you look haré enough, Though
I dunno—”
© “Can’t you high-pressure the big shot

into giving us some help?”’ Bigpig

asked,

“No. We've got to do it ourselves—
wait!” Pete’s eyes widened. “High-
‘pressurewyou said something that
time, pal. I got an idea—and what an
ideat”

He fled, dragging the bewildered
Hercules with him. Pete had vyemem-
bered that two great rivers——the Al-
pheios and the Peneios—flowed near
the stables, and that higher up the
. slope was a natural lake. King Au-
geias was willing to provide Hercules
with all the facilities he reguired, but
not with any man-power. So Pete took
advantage of the royal offer and laid a
pipe-dine from the lake down to the
- stables.

Force of gravity did the rest. When
a valve was turned, a jet of water, hard
as a bar of iron, thrust tself resist-
lessly out of the nozzle. It took all of
Bigpig’s Herculean strength to manip-
ulate the hose, but the gadget worked!
A deluge flooded the stables, and, even
before Pete expected, the job was fin-
ished. .

“Qv&i&k&x than the WPA could have
done it,” Pete remarked cryptically.

“Thanks,” said King Augeias. “Come
2&%’% in thirty years and do it again,

ING EURYSTHEUS nibbled his
beard and Nessus cursed in vi-
cious monotone when Pete and Her-
cules returned to Tiryns. The taxi-
cab business was booming. Gold
poured into the coffers. Half of it
went to the king, but the latter wanted
it all. Pete suspected that he was
thinking up some even more difficult
tagk for Hercules to perform.
Uﬁengctediy, trouble came from
Bigpig self. Iil at ease in this alien

time-gector, he kept wandering about,
picking fights and getting in jams un-
til Pete was really worried. It was
vital that Hercules keep the good will
of the people, for that protected him
from the king’s malice.

“Ne},” Mr, Manx said coldly. “You
can't open a beer joint. Ain’t the tax-
icab racket good enough for you?”

“1 wisht, I was back in Montana,”
Bigpig mourned. “If I had a cayuse
between my le »

“Uh! That's an idea. It'l keep you
out of trouble, anyway. Listen, Bi Ec
gie; suppose I help you start a I}u
Ranch?”

‘{Hﬁh :’.9’1’

“It’ll clean up.” Pete was raptdiy be-
coming enthusiastic about his own proj-
ect. “The people’ll eat it up. 2o

Also it would keep Bigpig out of the
king’s icy eye, but that was not entirely
dependable, with Nessus around. Nev-
ertheless the plan went forward. Socon
the streets of Tiryns were placarded
with large, flaming signs. The chariot-
cabs carried them, too.

HERCULES DUDE RANCH -
Mer., Petros BMankos
Open to the Pubhc on Next Saturn’s Day
Big Free Show
ﬁmwupﬁﬁchem-buﬁdaggmgm
bronco-busting

RODEO!
Why go to the beach on your vacation?
Spend @ week or two at

HERCULES' DUDE RANCH!

The grand opening was a huge suc-
cess. Vast mobs attended. Celebmxeﬁ
were brought free to the premiere in
the Petros Mankos cabs for the occa-
sion.

They all applauded loudly, and were
conguered. Bigpig begged to be al-
lowed to wear a pair of chaps like the
other hands, whom he had trained, but
Pete was adamant.

“That lon-skin’s your trademark™
he insisted. “Everybody knows it.”

“Heck,” said Mr. Callshan. *“It
smells,”

Though this was undenmﬁi@, Bm V
knew Pete too well to argue further. &s
for the other Greek laﬁs, they threw
themselves into their duties w% ege
cited glee. Already good horsemen S
soon learned the wmmm lore f%m and

&
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Bzgmg mmgm ﬁmm There were, of
course, No. gmmm, but the bovs were
provided with zithers, and managed to
master - some ballads. Around the
mmpﬁre that night the crowds listened
intently while, “Git along, little dogie,”
. resounded dulcetly over the broad Hel-
lenic plains.
- There was a barbecue. The rodeo
was overwhelmingly successful, espe-
: ciany when Hercules bulldogged a
nt steer. He had taught the hands
ow to handle lariats, and there was
*an exhibition of lassoing that was a
highlight of the day. By the time
most of the crowd had left, suceess was

assured. Already there were more res-

ervations than Pete could handle.

- We'll bulld new bunk-houses,”
Marnx told Bigpig. “These mugs are
used to sleeping on anything. We’ﬁ
eram ‘em in like sardines and tell "em
they're roughing it. What a take!
And we don’t have to sp}it a penny
‘with old Sticky-whiskers.”

UST then a messenger arrived from
- old Sticky-whiskers.

“A new labor for you, Hercules!”
wase the announcement. “The marshes
of Arkadian Stymphalos are overrun
with man-eating birds, King Eurys-
~ theus orders you to slay these demons.”

"A cheer went up from the remaining
guests.

“Hercules! Son of Zeus!
labor for Hercules!”

Pete cheered faintly with the rest,
but his heart was descending rapidly.
It thumped almost audibly into his
sandals. Man-eating birds? Vultures?
Eagles? Whatever they were, Hercu-

" les would have to obey the king—or
else suffer unpleassant consequences.
And, in the latter contingency, Pete
himself would provide fodder for the
man-eating horses.

“I always knew horses would ruin

” Mr. Manx moaned. “But not like
thm |

However, two days later, Pete and
Hercules marshaled the group of cow-
hands and rode toward the land of Ar-
cady. A skeleton crew was left to take
care of the ranch and the dudes; the
taxicab business could take care of it-
gelf. But most of the punchers were
with Pete and Bigpig, cantering on

A new

with lariats Imped at their e&d&wkmg ‘
saddles, armed with spears and short
swords instead of six-guns, V

The manufacture of a pistol was be-
yond Pete’s capabilities, though he was
already making up a stock of ﬁrewmks
for the next big rodeo.

“Nessus was. behind this,” Pete in-
formed Hercules, who was writhing un-
comfortably in the lion skin. “Stop
acm'mhmg, will you?”

*Grog

“Shut up, Nessus put the kmg up to’
setting you after these man-eating
birds.”

“Well, anyhow we know what they
are,” sald Bigpig.

“Yeph. Somebody who'd seen ’em de-
scribed ‘em to me. Ostriches, that's
what. How they got into this part of
the country I dunno, but they did.”

“How do you kill an ostrich, Pete?”

For answer Mr. Manx grinned and
patted the lariat at his saddle-horn. .

‘It made a good story after they got
back from Arkadian Stymphalos, after
having fulfilled their errand. Centu-
rieg later the same story would be fa-
mous as one of Hercules' Twelve La-
bors; it would be written that the hero
killed the birds one by one with his un-
erring arrows,

The actual incident was s&mewha‘c
different. For one thing, Hercules
played no part in it. He ran into a field
of goldenrod and was incapacitated for
several days. Pete and the punchers
galloped after the ostriches, lassoed
them, and killed the giant birds with
their sharp blades. Thereafter, for a
short time, Pete’s taxi-drivers sold their
customers mstrmh-pmmes at extremely
exorbitant prices,

“Buy a feather for your girl friend’s
hair, buddy ?” went the cry. And more
money went into Pete's pockets, to the
fury of Nessus and the king, whose
plots once more had rebounded.

“What I can't figure out,” Pete gaid
bitterly as he sat on the corral and
watched Hercules wash his lion skin”
is why you should be allergic to golden.
rod now. You're not Bigpig, At least
vou haven’t got his’ ’iméy Your body
belongs to Hercules.”

“Maybe he was aﬁmgm 0 gﬁldmm&
too, huh?”

Pete shrugged.
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“Mayba Wish we could get bm:k to
. Nmmeannfﬁrty The king’s bound to
get us sconer or later. He’s after that
franchise, and Nessus is after our
hides,”
. Two days Iater Pete found himself
locked out of his office. A king's sol-
dier was on guard, and he grinned at
Manx un?}aasantiy
“You can't come in,” he said. “His
Majesty's taken over.” ‘
Pete’s jaw dropped.
“Huh? Why, he can’t do that! It's
unconstitutional !”
“What's a constitution?” the soldier
asked interestedly.

ETE didn't answer. He was has-

- tening toward the palace. The bit-
terest pill of all was the fact that he
~ had to pay to ride in one of hxs own

‘taxicabs.

'~ King Eurystheus and Nessus were,
as usual, together, Pete burst into im-
passioned speech without preamble, but
a speat jabbed into his midriff brought
him to a halt,

“Be silent,” the kmeg said, stroking
his beard. “Sﬁavw are u&umﬂy brought
~into thc& royal presence only for judg-
ment.”

“You can't swipe my business like

this,” Pete said stubbornly. “I got a
franchise—" A horrible thought struck
him. Two hours had passed since he
had seen Bigpig. “Is Hercules okay?”
“ he asked fearfully.
- “As faras I know,” was the regapmsm
- “However, your franchise is worthless.
~We had forgotten, until today, that no
slave can hold property in Tiryns. So,
naturally, our agreement is invalid, and
your company reverts to the crown.”

Pete sputtered. Nessus grinned.

“I have given a new franchise to my
faithful servant here,” Eurystheus said,
indicating the nﬁicm’ “He now owns
the—what is it—

“The Nessus Cab %mﬁ}ranon,” in«
terjected the officer.

“1 get it!” Manx’s voice was ’bmer
“And you're giving the king a lot big-
ger rake-off than I did. Okay, shave-

tail. You asked for it—and you're go--

ing to get it.”

“We are merciful,” said the king,
“We allow you to live. Guards, throw
this bum out.” Eurystheus bad picked

&
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up some of Pete’s own pmmmaqu& lan~
guage. . . .

Mr., Manx wasted no i:xme in giving
his ready cash to Hercules who, being a
freed man, could legally possess it. That
done, he went into action. By this
time he new the ropes in Tiryns.  He
knew, for example, that the official who
passed for chief of police was not abave '
making a dishonest penny.

Thus it came about that Larsyaﬁ,
this official, became extremely busy.
Signs maée their appearance in the
streets. = They said, “No Parking”
“Pm*kmg Limit 100 Pulse-Beats,” “De-
liveries Only,” and the like. Certain
curbs were painted red. And, somehow, -
Nessug’ taxi-drivers ran into trouble
commﬁaﬂy with the police force r:af :
Tiry

“I d{m t want a cent out of it,” Pem
explained to Larsyas. “I'nd just show- -
ing you how to make yourself some
dough. Maybe sometime you can do
me a favor. Here's how it works.
Whenever somebody gets a ticket, you
fine "eme—gee?” ‘

WBH'&W” ‘

“fAnd vou need a speed lmit, Make
it different for each block, and keep the
signs out of mght if you can. That's
the way we work it back in the U. 8. A"

Nessus blew up. He interviewed the
bland Larsvas, who was already count-
ing his ill-gotten gains, but got no-
where.

“Law is law,” said the chief of peime ‘
“Every good citizen should uphold it.”

Nessus said something unprintable.

“You're fined hity gold pieces for
contempt of court,” Larsyas smiled.
“What's that? Oh, youdo, eh? That'll
be fifty more.”

Somehow. the officer managed to
choke back his retort. He turned to
stride out. .

“One moment,” the chief called.
“Something that will interest you. I'm
making the—uh—main stem of Txrym,
a one-way street hereafter.”

“What?” Nessus turned gwm.vf e

“Why, vouw'll cut my fares in halft” -
But Larsyas was drinking content-

edly from a gilded bottle, filled with

- home-made brandy that Pete had tﬁwv'

"»mm chaked “I'm gmng; o *ﬁm

tilled for him.

“Petros Mankos m bf:hind this,™ Nw
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' Qﬁﬁ?’}fﬁﬁ v
The Last Roundup

HE days passed, while Pete
. gloated over the wreckage of what
, hmi been a thriving taxicab industry,
" The officers were weli-trained, They
“arrested drivers on every possible pre-
‘text, and, if they could, egged them on
to fury, so that the additional charge
of resisting an officer could be brought.
Nessus refused to pay the fines him-
* self, until he found nobody would work
for bim., It was too expensive,
“That’ll show him,” Pete grinned,
- idly rolling a pair of dice he had made.
“We're cleaning up here at the dude
o ranch, and it's in vour name, Nessw
can go hang. We got the gravy.”
© “What if the big shot gets frisky
again?” Bigpig asked.
- I found out something. You were
bound out to Eurystheus for only
twelve labors. The ostriches were the
eleventh, One more, and you'll be free,
The king won’t be able to put the bee
on you any more.”

“Swell.” Hercules was busy grind-
ing charcoal, “Wait'll we pull off the
next rodeo. I wow ‘em, huh?”

It would, Pete thought. Everything
was prepared for the second rodeo to
advertise the ranch., This time there
was an admission fee charged. Tiryns
was placarded with announcements,
cowboys in sandwich-boards rode
about, and policemen energetically sold
tickets to protesting taxi-drivers. The
chef douevre of the affair was to be a
fireworks display at night. For some

~timge Pete had been busy manufactur-
ing sparklers, Roman candles, crackers,
and torpedoes. Saltpeter, willow char-
coal, and sulphur were all he needed,

And then Tiryns heard of the hydra,
a man-eating monster that laired in a

salt-marsh near the seal

k Nessus smiled darkly, King
Eurystheus grinned in his beard and set
the date. In three days Hercules must
set out to slay the hydra. If he failed—
he would die, for the monster was car-
nivorous, If Hercules refused to une
dertake the task, he would be stoned to
death,

“wearily.

breath,

#‘HﬂiLL%HG W@Ni)iﬁ:& S’I“@RiE‘S

Pete was far more womed than Big-
pig. The latter had almost come to be-
lieve in his heroic prowess. Moreover,
he had been practicing with the Hel-
lenic weapons, and mastered them
fairly well. Bigpig could now handle a
sword, spear, or bow almost as well as
any Greek soldier. He told Pete not to
worry, and that he’d chop the hydra
into mincemeat,

“I'Il moider da bum,” he remarked.
“In de foist round.”

Against his better ;udgmem: Pete
almost allowed himself to be convineed.
After all, the body of Hercules was
gigantic. It would take a pretty big
monster to overcome the son of Zeus.
But—what was the hydra?

Stories conflicted, each one mote in-
credible than the last. Pete fbnally
decided it was a sea-gnake, and felt
better,

On the morning of the fdtal day Big- -
pie rose and called for his lion skin.

“Some rat swiped it,” he declared. “I
hoid somebody movin’ around my room

last night.”

He went to the window.
“See? Footprints. Hey, Pete—"
“Herze’s the lion skin,” Mr, Manx said
“It was hanging out on the
line. Dive into it and get going.” ~
Bigpig obeyed. He tied the paws to-
gether over his chest and beamed. ;
“The boys are going to ride down to
the swamp with me. an’ watch the kill-
i, You comin’, Pete?” ’
“Sure. By the way, the king’s got a
lot of his soldiers camped on the plain
a ways off. Wants to make sure you
don’t take a powder, I guess. Ready?”

Pete
caught his

ERE was no answer,
glanced at - Bigpig,

“Biggie!” he yelled, “What the-""

“Flors!” gasped the unfortunate Mr.
Callahan, “Flors! Glugx - I can’t
breathe 1™

His face purpled. Pe‘te siapgxe& him
on the back, and a cloud of dust rose
from the lion skin. Goldenrod-pollen!

“Take it off, Biggie!” Pete's fingers
were tearing at the garment, “Peel,
qmak%”

But it was too late, By the time the
skin was thrown out the window, Hez-
cules was suffering the worst-effects of
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allergy. He Iay in a mm&x‘, gaﬁ;}mg'

- and lcking,

Pete’s lips tightened.  So there had

. been an intruder last night! - Sabotage
wethat’s what it was, Somebody had

discovered Bigpig's weakness, and had

- dusted the lon skin with the fatal gol-
denrod-pollen.
- “Messus,” Pete pritted.
did it.. That low-lifed rati”
A cry came from without.
“Hercules! Hasten! We wait!”
But Hercules was beyond answering,
He lay prostrate, face swollen to twice
Cits normal size, breathing hoarsely.

“I'1l bet he

He would recover presently—but not

for a while, In the meantime he needed

- rest,

“We'll be along in a few hours,” Pete
called.

There was silence. Then: “The
king’s soldiers say that if Hercules
" doesn’t start out in ten minutes they'll
come after him.”

Manx cursed. For the Hellenes to
discover their popular hero stricken by
a “curse from the gods” would be fatal.
Somehow, Hercules had to ride to the
hydra’s swamp. And he had to start
within ten minutes,

“These things always happen to me,”

Pete moaned, and slipped off his pil-
 low-slip. He recovered the lion s
and donned it. The polien didn’t ef-
fect him, of course, and at a distance
he might be mistaken for Hercules.
" Bute—

He bent over Bigpig.

“Listen, Biggie. P'm riding to the
swamp, Ag soon as you can make if,
come after me and take over. Tl try
and stall ¢ill you get there, Okay?”

“Glup . . . yeah, sure . . . I'll moi-
det da bum.”

Pete went out by the back way. The
ranch-hands were gathered there, and
he explained part of the situation to
them, They were ready to help in any
way they could.

“Keep me screened from the troop-
ers, see? We car’t let "em get too close,
Let’s see—where’s the nag?”

Hercules’ horse, a huge black stal-
lion, was led up, ready. It was equipped
with short-sword, javeling, bow and ar-

rows, and a dozen lariats hanging

around the saddle.

Pete vaulted into
place. : :

‘the example,

. “H:ghtaﬂ it, hﬁy@,”i&ayﬂ;}e& set‘angr
The fake Hercules and
his followers galloped off, while the
army of King Hurystheus, caught un-
prepared, milled in confusgion. One
small band of troopers broke from the "
rest and set out in pursuit, Looking

back, Pete recognized the standard of L

Nessus—a golden centaur.

Hard and fast they rode, Perspira-
tion covered them, and bhours had
passed before they reached the swamp,
a low, desolate region of dark pools and
guicksand, where a few thick, stunted
trees grew. The troop of Nessus had
reined in some distance back, unwilling
to approach the lair of the monster.

Now the cowboys halted, lockmg
askance at one another. Pete’ s heart
sank. There was no sign of Hercules.

C“Well,” he said. “Guess I'll ride on =~
a bit,, ”mmm Cossacks back there can
still see me too plainly. Stick around,
feﬁaﬂ » :

@MJ&M@DY handed Pete a chunk
of beef,

“That’ll draw the hydra if you throw
it into the water,” he was informed.

Manx dropped the meat as though it
hiad been death itself,

“Hey! I'm just going to stall till
Hercules gets here. I'm no stand-in
stunt man 7

There was no answer, The cow-
hands sat motionless in their saddles
and watched Pete ride on, to halt by a
gnaried tree not too close to the water’s
edge. He sat uneasily for a time,
waiting., No Hercules, What a spot! |

Pete examined his weapons. Jave-
lins, Bow and arrows. Lots of lariats,
A saddlebag containing - what? He
investigated. Fireworks, The childish-
minded Hercules had stuffed an as-
sorted conglomeration of fireworks into -
the bag, apparently mtem&mg to let
them off at some appropriate moment,

“What a slap-happy stumble-bum!”
Pete remarked, and then turned mta
ice. ,
He hadp’t thrown the beef into the
water. There was nothing to draw the
monster out of the depths., But—

The hydra was coming !

A mpgﬂe broke the surface. A makm- :
like object twisted up, heading strai ht
for the shore where Pete stoed in

; 1{&1}?‘ %
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stirrups frozen, E&s immis ﬁwxsteﬂ in the
reins, Three more snakes popped up,
and the. wake of a gigantic bulk swirled
into view. The horse went crazy.
Never compietely broken, it bmked
and sunfished like the wild thing it
was. Pete saw himself sailing over the
: He shut
~_his eyes and clung frantically. Some-
‘thing had to give. The girths snapped.
- Pete and saddle thumped together on
the ground, while the mustang de-
parted for safer climes, Simultaneously
a coil wound itself around Mr Manx's
leg.
- His hand tauched a rope.  He man-
“aged to get to his knees, and saw a
- dozen tentacles rea’ching, out of the
water toward him.  The body of a glant
squld was darkly vigible under the
surface—a sea monster that had been
washed into the salt marshes by some
freak tidal wave.  The grip on Pete’s
ankle was inexorable. He was being
- pulled toward the water.
© . The stunted tree wasn't too far away.
; P&te whirled the rope around his head
and let fly. . If he missed-—
_He didn’t miss. The lasso settled
and - tightened over a stumpy, thick
limb., Pete was pulled over backward,
but managed to wind a coil of the rope
about his waist, He took a timber
‘hitch in it. The rope sang with strain.
Pete tried to pull himself free, but

" could not. Another tentacle curled

about his thighs, binding his legs to-
- gether. - He got hold of a javelin and
dug it again and again into the cold,
‘glimy  flesh, but without result. The
baleful eyes of the hydra glared at him
unwinkingly throupgh the water,

Mo use to yell for help, He'd get
none. ‘Nessus was probably laughing
at the sight of his supposed enemy be-
ing devoured by the monster.

Pete started to get mad. Just then
he saw the bag of fireworks.

. His eyes lit up. Maybe— He had
an idea, )

Pete had manufactured matches long
ago. He had some in - his pothket. It
was. almost impossible to get them out,
but at last he managed. Meanwhile
the dragging strain was almost cutting
him-in two.

, Roman -candles! They wers the
; thiﬁgs. Pete lit a handful and pointed
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 his feet and ran like hell

them a‘& ﬁw thick, ;:abiehke temacﬁzs
Red fire burst forth, sput*»termg am:l
flaming angrily.

T workﬁed! Where steel haadn’ft

daunted the monster, fire did. Or,
at least, the hydra was surprised. The
tentacles drew back from the searing -
flames, and- Pete instantly’ sprang to

only when the rope jerked him back,
He looked around. The squid lay
with its tentacles waving, its huge body

submerged. Out of its reach, Pete was

safe. Then, cautiously, he gathered the
other lariats.

- The first loop he ﬁung setﬂed over -

a tentacle, but slipped free,  The sec.
ond try was more successful. One by -
one Pete lassoed the waving arms of
the creature, anchoring them to the
tree. Whether or not the ropes would
hold he couldn’t say; he could only
wait. And, still clutching a Roman
candle, he éid

The ropes drew taut. They sang and
snapped-—but held. Luckily, Pete had

~captured all of the squid’s tentacles, and

on this flat, shelving bottom, the mons

“ster could get no purchase grip to

make use of its weight and strength,

The ropes held! The hydra was con-
quered!

Pete turned and yelled.  The mon-
ster could be slain at leisure now, or
simply left to starve to death. Right
now he needed his cowboys, so he could
get a horse and gallop back to the ranch
before the deception was discovered. .

The thunder of hoofs came to his eats,
He saw Nessus bearing: down on him,
handsome face ths‘t&g in a pgloating
smile, eyes gleaming. Before Pete
could stir, he was picked up bodily and
thrown across the saddle in front of the.
Greek officer. The point of a dagger
pricked his back,

“Don’t move, Petros Mankos—wim-
postnr!” Nessus commanded, “We're
going to the king—and I'll show him
that it’s vou, not Hercules, who wears
the lion's skin!”

Pete was acutely uncomfortable.
The horse’s gallop jarred him till he -
was nearly seasick, and sometimes the
dagger would slip down painfully, He
heard a cry.

“Ride "im, cowboy !”

N

o

He stopped . |
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HE‘H&U&%}S MﬂSﬁ%ES EN

Hﬁ looked ba{:k The mﬂs&mngﬁ of the
cowhands were racing in pursuit, dust
rising from their heels, Beyond them,
far behind, came the troop of Nessus.
Could F‘etas would-be rescuers reach
him in time?

Nessus laughed and dug his spurs
&eep The steed sprang forward with
tenewed speed. The officer bent low
-as an arrow whistled past.

“Hey!” Pete yelped. “You'll hit me!”

But the cowboys didn’t care about
" As long as Hercules® reputation
went untarnished, they'd be satisfied—
if they had to kill both Nessus and Pete
to accomplish their ends. Their wails
went up to the blue sky.

“Yippee! Ride "im, cowboy! Yipee!”

In another moment, Pete knew, the
arrows would find their mark. Nessus,
- grimly silent, drove the horse on. His
dagger did not stir from the captive’s
back. Pete noticed, abruptly, that he
held something in his hand. The
Roman candle. . . .

Somehow . he got the matches out
of his pocket without attracting
Nessus’ attention. How he lit the fuse
he never knew, in that gusting wind.

Arrows were singing viciously past

~hitm,  The dust-clouds choked him.
The thunder of hoofs deafened him.
He lit the candle and aimed itw

-~ Swish! In front of the horse’s nose
a spurt of raving fire blasted! The

" horrified animal tried to turn inside out

~and start running the other way. It
-only succeeded in doing a somersault,
But that was effective enough.. Pete
felt himself flying through the air, and
fell heavily atop a body that whooped
hoarsely once and was silent.

He got up dizzily from Nessus’ pros-
trate form. The officer was out cold.

. The cowhands came riding up. One

of them extended a hand, and helped
Pete vault to the saddle behind him.

“Ride ’im, cowboy!”

They fled toward the ranch, hegpele&aa
Iy autdzsmnmng the troop. Pete
breathed again, Nessus’ story would
never be believed now. Hercules’ rep-
utation was safe—even enhanced. For
the son of Zeus had slain tha hydral

Bang?

@ & B B &

“Hello, Pete,” said Doctor Mayhem.

“How are you feeling ?”
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“Wh-what?” . ‘Mr. Manx stared
around at the laboratory. Greﬁce had
vanished.

The cowboys were gone.
back in New York.

“I ﬁfmﬁy‘ succeeded in repairing the
machine,” Dy, Mavhem said. 1
brought back your wrestler frmmﬁ Big-
pig, first.” ¢

Pete staggered erect.

“Where is he?”

“I gent him to the hospital. He had
a bad case of—well, he must have pun
into some goid‘&mad But he’ll come
around in a day or so. What happened,
aayhx}w, Pete?” .

- He was

Twasa ia‘mg story, but at last it was

finished, to Mayhem’s intense satis«

faction, He had been hanging on W@ry
word.,

“Hercules, £h? That clears up S0

many mysteries. The man-eating birds =

—pstriches, you say? And the hydra
was a squid? Amazing. Even the shirt
of Nessus that was supposed to have
killed Hercules—" Doctor Mayhem
seemed amused. '

“Yeah” Pete glanced at the door.
“It seems to me I came here with the
idea of asking you if you could cure
Bigpig. That was quite a while &gﬂ
but I'd still like to know.”

“I'm afraid not” The scientist’s
voice was regretful. : .
Manx sighed. “I guess I'll just have
to keep him away from goldenrod, if I
expect him to stay in condition for more

fights, then,” he said.

Mayhem slapped his hand to his fore-
head,

“Oh, I forget, Pete. Your friend told
me to tell you he was finished with the
wrestling - profession. - He said that
when he got out of the haspitai he was
going back to Montana.” »

There was silence for two minutes.
At length Pete drew himself together
and made for the door.

“See you later, Doc,” he said. “I've
got same’thmg important to attend to,
right away.” :

“You have? What?” ‘

Mz, Manx’s grin wam enough m
frighten babies. -

“Oh, nothing much,” m: -
he closed the door behind hlmﬁv e 4 W
want to send mggm SOTIE-ai]
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B OSCAR J. FRIEND

Aati&m of “Tke Stolen Spectrom,’® “The Kid from Mﬁrs,” ete;

The space-sult clad men dived out into the void

HE space-freighter, Rex, carry-
ng a cargo of twenty thousand

tons of Wiltonite, had passed the
orbit of Mars and was decelerating.
Flagship of the government fleet of
rockets operating between the uranium
mines on Jupiter and the fusling ports
of Earth, the Rex was king of the space-
Ways.

Inside the ship, two young men in
the uniform of Confederated World
Space Service stood topether in the
- chief navigator’s office. So much alike
there could be no doubt they were

Night Did Not Fall When the

Last Day Dawned on Earth—

Until Man Put the Darkness
QOut with Letters of Fire!
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brothers, Robert Carroll was the com-
mander and Martin Carroll the frst

astrogator of the vesgel, Both of

them tall and lithe, blue-eyed and
brown-haired, less than eighteen
months difference in their ages, these
famous brothers had been mwpmhi«e
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v fmm thesr &aﬂy zzmmhemi .

" Bob, the elder, was rated the best
‘pilot in the service, Martin, the as-
trogator, was a mental m&w&‘i Withe
out the umse of instruments, paper or
pencil, he could triangulate any sort of
course or maneuver. Bob could esti-
mate what the reactions were going to

- bé -as fast as his brother could finish
his equations, The two of them func-
tioned as a perfect team. That was the

~reason the Rex was the crack ship of
the service,

“Well, yvonder is the old ball of mud
wmﬁmg serenely on her way through
space,” said Captain Bob Carroll with
a sigh of great relief as he turned from

the eye-pieces of the electro- tele&wp& ‘
Martin Carroll’'s sensitive face regis-

tered faint triumph as well as relief as
he turned it toward his brother,
“BSo you were somewhat worried over

. the continued silence of the communi-

cation system, after all.”

“Frankly, yes,” admitted Bob, mmi-’

ing now, “It was queer-—~that sudden
blanking out of the communication
beam before we left Jupiter. But there
is Earth right where she belongs. We'll
be home in three days and likely find
out-the trouble is in our own direc-
tional beam tube.

“Exactly sixty-five hours,”  Martin -

corrected. “There’s no doubt that
Wiltonite fuel has made commercial
gpace travel a success. It's the most
powerful explosive ever perfected. But
 ~what makes you think the radio trouble
. may be in our own equipmnent? We've

picked up the Martian stations with-
~out any trouble.,”

SHADOW of concern flitted
across Bob Carroll's face,

- “You're too damned technical, Mr.
Carroll,” he said affectionately. “Let
me tell you that old terra firma looks

mighty good spinning along there on

her way to meet us. God bless the in-
ventor of the electro-telescope.”

“Describe,” said the chief astrogator
lazily, making no move to get up from
his chair and peer into the telescope’s
eye-piece for himself.

His eye fastened to the ’scope, the
older brother gave z concige astrono-
. mical report on Earth as he obsarved it.
Maﬁm Carroll listened mteﬁﬁy, his

S

~ head cocked ﬂlxg&mﬂy to 'one side with

the alert air of a terrier.

“Sounds all right,” Martin admitted
in relief as the captain finished. “We'd
hetter go to the conning tower and set

the final figures up for the first relief

pilot. I’ve just worked 'em out for cor-
rect deceleration with forty million
pounds of deadly dead weight in the
holds. You loaded the Rex up to the

- gills this trip, didn’t you?”
“Clear up to the hairline,” his brother

admitted shamelessly, “Without Wil-
tonite the heavy rockets don’t space.
The Rex is the only craft that dares
carry a full mrgc of the explosive stuff.

You wouldn’t be a bit anxious over '

Marcia, would you?”
“Would you?” countered * Martin

from his seat at the ta%ﬂa

A faint grimace of pain crossed Bob’s

“face as he stood hehind his brother.

He thought of the words Marcia War-

ren had spoken the only time he ka&, L

ever openly declared his love,

“Don’t, Bob!” the girl had pmtem&d:

brokenly. “Don’t tell me that. Don’t
make it any harder for me. Your
brother — Martin — loves me, too. I
girnply couldn’t—tell him I didn’t care.
So I can never marry you as Xang as
Martin lives—and cares. Can I?”
Whege-faced and strained, Bob had
replied: “No, of course not. I—didn’t
know about Mart,

Forgive me, Marcia. I guess I can
gtand it nf—mxf you marry Mart,”

“But I don’t love Mart—Ilike that,”
Marcia had repHed gravely.
Bob. But you wouldnt want me to do
any differently, would you?” :

“God forbid,” Bob Carroll had said
stoutly,

He had folded Marcia tenderly in his

arms, and kissed her gently on her fair -
forehead. Thereafter, never by word

or tone or inflection when the three
of them were together could Martin
Carroll tell that they had reached a
triangulation in their private lives as
great as any equation he had solved in
space,

Now ; the captain
rumpled the wavy chestnut hair on his
brother’s head and crammed the chief

astrogator’s cap on the mus@@@wup -

locks.

But I should have -
guessed that both of us would love you, -

“It’s you,

afffectim&taiy -
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“¥ou bet I would!” he said fervently.
“H anvthing were to happen to John
Carroll or that adopted sister of ours
I think I'd go crazy. Come on.”

“If anything happened to  either
Father or Marcia, 1 believe I would
die,” said Martin Carroll simply as he
rose and placed his hand on his broth-
er’s shoulder. ,

“What? And leave me to jockey the
Rex through space all by myself?”
chafed Bob, throwing an arm tenderly
about the young man’s shoulders,

ORTY-eight hours later the dully
glowing blue disk that was Earth
gwam out of the black immensity of
gpace and assumed its familiar outline
and color. And still the radio beam

was dead, althoupgh the Rex's radio
operator had no trouble communicating .

with Mars or Jupiter. Communica-
cation with Earth was impossible, al-
though Earth rolled majestically on-
ward in a perfectly normal fashion,
There was only one thing wrong—
something was missing that the cap-
tain of the Rex overlooked at first, so
‘busy was he in scanning the planet it-
self., It was Scott, the first officer, who
brought the matter to his attention.
“Look! Captain Carroll-—the umbra
and penumbra of Earth are missing!”
 Bob started and stared. Swiftly he
adjusted the controls of the electro-tel-
escope. Scott was right. Difficult to
see against the refractionless black of
space, but always present and extend-
ing for hundreds of thousands of miles
out on the shadowed side away from
the Sun, the false shadow and the true
conical shadow of Earth were missing.
“The shadows are sometimes difficult
to see,” said Martin Carroll from his
chair at the chart table,
~ “No, Mart!” exclaimed his brother
gharply. “Scott is right. There iz no
umbra. Earth is casting no shadow
and there is sunlight all avound it
‘There is no night! It—it’s impossible !
“Check wour instruments!” Martin
Carroll ordered as he clutched his head
with both hands to concentrate on the
crazy prozlem., “What time is it?”
“Two-seven, P. ML, Eastern Standard
Harth Time,” informed the first officer,
glancing at a chronometer get among

- the star clocks.

_ THRILLING WONDER STORIES

“Then we are roughly one million

miles out,” sald the chief astropator.
“Bob, set the manual controls for one
degree right ascension and give half a

- burst from number three port rockets.

We'd best swing in an orbit around
Earth and make sure we aren’t suffer-
ing from optical illusions. I've got to
figure this thing out. No radio com-
munication . . . no shadow . . . no new
source of light, . . J” ‘

The little group fell silent as the Rex
responded to the helm and curved in a

eat trajectory on the new course.

aint groans of apprehension escaped

more than one pair of lips as the fact

became established beyvond all doubt -
that the entire world was bathed in per-

petual sunlight!
Which, of course, way impossible,
“Good God!” cried the pilot as the
Western Hemisphere came fully into
view. “What is that? Letters of fire!”

O longer requiring the electro-tel-
escope, the captain and frst offi-
cer stood shoulder to shoulder and
stared out through the fotward obser-
vation port. In huge, glowing letters
—lilte the neon signs of the twentieth
century—stretching across the entire
width of the United States of Amestica
from the Pacific to the Atlantic, was a
two-word phrase,

SAVE
EARTH

“S8ave Earth,” tead Boeb Carroll
aloud. “From British Columbia dlmost
to Florida—save Earth. It's a huge
signboard in space!”

“Look!” exclaimed the first officer,
clutching his commander’s arm,

Bob Carroll continued to starve.
Down below, on the great globe of
Earth, the nine huge letters winked out
of being, In their stead, in the middle

of the continent, appeared 2 number, It

was a date,

2198
AD

The Rex's commander read the date
aloud in a queer voice, ;

“But that’s wrong!”- cried Scott.
“This is July of the year Twenty-two
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hundred m@ ten. Or are we going
mad?”

Martin Cawall lifted his head sud-
denly,

“Bob, did you say Tw&mtywom nine-
ty«nme?”

- Before the captain could wrﬁy this
there was a gasp from Brewster, the
pilot.

“Look!” he shouted. “The date has
blinked out and the words have come
back?

They bhad, indeed. At intervals of
one-minute durations that incompre-
- hensible signboard of Earth Hashed its

changing message: SAVE EARTH-—
2199 A D — SAVE EARTH — 2199
A D, That it was an urgent message
of some kind to somebody there could
“be no doubt. That it was centrally con-
trolled was obvious.

“I tell you it's Twenty-two ten!
shouted Scott, clutching his captain by
the shoulder, “Let’s get down there
and find out what the hell’'s wrong, sir.

" T've got a wile and three kids down
there who may be needing me!”
C “Snapout of it, Scott!” said the com-
- mander sternly, giving the officer a lit-
tle shake. “Of course this is Twenty-
two ten. But that Twenty-one ninety-
nine has a special significance.”

Captain Carroll turned to look at his
brother who had risen to his feet and

- was advancing toward the observation
port, his blue eyes wide and staring.

“A gpecial significance,” the astro-
gator repeated. And then both broth-
ers exclaimed together:

“The Interplanetary Garden!”

o # @ *

Q’&

HERE wasn't the least warning
that June 12, 2210, was going to be
any different, astronomically speaking,
than any other June 12 of mankind’s
recorded history. But there was a
startling departure from the usual
order of things., For June 12 did not
end, 1t was the last day.
The sun lowered as usual below the
ritm of the western borizon, but twi-
light, dusk, and dark did not follow in
their proper order. Instead, the day-
“light seemed to grow stronger.
Simultaneously, all over the world,
radio communication went completely
haywire. It was worse than the static

- plunged to destruction.

lW

of a thousand sunspots. (}f all the ma&
things to happen, the most grimly sig-
nificant was this utter and absolute
failure of wireless transmission. 8o
dependent had Earth become on wire-
less impulses that there ensued at
once an indescribable state of chaod.

All stratosphere liners and airline
transports lost their power and direc-
tional beams and were groundede—or
The electro-
magnetic gravity nullifier, developed
in the second half of the twentieth
century and unlocking the door to spa-
tial flight, went out of commission as’
completely as radio. and  wireless
power., For no fuel had yet been
developed-—not even Wiltonite——that
would, without the gravity nullifier,
lift the lightest rocket st sufficient
initial velocity to escape the attraction
of Harth’s mass.

And all communication with inter-
planetary rocket ships and with the
power stations on the colonized major
planets was cut off abruptly as though
& master surgeon had severed the vocal
chords of all Eaxth,

IGHT did not fall. True, the Sun

rose in the east and set in the
west with monotonods regularity,
proving that Earth was still properly
spinning on its axis, but there was only
perpetual day. Earth began building
up terrific temperatures which would
have killed people off like Hies had it
not been for the weathercast stations
that dotted every continent.

These weather-control stations, de-
veloped in the twenty-second century,
reached their bighest peak of efficiency
in 2195 under the direction of Profes-
sor John Carroll. Now they were fune-
tioning full blast to prevent men and
plants and animals from being steamed
alive, while scientists sought frantically
for the cause of the catastrophe and
a remedy.

The polar caps were rapidly melting
and the seas were rising at an als
rate, driving people inland from ¢
countries. and inundating island
island. And over warymmg
the humid, steaming atmospl
a tropical ;mmgm an atmo:
wasn’t content to remain just
was slowly approaching the
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ture of live, ﬁ%am s

e ‘& couple of maﬁh&m&tacmm
@Mﬁ Wﬂt’h@!‘ with three astronomer-
Wmmwm and they plotted the course

 and direction of the constant bending

- of light rays. To their amazement, the
- _answer they got was-—the planet Mer-

o m’?,
- his was ridiculous! The most ele-

mentary school child knew that the two
inferior plants—Mercury and Venug——
©were uninhabited and uninhabitable,
~ “that organic life was impossible on
those two outposts of the Sun where
- rivers could only be molten bismuth

~ on the one and the coolest ternperature

could only be live steam on the other.

In the past two hundred years every
. space pioneer who had dared explore
- inward toward the Sun had failed to
return. The intense heat of the Sun
was incinerating, fatal.

All of which didu’t change the fact
that the figures showed the sphere of
artificial agitation which bent the Sun’s
rays around the Earth and caused tidal
waves, blanketed wireless, rising tem-
perature, and all the other ills and in-
conveniences which Ied up to the door
of utter annihilation—was on Mercury.
It was at this point that science bowed
its head and called upon Professor John
Carroll,

Professor Carroll was retired now.
He lived quietly on his farm near Fort
Wayne, Indiana, and raised weird mu-

. tations of fruits and vegetables from

the four known worlds under a
weather-control system of visible light
beams of his own devising., He was in
his glass-enclosed pagoda with the air-
conditioning unit: running full blast
when the delegation came to see him.

“Indeed, gentlemen, this is a sur-
prige,” the professor said in his dry,
gentle voice as he recognizeéd more than
" one friend—or enemy-—in the group of
savants who waited upon him, “Let
me hasten to bid yvou welcome to my
humble abode. You are acquainted
with my ward, Miss Marcida Warren?”

HE visitors reddened a trifle more
than the mounting temperature of
the weather warranted and hemmed
and hawed as the professor amiably
shook hands., Marcia smiled  gra-
ciously, overlooking the confusion of

#
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her gmaréhan s callers. She knew wﬁzy 4

they were embarrassed, -
The three men were heré to ea;t i‘zumm

- ble pie.

For Professor Carroll was a versatile
man, Not content with being the di-
rector of weathercasting for the entire -
world, in the year 2199 he had written
a book on the flora and fauna of the
several planets. The title of this revo-
futionary masterpiece was “The Inter-
planetary Garden.” In this book the
professor devoted three chapters to
theory about possible life on Venus and
Mercury.

The dissension Qhaﬁm Darwin had -
caused with his “Origin of Species” was
a mild breeze compared to the tempest
Carroll stirred up with his theory of
sentient metallic life on Venus and
helium creatures of intelligence on
Mercury, Before the end of the year
the otherwise creditable book was sup-
pressed and the professor was removed
from his high office. Indeed, the year
2199 was not one to be easily forgot-
ten by the Carroll family.

- “Aheme—gr--niot to beat aimlessly
around the bush, Professor,” said Dr.
Thornley Bedloe, dean of mathematics
emd physics of Worié Science Institute,
“we have come to talk to yow about the ,
alarming condition now confronting
Earth., At the present rate of increas-

ing heat, in spite of the weathercast

gtations, %hae deadline of continued ex-
istence for the human race is July the
nineteenth. That is scarcely a week
away. Professor Carroll, it is my wish
and the wish of all my colleagues to
offer you our abject apologies for what
we did to yvou and *The Interplanetar
Crarden’ eleven years ago, and to as
of you — that is - oh, for God’s sake,
can’t you do mmeﬁnng to avert dis-
aster? You foresaw things in your
great work of which the world did not
even dream. Can't you figure some
way out?” ! o

“Yes, Profegsor Carroll,” urged the
leader of the World Cabinet. “Why
should an alien form of life such as
must exist on Mercury suddenly make
war on us — and without warning?
Why should this happen to us?”

“I see,” said Professor Carroll, quiet-
lv. “Then you are agreed that other
forms of life than the carbon com-
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pounds-—~than even physical and ore
ganic compounds—might possibly exist
on planes that man does not dream of
and cannot begin to presume to under-
stand?”

“There can be no other answer,” said

Dr. Bedloe earnesily. “We know that
no form of life similar to man can exist
- .as.close to the Sun ag Venus., And pa-
. tient cross-checking has shown beyond
the shadow of a doubt that something
upon Mercury is artificially causing the
terrible refraction of light and the
warping of the Sun’s rays to destroy
Earth. It is all so senseless. Not how,
but why the inhabitants of Mercury
would destroy the world!” -

e ERHAPS, from their stand.
M. point, it is not so senseless,”
contradicted Professor Carroll. “Let's
see—Mercury is about two-fifths the
diameter of Earth., It receives about
seven times as much light and heat
from the Sun that Earth does. And
only one-half of the planet is habitable
~providing we agree that certain
forms of life exist that can stand from
four hundred to eight hundred degrees
of temperature.” «

“You speak of an assault on Earth
without warning., How could creatures
of a possible helium or gaseous strue-
ture, whose very life force is heat so
intense that solid metals such as tin
‘ang lead flow like water, even begin to
communicate with us? And why would
they care to do so? There is nothing
in common between us—pot even as
much as there is between a man and a
mold.

“And why should they attack Earth
by turning perpetual sunshine on it?
For what other reason than to raise
Earth’s temperature to a degree which
their form of life could tolerate?”

“You — you mean the Mercurians
would — would attempt to colonize
Earth?” whispered Dr. Bedloe, aghast
- at the horrible thought.

- Professor Carroll shrugged. “Why
not? They won’t be the hrst creatures
to demand miore Jeben-raum.” -

“Good God, man! You are jesting!”
cried the cabinet leader.

Professor Carroll dropped his suave
and lackadaisical manner. " “On the
contrary, gentlemen,” he said crisply,
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_“I mean every word of it. - T have been

checking with instruments for day after
day. I can assure you that those of
you who arrived at Mercury for the
answer to our trouble are one hundred
percent correct. Mercury, or the in-
habitants of Mercury, are responsible
for our plight—their purpose is un-
doubtedly colonization—their form of
life is unquestionably alien and strange
~-and there is nothing that 1 can do
about it.”

“You - you mean there’s no hope,
then ?” whispered Dr. Bedloe.

“There was none before you came to
me,” corrected Professor Carroll sol-
emnly. “There may be little now, but
there is a chance. As it is impossible
to take a rocket ship off from Earth
to combat our enemy, we must use a
ship that is, obviously, already away
from BEarth. Since there is no chance
of communicating with such a ship
by radio, we must communicate visu-
ally, and we can only hope that the
recipient of our necessarily brief mes-
sage has the infelligence to interpret it
properly and take the right steps. The
rest will be on the lap of the gods.”

“What kind of a solution is this?”
complained Bedloe bitterly, while the
others merely groaned in despair.

“] know it is just a gamble,” said
Professor Carroll. “But it is all we
have, My two sons aboard the Rex are
due back from Jupiter the day after
tomortow. I know they are in a fever
of uneasiness due to Earth’s radio
silence. They will be studying Earth
carefully as their ship approaches. And
I must have immediate and complete
control of all the weathercast bureaus
in the Western Hemisphere! 1 will
chart a series of horizontal red and
yellow beams of light from station to
station that will spell out a compre-
hensible message to my boys. It has to
be on a vast scale so that it can be read
before the Rex comes close enough to
be trapped by Earth’s gravitational pull
above the power of their rockets, And
I want that message to start flashin
as quickly as possible. That's all %
can do, gentlemen.” . .

OR the next twenty»-ﬁauf hours the
telegraph wires hummed all over
the United States. Electricians




worked  and swmteé like
‘all over the country in their
efforts to hook up the weather
-stations as per the explicit direc-
telegraphed from temporary
juarters set up in Chicago.

At Zmﬂ: Professor Carroll, with an

- /'mmma-famé but brave Marcxa at his

: sat before a huge control
- board and began manipulating master
switches which in turn manipulated
and activated numerous other switches
-across the face of the continent.

“Qur red beam is shooting northwest

o from Chicagoe,” announced Dr. Bedloe

anxiously from the window of the tall
building. “I only hep@ that the entire
system is functioning as it should.”

-~ “How can we tell?” demanded one
of the technicians,

“We can't,” said the professor, smil-
ing faintly. " “We are too close to the
sign.  We would have to be at least
s en thousand miles out in space in order
to read it.”

- “How far do you think it can be
read?” demanded Dr. Bedloe.

“With the electro-telescope, at least
a million miles,” Carroll replied, glanc-
ing at his watch and flipping out a
- series of switches before pressing home
z second series,

“The Chicago beam has changed di-
" rection,” announced Dr. Bedloe from
the window,

““We should be spelling or writing

the date — Twenty-one ninety-nine,”

explained the professor, “Sixty seconds
of that and then back to ‘SAVE
EARTH'. And that is all we can do

from now on, gentlemen. Except that

you might start praying that the Rex
is coming back to Harth on time and
that the Carroll boys will interpret my
message correeﬁy—-—and then be able
to figure a solution.”
“Save Earth!” snorted Bedloe.
“Twenty-one ninety-nine, A.D.! I
think your message 1s crazy, Carroll”
“Yes,” said the professor succinctly
-~ a8 he m:mmpmlate& his-switches, “You
- . thought so in Twenty-one ninety-nine.”
’ £ kg ¥ &

 REWSTER, the young pilot of the
Rex, turned his strained  face

- toward his captain.

“What can be causing those letters,

L%XN@;WE&N @ER 3’1@‘@%31%

sir?” He asked mziwgiy

“There is nothing that could (io it
except the light beams of the weather-
cast bureaus,” explained Bob briefly.
“It's obviously a message for the eyes

‘because Earth's radio won't function.”

“Weathercast stations!” exclaimed
Martin Carroll. “That date! Bob,
only Dad could have hooked up those
stations to flash that word., That mes-
sage must be from him. And you know

w%mt }mppmed in Twenty-one ninety- -

nine,”
“Will any Carroll ever forg&t
growlad Bob, “That was the year Dad
was disgraced for his theories about
Mercury published in “The’ Iﬁtwp}mew
tary Garden’.”
“T

‘!?

hat's it!” cried the astrogator =

sharply, “Somehow that’s a message -
to us from Dad. And the clue is in that
book. Haven’t we a copy aboard the
Rex?” ; AR
“Yes—in my cabin,” said Bob.
“Come.” ‘
In the privacy of the commander’s
cabin Martin sprawled at ease on the
berth while his brother read aloud the
section of Professor Carrolt’s book on
the sunward planets. An hour later
Martin expelled a tremendous sigh.
“That's it,” he said. “Dad has told
us as pl&m}y as by a two-way hook-up
that Earth is in trouble, and the danger
spot is Venus or Mercmy Let'’s get to

the navigator’s office and run some - -

tésts to see if we can check it.”

It was four hours later that Martin
Carroll lowered his tired head to rest.
his feverish face in his hands. His
brother stared down at the back of
his head with eyes that were chie with
horror, _

“Good God, Martin!” he murmureé
“I's incredible! Mercury attacking
Earth by bending the Suns rays. Why,
we don’t even know there iz life on
Mercury. We have only Dad's theory
that intelligent life doesn’t necessarily
have to conform to organic carbon
patterns.”

“We do know now,” said the younger
brother, smiling wearily. “Every test,
every gauge, every equation works out
to. an artificial disturbance and ray
distorter on one spot on Mercury.
We've got to destroy it and do it

" quickly, or all life on Earth will
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- most certamly perish.” *

. “Thm’s why Dad sent his visual mes-
sage,” Bob commented gravely. “But
how did he think we could save—"

Bob Carroll broke off suddenly and
stared at his brother in a peculiar man-
Martin, particularly sensitive to
" things like ﬂ:hxs, again raised his head.

“You've thought of a way, Bob,” he
accused qmatiy “What is it?"”

“4& way, ves,” answered the captain
slowly, solemnly.
And it means an inevitable sacrifice.”

“You mean——ynalke a bomb out of our
ship—blagt that spot on Mercury out
of existence?”

“Exactly,” said Bob in a curt, flat
tone. “Maybe bomb Mercury itself out
of existence. Who knows what our
cargo of twenty thousand tons of Wil-
tonite at full acceleration with a de-
tonator head on the Rex will do?”

Martin passed his hand over his face
and shuddered. ,

“My God?” he whispered. “The holo-
caust would be awful”

“The crew!” murmured the captain
of the Rex. “We can’t demand such a
sacrifice of them. There is only one
thing to do. We'll have to compute our
course and cut across between Earth

and Moon at a height of fifty thousand

miles from Earth and let all the men
dive from the aft port in space suits.
They'll make u* aafaiy to Earth, and we
can rocket on.

“Like parachute troops of the twen-
tieth century, eh?” said Martin, smiling
wanly. “Yes, that will work, Bob.
But Iis;t,en”mhe hesitated a}ighﬂy, then
went on—"there’s no need of—of us
both going. One of us can do the job
successfully. Remember Dad and
Marcia. You wouiﬁn’tw&rwﬁip & coin,
would you?”

~“No, I wouldn’t,” Bob replied softly.
“But you are right, Mart. There’s Dad
—and Marcia. And one of us is enough
‘to unload this egg on Mercury. So
“you're going to bail out with the rest of
the crew and carry on for those we
love.”

“NG Bah,” protested the other, start-
ing up in swift protest. “That isn't
fair. If one of us must die, it is best

" that I

© “Skip it!” interrupted the captain.
. “I’ve already made up my mind, and

“But a terrible way.

RStEE

P skipper of this potential bomb.
Come on to the control room and figure
the proper triangulation for me to
make a bull’s-eye on the dirty Mercu-
tian spot causing all our trouble, while
I talk to the entire crew and explain
things,”

ARTIN CARROLL held out his
hand, and his brother gmppﬁd it.
“Wait just a minute, Bob,” he said
brokenly., "We're practxcaﬁy saying
good-by right now, And we've never
been separated before.”

Bob uttered a little snort and his

arms went around his brother'in a great
big hug. His lips were pressed for an
instant against the younger man’s fore-
head——just as he had kissed Marcia
Warren not so terribly long ago:

“So long, bud,” he murmured affec-
tionately. “Take good care of them.
You know I know you're capable.”

“Yeah,” muttered Martin, pressing

his face ﬂrmly against the chmk of his . ~

brother. “So long-skipper.”

They walked to the control room arm
in arm, and Bob left the astrogator
there to work out his new eguation
while he went to address the amamhieei
Crew.

Martin spoke quietly to the young
pilot who got the message from the
ioudspeaker,

“Brewster!” '

“Yeu, sir?” answered the pilot.

“We haven't any time to lose. Get
your space suit and supply equipment
and come back here to get me at the imt
minute. Undﬁmtand?” :

“Yes, sir. Gladly, sir.”

“Go ahead. I'll take over”

A bit later the captain entered the
control room with a space suit over his
arm,

“Here, Mamm bhe called crisply.
“Let me help you get into this thing.
The crew are waiting at the port aft
mr lock. T'll give you the gauge read-
ings before I fasten the headgear, and
you can call off the proper equation to
set things so I don’t miss the mark., I
can easily correct minor discrepancies
by manual control as I near the target
~—giich as the pull of the Sun throwing
the ship off”

“1f mt weren't for that nﬁmsmﬁy we
could both jump ship and trust to ini~



thiat 1‘” said Bob mmgsatxmtly.
: stalling, and get into this suit.”
. “Are you ready, sir?” came the voice
Vol Brewster from the door.
©“Yes,” whispered Martin Carroll
-~ softly as his hand crept up along hza
- brother’s arm to his chin, “I'm
ready?"
As he said this, Martin suddenly

© _doubled his fist and let drive a
" murderous short-arm jab that con-

nected squarely with Bob’s jaw. The
' captain grunted and started sagging,
crumpling at the Knees.

- “Here, Brewster!” Martin called out
sharply. “Get the captain into this
space suit he brought. Snap into it!
We're changing places. He's jumping
- ship with youmen. I'm taking the Rex
~ on to Mercury. Is the detonator fused
" to the hold and properly set?”

. “Yes, sir, but do you thmkw"’ began
the pﬂﬁt in a trembling voice.

“I know,” snapped the astrogator in -
“Get that suit on my

a hard tone,
brother, Now then, re&& the position
to me from the gauges.”

“Yes, sir,” said the stunned Brewster,
- complying.

- *Good,” nodded Martin Carroll. “Set
up this triangulation—and as you hope
“to live out a normal life, don’t make any
errort”

* He called out an equation, and felt
the great freighter tremble slightly as
‘the craft responded to the firing order
~the pilot set up.

“Now, I'll take tha control board,”
‘e said shortly, sliding into the paddﬂﬁ
‘chair before the banks of keys. “Take
Captain Carroll back to Mr. Scott’s

care. Dive out when I ring this alarm
" bell.

And see that the last man sets
‘the automatic airlock before he aban-
dons ship. That’s alll”
“Yes, sir. And good-by, sir! I'm sa-
luting you, sir!”
. One minute later the strident note
of an alarm bell rang throughout the
huge ship. As the freighter cut across
the face of Barth at elevation of fifty
thousand miles; the aft port lock opened
on the airless void, and white-suited
_ men began diving gracefully down
_toward the great globe that was home.

' ma ‘_,ﬂm)m M*mzma

ngs o take thw ﬁymg Like iarge mgwﬁakes ﬂﬂey &mﬁe& ‘

downward from the lock of the rocket
whose tail tubes were already glowing
red with the accelerating bursts of Wil-
tonite,

HIRTY-TWO hours later, from
his drifting position in space with
;Fzmt Officer Scott beside him, Captain
Bob Carroll tried to look Sunward., He
couldn’t see the Hash, nor hear the ter-
rific concussion, but ‘he knew that his
brother had succeeded in his heroic en-
deavor. For, lilze the sputtering fuse of -
dynamite, a line of living light seemed
to ripple Earthward.
In something like eight minutes the
line of light rippled across space; struck
the Earth almost like a visible shock,

. and magically a cone of black shadow
sprang out from Earth on the side away

from the Sun.

And it was night again where mgh‘& \
should be.

It was another week before Bob Car-
roll and his crew were rescued just off
the Pacific Coast and rushed by stratod
liner to Chicago. “Here, in the midst 6f
the wildest rejoicing, Bob made his re-
port to his father. The bitter lines
about the spaceman’s mouth had softs

ened somewhat as he enfolded Marcia

Warren in his arms and vested hﬁa head -
on her shoulder to cry,

“It was wonderful! Simply miracy-
loust” praised Dr, Bedloe. “But what
I eannot understand is why you let-
Martin make that sacrifice. Je—er-—al-

ways understood that the old tradition

was for the mpmm to stay with his—
ah-—ship.”

“He couldn’t help it—if rt’s any of

our business, sir?” spoke up Brewster
fiercely. “Martin Carroll knocked the
captain out.”

“Oh!” said Dr. Bedloe, g}am:mg at
the former captain of the Rex. “Queer
that he should choose to make the sacri~
fice, -And I wonder that he was able to

pilot the ship so successfully into such '

sheer brilliance of light,”

“Oh, you damned fooll” grated First
Officer Scott. “You don’t know much
of anythmg, do you? Martin Carroll
wis stone blind from birth! Mow, let's.
get out of here and Ieaw what’s left of

‘this family in peace.”

Next Issue: OUT OF THE YEﬂRS by lvan Sandwf



ASH ON VIA

" By JOSEPH J. MILLARD

Author of “HMaster of the Walking Dead,” “Thirty Fathoms Peril,” eic.

C,

The Shadow of
Death on Airless
Worlds Drives Men
to Perform Deeds of
Murder—and' Scientific
Laws Bring Them to Justice!

HORNE insisted there was noth-
ing outside the shell of the
: wrecked space cruiser—no air, no
pressure, no heat, no light. Only utter,
absclute nothingness lay above the
mineral-dust surface of dead Viar, third
moon of Votan, the last planet beyond
Pluto,

But Jackson knew better. There was
something outside. Death waited pa-
tiently, unrelentingly, hovering above
the wrecked craft on black, silent
wings., This was death’s domain. It
was only a matter of time until these
two rash microcosms of life, unwilling
invaders, should vield themselves to -
B " ) w ; death’s mandates. e
Damn youl’ he shrisked. *You ~ Jackson knew this. Feeling the
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s _brain, he shivered as
i Thorne make one last hope-
y for contact with life’s outpost.
. I ¢ould stretch transmission range
- W 2 fraction of a parse more.” Thorne

- muttered through set teeth, “I could

“reach the guard station on Pluto. I'm
- going to try to overpower this rig long
cenough to get a call through, It may

= blow out instantly, of course, but I
~..don’t see that even then we’'d be any

waorse off than we are now.”

~ .- He bent over the communicator,
" which had been miraculously undam-

+ aged by the crash. Deliberately he
- turned the power controls up above

. _the red danger-bar, The whole assem-

- " bily began to hum, warning of the im-
- pending  blowout. But still Thorne
-~ grimly fed power, easing it delicately
into the instruments until its shrill pro-

. test was louder than the cosmic drone

- fromi the receiver,

- Jackson, hunched forward on the co-
pilot’s seat, set his teeth and blinked

g sudden Hood of cold perspiration from

' his eyes. His fingernails dug into his

- pabms, but he did not feel the pain.
“Calling Pluto,” Thorne droned into
the transmitter for the hundredth time.
“Calling Space Guard Station Nineteen
on Pluto. Astrophysical exploration
ship Meteor calling Pﬁuww Answer
- guickly if you catch this.”
. They both heard it, then. A faint,
mﬁmtely distant whzsper of sound pen-
etrated the eternal cosmic drone in the

" receiver. It was the sound of a human

voice—the first to reach their ears in
eight months of extra«gaslatztm wander-
ingt

SBEAPACE GUARD STATION

NINETEEN on Pluto- calling
kthe Meteor. We hear your tr&nsmw-
sion faintly. Come through again if

‘you can, Give location and condition |

of ship.

“P‘my that the blowout holds off,”
Thorne flung over his shoulder as he
flipped the switch. “Pluto, we're
wrecked on Viar, less than a degree
from the north pole. Send rescue expe-
dition at once. We're unhurt, but our
- food ﬁﬁpp?imﬁ ‘are running low and
- there isn’t a living thmg on this satel-

Tite. H:my "

k 1V‘W€§Nnﬂk ﬁTQRIES
fen m‘m%;g ‘death’s wpimmg% ﬁﬁ-'

‘ “Be on our way in an’ hwr * came

‘the answering whisper. “Hang on any

way you can, It will take us six to
seven weeks to reach you. Can you last
that . o

Whooft '

With a surge of masting OVerpower,
the whole communicator system blew .
out. The lights went too, There was
a terrifying interval of absolute black-
ness until Thorne’s sure, unhurried
fingers found and switched on the
emergency circuit. , :

“Boy, am I glad it held until we

"established contact!” he breathed, wip-
ing his broad forehead. “Now all we've

got to do is play two-handed poker for
siz or seven weeks.”

“B-six or s-seven weeks?” Jackson
could barely recognize that hoarse, ter-
rified croak as his own voice. “But—
but we can’t! We haven’t enough—

“Food?” Thorne Onished, eyeing his -
white-faced partner narrowly. “We'll
make out, now that we have to. We:
have enough food to get along for two
weeks., By stretching it, we can make
it last between three and four weeks.
After that?” He shrugged. :

“After that we starve in dead sarnest. -
But we'll make it. Life is a pretty tena-
cious quality in human beings. Most
of us don’t realize how stubbornly life
clings to us, especially with the cement
of hope to strengthen the bond. When
the rescue expedition finally lands,
they’ll discover two shrunken mum-
mies here on the floor,

“They’ll think we perighed. Then
someone will discover that deep down
in those wasted bodies is still a spark
of life. They'll go to work on us and
pull us through. It'll be close, I’ll ad-
mit, but we’ll make it.”

He turned away cheerfully and be-
gan to unzip his bulky space suit before
putting it on,

“Might as well trot out and make a
few observations,” he said. “This is
really a wonderful opportunity for me
to correlate some of my observations
and strengthen a few of my pet the-
m*m@ Well, keep your chin up, Jack-
son,”

He vanished into the air-lock. Pres-
ently the Meteor trembled slightly to
g‘e thud of the outer port siammmg

ut.
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| jaf:kmn mckﬁd in a long, shudder-
ing breath. He brought his clenched

fists .around from behind him and put

them on his knees, now that Thorne
was no longer around to see their trem-
bling. His haunted eyes avoided the
black disk of the forward port, fearful
that he would see the grimacing spec-
ter of death grown bolder now, beck-
-~ oning through the glass. :

- Bix or seven weeks! Food enough
for three to four weeks. Three to four
weeks for two, but six to eight weeks
for one. Two men eat twice as much
food-as one man. Twice as much food
 lasts half as long. . . .

BRUPTLY the idea was born in
ackson’s mind. Spawned by the
laughing demons of his thoughts, they
fought their murderous way to his con-

Csciousness.,

Thorne must die!

For a moment Jackson was surprised
at the calmness with which he accepted
the thought. But then he realized that
he had always hated Thorne—hated
and feared him.. He had hated him be-
cause Thorne was a scientist, a deli-
cately tuned and maddeningly efficient
instrument of research. And he feared
Thorne because the man was never
-afraid.

Jackson had never belonged on this
expedition. He was no scientist, not
‘even a mathematician beyond the bar-
est fundamental requirements of astro-
gation. He was one of the last of the
_old school of pioneer rocket pilots, dare-
devilswho Had opened the spaceways
to traffic by their blind, heedless, pit-
of -the- gmmmh'and seat-of - the-pants
astrogation. .

They had pointed lumbering, fragile
-old rockets at the Moon, Missing their

blind objective by millions of miles,

they had unwittingly opened the far-
ther planets to exploration and settle-
ment. For the most part, those men had
died or retired by the time science bad
taken over the new frontier of space
travel and made it subjlect to schedules.
", But Jackson had newer really be-
longed to that crowd, either. For Jack-
son was a coward. All his life he had
Cbeen afraid, Most of the crazy, desper-
ate, sensational things he had done in
the past had been done accidentally,

the result of blind, pamcky ﬁight from
something he feared.

'Fear had made him Thorne’s assist-
ant on this flight to chart the nearer
gaiaxy There had been a scandal in

wamp City on Venus. Money had -
been stolen by a man who feared pov-
erty worse that he feared possible cap--
ture. A guard had died. And suddenly -
Jackson's fear of the death penalty was
greater than his terror of the unkoown

beyond. the. Solar System. He had -

leaped at thiz job with Thorne as an
escape. ,
So, as always, fear drove Jackson on
from a lesser to an even greater terrot,
So Thorne must die because Jackson

feared the gnawing pangs of huriger |

and the nearness of that hwvermg
death,

Jackson stood up quickly, strength--
ened by his resolve, and went to the
port. A turn of the  thumb-screw -
brought the disks of polarized glass into -
co-ordination, restoring its transpar-
ency. Jackson locked out over the o
weird, phosphorescent landscape of
Viar, with its jutting of knife-edge min-
eral rocks and its towering cliffs ami ,
mountains.

Directly below the port, he could see
a corner of their food chest, imbedded
in the sandlike metal dust. When the

crash had ruined their refrigeration- .

plant, Thorne had suggested leaving
the food chest outside in the cold of
airless space to protect its contents
against mold.. Not a single familiar
life-form inhabited dead Viar. So there -
was no danger of loss by stealth.
Jackson stared at the visible corner
of the black impervium chest until his
eyes watered. How damnably, pitifully
small it wa&s* Yet under its air-seal lid
was a man's life—and a man’s death.

FE TURNED away and swept his

gaze over the bleak land until he g

saw the moving dot of Thorne’s space~
su